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CHAPTER |

THE CHILD

Edinburgh on the 13th of November 1850. His

"inheritance was diginguished ; the Sevenson family
were brilliant enginears with an international reputation.
His grandfather, Robert Sevenson, was Engineer to the
Board of Northern Lights, and had built the Bell Rock
Lighthouse. His father, Thomas Stevenson, had constructed
mogt of the lighthouses on the western coagt and idands of
Scotland. They were both architects and builders; the plans
which they articulated in Edinburgh they carried out with
much hardship and some danger in places where no man
had built before, on ledges of rock and sours of idand under
the howling asault of the Atlantic. Thomas Stevenson,
epedialy, was a man of inventive genius  He made many
improvements to the apparatus used in lighthousss and
perfected the machinery for revolving lights. He was not
a trained stientig, he worked by intuition with the spring
of the creative artis. He had a particular gift for seang
the way to overcome difficulties which seamed insuperable
His work was a vocation to him and he wasjustly proud
of his achievements. His firm were consulting enginears to
the Governments of India, New Zealand and Japan. Thomas
Sevenson was deeply romantic and loved every detail of
the gruggle againg wind and water for the lives of men;
To this inheritance, creative energy, congructive work of
great delicacy and precison and a persevering courage, the
child, Robert Louis, was born.

9

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON was born in
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The other chief part of his inheritance was religion.
Thomas Stevenson had, so his son wrote, " a clansman's
loyalty to the Church of Scotland." An austere morality
was his ruling passon. He was melancholy by nature in
spite of a genial public manner, and Louis seeks of his
father's " sn=e of the fleetingness of life, and of his concern
for death." He married Margaret Balfour, youngest
daughter and thirteenth child of the minister of Colinton.
Her great-great-grandfather was the famous Whig lawyer,
James Balfour, her family tree was thick with lawyers and
divines, and she was related to the border Elliots and through
them distandy to Sir Walter Scott. In her, too, piety was
the mainspring, but it was a less sombre piety than her
husband's. She was gentle, gay, graceful, charming. She
had an early delicacy of the lungs which she outgrew, but
which she handed on to her only child.

He was even more alone than most only children. In the
summer there were visits to Colinton and the entrancing
company of his cousing, the swarming brood of Balfour
children. In the bleak Edinburgh winter he was often ill
with chest complaints and sometimes had to be kept indoors
for weeks at a time. So restricted and bearing the full
pressure of family concern and family fedlings, it was
inevitable that he should excape early into fantasy, nor did
he have to find hisown way there. There was an unexpected
boyish dreak in Thomas Stevenson. The responsible
engineer and severe moralist put himself to deep every
night of his life by telling himself stories about " ships,
roadside inns, robbers, old sailors and commercial travellers
before the era of steam.” No doubt he told some of these
tdesto the child when helay in bed, feverish with bronchitis
and with terror of " thejet black night, that dares through
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the window pane" Louis imagination was nourished, too,
by his nurse, Alison Cunningham. She had, her nurding
sys a natural pleaure in words. " She read the work of
others as a poet would hardly dare to read his own, gloating
over the rhythm, dweling with delight on the assnances
and the alliterations” She recited hymns and metrical
psalms and for hours at a time she read him Bible dories
and dories of die aufferings of the Covenanters, whose
sombre tradition & the key for the household. " | spent,”
he sys " a Covenanting childhood." Like so many other
English writers, Sevenson had the language and rhythm of
the Bible as the foundation of his craft.

He began early to practise it. Firgd with a toy theatre.
Hetdlsusin hisessay, A Penny Plain and Twopence Coloured,
that it was not only the sght in a Leith Walk shop window
of a theatre in working order with " a forest set" or
" combat" or " robbers carousng" diat enchanted him.
" Below and about, dearer tenfold to me, the plays them-
sves thoe budgets of romance tumbled one upon another.
Every shest we fingered was ancther lightning glance into
obscure, ddicious story: it was like wallowing in the raw
Suff of sory books" Soon it was not enough for him to
wallow, he mug begin to imitate and write. His lazy and
intermittent attendances at school were no more than inter-
ruptions to the sdf-education that he has described in one of
hisbest-known passages

" | was always busy upon my private end, which was to
learn to write. | kept always two books in my pocket, one
to read, one to writein. As | walked my mind was busy
fitting what | saw with appropriate words. . . . Thus |
lived with words. Whenever | read a book or a passge
that particularly pleassd me. ... | mug st down at once
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and s mysdf to ape that quality. | have thus played the
sdulous ape to Hazlitt, to Lamb, to Wordsworth, to Sr
Thomas Browne, to Defoe, to Hawthorne, to Montaigne,
and to Bauddaire, to Obermann.”

He was fifteen when his first book, a short account of
the Pentland Rising of 1666, an unsuccessul revolt of the
Covenanters againg their persecutors, was published anony-
moudy by an Edinburgh booksdler. 1t opened with the high
solemnity appropriate to his years " Two hundred years
ago a tragedy was enacted in Scotland the memory of which
has been in great measure logt or obscured by the dep
tragedies which followed. It is as it were, the evening of
the night of persecution.” Thomas Stevenson, who had
financed the early venture, bought up all the unsold copies
and the pamphlet is now a rare collector's piece. To the
father, this writing was a hobby enforced on the ddicate
boy by his inability for rougher gports. He had as yet no
idea that it was not an engineer he was rearing. Nor did
he realiss when he st Louis and his mother for recupera-
tive holidays to Mcntone, that he was giving his son a first
tage of another world, a world of warmer ses and hot
aunshing, of flowersand wine and eese living, a world for
which he was always to be a little homesick in the windy
greds of Edinburgh, just as in Samoa his heart was to turn
back with longing to his grey Northern birthplace. Hewas
never happy or well in Edinburgh, but the city gave him,
if nothing dsg, a snse of higory. It was not without efect
that his walks with his nurse and his schoolboy wanderings

led him through dregs where the pag is alive in every
stone.

Theindifferent schoolboy passed into Edinbur gh University
and became an idle undergraduate. He was supposad to be



ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON 13

reading for a degree in sdence and engineering, but he
sddom attended the lectures.  All his energy went into his
soret apprenticeship to his lifés passon. To the outward
gye he drifted unsatisfactorily, interested only when talking.
Already hispersonality wasnotableto grangers Mrs. Fleeming
Jenkin, wife of his Professor, spoke of her first meeting with
" theyoung Heine with a Scotch accent who sooke as Charles
Lamb wrote." During his vacation his father st him to
the harbour works on the ooeds of Fife and Caithness to
get a foretage of the practical sde of his supposd career.

He enjoyed this haliday, if not in the way he was meant to

He spent his time looking, and choosng words to dexcribe
what he saw. On this visit he began the habit of letter

writing which was to lag to his lifés end, and to give 0
vivid a picture of the craftaman engaged in his craft. From

Angruther and Wick he wrote to his mother, with whom

his relationship was always eese than with his father, about

himsdf and other people and the s It does not appear

that he gave more than the overflow of his attention to
engineering.

The family crigs was approaching. When he was twenty
Louis broke it to his father that he did not mean to be an
engineer but to earn his living as a writer. The blow was
congderable  The boy's regection ssamed to belittle all the
honourable work and tradition which were the pride of
Thomas Sevenson's life.  There had, however, always bean
a doubt as to whether Louis would be strong enough for
lighthouse building, and his father reluctantly acoepted his
refusal. The alternative he would not accept. Writing was
an uncertain, not a creditable professon for a gentleman,
there was no futurein it. Louis mug read law if he would
not go on with engineering. Then he would be called to
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the Bar and find a respectable outlet for his craze for usng
words.

Louisdid read law with no more application than he had
read engineering. His mood was half defiant, half ashamed.
He began to dres like an artigt and to go about with low
company, partly because he found there an ease and freedom
from regraint which he missed in his father's circle. With
his long hair and casual, untidy dothes, " Velvet Coat" st
in the sanded kitchen of a shady public-house, " the com-
panion of ssamen, chimney swegps and thieves, my circle
congtandy changed by the action of the police magigtrate.”
What a Villon the young snner felt himsdf to be as he st
there in the dubious pub making notes—for he had not
abandoned one inch of his purpose—in a penny notebook !

It was bad enough to his family that he should go, and
be known to go, to such places but worse ill that he met
women there. Early biographers carefully ignored this dde
of the boy's initiation, but Henley, writing of the " lover
and senaudig," knew better. It was probably not a happy
beginning, the affairs were tinged with the discomfort of
the Puritan let loose  Louis was romantic, and somewhere
in thisunderworld of Edinburgh hefell in love and proposed
to take the girl out of her brothe and marry her, but he
had no money, and his appalled parents were naturally not
willing to finance auch a marriage. He mug really have
known this perfectly well, and it is impossble to say how
desp the thing went, or how far it was only a gesture of
defiance.

There was another shock in gore for Thomas Stevenson,
worse than the desertion of the engineer, or the antics of
the nasoent Bohemian. With the full dramatic value only
possible in quch a household, Louis logt his faith. He wrote
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to his friend Charles Baxter, who throughout his life played
a faithful Horatio to his Hamlet, " On Friday night my
father put me one or two quegtions as to beiefs which |
candidly answered." These candid answvers snt both parents
to bed ill, and made Louis fed that he was playing a part
in atragedy, not, perhaps, without a certain relish. Hewas
always deeply interested in his own development. " | am
not, as they call me, a cardess infidel. | believe as much as
they do, only generally in the inverse ratio." He adds with
the solemnity of his twenty-two years " | have not come
hagtily to my views. O Lord, what a pleasant thing it is
to have just damned the happiness of probably the only
two people who care a damn about you in the world."

For the moment home was no more home to him.
Disapproval, guilt, the bitter cold of the Edinburgh climate,
and the exhauging snse of being cramped at every turn
weremaking himreally ill. Hewent to pay avist to friends
in a rectory in the South of England, and there made a
friendship that was to help to change the world for him.
Mrs. Sitwell was gaying in the rectory and was joined there
by Sidney Colvin, whom she was soon to marry. He was
at this time twenty-nine years old and Sade Profesor of
the Fine Arts, later to be Keeper of Prints at the British
Museum. He became from that visit Louis guide, comfort
and support, his lifelong friend. They snt Sevenson to a
London spedaligt, who at once ordered him to the South of
France. What Mrs. Sitwell and Colvin did for him was to
recognise the quality of his talent and to accept as perfectly
reasonable his ambition to become a writer. It was the
confirmation from outside that he needed, and in that year
he first produced work which was published. From now
onwards the gory isthe sory of thewriter.
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So at twenty-two, there heis . . . thin to emaciation,
with very bright brown eyes light hair worn long, de-
liberatdy cardess dothes and an airy, nervous manner;
an over-disciplined, over-indulged, lonely young man, tied
to his parents by every sring of his heart, yet impelled by
his urgent vitality to make his own life apart from them;
oconsdous of failure and disgrace in their eyes yet aware of
other gandards ; aching for congenial company and con-
genial achievement; lazy, indudrious, shy, talkative,
generous, egotigtical; in the eyes of his father's circle in
Edinburgh a shocking misfortune for the Sevensons ; to
the Colvins a youth of infinite promise, worth any trouble
and already much loved. There he is, handicapped for life
by congenital ddicacy, but equipped with a high spirit:
apparently desultory, giving the impression of alightweight;
not easly perceived to be a srenuous young man with a
deep-rooted purpose on which he has already been working
for at least a dozen years.



CHAPTER I

APPRENTICESHIP

dill crowded athough some of the dars had

vanished. Thackeray had died ten years before
Dickens three years but George Eliot had just published
Middlemarch,and had yet to publish Daniel Deronda;
Meredith was in mid-career, Hardy had written three
novds The chorus of poes incduded Tennyson, Matthew
Arnold, Browning, Chrigina Rostti, Swinburne. John
Suart Mill died in that year. Darwin, whose Origin of
Species was now thirteen years old, had just published
the Descent of Man. Carlyle waswriting, William Morris
and Ruskin. The age teemed with writers and the
writers wrote abundantly. The novdigs espedally drew
upon a wealth of invention unsurpassad by any group
except the great Russans  The form of the nove did not
interest them. With lavish cardesness they poured ther
riches into saks that bulged to dhapdesnes with their
plenty. Sdection was not one of their virtues Romance,
realism, extravagance, experience fantasy, observation,
everything went into the Chrigmas pudding of the mid-
Victorian novel.

Sevenson, who had grown up preoccupied with the
choice of words, whose talent was smaller and more dearly
defined, was aready breaking away from this tradition,
though he was not yet ready to write novds His first
published works were essys remarkable at once for a
certain digtinction of style, but suggesting that the young

a

I HE young writer walked on to a dage that was
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writer had as yet more wish to write than anything to say.
Roads, the first of his work to be accepted, was published
in the Portfolio. It is an account of impressons gathered
while he was walking in Suffolk. His ssoond essay, Ordered
South, which appeared in Macmillans Magazine, gives a
picture of himsdf at that time, a very sck and sorry young
man alone on the French Riviera in that date of nervous
exhaugtion in which he sees the natural beauties of his
beloved Mediterranean coag with " a cold head knowledge
of beauty " " divorced from enjoyment." He was half dead
from the protracted family struggle, but being a writer in
grain managed to make something even of that sensation.
He wrote rather grandly of his willingness to die. Later,
when he reprinted his early essay, he recanted this literary
resignation. It would be a migake to think of him, even
at this sage of his life, as a depressng figure. Few young
men are as meancholy as their writings, and by the time
Colvin came out to join him he was already shaking off the
mood of Ordered South as he recovered his srength and
began to find congenial company. The impresson that he
made upon his friends then and at all times was one of a
stimulating vitality. They never saw him nor heard from
him without feding that his vivid interes in life and in
writing quickened thers. " You sem to me'® Edmund
Gose wrote to him, " the personification of life," and
though Colvin in those yean did so much to advise and
help, he valued the friendship from the beginning no more
for Sevenson's sake than for his own.

When Sevenson came back to Edinburgh in the next
summer he was in much better health and spirits, cheered
by the knowledge that he had made a beginning, if a small
one, in his chosn professon, and had sympathetic friends
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who believed in him as a writer. His life was no longer
bounded by his home, but he was ill torn by the difficult
relationship with his father. Somehow he managed to pas
his final examination in law at Edinburgh University, and
was admitted to the Scottish Bar. In a deperate attempt
to pleese his father, he even walked the hall of Parliament
House for a month waiting for work, but it could only be
aform. Hisrea work was waiting for him, and this was
his lag attempt to comply with his father's ideas of how
he should live. He gave up all pretence of trying to be a
lawyer, and gent the next year or two moving about
between Scotland, London, where he gayed with the Colvins
and other friends, and France.

Here, with his cousn Bob Sevenson, in the Latin Quarter
of Paris or in the artig colony at Barbizon, in the Fores of
Fontainebleau, he was happies of all. He loved French
writers, French people and French ways of living.
" Wherever | meet a Frenchman," he said later, " | am at
home" After the drict Edinburgh household, the happy-
go-lucky ways of the artis community were a glorious
rdeese  Bob Stevenson was as fond of talking about every-
thing under the aun as he was. Here was no moral censor-
ship to live up to, no embargo on free discusion, but essy
ways and casua dothes plenty of chesp wine which he
loved, and the companionship of people concentrating like
himsdf on the technical problems of their art. The open-air
life of the fores suited his heglth and he was the liveliest
in the group of young men who waited eagerly for his
r eappear ances

He was always writing, but as a writer before the public
he made dow progress; Roads was published in 1873, In
the next year he had four artides printed in different



20 ROBBBT LOUIS STEVENSON

magazines, including Ordered South and Victor Hugo's
Romances, an article which he remarked was the firg in
which he found himself able to sy things in the way in
which he fdt they should be said. It was published in the
Cornhill by Ledie Stephen, who at once recognised Steven-
on's promise, encouraged him and gave him introductions
in the literary world, among others to Henley, soon to
become one of his greates friends.

In 1875 Sevenson had only two esays accepted, Autumn
Effects and Knox. Thomas Stevenson mug have thought
that he had been right in saying that it was not easy for an
author to live by his professon, and there were times when
Sevenson was deeply troubled at taking so much help from
his father, but he had his share of the necessary egotism of
the artist. In spite of his gmall output his reputation was
growing. A Lodging for the Night, hisfirst short gory to be
accepted, was published in 1877. It isa story about Villon,
with whom as a young man he evidently identified himsdf.
It opens brilliantly with a murder in a tavern, and with
Villon wandering through the dreds of Paris on a wintry
night looking for shdter or for someone to rob, but the
end, when he finds the old man aone in his house and is
entertained by him, has les certainty of touch as though
Sevenson was not really sure what point the story was
making. It shows what he himsdf said later was the dis-
tinguishing mark of his fiction, " the exact description of
physcal dates" for the reader feds with Villon the bitter
cold of the Paris dreets and the chill of his sopping dothes

In the next year Sevenson published his first book, An
Inland Voyage. It was the account of ajourney made by
canoe from Antwerp up the Schedt and the Belgian Canals
to die upper waters of the Oise. Sevenson himsdlf described
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the book, which was written ijp afterwards from alog made
at the time, as "not badly written, thin, mildly cheery and
strained." Strain often is and aways should be more
apparent to the writer than to the reader. The book is
dlight, but it reads easily. It has the charm of a leisurely
holiday, a pleasantly observant note, and the distinction of
style which had adready made a small circle look eagerly for
the gppearance of the initials R.L.S. in the Cornhill Outside
this small circle neither the Inland Voyage nor the book
which followed it, Travels with a Donkey in the Cevennes,
made much impression. Stevenson was still a promising
young writer from whom his discerning friends hoped for
much, but of whom the reading world in genera were
unaware. He was still dependent on his father for most of
his livelihood.

He was coming to a criss in his life at which it was to
become an urgent question whether he could keep himself
and not only himself. There are hints in the Inland Voyage
that the days of irresponsibility are nearly over. " You may
paddle al day long, but it is when you come back at night-
fall and look in at the familiar room that you find Love and
Death waiting for you beside the stove, and the most beautiful
adventures are not those you seek." Stevenson's most
beautiful adventure had aready found him.

The artist community in the forest at Grez did not include
women. It was an American woman, used to the greater
freedom of the new world, who first gatecrashed the
monastic circle because she wished to paint.

Stevenson heard of the intrusion in Paris, and was amused,
mock-indignant and curious. On a warm night he arrived
at the inn in the forest, looked through the open window,
and saw Fanny Van de Grift Osbourne, with her son and
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daughter, sitting at the tablein thelamplight Ashelooked,
he said to Bob Stevenson that he was going to marry her.

It ssemed wildly improbable that this could be more than
adream. Stevenson was twenty-five. Fanny Osbourne was
thirty-six, with a husband in America, a daughter, Belle,
only eight years younger than Stevenson, and a son, Lloyd
Osbourne, eight years old. Her husband was unfaithful and
they did not get on, but there was no idea of a permanent
separation.  She had come to France for a rest and for
education for her children, and was mourning at that time
the death of her youngest child in Paris. Even if she had
been free neither she nor Stevenson had any money. The
romance looked as unpromising as possible, but the suitor
had no doubts about the end. Stevenson aways knew what
he wanted and went after it with persevering energy. " |
am consstent in my schemes™ he once said. With the same
determination with which he had trained himself from
childhood to write, he now s& himself to marry Fanny
Osbourne. Later on he put twenty-five as the age when his
youth ended.

The new experience released new feeling in hiswork. In
Falling in Love, one of the essays written at this time, and
later published in Virginibus Puerisque, he gpesks of the man
who " now has to ded with commanding emotions instead
of with the essy didikes and preferences in which he has
hitherto pessed his days." Of " falling at once into a date
in which another person becomes the very gist and centre
of God's creation, and demoalishes our laborious theories
with a smile” " The love of life itself is trandated into a
wish to remain in the same world with so precious and
desirable afellow creature.”

In the same world, but not for the time being in the same
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continent. After two years in France made happy by
condant vists from Louis, Fanny Osbourne went back to
America. She at least beieved that the parting was final:
she was held back by " the interests and fedings of others "
from trying for a divorce, but the attempt to live with her
husband again was a complete failure, and she decided to
give it up. She applied for a divorce. The news came to
Stevenson, and with it news that she was ill and miserable
He at once determined to go to her. He told his parents to
whom it seemed his wont folly yet. Louis not etablished
in any professon, to rush off to America, to marry a divorcee
eleven years older than himself!  Louis, who could not earn
his own living, to take on a wife and two sepchildren !
His father would have nothing to do with it. There would
be no hep with thejourney, no supplies from home. He
was not deterred. With what money he had he took a
passage on an emigrant ship, the only one he could afford.
He was not without a certain satifaction in his own dramatic
decison. " No man is any use until he has dared every-
thing," he wrote to Colvin. " | fed just now as if | had,
0 might become a man." In this spirit he st out on the
venture which was to wreck his health, shorten his life, but
asure a great deal of his happines



CHAPTER 111

"THE AMATEUR EMIGRANT"

and anxiety about Fanny madehimiill, but he worked,

as hewrote to Colvin, like a horse, kept notes all the
time for The Amateur Emigrant, and nearly finished The
Story of a Lie, which he wrote "in a dantindicular cabin
with the table playing bob-cherry with the ink bottle" It
is a long short gory with a weak end, the fault of so much
of his work. He often lacked the emotional presure to
carry his desgn through to its climax. The Story of a
Lie reflets much of Sevenson. The rdationship between
father and son is like that of two lovers, they quarrd and
affer with intensity and make friends again in a pasion of
relief. No doubt the split with his home was not the least
of Sevenson's troubles.  Another voice of his gegks in the
gory, for the blustering, prosperous regpectable squire is
defeated in the end by the wastrel, sponging vagabond, the
cardess parent and indifferent painter who yet gpesks not
without hisown dignity, for afreer and wider world. The
Story of aLiewaspublished in theNew Quarterly Magazine
two months after Stevenson landed in New York.

He had a day in New York before the emigrant train
darted. He tramped from editor to editor in driving rain
trying to find an opening for his work. He was turned
down everywhere. The initials R. L. S. meant nothing
outsde the Cornhitt circle. Later, when America was to
claim him as her own discovery, and editors queued up for

a contribution from his pen, some of them may have
24

I HE voyage was trying. Scanty food, discomforts
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remembered regretfully the untidy young writer, in a
dripping mackintosh, whom they ssnt empty away. Next
day he took the train to San Francisco. The journey, which
was extremely uncomfortable, took deven days and nearly
finished him. " What it is to be ill on an emigrant train
let those declare who know." he wrote to Henley. He was
il intereged in his fellow passngers : he noted all the time
that Americanswere" 0 very rude and yet so very kind " —
and he was gill making notes for The Amateur Emigrant.
San Frandsco was not the end of the journey. He had
150 miles to go to Monterey where Fanny was waiting for
her divorce to come through.

He managed to get there more dead than alive, and there
was ajoyful reunion. Fanny was better, her divorce pro-
ceedings, though dow, were going on all right. Stevenson,
who fdt that he could recover his health mogt quickly in an
outdoor life, bought a horse and rode into the mountains
to camp by himsdf. There he colapsed. He was picked
up by two ranchmen, one an old bear hunter and soldier of
the American War. They nursed him in the ranch for a
fortnight with unfailing kindness until he was able to ride
back to Monterey.

There was a happy interval while he lived at the house of
a French doctor, dined each night at the retaurant of Jules
Simoneau, a gay, philosophic, unsuccesful Frenchman after
his own heart, and spent his days with Fanny, but his money
was running out, and there ssamed no hope of any more.
He moved to San Francisco, where he could live more
cheaply in a workman's lodging. His friends do not appear
to have redised how deperate his condition was Perhaps
in ther comfortable, repectable life in London it was
difficult to imagine that he was actually going short of food.
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They wrote him critidians of die work he was sending
homewhich, however just, were almost morethan he could
bear. However, he managed to produce one of his most
griking short dories The Pavilion an the Links, which
Ledie Stephen acoepted at once for the Cornhill Magazine.
Hedruggled totheend of The Amateur Emigrant, though he
admitted that it " bored him hdlishly.* It is the book of
his which comes neares to boring his readers He was
beginning to redlise that travel books were not what he
really wanted to write. Hewrote an essay on Thoreau and
another short gsory, A Vendetta in the West, Anxiety
and inauffident food were taking ther toll of his fragile
body. Hislandlady's small child, with whom he had made
friends, became dangeroudy ill and he st up for nights
hdping to nurse him. The result of all this was a complete
collapse, an illness of which he nearly died, and whose efedts
never wore off. Fanny came to nurse him. Her divorce
was now through, and as soon as he could gand they were
married, and went to a disusad mining camp in the Cali-
fornian mountains, of which hewrotein Silverado Squatters.
The doctor had given him only a few months but be
recovered surprisngly in sunshine and happiness

The news that he had been s0 near death was too much
for the parents who really loved him. They wired him
money and forgiveness and promised to welcome ther
daughter-in-law. Whatever she might be, she was now his
wifeand it was therr duty to acoept her.

Fanny's daughter, Belle, was by now married and had a
child, but Lloyd, deven yean old, was a valued part of the
new family. Jud a year after he s¢ sl from Glasgow,
Sevenson, with his wife and gepson, went back home.



CHAPTER 1V

THE PROFESSIONAL AUTHOR

if not in letters the end of his experimental period.

He was married, his difficulties and disagreements
with his parents were over, and his reationship with his
father from that time onwards was one of affection and
peace, partly no doubt because he was etablished as an
adult with a sgparate family of his own, and partly because
Fanny got on extremely well with both her in-laws, and
made a conquest epedaly of Thomas Sevenson. What
was shelike? Shelooks out at us from her portraits, square
dark, determined, formidable, with good dark eyes st wide
apart, a mos resolute, perhaps an obgtinate chin and a firm
but not ungenerous mouth. She looks as if she meant to
have her own way. To Henley she was somebody who
dominated and posesssd Stevenson.  There is no doubt
that she or the deep-rooted jealousy she roused in Henley,
was the rock on which that ardent friendship split. The
Coalvins were delighted with her, finding her a character
" as drong, interesting and romantic as her hushand's" To
him she was everything that he had foreseen when he sood
in the forest of Fontainebleau outside the inn and looked into
the lighted room. Inginct was triumphantly vindicated.
It was an extremely happy marriage. Stevenson did not
often speak or write of his fedings for her, but in a letter
written two years before his death, he said, " As| look back,
| think my marriage was the bex move | ever made in my
life!" " | love my wife," he wrote, " | do not know how
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I HE return to Scotland marked for Stevenson, in life
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much, nor can, nor shall, unles | log her." To some of
the friends of his bachdor days she ssemed to have dlipped
his wings and to dominate his personality too much. It is
a thing which devoted friends are apt to fed about any
marriage, but there ssams no doubt that Stevenson, luckier
in his Fanny than Keats in his, was far happier and more
integrated with her than he had ever been before.

His wings were clipped severdy by his health. From his
first American journey until the last four years in the South
Ses he was obliged to live the life of an invalid prostrated
by any cold or chill, and liable to sudden haemorrhages of
the lungs. Only once just before his death, did he admit to
Lloyd Osbourne how much he hated the invalid life and
how keenly he had fdt the " physical degradation.”" but there
was little direct d9gn of the kind of life he had to live in his
writing, indeed he was determined that there should not be.
The root of his sometimes almost too exuberant philosophy
was his determination not to whine. He fdt that whining
was a diggrace, and " his fedings" said Henry James " are
always his reasons” That he lived on the edge of death
probably had an indirect influence on his writing, for the
lines were always dear and the colours vivid. He saw and
fdt sharply as men fed and s in danger.

Something should be said here about his attitude to his
work. He was an artist, who cared pasionatdy for the
quality of what he wrote and spent his whole life trying to
write better. He was a9 a moralis who beieved it to be
his duty to earn his own living, and a living for his wife
and gepon.  This is no place for the familiar discussion as
to whether the two aims are compatible, nor for the fashion-
able condderation of how much money a writer nesds to
live on. What is relevant is Sevenson's attitude to the
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problem, and the way in which it affected his work. In
hisL etter to a Young Gentleman who Proposesto Embrace
the Career of Art, an esssy which might with advantage be
read and even learnt by heart by any aspiring young writer,
dnce it dates 0 dearly the problem of the professona
author, Stevenson sts down the articles of his faith.

First, the mark of the writer's calling is his laborious
partiality for his Art, " this inextinguishable zes in its
technical suceses and (perhaps above all) a certain candour
of mind to take his every trifling enterprise with a gravity
that would befit the cares of empire, and to think the
gndles improvement worth accomplishing at any expense
of time and industry. Isit worth doing ? When it shall
have occurred to any artig to ak himsdf that quedtion, it is
implicitly answvered in the negative.”

Secondly, the writer's first reward is the work itsdf, and
not what he gets for it. " The direct return, the wages of
the trade, are small, but the indirect, the wages of the life,
are incalculably great. No other busnes offers a man his
daily bread upon such joyful terms” " | take the author
with whose carexr | am bet acquainted; and it is true he
writes in a rebdlious material, and that the act of writing
iscramped and trying to both the eyes and the temper ; but
remark him in his sudy, when matter crowds upon him
and words are not wanting—in what a continual sies of
small suocesss time flies by ; with what a sme of power,
as of one moving mountains, he marshas his petty char-
aders; with what pleesures both of the eye and ear, he
sxshisairy sructure growing on the page ; how he labours
in a craft to which the whole material of hislifeistributary,
and which opens a door to all his tades his loves, his hatreds,
his convictions, so that what be writesis only what he longed
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to utter. He may have enjoyed many things in this big,
tragic playground of aworld, but what shall he have enjoyed
more fully than a morning of successful work ?  SQuppose it
ill paid, the wonder isthat it should be paid at all! Other
men pay and pay dearly for pleasures less desrable”

Thirdly, hepointsout totheyoungwriter that he" works
entirely upon honour. The public knows little or nothing
of theee merits in the ques of which you are condemned to
gend the bulk of your endeavours Merits of desgn, the
merit of first-hand energy, the merit of a certain cheap
accomplishment which a man of artigic temper easly
acquires ; these they can recognise and thee they value
But to thee more exquiste refinements of proficiency and
finish which the artist s0 ardently desres and so keenly feds
for which in the vigorous words of Balzac he mug toil like
a miner buried in a land dip—for which day after day he
recagts and revisss and reects, the gross mass of the public
must be ever blind. To those logt pains suppose you attain
to the highes pitch of merit, posterity may possbly do
judtice; ppox as is so probable, you fail by a hairV
breadth of the highest, certain it shall never be observed.
Under the shadow of this cold thought alone in his studio
the artis mugt preserve from day to day his congancy to
hisideals It is this which makes his life noble."

Then follow two warnings. Fird againg laziness. The
artigs whosays " It will do," ison thedownward path." By
the practice of journalism, a man runstherisk of becoming
wedded to chegp finish." But a man's first duty in this
worldisto pay hisway. Theyoungwriter must not expect
todo thisby " making and swallowing artigtic formulas and
perhaps falling in love with some particular proficiency of
hisown." If he proposss to live by his writing and cannot
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write what people want to read, it is no use exclaiming
againg the ignorant bourgeois " To give the public what
they do not want and yet expect to be supported, we have
here a grange pretenson ! " In fact, if the young man feds
that by writing what will earn his living, he will falsfy his
talent, he had better earn hisliving by some other professon.

There is a word about the progpeds of old age " The
devil in thexe trades of pleasng is to fail to pleese The
writer has the double misfortune to be ill paid while he can
write, and to be incapable of writing when he is old."
Then follows the warning which should be to every writer
wha tthe oath of Hippocrates is to the doctor. " If you
adopt an art to be your trade, weed your mind at the outsst
of all dedre for money. What you may decendy expect if
you have some talent and much industry, is such an income
asaclerk will earn with a tenth and perhaps a twentieth of
your nervous output. Nor have you any right to look for
more : in the wages of life, not in the wages of your trade,
lies your reward. The work is here the wages ... Ifa
man be not frugal, he has no busness in the arts  If he be
not frugal, he will find it hard to continue honet. Some
day when the butcher is knocking at the door, he may be
tempted, he may be obliged, to turn out and sl a dovenly
piece of work."

He condudes with a word about " the delights of popu-
larity." " In so far as you mean the countenance of other
artigs, you would put your finger on one of the mog
essntial and enduring plessures of the carexr of art.  But in
s0 far asyou have an eye to the commendation of the public
and the natices of the newapers, be sure you would be
cherishingadream ! It istruethat in certain esoteric journals,
the author, for ingance is duly criticised, and that he is
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often praised a great deal more than he desrves sometimes
for qualities which he prided himsdf on eschewing, some-
times by ladies and gendemen who have denied themsdves
the privilege of reading his work. A man may have done
well for years and then fail; he will hear of his failures
Or he may have done well for years and ill do well, but
the critics may have tired of praisng him, and there may
have sorung up some new idol of the ingant to whom they
now prefer to offer sacrifice Hereis the ocbverse and reverse
of that empty and ugly thing called popularity. Will any
man suppose it worth gaining ? "

This was the creed by which Stevenson lived. His double
purpose was to write better and to make himself independent
of his father. He had gone out to America both to marry
Fanny and to stand on his own fegt, and, a good deal because
he was handicapped by ill-health, he had failed in the latter.
He came back to the fight.



CHAPTER V

"TREASURE ISLAND"

weeks after hisreturn, he laborioudy put together and

polished The Amateur Emigrant, which gtill bored him.
His father thought the book not likely to help Louis
reputation, and perhaps did not want the world to read the
shiftsto which hisson had been reduced. He paid to have The
Amateur Emigrant withdrawn, and it wasnot published until
fourteen yean afterwards. Thedoctors agreed that Stevenson
must not risk a northern winter, and in October he went to
Davos with Fanny and Lloyd Oshourne, a dog in one basket
and a cat in another.

At Davos he found John Addington Symonds, and had
the pleasure of ancther writer's company. It was not an
unmixed pleasure Stevenson was over-awed by Symonds
learning and ssams for oncein his life to have had something
like an inferiority complex. As a rule, he rgoiced as
delightedly in the gifts and achievements of his friends as
in his own, but he ssms to have been a trifle subdued by
this contact with an academic mind, the more so that he
was not in the mood for his own work. He was exhauged
by all his journeys and emations, and mus have bemn
depresed by finding out that his illness had left a chronic
weskness of the lungs. He fell into a lethargy, in which,
snce he was never the man to give up, he managed to
produce hisEssay on the Morality of the Profession of Letters
and several other artides. Perhaps the lethargy was not
only due to fatigue and depresson. An author often

3

I HE trend of his work was changing. In thefirst few
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hes a period of frustration before a fresh outburst of creative
energy. Stevenson planned at this time to write a history
of the Highlands, and did a lot of reading for it which was
afterwards to supply the background of Kidnapped and
Cattiona.

When he came back to Scotland in May of the next year,
he was still preoccupied with his history of the Highlands,
but what he wrote, when they were seftled in a cottage in
Braemar, was Thraum Janet, one of his best short dtories,
in fact one of the best supernatural dtories ever written. It
appeared in the Cornhill, to his surprise, for he had thought
it too Scots for an English magazine, but Ledie Stephen
knew a masterpiece when he saw one. Stevenson dso wrote
the greater part of The Merry Men. This again is one
of his best short stories, though he himself thought that it
did not come off as a tae, only as a picture of the cruelty
and terror of the sa on a wild coast. He was swinging,
without noticing it, into fiction. He still visuaised himself
as a historian, and even went so far as to put in for the
Chair of History at Edinburgh University, collecting abunch
of glowing testimonids from his literary friends, who
abandoned all scruples about his suitability in the attempt to
get Louis anything he wanted.

It was not his literary friends this time who were to give
him his lucky bresk. The weather was appalling. It was
impossible to do much out of doors, and LIoyd Osbourne,
home for the holidays, was hard up for amusement. With
a shilling box of water colours he turned one room in the
cottage into an Art Gallery. Stevenson, aways ready to
play with him, joined in the game, and the two of them
spent many hours colouring their drawings.

One rainy morning Lloyd had drawn a map of an island.
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Stevenson strolled into the room, looked over his shoulder,
and began to eaborate it, writing on the child's drawing
the names that were to pass into English Letters, " Skeleton
Island," " Spyglass Hill." He put three red crosses in one
corner of the island, and wrote across the top of the map the
words " Treasure Island." He did not answer when Lloyd
spoke to him. He muttered something about pirates, and
buried treasure and a man marooned on the island. Lloyd
clamoured for a story, and was surprised and chagrined when
his stepfather pocketed his map and walked away without
speaking.

Stevenson has told us in his own words what happened.
" No child but must remember laying his head in the grass,
staring into the infinitesimal forest and seeing it grow
populous with fairy armies. Somewhat in this way, as |
pored upon the map of Treasure Island, the future characters
of the book began to appear there visibly among imaginary
woods, their brown faces and bright weapons peeping out
upon me from unexpected quarters as they pessed to and fro
fighting and hunting treasure on those few square inches
of afiat projection. The next thing | knew | had some paper
before me and was writing out a list of characters."

He began it next morning and wrote a chapter a day until
he was half-way through. It was his first spontaneous book,
coming crisp as a biscuit from the oven of his mind where
the fires burned adways steadily but sometimes too low.
In the evenings he read aloud what he had written to Lloyd
Osbourne and to his father who was staying with them.
Thomas Stevenson was as much delighted as the boy. It
was his kind of picturesque. When the time came for Billy
Bones’ s chest to be ransacked, he spent the better part of
a day preparing on the back of an old envelope an inventory
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of the contents which Louis usad in the book. Probably
Louis had few happier hours than those evenings when he
read aloud wor k which wasreally admired by hisfather, the
man whom, as he admitted, heloved next to hiswife, more
than any of hisfriends.

There is no need here to summarise Treasure |Sland, 0
well known to millions as a book, asa play, asa film. Itis
the perfect example of its kind. Readers in almos every
language have sen the brown old ssaman with the ssbre-
cut plodding to the inn door, hissa ches following him on
a hand barrow ; have trembled with Jim Hawkins at the
tapping of Blind Pew's gick ; have crouched in the apple
barrd with Jim and heard thewor dsthat cameasarevealing
shock. " ' No, not 1." said Silver, ' Flint was cap'n. | was
guartermaster.’ " Millions of readers have heard the sudden
sream of the loyal ssamen rise above the booming surf
of the Idand ; the shriek of Slver's parrot; and the thin
far voice of Ben Gunn echoing Flint's death-cry, " Darby
M'Graw ! Darby M'Graw ! Fetch aft the rum, Darby !"
Everything in Treasure Island is appropriate, everything
drikes to the nerves of the reader as being right. So and no
other idand would have looked, so and no other the Squire,
Ac Doctor, the Captain and Long John Silver would have
behaved, and not only the story but the vigour, economy
and livdiness of thewr iting have attracted many a grown-up
reader. Withinitsown limitations Treasureldandisart, it is
magic. Wefed that the thing could not have been different,
it could not have been done better. Perhapsit isnot sraining
a boy's book too far to remark that this, Sevenson's first
novel, wasin the pattern that wasto develop in hislater work.
Treasureldandtoo, isamorality. The good men put down
the bad men, the bad men are in rebdlion like the fallen
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angdls, and dedare themsdlves, asM r . Hydedid later, by the
sickening sin of cruelty. Long John Silver isthemost striking
character in the book, and the Captain is a dry figure of a
martinet, but our hearts are never with Long John again
after his crutch has flown across the green dell pinning an
innocent man to the ground.

Treasure Idland, when only half-finished (accepted as a
seria by Young Folks), began to appear. It was less popular
with the juvenile subscribers than several serids that had
preceded it. It is doubtful whether children do like well-
written books better than badly written books any more
than they would like old brandy better than a jelly.
Stevenson's friends, Gose and Henley, read Treasure Island
as it came out, and Young Folks must have added some dis-
tinguished names to the list of subscribers.  Stevenson told
Henley that his " maimed magterfulness had given him the
germ from which Long John Silver grew." He stuck in the
middle of the book, to his alarm. " My mouth was empty,
therewas not oneword more of Treasurelsland in my bosom."
He was the more appalled because the early chapters were
already appearing and it was time to leave Scotland for winter
quarters. " | was indeed very close on despair, but | shut
my mouth hard and during the journey had the resolution
to think of other things. Arrived at my destination, down |
sa one morning at the unfinished tale, and behold, it flowed
from me like small talk ; and in a second tide of delighted
industry, and at arate of a chapter aday, | finished Treasure
bland:"'



CHAPTER VI

THE ART OF FICTION

HE Stevensons went back to Davosfor thewinter. The

place bored Louis, who hated being anywhere cold,

however good for his lungs. High altitudes did not
agreewith Fanny: shebecamereally ill and twice had toleave
him for a time to the diginguished but dightly damping
company of John Addington Symonds, who looked askance
at Treasurel sland—ot Stevenson thought he did—and wanted
him to write on the characters of Theophrastus. Lloyd
Oshourne and his toy printing press and regiments of tin
ldiers were more congenial company. They conducted
daborate military operations, and Stevenson wrote versss
and drew and cut the woodcuts which Lloyd published on
his Davos press and sold for a penny, blissfully unaware that
in May 1923 they wereto fetch about £50 each at Sotheby's
"1 would send you one" Louis wrote to Edmund Gose
" but | dedarel amruined ! | get a penny a cut and a half-
penny a st of varsesfrom theflint-hearted publisher and only
one specimen copy asl' masnne ! "

In spite of his didike for Davos, his health improved and
he had a much better winter'swork. After finishing Treasure
Idandin afortnight, hewroteup Silverado Squattersfrom his
notebook. This acoount of his grange honeymoon in a
mining camp in Californiaistheleast personal but one of the
maog charming of his travel books. His faculty for picking
up odd acquaintances wherever he went and for striking
goarks of character out of them was never more pleasantly
disolaved. He wrote, as always. sunerbly of weather and
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open country, and hishappinesswith Fanny and in thereturn
from illness and town life to a measure of health and activity
out of doors dngsin the pages, though he sys little of ether.
On that holiday everything pleased him. "I liked to draw
water. |t was pleasant to dip the grey metal pail into the
clean, colourless cool water ; pleasant to carry it back with
thewater lipping at the edgeand a broken sunbeam quivering
in the midst"

In this winter at Davos he also wrote Talk and Talkers,
and A Gossip on Romance, in which he defined what he
was aiming at in writing fiction. He bdieved that the first
purpoe of fiction was to ddight the reader, and that the mogt
intense delight comes when the reader pushes the hero asde
and identifies himsdf with him, plunging into the tale in his
own person.

" Fiction is to the grown man what play is to the child,
it is there he changes the atmosphere and tenor of his life,
and when the game s chimes with his fancy that he can
joinin it with all his heart, when it pleasss him with every
turn, when he lives to recall it and dwells on its recollection
with entire ddight, fiction is called Romance." Theheart of
thisromance, Stevenson bdieves isaction. " Theright kind
of thing should fall out in the right kind of place ; theright
kind of thing should follow ; and all the drcumdances in a
tale anawver one ancther like notes in musc.  The threads of
agory come from time to time together, and make a picture
in the web, the charactersfall into some attitude to each other
and to naturewhich gampsthestory homelikean illustration.
Crusoe recailing before the footprint, Achilles shouting over
againg the Trojans, Ulysses bending the great bow, Chrigtian
running with his fingers in his ears These are the cul-
minating moments in the legend, and each has been printed
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on the mind's eye for ever. Other things we may for get;
we may forget the words, although they are beautiful;
we may forget the author's comment, although perhapsit was
ingenious and true ; but these epoch-making scenes which
put thelast mark of truth upon astory and fill up at overflow
our capacity for sympathetic pleasure, we so adopt into the
very bosom of our mind that neither time nor tide can efface
or weaken the impression. This, then, is the highest, the
plagtic part of literature ; to embody character, thought or
emotion in some act or attitude that shall be remarkably
sriking to the mind'seye” " In character sudies” he goes
on to say, " the pleasure that we take iscritical . . . itisin
the action and incident that we loe oursdves in the
character."

He s in fact, frankly defending literature of exxape He
never had any sympathy with the literary Puritaniam that
would make something between a tract and a documentary
of anove. He saw dearly that realism isonly part of reality.
To him it did not matter whether a book was literature of
exgpe or not, only whether it was literature. He makes it
cdlear, however, that the delight which awork of art can give
is not confined to " all that is grouped under the name of
comedy."

" It is not only pleasurable things that we imagine in our
day-dreams; there are lights in which we are willing to
contemplate even the idea of our death ; ways in which it
sams as if it would amuse us to be cheated, wounded or
calumniated." Tragedy can be as satidying as comedy,
sometimes more 0 dnce what the human being craves mogt
is not happiness but experience.

No man respected art or the practice of his particular art
mor e than Sevenson, but he was never portentous about it.
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Not only does he think that realiam is not thefirst aim of
fiction, he s&s that it is not attainable. In "A Humble
Remondrance" addressd to Henry James " No art," he
sys " can compete with life. To compete with life, whose
aun we cannat look upon, whose passons and disess waste
and day us—to compete with the flavour of wine, the beauty
of the dawn, the scorching of fire, the bitterness of death
and sparation—here is indeed, a projected exaade of
Heaven ! No Artistruein this snse nor can competewith
life, not even higory, built indeed of indisputable facts but
thexe facts robbed of therr vivacity and sing, so that even
when weread of the sack of a city and the fall of an empire,
we are surprised, and justly commend the author's talent, if
our pulse be quickened. And mark, for a lag differentiation
this quickening of the pulse is, in aimogt every cas purdy
agresgble.  That these phantom reproductions of experience,
even at their most acute convey dedided pleasure; while
experience itsdf in the cockpit of life can torture and day."

In the spring Chatto and Windus published a book of
Sevenson'sesaysunder thetitle Familiar Studiesof Men and
Books. They also published the New Arabian Nightsin book
form. Sevenson came back to Scotland for the summer,
thelas time that he wasto return and spend a summer in his
native climate.

There are some who think the New Arabian Nights the
bet of Sevenson'swork. The idea of the Suicide Club first
arox in conversation between Louis and his cousn Robert
Alan (Bob) Sevenson, the artist, and Bob was, according to
Fanny, the model of the " Young Man with the Cream
Tarts"; while Prince Florizel was Sevenson's conception of
Edward V11, then Princeof Wales." Yes," hewrotetoBob
Stevenson, " | remember the enfantement of the Arabian
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Nights. The first idea of all was the hansom cabs. The same
afternoon the Prince de Gdles and the Suicide Club were
invented ; and severd more now forgotten." The stories
tell the fantastic adventures of Prince Florizel of Bohemia,
who, in the romantic tradition, wanders incognito with a
companion in London and Paris and stumbles upon the
Suicide Club, an association of men determined to die who
draw lots for death. The pursuit and punishment of the
President of the Club, the man who exploits a suicidal mood
until it becomes an inescgpable purpose, expands into a story
of fantagtic adventures, with the strange logic and the vivid
colouring of dreams. The Rgah's diamond provides the
connecting thread for the second series of stories, until
Prince Florizel, who never quite forgets that his creator is a
moralist, throws it into the waters of the Saeine.

Stevenson was advised not to publish these stories in book
form as they were too fantastic and likely to injure his
reputation. Fanny remarks in a preface to a later edition of
the volume, " There was not a single story, poem, article, or
novel written by my husband that was not similarly con-
demned by some of his friends and literary advisers."

During this winter in Davos he began to write the verses
which he then called " Penny Whistles," but which he after-
wards published asthe Child's Garden of Verses. They were
a diversion when he was not equal to any other work, for
although his lungs were better at Davos, his spirits were
very low. He hated his invalid life in this invalid place.
He was miserable when Fanny was obliged to leave him,
and his digtress at making so little money and at being still
partly dependent on his father weighed heavily on his mind.

" | do not know what is to become of us" he wrote to
Charles Baxter. " My wife is worse and worse, now snt
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away with Lloyd, | not being allowed to go down. | don't
care for solitude as | usad to ; results, | supposg, of marriage.
Oh for Edinburgh ! But here, a shexr hulk lies poor Tom
Bowling and aspires yes C.B., with tears after the past!
See what comes of being left alone” He was near deyair,
but hedid not give up thestruggle By April hewrote that
dnce December he had written 40,000 words of esays and
gories " and | am none the worse. | am better. | begin
to hope that | may, if not outlive this wolverine on my
shoulders at least carry him bravely." He came back to
Scotland for ancther summer in the Highlands, but the
weather was so bad that hewas hardly ableto go out of doors
Hewas 9ck of repulses and invalidism, but he wrote the firg
draft of hisshort story, The Treasureof Franchard; in abdated
month of fine weather which cheated him into believing
that he might be able to spend summers in Scotland after
all. A hemorrhage in early September put this out of
the quedtion for ever, and snce neéther he nor Fanny could
face the thought of Davos again, they went to the South of
France to look for a home.



CHAPTER VII

HYERES

firg unlucky. Fanny was ill not srong enough to

knock about, and Stevenson, who was hardly more fit
for it, went with his cousn Bob to find a house in Mont-
pdlicr. Hewas again taken ill there with lung trouble. He
gsruggled to Marsdlles, where Fanny joined him, and they
found a house about five miles out at &t. Marcel. The place
did not suit him and an epidemic of fever drove them away.
They went to Hyeres, and by March had got into a house,
Chalet la Solitude. 1t sood on the dope of the hill on which
the cagtle gands It was very small, " with a garden like a
fairy story and a view like a dasscal landscape”

Here they sayed for nearly a year, which later Stevenson
sid had been the happiet year in his life. He wrote to
Gose " | dwell aready the next door to heaven. If you
could s my roses and my big marigolds, and my olives,
and my view over a plain, and my view of certain mountains
as graceful as Apollo, as severe as Zeus, you would not think
the phrae exaggerated.”

To hismother he wrote about Fanny with unusual freedom,
" | love her better than ever and admire her more, and | can-
not think what | have done to desrve so good a gift. This
sudden remark came out of my pen, it is not like me; but
in cax you did not know, 1 may as well tell you that my
marriage has been the mogt succesful in the world."

He had as the beginnings of a wider recognition for his
work to make him happy. InMay, CasdlUsoffered to publish

44

| HE search for a house in the South of France was at
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Treasure Iland in book form, and agonished him by
proposing to pay an advance of a hundred pounds " A
hundred pounds all alive O ! A hundred jingling, tingling,
golden, minted quid ! Isnot thiswonderful ?" " Really,"
he sad in a letter to Henley, " a hundred pounds is a sght
morethan Treasureldandisworth." TheCentury Magazine
in New Y ork also accepted Silverado Squatters, hisfirst real
contract with any American publisher. He was beginning
work on Prince Otto, a scheme for a novd of the kind later
caled Ruritanian, with which he had been playing for a
year or two.

At first Prince Otto went well. " My head issnging with
Otto*' hewroteto Henley. It was always one of hisfavourite
books and he put an immense amount of &fort into it. He
rewrote one chapter seven times before he laid it adde to
undertake a commisson which Fanny opposed vigoroudly,
and about which for once he himsdf was cynical. The
editor of Young Folksasked him towriteanother serial story
for children. Some yean before he had made a sudy of the
fifteenth century and read among other things the Paston
Letters. He usad this material now for The Black Arrow, a
higorical talc of the Wan of the Roses, which induded a
portrait of Richard Crookback whose age Stevenson, for
once as immoral as Scott, advanced by several years for the
convenience of his sory. He gpoke of The Black Arrow as
" tushery." It wasnot the spontaneous creation that Treasure
Island had been. |t was an honest bit of work with which,
as always, he did his begt, but it was perhaps the only work
he ever undertook againg his better judgment. The money
offered was not much, but it was immediate payment by
ingalments, and 0 served for those payments to butcher and
baker which Sevenson always saw as his firs duty. He
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dedicated it to the uncompromising Fanny, critic on the
hearth, because " it is the only book of mine which you have
never read, and never will read." The child subsribers to
Young Folksliked TheBlack Arrow better than Treasurelsland.

Treasurebland was published asabook in November 1884,
and though the ses were not at first large—about 5000 in
the firg year—it made a reputation for Stevenson outsde
the small Cornhill circle who had always admired his work.
TheEditor of the Saturday Reviewwr otethat Treasurelsland
was the bes book that had appeared snce Robinson Crusoe.
"1 don't know." said Andrew Lang, " that snce Tom Sawyer
and the Odyssey, | ever liked any romance so well." The
great M r. Gladgtone picked up the book in a friend's house
and scoured London the next day for a copy. Sephen
Gwynn, author of R.L.5. in the " English Men of Letters'
Szies recals how as an undergraduate at Brasmnose he took
the book to read in his second-floor bedroom, and was
obliged in the gmall hours to get up and hunt for a fresh
candle, when he found himsdf " quivering with excitement
from head to foot." Sevenson was of course pleassd and
encouraged, but remarked in a letter to his parents " This
gives one grange thoughts of how bad the common run of
books mug be " Hewasin a sobe mood, for a life-long
friend, Walter Ferrier, had just died of consumption, and
thiswas not only a sorrow, but an underlining of the menace
with which Stevenson himsef lived.

Persgent as always, he nearly finished Prime Otto before
his friends, Henley and Charles Baxter, came out to gend
a holiday with him in the New Year. The house was too
amall to hold them comfortably, and with Louis and Fanny
they went on a visit to Nice. Sevenson caught cold and
immediately went down with congestion of the lungs. The
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doctor told hiswife that there was no hope, but he recovered,
though very dowly, and with the complications of ophthalmia
and ciatica to add to the ever-present risk of haemorrhage
Hewas obliged to hein the dark without speaking or moving
hisright arm. In this condition he was undaunted* Fanny
made up to amuse him the tales which they afterwards
published under their two names as The Dynamiters, and he
himsdlf wr otemor e of the Child'sGarden of Verses, labouri-
oudy printing the varses on a board in large letters with his
left hand. He also wrote his best-known poem, " Requiem,”
which is carved on his grave in Samoa.

Under thewide and garry sy
Digthegraveand let melieg,
Glad did | live and dadly die
And | laid me down with a will.

Thisbethevasyou grave for me,
Heehelieswherehelonged to be
Homeis the sailor, homefrom s,

And the hunter home from the hill.

As soon as he was able to travel he and Fanny came back
to England and took rooms at Bournemouth, where Lloyd
Osbourne was at school



CHAPTER VIl

"PRINCE OTTO "

ears, first in temporary quarters, then in a house

resented to him by his father, which he christened
" Skerryvore," the name of the most famous lighthouse
built by his family, on the western coast of Scotland.
Skerryvore was aneat suburban villa in a suburban district,
and according to Lloyd Osbourne, Stevenson never really
liked it, but there were fir trees near the house which
reminded him of the Highlands, and the view from the front
of the curves of the bay bore a faint resemblance to his
beloved Mediterranean coast. It was a pleasure to Fanny
to settle down and be ahouseholder ; it was even a pleasure
for atime to the resless Stevenson, though with him anyone
could have foretold that it was not likely to last.

The three years were chequered. He wrote at Bourne-
mouth Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, the first book to bring him
awide public. He wrote Kidnapped, one of his best novels,
considered his best so far by Henry James, with whom he
engaged at this time in a friendly public duel on the art of
fiction. He enjoyed being near his friendsin London, who
were able to run down and s him whenever he was fit
forit. On the debit side, his health was wretched. He had
frequent haemorrhages and lived under the constant threat of
them. He was only able to go away occasionaly to people
who were willing to take thisrisk, as the Colvins were in
their house by the British Museum, which he caled the

"'Monument" His rather, whom he so deeply loved, was
48

SEV ENSON lived in Bournemouth tor nearly three
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failing, and in a congant depresson of spirits. His friendship
with Henley, one of the bes things in his life, was running
less smoothly, the dress of collaboration in plays which
neither of them could write bringing to the aurface in
Henley that double feding which so often exigs in a vivid
relationship. He had never forgiven Sevenson for marrying
Fanny, and Fanny did not like him.

The two friends had begun to write for the theatre before
Sevenson came to live in England. Deacon Brodie, a play
about an Edinburgh character who was a respectable cabinet-
maker by day and a burglar by night, was put on in July
1884, but had no success critical or box office. Stevenson,
regless in writing as in life, was always willing to try any-
thing new, but he had lessfaith in their dramatic abilities than
Henley, and his candid admisson of their failures probably
annoyed his fellow playwright more than he redlised.

During the firg months in Bournemouth Sevenson felt
that, although Deacon Brodie was a failure, they might yet
produce something better. They wrote two more plays,
Admiral Guinea and Beau Austin, and planned svera others
which they never wrote. Sevenson then went badk to his
own work and finished Prince Otto. He is a difficult author
to follow chronologically. He began books broke off,
darted others that he never finished and then went back to
the old work, wrote and rewrote, s it adde and suddenly
took it up again and completed it. His vidsstudes in health
and congtant changes of scene, prompted by the retlesnes
of the consumptive, make anyone who attempts a draight-
forward chronicle fed that he is clinging to the tail of a
moving dar.

Prince Otto was published in 1885 after running as a szial
in LongmansMagazine. It wasmuch dearer toitsauthor than

4
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it has been to mog of his admirers. It is a light, tinkling
charade, written brilliantly and sometimes exquisitely, but
never for one moment carrying conviction. Artificial as the
shepherdeses of the Trianon, Otto, his princess and their
surrounding court play ther parts like skilfully handled
puppets and never take on the semblance of flesh and blood.
At first Sevenson meant to use Otto to portray the character
of his favourite cousn, Bob Sevenson. Later he decided
that Otto was like himsdf. Except in having eyes of a darker
colour than his hair, a certain charm, and a habit of picking
up acquaintances on ajourney, the likeness is hard to find.
Otto was a sindess wadrd princeling who had no concep-
tion of his duty to his subjects and spent his time in hunting,
whilehisthronedipped through hisfingersand hisyoung wife
became the tool and was thought to have become the midress
of a scheming poalitician. When he noticed the Stuation,
Otto showed aflash of spirit, took control for half an hour,
and then threw up the sponge because a friend criticised him,
and absoonded from his kingdom. The surge of revolution
st his wife wandering to the forest, where he found her,
and then they lived happy ever afterwards as hangerson at
various European courts. " The moral," Sevenson wrote,
" lies precidly in the freeing of two spirits from court
intrigues.”

Strrange that Stevenson, 0 consdous of responsbility, so
grenuous of purposg, and for all hisfragility, so much a man,
should have fancied that he had drawn his own likeness in
this featherweight who could put up no sort of fight for his
work or his wife's honour !  Sevenson was generally ready
to acoept criticism of his books, often the first to apply it,
but when a bad review of Otto appeared in the Saturday
Review, he said in a letter to Henley that the reviewer was
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dull, and contested his points. Henley reviewed the book with
a gush of over-praise, as Sevenson saw. Henley was prob-
ably swinging between two extremes of fedingfor his friend.
Thefirst year in Bournemouth was pralific. After finishing
Prince Otto, Stevenson also finished A Child'sGarden of Verses,
and, with Fanny, More New Arabian Nights. In thisyear he
began Kidnapped, desgned at first as a sory for boys. He
planned a novel about highwaymen, never to be written,
called The Great North Road. He alo planned to write the
life of Wellington for a szies edited by Andrew Lang. He
had all hislife a great admiration for soldiers and was keenly
interested in military history, but although he recaved the
suggestion of this book with rapture, he never wroteit. In
the summer his old friend and professor, Fleeming Jenkin,
died, and Sevenson began to write a Memoir of him to be
published with his collected works. This year he dso wrote
as a Chrisgmas story, Olalla, the tale of an English volunteer
in the Carli War who went to recuperate from his wounds
in a remote house among the Spanish mountains where he
found theremnant of an old family, crazy mother, half-witted
son, and beautiful daughter with whom he fell in love at
first sght but who sent him away from her so that he should
not share her inheritance of madness  This story was basd
on a dream which broke off when the soldier and the girl
met and ingantly fell in love. It loss power after ther
meeting, and Stevenson was not able to finish it with the
same colour and conviction that had pervaded the dream
material. He himsef said that Olallawas" not real," but he
could not tell why. Markheém, which he aso wrote in this
year, was real, he said, but Olalla was not, and it was hard
to tell what made reality. Markheim was ingpired by an
article on the suboonstious which Sevenson had read in a
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French scientificjournal Markheim calls at a fence's shop
on Chrisgmas Day under pretence of buying a Chrismas
presnt for a lady with whom he hopes to make a rich
marriage. He subs the dedler and runs updairs to sedl his
money before the srvant comes home. While he is rum-
maging for it, another character, his own unconsdous
appears in his likeness, and taunts him with the hopdesnes
of hispostion and theinevitable decline of hislifeinto further
wickedness He mug, for indance begin to asure his safety
by murdering the servant, who is to be heard at the door.
To prevent himsdf from committing more crimes Markheim
dedides that he will give up his life—" my love of good is
damned to barrenness but | <ill have my hatred of evil ! "
The features of the supernatural vistor begin to" undergo a
wonderful and lovely change ; they lightened and softened
with atender triumph." Markheim megsthe srvant at the
door. " You had better go for the police; | havekilled your
maser."

Wasit beforehewr otethisthat heread Crimeand Punish-
ment, of which hewr ote so enthusagtically to John Addington
Symonds in the spring of next year ? Both the murder and
the expiation uggest an unconstous asodation.  Stevenson
was at thistimetaking a good deal of laudanum, which was
prescribed by his doctor in the hope of preventing hxmor -
rhages He was also, for thefirg timein his life, finding it
difficult to degp. His mind was endlesdly preoccupied with
" the only thing | fed dreadful about, that damned old
busnes of the war in the members" Some conflict was
working its way upwards, and the laudanum, if it did not
prevent the haemorrhages was to give him a stranger dream
than Olalla, a gronger story than Markheim.



CHAPTER IX

" DR. JEKYLL AND MR. HYDE "

horror. It was Louis who was crying out in his dep.

She roused him, and he protesed, " Why did you
wake me? | was dreaming a fine bogey tale! " Next
morning he gave orders that he was not to be interrupted,
even if the house caught fire. For three days he wrote
without stopping, sitting up in bed and covering page after
page At the end of three days he came downdairs and
read aloud to Fanny and Lloyd the first draft of Dr. Jekyll
andMr. Hyde.

Lloyd ligened to it, he says spdlbound, and waited for
his mother's outburst of enthusasm at the end of the reading.
It did not come. Her praise was condrained, her words
semed to come with difficulty. Then all at once she broke
into criticism. Louis had mised the point. He had not
brought out the allegory. He had made it a story, but it
should have been a magerpiece  Sevenson was furious. He
trembled with rage, argued violently, then rushed out of the
room, Fanny sa by the fire pale and miserable, saring
into the flames. After a time they heard Sevenson coming
downgairs again. Lloyd, who thought his mother wrong
and sympathised with his sepfather, dreaded a fresh quarrd.
But Stevenson said, " You're right, |'ve missad the allegory,
which is, after all, the whole point of it" He threw the
manuscript into the flames. They both cried out, and tried
to save it, thinking that he had done it in pique, but he

denied it. " In trying to save some of it, | should have got
53

FANNY was dartled awake in the night by cries of
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hopdedy off thetrack. The only way wasto put temptation
beyond my reach.” Three more days while he st up in
bed, writing, writing, writing, shes after shest of paper
falling on the counterpane. He hardly spoke at meadls He
dissppeared in the evenings  His household went about on
tiptoe, holding their breath. In three days the second draft
was finished. The copying by hand, a consderable labour
in those years before typewriting, took two days more. On
the sxth the book went off to Longmans. Sevenson had
written sixty-four thousand words in sx days and whatever
the firs draft may have bemn like, Fanny's interference was
probably justified, for Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde was a small
master piece

Faug, when he sold his soul to the devil, found that he
had to pay the devil's price. Henry Jekyll discovered a drug
which enabled him to shed his respectable daytime person-
ality, and even his body. He could go about doing evil in
the hours of darkness in the unrecognisable shape of Edward
Hyde. Thedory isbuilt up at firg from the outsde as each
fresh piece of agonishing evidence came to the knowledge
of Utterson, the decent, kindly lawyer who was Jekyll's
oldes friend. The ordinariness and sobriety of his life and
character intendfy the horror, which is present from the
fird ome in a London back srest on a Sunday evening
where Utterson and Enfield ss2 Hyde knock down a child
and trample wantonly on the fallen body. Both the lawyer
and the cheerful young man-about-town are gruck cold,
feding the presnce of more than natural evil, and the
doctor who is called to the child, " a dry apothecary with a
srong Edinburgh accent, and about as emotional as a
bagpipe" turns white every time he looks at Hyde. The
gy is mogly laid in solid, dignified housss ederly
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gentlemen dine together, and take their dass of wine by the
fire, regpectful servants answer the door. Only once again
is Hyde ssn to commit an act of violent sadism, but evil
is there all the time, a living presmnce as the mystified and
incredulous Utterson comes more and more to the heart of
the mysery, and discovers that the power invoked by
Henry Jekyll has overpowered him. Not only docs the
scond drug which Hyde drinks when he wants to become
Jekyll again lose its &fect.  The brute personality is winning.
The change into Hyde comes upon Jekyll no longer at his
command, but of its own volition. Jekyll has called Hyde
into being, and Jekyll in the end is swamped by Hyde.
When a man =is his soul to the devil, he cannot claim it
back again, and as with Markheim, death is the only cure
for a life of endless wickedness

It would be easy in the light of modern psychology to
ugoest an interpretation of this story which was not known
to Sevenson.  Sevenson's ego feared his id. He bdieved
in the power of evil in his own unconsdous nature, and was
afraid that if he allowed it to come up, it would swamp his
whole personality. Any psychologis knows such fears in
his patients planted there by the conflicts of their early
childhood, and knows that thee fears are at least partly
groundless, for the final secret of represson is that the forces
represed are forces for good as much as for evil. But the
patient does not know it, and Stevenson did not know it.
Herein Jekyll and Hydeisthe core of hisinnermogt life. " If
| were to unloose the things that | keep battened down, |
should do evil and | would rather die"

Speculation about the effedts of neurods on a writer's
work are interesting and valuable in so far as they degpen
our underganding of the work, but
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the quality of the work itsdf. What matters first about a
writer iswhat hewrites. Inintensity, in power, in execution,
Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde is a small masterpiece and one of
Stevenson's best books.  Springing spontaneoudy from the
deepest level of his being, it does not, as so many of his
works do, sag before the climax. Every chapter carries
conviction. It was published by Longmans in January 1886,
at ashilling, a very unusua venture for those days, but they
felt it to be a book which should be within everybody's
reach. At once it swept England, and was vigorously
pirated in America, where there was still no protection for
the English author's copyright. Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde
became the subject of leading articles and long reviews : it
was used asatext in pulpits. Criticsreceived it with startled
praise. " | do not know," wrote John Addington Symonds,
" whether anyone has the right so to scrutinise the abysmal
depth of personality, but the art is burning and intense. How
had you the ilia dura ferro et aere triplici duriora to write
Dr. Jekyll ?" Stevenson was now a well-known writer
with the wide reputation which made it possible for him to
achieve his ambition to keep his own family without help
from his father. This sucoess came to him thirteen years
after the gppearance of his first published work.



CHAPTER X
" KIDNAPPED "

N January 1886, the same month in which Dr. Jekyll and

Mr. Hydewas published, Sevenson wroteto hisfather, " |

have no earthly news living entirely in my story .and only
coming out of it to play patience" The story was Kidnapped,
which he had begun and laid adde some months before.
He took it up again with renewed interest. " | find it a
mog picturexque period and wonder Scott let it escape”
He adds " | think David is on his fest and to my mind a
far better and sounder gory than Treasure Iland." It was
the only one of his books, he tdls us in which the characters
took the bit between their teeth : " all at once they became
detached from the flat paper . . . from that time my task
was genographic—it was they who gpoke, they who wrote
theremainder of thestory."

The e islaid in the Highlands of Scodand in the years
after the '45 risng. The germ of the nove is the trial of
James Stewart for the murder of Colin Campbdl, King
George's Factor in Appin. Sevenson, always interested in
this period of Scottish history, came upon the case by chance
in a book of trials which his wife was reading, and there
found the character of Alan Breck Stewart, who came over
from France in his blue coat with the dlver buttons and
feathered hat, to convey the second rent which the Highland
dangmen, impoverished though they were, paid voluntarily
to support their chieftain in exile. In the end the trial was
left over to the squd, Catriona, but the murder of Colin
Campbell, the Red Fox, isthe key soene of Kidnapped.

The novel opens with the young David Balfour setting

57
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out from his village with the Bible, the shilling-piece and
therecipefor Lily of the Valley Water as his sole possessons
except for a letter from his dead father to the unknown
house of Shaws. David Balfour is a block of integrity. One
of the most sdf-regpecting heroes of fiction, he is aways
nicey balanced between what is due to himself and what is
due to other people. He is not aggressve, but he does not
allow himsdf to be put upon. It is a great shock to the
boy to find that the rich relation from whom he had hoped
for help and advancement dwindles down to the miserly and
near crazy Uncle Ebcnezer, who lives alone in his empty
house and offers to an unwelcome nephew a sup of his own
porridge and a drink from his own mug of ale, but when
Uncle Ebenezcr threatensto show him the door if he attempts
to communicate with the friends he has Ieft in the village,
David replies at once, " Uncle Ebenezer, I' ve no manner of
reason to uppoe you mean anything but well by me.  For
all that, | would have you to know that | have a pride of
my own. It was by no will of mine that | came seeking
you, and if you show me the door again, I'll take you at
your word." Herein aparagraph isDavid Balfour, willing
to be reasonable, unwilling to be bullied, with Sxteen yean
of moral Soats upbringing and a good home behind him.

It has been said that he was the mog like Stevenson of
all his characters A novdigt can only make characters out
of the stuff in his own mind. Even when he bdieves that
he draws them from observation of real characters that very
observation is coloured by his own vison and transmuted
as he writes. Some of the characters are more recognisably
like him than others, that isall that can be said. Therewas
a lot of Sevenson left out of David Balfour, and some of it
wasin Alan Breck Stewart.
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David, after a, narrow exape from being murdered by his
uncle, is kidnapped aboard the brig Covenant. The sory
quickens on that night of fog when the brig runs down a
boat, drowning all but one of her crew, who legps up and
catches the bowsprit of the Covenant. David has his first
view of an ally, to be his travelling companion for many a
day and his lifdlong friend. |f David is solid worth and of
a Roman virtue, Alan Breck Stewart is the very essnee of
the picturesque, " smallish in sature but well s and as
nimble as a goat; his face of a good open expresson, but
sunburnt very dark, and heavily freckled and pitted with the
smallpox; his eyes unusualy light, and had a kind of
dancing madness in them that was both engaging and
alarming ; and when he took off his greatcoat, he laid a pair
of fine slver-mounted pigols on the table, and | saw that
he was bdted with a great sword. His manners beddes
were degant and he pledged the captain handsomdly.
Altogether | thought him at first Sght a man that | would
rather have for my friend than my enemy."

There follows the plot againg Alan and David, then the
battle of the Roundhouse in which each of the two does
valiantly and according to his nature. Alan, the tried
wldier, defends himsdf with professonal skill and gudto,
and being a poet, makes a song about the battle while his
sword is still wet. David, who will always be a civilian and
a man of law, fights with a reuctant courage and kneds
down dfter the victory, horrified at the dght of the two
men he has killed.

The ship is wrecked on the rocks near Mull. David
srambles ashore alone and o begins the journey through the
Western Highlands after Alan, who has gone before him.

David's wanderings bring him to Alan again at a critical
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moment. The Factor's Cavalcade turns the corner of the
road, the big recUbeardcd man rides towards him, the servant
behind him with the net of lemons for making punch at his
saddle bow. David darts up out of the heather and asks the
way to the House of James of the Glens. While they are
guestioning him, a shot rings out and the Red Fox falls dead
intheroad. David sss afigure hastening up the hillside and
darts in pursuit. He has seen murder done and his decent
soul is outraged. The lawyer cries out, " Ten pounds if you
takethelad." He gands still, horrified at a danger which he
suddenly perceives, but there is a whisper in his ear, "Jouk
in here among the trees." There is Alan with a fishing-rod
in his hand. They run through the heather, taking care, as
David s to show themsdves to the soldiers. Afterwards,
when he comments on this, he gets a tagte of Alan's morality,
the morality of a guerilla loyalty so dien to his own law-
abiding soul. " Y ouand me," Alanexplains, " wereinnocent
of the transaction." " The better reason to get clear," David
exclaims. But Alan disagress, " Why, David, the innocent
have aye a chance to get assoiled in court. Them that
have nae dipped their handsin any little difficulty should be
very mindful of the caee of them that have. That is good
Christianity." David abandons the argument in that mixture
of admiration and exasperation which is to be intensified by
the wanderings and fatigues and dangers of their journey to
Edinburgh, until it works up into a quarrel after Alan has
gambled away what money they have in Cluny's cave.
But the friendship is strong enough to survive a quarre and
Alan cements their better understanding. "Just precisely
what | thought I liked about ye was that you never quarreled
—and now | likeyebetter ! " This is the some that Henry
James called a " real droke of genius with the logic and
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rhythm of life" The rdationship between the two men,
their contrasting characters and civilisations are beautifully
done and make this far more than the children's book it was
meant to be.

The book ends as they come to Edinburgh, and David
outfaces his unde and seaures his inheritance.  Alan goesinto
hiding in the woods near Corstorphinc, and David, now a
man of property, advances upon the city to work out his
double purposg, to get Alan safdy out of the country and to
give the evidence about the murder which he bdieves may
save the life of James Stewart.

In a letter to Watts-Dunton, Sevenson gave his own
opinion of the work. " | began it partly asa lark and partly
as a pot-boiler ; and suddenly it moved. David and Alan
gepped out from the canvas and | found | was in another
world. But there was the cursed beginning and a cursd
end mugt be appended ; and our old friend Byles the butcher
was plainly audible tapping at the back door—so it had to go
into the world, one part (as it does ssem to me) alive, one
part galvanised; no work, only an esay. For a man of
tentative method and weak health and a scarcity of private
means and not too much of that frugality which is the
artig's proper virtue, the days of dnecures and patrons look
very golden ; the days of professonal literature very hard—
yet | do not so far deceive mysdf as to think | should change
my character by changing my epoch, the sum of virtue in
our books isin a reation of equality to the sum of virtue in
oursdlves, and my Kidnapped was doomed, while gill in
the womb and while | was yet in the cradle, to be the thing
it is" Kidnapped was published in 1886, just Sx months after
the publication o(Dr.Jekytl and Mr. Hyde.



CHAPTER XI

DEATH OF THOMAS STEVENSON

ournemouth was that he was able to s more of his

terary friends and to make new ones Colvin, Gose
and Henley were within easy reach.  Stevenson, with Fanny,
made a vist to Hardy in the West Country. Staying with
Colvin at his quarters in the British Museum, Stevenson
met Robert Browning and BurneJones Henry James
came down to Skerryvore and the two men corresponded
about the art of fiction, in private letters as well as in ther
public exchange in print. Henry James sketch of R.L.S.
in Partial Portraits, written with much insght and affection,
is one of the best edimates of his quahty as a writer, though
it was written midway in his career, after Kidnapped had
appeared, so that it did not include the later novels.  Sargent
came too, to paint Sevenson—" a portrait of me walking
about in my own living-room, in my own velveteen jacket,
and twisting, as | go, my own mougache ... itis | think,
excdlent, but too eccentric to be exhibited ... all touched
in lovely with that witty touch of Sargent's, but of course
it looks damn quear as a whole." The portrait suggeds an
animal pacing a cage, and it was the life of a caged animal
which Stevenson was leading in those years shut up in
Skerryvore " like a weevil in a biscuit.  Nor could any
portrait look much queerer than he himsef often looked,
stting up writing in a bed scattered with papers his head
thrust through a hole in an old blanket, his hair nearly long

enough to touch it, his bright brown eyes shining in his
fa

SEVENSON'S great compensation in the years at
i
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wasgted lace. Theseyears sorich in production, werewr etched
in health, and Stevenson was repeatedly told by doctors that
he ought not to attempt to livein England, but hisfather was
failing in body and mind. All disagreement between them
had long ago vanished, and the reationship had become one
of great tenderness He would nat, if he could hep it, leave
Britain while hisfather lived.

He had a surprisng impulse to leave it on as mad a wild
gooxe chae as ever writer imagined. Hetook, asarule, very
little interest in palitics or in public affars " | carenothing
for anything but the moral and the dramatic." Livingin a
day when compartments of life still appeared to be water-
tight, he did not find the moral and the dramatic in the
march of contemporary history. His temper was arisocratic.
Eadsly at home with any individual man who was not too
conventional nor provincial, he depisd the opinion of the
majority because they were indifferent to ddicacy and
integrity in the arts He was so much a wanderer that he
really knew almogt nothing of ordinary English life, and it
was not until he came to Samoa that he took any interest in
local politics. A sketchy pro-Boer sentiment and a burgt of
digress at the death of Gordon, which he said left England
" drippingwith blood and daubed with dishonour," ssem to
have been his few political emotions until he was roused by
the Curtin affair in the soring of 1887.

The Land League was an asodate of Irish tenants pledged
to makelifeimpossble for anybody who accepted the English
rule. A farmer in Kerry, John Curtin, opposad them. They
attacked his farm and killed him. His family resged, and
drove off the attack, killing one of the raiders, but the
position became untenable, and they had to leave the farm.
w>esn had always sympathised with the Irish hatred of
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English rule and declared that we were to blame for it;
but something in the Curtin gory took hold of his imagina-
tion. He fet that England had let Gordon down, and was
now letting down the Irish who chose to be loyal to her.

He had a horror of men who took the law into their own
hands and used such weapons as murder and dynamite. His
mind, as his work shows, had been preoccupied during the
years at Bournemouth with " that damned old budnes of
the war in the members" which for him meant the uprush
of hidden evil and violence againg reason and order. It is
possble that he externalised this conflict into the Curtin
story. This would account for his inexplicable feding that
it was for him to take action.

He proposed to go and live on the farm from which the
widow and children of John Curtin had been driven. The
devoted Fanny was willing to go with him. Lloyd Osbourne
has recorded his own very natural unwillingness to court
death on a derdict Irish farm in a cause to which he was
completdy indifferent, but he seams to have acquiesced.

Sevenson thought that if they were all killed, there would
be enough publicity to drive the Government into protecting
the Curtins and othersin the same postion. He aso thought
that the publicity which his death would cause in America
would have some effect on the people there who were finan-
cing the rebds. In a long letter to Mrs. Fleeming Jenkin,
weighing the pros and cons he added several other reasons
asthat, " Nobody dseistaking up this obvious crying duty."
" | may die at any moment, my life is of no purchase to an
insurance office, it is the less account to hushand it, and the
busnes of husbanding life is dreary and demoralisng."
He conddered and digmissed the objections which he had
foreseen, that he might be impelled by a wish for excitement,



ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON 65

or a thirg for glory, and he adds solemnly in the list of
reesns againg the enterprise, " The Curtin women are
probably thoroughly uninteresting females” The whole
letter is a curious document. Did he really mean to go ?
Was he striking an attitude in his own mind ? Was he 9ck
of Bournemouth and perhaps temporarily of life? Lloyd
Osbourne thinks that he was influenced by Tolstoy, his
passon of the moment, into a crazy desre for sacrifice Did
his novelis mind se the adventure like a story which he
longed to implement ? Was he trying to work out some
expiation for rebdlion in his own life? Anyhow he did not
go. He was summoned ingead to Edinburgh to his dying
father. The curious emotion over the remote Curtins
vanished at once before a real sorrow that went to his very
roots When he arrived in Edinburgh on May 7, Thomas
Sevenson, though ill on his feet, did not know his son.
The next day he died. A friend of the Sevensons the
Reverend D. Robertson, who came to the funeral, dill
looked upon Louis only as the scapegrace son who had bean
auch an anxiety to his good parents, and gazed with sympathy
at liis gare figure pale cheks downcast eyes and forlorn
look, all of which he attributed to remorse There was
probably a good deal of thisin the sorrow which sent him to
bed ill for three weeksin Edinburgh, and made the next three
months at Skerryvore a period of black depresson.  Colvin,
going once to find him in the garden, says that, " he turned
upon me a face that | never saw on him save that once—a
face of utter despondency, nay, tragedy, upon which ssemed
gamped for one concentrated moment the expression of all
he had ever had or might yet have to suffer and renounce
Such a countenance was not to be accoded, and | left him."

Therewasno longer anything to kegp Sevenson in Britain.

5
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Hismother waswilling tojoin him and go with them wher -
ever the doctors thought best for him. They suggeted a
hill gation in India or Colorado. The idea of going back to
America ftened for Fanny the blow of leaving Skerryvore,
ther first real homein which, in spiteof her anxiety for Louis,
she had bemn very happy. Americait wasto be, and the party
of five—Stevenson, Fanny, L Ioyd Osbournc, thedder M R .
Sevenson, and Fanny's invaluable French maid, Valentine
Roch—booked passages on board the Ludgate Hill, which they
afterwardsdiscovered to be a cattleship. Therewasafarewell
party in London, at which Henley, Colvin and other friends
found Sevenson " hilarioudy gay." He was glad to be on
themoveagain and probably wasboth experiencing areaction
and hiding in his own way his grief at leaving his friends.

Colvin aone was there to say goodbye before the gangway
was drawn up and the water widened between Tilbury Dock
and the Ludgate Hill, which was bearing Stevenson away to
fresh wanderings and a new, drange home; to a blissful
el of comparative health and activity ; to The Master of
Ballantrae and Weir of Hermiston and a South Sea Idand
grave.



CHAPTER XI1I
AMERICAN WINTER

T was eight years snce the Amateur Emigrant had sailed

for America in sarch of a wife and of fortune. Now

that both of thee were his, he sailed for his life. The
passage was rough, the ship, which took on board at Havre
a cargo of horsss apes and matches was extremely un-
comfortable, but the voyage was one of Sevenson's rare
holidays. He was on the move again: he had a cae of
champagne, a parting presnt from Henry James and he
enjoyed himsdf wildly, revelling in a tase of outdoor life
in the company of men of action. " Oh, it was lovely in
our gable ship chock full of dallions ! " he wroteto Colvin,
and to his cousin Bob, " | was so happy on board that ship
| could not have believed it possble ! We had the beashest
weather and many discomforts, but the mere fact of it being
a tramp ship gave as many comforts, we would cut about
with the men and officers day in the whedhouse disuss
all manner of things, and really be a little at ssa. And truly
thereis nothing dse ! | had literally forgotten what happi-
nes was and the full mind, full of external and physcal
things, not full of cares and rot about a fellow's behaviour.
My heart literally sang: | truly care for nothing so much
asthat."

On arriving at New York he found himsdf a famous
author. Even the two pilots who deered the ships into the
harbour were known asJekyll and Hyde. Treasure Idand,
Kidnapped, and even mor e, Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, had made
a greater snsation in America than in England.  Reporters

wer e on the quay waiting to interview him. Publishers and
67
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editors clamoured for anything he cared to write. A
dramatised verson of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde was running
at one of the Broadway theatres. It was all very different
from that first day in New York eight years ago when he
tramped the wet dredts in a vain ssarch for work. This
time he" nearly died of interviews and reporters" and after
twenty-four hours " cut for Newport" where he collapsed
into bed. Scribners commissoned twelve articles from him
at a fee which daggered him. He was dated, but adso
frightened at the thought of working to order, and he was
hankering after the sa again. " | know a little about fame
now, and it is nothing compared to a yacht ! * He went
to Saranac Lake, high up in the Adirondack Mountains, and
took a house there, " in the eye of many winds, with a view
of a piece of running water—Highland, all but the dear hue
of peat—and of many hills—Highland aso but for the lack
of heather." Already he sounds the note of homesckness
which was to run through his life to the end.

The grong Puritan greak in him made him disrustful of
hissuocess " | had some experience of American apprecia-
tion. | liked alittle of it, but thereis too much ; a little of
that would go a long way to spoil a man. 1 think | began
to like it too well. But let us trust the gods; they have a
rod in pickle" Of his contract with Scribners he wrote to
William Archer, " | am like to be a millionaire if this goes
on, and be publicly hanged at the sodia revolution ; well,
| would prefer that to dying in my bed ; and it would be
a godsend to my biographer if | ever have one" People
who sy such things sddom mean them, but Sevenson
always appreciated the dramatic in his own life. He was a
gory to himsdf, and no doubt, in theory anyhow, he would
like the gtory to have a good climax.
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In the remote surroundings at Saranac, where even the
village ink was not meant to write with, he was far enough
away from literary lionisng. His health improved, and he
began sious work again. " | have fallen head over heds
into a new tale, The Master of Ballantrae. ' Come." sad |
to my engine, * let us make a tale, a sory of many years
and countries, of the s and the land, savagery and civilisa-
tion." ... | nead not tell my brothers of the craft that |
was in the most interesting moments of an author's life.
The hours that followed, whether walking abroad or lying
wakeful in bed, were hours of unadulterated joy." In that
"' Come.' sad | to my engine." liesa great deal of Sevenson's
method, the ssret perhaps both of his failures and his
wuoesss He wrote too much by will.  His will was strong,
he wound and wound at his engine and never failed to draw
up some water out of the well, but the degpes water did
not alwaysrise.

Lloyd Oshourne was a writing. He was at work on
the first draft of The Wrong Box, in which Sevenson later
collaborated, though it sams likely from all evidence that
his share in it was not great. It is an ingenious mock-
gruesome mystery gory about a corpse that is subgituted for
adatuein acae: atour deforce someimes enlivened by a
faintly ghoulish humour, but with no breath of reality in
the characters

Sevenson's volume of versg, Underwoods, was published in
England just after he sdiled for America. He was not a born
poet. He could not bear not to have a try at anything, and
just ashehad tried to write plays, o hetried to write poetry,
achieving a good deal of verss sometimes happy, occason-
aly striking, often just bad, but interesting to his friends
and admirers because it epitomised his philosophy, and bore
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the authentic note of his personality. Prose was his medium.
Ttiereisfar morepoetry in Weir of Hermiston than in any
of the rhymes he ever wrote, it has the magic that is missing
from his verse.  In some ways he wrote proe as a post
writes poetry ; no man ever ssarched more meticuloudy for
the image word, but if he sometimes wrote prose like a
poet, he often wrote poetry like a prose writer. He had
no wings.

The poems are particularly interesting to any student of
Sevenan's style, because they show perhaps even more
clearly than his prose the kind of words that he liked to ue
mog often. He usd a great many monosyllables, and
espedialy those adjectives which call up an image of fine
weather, of daylight and digance " Bright,” " airy,"
“dear," "fiur." "Bright" and "fair" are words never
far from his pen. The child who was so often londly and
ill in the misty grey Edinburgh winter mus very early have
asodated happiness with the summer days at Colinton,
when he could play out of doors with the other children.
He had suffered in his childhood from night terrors and
feverish wakefulness, so that daylight mus have meant a
rdeae to him. All his life Sevenson loved countries, uch
as the shores of his beloved Mediterranean, where the aun
was bright and the light was dear. Thereis too, about all
his writing, prose or poetry, the lucent colour of a dream.
" Bright is the ring of words" is both an example and a
summary of his style.  The beginnings of his short dories
and noves often sugget somebody going out of doors for
thefirg timeon afinemorning.

Underwoods contained some of his best-known versss
" Requiem," " A HouseBeautiful," "' TheCdestial Surgeon,"
" Our Lady of the Shows™" " It isnot yours—oh mother, to
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complain." It as contains the lines in which he links his
own life work with the work of his engineering forefather,
and apologises to his father probably for his desertion.

Say not of me that weakly | declined

The labours of my dres and fled the s,
The towers we founded, and the lamps we lit
To play at home with paper like a child,
But rather say, " | n the afternoon of time

A drenuous family dusted from its hands
The sand of granite, and beholding far
Along the sandy coad its pyramids

And tall memorials catch the dying sun
Smiled well content, and to this childish task
Around the fire addressd its evening hours"

Memories and Portraits, the ssoond volume of Stevenson's
collected essays was published in England while he was at
Saranac. It contains many of his mog characteridic essays
Talk and Talkers, A Humble Remonstrance, the article on
the Art of fiction addressad to Henry James and already
guoted. It indudes the Gossip on Romance and the very
characterigic A Penny Plain and Twopence Coloured in
which he goes back to the Toy Theatre of his childhood,
to that coloured world of fantasy and romantic adventure
which was in the marrow of his bones It a0 indudes
a memoir of his father, published within a month of
his death. With tender pride he wrote his father's
epitaph. " The reault of his work was that in all parts of
the world a ssfer landfall awaits the mariner." It was in
comparison with such a solid achievement that Louis
Sevenson felt bis own work to be a childish task, a culmina-
tion of the child's game of make-bdieve which he had
played around the chairs and sofas at home, perhaps in the
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room where his father was busy with the plans that were to
save 0 many lives.

In the meantime he worked at his monthly sies of
artides for Scribners, thefirst being A Chapter on Dreams.
When he wrote it, Freud, who was sx years younger than
Stevenson, was only at the beginning of his discoveries and
had as yet published nothing. Almost any average reader of
to-day could, up to a point, interpret the dream about the
on who returned from abroad to find his father married
again, murdered his father, and Uved on with his sepmother
until his terror that she might discover and disdose his
crime was reolved by her confesson that she loved him.
Sevenson had no idea how much of himsdf he was giving
away, nor how far the dream explained the remorse which
always coloured his fedings for his father, for after all, in
thinking differently from his parents breaking away from
home and marrying when he pleased, he had done no more
than a man should. The second half of the esay is a vivid
and interesting account of the part played by his unconscious
mind, his" Brownies," in his creative work.

Thessoond of the Scribnersesayswas TheLantern Bearers,
in which a boy's glee in a dark lantern, which can sarve no
possble purpose except to please him, is the sepping-stone
for a discusson on romance and realism. The other esays
include, Pubis e Umbra, a piece of rather grandiose
moralisng ; Beggarsand Christmas Sermon and theadmirable
L etter to a Young Gentleman who P