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ABSTRACT

Stevenson first entered fiction in the romantic

novel of action, more specifically the boys' adventure

story. Treasure Island is handled skilfully both in

development and style, and, while The Black Arrow is some-

what inferior, Kidnapped is again of the calibre of the first

book. Although it 1s an adventure story, plot and character
developments in Kidnapped, which occur when Stevenson introduces
the elements of Scottish history and topography, suggest the
later dramatic novels.

The triumph of evil, a dominant theme, is treated
most vividly in Dr, Jekyll and Mr, Hyde and The Master of

Ballantrae. Concurrent with this theme 1s the presentation

of 'The Devil as Angel' in Silver, Alan Breck, James Durie

and Frank Innes. Moreover, these two novels mark the transition
from romantic to dramatic. Although the characters are still
flat, Jekyll and Henry Durie do make moral choices which
determine their destinies. In The Master of Ballantrae,

also, is the father-son estrangement and the integration of
the Scottish national character as background for the psy-
chological situation.

In conception and execution Weir of Hermiston is

magnificent, and Stevenson's greatest novel. Here, once

more, is the father-son relationship, set against the

A

Scottish background, But Weir of Hermiston is also a great

love story.



The quality of Weir of Hermiston and Stevenson's

perspicacity as a critic suggest he consclilously produced
inferior work., While a harsh judgement of this should be
tempered by consideration of his physical disability, the
weaknesses in his novels force him, certainly not into

oblivion, but at least into the second class.
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PREFACE

The following is a critical study of Stevenson's

major novels: Treasure Island, Kidnapped, Dr. Jekyll and

Mr. Hyde, The Master of Ballantrae, and Weir of Hermiston.

It was intended originally to treat Stevenson as represent-
ative of writers of such novels as are now studied in
secondary schools; however, it soon became apparent that
Stevenson could not be confined to this c¢lass, and, although
some remarks are made on children's literature in general,
and that of the nineteenth century in particular, to dwell
on this aspect would do injsutice to the man, and would, in
fact, add incongruously to an already rather diverse thesis.
Diversity on the whole is unavoidable. Although
Stevenson began as a practitioner in the novel of adventure,
a genre with its own methods and standards, he progressed
to novels of human drama, bringing his career to a climax

with the unfinished masterpiece, Weir of Hermiston. But

the adventure element flows through all his fiction, although
later mingled with Scottish history and topography as well
as human tragedy, wherein the Jekyll and Hyde and other
minor themes find expression. Because of this admixture a
neat, unified thesis is difficult. However, an attempt is
made to view each novel in the light of not only the require-
ments of the novel in general, but those of the particular l
type of which it is a specimen.

The development follows, generally, the chronology

of the novels. Among the novels of adventure Treasure




Island and Kidnapped will be given prominence. Dr. Jekyll

and Mr. Hyde and The Master of Ballantrae provide a trans-

ition between the two types represented at the poles by

Treasure Island and Weir of Hermiston. The latter will

receive detailed analysis, as befits a masterpiece of its
stature. The final chapter will discuss Stevenson's
ability and integrity as an artist.

Stevenson was a versatile and prolific writer,
and while the study is mainly concerned with his novels,
references to his other works, especially his essays and
letters, will be made when they throw light on some aspect
of his fiction. It will be necessary also to refer to
his biography, for he was a writer who leant heavily on the
circumstances of his own life.

References to letters and novels are to the
Tusitala Edition of his works, while quotations from his

essays refer to The Essays of Robert Louis Stevenson, London,

Macdonald, 1950.

The writer wishes to thank the staffs of the
Memorial University of Newfoundland Library and the Gosling
Library, St. John's, for their assistance, and Dr. George

Story for his criticism and advice.
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Chapter I
INTRODUCTORY



A clear view of Stevenson's novels is clouded by
mists that obscure their essential worth. One of these
mists is particularly Scottish in character: although he
travelled widely, Stevenson was bound inextricably to
Scotland, a country which has been often somewhat removed
from the currents in the main stream of English 1iterature.
For this and other reasons, although an attempt can be made
to place Stevenson in his literary setting, he refuses to
be confined to one school. Another obfuscation is Robert Louis
Stevenson the personality, for the literary artist for many
years has been overshadowed by the literary deity. That
at least one novel has been based on his life may indicate
the colour, the drama, the romance of his biography. This
apotheosis of the man to the neglect of his contribution to
letters was largely the result of inaccurate and false
biography, and subsequent information provoked reaction
and counter-reaction to his novels and his reputationQ But
his biography cannot be avoided, for he was a writer who
drew extensively on his rather meagre experience of life.
Finally, their diversity makes an integrated, unified study

Of his novels difficult: several themes and intentions are,



to the last, commingled; so that no neat thesis is possible.

Any inquiry would be inadequate which did not see
nim in relief against the proper background and in the proper
atmosphere. Physically his background is Edinburgh, the
Lowlands, or the sombre, gray Scottish moors, for he is the
heir of Scott; artistically, he belongs to that romantic
trend, and shared that cognizance of the art of fiction,
which the English novel illustrated in the latter part of
the nineteenth century, a romance which Scott had helped to
prepare. S0 that he is the signal successor of Scott.

bocott was not greatly concerned with theories of
fiction, but with the time-honoured stories and traditions
passed on to him by his venerable ancestors or invented on
their model. lis stories were 'romances' because his object
was not so much a profound interpretation of life as the
description of scenery and manners. He found in history
what others found in their imaginations and memories; he
was the popularizer of the historical romance.

There is really no school of Scott in the history of
the English novel, or, if there is, Stevenson is the only
disciple who has distinguished himself; but the strain of
romance, however subdued, is woven distinctly into the
harmony of the novel after 1850. There is a strong note
Of the earlier Romanticism in the Bronté&s; there is romance

of a sort in Lewis Carroll's Alice in VWonderland and in

- Kingsley's The Vater Babies, Hypatia, Westward Ho, and

Hereward the Wake; the historic succession came to




George Eliot, and she wrote Romola; Charlotte Yonge wrote
under the influence of the Oxford Movement, and attempted
to enforce its principles in fictionj; R.D. Blackmore wrote
Lorna Doone, a quasi=-historical novel of the West Country.
The prose romances of William Morris are certainly
part of this trend. He was a part of it from the beginning,
with his contributions to The Oxford and Cambridge Magazine
(1856), for the most part reminiscences of Malory and Fouque.
These exercises provided him with a language, and in the
last ten years of his life he used this constantly in a

long series of romances from The House of the Wolfgangs (1889)

to the posthumous Sundering Flood (1898).

The portfolio of Romance passed to the Aesthetes of
the @lghteen nineties. In poetry the Pre-~Raphaelites had
been infiuenced by Ruskin, who had started the movement as
a protest against the indifference to art and the besgutiful
of industrialized Victorian England. But in spite of the
pious and medieval colour of their sentimental archaisms,
they made room for sensuousness: Swinburne glorified the
beautiful with a reckless and blasphemous ardour and, through
him, as well as through other channels, the doctrine of art
for art's sake crept into England. The high priest of the
movement was Walter Pater, an ascetic hedonist, concerned
with cultivating an appreciation for the past, especially
through its art. The secret of happiness, he maintained,
lay not in action or endeavour, but in heightened awareness =

'to burn always with a gem-like flame,' to maintain ecstasy

y



was success in life.

This decadence was for the most part the outbreak of
instincts which had been repressed by the constraint of the
Victorian period; then, too, at the end of the century
England's increasing wealth and consequent refinement resulted
in improved tastes, in the dissatisfaction with the limits
of insularity, and a fondness for the exotic. In literary
circles there was a conscious worship of beauty; French
influences, particularly those of Verlaine, Rimbaud,
Baudelaire, and Flaubert, were welcomed.

The French had a composite influence on Stevenson
as part of this aesthetic movement. About 1850 a change
occurred in the IEnglish and French novels, although in the
latter case it was not so much a renaissance as in the former.
For the past quarter century the chief bent of the French
novel had been historical, or at any rate in the direction
of the romance of incident. In Hugo's roménces, for example

Les Miserables (1862), or Quatre - Vingt - Treize (1874),

the properties of the novel as we know it had very little
place. The plot was ill-constructed, without verisimilitude,
sometimes hardly existent; the characters were large, airy
sketches rather than men and women; and both were subjected
to description, preaching and prophesying.

In the subsequent reaction, the novel came to be
regarded as an art form. The new French school was characterized

by its objective attitude, its realism, and its attention to

the perfection of style. The champion of the school, Flaubert,



endorsed de Maupassant'!s proposition that there is only one
word or one phrase that can fully or adequately express a
writer's idea. His practice matched his theory. But the
style gained at the expense of the story, for it produced a
sense of the unnatural, a lack of freshness and spontaneity;
moreover, this objective approach and the striving for realism
led to a pessimistic outlook, for real life is often
dissatisfying. It would be impossible to go much beyond
Flaubert in perceiving and rendering the dismal ironic side

of life. But in its realism, in its struggle with style, in
its cult of the ugly, in its divorce from faith and morals,
Flaubert!s work influenced literature up to the early twentieth
century.

This was the school which influenced the English
novel, and enhanced the vein of romance, which reached its
climax with the Aesthetes or the Decadents, characterized by
their extraordinary hobbies, and caring little if they were
the products of moral decay. George Moore kept a python,
fed on life guinea pigs, and Stevenson, living in Scotland,
somewhat removed from the current of the times, kept his
hair long and wore his velvet jacket.,

Another who indulged in affectations of speech, manner
and dress was Oscar Wilde. His Picture of Dorian Grey (1891),
inspired by Huysmann, is a variant of Balzac's Peau de Chagrin,
the story of a portrait growing old and hideous, while the
sinister voluptary it represents preserves his youthful

beauty. Dorian Grey, for ever testing new opinions and
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courting new impressions, in léve with art and completely
cold to genuine feeling, was, in spite of his charm, his
wit, and his vocabulary, an evil thing. The novel remains
an unconsciously severe comment on Vilde's own theory of
life, the pursuit of the sensual and intellectual delight
with no acceptance of moral responsibility. Although

they do not treat particularly the pursuit of the sensual
and intellectual, but deal with morality in general, the
same theme - man selling his soul to the Devil - is dealt

with in Stevenson's Dr. Jekyll and lMr. Hyde, The llaster of

Ballantrae, and such short stores as 'llarkheim', and 'The

Merry len'. This would seem to reveal in Stevenson the
same frame of mind that characterized the Aesthetes; but he
is a special breed. |
Stevenson's heritage was a rigid Scotch puritanism.
During childhood and youth his devoted nurse, Cumnmy, told
him stories of Scottish history and stories of the Devil,
in whose personal existence on earth she fervently believed;
later in 'Markheim' and 'The Merry Men', the Devil appeared
in human form; and the Master of Ballantrae was called
'a very devil of a son'. Cummy expounded to the young
Stevenson her fierce religion, the religion of Knox and
Calvin, in which the notions of Hell fire and damnation
were prominent, a religion not differing greatly from that
of his parents, but perhaps more fanatically, because more

superstitiously held. Night after night the boy went to bed

in terror of nightmares, the result of one of which was



Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. So, while Stevenson would appear

to have obvious affinities with the Decadents, unlike
Oscar Wilde, his view of man growing all to flesh emanates
from a source other than that of the French Naturalists.

And it is true, in fact, that Stevenson is a
hybrid; of no particular school, yet romantic in a profound
sense, for he inherits from all. From Flaubert and the
Prench he learned to cultivate a style, and while at times
sedulousness left him open to factitiousness and
artificislity, generally speaking his style is polished
and attractive. Ironically, the genre in which he began
as a prose writer was the adventure story, or the novel
of incident, so that it might be said he married Flaubert
to Dumas. But while he is read today chiefly by children
and adolescents, a great deal of his work was not intended
for young people.

While he shows the frame of mind of the Decadents
and Flaubert, he is also the successor of Scott, and in

Kidnapped, Catriona, Veir of Hermiston, and St. Ives, as

well as in many essays and short stories, he is the Scottish
patriot, intensely aware of his country's history, and his
characters in these stories, in their reactions and in their
speech, are seen not only - indeed not so much - as human
beings, as products of their national environment. In
childhood and youth, although his activities outside the
house were limited, in hislown way, through his nurses

stories, and through such expeditions as he could manage



he hzd come to love his native land; When at the University
he walked the streets of Ldinburgh, its past came alive to
him, leading him to identify himself with earlier Scottish
writers such as the eighteenth century Robert Fergusson.
This feeling for the hills and glens of Scotland, and the
people who inhabited them, for picturesque and romantic
atmosphere, was to inform the greater part of his‘work;
and here Stevenson is the true heir of Scott.

He made a2 formal statement of his attitude in ah
essay on romance in 1382:

One thing in l1life calls for another;
there is a fitness in events and places; the
effect of night, of any flowing water, of
lighted cities, of the peep of day, of ships
of the open ocean, calls up in the mind an army
of anonymous desires and pleasures. Something,
we feel, would happen; we know not what, yet
we proceed in quest of it ... The right kind of
thing should fall out in the right kind of
place; the right kind of thing should follow;
and not only the characters talk aptly and think
naturally, but all the circumstances in a tale
answer one to another like notes in music. The
threads of a story come from time to time
together and make a picture in the webj; the
characters fall from time to time into sone
attitude to each other or to nature, which stanps
the story home like an illustration. 1.

He quotes examples from Ulysses to Crusoce, then
proceeds to extract the heart of the matter:

This, then, is the plastic part of
literature; to embody character, thought, or
- emotion in some act or attitude that shall
be remarkably striking to the mind's eye ...
It is one thing to describe scenery with the
word picture painters; it is quite another
to seize on the heart of the suggestion
and make a country famous with legend. 5



Stevenson seems to have been as semsitive to gesture
as others are to sound. He was also sensitive to
associations of places and states of mind: a sudden
wave of emotion left him literally staggering one day in
Samoa; ‘'a frame of mind and body that belonged to Scotland
and particularly to the neighbourhood of Callander.'!

This kind of romance had been practised by Scott
and Hugo, and from these Stevenson learnt that he could
make a story without a hero: surely the Revolution is
the hero of Quatre- Vingt - Treize as, in Wgverley, it 1s
the death of an o0ld order. Henley missed the point of the
tMerry Men' when he criticized 'my uncle'. 'My uncle is
not the story as I see it,! Stevenson insisted. 'It's
really a story of wrecks as they appear to the dweller on
the coast. It!'s a view of the séao' This conception of
romance need not exclude character. It only requires that
where character is the end action should be the means.

This particular vein of romance in Stevenson can
be traced through to Weir of Hermiston, and after
Stevenson one can follow the line of romance to Quiller-
Couch, Neil Munro, John Buchan, and A.E. Mason. Perhaps
only Buchan evoked, through his action, the sense of
youthful high spirits and expectancy, which is the
mainspring of Stevenson. But these are only partial
inheritors. The essential Stevenson romance has a far
more efratic progression: it is present in the stories of
J. Meade Falkner; it is present in the Conrad of The Shadow
Line, or Heart of Darkness, though Conrad moved away from

10



the novel of action to the movel of atmosphere and
sensibility. A really impressive Stevensonian story is
The Third Man, whose hero is surely the racked and
dismembered city itself; and when people complained that
Harry Lime wasn't real enough, their complaints were as
beside the point as Henley's of 'The Merry Men.'

But the current in English fiction after 1850
was away from this romance. A reaction similar to
Flaubert'!s accured in the English novel, but in the
latter it was a renaissance. Stevenson was caught
somewhere between the old school and the new and torn by
both. By the 1880s the mutation that had occurred in the
novel with George Eliot and Meredith had become dominants
art had come to the novel, as Henry James indicated in
his essay, 'The Art of Fiction' (1884):

Certain accomplished novelists have a
habit of giving themselves away, which often
must bring tears to the eyes of the people
who take their fiction seriously. I was
lately struck, in reading over many pages of
Anthony Trollope, with his want of discretion
in this particular. In a digression, a
parenthesis or an aside, he concedes to the
reader that he and his %rustin friend are
only 'making believet!., He admits that the
events he narrages have not really happened,
and that he can give his narrative any turn
the reader may like best. ©Such a betrayal of
a sacred office seems to be, I confess, a
terrible crime; it is what I mean by the
attitude of apology, and it shocks me every
whit as much in Trollope as it would have
shocked me in Gibbon or Macaulay.

L

James described the novel as history. Trollope's apologetic

attitude to his art implied, he said, that the novelist was
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1ess occupied with truth than the historian. This fidelity
to nature was, and is, what distinguishes the novelist as
grtist. The question is not one of realism in any narrow
interpretation of the word; rather, the novelist is saying
that, given the nature of man, the situation he has created
through the characters enacting it, can resolve itself

only in this way. A novelist like Stevenson, whose material
was mainly romantic, in this respect conformed to the law
as well as James.

It was with Stevenson that James debated in 1885
the nature of the novel and the function of the novelist.
When he wrote 'A Humble Remonstrance'!, Stevenson was
opposed to reslism as it had been practised by Zola: !'The
root of the whole matter,! he said, 'is that the novel is
not a transcript of life, to be judged by its exactitude;
but a simplification of some side or point to life, to
stand or fall by its significant simplicity.*! With this
James agreed. But while the novel may be a sigplification
of 1life, it must be judged by its success in actually
standing for life itself., For the novel to be successful,
the reader must feel that the events in it could happen
only as the novelist describes themj the appeal is to the
reader's knowledge of the nature of man, and this is true
whether the novelist is aiming at profundity or entertainment.
With Stevenson the reader dften i1s inclined to think, not
that events could not happen this way, but wertainly that
characters would never look or act this way; his novels

12



on the whole lack this fidelity to nature. Stevenson's
presentation of character is often unnatural, and although
this i1is sometimes excusable or even meritorious, according
to the genre he is prosecuting, the defect keeps him out
of the first rank of novelists. And the interesting
question this poses is why, considering his perception
of the nature of art, his critical appreciation of it did
not prevent him from a resort to inferior work, to
pot-boiling and 'tushery'.
From the eighteen eighties onwards, when the
resulté of the Education Acts of 1870 providing compulsory
primary education for all were manifest, the character of
fiction changed. lore novels were published each year,
a great many of which, indeed, the majority of which, could
not be éalled art; fiction became stratified as it had not
been earlier. Dickens and Thackeray had commanded all
the reading public there was in their time; now there
were many publics, some existing in complete isolation from
the others, and no novelist captured them all. Vhat is
important, however, is the effect of this stratification
on the novelists themselves.- Some felt an alienation fron,
or a complete disregard of, the public as irresponsible.
In fact Stevenson himself, an author with a large public
following, felt this. In a letter to Zdmund Gosse, 2
January 1886, he says:
That the public likes is work (of any kind)
a little loosely executed; so long as it is a little
wordy, a little slack, a little dim and knowless,

the dear public likes it; it should (if possible)
be a little dull into the bargain 6



He goes on to say he knows good work sometimes 'hits!

but believes it is by accident; he says he knows a good
work eventually succeeds, but it is not the doing of the
public; 'they are only shamed into silence or affection'.
Stevenson denies he writes for the public; he writes for
money, ‘'a nobler deity', and 'most of all for myself ...
both more intelligent and nearer home'!. But whether he
wrote for the public, or for money - and the two can
hardly be dissociated, = this indictment of his work would
seem to exclude him from the company of the purists such
as James, Conrad, and Joyce that this stratification of
the novel produced. These latter were careless of the
public, and when the public left them it only justified them
in their own eyes. By his own admission Stevenson was not
one of them, Some distinction, then, would seem to be
necessary between Stevenson the artist and Stevenson the
entertainer.,

Objective criticism of Stevenson has been made
difficult by his apotheosis. For thirty years after his
death he was canonized: Quiller-Couch moaned: 'Put away
books and paper and pen ... Stevenson is dead, and now there
i1s nobody left to write for.' Richard le Gallienne called
him the 'Virgil of prose!. E?F. Benson'!s study was right
on one point: the man suffeged from the 'indignity of
being pilloried in stained glass'.

9
However, it was not surprising: in the nineteenth
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century (as well as the twentieth: Ernest Hemingway,

Dylan Thomas and Brendan Behan are cases in point) writers
were made famous by newspapers and periodicals, and
stevenson owed much of his fame to the friends who aided

his career and obtained favourable publicity for him.

In personal interviews, too, his charm, wit and good temper,
in spite of the physical disability that he suffered, won
him a great deal of fame, All this resulted in a hero-
worship which collected every possible personal reminiscence
and recorded traits and episodes even of his most childish
years. The scale on which this was done indicates the
extreme of the R.L.S. cult; much less has been recorded of
more important personages.

One reason for this hero-worship was Stevenson's
lifelong struggle with ill-health, in spite of which he
yielded such a copious output, and managed to be
generally cheerful and in high spirits. Even at twenty-nine
months he was slight with a weak nervous system and a
predilection for fever., TFor the rest of his life he was
thin and spare; 'to use a Scotch word,' wrote Eve Simpson,
'eoo he had a 'shilpit'! look, which is starveling, crined,
ill=-thriven, all in one and more'.joThis continuous ill
health plagued him throughout childhood and youth, and at
twenty~-three he was emaciated, with a grim history of
feverish colds, nervous exhaustion, spells of facial tic,
dyspepsia, and cold feet. Arriving in London in 1873 he
had a physical collapse, and was ordered to the Riviera for
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convalescence: the doctor feared consumption. ¥En route he
wrote to Mrs. Sitwell:

I have been very tired all day; lying
outside my bed and crying in the feeble way
that you recollect ... I finished up my day
with a lamentable exhibition of weakness. I
could not remember French, or at least I was
afraid to go into any place lest I should not
be able to remember it ... I walked about the
streets in such a rage with every person who
came near me, that I felt inclined to break
out upon them with all sorts of injurious
language ... If you knew how old I felt! I
am sure that this is what age brings with it -
this carelessness, this disenchantment, this
continual bodily weariness, I am a man of
seventy; O lledia, kill me, or make me young
again. 11.'

This was the first of a number of visits abroad; in fact he
was to spend the rest of his 1life in search of health.
Yet in spite of his known disposition, he undertook a
journey to America in 1879 (at the call of Fanny Osbourne,
with whom he professed to be in love), culminating in a trip
across the plains to California.

Lvery schoolboy is familiar with his jJjourney
across America, as described in 'The Amateur Emigrant':
the traid was badly 1lit, heated, and ventilated, requiring
passengers to sleep on boards. Stevenson wrote to Henley:

I can see the track straight before and

straight behind me to either horizon. Peace

of mind I enjoy with extreme serenity; I am

doing right. I know no one will think so;

and don't care. My body, however, is all
whistles. 12

This was the first time in his life he had come

near dyings; upon arrival in Monterey, ranchers found him
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1ying in the open, collapsed and barely conscious. While
Fanny's divorce was in progress he inhabited an abandoned hut
put on a dwindling purse and in ominous ill health, his work
on the 'Emigrant' hampered by weakness, forcing him to lie
down between pages. He wrote to Gosse from Monterey:

I have that peculiar and delicious sense
of being born again in an expurgated edition
which belongs to convalescence, It will not be
for long; I hear the breakers roar. I shall be
steering head first for another rapid before
many days; ... I am going for thirty now; and
unless I snatch a little rest before long, I
have, I may tell you in confidence, no hope of
reaching thirty-one, My health began to break
last winter, and has given me but fitful times
since then. This pleurisy, though but a slight
affair in itself, was a huge disappoihtment to
me, and marked an epoch. To start a pleurisy
about nothing, while leading a dull, regular
life in a mild climate was not my habit in past
days; eee I believe I must go. It is a pity in
one sense, for I believe the class of work
I might yet give out 1s more real and solid
than people fancy. (How right he was.) But
death is no sad friend; a few aches and gasps,
and we are done; like the truant child, I am
beginning to grow weary and timid in this big
jostling city and could run to my nurse, even
although she should have to whip me before
putting me to bed.

13

Henceforth he was a fragile man, writing propped

up in bed, and defying the sinister disease that kept him
drom being notably close to a whole human person. In 1888,
still in search of health, he, with his wife, mother, and
stepson, Sailed for the South Seas, arriving finally at
Honolulu, which he left in 1889 for the Gilberts, and then
Samoa. Although his plan was to return home, fearing the
recurrence of disease, he decided to remain in Samoa,

where his health was assured. He wrote to Sidney Colvin:
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In the South Seas, I have health, and
strengthe I can walk and ride and be out of
doors, and do my work without distress. There
are great temptations on the other hand, to
go home. I do not say it is to die, because
I seem incapable of dying, but I know it 1is
to go back to the old business ee e remember
that, though I take my sicknesses with a
decent face, they represent suffering, and
weakness, and painful disability; as well as
the loss of all that makes animal life desirable
eee My feeling for my friends at home has
pulled me hard; but can you wonder if the hope
of ... some snatch of a man's life after all
those years of the sickroom, tempted me
extremely? j)

The amazing thing, and the endearing, was, of course,
his resilience after these crippling attacks, and, although
this is one aspect of his life that has been over-
emphasised, one must admire his courageous determination
to lead his chosen career, in spite of his semi-invalid
state. Moreover, what he wrote was copious; for a man
who tived énly to forty-four, the abundance of his work is
extraordinary « He wrote constantly and diversely: essays,
poems, novels, plays, short stories, letters, travel books.

Other aspects of his personality and character
that drew people to him were his charm, his charity, and
his sense of honour., His virtue was that, unlike his
friend Henley, he refused to be twisted by his affliction.
He always kept before him his ideals, his respect for
human dignity, his sense of humour, and his sense of honour,
and these he applied not only to his immediate cirecle of
friends, but to mankind at large.

18



For example, believing the Samoans were being

denied their rights and exploited, Stevenson did everything

he could, by writing in the Bnglish and American press
and by more direct action, to defend them. When the
leaders of an unsuccessful revolt were put in jail, he
and his family openly took the prisoners gifts of tobacco
and kava. In return for his vpatronage the people built
him a road across the island to Vailima. To them he was
'"Tusitala' - the teller of tales.

It was honour that demanded he defend the Samoans
against their imperialistic exploiters, for his sense of
honour was scrupulous. In a letter to lirs. Sitwell he
wrote:

How curiously we are built up into our
false positions. The other day, having
toothache, and the black dog on my back
generally, I was rude &6 one of the servants
at the dinner table. And nothing, of course,
can be more disgusting than for a man to
speak harshly to a young woman, who will lose
her place if she speak back to him; and of
course I determined to apologize. Vell, do
you know, it was perhaps four days before I
could find courage enough and I felt as red
and ashamed as could be. Why? because I had
been rmde? not a bit of it; I was doing a thing
that could be called ridiculous in this
apologizing. I did not know I had so much
respect of middle class notions before; this 1is
my right hand which I must cut off ... let us
hope I shall never be such a cad any more as
to be ashamed of being a gentleman. 18

At times his notions of honour were quixotic. In

1887, a troubled period in Ireland, the farm of John Curtin,

consisting mainly of women, was boycotted by a group called

the Moonshiners, and cut off from social intercourse.
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gtevenson determined that he and his family should Bo to
the Curtins, and thus arouse the country's cohscience;
pecause he was a famous person, he thought, the country
would take notice and follow his lead. Two things stopped
him from going: he had a book to finish, and then his
father died.

These moral values of Stevenson inform his work;
they are shown directly and dramatlically in his fiction.
Largely they are the values of a generous and spirited boy,
though, of course, Stevenson was aware of the baffling
complexities of life.,

It is little wonder that such a man should attract,
not only fellow writers, but all sorts of people within
range of the press that he generated, for Stevenson became
a legend during his own lifetime. His career was aided by
association with such men as W.E. Henley, Edmund Gosse,
Sidney Colvin, Henmry James, J.M. Barrie, J.A. Symonds,
and to a lesser extent'George Meredith.

Graham Balfour, his cousin and first biographer,
had been one of these early friends, and was careful not to
destroy the image of the clique. Henley's protest against
Balfourt's 'barley sugar effigy' of Stevenson as a !'Seraph
in Chocolate!, coming two years before Henley's death in
1903, provided an excuse for a conspiracy to smother
Stevenson's reputation. Henry James recorded that Graham
Balfour knew, as James suspected, how much he had suppressed

and distorted to show only the Jekyll side of

20



gtevenson and research jJustified Henley's protest; criticism
pased on defective blography vindicated his belief that his
friend's reputation would be served better by biographical
honesty.

Stevenson was an indefatigable letter writer, and
his letters (edited by Sidney Colvin in 1899) provide an
accurate picture of the man and his life. But Colvin omitted
many of the most interesting letters and compressed and
dovetailed others, so that many important facts about
Stevenson's emotional life remained unknown until all the
letters were available. Colvin presented Stevenson!s letters
to Mrs. Sitwell to the Advocate Library (now the National
Library of Scotland) with the proviso that they were not to
be used until 19493 the revealing letters to Charles Baxter,
given by Baxter to the Savile Club, were much later acquired
by Edwin Beinecke, who deposited them in the Yale University
Library. With the acquiring of fresh information came a
reaction to the apotheosis. Led by Frank Swinnertonin
1914, later writers built up a counter picture, which
eventually emerged as that of an immoral swaggerer, restrained
into reluctant respectability by a jealous wife., When
Swinnerton argued that ‘'this debonair philosopher who finds
himself never in a quandary' was petteé too much as a child
to permit 'wanton and morbid self distrust'; that his 'whole
life was delicously joined together by his naive and
attractive vanity'!, which enabled him in deceiving himself

to delight in 'the supreme cleverness of his own self deception'
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that 'the ease of his environment conspired to keep sweet
his happy complacency', his adverse criticism seemed so

well founded on fact that almost an entire generation was
converted to the view that Stevenson was an overrated
writer, who owed his ephemeral fame to the cultivation of

a cli@ue. Once Swinnerton had shown that the material which
went into the making of the idol was not altogether pure,

he attempted to show that it had feet of clay.

(His novels) include occasional pieces of
distinguished imagination, a frequent exuberance
of fancy, and a great freshness of incident

whiich conceals lack of central or unifying idea
and poverty of imagined character. Intrinsically,
although their literary quality is much higher,
the romances - with the possible exception of
Kidnapped - are inferior to the work of Captain
Narryat .. 16.

Stevenson, reviving the never-very-prosverous

- romance of Ingland, created a school which
brought romance to be the sweepings of an old
costume-chest. e has already become a
greatly-loved writer of the second class, because
his ideals have been superseded by other ideals
and shown to be the ideals of a day, a season,
and not the ideals of an age. In fact, we may
even question whether his ideals were those of
a day, whether they were not merely treated by
everybody as so much pastime; whether the revival
of tne pernicious notion that literature is only
a pastime is not due to his influence. Ve may
question whether Stevenson d4id not make the
novel a toy when George Bliot had finished making
it a treatise. If that charge could be upheld,
I am afraid we should have another deluge of
critical articles upon Stevenson, written as blindly
as the old deluge, but this time denouncing hinm
as a positive hindrance in the way of the novel's
progress. However that may be, Stevenson seems
very decidedly to have betrayed the romantics
by inducing them to enter a cul-de-sac; for
romantic literature in England at the present
time seems to show no inner lignt, but only a
suspicious phosphorescence. And that fact we may
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quite clearly trace back to Stevenson, who
galvanised romance into life after Charles Reade
had volubly betrayed it to the over-zealous
compositor.

Stevenson, that is to say, was not an
innovator. We can find his originals in Wilkie
Collins, in Scott, in Mayne Reid, in Montaigne,
Hazlitt, Defoe, Sterne, and in many others.

No need for him to admit it: the fact is patent.
'It is the grown people who make the nursery
stories; all the children do is jealously to
preserve the text.' That is what Stevenson was
doing; that is what Stevenson's imitators have
been doing ever since. And 1if romance rests
upon no better base than this, 1f romance is 1o
be conventional in a double sense, 1if it spring
not from a personal vision of life, but is only
a tedious virtuosity, a pretence, a conscious
toy, romance as an art is dead. The art was
jaded when Reade finished his vociferous carpet -
beating; but it was not dead. And if it is dead,
otevenson killed it. 17.

Conversion to this school was so complete that when
Chesterton attempted an essay of rehabilitation in 1927,
Ldmund Gosse, who had applauded the Balfour biography,
and abused Henley's protest, wrote to express 'sentiments
.. 0f joy, of satisfaction, of relief, of malicious and
vindictive pleasure' excited by 'the book in which you
smite the detractors of Stevenson hip and thigh.'

Access to the crucial letters yielded a picture of
Stevenson that was neither the 'Seraph in Chocolate'
against whom Henley protested, nor a low-living rake,
nor an optimistic escapist, nor the happy invalid, but a
sensitive and intelligent writer. Later studies by
Janet Adam Smith, D.N. Dalglish, Stephen Gwynn and David

Daiches took a balanced and objective view of his work.
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Tiss Smith, editing the James - Stevenson correspondence,
deplored the fashion whereby the person obscured the
literary artist. She boldly (however injudiciously)
lumped Stevenson and James in the same literary stratum,
the intimacy shared not so much for Stevenson's charm
and James's sympathies, as on the shared respect for,
and grasp of, art.

But however Stevenson's exalted biography may
obscure his literary merits, it cannot be disregarded.
He was a person whose life, as We have seen, was one
remove from the normal. Yet what experience he had
found its way into his work, and the several themes that
course through his novels, his morality as seen in his
predilection with evil, or man selling his soul to'the
devil, his theme of the antagonism betweén father &@md son,
and, of course, his attachment to the Scottish character
and countryside, all emanate from his own experience. It
may seem odd, considering the conventional morality in
his later work, that, as a youth, Stevenson was something
of a rebel. He was born in Edinburgh in 1850, to Margaret
and Thomas Stevenson, middle class parents, at a time when
middlé.class values were dominant. In Scotland this
dominance was characterized by a narrow, rigid puritanisn,
which can be traced back to John Knox in the sixteenth
century, and the gloomy fer#our of the Covenanters in
the seventeenth. It was against this puritanism that

Stevenson rebelled, and yet-the doctrine of predestination,
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of the blessed and the damned, and the exorcism of evil
was to inform much of his work.

He was a delicate, sickly, only child, adored by
his parents, and by Cummy, Alison Cunningham, his devoted
nurse. Thomas Stevenson had no rigid ideas about
education; he was his son's playmate, content that Louis's
attendance at school should be irregular and undistinguished.
Sometimes his mother took him abroad for his health, or
her own, for during Stevenson's childhood she was often
1ll; in fact Cummy meant more to him than anyone else at
this stage of his life. A strongly religious woman, with
a dramatic vein, she read to him, and told him stories of
Scottish history, of the Covenanters, and of the Devil, in
whose personal existence on earth she fervently believed,
and it was from Cummy that the boy drew his passionate
interest in these dour portions of his country's history.

After a succession of tutors and several years at
an Edinburgh school for delicate children, he entered
Ldinburgh University at sixteen. Compared with the
restraints and cosettings of his home 1ife, this new freedom
was particularly delightful to him, and as he roamed the
streets of Edinburgh, the Scottish stories and legends of
the past on which he had been nurtured came alive to him.
This feeling for, indeed this passionate love of, Scotland
was to permeate most of his novels. IZven when he was away
from Scotland, a greater part of the time, his heart was

still in the Lowlands; indeed it is interesting that most of

25



his novels of Scotland were written away from home.

His father was an engineer and lighthouse builder,
as two generations of his family had been, and at his
request Louls enrolled in the faculty of engineering.

But, although he won a medal for a paper he once read
concerning lighthouses, his heart was never in engineering.
It was, in fact, with his writing as it had been from
youth; for even before he could put pen to paper he had
dictated stories to Cummy. 4And these stories were not
devoid of erudition, for the one advantage of his periods
of illness was that he read widely, including Scott's
novels, the voyages of Capt. Woodes Rogers, The Female
Bluebeard, la Mare gu Digble of George Sand, Harrison

Ainsworth's The Tower of London, and four bound volumes of the

early Punch, which contained some of Thackeray's works.

He mentions (in 'Books Which Have Influenced Me') that

he read The Thousand and One Nights before he was ten,

and he was much impressed when his mother read him Macbeth.
Montaigne influenced his essgys, and he had read Robinson
Crusoe when he was about twelve. In addition he had

read Horace, Pepys, Hazlitt, Burns, Sterne, Heine, Keats and
Fielding, all of them presumably studied closely.

But Thomgs Stevenson regarded writing merely as an
interesting hobby, and did all he could to encourage his
son to follow the family profession. Attempting a
compromise Louis became a law student. But from this point

relations between father and son became strained: Thomas
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otevenson disapproved of both his son's bohemian belhaviour
and his ambitions; on the other hand Louls could no longer
accept his parents' religious beliefs. There could be no
real compromise, only peaceful coexistence; and the
éituation was not alleviated by Stevenson's financial
dependence on his father, a condition which continued for
years.

The tenuous bond received still another blow in 1876,
when, staying at Fontainebleau, Stevenson met and fell in
love with Fanny Vandegrift Osbourne, an American, separated
from her husband, by whom she had had one son. Fanny was
twelve years older than Louis and, of course hisparents
disapproved. In August 1879, on receiving a cable from
Fanny, who had returned to Califormia to her husband, Louis
set sail, and, after travelling from llew York by immigrant
train, coming near death, and eking out a precarious living
in Monterey and San Prancisco, he eventually married the
divorced Panny in 1880. Opportunely, Thomas Stevenson
relented, offered the nuch needed financial supporsv, and
accépted the couple into nis household.

This, then, is the material that informs much of his
work, especially the attenpts at dramatic novels. It was
only when he engaged in something like normal life that
his work underwent a transformation. In 1889 he made the
decision to settle in Sanoa, where he had bought an estate,
Vailima, and here he remained until his sudden death in 1894.

At Vailima, his South Sea Abbotsford, he led a patriarchal
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life, as Scott had before him, as head of a family that
included his wife, her children, Lloyd Osbourne and Mrs.

Joe Strong, his mother (his father had died), and a horde of
native servants and labourers, who worshipped him. He was

a pioneer farmer as well as a writer, clearing and
cultivating his own ground. In addition he assumed a
protective attitude to the natives of the island, beset by
European encroachﬁents. Here at last was a brush with real
life, and the experience produced his greatest, although
unfinished, novel, and one of the greatest in the language.

The development of Stevenson's novels from Treasure

Island to Weir of Hermiston is one aspect of his fiction

which will be traced in the following chapters. Basically
this is a critical study of the major novels, with passing
references to the minor novels.and certain short stories
where relevant. The difference between a novel and a short
story is sometimes difficult to estimate. Usually the
structure of both is quite similar, differing only in scope
and length; while the novel aims at a more profound treatment,
a deeper analysis of human l1life, the short story recalls some
anecdote or vignette. Because of its length and scope,
although there should not be any question as to its

profundity, it may be cquestionable whether Dr. Jekyll and

lir. Hyde in particular is a novel or a short story. However,

it is so important a work that it has been included in this

study as a novel.

Of course to concentrate on his major novels is to
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exclude the greater part of his work. An illustration of
his range and versatility may be given by listing his works
during the Bournemouth period: from September, 1884 to

August, 1887 he worked on the following: The Black Arrow,

Prince Otto, lMore New israbian Nights, A Child's Garden

of Verses, Xidnapped, lMemories and Portraits, 'Underwoods',
L

Markheim', '0Ollala', and a number of essays. This shows

clearly his industry, fertility and versatility.

However, it is not with the minor poet or the
major essayist that we are concerned, but with the novelist
who 1s somewhere between these. The 1etters, poems, and
essays are used frequently to throwilight on his attitude
to his 1life and work, but it is with the major novels that
we are concerned primarily. ©Stevenscn did not turn to the
serious novel until he was well on in his career, and
never really achieved success in the genre until the
unfinished masterpiece he left at his death. He began in
what is more properly called the 'romance', that is the
novel not so much of character as of action, of exotic
and exClting incident, which is more an 'entertainment' in the
Graham Greene sense, than an imitation of life. This type
of book, of course, especially as found in the boys'
adventure story, had its own demands and standards, and
Stevenson must be rightly judged in accordance with his
success in meeting these.

As was pointed out earlier, a neatly integrated

thesis is difficult, several strains being woven into the
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novels from Treasure Island to YWeir of Hermiston. The

novels between these two extremes 'progress' from
romances, or novels of incident and adventure, to what
will be called 'dramatic' novels, or novels of living
characters involved in the drama of human life. However
throughout the complementary romantic interest in Scottish
atmosphere and legend, the treatment of evil, and the
father-son relationship continually assert themselves.

Of the former type Treasure Island and Kidnapped

will be discussed in some detail, while The Black Arrow

will receive minor consideration. Catriona, the sequel to

Kidnapped, and St. Ives will not be treated independently,

but referred to in passing where relevant, as will several
short stories, such as 'Markheim', 'The llerry len', 'The
Wirecker', 'Ebb Tide', and 'The Beach of PFalesa'. Dr.

Jekyll and lir. Hyde and The llaster of Ballantrae will be

discussed as a unit, because they provide a certain
transition from the novels of romance to the novels of

drama or character. But another reason for the association
of these two 1is thét both provide material for an examination
of Stevenson's treatment of evil, a dominant themne

throughout his work. PFinally, Veir of Hermiston, is

Stevenson's only real success as a novel, and unfortunately
this was unfinished. Nevertheless, as it stands, 1t is
unguestionably & masterpiece, meeting fully the standards
defined above. Yet even here there is a recurrence of the
earlier romantic adventure, which is to be discussed in

full in the following chapter.
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Chapter II

MIIm WO AT AR DPAMTIY
o ok dnt o R T SO S G N T | \_/l " 2 ekl

S5ay not of me that weakly 1 declined

The labnurs of ny gires, "nd Tled the sea,
The towers we founded and the lanps we 1it,
To play at hone with paper like a child.
But rather say: In the afternoon of time

- strenuous family dusted from its hands

The sand of granite, and heholding far

along the sounding coast its pyramids

And tall memorials catch the dying sun,

omiled well content, and to this childish task
Around the fire addressed its evening hours.

- Stevenson,
'Underwoods', Bk, 1, XXXVIII



There are at least two classes of romantic artists:
those who rebel against contemporary conditions and propose
a new, cleansing, restorative philosophy or message, for
exanple, “ordsworth or Carlyle; and those who despair of
the possibilities of the contemporary world and turn to
another, differing in time, space, or character, and write
to spite reality, for example the Pre-Raphaeliftes,
william llorris, or, in the novel, the Bront8s, Charles
ringsley, Lewis Carroll. On the whole 5tevenson is of the
lztter group. He wrote to Cosmo lMonkhouse in 1884:

After all your boyhood's aspirations

and youth's immortal daydreams you are condemned

to sit down, grossly draw in your chair to the

fat board, and be a2 beastly burgess till you

die. Can 1t be? Is there not some escape, sone

furlough from the lloral Law, some holiday jaunt

contrivable into a Better Land? Shall we never
shed blood? This prospect is too grey. To
confess plainly, I had intended to spend ny

life (or any leisure I might have from piracy

upon the high seas) as a leader of a great horde

of irregular cavalry, devastating vhole valleys.

He 'had intended' to spend his 1life thusj; but in

reality his life was guite the reverse. 'The romance of

destiny', a phrase he used in Catrhona, aptly suggests the

S

aura that surrounded his forty-four years, and significantly
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jntimates the major influences on his life and work.
Because he was destined to the life of a physical invalid,
ne was destined to the role of a romantic artist. The
phrase suggests, too, the Scottish Calvinist environment,
with its doctrine of predestination, of the blessed and the
damned, in which his mind was formed and against which

he revolted, but which, nevertheless, left an indelible
imprint on his worke.

Because Stevenson was always frail, an invalid
supposedly suffering from tuberculosis, he spent much time
at home, or travelling for his health on the continent,
and this gave a swquestered, protective character to his
development. To compensate for this hiatus from real
life, he, like the Bront¥s before him, fabricated a world
of his own. He spent many waking hours in a dream state,
and much time writing or acting (he always dreamt of
being a writer, and this has provided the impetus for
those who accuse him of factitiousness) assisted by
Cumny and his father. This preoccupation with a never-
never land persisted into young manhood: in a letter
to his mother, written when he was almost twenty-two,
he declared:

An opera is far more real than life

to me. It seems as if stage illusion and

particularly this hardest to swallow and

most conventional illusion of them all -

an opera, would never stale upon me. I

wish that life was an opera. I should

like to live in one. 5

He had early derived the style for his writing

from the mysterious Mr. Skelt of the juvenile drama, or
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the toy theatre: '"That is the world', he said, 'what
ie man and life, but what my Skelt has made then'.
There seeums to be little known about Skelt, but 'A
Penny Plein, Twopence Coloured' is Stevenson's tribute
to the joy of 'Skelt's Juvenile Drama': ‘'pages of
cesticulating villains, epilentic combats, bosky forests,
palaces and warships, frowning fortresses and prison
vaults...' 3, on which his early imagination was nourished.

3ecause in childhood he had been wrapped
comfortably in a domestic blanket, when he outgrew this
and stepped on to the cobblestones of real life, the
aw winds of Xdinburgh puritanism, in their several
manifestations were all the harder to bear. His parents
still kept him too much on & halter, and treated him as
if he were a bad, untrusted, yet dearly loved schoolboy,
vestering him to study for a profession he disliked, %o
profess bigoted religious views he had recanted, and to
acquiesce in a solemn philistinism against which all the
best in him revolted. The local and domestic conventions
lost their hold on him, and in the confusion of it all,
nothing remained as real as the romances of the early
vears. |

It is not surprising, then, that when Htevenson
turned to the novel, he should incline to the novel of
romance, or that this predilection should endure

throughout his fiction. He acknovledged that this was

escapismy; 1in a letter to V... Henley from Bournemouth
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he said: 'O my sighings after romance or even Skeltery,
and O the weary age which will prcduce me neither.' So
it was that he produced romence for the age. It is in
the work of his first period, however, that the vein is
most pure.

Stevenson distinguished between 'romantic' and

s

'dramatic': drama, he said, was the poetry of conduct;

L

romance, the poetry of circumstance. In 1884 he debated
with Henry James the difference between the novel of
incident and the novel of character. In The Art of
Fiction', James had refused to admit a difference between
the novel of character and that of incident; for, in a
story 'what is character but the determination of incident?
what i1s incident but the illustration of character?' To
make the point clear, he cited two instances:

I have Jjust been reading at the same time
the deligntful story of Treasure Island and
(in a manner less consecutive) Goncourt's Cherie.
Cne of these works treats of murders, nysteries,
iglands of dreadful renown, hairbreadth escapes,
miraculous coincidences, and buried doubloons. The
other treats of a little French girl who lived
in a fine house in Paris and died of wounded
sensibility because no one would marry her. 1
call Treasure Island delightful because 1t
appears to me to have succeeded wonderfully
in what it attempts but Cherie strikes me as
having failed deplorably in what it attenpts,
that is in tracing the development of the moral
consciousness of a child... 3But one is as nuch
a novel as the other and has a story guite as
much. 4.

This drew from Stevenson 'A Humble Remonstrance', where

he suggested that the subject under discussion was not



the art of fiction but the art of narrative, which

in fact is the same whether it 1s applied
to the selectlon and illustration of a real
series of events or of an imaginary series.

It 1is in every history where events and men,
rather then ideas, are presented - in

Tacitus, in Carlyle, in Iichelet, in ilacaulay -
thiat the novelist will find many of his own
methods, most conspicuously and adroitly
handled. _

Then he limited his definition to 'the art of fictitious
narrative in prose' and proceeded to cope with Henry
Janes, who had insisted on 'the sanctity of truth to

the novelist'. 3ut what does truth mean here, asked
Stevenson? Can art 'compete with 1ife'? And he
described the artist:

e.. armed with a pen and a dictionary to
denict the passions, armed with a tube of
superior flake-white to paint the portrait
of the insufferable sun... llan's one
method, whether he reasons or creates, is
to half-shut his eyes against the dazzle
and confusion of reality... Literature, above
21l in the mood of narrative, imitates, not
1ife but speech. The real art that dealt
with 1life directly was that of the first
men who told their stories round the savage
camp fire. .

He went on to say that in the novel of adventure,

character may be admitted within certain limits (as,

indeed, it is admitted in Treasure Island). 'But to

add more traits, to start the hare of moral or intellectual
interest', while the reader wants to know what happened

next, 'is not to enrich but to stultify your tale'.
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In his romantic novels, thers s The interest

9
'nS

1ies in the relation between incidents d setting,

rather than between character and setting, or between
individuals. ©ODtevenson was as occupied by the appropriately
picturesque as by the thrilling or exciting. His eye

was always on the locale; he had a keen eye for striking
sights and sounds and suggestive names, and makes much

in his essays of the fitness 'in events and places’'.

«+o the effect of night, of any flowing

water, of lighted cities, of the peep of

day, of ships of the open ocean, calls up

in the mind an army of anonymous desires

and pleasures. Something, we feel, should

happen; we know not what, yet we proceed

in quest of it... Some places speak

distinctly. Certain dank gardens cry aloud

for a murder; certain old houses demand to

be haunted; certain coasts are set apart

for shipwreck. 7

The chosen medium for these romantic novels was
the boy's adventure story, a genre with its own form and
style established by the serial magazines, and admirably
suited to his view of romantic fiction as a bridge
between experiences and desire.

But the boy should not be confused with the child;
the child sees things freshly and fully, but as he zgrows
older =and is given to curiosity and analysis, he sees
things less soj; the boy represents the earliest stage
of this condition. The child enjoys the plain nicture of

the world; the bov wants the secret, the end of

2 A T
Stevenson was one of the first who treated seriously tie
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instincts of the boy. Iany had written for children:
Hans Anderson, Charles Kingsley, George ilacdonald,
velter Crane, late Greenaway; but not for hoys

Stevenson's first romance was Treasure Island.

In the spring of 1831, accompanied by his wife ¥anny and
his stepson, Lloyd Osbourne, Stevenson left Davos, and
travelled by way of Paris, Fontainebleau, St. Germain-

en-Laye, to Pitlochry, where for his wvife he began

'Thrawn Janet' and for Lioyd Treasure Isiand. He gives

g first-hand account of the composition of the novel
in 'ily First Book', an article written in 1884 for
’

) =3 1 i TA
Jerome's The Idler.

There was a schoolboy home for t%ﬂ
holidays, and much in want of something
craggy to break his mind upon. He hdd 1.0
thouvnt of literature; it was the art of
Ra; hacl that received ais fleeting suffrages;
and with the aid of pen and ink and a
shilling box of water cclours, he had
turned one of the rooms into 3 picture
gallemv My nore immediate duty towards
the gallerywas to te showmans but I would
sometimes unbhend a little, join the artist
(so to speak) at the easel, and pass the
afternoon with him in generous enulation,
MELLNE coloured drawings. On one of these
occasions, i made the map of an island; 1t
was elaborately and 1L thoaght peautifully
coloured; and the shape of it took ny
fancy beyond expression; 1t contained
harbours that pleased me Jlike sonnets, and
with the unconsciousness of the predestined,
I ticketed my nerformance Treasure Island...
is I paused upon rny mnap of 'Treasure Island',
the future chqrdcters of the book began to
appear there vislbly among imaginary woods;
and their brown races and bright weapons
peened out upon me from unexgected quarters,
as they passed to and fro, fighting and
hunting treasure, on those few square inches
of a flat projection...
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party in charge of the stockade, Jim once uore slips

away 1o set adrift the Hispaniola and engage in a

thrilling hand to hand combat with Israel Hands. Upon
Jim's return to the stockade, Silver, the captor,
vrotects Jim from his men, and when Dr. Livesey comes
to claim hin, in =2 tense scene, Jim, loyal to Silwver,
will not leave. DFailing to find the treasure the
irates turn on bilver and Jim; but Jim's compaenions

2rrive just in time to save hin. Silver escamnes with
&

B
-

s share of the treasure, which Ben Gunn had_hidden
in a cave, and the story is brought to a satisfying
conclusion. The plot is well constructed; scene
follows glowing scene in prompt succession, keening
the reader enthrzlled as the drama unfolds before his
eyes.,

'T was thirty one', Stevenson say  in 'ily First
Book's 'I was head of a familys; I had lost ny health;
I had never yet pald my way, never yet made two

hundred pounds & year.' Treasure Ilsiand brought him, in

the first instance, a 'hundred Jjingling, tingling,
golden, ninted guid,' the most he had ever receilved

ever written. It marked the

o
(o

for anything he he
beginning of the =nd of financial dependence on his
father.

')y First Book' gives the ingredients of

Treasure Island but says nothing of the story, 'Billy

Bos'n', by Charles E. Pearce, published in Young Folks
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at the time Stevenson was writing. This was a treasure-
hunting story with a map and an island; indeed the whole
plan and construction are similar, and Robert Leighton,

the editor of Young Folks, thought this story might have

been the model for Stevenson's book. Stevenson did
acinowledge his indebtedness to his predecessors Defoe,
Poe, and liarryat, and stated that he chiefly borrowed

from VWashington Irving's Tales of a Traveller.

J.R. koore 9. hag attempted to show his reliamnce
on Defoe. He compares and contrasts Ben Gunn with Crusoe,
and also guotes a number of BStevenson's references to
Defoe's novel in his essays and letters, perhaps the most
striking of which is 'A Gossip on Romance'., But

Stevenson's chief debt to Defoe was, he contends, one of

which he himself was unaware. Stevenson acknowledged

that he owed much in Treasure Island to 'the great Capt.

Johnson's Higtory of Notorious Pirates'; Iloore has claimed

)

with convincing effect that Johnson is = pen name for
Defoe, and he draws attention to the names Stevenscn

borrowed from the History: Long John Silver is called

after Captain S5ilver, a master-gunner, and Long Ben AVery;

Ben Gunn 1s the name of an ex-pirate mentioned in the History
A 2

Treasure Island began in Young Folks on 1

Cctober 18813 but the boy readers did not like the story,
and as g serial it was a fzilure. Several reasons may
be adduced to account for this: first of Aall, it did not

1

plunge right into the story, but dealt with too much
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nreliminary materianl concerning the inn. It is a

fundemental rule in boys' stories that they must attract

clie reader at the beginnin

never win ilim. JTne slnister visits of Black Dog and Pew,
N = e - a3 T o T - - ~ - 1
trhedr dealings with Zilly Sones, znd indeed the rother

‘:| e T 1 3 "'F. i 3 —!" - : "': i _v 3 -4 il v i - o
intent study of this latter during his stay at the inn,
E . '] - T.- - s (] 5 -.
cnilled the enthusiasn of the young readers.
3 s, o / L. ':I—! Cyo -1: L S - ) ~ B T R =
Uadly enougi., adult reaction was the ovnnosite.

e - .?- i i & ' 4 ") . " : " 2 e = -‘K s -:-: - = & “'-'F
obert Leighton, the editor of Youne Holks, caids 'Ily

impression is that Dresasure Isl
less by boys than by grovn up readers. 1 nmygelf have
recad the book culte 2 score of tinmes. I have never
Znovn a boy under sixteen to read it a second time.!

‘hile there nust ve many boys under sixteen who volubly

dlsagree, what Leignton says of its popularity with adults
1s true. Ilr. Gladstone hinmself tcolk up the book, and
could not put it down until he had finished it. Published

in book form by Cassells in 1881, it attracted such nen

¥ - T [ e 20 T gy 5o x ) -, A o T T--.’
as Jauwes Payn of Cornhill, .indrew Lang, and Henley.

ot

The Saturday =Review, which lad till now ignored Stevenson,

-

was enthusiastic, and The Athengeum was moved almost to

enthusliasn. S0 the boys' book, rejected by boys, won the
attention of the adult reading public, a significant

g 1
r

tribute to the artistry with whicl
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with whom the readers can identify themselves. Jim's
gdventure with Hands, and his final success in saving

the Hispaniola gave him a certain heroic stature,

ut he is not removed so far into the heroic that he
ceases to be a boy. His good fortune is due as much
to luck as to skill: !'There is a kind of fate in this!',
Dr. Livesey says, when he hears the ship is safe. !'Bvery
step; it's you that saves our lives.';7 ~ Captain
Smollett tells him, 'You're a good boy in your own way
Jim; but I don't think you and me'll go to sea again.
You're too much the born favourite for me.'! ;- Jim
has resourcefulness and couragej; but these qualities
are not enough to enable him to save himself and
his friends, he has beginner's luck also. And it is
well that Jim should not be too heroic: he must not be
too far above the readerts accomplishment and on the
other hand he must not compete with Livesey in adult
competence, Jim develops under the eye of the reader;
in the encounter with Hands he achieves full stature
as a man of action, and in his refusal to go back on his
word and escape from Silver, he achieves full moral
stature.

Yet he is not in the least a round character;
he is not a real boy, but the eternal boy, regecting to
each situation pregnant with adventure and excitement,

as each avid reader would imagine himself reacting.

My



This is not how man acts, but how man would wish
himself to act; Jim is not real but romantic.

The story as a whole is well developed. The
opening paragraphs are masterly:

I remember him as if it were yesterday,
as he came plodding to the inn door, his
sea-chest following behind him in a hand
barrow; a tall, strong, heavy, nut brown
man; his tarry pigtail falling over the
shoulders of his soiled blue coat; his hands
ragged and scarred, with black, broken nails;
and the sabre cut across one cheek, a dirty,
livid white. I remember him looking round
the cove and whistling to himself as he did
so, and then breaking out in that old sea-
song that he sang so often afterwards:-

"Fifteen men on the dead man's chest -
Yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum!!"

in the high, o0ld tottering voice that seemed to

have been tuned and broken at the capstan

bars. Then he rapped on the door with a bit

of stick like a hand-spike that he carried,

and when my father appeared, called roughly

for a glass of rum. This, when it was brought

to him, he drank slowly, like a connoisseur,

lingering on the taste, and still looking about

him at the cliffs and up at our signboard.

1%.

'I remember him as if it were yesterday', makes it quite
clear that the hero and party survived. The expressions
themselves are chosen carefully, moving to a climax
from 'inn door', 'sea chest', 'nut brown', 'tarry
pigtail', 'hands ragged and scarred', 'sabre cut across
the cheek', to the sinister words of the o0ld sea sgong,
which are to ring through the book. This at once strikes

a note of romance and adventure, and sets the story
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movinge

The transition from the normal to the abnormal
is accomplished skillfully. We are told little of life
ot the Admiral Benbow for two reasons: 1in an adventure
story there is little time for reminiscence, but the
story must move forward swiftly, gathering speed until
the climax is reached; furthermore life at the Benbow,
a romantic and adventurous place itself, could hardly
be held up as a foil to the adventurous life. The
contrast, then, in Jim's life is made implicitly, by
the sudden intrusion of the seaman's arrival, and by
the gradual fading of domestic scenes. Jim's father
dies, granting Jim independence and responsibility,
without which he could not take a central part in the
narrative, while his mother is put away in a less
drastic manner to take care of the inn until the hero
returns.

In Chapter III the story moves away from the
Benbow, and in Chapter IV the domestic scenes are all
but finished. When tlgey are used now it is to suggest
contrast between Jim's situation and the normal
situation of other people. For example:

It was already candle~light when we

reached the hamlet, and I shall never

forget how much I was cheered to see the

yellow shine in doors and windowsj; but

that, as it proved, was the best of the help
we were likely to get in that quarter.

46



For - you would have thought men would
have been ashamed of theuselves - no soul would
consent to return with us to the Adniral
Benbow. The nmore we told of our troubles,
he nore man, won=rn, and child - they clung
to the shelter of their houses. The nane
oI Captain Flint, though it was strange to
me, was well enough knovm t0 some there, and

carried a great weight of terror. Some of
the admiral 3enbow remenbered, besides, to
have seen several strangers on the road, and,

taking them to be snugglers, to have bolted
aways; and one at least had seen a little
lugger in what we called Fitt's Licle. 14

In this skillful passage, Stevenson not only points out

(

the contraet between thne warnth inside and the terror out;
he nlso links the feeling of terror vwith Captain Flint,

wille the vague report of the smugglers effectively

SElS%eStS th.r_-t fOl‘CES Of

piracy and evil are closing in on
Jir.

i ; Sl o ! ria I tral; " % o 3  oria Lo 3

The groundvork of nmystery and suspense, so vital

to a boys!' edventure story, has been 1aid already. This

9 %

2

accomplished nmainly by a juxtaposition of knowledge and
ignorance, or, to put it formally, dramstic 1iron
Stevenson makes extensive use of this device throughout

the book: for example, in the scene at Bristol, he informs
the reader of Silver's intention by making use of the
Sguire's unsuspicious, boyish, egotistical good nature, and
Jim's youth and lack of knowledge. ‘riting to tell Livesey
of the purchase of a ship, the Bguire says:

I got her through ny old friend, 3landly, who

hags proved himself throughout the wost surprising
trump. The admirable fellow literally slaved

in my interest, and so, I may say, did every one

in Bristcl, as soon as they got wind of the port
we salled for - treasure, I nean. 15
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Later, at Silver's inn, Jim glinpses Black Dog, one of
the pirates who had visited Billy Bones. Pretending no
acquaintance with the man, Silver stages a contrived
drama of having the man ceptured. Aware of Jin's
suspicions Silver craftily turns Jim's attention from
Slack Dog, and in great earnestness reports the matter
to the Squire. In the game of balancing knowledge
against ignorance Stevenson shows himself gquite adroit:
Tirst the reader and Silver's mates xnow the truth, not
Jims then Jim learns the truth, but Silver remains
unaware of this.

The texture and atwmosphere of the story change
once reasure Igland is reached. No longer is the sense
of adventure conveyed by imposing the unfamiliar on the
fenmiliars the story is told now in the rise and fall of
the opposing fortunes. Here otevenson used a favourite
device of adventure writers, in setting the nrotagonists
alone on an uninhsbited island. The device required
that a new character now be introduced who could be a

deus ex machina 1if necessaryv: his is Ben Gunn, wWho
152 - v A ’

plays a minor, but decisive role. His unknown history,
and unforeseeable actions prevent the story from
degenerating into a mnere conflict between good and bad
characters, of which the outcome can be calculated in
advance.

It may he well here to dwell briefly, though
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ot too solemnly, on this struggle between good and evil,
g recurring theme in almost all Stevenson novels. It

is dominant in Dr. Jekyll and Jir. Hyde and The llaster of

ballantrae, and, will be fully discussed vhen these are

-

examined. 3But wnile in these later novels the conflict
is more profound, nevertheless a treatment of the
auestion on a lower level of intensity is found as early

28 Treasure Island. Here, as in the later novels, the

rroposition is that the real romantic interest lies
with the vad: the picturesque villain is more appealing.
“he problem is faced in this book by shading gradations
of virtue and vice Irom & completely unsympathetic
villain like Israel iiands, to a complete hero like Dr.
Livesey, and keeping in the centre Silver, who, like the
llaster of 3allantr=ze, though villzinous in intentions,
is often admirable in action. It 1s important in this
technigue to detach the character from the side to which
he belongs, and relate him to the other side. The
non-committal end of Silver lays the final emphasis on
this function of his in the vlot.

However, it is important also that the pirates
as a group not ve considered altogetner as villains;g
they provide the principal romantic interest in a boys'
story, and are bound to be, up to 2 point, sympathetic
characters. Stevenson solves this problem 1n part by
the character of Silver, a combination of charm, strength,

and villainy (VV.2. Henley without Henley's virtue
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stevenson sald) and reinforces the solution by kxeeping Jim

ol W T T T . L gl Jou'k ; —_ ;
in closer contact wivh the pirates than with the 'good?

wrtry. Vaat is at stalke, and nrovides the suspense, is not
onl:y finding the tressure, but the fate nmnd irtentions of

t IR . - ] ., [ . . sy Fos e Tow vl T} - ; | e~ -
& ain source of disnrreenent about Treasure Island,

and of injustice to Stevenson, is thit people argue about it
without considering what sort of novel it is, or ascertaining

the author's intentions or standards. Stevenson himself made

!u--‘

these quite clear in 'liy First Book': Treasure Island is not

an adult art-novel; neither is it the type of adult book
which happens to please children, the type which can be
appreciated at more than one level., It is unfair to compare

F‘!
it
i

Treasure Tsland with Gulliver's Travels, for exzamples,

hecause in the latter {the adult reader 1is constantly aware
of the moral, intellsctusl, politicsl, and sccial satire.

"he older reader czn derive nothing nore from Treasure Island

B .

F

3 _'}
1
b i
e
n

than the boy does. However, the adult nust suspend
Imoviledge and ask rno zueations about probability, motive,

)y 1s not shocked by improhabilities
end growe inpatient with charscter. It 1e¢ posgible, as was
sunzested wbove, that the firet youthiul readers of The
serlial Wefe put off by the study of Billy Eones. This

may have lasted too lonz for their natience, and is
certainly too expert for the genre. The boy is content

with a few slementary motives, enjoys viclence



for its own sake, and these scenes of fighting, which,
as J.A.Symonds said, Stevenson does 'with a turn of the

wrist and a large daub of blood'. Treasure Island

belongs to a special genre - the boys' adventure story,
but is more complex than the usual specimen of the kind.

Treasure Island is a children's classic. It is

so not only because of Stevenson's gift of story-telling,
but because he brought to the boys' story all the care,
craftsmanship and consclentiousness that a novelist

like leredith brought to more serious fiction; this was

what was really new in Treasure Island. The narrative

moves along easily with a minimum, but never a deficiency,
of description and detail, punctuated with suspense and
hints of further excitement, so that the'interest‘never
wanes, Dialogue is inserted skillfully at the appropriate
points to heighten and intensify the action. Indeed the
style will defy criticism, showing a conscious
craftsmanship that might not be expected in a boys' book,
but which is apparent in a passage such as the following,
where Jim and his mother return to open Bones's chest:

When we were about half-way through, I
suddenly put my hand upon her arm; for I had
heard in the silent, frosty air, a sound that
brought my heart into my mouth - the tap-
tapping of the blind man's stick upon the
frozen road. It drew nearer and nearer, while
we sat holding our breath. Then it struck
sharp on the inn door, and then we could hear
the handle being turned, and the bolt rattllng
as the wretched being tried to enter; and
then there was a long time of silence both
within and without. At last the tapping
recommenced, and, to our indescribable joy
and gratitude, died slowly away again until
it ceased to be heard.
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"Mother' said I, "take the whole and
let's be going;" for I was sure the bolted
door must have seemed suspicious and would
bring the whole hornet's nest about our
ears; though how thankful I was that I
had bolted it, none could tell who had
never met that terrible hlind man.

But my mother, frightened as she was,
would not consent to take a fraction more
than was due to her, and was obstinately
unwilling to be content with less. It was
not yet seven, she said, by a long way;
she knew her rights and she would have them;
and she was still arguing with me, when a
little low whistle sounded a good way off
upon the hill. That was enough, and more
than enough, for both of us...

Next moment we were both groping
downstairs, leaving the candle by the empty
chest; and the next we had opened the door
and were in full retreat. We had not
started a moment too soon. The fog was
rapidly dispersing; and already the moon
shone quite clear on the high ground on
either side; and it was only in the exact
bottom of the dell and round the tavern
door that a thin veil still hung unbroken
to conceal the first steps of our escape.
Far less than half-way to the hamlet, very
‘little beyond the bottom of the hill, we
must come forth into the moonlight. Nor
was this all; for the sound of several
footsteps running came already to our ears,
and as we looked back in their direction a
light tossing to and fro and still rapidly
advancing, showed that one of the newcomers
carried a lantern. 16.

The passage is tinged with the atmosphere of suspense from
beginning to end. Throughout, the recurrence of the
unseen blind man lends a sense of urgency to the occupied
mother and anxious son. Jim's mood is enhanced by such
striking phrases as the 'silent frosty air', 'the frozen

road', 'the tap-tapping of the blind man's stick', 'the



bolt rattling'. The scene stands out in the bold relief
of a frosty moonlit night; each phrase is driven home
like an arrow thudding into the target. The scene is
set and the mood cast by mere suggestion, and yet the
reader feels Jim's anxiety and terror at his mother's
stubbornness. The lean, spare prose shows a superb
handling of detail; Stevenson extracts the maximum
effect from each telling word, and the scene is made
vivid with the minimum use of description.

A more usual specimen of its kind was The Black

Arrow, usually regarded even by Stevenson himself, as
'Yushery', a 'pot-boiler', exercising all the tricks of
the trade which rob the book of all life. It is 8&8kin

to the stories of A.R. Phillips, a popular writer of boys'

stories, whose influence Stevenson acknowledged. But,

oddly enough, when the book appeared in Young Folks in
June, 1883, its fate was the reverse of Treasure Island's:
adolescents were.delighted with it; adults largely denounced
it.

The theme is similar to that of Kidnapped: the

struggle of a young boy to rise from insignificance to

power. However, here there is an added romantic interest,
although as was proper in a boys' story, there is an

absence of sex interest, accomplished by clothing the heroine,
Joanna Sedléy, as a boy throughout. With several minor

blemishes, the story ranks in construction with
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Treasure Island. Dick Shelton, the hero, learns that

Sir Daniel Brackley, his present guardian, was involved
in the death of his father. VWhen Dick's suspicions
provoke his attempted murder, he flees to join the Black
Arrow, an outlaw band modelled on that of Robin Hood.
Promised the hand of Joanna Sedley, Dick attempts to
free her from Sir Daniel's clutches, first in an attempted
rescue by sea, and then by a visit to the castle
accompanied by Will Lawless, both disguised as monks.
Lxposed and captured at Sir Daniel's unsuccessful
attempt to marry Joanna, Dick manages to free himself.
liis subsequent pursuit of the abducted Joanna is checked
when he meets the captain whose ship he had earlier
stolen, and Richard Crookback (Richard IIL) whom he helps
to win the Battle of bhoreby. However, he rescues
coanna finally and the story is brought to the usual
liaopy conclusion by thelir marriage.

Once again it is partly through the hero's own
efforts thut he succeeds; moreover, his rise 1is accomplished
in an honourable and worthy fashion. The love story 1is

— 1 3 W A\ . 2 o . B T 2 2 g R
well knit to Dick's acquiring of hls rightful heritage.
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At lesst the story has a certain unity, although some of
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as easlly by a series of episodes, as Dumas had. The

Black Arrow is no hiiddlemarch; but neither is it a Tom

JONes.
The characters, after the fasiion of the genre,
never develop beyond the conventional; yet they are

not nearly =zs striking as those of Treasure Island.

Unlike Jinm Hawkins, the character of Dick Shelton often

rises too Far beyond the bounds of possibility, especially

in such scenes as the Batvtle of Shoreby; he is not nearl;

so well controlled. Iioreover, there is no picturesque

§o-ed

. . . (K . ) - e e SO e . - |
villaln like oilver; even Lawlesg fails 1o nieasure up to

the crippled cook. For a love story, the novel is notices

£ A 3 o P s ATy » : 3
ficient in real women, but then, women were not zmong

was quite wise to exclude tihemsy in fact his popularity

grew in direct proportion to his exclusicn of women.
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money The style especially is inferior +to that of
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to leave him lying," salid

Bennet, coming forward once more with hesitating
steps, and a very pale countenance. "Keep a
good eye on the waow, llaster bheltom, keep a
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walfare of the pasains spirit. Bubt even ae he
prayed, it wae plain that his mind was s$ill
divided, and he kept ever an eye upon the
COInar @f the wood from which the shot had coue.
en he bad ﬁamﬁw he got to hip feet msgain
ﬁ?&% of f one of his meiled gauntlets, and wiped
his pale face, which wes all wet with t&%rﬁrif

The scene does not live as does +that quoted on page 5l.

¥hrasea suoll &8 "broken ory' are eunty shells widlch

full eway a2t a sacond touch. 'The o0ld archer scranbled
half upon hdis fest, cslled upon the n=se of God, and then
Tell dead' amacke of pdoirsna; the whole thing im forecd

gnd contrived; Stevenaon had not the feel of the scene

a6 bo Ald those of Tressure 8 attempt

Tniand. Yoreover hi

At archaic znslish ds clumay and overdone. The difference

hetwesen the etyle of Tresaure Iglend, and that of Ths

Black airrow ie the Alffersnos bhetween art

and pot hoiling.

Kidnapned 1z something of a Janus figure among

Htevenson'e vovels., “hile it is hasleally another

sdventure and & goond one, develomments in it antioipaie

the later drametic novels. I3 =ag publils

hed in July, 1886,

conly eix monthe after Jr, Jekyll and Ilr. Fivde.

Stevenson gave an account of the origin of the
hook in 8 1letter Ho kWias Tfother fyrom Davos in the autumn

of 1881, whi

le he was still working on Ireasure Island.

It cceurred to me lastnight... thet T could write
the mmurder of Red Colin,

4 ptory of the Porfeited “states.

Thise T have all that is necessary for, with

the following exceptiornsg

Trisls of the Soms of Rob Roy with .necdofes

Hdinburgh, 1218 and
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The Second Volume of Blackwviood's ilagazine.

You night alsc look in Arnot's Crimina

Trials up in ny room, and see what observations
he has on the case (Trial of James Stewart):

1f he has none perhaps you could see - 0 yes;y
see 1f Burton has it in his two volumes of
triel stories. I hope he hasn't but care

not; do 1t over again anyway. 14

Ll e

The above letter mzles it evident that Kidnapped

promised to be a more complex work, consisting of a

|

number of elements that could 1ift it out of the
adventure class. btevenson started the book as snother

Treasure Island, but his interest in his country's history

led him off the track. Some have discredited the book
because of its multiple neture and its consecuent dis-
jointedness, wnich is apparent even in a brief summary.
David Balfour's Uncle ibenezer, the administrator of the
nwée of Shaws, 1s intent on forcing David, the rightful

e

ir, to foresake the property. *hen bullying and an

oo

n)
D
-

at twqptea murder f=il to scere the boy, itbenezer has

him kidnapped. On board the Covenant David meets

Alan Breck Stewart, a Scotch scldier of fortune, whom he

a1ds in représsing thieving nmembers of the Covenant's
crew. But the brig is wrecked off the west coast of
Scotland, and David is cast ashore on an island. Teaching
the mainland he makes his way through the Highlands, tnen
2]live with the clan var of the Camnbells and Stewarts.
Just as David encounters Colin C=wpbell (The Red Fox),

the representative of King George of ngland, the latter



is killed, and David and Alan, whom he has céne upon
while chasingthé killer, are both mistakenly pursued
by the Eﬁgiish, After sevéral harfowing experiences in
eluding the English, the two arrive at the hiding place
of Cluny Stewart, chief of the clan. During their
subsequent flight through the ﬁeather, the companions
quarrel, but are finally reunited. Later, in a chance
.meeting along the way, Alan has a bagpipe contest with
Robin MeGregor, supposedly the original Rob Roy. Then,
crossing the Forth with the help‘of a barmaid, the two
visit Rankeillor, David's 1aﬁyer,mand plan to retrieve
the rightful patrimony. Ibenezer is tricked into ‘
confessing to the kidnapping,%ﬂlan takes his leave, and
David comes into the inheritance of the House of Shaws.
David Daiches has suggésted that the book can -
be divided into four parts. The first part, he suggests,
consists of the presentation of David Balfour; his

adventure at the House of Shaws and Queensferry; his

kidnapping and further adventures on The Covenant and on
the island of Earraid. Daiches claims thesé are in a -
gense extrinsic to the story as it actually‘develops.
There follows an interchapter, he goes om,'conneCting

the time David quits the island, on which he thought
himself cut off from the mainland, and the time he rejoins

Alan after Colin Campbell's murder. Then comes the main
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section of the book, the murder and the Jjourney. The
third section begins when the danger of being caught
is diminished and narrative continuity threatens to
lapse. Here SteVenson introduces the quarrel of Alan
and David, which gives an emotional impetus to the story,
and enables the héroes*b advance farther through Scotland.
The fourth and concluding part, brings David back to the
Lowlands and his patrimony.

However;)though the book is diverse, 1t 1s not
that diverse, and a two-fold division seems more reasonable.

It is obvious that Kidnapped begins as an adventure story,

the mbtivation of which is David's patrimony. The obstacle
in the way of his receiving this is his uncle, the
antagonist, and the impediment in his progress towards
success is, as the title suggests, the'kidnapping. All the
events up to the time of Colin Campbell's nurder are
germane to this kidnapping and it is only éfter David
meets Alan for the second time, and they embark on a

second series of adventﬁres, that the plot veers away

from the driginal motivation. The objective now is not to
gain the patrimony but to flee from the British; the theme
has changed from one of attack to one of retreat,‘from
progression to regression. This section continues until
the river is reached, a significant point marking the
boundaries of the two sections. David's arrival at the

lawyer's can be only the denouement of the original plot;

certainly it can not be independent or detached.
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But the two plots, while distinct, are not
entirely disconnected. The insertion of the flight
througn the heather, of the inner story, is not implaus-
ible: 1t is certain that David, a Lowlander, would have
had a more difficult time crossing the Highlands (and
it was entirely necessary that he cross'them) without the
help of Alan, the Highlander. But that is not the main
reason Stevenson sent David on this journey: Stevenson
had an affection for Scotland and Scottish history; in
particular the murdér of Colin Campbell was fresh in his
mind, and he wished somehow to insert this. That he did
so in rather an awkward fashion must be acknowledged.

There is one further point to be made concerning
the construction of the novel. In the chapter entitled
'"The House of Fear' David describes the impact of Colin
Campbell's murder on the family of James Stewart (who
afterwards was hanged for a murder he did not commit).
Structurally the function of this episode is to provide
David with a motive for attempting to prove Stewart's
innocence on his return to Edinburgh, an important

element in the opening chapters of Catriona. But for

the purpose of the plot, proving James's innocence 1is
wholly irrelevant, for it is only hinted at at the end of
the novel. Alan ends the story by tripping up Lbenezer;
and yet for David this was a beginning. We are told

that Stevenson intended to make the Highland wanderings
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a mere episode in David's adventure; however, his interest
in Scotland and Scottish affairs seduced him into writing
a different sort of book. The only way out was to end

the Highland story with the promise of a sequel.

Kidnapped, then, began as an adventure story

like Treasure Island, but, Stevenson wrote to Watts-

Dunton, the characters of David and Alan came alive in
his hands, and sent the novel on a different road. Alan
ig an admirable character and certainly one of the most
outstanding Stevenson had created so far. He is the
faithful Highlander, vain, touchy to the point of
impossibility when his code and beliefs are ohallénged
or slighted in the smallest degree, at times absurd, in

what in any man but a Highlander of his day would he

affectation:

"Do you see me?" said Alan. "I am
come of kings; I bear a king's name. My
badge is the oak. Do ye see my sword?

It has slashed the heads of mair Whigamores
than you have toes upon your feet. Call

up your vermin to your back, sir, and fall
on! The sooner the clash begins, the
sooner ye'll taste this steel through

your vitals." 19

But he is perfectly loyal and a tremendous fighter:

He had kept the door so long; but
one of the seamen, while he was engaged with
others, had run in under his guard and
caught him about the body. Alan was dirking
him with his left hand, but the fellow clung
like a leech. Another had broken in and
had his cutlass raised. The door was

thronged with their faces. I thought we
were lost, and catching up my cutlass, fell
on them in flank.
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But I had not time to be of help. The
wrestler dropped at last; and Alan, leaping
vpack to get his distance, ran upon the
others like a bull, roaring as he went. They
broke before him like water, turning, and
running, and falling one against another in
their haste. The sword in his hands flashed
like quicksilver into the huddle of our
fleeing enemies; and at every flash there
came the scream of a man hurt. I was still
thinking we were lost, when lo! they were
all gone, and Alan was driving them along
the deck as a sheep-dog chases sheep.

Yet he was no sooner out than he was back
again, being as cautious as he was brave; and
meanwhile the seamen continued running and
crying out as if he was still behind them; and
we heard them tumble one upon another into the
forecastle, and clap to the hatch upon the top.

The round house was like a shambles;
three were dead, inside another lay in his

death agony across the threshold; and there
were Alan and I victorious and unhurt. 50

Alan, then, is one of Stevenson's best characters.
The author put part of himself into Alan and Long John
oilver, the romantic part, the part that he would have
liked to be, the picturesque, ciever, brave, strong,
swashbuckling, extrovert adventurer. ©So it is that Silver
and Alan (and later the llaster of Ballantrae) stand out

as does Milton's 8atan in Paradise Lost.

Some have questioned whether Alan is true to the
typical Highland character of the time. Ve know that
Stevenson did a certain amount of research for the novel;
but this was factual reséarch. Stevenson's childhood and
vouth were secluded; so that he did not have the chance

that his predecessor Scott had to mingle with and thus
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Tathom his fellow Scots. It may be, then, that Stevenson
wag ignorant of Gaelic speech and of the psychology which
underlies it, and this may explain why slan is not
ultimately a completely satisfactory creation. The
device of focussing Gaelic, or ilighland Scotland through

the eyes of a Lowlander may compensate in nart for the

b

a2lleged ignorance of Highland psycholozy and culture.

i..

hether {tihis theory is a valid one or not cannot here be

J

determined. But wnether Stevenson Vi

(\7

.8 exactly true to

i

4

dighland ways or not 1s beside the »oint, for art is

not a copy hut a recreation of reality, and Stevenson

-

wvas perfectly free to adapt Highlaind customs and cvents
to his artistic purposes Jjust as Bcott nad done before

o

him. Nany of the historical facts in Ivanhoe, for

examnple, are not presented exactly ~s they occurred. The
historical novel seeks to recreate the mood, tone or
atmospnere of history. Historical romance was, for

Sir Valver, & very free translation of the past into the
present. It was not only that his stated formula was
'ancient manners in modern language'; its application in
his books was in large broad strokes. 'I neither can nor
do pretend' he says, 'to the observation of complete
accuracy, even in matters of outward costume, much less
in the more important points of language and manners.'s
50 it is with Stevenson.

Alan Breck Stewart is a personification of one of
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the themes running through most of Stevenson's work:

the Scottish national character. It was in Kidnapped

that he first tapped this, what some have cailed his
true vein, at a point in time near enough to be
thoroughly understood, and yet offering opportunities
for the heroic impossible in the nineteenth century.

Xidnapped is a portrait, or rather a snapshot, of the

spirit of Scotland at the time of the Jacobites.
Devotion to the exiled Stuarts produced a sense of
dedication, a commitment to a way of living
characterized above all by honour as the guiding
principle, with which Stevenson was bound to sympathize.
David is a more satisfactory creation. The
development of his character occurs, significantly
enough, when the story changes from that of a simple
adventure story including topogranhical and historical
emotions. Up to the point where he and Alan start their
second adventure, the character of David Balfour has
been much like that of Jim Hawkins: superficial,
conventional; he has been simply caught up by events.
Now several new elements emerge, and David is no longer
a normal boy in a pattern of action calculated to
arouse interest and suspense in the reader. The
reflective part of his character, which was seen when
he was alone on the island, now appears as an egssential
part of his make-up, so that action, in the light of

David's reaction to it, takes on a moral significance.
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It is relevant to note that this novel came.after

Dr. Jekyll and I'r. Hyde, in which a moral gquestion had

been treated; possibly Stevenson could not return to
the static, shallow, sterotyped hero. While the
adventures after the murder of Colin Campbell, 1ike
the visit to Cluny Stewart, are purely episodic and
self-contained and do not advance the original plot,
they do throw light on David's character. This 1is

- especially so of the gquarrel scene, where a note of
self-pity sounds:

At this the last of my anger oozed
all out of me; and I found nyself only
sick, and sorry, and blank, and wondering
at myself. I would have given the world
to take back what I had said; but a word
once spoken, who can re-capture it? 1
minded me of all Alan's kindness and
courage in the past, how he had helped
and cheered and borne with me in our evil
days; and then recalled my own insults,
and saw that I had lost forever that
doughty friend. At the same time, the
sickness that hung upon me seemed 1O
redouble, and the pain in my side was like
a sword for sharpness. I thought I must
have swooned where I stood. |

This it was that gave me thought. No
apology could blot out what + had said; 1t
was needless to think of one, none could
cover the offence; but where an apology
was vain a mere cry for help might bring
Alan back to my side. I put my pride away
from me. "Alan," I said, "if you canna
help me, I must Jjust die here." 55

®

Of course the development of David's character is
limited: he is not particularly round, certainly not as

round, certainly not as magnificent, certainly not as
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convincing a character as the Lord Justice Veir in the
later novel. But compared to Jim Hawkins, David is at
least oval; and compared to the other characters in
his own novel, he i1s plainly dilated. David is not
man as he would like to be but man as he is. In the
early chapters and up to the fight in the roundhouse he
is another Jim Hawkins; but after this another dimension
ig added to his character, and he becomes a person with
human weakness caught up in the drama of 1ife. This
note is the prelude to the change in character of
Stevenson's novels; from here on the leading characters
take on a more profound humanity.

The speed and grace of the opening chapters of

Kidnapped are in Stevenson's best narrative style, but

the style of a simple adventure story, not that of a

richer novel like Weir of Hermiston. The early paragraphs

with their apparent artlessness are reminiscent of

Trezsure Island.

Out I went intc the night. The wind
was still moaning in the distance, though
never a breath of it came near the house of
Shaws. It had fallen blacker than ever; and
I was glad to feel along the wall, till T
came the length of the stair tower down &t
the far end of the unfinished wing. I had
got the key into tne keyhole and had just
turned it, when all of a sudden without
sound of wind or thunder, the whole sky
lighted up with fire and went black again.
I had to put ny hand over my eyes to get
back to the colour of the darkness; and
indeed I was already half blinded when I
stepped into the tower,
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It was so dark inside, it seemed a body
could scarce breathe; but I pushed out with
foot and hand, and presently struck the wall
with the one, and the lower most round of the
stalr with the other. The wall, by the touch,
was of fine hewn stone, the steps too, though
somewhat steep and narrow, were of polished
masonwork, and regular and solid under foot.
Ylinding my uncle's word about the banisters,

I kept close to the tower side, and felt my

way in the pitch darkness with a beating heart. 03

This 1s the true style of the adventure story, picturesque

incident and appropriate setting reinforcing each other's

effectiveness.

This prevails until the end of Chapter XIII. But

when David 1is cast ashore on the island the pace slackens

end the sentences move more slowly, as though trying to

take

in more than the actual narrative as they proceed:

I had good reasons for my choice. There
was in this part of the isle a 1little hut of
a house like a pig's hut, where fishers used to
sleep when they came there upon their business;
but the turf roof of it had fallen entirely inj;
so that the hut was of no use to me, and gave
me less shelter than my rocks. Vhat was more
important the shell fish on which I lived grew
there in plenty; when the tide was out I could
gather a peck at a time: and this was doubtless
a convenience. But the other reason went deeper.
I had become in no way used to the horrid
solitude of the isle, but still looked round me
on all sides (like a man that was hunted),
between hope and fear that I might see some
unan creature coming; now, from a little up
the hillside over the bay, I could catch a
sight of the great, ancient church and the roofs
of the people's houses in Iona. And on the
other hand, over the low country of the Ross,
I saw smoke go up, morning and evening, as 1if
from a homestead in a hollow of the land. o4,

FProm here on tliere is a richness in the book, a richness

of incident and a complementary richness of language and
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style. There are many such scenes: the flight through
the heather under the burning sun; the visit to Cluny
Stewart, with its spirited card game, where Alan is in
full character; the quarrel scene, set against the sombre
packdrop of the Highland hills; the pipe duel of Alan and
Robin licGregor, with its formality, and in the end, the
struggle within Alan between Jjealousy, hurt dignity, and
tne generosity which at last prevails.

"Ay, ye have music," said alan, gloomily.

"And now be the judge yourself, lr. Stewart,"
said Robin; and taking up the variations from the
beginning he worked them throughout to so new a
purpose, with such ingenuity and sentiment and
with so odd a fancy and so quick a knack in the
grace-notes, that I was amazed to hear himn.

As for ilan, his face grew dark and hot, and he
sat and gnawed his fingers, like a man under some
deep affront. "EZnough!" he cried. "Ye can blow
the pipes - make the most of that." And he made as
if to rise.

But Robin only held out his rand as if to ask
for silence, and struck into the slow measure of a
pibroch. It was a fine piece of music in itself,
and nobly played; but it seemed, besides, 1t was
a piece peculiar to the Appin Stewarts and a chief
favourite with Alan. The first notes were scarce
out, before there came a change in his face; when
the time quickened, he seemed to grow restless in
his seat; and long before that viece was at an end,
the last signs of his anger died from him, and he
had no thought but for the nusic.

"Robin Oig," he sald, when it was done, "ye
are a great piper. I am not fit to blow in the
seane kingdcem with ye. Body of me! Ye have mailr
music in your sporran than I have in my head!
And though it still sticks in my mind that I could
maybe show ye another of it with the cold steel,
I warn ye beforehand - it'll no be fair! It would go
against my heart to haggle a man that can blow the

pipes as you can!"
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In scenes such as this Stevenson shows himself the
successor of BScott: his theme here is man shaped by a
specirfic national background and history. Like Scott's
his novels are studies, not only of character - in some
cases not so much of charscter - as of the national
character.

There is, then, a development of Stevenson's art

witnin the genre of the adventure story. Treasure Island

wvay written purposely as a2 book for boys, and is an

excellent specimen of that type. But, although Kidnanped

began in the sare manner, it is richer and deeper than
the earlier book. It is more than a simple story of
quest, and a recounting of the exciting risks run by the
hero: the book had its origins in btevenson's studies in
vbcottish history and topography; in his pondering over
the murder of Colin Campbell of Glenure, and the whole
atmosphere of post-1745 wcottish affairs; in certain
memories of his childhood and youth. Iiere, too, is the
beginning of a theme which was to run through the later

novels, and which we shall encounter in The liaster of

Ballantree and W/eir of Hermiston. These aspects point to the

later novels, and, although the element of adventure 1is
ommipresent, from here on it is modified, as Stevenson's

work began to develop from the romantic to the dramatic.
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Chapter III
THE DEVIL AS ANGEL

Had not an angel got the pride of man,

No evil thought, no hardened heart would have been seen,
No hell to go to, but a heaven so pure;
That angel was the Devil.

Had not that angel got the pride, there would have been

no need
For Jesus Christ to die upon the Cross.



There is something extraordinary in the fact that
ags Stevenson, a child of six, lay between waking and sleeping,
he should be heard crooning the above-quoted lines; no
wonder he suffered from deliriums. These bad dreams were
brought on partly through ill health, but partly also by his
Scottish Covenanting heritage, as impressed upon him by the
tales of Cummy. 'L had an extreme terror of Hell,' he says
in 'Nuits Blanches', 'implanted in me, I suppose,by my good
nurse, which used to haunt me terribly on stormy nights’'.
The fact that he dreamt, and the fact that he dreamt of evil
are both relevant here; for one of the two novels to be
discussed is the direct result of a dream experience, and
both include as an integral part the treatment of evil.

The theme of evil is a dominant one throughout
Stevenson's novels, and it is both possible and important
to trace its course in his work. But the treatment is

possibly most distinct and vivid in Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde

and The Master of Ballantrae. In these the theme of evil

becomes predominant and they must be examined in some detail.
Moreover, they complete the transition, begun in Kidnapped,

from the novels of romance to the novels of drama.

5.



One expination of the origin of Dr. Jekyll and
Mr. Hyde is that it may have been indirectly the result of
a critical article on Stevenson by William Archer, both
directly and ironically questioning the sincerity of his
optimism and adventure-worship, which, Archer claimed,
attained popular applause by evading the facts of his own
life in particular and the universe in general. To write
that we should all be as 'happy as kings' when lying in bed
after a haemorrhage probably sounded to Archer like a pose.
Stevenson realized this, as he shows in his letter to Archer,
1l November, 1885:

The fact is, consciously or not, you doubt

my honesty; you think I am making faces,

and at heart disbelieve my utterances...

Is it quite fair... to keep your face so

steadily on my most lighthearted works, and

then say I recognize no evil? Yet in the

paper on Burns, for instance, I show myself

alive to some sorts of evil. But then,

perhaps, they are not your sorts. 1.

Whether Archer's challenge was responsible for it or

not, the existence of evil was not only recognized in Dr. Jekyll

and Mr. Hyde, but given one of the most memorable expressions
in literature. If Archer's article did have an influence it
must have been subconscious, for the story came to him in a
dream:

All I dreamed of Dr. Jekyll was that one man

was being pressed into a cabinet when he

swallowed a drug (Stevenson himself had been

taking drugs before and after the composition

of the book) and being changed into another

being. 2e
It has been observed that the cabinet was a carry over from

his studies of Deacon Brodie, the pious burglar of Edinburgh.
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In fact, when Stevenson was a child he had a cabinet, the
work of The Deacon, in his bedroom.

According to Lloyd Osbourne, the first draft of
the story (25,000 words) was written in three days. Fanny
made some d&rogatory criticism of the draft in which (we are
told) Jekyll was from the beginning an evil man, like Deacon
Brodie, and the'change into Hyde taken merely as a disguise.
She suggested it should not be merel y  another crime story
like 'Markheim' (1884) but an allegory of the good and evil
in human nature.

It would be irrelevant to dwell on the influence of
Stevenson's wife on his work. She helped him with some of
the writing when he was sick, and he submitted most things for
her approval. But then, Stevenson was a man who sought and
needed everyone's approval, and it would seem that herassist-
ance was’more in the way of moral support than of critical
appreciation. And yet her reaction to the first draft of
Jekyll and Hyde seems to give this the lie. Of course, the
flaw was fairly obvious, and it is surprising that Stevengfon
did not perceive it himself; Fanny merely happened to be in
the right place at the right time. At any rate, Stevenson
recognized the flaw and rewrote the tale in three days,
according to Fanny's criticism, so that the final draft presented

the classic in its familiar form. The trampling of a little
girl leads Utterson, Henry Jekyll's lawyer, to enquire about a

Mr. Hyde, the offender. Although Hyde is found to be the bene-
ficiary of Jekyll's will, Jekyll will not discuss his friend, but
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Utterson does learn that Hyde has ready access to the house.
Hyde's murder of Sir Danvers Carew provokes a search for him,
but Jekyll swears Hyde will never return again. For some
time Jekyll returns to his former sanguine self, but grad-
ually changes and eventually retires to utter seclusion,
frequently sending for more and more chemicals. Suspecting
a second party in Jekyll's laboratory, Utterson breaks in to
find Hyde has committed suicide, but no trace of Jekjll. A
written account by Dr. Lanyon reveals that he once saw Hyde
change into Jekyll by the use of a povion. Jekyll's own
account reveals how, pondering on the good and evil parts of
his personality, he evertually discovered a chemical compound
that would allow him to change to his evil self, and change
back. But soon an evil thought brought the change to Hyde
without use of the drug. Later changes became more frequent,
and the change back to Jekyll more difficult. Finally Hyde,
the conquering personality, killed himself.

It has been suggested that 8000 words a day for a
chronic invalid is hardly credible. The mere writing down
would take from eight to ten hours, and that for a man whose
average working day was from three to five; moreover Steven-
son at the time had had a haemorrhage and was forbidden all
discussion and excitement.

It was ready for publication in 1885, but for trade
reasons was not released until January, 1886, when it was
puklished as a 'shilling shocker' by Longmans, Green. Its

immediate reception was not encouraging, but when The Times
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drew attention to it, it began to move. The moral was
not missed: a canon made it the text of a sermon in St.
Paul'é Cathedral, and indeed scores of pulpits took it up.
From the pulpit it went to the drawing room as the sub-
ject of small talk. The book, having the advantage of
cheapness, sold 50,000 copies in a few months, and finan-
cially this marked the furning point of Stevenson's career;
at last he was a celebrity.

The characters in Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde are
almost as flat as those of the earlier adventure stories.
Dr. Jekyll is not shown as taking the fateful decision to
experiment as a result of any characteristic weakness,
unless curiosity be a weakness; his motives are indicated
with the utmost brevity. The interest still seems to be
in action and not in its relation to character. Yet
Jekyll is not simply a man who happens to be thrown into a
situation as is Jim Hawkins. His motives may be covert,
but he does have to make a moral choice; he does have to
shape his own destiny; he does have to suffer the consequenceS
of his choice. And the structure of the story does not
break down, as some have claimed, when Jekyll finds that
the chemical compound was partly accidental and therefore
unrecoverable. The moment when Jekyll finds his formula
fails him through an accident he had never foreseen is
simply the supreme moment in every story of man buying power
from hell. Such a moment comes to Macbeth and Faustus;
the point is that nothing is secure, least of all Satanic. . _-
.gecurity.
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Of course the potion is not chemically possible
at alle But many symbols are impossible; they are em-
ployed because the ideas they represent cannot be presented
effectively in any other way. The potion stands for the
mental and moral breakdown in the mind of man, and as a
symbol it is quite éffective. It has been observed that
the ultimate failure of the potion may suggest the ultimate
failure of science either to resolve man's destiny or to

alleviate his suffering.

Hyde also is two=-dimensional: we learn little of
his evil doings and are told only in general terms that he
is the incarnation of fiendish malevolence. This is related
not only by his trampling the child and the murder of Sir
Danvers Carew, but by more subtle suggestions. Hyde is

referred to as 'carrying it off, sir, really like Satan'j; or

again:

The other (Hyde) snarled aloud into a
savage laugh; and the next moment, with ex-
traordinary quickness, he had unlocked the door and
disappeared into the house.

The lawyer stood awhile when Mr. Hyde
had left him, the picture of disquietude.
Then he began slowly to mount the street,
pausing every step or two, and putting his
hand to his brow like a man in mental per-
plexity. The problem he was thus debating
as he walked was one of a class that is
rarely solved. Mr. Hyde was pale and
dwarfish; he gave an impression of deformity
without any 