visit Edinburgh a few years later. To
the relief of local dignitaries, he took
on the job of organizing the affair, having determined that it not only would
be a great pageant but also would
introduce the King as a sort of reincarnated Bonnie Prince Charlie,
something that needed a good deal of
imagination as the current monarch
weighed twenty stone (280 pounds).
However, the visit was a wild success,
culminating in a soiree at Holyroodhouse (Queen Elizabeth H's official
residence in Scotland), a mile down the
hill from the castle, where guests included hundreds of kilted chieftains
and bagpipe bands. The King himself
donned the Royal Stuart tartan for the
evening, and Scott wore the Campbell
tartan instead of his everyday suit of
shepherd's plaid. The royal fashion
caught on, and as far as the Scots are
concerned, kilts are still everyday
dress, though in the countryside you'll
see gamekeepers more sensibly dressed
for the moors in tweedy plus fours.
The point about that early-nineteenthcentury royal pageant was that it became the model for most Scottish
festivals and clan gatherings since. A
year or so ago I attended a military
tattoo on the esplanade of Edinburgh
Castle and I swear that if Scott had
been there, he would have found this
ceremony, a century and a half after
his death, a familiar spectacle.
Scott the lawyer joined his father's

firm in Edinburgh as a teen-aged apprentice, having attended the Royal
High School there. The school has
since moved twice, but the door on
which he carved his initials can still
be seen. Apart from the Scott family
homes in the city, the place he knew
best was the law courts in the Parliament House; this summer an exhibition will be held there of books,
manuscripts, and pictures illustrating
his life and presumably revealing that
this was not his most successful period. The young lawyer paced the corridors waiting for briefs that did not
materialize, and even when he later became Clerk to the Court, by his own
admission he sat "thinking of anything
but his business" and waiting merely
to escape to his beloved Border Country.
The New Town was genuinely new
in Scott's day, though it did not then
include the Waverley railway station
named after his series of novels, nor
the nearby Waverley Market, which
will also be involved in the bicentenary
celebrations with a son et lumiere
presentation. Both places are within
easy reach of Edinburgh's personal
monument to Scott; a 200-foot Gothic
spire in which the author and his dog
sit beneath a canopy surrounded by
characters from his books.
Sir Walter's early legal career did
lead to one vital appointment, that of
Sheriff of Selkirkshire, a position he

held for more than thirty years, and it
was vital to Scott for the very good
reason that it entailed living in that
particular Scottish county. It provided
the excuse to settle permanently in the
Border Country, first in a rented house,
then at Abbotsford, and if you're in
Scotland on August 14, the eve of
Scott's birthday, the novelist's trail
will be a blazing one, lit by a chain of
beacons stretching south from Edinburgh almost into England.
Scott the author as a toddler began
to collect impressions for his books
when he was sent to his grandparents'
farm, Sandyknowe, in Roxburghshire,
to recuperate from a disease that was
to leave him permanently lame. It is
the same farm that today holds the key
for tourists to visit the sinister tower
nearby, a splendid inspiration for adventure to any small boy. Smailholm
Tower is a sixteenth-century keep, built
in those days when not only were the
Scots and the English constantly warring but the Border lairds were always
feuding, too. As a lookout, it could
hardly be bettered, sitting on a rocky
crag facing the distant Cheviot and Eildon hills.
Much later, as sheriff, Scott bought
some property near Galashiels, pulled
down the existing farm, Cartleyhole,
and built Abbotsford, so named because the monks had to ford the nearby River Tweed to reach their abbey.
The christening of the house was only

HISTORY'S LOVE STORIES:
by DENA KAYE
Antony
and
Cleopatra: Little remains of
the
dazzling
splendor
in
which Antony
and Cleopatra
lived in the
years 41-30 B.C.,
unless
you
count
the
way
The Burtons
of life adopted
by the Burtons, who most recently
played the couple. Richard and Elizabeth's love story was enshrined in a
news and gossip diary called Cleopatra's Pages, put together by the film's
publicists, but the original version was
set down by Plutarch.
Antony and Cleopatra first met in
Tarsus, Turkey (the birthplace of St.
Paul), a prosperous port in Roman
times. Cleopatra arrived in some splendor aboard her purple-sailed barge, the
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scent of perfume wafting across water
strewn with flower petals. The modern
city of Tarsus is now about eight miles
inland, and the harbor area is a vast
marshland, but Cleopatra's Gate still
stands, once one of six in the walls that
surrounded the city.
Barges no longer being the fashion,
it might be simpler to rent a car and
drive under the gate. If this seems
small reason to come to Tarsus, drive
west along beautiful beaches fringed
with cotton plantations, palm trees,
citrus groves, and archeological ruins.
Or skip Tarsus entirely and go out to
the island of Ischia near Capri, where
Elizabeth's barge scene was filmed.
Antony and Cleopatra were married
in Antioch (now Antakya), southeast of
Tarsus, in 37 B.C. Antioch was once considered the third most important city
of the Roman Empire, but little is left
of the ancient metropolis save perhaps
for a collection of second- and thirdcentury Roman mosaics.
Cleopatra's show place was Alexan-

dria, 600 miles to the south. The only
traces of her time are in the relics
stored in the Greco-Roman museum.
The water still runs clear and blue,
though, along the blanched sand at
Cleopatra's Beach where she and Antony lolled in the warm months. In
summer, the plane flies from Alexandria to the resort of Marsa Matruh in
forty-five minutes. From there, it's just
fifteen
minutes by car to
the beach. The
train and bus
make the 200mile trip year
round.
Just
offshore is a
cave - carved
rock
called
C l e o p a t r a's
Bath. You can
go by sail or
by motorboat;
walk or take
Launcelot and
the
donkey
Guinevere
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the start of Scott's involvement in his
turreted, gabled mansion. The architect who designed it never came near
the site; not so the owner, who supervised every detail of the building down
to the carpets, curtains, and even the
door handles. He called it his "Delilah,"
but it wasn't in fact responsible for his
financial troubles. Those problems were
the result of Scott's having assumed
the debts of the printing firm of which
he was a secret partner and the bankruptcy of his publishers. By the time
he died he had nearly paid off, by the
earnings from his writings, all the
creditors.
Abbotsford has been open to the public since a year after his death in 1832,
and the current laird (there's no feminine equivalent) is his great-greatgreat-granddaughter, who copes with
some 35,000 visitors each year. The
house is interesting not only for its
fanciful architecture and Scott's personal mementos, such as the shepherd's plaid suit (a gray houndstooth
design) and tall hat he wore and the
writing desk with the secret drawers,
but because it reveals yet another aspect of his character. He was a collector, and to what was in those times a
modern home (it was the first in Scotland to have gas lighting) he added
the curious, the intriguing, and the
historical. What is to be seen there
today includes Rob Roy's sword, Bonnie Prince Charlie's hunting knives, and

1^
—British Tourist Authority

The "Sir Walter Scott" on Loch Katrine—canny people, blowy weather, riotous parties.
Robert Burns's tumbler with some of
be turned up in a dozen or more places.
his verses scratched upon it. The nov- There's Jedburgh, for instance, where
elist also collected armor and 9,000 he made his first appearance as a lawbooks.
yer, and a successful one at that,
In Scott's time, Abbotsford was a pleading for an infamous poacher and
hard ride from Edinburgh. But today sheepstealer. An eighteenth-century
the distance of something like forty gate near the red sandstone abbey remiles is easy motoring, even given the cords this visit. There's also the house
tendency of Scottish roads to imagine where he met the Wordsworths and
themselves as continuous humpbacked read to them The Lay of the Last Minbridges. The Border Country is essen- strel. The abbey he described in this
tially a compact area to explore gently, book was not at Jedburgh, though, but
as Scott himself did, often on foot or at Melrose, whose gray stone houses
horseback. Memories of the man can
{Continued on page 102)

Down H e a r t t h r o b Lane with Kleenex and Camera

Romeo and Juliet

car, called a
carretta,
and
then wade the
fifty yards of
shallow water.
As for Cleopatra's earlier
love, Caesar,
there are three
slender
columns
still
standing
of
^^e
ancient

Temple of Venus Genetrix in the Roman forum. Here Caesar had placed
a statue of Cleopatra deified as Venus.
And then, of course, there are the
real-live Burtons, the present incarnation of that old Nile love story.
Launcelot and Guinevere: The resonant
tones of Robert Goulet, Launcelot of
the Broadway production of Canielot,
singing to fair Guinevere still are heard
in the land. They float from jukeboxes,
are given life by disc jockeys with reg-

ularity, and are still pulled from the
original cast album in the record libraries across Middle America. More
than anything else, Goulet's baritone
has popularized once more the romantic saga of Guinevere, Arthur's queen,
who succumbed to the knight Sir
Launcelot. Before the days of Sesame
Street and Misterogers
Neighborhood,
children read about Arthur and his
round table, the handed-down legend
that had its roots somewhere in Wales
before the eleventh century. That certain bittersweet mystique of Camelot
and its attendant romances picked up
new meaning in the Kennedy years.
"Camelot," the title song of the Lerner
and Loewe show, became a favorite of
the President's and after Kennedy died,
his widow often asked that it not be
played in her presence. The Kennedy
years ebb into history now leaving the
traces of a glamorous and vibrant time.
The actual ruins of Camelot, or what
might have been Camelot, have survived less well.

On today's maps, it is called Cadbury Castle, 123 miles southwest of
London on highway A303. The ruins are
scattered over eighteen acres on top of
a hill in South Cadbury, surrounded by
the remains of ramparts, walls, and ancient fortifications. Excavations from
recent digs have unearthed evidence
that a military site existed here in the
time legend assigns to King Arthur,
the fifth and sixth centuries. Elaborate
wine containers and pottery indicate
it was a home for rich and important
people.
Another town associated with the
{Continued on page 63)
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