
WHAT A TANGLED WEB WE WEAVE WHEN FIRST WE PRACTICE TO

DECEIVE

Quote O, what a tangled web we weave when first we practise to deceive! - Â· Change background. O, what a tangled
web we weave when first we practise to.

The next layer adds a separate infamous verse, very often mistakenly credited to Shakespeare. Only time will
tell and perhaps another decade or two will pass before we can ever discover the truth of our emotions. De
Wilton, having returned disguised as a pilgrim, follows Marmion to Edinburgh where he meets the Abbess,
who gives him the exonerating documents. The introductory letters to Scott's friends that open each canto
were dismissed by the critics as unwarranted intrusions. He told his son-in-law, Lockhart : "Oh, man, I had
many a grand gallop among these braes when I was thinking of Marmion. When De Wilton loses the duel he
claims in order to defend his honour against Marmion, he is obliged to go into exile. However, the paint is
translucent and as I painted it near the window, sunlight streamed in and showed that when backlit, you can
still see the underlying sonnet. Clara retires to a convent rather than risk Marmion's attentions. Possibly,
reflecting that although covered in the cloak of dark passion, lies and stagnant growth with all the years
passed, the love and intent still remains. John Rivers gives the poem to Jane. Betrayal, anger, disappointment.
De Wilton's plans for revenge are overturned by the Battle of Flodden. Constance, a dishonest nun, hopes that
her aid will restore her to favour with Marmion. The California coast around Big Sur has been and remains a
very magical place for me. I knew then that there was a deep connection I wouldn't find just anywhere. Thou
art more lovely and more temperate: Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, And summer's lease hath
all too short a date: Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, And often is his gold complexion dimm'd;
And every fair from fair sometime declines, By chance, or nature's changing course, untrimm'd; But thy
eternal summer shall not fade Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow'st; Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st
in his shade, When in eternal lines to time thou grow'st; So long as men can breathe or eyes can see, So long
lives this, and this gives life to thee. Francis Jeffrey published a particularly harsh review in the Edinburgh
Review. He also objected to the anachronism of the chivalric code and opposed the warlike sentiments of the
introductory epistles. This was recited to me over 2 decades ago, while perched above the ocean on a picnic
blanket nestled in Partington Cove, close to Big Sur. This edition, priced at one and a half guineas, a high
price, sold out in a month. He observed that much of the verse was "flat and tedious", and he accused Scott of
simply showing off his historical erudition. Publication history[ edit ] In November , Scott started writing
Marmion, his second major work. Retrieved 26 June  Marmion dies on the battlefield, while De Wilton
displays heroism, regains his honour, retrieves his lands, and marries Clara. Electric Scotland. She takes her
revenge by giving the Abbess, who is one of her three judges, documents that prove De Wilton's innocence.
When Archibald Constable, the publisher, learnt of this, he offered a thousand guineas for the copyright
unseen. When Marmion's host, the Earl of Angus is shown the documents, he arms De Wilton and accepts him
as a knight again. I remember that day as so intense while floating on a cloud - such beautiful scenery with the
mesmerizing Pacific coast landscape and intoxicating company. I intend to figure out how to illuminate this
from behind when I have it in a gallery. Nevertheless, the public enthusiasm for Scott's work was undimmed
and the poem remained popular for over a century. Constance's hopes of a reconciliation with Marmion are
dashed when he abandons her; she ends up being walled up alive in the Lindisfarne convent for breaking her
vows. All of Europe was at war when this poem was published, embroiled in the lengthy Napoleonic Wars.
Ironically after I painted this with such verve, anger and intensity, I channeled that energy and found that I was
able to see the brighter side of things. Truly, my art is therapy.


