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Hear, Land o’ Cakes and brither Beots,
Fraa Maldenkirk to Johnny Groats',
If there's a hole in &’ your coats,
I rede ye tant it ;
A chiel’s amang you takin’ notes,
An’ faith he'll prent it1

Bumxs,

Ahora ben, dizo il Cura: traedme, senor hudsped, aquesos libros, que los quiero ver,

Que me place, respondis el ; y entrando m

e aposento, sach dil una maletilla vicja cervada eon una cadenilla, y abrisndola, halls en ella tres Tibros grandes y wunos papeles da
muy buena letra escritos de mano.—Dox Qurxors, Parte L Capitulo 32,

It is mighty well, said the priest: pray, landlord, bring me those books, for I have a mind to see them. With sll my heart, an=
swered the host; and, going to his chamber, he brought ouf a little old cloke-bag, with a padlock and chain to it, and, openingit,he
took out three largs volumes, and some manuseript papers written in a fine character—Jarvia's Translation.

THE BRIDE OF

LAMMERMOOR.

INTRODUCTION—(1829).

Tae Author, on a former occasion,*® declined
giving the real source from which he drew the
tragic subject of this history, because, though oc-
curring at a distant period, it might possibly be
unpleasing to the feelings of the descendants of
the parties, But as he finds an account of the eir-
cnmstances given in the Notes to Law's Memo-
rials.# by his ingenions friend Charles Kirkpatrick
Sharpe, Esq., and also indicated in his reprint of
the Rev. Mr. Symson’s Poems, appended to the
Description of Galloway, as the original of the
Bride of Lammermoor, the Author feels himself
now at liberty to tell the tale as he had it from
connexions of his own, who lived very near the
period, and were closely related to the family of
the Bride.

It is well known that the family of Dalrymple,
which has produced, within the space of two cen-
turies, as many men of talent, civil and military,
and of literary, political, and professional emi-
nence, as any house in Scotland, first rose into
distinction in the person of James Dalrymple, one
of the most eminent lawyers that ever lived,
though the labors of his powerful mind were un-

happily exercised on a subject so limited as Scot-
tish Jurizprudence, on which he has composed an
admirable work.

He married Margaret, daughter to Ross of Bal-
niel, with whom he obtained a considerable estate.
She was an able, politic, and high-minded woman,
g0 suceessful in what she undertook, that the vul-
gar, no way partial to her husband or her family,
imputed her guccess {0 necromancy. According
to the popular belief, this Dame Margarel pur-
chased the temporal prosperity of her family from
the Master whom she gerved, under a singular con=
dition, which is thus narrated by thehisforian of
her grandson, the great Earl of Stair. . % 8he lived
to a great age, and at her deaih desired that she
might not be put under ground, but thatdher coffin
should be placed upright on one end of it; prafnis-
jner, that while she remained in that situation, the
Dalrymples should continue in prosperity. What
was the old lady’s motive for such.a request, or
whether ehe really made such a profhise, I cannok
take upon me to determine] ‘bubsitrisicértain her
coffin stands upright ¥n the 4iste ofi the, church of
Kirkliston, the burial-place of the family.”* The

® See Introduction to the Chronicles of the Canongate,
+ Law's Memorials, p. 226,

* Memoirs of John Earl of Stalr, by ar Impariial Hand.
Loadon, printed for C. Cobbet, p. 7.
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talents of this accomplished race were sufficient
to have accounted for the dignities which many
members of the family attained, without any su-
pernatoral assistance. Bat their extraordinary
prosperity was attended by some equally singular
family misfortunes, of which that which befell
their eldest daughter was at once unaccountable
and melancholy.

Miss Janet Dalrymple, daughter of the first
Lord Stair and Dame Margaret Ross, had engaged
herself without the knowledge of her parents to
the Lord Rutherford, who was not acceptable to
them either on account of his political principles,
or his want of fortune. The young conple broke
a piece of gold together, and pledged their troth
in the most solemn manner; and it is said the
young lady imprecated dfeadful evils on herself
should she break her plighted faith. Shortly after,
& suitor who was favored by Lord Stair, and, still
more 80 by his lady, paid his addresses to Miss
Dalrymple. The young lady refused the proposal,
and being pressed on the subject, confessed her
gecret engagement. Lady Stair, a woman aceuns-
tomed to universal submission (for even her hus-
band did not dare to contradict her), treated this
objection as a trifle, and insisted upon her dangh-
ter yielding her eonsent to marry the new suitor,
David Dunbar, son and heir to David Dunbar of
Baldoon, in Wigtonghire. The first lover, a man
of very high spirit, then interfered by letter, and
insisted on the right he had acquired by his troth
plighted with the young lady. Lady Stair sent
him for answer, that her danghter, sensible of her
nndutiful behavior in entering into a contract
insanciioned by her parents, had retracted her
unlawful vow, and now refused to fulfil her en-
gagement with him.

The lover, in return, declined positively to re-
ceive such an answer from any one but his mis-
tress in person ; and as she had to deal withaman
who was both of a most determined character,
and of too high condition to be trifled with, Lady
Stair was obliged to conzent to an interview be-
tween Lord Rutherford and her danghter. Bat she
took care to be present in person, and argued the
peint with the disappointed and incensed lover
with pertinacity equal to his own. She particu-
lurly insisted on the Levitical law, which declares
that a woman shall be free of & vow which her
parents dissent from. This is the passage of
Scripture she founded on:—

‘ If a man vow a vow unto the Lord, or swear
an oath to bind his soul with a bond ; he shall not
break his word, he shall do according to all that
proceedeth out of his mounth.

“If a woman also vow a vow unto the Lord,
and bind herself by a bond, being in her father’s
honse in her youth;

** And her father hear her vow, and her bond
wherewith ghe hath bound her soul, and her father
shall hold his peace at her: then all her vows shall
stand, and every bond wherewith ghe hath boind
aer soul shall stand,

*“But if her father disallow her in the day that

he heareth ; not any of her vows, or of her bonda
wherewith she hath bound her soul, shall gtand :
and the Lord shall forgive her.because her father
disallowed her.”—Numbers xxx. 2, 8, 4, 5.

While the mother insisted on these topics, the
lover in vain conjured the daughter to declare her
own opinion and feelings, She remained totally
overwhelmed, as it seemed,—mute, pale, and mo-
tionless as a statne. Only at her mother's coms
mand, sternly uttered, she summoned strength
enough to restore to her plighted suitor the piece
of broken gold, which was the emblem of her troth.

On this he burst forth into a tremendons pas-
sion, took leave of the mother with maledictions,
and as he leff the apartment, tarned back to say
to his weak, if not fickle mistress, *“For you,
madam, you will be a world's wonder; ”* a phrase
by which some remarkeble degree of calamity is
usually implied. He went abroad, and returned
not again. If the last Lord Rutherford was the
unfortunate party, he must have been the third
who bore that title, and who died in 1685.

The marriage betwixt Janet Dalrymple and
Dayid Dunbar of Baldoon now went forward, the
bride showing no repugnance, but being absolutely
passive in every thing her mother commanded or
adyvised. On the day of the marriage, which, as
was then usnal, was celebrated by a great assem-
Dblage of friends and relations, she'was the same—
sad, silent, and resigned, as it seemed, to her des-
tiny. A lady, very nearly comnected with the
family, told the author that she had conversed on
the subject with one of the brothers of the bride,
a mere lad at the time, who had ridden before hia
sister to church. He said her hand, which lay on
his as she held her arm round his waist, was as
cold and damp as marble. But, full of his new
dress, and the part he acted in the procession, the
circumstance, which he long afterwards remem-
bered with bitter sorrow and compunction, made
no impresgion on him at the time.

The bridal feast was followed by dancing; the
bride and bridegroom retired as nsual, when of a
sudden the most wild and piercing cries were
heard from the nuptial chamber. It was then the
custom, to prevent any coarse pleasantry which
old times perhaps admitted, that the key of the
nuptial chamber should be intrusted to the bride-
man. He was called upon, but refused at first to
give it up, till the shrieks became so hideous that
he was compelled to hasten with others to learn
the canse. On opening the door, they found the
bridegroom lying across the threshold, dreadfully
wounded, and streaming with blood. The bride
was then songht for: She was found in the corner
of the large chimney, having no covering save her
shift, and that dabbled in gore. There she sab
grinning at them, mopping and mowing, as I heard
the expression used; in a word, absolutely in-
sane, The only words she spoke were, ** Tak up
your bonny bridegroom.” She survived this hor
rible scene little more than a- fortnight, having
beenmarried on the 24th of August, and dying on
the 12th of September, 1669.
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The unfortunate Baldoon recovered from his
wounds, but sternly prohibited all inquiries re-
gpecting the manmer in which he had received
them, Ifalady, he said, asked him any questions
upon the subject, he would neither answer her
por speak to her acain while he lived ; if a gentle-
man, he would considerit as a mortal affront, and
demand satisfaction as having received such. He
did not very long survive the dreadful cafasiro-
phe, haying met with a fatal injury by a fall from
his horse, as he rode between Leith and Holyrood-
Honse, of which he died the next day, 28th March,
1682. Thus a few years removed all the principal
actors in this frightful tragedy.

Various reports went abroad on this mysteri-
ong affair, many of them very inaccurate, thongh
they could hardly be said to be exaggerated. Tt
was difficult at that time to become acquainted
with the history of a Scottish family above the
Jower rank ; and strange things sometimes took
place there, into which even the law did not scra-
pulously ingnire.

The credulous Mr. Law eaye, generally, that
*he Lord President Stair had a danghter, who,
“ heine married, the night ehe was bride in [that
is. bedded bride], was taken from her bridegroom
and harled [dragged] thromgh the house (by
spirits, we are given to understand), and soon
afterwards died. Another daunghtfer,” he says,
% yyvas possessed by an evil spirit.”

My friend, Mr. Sharpe, gives another edifion
of the tale. According to his information, it was
the bridegroom who wounded the bride. The
marriage, according to this account, had been
against her mother’s inclination, who had given
her congent in thege ominons words: * You may
marry him, but soon shaii yon repent it.”

I find still another acconnt darkly insinuated
in some highly scurrilons and abusive verses, of
which Thave an orizinal copy. They are docketed
ag being written “Upon the late Viscount Stair
and his family, by Sir William Hamilton of White-
law. The marginals by William Dunlop, writer
in Fdinbureh, a son of the Laird of Honsehill,
and nephew to the said Sir William Hamilton.”
There was a bitter and personal quarrel and
rivalry betwixt the author of this libel, a name
which it richly deserves, and Lord President
Stair; and the lampoon, which is written with
much more malice than art, bears the following
motto :—

© Steir's neck, mind, wife, sons, grandson, and the rest,

Are wry, false, witch, pests, purricide, possessed.”

This malienant satirist, who calls up all the
misforfunes of the family, does not forget the
fatal bridal of Baldoon. He seems, though his
verses are as obscure as unpoetical, to intimate,
that the violence done to the bridegroom was hy
the intervention of the foul fiend to whom the
young lady had resigmed herself, in case she
ghould break her contract.with her first lover.
His hypothesis is inconsistent with the acconnt
given in the note wpon Law’s Memorials, but
easily reocncilable to the family tradition.

% In al Btair's offipring we no'difference know,
They doe the females as the males bestow ;
So be of’s danghter's marriage gave the ward,
Like n true vassal, to Glenluee's Laird ;
He knew what she did to her suitor plight,
If she her faith to Rutherfurd should slight,
Which, like his own, for greed he broke outr'ght.
Nick did Bsldoon’s posterior right deride,
And, gs first substitute, did seize the bride;
Whate'er he to his mistress did or said,
He threw the bridegroom from the nuptial bed,
Into the chimney did so his rival maul,
Ilis bruised bones ne’er were cured but by the fall.” *

One of the marginal notes aseribed to William
Dunlop applies to the above lines.  **She had be-
trothed herself to Lord Rutherfoord under horrid
imprecations, and afterwards married Baldoon,
his nevoy, and her mother was the cause of her
breach of faith.”

The same tragedy i4 alluded to in the follow-
ing couplef and note:—

“TWhat train of curses that base brood pursnes,
When the young nephew weds old unele’s spouse.”

The note on the word uncle explaing it as
meaning “ Rutherfoord, who should have married
the Lady Baldoon, was Baldoon’s uucle.” The
poetry of this satire on Lord Stair and his family
was, as already noticed, written by Sir William
Hamilton of Whitelaw, a rival of Lord Stair for
the sitmation of President of the Court of Ses-
sion; a person much inferior to that great lawyer
in talents, and equally ill-treated by the calumny
or just satire of his contemporaries, as an unjust
and partial judee. Some of these notes are by
that curions and laborions antiguary, Robert
Milne, who, as a virulent Jacobite, willingly lent
2 hand to blacken the family of Stair.t

Another poet of the period, with a very differ-
ent purpose, has left an elegy, in which he darkly
hints at and bemoans the fate of the ill-starred
young person, whose very uncommon calamity
Whitelaw, Dunlop, and Milne, thonght a fitting
subject for buffoonery and ribaldry. This bard of
milder mood was Andrew Symson, before the
Revolution minister of Kirkinner, in Galloway,
and after his expulsion as an Episcopalian, fol-
Jowing the humble occupation of a printer in
Edinburgh. He furnished the family of Baldoon,
with which he appears to have been intimate,
with an elegy on the tragic event in their family.
In this piece he freats the mournful occasion of
the bride’s death with mysterious solemnity.

The verses bear this title,—*On the unex-
pected death of the virtnons Lady Mrs. Janet
Dalrymple, Lady Baldoon, younger,” and afford
us the precise dates of the catastrophe, which
could not otherwise have been easily ascertained.
“ Nupia Augnst 12. Domum Ducta Angust 24

# The fall from s horse, by which he was killed,

I have compared the satire, which oecurs in the first vol-
ume of ihe eurious little collection called & Book of Scottish
Pasquils, 1827, with that which has a more full text, and more
extended notes, and which is in my cwn possession, by gift of
Thomas Thomson, Esq., Register-Depute. In the second Book
of Pasquils, p. 72, is & most abusi-e epitaph on Sir James Haw-
ilton of Whitelaw.
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Obilt September 12. Sepnlt. September 30, 1669."
The form of the clegy is a dialogue I)Lt\\wtu pas-
senger and a domestic servant, The first, recol-
lecting that he had passed that w v lately, and
seen all around enlivened by the appearances of
mirth and f ¥, is desirons to know what had
el ‘-_fmi 50 ne Enlu mourning, We pre-
raut 4s a specimen of
Mr. Symson’s verses, “]mh are not of the first
quality :—
“ Bir, *tis truth you've told,

‘We did enjoy great mirth; but now, ah mel

Our joyful song’s turn’d to an elegie.

A virtuous lady, not long since a bride,

Was 1o & hopeful plant by marriage tied,

And brought home hither. We did all rejoice,

Even for her sake. But presently our voice

‘Was turn’d to mourning for that little time

That she'd enjoy : She waned in her prime,

For Atropos, with her impartial knife,

Boon cut her thread, and therewithal her life

And for the time we may it well remember,

Ith in nnfortunate Septe ember § :

Where we must leave her till the resurrection,

"Tis then the Saints enjoy their full pevﬂ:[iuu"’*

Mr. Symson also poured forth his elegiac strains
npon the fate of the widowed bndeffrnom on
which subject, aftera long and quernlous effusion,
the poet arrives at the FDIIH(E conclugion, that i
Baldoon had walked on foot, which it seems was
his general custom, he wounld have escaped per-
ighing by a fall from horseback, As the work in
which it oceurs is go searce as almost to be unique,
and as it gives ns the most full account of one
of the actors in this tragic tale which we have
rehearsed, we will, at the risk of being tedions,
insert mme short specimens of Mr, Symson’s
composition. It is entitled,—

** A Funeral Elegie, occasioned by the sad and
much lamented death of that worthily respected
and very much accomplished gentlumrm David
Dunbar, younger of Baldoon, only son and ap-
parent heir to the right worshipful Sir David
Dunbar of Baldoon, Knight Baronet. He de-
parted this life on March 28, 1682, havi ing received
u bruise by a fall, as he was riding the day pre-
ceding betwixt Leith and Holy-Rood-House : and
was honorably interred in the Ah‘m_y church of
Tioly-Rood-House, on April 4, 1
“ Men might, and very justly too, concluda
Me guilty of the worst ingratitude,
Should I Le silent, or should I forbear
his sad necident to shed a tear;
id I? ah! lha‘.‘w. 8 pr..[ thing,

The uuy:mm ted fmn,!‘:l. nf m} fn.nrl—
A glass of briny tears charged up to th' brim,
Would be too few for me to shed for him.”
The poet proceeds to state his intimacy with

* This p]wwis-epr'mai in the appendix to a trn

ely rare, nor did the suthor ever see a co
rrhich is bound up with the Tripairiarchicon,
from the Biblical History, by the same .mlhur

¥ NOVELS.

the deceased, and the constancy of the young
man’s attendance on public worship, which wag
regnlar, and had guch effect upon two or three
others that were influenced by his example,

8o that my Muse '

He then describes the deceased in person and
manners, from which it appears that more ae-
complishments were expected in the eomposition
of a fine gentleman in ancient than modern times 3

Iiu body, though not very large or tall,
ive, yea and strong withal,
lhs constitution was, if right I've ;:mln'r]
Blood mixt with choler, to ba the best.
In's gesture, converse, sp , dis , attire,
He practis'd that which men admire,
Commend, and recommend. What’s that ! ]'o.u"li ray
Tis this; He ever choos'd the

" dle way
"Twixt both th* emumm A

in ev'ry thing

is worth our notic ng:

; liberal,
gal,
ing \‘l.eu to Q;u nd and when to spare;

And that's a on which not many are
Acqu -
¥

al was, yel daring
yet therein but \[.urmg :
I ret not common, for he k
To rnnde,remi and keep his distanee too,

and llmt most commonly, to go
I wish that he had still done so.
s of court were unto him well known
And yet mean while he slighted not his own,
He knew full well how to bebave at court,
And yet but seldome did thereto resort;
But lov'd the country life, chooe'd to inure
@ and agriculture ;
rovi r, ditehing, trenching, dral ing,
Viewing, reviewing, and by those means gaining :
anting, transplanting, levelling, erecting A
chambers, houses, terraces ; :
Now this, now that denN this dra
That might adva
Quick in his barms st in commerce,
JL.>N in hLa dw\ ings, being much averse
ready to refex
' an Lnne;t country arbit
He wis acquainted with eoam
Arithmetic, and modern
nd such 1:'15 a3 these,
cifick selences
man ; and surely he
ast in some degree
the thing,

Then comes the full burst of wo, in vhich, in-
slead of saying much himself, the poei informs
us what the ancients would have said on such an
occasion :—

he hour, the placa
the race;
sations, with the names
Of Isthmian, Pythian, and Olympic games;

he compan:
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Exclaim against them all both old and new,
Both the Nemzan and the Lethman too:
all perzons under highast pain,
s to walk on foot, and then egain
Order all horses to be hough'd, that we
Might never more the like adventure see.”

Supposing our readers have had enongh of Mr.
Bymson’s verses, and finding nothing more in his
poem worthy of transcription, we return to the
tragic story.

It is needless to point ont to the intellizent
reader, that the witcheraft of the mother consisted
only in the ascendency of a powerfal mind over a
weak and melancholy one, and that the harshness
with which ghe exercised her superiority in a case
of delicacy, had driven her danghter first to de-
spair, then to frenzy. Accordingly, the anthor
has endeavored fo explain the tragic tale on this
principle. Whatever resemblance Lady Ashion
may be supposed to possess to the celebrated
Dame Marcaret Ross, the reader must not sup-
pose that there was any idea of fracing the por-
trait of the first Lord Viscount Stair in the tricky
and mean-spirited Sir William Ashton. TLord
Stair, whatever might be his moral qualitics, was
certainly one of the first statesmen and lawyers
of hig age.

The imaginary castle of Wolf’s Cragz has been
identificd by some lover of locality with that of
Fast Castle. The author is not competent to
judge of the resemblance betwixt the real and
imaginary scene, having never seen Fast Castle
except from the sea, Bat fortalices of this de-
seription are found oceupying, like osprey’s nests,
projecting rocks or promontories, in many parts
of the eastern coast of Scotland, and the position
of Fast Castle seems certainly to rezemble that
of Wolf's Crag as much as any other, while its
vicinity to the mountain ridge of Lammermoor,
renders the assimilation a probable one.

‘We have only to add, that the death of the un-
fortunate bridezroom by a fall from horsehack,
has been in novel transferred to the no less
unfortnnate lover,

*.% Tpseems proper to append to the anthor’s
Introduction, a letter concerning the Eride of
Lammermoor, addressed, in 1823; to the late Bir
James Stewart Denham, of Coltuess, by his re-
lation, Sir Robert Dalrymple Horne Elphinstone,
of Logie Elphinstone. These baronets were both
gonnected in blood with the unfortunate heroine
of the romance, The letter was first published in
the Edinburgh Evening Post for October 10, 1840.

To GENERAL S1R JAMES STEWART DENEAM, BART.
September 5, 1823.
My Dear Sir Janes,—Various circumstances
have occurred which haye nunavoidably prevented
my returning an earlier answer fo your queries re-
garding fortuna ative—*"* The Bride of
Lammermoor.” T shall now have much pleasure
in complying with your wishes, in as far as gn in-
ifferent memory will enable me to do so.

The Bride of Baldoon " (for such has always

been her designation in our family), was the
Honorable Janet Dalrymple, aldest danghter of
our great-great-grandfather, James Viscount of
Stair, Lord President of the Court of Bession in
the reign of William and Mary; sister to the first
Earl of that name, and to our greategrandfather
the Lord President Sir Hugh Dalrymple of North
Berwick ; and consequently our great-grand aunt,

She was secretly attached, and had plichted he:
faith, to the Lord Rutherford, when, under the au-
spices of her mother, a less amiable, but much
more opulent enitor appeared, in the person ot
David Dunbar, eldest son of 8ir David Dunbar of
Baldoon (an ancestor of the Selkirk family),
whose addresses were, as may be supposed, sub-
mitted to with the greatest aversion, from their
being ungenerously persisted in after his being in-
formed of her early attachment and solemn en-
gagement. To this man, however, she was ulii-
mately forced to give her hand,

The resnlf of this cruel and umnatural sacrifice
was nearly, if not exacily, as related by Sir Wal-
ter Scott. On the marriage night, soon after the
young couple were left alone, violent and con-
tinned screams were heard to proceed from the
bridal-chamber, and on the door (which was found
locked) being forced oper, the bridegroom was
found extended on the floor, stabbed and welter-
ing in his blood, while the bride sat in the corner.
of the large fireplace, in a state of mogt deplorable
frenzy, which continued without any lucid interval
until the period of her death. She snrvived but
a short time, during which (with the exception
of the few words mentioned by Sir Walter Scott—
“Ye hae taen up your bonny bridegroom *) she
never spoke, and refused all sustenance,

The conclugion drawn from these extraordinary
circumstances, and which seems to have been as-
gumed by Sir Walter as the fact, was, that the for-
lorn and distracted victim, seeing ne other means
of escaping from a fate which she beheld with
dispust and abhorrence, had in a fit of desperation
inflicted the fatal wound upon her selfish and un-
feeling husband. But in justice to the memory of
our unhappy relative, we may be permitted to re-
gret 8ir Walter's not having been made acquainted
with a tradition long current in the part of the
country where the tragical event took place,—
namely, that from the window having been found
open, it was conjectured that the lover had, dur-
mg the bustle and confasion occasioned by the
preparations for the marriage feast, and perhaps
by the connivance of some servant of the family,
contrived to gain admission and to secrete him-
gelf in the bridal-chamber, from whence he had
made his escape into the garden, after having
fought with and severely wounded his successful
rival—a conclusion strengthened by other con-
carring circumstances, and rendered more proba-
ble by the fact of young Baldoon having, to his
Jatest breath, obstinately refused to give any ex-
planation on the subjecs, and which might well
ju v a beliel that he was actnated by a desire
»f concealing ‘he particulars of a rencontre, the
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canses and consequences of which he might justly
consider a8 equally discreditable to himself, The
unfortunate lover was said to have disappeared
immediately after the catastrophe in a manner
eomewhat mysterions ; but this part of the story
has escaped my recollection.

While on the gubject of this calamitous event,
I cannot help offering some obzervations on the
principal personages introduced in Sir Walter
Scott’s narrative, all of whom are more or less
interesting both to you and me.

The character of 8ir William Ashton certainly
cannot be considered as a fair representation of
our eminent and respectable ancestor Lord Stair,
to whom he bears little resemblance, either as a
politician or a gentleman ; and Bir Walter would
seem wighful to avoid the application, when he
eays that,on acquiring the ancient seat of the
Lords of Ravenswood, Sir William had removed
certain old family portraits and replaced them by
‘* those of King William and Queen Mary, and of
Sir Thomas Hope and Lord Stair, two distin-
guizhed Scots lawyers ;™ but on this point some
less ambiguous intimation would have been very
desirable, and having in the character of Lucy
Ashton stuck so closely to the character of the
daurhter, the author ghould, in fairness, have
been at more pains to prevent that of the Lord
Eeeper from being considered as an equally fair
representation of the father ; an omission of which
the descendauts of Lord Stair have, I think, some
reason to complain.

In Lady Ashton the character of our great-
great-grandmother seems in many respects more
faithfully delineated, or at least less misrepre-
gented. She was an ambitious and inferested
woman, of a masculine character and understand-
ing, and the transaction regarding her daughter's
marriage was believed to have been hers, and not
her hughand’s, who from his numerous important
avocations as Lord President, Privy Conncillor,
and active assistant in the management of Scot-
tish affairs, had probably neither time nor incli-
nation to take much personal concern in family
arrangements,

The eituation of young Ravenswood bears a

sufliciently strong resemblance to that of the Lord
Rutherford, who was an amiable and high-gpirited
young man, nobly born and destitute of fortune,
and who, if the above acconnt is to be credited,
ag to the manner and place in which he thonght
proper to chastise his enccessful rival, seems to
bave been not ill cut ont for a hero of romance.
And as to young Baldoon, of whom little is known
beyond what has been related above, he geems to
have a more respectable representaiion than de-
gerved in the person of Bucklaw.

The story was, I have understood, communi-
cated to Sir Walter Scott by our worthy friend,
the late Mra, Murray Keith, who seems to have
been well acquainted with ell the particulars, ex-
cepting those to which I have more especially al-
Inded ; which, as a friend and connexion of the
family, had she known, ghe would not have failed
to mention ; and in as faras his information went
(with the exception of his having changed the
scene of action from the west coast to the east), Sic
Walter seems to have adhered to facts as closely
as could well be expected in a work bearing the
general stamp of fiction. But, if the memory of
g0 disastrous and distressing a family anecdote
was to be preserved and handed down to posterity
in & story so singularly affecting, and by an anthor
the most popular of onr own or any other age,
while it was gurely of importance to avoid any
such oftensive misrepresentation of character as
that to which I have alluded, it was at the same
time much to be lamented that the author of the
Bride of Lammermoor should have been ignorant
of a tradition so truly worthy of credit; throwing
so much satizsfactory light on an event equally
tragical and mysterious, and which, while a judi-
cious management of the circumstances might
have increased rather than diminished the inter-
est of the narrative, wounld have left a less painful
impression regarding our unhappy and unfortu-
nate relative, * The Bride of Baldoon."

With best regards from all here, to you and
Lady Stewart,

I remain, my dear Sir James,
Ever most truly yours,
RoBERT DALRYMPLE HoRNE ELPHINSTONE,
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CHAPTER 1L

By cauk and keel to win your bread,
W1’ whigmauleeries for them wha need,
Whilk is a gentle trade indeed
To carry the gaberlunzie on.
OLp SoNG.

Fzrw have been in my secret while I was com-
yiling these narratives, nor is it probable that they
will ever become public during the life of their
author. Even were that event to happen, I am
not ambitious of the honored distinction, digilo
monstrari. I confess, that, were it safe to cherish
guch dreams at all, I should more enjoy the
thought of remaining behind the curtain unseen,
like the ingenions manager of Punch and his wife
Joan, and evjoying the astonishment and conjec-
tures of my audience. Then might I, perchance,
hear the productions of the obscure Peter Pattie-
gon praised by the judicions, and admired by the
feeling, engrossing the young, and attracting even
the old ; while the critic traced their fame up to
gome name of literary celebrity, and the question
when, and by whom, these tales were written,
filled up the panse of conversation in a hundred
circles and coteries, This I may mnever enjoy
during my lifetime ; but farther than this, I am
certain, my venity should never induce me to as-
pire.

I am too stubborn in habits, and too little pol-
ished in manners, to envy or aspire to the honors
assigned to my literary contemporaries. I conld
not think a whit more highly of myself were I
even found worthy to * come in place as a lion,”
for a winter in the great metropolis. I could not
rise, turn rouud, and show all my honors, from
the shagery mane to the tufted tail, roar you an
‘twere any nightingale, and so lie. down again like
a well-behaved beast of show, and all at the cheap
and easy rate of a cup of coffee, and a glice of
bread and butter, as thin as a wafer. And I could
il stomach the fulzsome flattery with which the
mdy of the evening indulges her gshow-monsters
on such occasions, as she crams her parrots with
sugar-plums, in erder to make them talk before
company. I cannot be tempted to ** come aloft™
for these marks of distinction, and, like impris-
oned Samson, I would rather remain—if such

be the alternative—all my life in the mill-
houge, grinding for my very bread, than be brought
forth to m gport for the Philistine lords and
ladies. This proceeds from no dislike, real or af-
fected, to the aristocracy of these realms. But
they have their place, and I have mine; and, like
%he iron and carthen vessels in the old fable, we
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can gcarce come into collision without my being
the sufferer in every sense. It may be otherwise
with the sheets which I am now writing. These
may be opened and laid aside at pleasure; by
amusing themselves with the perusal, the great
will excite no false hopes ; by neglecting or con-
demning them, they will inflict no pain ; and how
seldom can they converse with those whose minds
have toiled for their delight, without doing either
the one or the other [

In the better and wiser tone of feeling, which
Ovid only expresses in one line to retract in that
which follows, I can address these quires—

Parre, nee invideo, sine me, liber, this in urbom.

Nor do T join ihe regret of the illustrious exile,
that he himself could not in person accompany the
volume which he sent forth to the mart of litera-
ture, pleasure, and luxury. Were there not a
hundred similar instances on record, the fate of
my poor friend and schoolfellow, Dick Tinto,
would be sufficient to warn me against seeking
happiness, in the celebrity which attaches itself
to a successful cultivator of the fine arts.

Dick Tinto, when he wrote himself artist, was
wont to derive his origin from the ancient family
of Tinto of that ilk, in Lanarkshire, and occasion-
ally hinted that he had somewhat derogated from
his gentle blood, in using the pencil for his prin-
cipal meang of support. But if Dick’s pedigree
was correct, some of his ancestors must have
suffered 2 more heavy declension, since the good
man his father executed the mnecessary, and, I
irust, the honest, but certainly not very distin-
guished employment, of tailor in ordinary to the
village of Langdirdum in the west. Under his
humble roof was Richard born, and to his father’s
humble trade was Richard, greatly contrary to his
inclination, early indentured. Old Mr. Tinto had,
however, no reason to congratulate himsell upon
having compelled the youthful genius of his son
to forzake its natural bent. He fared like the
schoolboy, who attempts to stop with his finger
the epout of a water cistern, while the stream,
exasperated at this compression, escapes by a
thousand uncalculated epirts, and wets him all
over for his pains. Even so fared the senior Tin-
to, when his hopeful apprentice not only exhaust-
ed all the chalk in making sketches upon the
shop-board, butf even executed several caricatures
of his father's best customers, who began loudly
to murmur, that it was too hard to have their per-
gons deformed by the vestments of the father,
and to be at the same time turned into ridicule by
the pencil of the son. 'This led to discredil and
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losg of practice, until the old tailor, yielding to
destiny and to the entreaties of his son, permitted
him to attempt his fortune in & line for which he
was better gualified.

There was about this time, in the village of
Langdirdum, a peripatetic prother of the brush,
who exercised his vocation sub Jove frigido, the
object of admiration to all the boys of the village,
but especially to Dick Tinto. The age had not
yet adopted, amongst other unworthy retrench-
ments, that illiberal measure of economy, which,
supplying by written characters the lack of eym-
bolical representation, closes one open and easily
accesgible avenue of instruction and emolument

inst the students of the fine arte. It wasg not
yet permitted to write upon the plastered door-
way of an ale-house, or the suspended sign of an
jnn, “The Old Magpie,”” or **The Saracen’s
Head,” substituting that cold description for the
lively effigies of the plumed chatterer, or the tur-
baned frown of the terrific soldan. That early and
more simple age considered alike the necessities
of all ranks, and depicted the symbols of good
cheer so as to be obvious to all capacities; well
Judging, that a man who could not read a sylla-
ble, might nevertheless love a pot of good ale as
well as his better educated neighbors, or even as
the parson himself. Acting upon this liberal
principle, publicans as yet hung forth the painted
emblems of their calling, and sign-painters, if
they eeldom feasted, did not at least absolutely
starve.

To a worthy of this decayed profession, as we
have already intimated, Dick Tinto became an as-
gistant ; and thus, as is not nnusnal among heav-
en-born geniuses in this department of the fine
arts, began to paint before he had any notion of
drawing.

His talent for observing natmre soon indnced
him to rectify the errors, and soar above the in-
E-lrdcttonq of his teacher. He particularly shone
in painting horses, that being a favorite sign in
the Scott 8 3 and, in tracing his progress,
it is hf\aumu! to ohkenc how hy degrees he
learned to shorten the backs, and prolong the
legs of these noble animals, until they came to
look less like crocodiles, and more like nags.
Detraction, which always pursues merit with
gtrides proportioned to its advancement, hag in-

ged, that Dick once upon a time painted
a horge with five 1 instead of four. I might
nave rested his defence upon the license allowed
to that branch of his profession, which, as it per-
mits all sorts of singular and irregular combina-
tions, may be allowed to extend itself o far as to
bestow & limb supernumerary on a favorite sub-
jeet. But the cause of a deceased friend is ga-
cred ; and I disdain to bottom it so guperfic 2
I have visited the sign in question, which yet
ewings exalted in the village of Langdirdum ; and
I am ready to depone upou oath, that what has
been idly mistaken or misrepresented as being
the fifth leg of the horse, is, in fact, the tail of
that quadruped, and, considered with reference

to the posture in which he is delineated, forms a
circumstance, introduced and managed with great
and enccessful, though daring art, The nag be-
ing represented in a rampant or rearing posture,
the tail, which is prolonged till it touches the
ground, appears to form a peoini & appui, and
gives the firmness of a tripod to the figure, with-
out which it wonld be difficult to conceive, placed
a8 the feet are, how the courser could maintain
his ground without tumbling backwards. This
bold conception: has fortunately fallen into the
custody of one by whom it is duly valued; for,
when Dick, in his more advanced state of profi-
ciency, became dubious of the propriety of so

aring a deviation from the established rules of
art, and was desirous to execute a picture of the
publican himself in exchange for thig juvenile
production, the courteous offer was declined by
his judicions employer, who had observed,
eeems, that when his ale failed to do its dutyin
conciliating his guests, one glance at his sign was
sare to put them in good humor,

It would be foreign to my present purpose to
trace the steps by which Dick Tinto improved his
touch, and corrected, by the ruleg of art, the Inx-
uriance of a fervid imagination. The scales fell
from his eyes on viewing the sketches of a con-
temporary, the Scottish Teniers, as Wilkie has
been deservedly styled. He threw down the
brush, took up the crayons, and, amid hunger
and toil, and suspense and uncertainty, pursued
the path of his profession under better auspices
than those of his original master. Still the first
rude emanations of his genius (like the nursery
rhymes of Pope, could these be recovered) will
be dear to the companions of Dick Tinto's youth,
There is a tankard and gridiron painted over the
door of an obscure c‘.:an% house in the Back-
wynd of Ganderclengh—But I feel I must tear
myself from the subject, or dwell on it too long,

Amid his wants and strug , Dick Tinto had
recourse, like his brethren, to levying that tax
vpon the vanity of mankind which he could not
extract from their taste and liberality—in a word,
he painted portra It was in this more ad-
vanced state of profi en) Dick had soared
above his original 3 siness, and highly
digdained any allus , that, after having
been estranged for several )vru\. we again met in

ge of Glang ugh, I holding my pres-

ent gituation, and Dick painting copies of the bu-

man face divine at & gninea per head. This was

, in the first burst of busi-

it more than sufficed for all Dick’s moderate

20 that he occupied an apartment at the

Wallace Inn, cracke jest with impunity even

upon mine host himself, and lived in respect and

observance with the chambermaid, hostler, and
waiter.

‘:[Lu-u- haleyon days were too serene to last
long. or the Laird of Gander-
clengh, hi ind three daughters, the
minizster, the ganger, mine esteemed patron. Mr.
Jededish Cleishbotham, and some -ound dozen
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of the feunars and farmers, had been consigned to
Immortality by Tinto's brush, custom began to
slacken, and it was impossible to wring more
than crowns and half-crowns from the hard hands
of the peasants, whose ambition led them to
Dick’s painting-room.

Still, though the horizon was overclonded, no
gtorm for some time ensued. Mine host had
Christian faith with a lodger, who had been a
good paymaster as long as he had the means.
And from a portrait of our landlord himself,
grouped with his wife and dauzhters, in the style
of Rubens, which suddenly appeared in the best
parlor, it was evident that Dick had found some
mode of bartering art for the necessaries of life.

Nothing, however, iz more precarious than re-
sources of this nature. It was observed, that
Dick became in his turn the whetstone of mine
host’s wit, without venturing either at defence or
retaliation ; that his easel was transferred to a
garret-room, in which there was scarce space for
it to stand upright; and that he no longer ven-
tured to join the weekly club, of which he had
been once the life and sonl. In short, Dick Tin-
to’s friends feared that he had acted like the ani-
mal called the sloth, which, having eaten up the
last green leaf upon the tree where it has estab-
lished itself, ends by tumbling down from the
top, and dying of inanition. I ventured to hint
this to Dick, recommending his transferring the
exercise of his inestimable talent to some other
gphere, and forsaking the common which he
might be said to have eaten bare.

* There is an obstacle to my change of resi-
dence,” said my friend, grasping my hand with a
look of solemnity.

* A bill due to my landlord, I am afraid?" re-
plied I, with heartfelt sympathy; **if any part
of my glender means can gssist in this emer-
gence "

* No, by the soul of Sir Joshua!” answered
the generous youth, ‘'*I will never involve a friend
in the conscquences of my own misfortune.
There is a mode by which I can regain my liber-
ty; and to creep even through a commou sewer,
is better than to remain in prizon.’

Idid not perfectly understand what my friend
meant. The muse of painting appeared to have
failed him, and what other goddess he could in-
voke in his distress was a mystery to me. We
parted, however, without farther explanation, and
I did not again see him until three days after,
when he summoned me to partake of the foy with
which his landlord proposed to regale him ere his
departure for Edinburgh.

I found Dick in high spirits, whi
he buckled the small ]\I]d‘!r;lLa, which contai
his colors, brushes, pallets, 'mrl c1c1n hir, T
ke parted on the best terms w
obvions, from the cold beels
ior, flanked by two
stout; and I own my curiosi ited com-

ning the means through which the face of my
friend’s affairs had been so suddenly improved. I
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did not suspect Dick of dealing with the deyil,
and by what earthly means he had extricated
himself thus happily, I was at a total loss to con-
jecture.

He perceived my curiosity, and took me by ths
hand, **My friend,” he said, ** fain would Icon-
ceal, even - from you, the degradation to which it
has been necessary fo submit, in order lo accom-
plish an honorable refreat from Ganderclengh.
But what avails. attempting to conceal that,
which must needs betray i even by its supe-
rior excellence? All the village—all the parish--
all the world—will soon discover to what poverty
has reduced Richard Tinto."

A sudden thought here struck me—I had ob-
gerved that our landlord wore, on that memorable
morning, a pair of bran new velveteens, instead
of his ancient thicksets.

“What,” gaid I, drawing my right hand, with
the forefinger and thumb pressed together, nimbly
from my 1t haunch. to my left shoulder, * you
have condescended to resume the paternal arts
to which you were tirst bred—long stitches, ha,
I)]-\\, ? "

He repelled this unlucky conjecture with a
frown and a pshaw, indicative of indignant con-
tempt, and leading me into another room, showed
me, resting agcainst the wall, the majestic head
of '-,-1r William W. allace, grim as when severed
from the trunk by the orders of the felon Ed-
ward.

The painting was execnted on boards of a gub-
gtantial thickness, and the top decorated with
irons, for suspending the t.onorﬂd effigy upon a
sign-post,

‘“There,” he eaid, ‘*my friend, stands the
honer of Scotland, and my shame—yet not so—
rather the shame of those, who, instead of en-
couraging art in its proper sphere, reduce it to
these unbecoming and unworthy extremities.”

1 endeavored to smooth the ruffled feelings of
my misused and indignant friend, I reminded
him, that he ought not, like the stag in the fable,
to despise the quality which had exfricated him
from difficulties, in which his talents asa portrait
or landscape painter, had been found unavailing.

Above all, I praised the execntion, as well as con-
ception, of his painting, and reminded him, that
far from feeling dishonored by so syperb a speci-
men of his talents being exposed to the general
view of the public, he onght rather to congratun-
late himself upon the angmentation of his celeb-
rity, to which |tt~ public exhibition must neces
sarily give rise,”

‘ You are right, my friend—yon are right,”
replied poor Dick, his eye kindling with enthusi-
asm ; * why should I shun the name of an—an™
—(he hesitated for a phrase)—*‘an out-of-doors
artist? Hogarth has introduced himself in that
character in one of his best engravings—Domeni-
chino, or somebody elge, in ancient times—Mor-
land in our own, have exercised their talents in
this mauner. And wherefore limit to the rich and

r ¢lasses alone the delight which the exhibi
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tion of works of art is calenlated to inspire into
all classes? Statues are placed in the open air,
why should Painting be more nigeardly in dis-
playing her master-pieces than her sister Scalp-
tore? And yef, my friend, we must part sud-
denly ; the carpenter ig coming in an hour to put
up the—the emblem ; and truly, with all my
philosophy, and your consolatory encouragement
to boot, I would rather wish to leave Gander-
clengh before that operation commences.*

‘We partook of onr genial host’s parting ban-
quet, and I escorted Dick on his walk to Edin-
burgh. We parted abont a mile from the village
just as we heard the distant cheer of the bojy
which accompanied the mounting of the new
symbol of the Wallace-Head. Dick Tinto mended
his pace to get out of hearing—=so little had either
early practice or recent philosophy, reconciled
him to the character of a sien-painter,

In Edinburgh, Dick’s talents were discovered
and appreciated, and he received dinners and
hints from several distinguished judges of the
fine arts. But th gentlemen dispensed their
criticism more willingly than their cash, and
Dick thought he needed eash more than eriticism.
He therefore sought London, the universal mart
of talent, and where, as is usoal in general marts
of most deseriptions, much more of each commod-
i}y is exposed to sale than can ever find par-
chasers, 3

Dick, who, in serious earnest, was supposed
to have considerable natural talents for his pro-

'y

feseion, and whose vain and sanguine disposition
pvever permitted him to doubt for a moment of

nltimate success, threw himself headlong into the
crowd which jostled and strugeled for notice and
preferment. He elbowed others, and was elbowed
himself; and finally, by dint of intrepidity, fought
his way into some notice, painted for the prize at
the institution, had pictures at the exhibition at
Somerset Houge, and damned the hanging com-
mittee. But poor Dick was doomed to lose the
fleld he fought so gallantly. In the fine arts,
there is acarce an alternative betwizt dis-
tingnished success and absolute failure; and as
Diek’s zeal and industry were unable to ensure
the first, he fell into the distresses which, in his
condition, were the natural consequences of the
latter alternative. He was for a time patronized
by one or two of fthose judicions persons who
make & virtue of being singular, and of pitching
their own opinions against those of the world in
matters of taste and criticism. But they soon
tired of poor Tinto, and Jaid ‘him down as a load,
upon the principle of which a spoilt child throws
away its plaything. Misery, I fear, took him up,
and accompanied him to a premature grave, lo
which he was carried from an obscure lodging in
Swallow Street, where he had been dunned by
his landlady within doors, and watched by bailiffs
withont, until death came to his relief. A corner
of the Morning Post noticed his death, generonsly
adding that his manner displayed considerable
genius, though hir style was rather sketchy; and

referred to an advertisement, which annonnced
that Mr. Varnish, a well-known printseller, had
gtill on hand a very few drawings and paintings
by Richard Tinto, Esquire, which those of the no-
bility and gentry, who wish to complete their col-
lections of modern art, were invited to visit with-
out delay. So ended Dick Tinto! a lamentable
proof of the great truth, that in the fine arts medi-
ocrity is not permitted, and that he who cannokt
ascend to the very top of the ladder, will do well
not to put his fodt upon it at all

The memory of Tinto is dear to me, from the
recollection of the many conversations which we
have had together, mogt of them turning npon my
present task. Hewas delighted with my progress,
and talked of an ornamented and illustrated edi-
tion, with heads, vicnettes, and culs de lampe, all
to be designed by his own patriotic and friendly
pencil. He prevailed upon an old sergeant of in-
valids to sit to him in the character of Bothwell,
the life-gnard’s-man of Charles the Second, and
the bell-man of Gandereleugh in that of David
Deans. But while he thus proposed to unite his
own powers with mine for the illustration of these
narratives, he mixed many a dose of salutary
criticism with the panegyrics which my composi-
tion was at times so fortunate as to call forth.

“Yourcharacters,” he eaid, **my dear Pattie-
son, make too much use ol the gob box; they
patter too much—(an elegant phrascology, which
Dick had learned while painting the scenes of an
itinerant company of players)—there is nothing in
whole pages but mere chat and dialogne.”

“The ancient philosopher,” said I in reply,
“was wont to say, ‘Speak, that I may know
thee ;* and how is it possible for an anthor to in-
troduce his persone dramatiés to his readers in a
more interesting and effectnal manner, than by
the dialogue in which each is represented as sup-
porting his own appropriate character f ™

‘Tt is a false conclusion,” said Tinto; “Thate
it, Peter, as T hate an unfilled cann. I will grant.
you, indecd, that ech is a faculty of some
value in the intercourse of human affairs, and I
will not even insis ine of that Pytha-
gorean toj of opinion that, over &
botile, spe 1z spoiled conversation. But I will
not allow that a professor of the fine arts has oc-
asion to embody the idea of his scene in langu
in order to impress upon the reader its realil
its effect, On the eontrary, I will be judged by
most of your readers, Peter, shonld these tales
ever become publie, whether you have not given
us a page of talk for every le idea which two
words might have communicated, while the pos
ture, and manner, and incident, accurately drawn,
and brought out by appropriate coloring, would
have preserved all that was worthy of preserva-
tion, and saved these everlasting said he's and
gaid she's, with which it has been your pleasure
to encnmber your pages,”

I replied, ** That he confounded the operations
of the pencil and pen ; that the screne and silent
art, a8 painting has been called oy one of o first
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Jving poets, necessarily appeealed to the eye, be-
cause il had not the organs for addressing the
ear; whereas poetry, or that epecies of composi-
tion which approached to it, lay under the neces-
gity of doing absolutely the reverse, and addressed
itself to the ear, for the purpose of exciting that
interest which it could not attain through the
medinm of the eye.”

Dick waa not a whit stagzered by my argu-
ment, which he contended was founded on mis-
representation. * Description,” he said, ** was
to the anthor of a romance exactly what drawing
and tinting were to a painter; words were his
colors, and, it properly employed, they could not
fail to place the scene, which he wished to con-
jure up, as effectually before the mind’s eye, as
fhe tablet or canvas presents it to the bodily
organ., The same rules,” he contended, ““applied
to both, and an exuberance of dialogue, in the
former case, was a verbose and laborious mode
of composition which went to confornd the
proper art of fictitions narrative with that of the
drama, a widely different species of composition,
of which dialogne was the very essence, because
all, excepting the language to be made use of, was
presented to the eye by the dresses, and persons,
and actions of the performers upon the stage.
But as nothing,” said Dick, *“can be more dull
ihan a long narrative written upon the plan of a
drama, so where yon have approached most near
to that species of composition, by indulging in
prolonged scenes of mere conversation, the course
of your story has become chill and constrained,
and you have lost the power of arresting the
attention and exciting the imagination, in which
upon other oceasions you may be considered as
having succeeded tolerably well.”

I made my bow in requital of the compliment,
which wag probably thrown in by way of placebo,
and expressed myself willing at least to make one
trial of a more straight-forward style of composi-
tion, in which my actors should do more, and
less, than in my former attempts of this kind.
Dick gave me a patronizing and approving nod,
and observed, that, finding me so docile, he would
communicate, for the benefit of my muse, a sub-
ject which he had studied with a view to his own
art.

“The etory,” he said, * was, by tradition,
afiirmed to be truth, although as upwards of a
hundred years had passed away since the events
took place. seme doubt upon the accuracy of afl
the particulars might be reasonably entertain-
ed.”

When Dick Tinto had thus spoken, he rom-
maged his portfolio for the eketch from which he
proposed one day to execute a picture of fourteer
feet by eight. The sketch, which was cleverly
executed, to use the appropriate phrase, repre-
gented an ancient hall, fitted up and furnished in
what we now call the taste of Quneen Elizabeth’s
age. The light, admitted from the upper part of
a high casement, fell upon a female fizure of ex-
quisite beauty, who, in an attitude of specchless
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terror, appeared to watch the issne of a debate
betwixt two other persons. The one was & young
man, in the Vandyke dress common to the time
of Charles I., who, with an gir of indignant pride,
testified by the manner in which he raised his
head and extended his arm, seemed to be urging
a claim of right, rather than of favor, to a lady,
whose age, and some regemblance in their fea-
tures, pointed her out as the mother of the younger
female, and who appeared to listen with a mixture
of displeasure and impatience.

Tinto prodaced his sketch with an air of mys-
terious triumph, and gazed on it as a fond parent
looks upon a hopeful child, while he anticipates
the future figure he is to make in the world, and
the height to which he will raise the honor of his
family. He held it at arm’s length from me,—he
held it closer,—he placed it upon the top of a chest
of drawers, closed the lower shutters of the case-
ment, to adjust a downward and favorable light,
—1ell back to the due distance, dragged me after
him.,—shaded his face with his hand, as if to ex-
clude all but the faverite object,—and ended by
spoiling a child’s copybook, which he rolied up so
as to serve for the darkened tube of an amateur.
1 fancy my expressions of enthusiasm had not
been in proportion {o hiz own, for he presently
exclaimed with vehemence, *Mr. Pattieson, I
used to think yon had an eye in your head.”

I vindicated my claim to the usual allowance
of visnal organs.

“Yet, on my honor,” gaid Dick, “I would
gwear you had been born blind, since you had
failed at the first glance to digcover the subject
and meaning of that skeich. Ido not mean fo

ise my own performance, I leave these arts to

I am sensible of my deficiencies, con-
geious that my drawing and coloring may be im-
proved by the time I intend to dedicate to the art.
But the conception—the expression—the pi
tions—these tell the story to every one who looks
at the sketch; and if I can finish the picture with-
out diminution of the original conception, the
name of Tinto shall no more be smothered by the
mists of envy and intrigne.”

I replied, * That I admired the sketch exceed-
ingly ; but that to understand its full merit, T felf
it absolutely necessary to be informed of the sub-
jeet.,”

“That iz the very thing I complain of’ an-
gwered Tinto; * you bave accustomed yourself so
much to these creeping twilight details of yours,
that you are become incapable of receiving that
instant and vivid flash of conviction, which darts
on the mind from ing the happy and expres-
sive combinations of a™ingle scene, and which
gather from the position, attitnde, and counte-
nance of the moment, not only the history of
the pagt lives of personages represented, and

he nature of the business on which they are im-
mediately engaged, but lifts even the veil of futu-
rity, and affords a shrewd guess at their future
fortunes.” i

“In that case;” replicd L * Painting excels the




