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the humor dictates. My dinner is indeed solitary,
yet not quite eo neither; for though Audr--v'.v
waits, Janet, or,—as she is toall the world but
naster, aud certain old Highland gossips,—
MacEvoy, attends, bustles about, and desire
to see everything is in first-rate order, and to tell
me, Cot pless us, the wonderful news of the Pal-
ace for the day. When the cloth is removed, and
1 light my cigar, and begin to husband a pint of
port, or a glass of old whisky and water, it ie the
rule of the hounse that Janet takes a chair at some
distance, and nods or works her stocking, as she
may be disposed ; ready to speak if I am in the
talking humor, and sitting quiet as a monse if I
am rather inclined to study a book or the news-
paper. At six precisely she makes my tea, and
leaves me to drink it; and then occars an inter-
val of time which most old bachelors find heavy on
their hands. The theatre isa good occasional re-
source, especially if Will Murray acts, or a bright
star-of eminence shines forth; but it is di
and so are one or two public societies to wh
belong; besides, these evening walks are all
compatible with the elbow-chair feeling, which
desires some employment that may divert the
mind without fatizuing the body
Under the inflnence of these impre
have sometimes thonght of this literary undertak-
ing, I mmusthave been the Bonassus himself to
have mistaken myself for a genins, yet I have
leisure and reflections like my neighbors. I am
a borderer also between two generations, and
can point out more perhaps than others of those
fading traces of antiquity which are daily vanish-
ing; and I know many a modern instance and
many an old tradition, and therefore I ask—
What ails me, T may not

well as they,
Rake up some th

ge's sorrel and b

s o of blood,
Arthur’s round board and Cale

ian wood,

Noshop is so easily set up as an antiqus
ike those of the lowest order of pawnbro
commodity of rusty iron, a bag or two of I
nailg, a few odd shoe-buckles, cashiered kail-pots,
and fire-irons declared incapable of gervi

quite sufficient to set him up. Ifhe add a st

or two of penny ballads and broadsides, he is a
greatman—an extensive trader. And then—like
the pawnbrokers aforesaid, if the anthor under-
stands a little legerdemain, he may, by dint of a
little picking and stealing, make the inside of his
shop a great deal richer than the out, and be able
to show you things which canse those who do
not understand the antiquarian trick of clean
conveyance, to wonder how the devil he came by
them.

It may be said that antiquarian articles inter-
st but few customers, and that we may bawl
ourselves as rusty as the wares we deal in without
any one asking the price of our merchandize.
But I do not rest my hopes upon this depart-

ment of my labors only. T propose also to have
a corresponding shop for Sentiment, and Dig

T squisition, which may captivata
the fancy of those who have no relish, a8 the gs.
tablished phra pes, for pure antiguity ;—a sort
of green-grocer’s stall erected in front of my
ironmongery wares, garlanding the rusty mema.
rials of ancient times, with cresses, cabbages,
leeks, and water purpy.

As Ihavesome idea that I am writing too well o
be understood, I humble myzell to ordinary lane
guage, and aver, with becoming modesty, that I
do think myself capable of sustaining a publica-®
tion of & misce_aneous nature, as like fo the
Spectator or the Guardian, the Mirror or the
Lounger, as my poor abilities may be able. to ac-
complish. Not that I have any purpose of imitat-
ing Johnson, whose general learning and power
of expression I do not deny, but many of whose

Ramblers are little better than a sort of pageant,

where trite and obvious maxims are made to
swageer in lofty and mystic langnage, and get
some credit only because they are not easily na-
derstood. There are some of the great Moral-
ist's papers which I cannot pernse without think-
ing on a second-rate masquerade, where the best
known and least estee characters in town
march in as heroes, and sultans, and so forth,
and, by dint of tawdry es, get some congids
eration until they are found ont. Itis not, how-
ever, prudent to commence with throwing stones,
just when I am striking out windows of 10y
own,

I think even the local situation of Little Croft-

7 be cons
A mnobler contrast there can hardly
exist than that of the huge city, dark with the
and groaning. with the various
gounds of re industry or idle revel, and the
lofty and cragzy hill, silent and solitary as the
e full tide of existence,
ing itself forward with the
inundation ; the other resembling
me-worn anchorite, whose life passes 28
vd unobserved as the slender rill which
and scarce seen, from the fonn-
int. The city resembles the

] ple where the modern Comus and
Manimen hold their court, and thousands sacri-
fice ease, independence, and virtue itself, at their
ghrine; the misty and lonely mountain seems
as a throne to the majestic but terrible Genins
of fendal times, when the same divinities dis
pensed coronets and domains fo those who had
heads to devise, and arms to execute, bold enter:
prises,

I have, as it were, the two extremities of the
moral world at my threshold. From the fronk
door, a few minutes' walk brings me into the
heart of a wealthy and populous city ; as many

paces from my opposite entrance, places me ina
golitude as complete as Zimmerman could have
fesired. Surely with snch aids to my magina:
tion, I may write better than if I were in & lodg:
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Ing in the New Town, ora ga rret in the old. As
the Spaniard 8 “ Viamos—Caracco [ "

I have nol n to publish periodically, my
reason for which was two-fold. In the first
place, I don't lile to be hurried, and have had
enough of duns in an early part of my life, to
make me reluctant to hear of, or gee one, even in
the less awful shape of & printer’s devil. Bat,
secondly, a periodical paper is not easily ex-
tended in circulation beyond the quarter in
which itis published. This work, if published
in fuogitive numbers, would scarce, without a
high pressure on the part of the bookseller, be
raised above the Netherbow, and mever could be
expected to ascend to the level of Prince’s Street.
Now1am ambitious that my sompositions, though
havine their origin in this Valley of Holyrood,
should not only be extended into those exalted
rezions I have mentioned, but also that they
shonld cross the Forth, astonish the long town
of Kirkaldy, enchant the gkippers and colliers of
the East of Fife, venture even into the classic ar-
cades of 8t. Andrews, and travel as much farther
to the north as the breath of applause will carry
their sails, As for a gouthward direction, it is
not to be hoped for in my fondest dreams. Iam
informed that Scottish literature, like Sc h
whisky, will be presently laid under a prohibi-
tory daty. Dut enoug of this. If any reader is
dull enongh not to comprehend the advantages
whieh, in point of circulation, & compact book
has over & collection of fugitive numbers let him
try the range of a gun loaded with l-shot,
against that of the same piece charged with an
equal weight of lead cor lidated in a single bul-
let.

Besides, it was of less consequence that T
ghounld have published periodically, since 1 did
not mean to golicit or accept of the contributions
of fifends, or the criticisms of those who may be
less kindly disposed. Notwithstanding the excel-
lent examples which might be quoted, I will estab-
fish no besing - box, either under the name of a
lion’s head or ana What is good o shall
be mine own, or the contribution of fr ends to
whkom I may have private access. Many of my
voluntary assistants might be cleverer than my-
gelf, and then I should have a brilliant article ap-
pear among my chiller effusions, like a patch of
lace on & Scottish cloak of Galashiels gray. Some
micht be worse, and then T must reject them, to
the injury of the feelings of the writer, or else
_zaert them, to make my own darkness yet mor
opaque and palpable. **Let every herring,” says
our old-fashioned proverb, *“hang by hi
head.”

Oneperson, however, Tmay dist inguish, as
i now no more, who, living to the utmost term of
human life, honored me with a great share of her
friendship, as indeed we were blood relatives in
the Scottish sense—Heaven knows how many de-
grees removed—and friends in the sense of Old
England. Imean the late excellent and regretted
Mrs, Bothune Baliol. . But as I design this ad-

mirable picture of the o.den time for a principal
character in my work, I will only say here, that
she knew and approved of my present purpose ;
and thongh she declined to contribute to it while
ghe lived, from a sense of dignified retirement,
which she thought became her age, 8€X, and con-
dition in life, she left me gome materials for car-
rying on my proposed work, which I coveted
when Theard her detail them in conversation,
and which now, when I have their gybstance in
her own handwriting, [ account far more valu-
able than anything T have myself to offer. I hope
the mentioning her namein conjunction with my
own, will give no offence to any of her numerous
friends, a8 it was her own expres pleasure that
1 should employ the manuscripts, v hich she did
me the honor to bequeath me, in the manner in
which T have now used them. 1t mu st be added,
however, that in most cases I have disguized
names, and in some have added shading and col-
oring to bring out the narrative.

Much of my materials, besides these, are de-
rived from friends, living or dead. The accaracy
of someof these may be doubtful, in which case 1
shall be happy to receive, from sufficient anthor-
ity, the correction of the errors which must creep
into traditional documents. The object of the
whole publication is, to throw seme light on the
manners of Scotland as they were, and to con-
trast them cecasionally, with those of the present
day. My own opinions are in favor of our own
times in many respects, but notin go faras affords
meane for e -{sing the imagination, or exeiting
the intere ‘hes to other times, Iam
glad to be a writer or a reader in 1826, but I
would be most interested in veading or relating
what happened from half a cenfury to a century
pefore. We have the best of it.  Scenes in which
our ancestors thought deeply, acted fiercely, and
died desperate! e to us tales to divert the te-
dinm of & winter's evening, when weare enzaged
to no party, or beguile a summer's morni
when it is too scorching to ride or walk.

Yet I do not mean that my essays and narra
tives should be limited to Scotland. I ple
myself to no particular line of subjects ; but, on
the contrary

I ut o s¢ .
I have only to ;mgl_'hy way of postscript to these
preliminary chapters, that T have had recourse to
Moliére's recipe, and read my manuscript over ta
my old woman Janet M: cEvoy.

The dimnity of being consulted delighted
Janet; and Wilkie, or Allan, would have made a
capital sketch of her, as ghe sat npright in her
chair, instead of her ordinary lounging posture,
knitting her stockings sy tematically, as if she
meant every twist of her thread, and inclination
of the wires, to bear burden to the cadence of my
voice. Iam afraid, too, that I myself felt more
delicht than I ought to Have done in my own
composition, and read a little more oratorically
than I should have ventured to do before an an
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fitor, of whose applanse I was not so secure.
And the result did not entirely encourace my
plan of censorship. Janet did indeed serionsly
incline to the account of my previous life, and
bestowed some Highland maledictions, more em-

phatic than conrteous, on Christie Stecle’s recep-*

tion of & * shentlemans in distress,” and of her
own mistress’s house too. T omitted, for certain
reasons, or greatly abridged, what related to her-
self. But when I came to treat of my general
views in publication, I saw poor Janet was en-
tirely thrown out, thongh, like a jaded hunter,
panting, puffing, and short of wind, she endeav-
ored at least to keep up with the chase. Or
rather her perplexity made her look all the while
like a deaf person ashamed of his infirmity, who
does not understand a word you are saying, yet
Jesires yon to believe that he does understand
you, and who is extremely jealons that yon sus-
pect his incapacity. When she saw that some
remark was necessary, she resembled exactly in
her criticism the devotec who pitched on the
“sweet word Mesopotamia,” as the most edify-
Ing note which she conld bring away from a ser-
mon. She indeed hastened to bestow general
praise on what she said was all “very fine;”
but chiefly dwelt on what I had said about Mr.
Timmerman, as she was pleased to call the Ger-
man philogopher, and supposed he must be of the
same descent with the Highland clan of M*Intyre,
which signifies Son of the Carpenter. ‘‘And a
fery honorable name too—Shanet’s own mither
was a M‘Intyre.”

In short, it was plain the latter part of my in-
troduction was altogetherlost on poor Janet, anid
50, to have acted up to Moliére’s system, I should
have cancelled the whole, and written it anew.
But I do not know how it is; I retained, I sup-
pose, some {olerable opinien of ‘my own com-
position, though Janet did not comprehend it,
and felt loath to retrench those Delilahs of the
imagination, as Dryden calls them, the tropes
and figures of which are caviar to the multitude.
Besides, Thate rewriting, as much as Falstaff did
paying back—it is a double labor. So I deter-
mined with myself to consult Janet, in future,
only on such things as were within the limits of
ner comprehension, and hazard my arguments
and my rhetoric on the pablic without her im-
primatur. Iam pretty sure she will ** applaud it
done.” And in such narratives as core within
her range of thought and feeling, I shall, as I firet
intended, take the benefit of her unsophisticated
Judgment, and attend to it deferentially—that is,
when it happens not to be in pecualiar opposition
to my ownj for, after all, T say, with Alman-
ZOr—

#Enow that I alons am king of me,”

The reader has now my who and my where-
about, the purpose of the work, and the circnm-
gtances under which it is ondertaken. He has
also & specimen of the author’s talents, and may
indge for himself, and proceed or send hack the

volume to the bookseller, 23 his own taste skal
defermine.
et o

CHAPTER VL
ME. CROFTANGRY'S ACCOUNT OF MRS. BETHUNE
BALIOL,

The moon, were she earthly, no nobler,
. Conionanus,

WHEN we set out on the jolly voyage of life,

what a brave fleet there is around us, as stretching.,

our fresh canvas to the breeze, all **shipshape
and Bristol fashion,” pennons flying, music play-
ing, cheering each other as we pass, we ara

rather amused than alarmed when some awk-
ward comrade goes right ashore, for want of

pilotage |—Alas! when the voyage is well spent,

and we look about us, toil-worn mariners, how
few of our ancient consorts still remain in sight,
and they, how torn and wasted, and, like our
selves, struggling to keep as long as possible off
the fatal shore, against which we are all finally
drifting |

I felt this very trite but melancholy truth in
all its foree the other day, when a packet with a
black seal arrived, containing a letter addressed
to me by my late excellent friend Mrs, Martha
Bethune Baliol, and marked with the fatal indor-
sation, **To be delivered according to address,
after I shall be no more.” A latter from her ex-
ecntors accompanied the packet, mentioning that
they had found in her will a bequest to me of a
painting of ‘some value, which she stated wonld
just fit the space above my cupboard, and fifty
guineas to buy a ring. And thns I .separated,
with ‘all the kindness which we had maintained
for many years, from a friend, who, though old
enough to have been the companion of my
mother, was yet, in gaiety of epirits, and admir-
able sweetness of temper, capable of being agree-
able, and even animatine society, for those who
write themselves in the vaward of youth ; an ad-
vantage.which I havelost for these five-and-thirty
years. The contents of the packetT had no dif-
ficulty in guessing, and have partly hinted at
them in the last chapter, ' But, to instruct the
reader in the particulars, and at the same time
to indulge myself with recalling the virtues and
agreeable qualities of my late friend, T will give
a ghort sketch of her manners and habits.

Mrs. Martha Bethunc Baliol was & person of
quality and fortune, as these are esteemed ic
Scotland. Her family was ancient, and her con
nexions honorable, Shewas not fond of specially
indicating her exact age, but her juvenile recol:
lections stretched backwards till beforée the
eventful year 17945; and she remembered the
Highland clans being in possession of the Scot-
tish capital, though probably only as an indis-
tinet vision. Her fortune, independent by her
father's bequest, was rendered opulent by the
death of more than one brave brother, who fell
successively in the service of their conntry; 8o
that the family estates became vested in the only
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urviving chila of the ancient house of Bethune
Baliol. My intimacy was formed with the excel-
lent Iady after this event, and when she was
already something advanced in age.

She inhabited, when in Edinburgh, where she
regularly spent the winter season, one of t'no_‘s.e old
hotels, which, till of late, were to be found in the
neighborhood of the Canongate, and of the Palace
of Holyrood-honse, and which, scparated from
the street, now dirty and valgar, by paved courts,
and gardens of some extent, made amends for an
indifferent access, by showing something of aris-
toeratic state and seclusion, when you were once
admitted within their precincts. They have
pulled her house down; for, indeed, betwixt
building and burning, every ancient monument
of the Scottish capital is now likely to be utterly
demolished. I pause on the recollections C»f: the
place, however; and since Nature has dcmc{l_a
pencil when she placed 2 pen in my hand, I will
endeavor to make words answer the purpose of
delineation.

Baliol's Lodging, &0 was the mansion named,

=

reared its high stack of chimneys, among which
were geen a turret or two, and one of those small
projecting platforms, called bartizans, a‘b‘ove the
mean and modern buildings which line the
gonth side of the Canongate, towards the lower
end of that street, and not distant from the Palace.
A porte cockére, having a wicket for foot-passen-
gers, wag, npon due occasion, unfolded by a lame
old man, tall, grave, and thin, who tenanted a
hovel beside the gate, and acted as porter. To
this office he had been promoted by my friend’s
charitable feelings for an old seldier, and partly
by an idea that his head, which was a very fine
one; bore gome resemblance to that of Garrick
in the character of Lusignan. He was a man
gaturnine, silent, and slow in his proceedings,
and would never open the porte cochére to a hack-
ney coach ; indicating the wicket with 11i:;‘ﬁnger1
as the proper passage for all who came in that
obscure vehicle, which was not permxttc_ed t_o de-
grade with its ticketed presence t!le dlgll'lt}“nf
Baliol’s Lodging. I do not think this pec_u.lmrlty
would have met with his lady’s approbation, any
more than the occasional partiality of Lusignan,
or, as mortals called him, Archy Macready, J_tu a
dram, ButMrs. Martha Bethune Baliol, conscious
that, in case of conviction, she could never have
prevailed upon herself to dethrone th(:, King of
Palestine from the stone bench on which he sat
for hours knitting his stocking, refused, byac-
crediting the intelligence, even to put him upon
his trial; well judging that he WouIdlnbsenTe
more wholesome cantion if he conceived his
character unsuspected, than if he were detected,
and suffered to pass unpunished. For after all,
she eaid, it would be cruel to dismiss ﬂn‘niﬂ
Highland soldier for a peccadillo so appropriate
to hig conntry and profession.

The stately gate for carriages, or the humble
eccommodation for foot-passengers, a{}mltted
awmto & narrow and short passage, running be-

tween two rows of lime-trees, whose greei f('sh-
age, during the spring, contrasted strangely with
the swart complexion of the two walls by the
side of which they grew. This access led to the
front of the house, which was formed by two
gable ends, motehed, and haying their windows
adorned with heavy architectural ornaments;
they joined each other at rizht angles; and
a half cirenlar tower, which contained the cn-
trance and the staircase, occupied the point of
junction, and rounded the acute angle. One of
other two sides of the little court, in which there
was just sufiicient room to tnrn a carriage, was
occupied by some low buildings answering the
purpose of offices; the other, by a parapet sur-
rounded by a highly-ornamented iron railing,
twined round with honeysuckle and other para-
sitical shrubs, which permitted the eye to peep
into a pretty snburban garden, extending down
to the road called the South Back of the Canon-
gate, and boasting a number of old trees, many
flowers, and even some frnit. We must not for-
get to state, that the extreme cleanliness of the
court-yard was such as intimated that mop and
pail had done their ntmost in that favored spot,
to atone for the general dirt and dinginess of .the
quarter where the premises were sitnated.

Over the docrway were the arms of Bethune
and Baliol, with varions other devices caryed in
gtone: the door itself was studded with iron
nails, and formed of black oak; an iron rasp.*
as it was called, was placed on if, instead of a
knocker, for the purpose of summoning the
attendants, He who usually appeared at the
summons was a smart lad, in & handsome livery,
the son of Mrs. Martha's gardener at Mount
Baliol. Now and then a servant-girl, nicely bat
plainly dressed, and fully aceoutred with stock-
ings and shoes, would perform this duty; and
twice or thrice I remember being admitted by
Beanffet himgelf, whose exterior looked as much
like that of a clergyman of rank as the butler of a
gentleman’s family. He had been valet-de-cham-
bre to the last Sir Richard Bethune Baliol, and
was a person highly trusted by the present lady.
A fall stand, as it is called in Scotland, of gar-

* The ingenious Mr. R, Caaxners’s Traditions of Edinburghy
give the following account of the forgotten rasp or risp :—

¢ This house had & pin or risp st the door, instead of the
more modern convenienee, a knocker. The pin, rendered intex
esting by the figure which it makes in Scottizh song, was formed
of a small rod of iron, twisted or motched, which was placed
perpendicularly, starting out a little from the door, and :now a
small ring of the same metal, which an applicant for admiitance
drew rapidly up and down the nicks, so as to produce a grating
gound. Sometimes the rod was simply stretched scross the
wvizzying hole, & convenient aperfure through which the porter
could take cognizance of the person applying; in which case it
acted alsoas a stanchion. These were almost all disnsed about
sixty years ago, when knockers were generally sltbg{uu(efl a3
more genteel.  But knockers at that time did not long remain in
repute, though they have never been altogether superseded,
even by bells, in the Old Town. The comparaiive merit of
knockers and pins was for a long time a svbjeet of doubt, and
many knockers got their heads twisted off in the course of il
dispute.”—Cuanzzns’s Traditions of Edinburgh.
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ments of a dark color, gold buckles in his shoes,
and at the knees of his breeches, with his hair
regularly dressed and powdered, announced him
to be a domestic of trust and importance. His
mistress used to say of him,
“He's sad and civil,
And suits well for & servant with my fortunes.”

As no one can escape seandal, some said that
Beanffet made a rather better thing of the place
than the modesty of his old-fashioned wages
would, unassisted, have amounted to. But, the
man was always very civil to me. Te had been
long in the family; had enjoyed legacies, and
laid by & something of his own, upon which he
now enjoys ease with dignity, in as far as his
newly-married wife, Tibbie Shortacres, will per-
mit him,

The Lodging—Dearest reader, if yon are tired,
pray pass over the next four or five pages—w
not by any means so large as its external appear-
ance led people to conjecture. The interior ac-
commodation was much eutup by eross walls and
long passages, and that neglect of economizing
gpace which characterizes old Scottish archite
ture. But there was far more room than my old
friend required, even when she had, as was often
the case, four or five young consins under her
protection; and I believe much of the house was
unoccupied. Mrs. Bethune Baliol never, in my
presence, showed herself go much offended, as
once with a meddling person who advized her to
have the windows of these snpernumerary apart-
ments built up, to save the tax, She said in ire,
that, while she lived, the light of God should visit
the hou:e of her fathers; and while she had a
penny, king and country should have their due.
Indeed, she was punctiliously loyal, even in that
most -m'_’ﬂ'r’rm" test of !umm' 1he payment of
imposts. Mr. Beauffet told me he was ordered to
offer a glass of wine to the person who collected
the income tax, and that the poor man was so
overcome by a reception so nnwontedly generous,
that he bad well-nizh fainted on the spot.

You entered by a matted anteroom into the
eating-parlor, filled with old-fashioned furniture,
and hung with family portraits, which, except-
ing one of 8ir Bernard Bethune, in James the
Bixth’s time, said to be by Jameson, were ex-
cecdingly frightful. A saloon, as it was called, a
long narrow chamber, led out of the dining-par-
lor, and served for a drawing-room. It was a
pleasant apartment, looking ont upon the south
fiank of Holyrood-houge, the gizantic slope of
Arthur's Seat, and the girdle of lofty rocks called

Salisbary C * pbjects so rudely wild that
the mind can hardly conceive them to exist in
the vic e of & populous metropolis. The paint-
ngs of thc saloon came from abroad, and had
pome of them much merit, To see the best of
them, however, you must be rr"‘utfl’wl into t],

* The Rev. Mr. Bowles de

s the name of ‘hF!L‘ir"rrc a8
of the Episcopal city in the

of England, from the sama

rcob; both, in his opinion, rhnh he very ably defends and il-
lustrates, ha'-mf' been the i“.t!a of droidical temples,

very penetralia of the temple, and allowed to
draw the tapestry at the nupper end of the saloon,
and enter Mrs. Martha’s own special (il'es~1n_g
room. This was a charming apartment, of
which it would be dificnlt to describe the I‘orm
it had so many rece , which were filled up
with shelves of ebony, and cabinets of japan
and or molu ; some for holding books, of which
Mrs. Murii:a had an admirable cullcut'wn, 20me
for a display of ornamental .hina, others for
shells and similar curiosities. In a little ni the,
half screened by a curtain of crimson sillk, was
disposed & suit of tilting armor of bright Etl,el.
inlaid with silver, which had been worn on some
memorable occasion, by 8ir Bernard Bethune,
already mentioned ; while over the canopy of the
niche, hung the bwm_l‘u ord with which her fa.
ther had attempted to change the fortunes of
Britain in 1715, and the spontoon which her elder
brother bore when he was leading on a company
of the Black Watch * at Fontenoy.

There were some Italian and Flemish pictures
of admitted hentieity, 4 few genuine bronzes
and other ohjects of curiosity, which her brothers
or hergelf had picked up while abroad. In short,
it was a place where the idle were tempted to
become studious, the studious to grow idle—
where the grave might find matter to make them
gay, and 111[: gay 8 1h_|f=r‘ts for gravity.

That it might maintain some title to its name,
I must not forget to say, that the lady’s dressing-
room exhibited a superb mirror, framed in silver
filizree work; a beautiful toilet, the cover of
which was of Flanders lace; and a set of boxes
corresponding in materials and work to the
frame of the mirror;

This dressing apparatus, however, was mere
matter of parade: Mrs. Martha Bethune Baliol
always went throngh the actnal duties of the
toilet in an inner apartment, which corresponded
with her eleeping-room by a small detached
staircage, There were, I believe, more than one
of those furnpike stairs, as they were called,
about the house, by which the public rooms,all
of which entered throngh each other, were ac
commodated with separate and independent
modes of access. In the little boudoir we have

ribed, Mrs, Martha Baliol had her choicest
meeting She kept early hours; and if you
went in the morning, you must not reckon that
space of day as extending beyond three o'clock;
or four at the utmost, These vigilant habits
were attended with some restraint on her vis-
ilors, but they were indemnified by your alwayg
finding the best society, and the best informa
tion, which was to be had for the day in the
Scottish capital. Without at all affecting the
blue etocking, she liked books—they amused her
—and if the authors were persons of charactery
i i it i A LS
* The well-known
Ragiment, Being the

of the gallant 4
ha roysl service 14

were Umi named from the contrast which their dar!

nished to the scarlet and white of the other regi
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she thought she owed them a debt of civilify,
which she loved to discharge by personal kind.
pess. When she gave a dinner to a small party,
which she did now and then, she had the good
nature to look for, and the good luck to discover,
what sort of people suited each other best, and
chose her company a8 Duke Theseus did his

ounds
L Tow matched in mouth like bells,

Each under each,” *

go that every guest conld take his part in the
cry+ instead of one mighty Tom of a fellow, like
Dr. Johnson, silencing all besides, by the J
mendous depth ofhis diapason. On such occ ns
ghe afforded chére ex 2+ and ev now and
then there was some dish of French, oreven Scot-
tish derivation, which, as well as the numerous
assortment of vins exlraordinaires i»'\,?ucc:l by
Mr. Beauffet, gave a sort of antique and foreign
ﬁir to the entertainment, which rendered it more
interesting.

It was a great thing to be asked to such par-
ties; and not less so to be invited to the e.vlv
eonversazione, which, in gpite of fashion, by d
of the best coffee, the finest tea, and chasse
that would have called the dead to 1
trived now and then to assemble in her saloon
already mentioned at the unnatural hour of e
in the evening. At such times, the cheerful old
lady seemed to enjoy herself so ‘much in the hap-
piness of her guests, that they excried them-
gelves, in turn, to prolong her amusement and
their own: and a certain charm was excited
around, seldom to be met with in p arties of
]ﬂefu«ure, and which was founded on the goneral
desire of every one present to contribute some-
thing to the common amusement.

But, although it was a great privilege to be
admitted to wait on my excellent friend in the
morning, or be invited to her dinner or evening
parties, I prized still higher the right which I
had acquired, by old aequaintance, of visiting
Baliol’s Lod , npon the chance of finding its
venerable Jnh'ﬂnmut pr@pmmw for tea, just about
gix o'clock in the evening. It was only to two
ar three old friends that she permitted this free-
dom, nor wag this sort of chance-party ever al-
lowed to extend itself beyond five in number.
The answer to those who came later, announced
that the company was filled up for the evening;
which had the double effect, of making those
who waited on Mrs. Bethune Baliol in this nn-
ceremonions manner punctual in observing her
hour, and of adding the zest of & little difficulty
to the enjoyment of the party.

It more frequently happened that only one or
two persons partook of this refreshment on the
game evening ; or, upposing the case of a sin;
gentleman, Mrs. 7\[.11‘1!1’!,1{1011'*11 she did not hesi-
tate to admit him to her boudoir, after the priv-
flege of the French and the old Scotfish &c hool,
took care, as she used to say, to preserve all

® Shakspeare’s Midsummer Night's Dream, Act IV., Ba L

possible propriety, by commanding the attend
ance of her principal female attendant, Mrs,
Alice Lambskin, who might, from the gravity
and dignity of her appearance, have sufficed te
matronize a whole boarding-school, instead of
one maiden lady of eighty and upwards, As the
weather permitted, Mrs. Alice gat duly remote
from the company in a fantenil behind the pro-
jecting chimney-piece, or in the embrasure of a
window, and prosecuted in Carthusian silenee,
with ndefaticable zeal, a piece of embroidery,
which seemed no bad emblem of eternity,

Bt I have neglected all this while to intro-
duce my friend herself to the reader, at least go
far as words can convey the luculumtu,s by
which her appearance and conversation were dis-
tingunished.

A little woman with ordinary features, and an
ordinary form, and hair, nlmh in youth had ne
decided color, we may beli . Martha, when
ghe said of 1 as never rc.'n'u“.c-
able for personal charms; a modest admission,
which was readily confirmed by eertain old ladies,
her contemporaries, who, whatever might have
been the youthful advantages which they more
than hinted had been formerly their own share,
were now, in pergonal appearance, as well as in
every thing else, far inferior to my accomplished

Mrs. Martha's features had been of a kind
which might be said to wear well; their irres-
nlarity was now of li consequence, animated
as they were by the vivacity of her conversa-
tion: her teeth were exccllent, and her eyes, al-
thcn_'.f:h inclining to gray, were lively, langhing
and nundimmed by time. A slight shade of com-
plexion, more briliiant than her years promised,
subjected my friend, amongst strangers, to the
guspicion of having stretched her foreign habits
as far as tho pruder 1t touch of the rouge. But it
wag a calumny ; for when telling or listening to
an interesting and affecting story, I have seen her
color come and go as if it played on the cheek of

Her hair, whatever its former deflciencies,
was now the most beautiful white that time conld
bleach, and was disposed with some degree of
pretension, thongh in the simplest manner pos-
sible, so as to appear neatly smoothed under a
cap of Flanders lace, of an old-fashioned, but, a3
I thourht, of a very handsome form, which un-
doubtedly has a name, and I would endeavor te
recur to it, if I thought it would make my de-
geription a bit more intelligible. I think I have
heard her say these favorite caps had been her
mother’s, and hal come in fashion with a pecu-
liar kind of wig used by the gentlemen about the
time of the battle of Ramillies. The rest of her
dress was always rather costly and distinguished,
especially in the evening. A silk or satin gown,
of some color becoming her age, and of a form
which, though complying to a certain degree with
the prcscut.' faghion, had always a reference to
gome more distant period, was garnished with
triple rufiles ; her shoes had diamond backles,
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and were raised a little at heel, an advantage
which, possessed in her youth, she alleged her
gize would not permit her to forego in her old
i clets, and other

rments of \‘ T
s & little
~pm' But she wore
mmn as .-Lunu.m:un matters, to which the habit
of being constantly in high life rendered her in-
different. She wore them because her rank re-
; and thought no more of them as ar-
7, than a gentleman dr d for din-
8 clean linen and well-brus L(.1

coat, 1110 conscionsness of which embar

the rustic bean on a Sunday.

Now and then, however, if a gem or orns
ment chanced to be noticed for its beanty or
gularity, the observation nsnally led 1i|c- way
an entertaining account of the manner in wi
it had been acquired, or the person from whom

On
such & gpoke
willin
which is
fad in her little Imus.ll\

p"m-« or former days, which formed an infer
part of her conversation, the (

m& ing all the usual protr
specting time, place, and circumstances
is apt to settle like a mist npon the cold m.d Ia
guid tales of age, and at the @ of ‘)1‘11";
ing forward, d
those incidents and ct
and interest to the sto

She had, as
deal in fo
ghe was 1
varions mis
contin

hinted, tr ravel .‘El a good
: for a brother.

attached, had b
ons of natio i
, and -'w h-H more
the opportunity
nish fd a great

1 .Jmnt \\ 18 for 80 many years her-
sealed againgt shnation. But,
Mrs. Bethune Bali tant coun-
: hion, when English
her, and see in France
and Italy es the same soclety whic
they might have enjoyed at home. On i!'.c con-
e mingled, when abroad, with tt
tives of those countries ghe visited, and enjoy
at once the advantage of their society, and ‘the
ire of comparing it with thatof Britain,
the course of her becoming habituated
. Bethune Baliol had,
}\ma, acquired some I.-]],,’]IT. tincture of “1L'>'11
Yet I was always persuaded, that the
ivacity of look and manner—the ]mmi-

Lﬂ-'n‘nr' 1 ff s £
niere (for she lnm\ no -‘mh_ ‘md the IIEL!L’ bhox
contained only a few piec
or some such lady-1

of candied angeliea,
sweetmeat), were of real

ioned SBcottish growth, and such as might
aced the tea-table of Susannah, Cu\m..ru
nton,* the patroness of Allan Ramsay
or of the Hon. Mra. Colonel O who w;'aq‘
jother mirror b ng of Anld
Reekie were 1'\"\1111 res ‘1\'(:4 Al
though \\'cll
other conn
f-n'mc'din] e

Archibald Kennedy of
r of David Lord

1 of Eglinion, and
her hustand,

of John Earl
oun. She

¥, aond of
m.xt day, ke

n which the
n.c,

wurch and state
, and had heard
d to enlti-
artment.””
-
¢, it erme out thid
¢ Dr, Johnson

t I had done well fo fores him
* * =
sence of mind W
in @ blundering
e slimentary adoption of D,
for [ unfortunately stated lh:t her Indyship
, in consequence of her hayi
ym, Dr. Johnson
ve that you are I
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d the faalit?
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aames of the highest society gave to Edinburgh
the #clat, which we now endeavor to derive from
the unbounded expense and extended cirele of
our pleasure

confirmed in this opinion, by the

aliol ns

Jt was Scottish, decidedly Scottish, often con-
taining pt g and words little used in the pres-
ent day. But then her fone and mode of pronun-
ciation were as different from the usual accent
of the ordinary Scotch pafols, as the accent of
8t James's is from that of Billingsgate, The
vowelz were not pronounced much broader than
in the Ttalian lancuace, and there was none of the
disagreeable drawl] which is so offensive to south-
ern ears. In short, it seemed to be the Scottish
as spoken by the ancient court of Scotland, to
which no idea of yulgarity could be attached ; and
the lively manner and gestures with which it was
accompanied, were so completely in accord with
the sound of the voice and the style of talking,
that I canmot assien them a different origin. In
long derivation, perhaps, the manner of the
Scottish conrt might have been originally formed
on that of France, to which it had certainly &
affinity : but I will live and die in the belief,
those of Mrs. Baliol, as pleasing as they wen
peculiar, came to her by direct descent from the
hich dames who anciently adorned with their
presence the royal halls of Holyrood.

—

CHAPTER VIL
MRS, BALIOL ASSISTS MR. CROFTANGRY IN
LITERARY SPECULATIONS.
s T have described Mrs. Bethune B
the reader will easily believe that when I tho
of the llaneous nataore of my work, I reste
information she possessed, and her
\tive disposition, as one of the principal
(}r my enterprise. Indeed, she by no
spproved of my proposed publica
o herself very doubtful hov
1 personally assist it—a doubt which
s perhaps set down to a little lady-like
ich required to be sued for the boon
g lO”'l‘mt. (Jr pert
nscious that her unusual term of
ast soon draw to a close, preferred be-
he materials In the =lm'w of alegac
them to the judgment of & critical
her lifetime,
atime I used, in our conversations of the
to resume my request of assistan
that my friend w. he most valus
witary of Scotfish traditions that 3
v now to be found. This was asubject ¢
mind was so much made up, that when
carry her description of manners so
ond her own time, and describe how
! Salton spoke, how Graham of Claver-
ced, what were the jewels worn by the
famons Duchess of Lauderdale, and how she

came hy them, I could not help telling her 1
thought her some fairy, who cheated us by retain-
ing the appearance of a mortal of our own day,
when, in fact, she had witnessed the revolutions
of centnries. She was much diverted when I re.
quired her to take some solemn oath that he had
not denced at the balls given by Mary of Hste,
when her unhappy husband * occupied I[oivlumi
in a species of honorable banishment ;—or asked,
whether she could not recollect Charles the
Second, when he came to Scotland in 1650, and
did not possess some slight recollections of the
bold usarper who drove him beyond the Forth.

v Beau cousin,” she said, langhing, ** none of
these do I remember pe n'nnal]y, but you must
know there has been wounderfully little change on
my npatural temper from youth to age. From
which it follows, consin, that being even now
gomething too young in spirit forthe y ears which
Time has mar! ked me in his calendar, I was, when
8 girl, a little too old for those of my own gtand-
ing, and as mnch inclined at that period to keep
the societyof elder persons, as Lam now dispoged
to admit the company of gay young fellows of
fifty or eixty like yourself, rather than collect
shout me all the octogenarians. Now, al-
thouch I do not actually come from Elfland, ana

ore cannot boast any personal knowledge
of the great p nages you inguire about, yet I
have scen and heard those who knew them we]!
and who have given me as distinct an account uf
them as I conl ve you myself of the Empress
Queen, or Federick of Prussiaj and I will frankly
add.™ said ehe, lanching and offering her Jon-
bonniere, * that I have heard go much of the years
which immediately succeeded the Revolution,
that T sometimes am apt to confuse the vivid
descriptions fixed on my memory by the frequent
and animated recitation of others, for things
which I myself have actnally witnessed. I¢ t
myself but yesterd describing to Lord M—
the riding of the last Scottish Parliament, with
as mnch minuteness as if T had seen it, as my
mother did, from the balcony in front of Lord
Moray's Lodging in the Canongate.”

“T am sure you must have given Lord M—
a high treat.™

T treated him to a hearty langh, T believe,”
ghe replied ; **butit is you, you vile seducer of
youth, “ho lead me into guch follies. But I will
be on my guard against my own weakness. Ido
not well know if the wandering Jew is supposed
to have a wife, but I should be sorry a decent
middle-azed Scottish gentlewoman should be sus-
peeted of identity wiLh guch a supernatural per-
gon.”

«Por all that, T must torture you a little, ma
pelle coustne, with my interrogatories; for how
ghall I ever turn author nnless on the strength of
the information which you have so often procured
me on the ancient state of manners?”

rds James IL, frequently re-
n his religion rendered him sn ob

h Parliament.

" ®The Duke of York, aft
slded in Holyrood-house; wk

ject of suspicion to the E
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' Stay, I cannot allow you to give your points
of inquiry a name go very venerable, if I am ex-
pected to answer them. Ancient is a term for
antediluvians. Youn may catechise me ahont the
battle of Flodden, or particulars about Bruce
and Wallace, under pretext of curiosity after an-
cient manners ; and that last subject would wake
my Baliol blood, you know.,”

“Well, but, Mrs, Baliol, suppose we set ttle our
era :—you do not call the accession of James the
Bixth to the kingdom of Britain very ancient?”

“ Umph! no, consin—I think I conld tell you
more of that than folk now-a-days remember,—
for instance, that as James was trooping tow-
ards England, bag and baggage, his journey was
stopped near Cockenzie by meeting the funeral of
the Earl of Wintoa, the old and faithful servant
and follower of hig ill-fated mother, poor Mary |
It was an ill omen for the infare, and so was seen
of it, cousin." *

I did not choose to prosecate this subject, well
Eknowing Mrs. Bethune Baliol did not like to be
much pressed on the subject of the Stewarts,
whose misfortunes she pitied, the rather that her
father had espoused their canse. And yet herat-
tachment to the present dynasty being very sin-
cere, and even ardent, more especially as her
family had served his late Majesty both in peace
and war, she experienced alittle embarrassment
in reconciling her opinions respecting the exiled
family, with those she entertained for the present.
In fact, like many an old Jacobite, she was con-
tented tobe somewhat inconsistent on the snb-
ject, comforting herself, that now every thing
stood as it onght to do, and that there was no uge
In looking back narrowly on the right or wrong
of the matter half a century ago.

**The Highlands,” I suggested, ** shonld far-
nish you with ample subjects of recollection,
You have witnessed the complete change of that
primeval country, and have seen a race not far
removed from the earliest period of society,
melted down into the great mass of civi
and that conld mot happen without incidents
gtriking in themselves, and curious as chapters
in the history of the human race,”

“It is very true,” eaid Mrs. Baliol; **one
would think it should have struck the observers

# The incident here alluded to iz thus
Progresses of James I., vol. iii., p. 306,
“The L ( [ ) S owed its fi
union of
Bruce. With }\mw J-;,nei )
having o ad ina in made
1 Before the

Queen were frequently at Seton, w

hospitable ta at which all for
tained on thelr visits to Seotland. His Lords ship
and was burted on the 5th of April, on the very
gland.
f at the south
till the funers

J.m:u.l", vol,

greatly, and yet it scarcely did so. For ma,j
was no Highlander myself, and the Hishlang
chiefs of old, of whom I certainly knew several,
had little in lhur manner: to distineuish them
from the Lowland gentry, when they mixed in sg.
ciety in Edinburgh, and assumed the Lowland
dress, Their peculiar character was for the
clansmen at home; and yon must not imasing
that they swaggered about in plaids and broad
gwords at the Crosg, or came to the Asscm'b]y.
Rooms in bonnets and kilts.”

“I remember,” said I, ** that Bwift, in his
journal, tells Stella he had dined in the honse
of a Scots nobleman, with two Highland chisfs,
whom he had found as well-bred men as he had
ever met with.,” *

“Yery likely,” said my friend, **The ex-
tremes of gociety approach much more closely to
each other than perhaps the Dean of Saint Pat.
rick’s expected. The savage is always toa cer
tain degree polite. Besides, going always armed,
and h o a very punctilions idea of their own
gentility and consequence, they usnally behaved
to each other and to the Lowlanders, with a good
deal of formal politeness, which sometimes even
procured them the character of insincerity.”

“ Falzehood belongs to an early period of so-

ciety, a8 well as the deferential forms which wa .

style politeness,” I replied. **A child does nof
see the least moral beauty in truth, until he has
been flogzed half-a-dozen times., It is 8o easy,
and apparently so natural, to deny what you cans
not be easily convicted of, that a savage as well
a8 a child lies to excuse himself, almost a8 in-
stinctively as he raises his hand to protect his
head. The old saying, * confess and be hanged,”
carries much argument in it. T observed & re-
mark the other day in old Birrel. He mentions
that M'Gregor of Glenstrae and some of his pee-
ple had surrendered themselves to one of the
Earls of Arzyle, upon the express condition that
they should be conveye e into England. The
lan Mhor of the day kept the word of

s¢, but it was only to the ear. e indeed

sent his captives to Berwick, where they had an
iiring on the other side of thc Tweed, but it was
under the custody of & strong guard, by whom
were brought back to Edinburgh, and

ered to the execu is, Birrel calls

1

hes friendes ,\-1:\(:('#0,.
ird, co nl‘mu to the Earle’s promes;
out of Seottis grund : Sus he keipit
1 he sent tha gaird to eomvoy
irectit to palrt wht
18 n[ Imu-\r e cama
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«Well,” replied Mrs. Baliol, “ I might add,
that many of the Highland chiefs whom I knew
in former days had been brought up in France,
which might improve their politeness, though
perbaps it did not amend their sincerity. But
considering, that, belonging to the depressed
and defeated faction in the state, they were com-
pelled sometimes to use dissimulation, you must
get their uniform fidelity to their friends against
their occasional falsehood to their enemies, and
then you will not judge poor John Highlandman
too severely. They were in a state of society
where bright lights are strongly contrasted with
deep shadows.”

© ]t is to that point I wonld bring you, ma
belle cousine,—and therefore they are most prop-
er subjects for composition,”

¢ And you want to turn composer, my good
friend, and set my old tales to some popular
tune ? But there have been too many compos-
ers, if that be the word, in the ficld before. The
Highlands were indeed & rich mine ; but they
have, I think, been fairly wrought out, as a good
tune is grinded into vulgarity when it descends
to the hurdy-gurdy, and the barrel-organ.”

“Jf it be really tune,” I replied, **it will re-
cover its better qualities when it gets into the
hands of better artists,”

“TUmph!™ said Mrs, Baliol, tapping her box,
# we are happy in our own good opinion this
evening, Mr. Croftangry. And go you think you
can restore the gless to the tartan, which it has
lost by being dragged through so many fin-
gers 1"

“ With your assistance to procure materials,
my dear lady, much, I think, may be done.”

¢ Well—I must do my best, I suppose ; though

pallows: himself belng chieff, he was hanglt his awin hight
above the rest of hes friendis."—BmrrL's Diary (in Davzecl’s
Frapments of Scotish History), pp. 60,

all T know about the Gael is but of little conse-
quence—indeed, I gathered it chiefly from Don-
ald MacLeish."

“ And who mizht Donald MacLeish he ¥

“Neither bard nor sennachie, I assure you;
nor monk, nor hermit, the approved anthorities
for old traditions. Donald was as good a postil-
ion as ever drove a chaise and pair between
Glencroe and Inverary. I sssure you, when I
give yon my Highland anecdoteg, you will hear
much of Donald MacLeish, He was Alice Lamb-
ekin’s beau and mine through a long Highland
tonr.”

‘*Bunt when am I to possess these anecdotes?
—You answer me as Harley did poor Prior—

Let that be done which Mat doth say,
©Yea,’ quoth the Earl, ‘ but not to-day.)

“Well, mon beau cousin, if yon begin to re-
mind me of my cruelty, I must remind you it has
struck nine on the Abbey cloek, and it is time yon
were going home to Little Croftangry.—For my
promise to assist your antiquarian researches, be
assured, I will one day keep it to the utmost ex-
tent. It shall not be a Highlandman's promise,
as your old citizen calls it.”

I, by this time, suspected the purpose of my
friend's procrastination ; and it saddened my
heart to reflect that I was not to get the infor-
mation which T desired, excepting in the shape
of a legacy. I found accordingly, in the packet

smitted to me after the excellent lady’s

anecdotes respecting the High-

ands, from which I have selected that which fol-

lows, chiefly on account of its possessing great

power over the feelings of my critical honse-

keeper, Janet MacEvoy, who wept most bitterly
when I read it to her.

Tt is, however, but a very simple tale, and may
have no interest for persons beyond Janet's rank
of life or understanding,




