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    In the glitter of royal chambers and the gloom of debtors’ alleys, a young man’s honor must bargain with an age enthralled by credit, favor, and display.

The Fortunes of Nigel (Unabridged) by Walter Scott stands among the Waverley Novels as a confident exploration of early modern London, first published in 1822. Scott, already renowned for transforming the historical novel, turns from the borderlands and battlefields of earlier tales to the courts and streets of James I’s capital. At its core is a Scottish nobleman, Nigel Olifaunt, Lord of Glenvarloch, who travels to London to secure restitution and safeguard his family’s future. Without divulging outcomes, this premise launches a study of character, conscience, and the intricate machinery of royal favor.

Scott situates the action in the reign of James VI and I, when a Scottish monarch governed England and the composite kingdoms felt their seams. London is not a mere backdrop but an animated organism, alive with guilds, inns, theaters, chapels, and the sanctuary of Whitefriars—known as Alsatia—where legal authority thins and custom rules. The novel’s urban scope distinguishes it within Scott’s oeuvre: the city’s lanes, thresholds, and thresholds of law become stages on which ambition and necessity contend. Court ceremony, mercantile bustle, and neighborhood slang intertwine to form a vivid chronicle of time and place.

Nigel’s attempt to claim justice draws him into a maze of courtiers, clerks, poets, players, and financiers. Scott pays special attention to goldsmiths, whose counters doubled as early banks, and he introduces the royal jeweller George Heriot, a historical figure, to exemplify the liaison between craft, credit, and crown. Heriot’s professional probity and philanthropy stand beside the quicksilver calculations of speculators and place-seekers. The interplay of prudence and pride gives the narrative its pulse: Nigel must learn what can be asked, what must be earned, and what, once forfeited, cannot be recovered by any coin.

Debt and credit here are more than ledger entries: they are moral and social currencies. Promises circulate like banknotes, reputations accrue or depreciate, and every handshake signals a tacit contract. Scott captures how patronage distributes power and how access—through doors guarded by etiquette, money, or fashion—determines who is heard. The novel dramatizes the delicate balance between private conscience and public role, showing how personal oaths confront systems built on expediency. In this economy of favors and obligations, choices reveal themselves slowly, as the costs of loyalty, candor, and ambition crystallize.

A hallmark of Scott’s art is the fusion of documented history with imaginative portraiture. His James I is rendered with care, a monarch whose presence shapes the climate of conversation, scholarship, and spectacle. Around the king move figures drawn from chronicles and invention alike, their language tuned to station and origin. Scott’s historical method invites readers to feel the pressure of institutions without reducing individuals to symbols. He writes with sympathy for manifold motives, letting contradiction illuminate character: folly and wisdom, vanity and insight, caution and courage coexist within the same crowded rooms.

The book’s classic status stems from this capacious design and from Scott’s pivotal role in inventing the modern historical novel. By carrying his method into the metropolis, he expands the genre’s reach, demonstrating that political history lives not only in parliaments and councils but in shops, taverns, playhouses, and courts of law. Later novelists found in his example a blueprint for breadth: the large cast, the textured social canvas, and the dynamic between private stories and public forces. His influence helped shape nineteenth-century narrative ambitions across Britain and the Continent.

Style is part of that legacy. Scott orchestrates high ceremony with brisk dialogue, learned digressions with street wit, and ethical debate with farce. His ear for dialect and idiom gives the city’s neighborhoods audible borders; his set pieces travel from stately halls to precarious thresholds where the law’s letter blurs. Readers encounter satire that pricks pretension alongside tenderness that attends human frailty. The result is a tonal range unusually wide for its time, one that anticipates the panoramic humor and social observation prized by later Victorian fiction.

Composed and issued during Scott’s extraordinarily productive early 1820s, The Fortunes of Nigel was published anonymously, as was customary for the Waverley series at the time. Its appearance followed major successes and coincided with Scott’s deepening interest in the Stuart period. The novel’s careful use of contemporary practices—especially around courts, credit, and urban sanctuaries—reflects the author’s commitment to verisimilitude. In presenting a hero who must navigate institutions rather than battlefields, Scott broadens the historical novel’s repertoire, aligning it with the lived realities of readers attuned to commerce, bureaucracy, and city life.

An unabridged text preserves the novel’s rhythm—its patient exposition, its layered conversations, its measured unfolding of motives. Scott’s sentences take their time, but they repay attention with perspective and texture: a sense of how customs arise, how reputations are made, and how a single misstep can echo through networks of obligation. This fullness is not ornament for its own sake; it is the means by which the book conveys the density of urban society and the moral weight of choice under pressure.

The Fortunes of Nigel also speaks to the intertwined identities of Scotland and England in the early seventeenth century. A Scottish protagonist entering English spaces mirrors a larger story of convergence and friction under a shared monarch. Courtesy and prejudice, kinship and calculation, cross borders as easily as people do. The novel invites readers to consider how law and custom contend with hospitality and mistrust, and how communities protect themselves—sometimes by excluding the very virtues they profess to admire.

For contemporary readers, the book’s concerns feel strikingly present. The negotiation of debt, the pursuit of access, the theatrics of power, and the churn of a globalizing city all resonate with modern publics. Scott’s London is a reminder that credit systems bind character to consequence, that spectacle can obscure principle, and that integrity requires both courage and tact. These are not period curiosities but abiding tests. The Fortunes of Nigel endures as a classic because it marries historical intelligence with human insight, illuminating how fortunes—material and moral—are won, spent, and accounted for.
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    Walter Scott’s The Fortunes of Nigel (Unabridged) is a historical novel set in early seventeenth‑century London, during the reign of James VI and I. It follows Nigel Olifaunt, Lord Glenvarloch, a young Scottish nobleman whose family honor and solvency hinge on recovering long‑outstanding claims. Scott marries bustling city portraiture with courtly satire, observing the cross‑currents between Scots and English in a recently united kingdom. The narrative blends political nuance, social comedy, and episodes of danger, tracing Nigel’s passage from provincial expectation to metropolitan trial, where reputation, credit, and proximity to power become as consequential as birth, bravery, and inherited right.

The story opens with Nigel’s precarious finances and a mission to London to secure payment or recognition of debts that would restore his estate. He is accompanied by his shrewd and loyal servant, Richie Moniplies, whose earthy wit and resourcefulness offer a foil to his master’s pride. In the capital, Nigel gains the notice of George Heriot, a respected goldsmith and royal jeweler, whose integrity and access to the court make him a crucial ally. Through such connections, Nigel encounters London’s array of shops, workshops, and parlors, where commerce, craft, and patronage interlace to shape a newcomer’s prospects.

Scott’s portrait of King James’s court highlights ceremony, learned eccentricities, and the confounding channels of petition. Appearances matter: etiquette, introduction, and the careful language of supplication often trump straightforward merit. Nigel faces the difficulty of obtaining a hearing amid gatekeepers, jesters, and earnest counselors. Sir Mungo Malagrowther, a biting hanger‑on, embodies the petty malice and dependency that flourish near favor. Meanwhile, Richie cuts his own path among apprentices and tradespeople, testing the unwritten rules by which livelihoods—and reputations—survive. The atmosphere is at once comic and precarious, warning that one misstep, verbal or otherwise, can imperil both liberty and livelihood.

Into this environment steps Lord Dalgarno, a smooth courtier whose worldly polish and ease of access tempt Nigel toward costly amusements and careless expenditure. Dalgarno’s interest in the newcomer appears helpful yet remains edged with calculation. His stern, plain‑spoken father—a veteran Scottish noble—embodies a countervailing ethic of discipline and duty, reminding Nigel that appearance without substance is a trap. As invitations multiply, Nigel’s quest risks being displaced by the performance of rank itself. Scott contrasts genuine counsel, often unadorned, with the seductive glitter of fashionable company, emphasizing the perils of credit, idleness, and the flattery that trails in power’s wake.

A decisive turning point arrives when a matter of affront and honor pushes Nigel beyond prudence. In the charged precincts around the royal presence, he commits an act that breaches strict rules against violence and disorder. What began as a struggle to vindicate a lawful claim becomes a threat to his personal safety and standing, providing ammunition to rivals and closing doors at the very moment when access is vital. Scott uses the episode to weigh chivalric impulse against emergent state discipline, showing how the old codes of retaliation collide with a modern court’s insistence on managed conduct.

Driven by legal danger and debt, Nigel takes refuge in Whitefriars—nicknamed Alsatia—an urban sanctuary whose ancient privileges have fostered a semi‑lawless enclave. Scott’s depiction of Alsatia’s lanes, taverns, and tenements supplies a vivid counterworld to Whitehall’s order: here creditors hesitate to tread, and force is negotiated as much as imposed. In this precarious haven, Nigel encounters tough survivors of the credit economy, including a miserly host and a guarded household, whose wary dispositions reflect a lifetime of narrow escapes. The novel’s social panorama widens, contrasting royal edicts with the improvisations by which the vulnerable endure.

Beyond sanctuary walls, friends labor to steady Nigel’s cause. George Heriot employs his standing and discretion in hopes of mediating with the crown, guided by principles of honesty and measured risk. Richie Moniplies, undaunted by rank or rough company, bargains, observes, and improvises, gathering small advantages that may swell into rescue. The household of the ingenious clockmaker David Ramsay, and his spirited daughter, adds a domestic sphere of craft and order that contrasts with both court pageantry and Alsatian tumult. These parallel efforts model responsibility, moderation, and mutual aid as alternatives to bravado or fashionable extravagance.

As pressures mount, old claims are tested, alliances shift, and concealed motives emerge. Dalgarno’s influence sharpens the dangers surrounding the protagonist, while blunt advisers demand restraint and lawful appeal over rash gestures. The narrative sustains momentum through clandestine conferences, tense errands, and close escapes that reframe earlier judgments without foreclosing outcomes. Nigel’s learning curve is moral as well as practical: he must reconcile a noble sense of self with the slow work of petition, evidence, and compromise, recognizing that true honor may require patience, candor, and trust more than flamboyant assertion.

Without disclosing final turns, the closing movements balance justice with royal clemency, and individual deserts with the needs of social order. Scott’s broader message dwells in the interplay of character, credit, and community under a canny, capricious monarch: fortunes rise not solely by birth or bravura but by steadfastness, fair dealing, and wise companionship. The Fortunes of Nigel endures for its lively cityscape and humane irony, inviting reflection on how a young claimant transforms into a citizen of a complex realm, where integrity—tested in countinghouse and court alike—proves a surer foundation than rank or ready coin.
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    Walter Scott’s The Fortunes of Nigel is set in early seventeenth‑century London during the reign of James VI and I, who ruled Scotland from 1567 and England and Ireland from 1603 to 1625. The dominant institutions shaping this world were the Stuart monarchy and its court at Whitehall, the City of London with its livery companies, the Church of England, the Inns of Court, and a web of prerogative courts that expressed royal authority. The novel’s action moves among these spheres, presenting a city where royal favor, civic regulation, and personal reputation determined advancement, and where law, custom, and patronage intersected in ways both glittering and precarious.

The Union of the Crowns in 1603 brought a Scottish king and many Scottish courtiers to London, unsettling existing hierarchies and provoking tensions about access to influence and office. English complaints of favoritism toward Scots, and Scottish hopes for opportunity in the richer southern kingdom, created a volatile social mix. Scott’s protagonist—a young Scottish nobleman who comes to London seeking remedy and recognition—moves through precisely this contested space. The story echoes documented frictions over precedence, pensions, and royal bounty, while also tracing the cultural misunderstandings and solidarities that followed from the unprecedented personal union of the two realms.

Court patronage was the principal engine of political life. Royal favorites—first Robert Carr, Earl of Somerset, and then George Villiers, later Duke of Buckingham, from about 1616—mediated access to the king, offices, and resources. Strapped for money, James I expanded the sale of honors, notably creating the hereditary dignity of baronet in 1611, and distributed monopolies and pensions to supporters. Scott’s narrative scrutinizes this system from ground level: the petitions, letters of introduction, corridor lobbying, and sudden reversals that attended a petitioner’s approach to the monarch, underscoring how personality and proximity could trump merit or law.

These patronage practices grew from structural fiscal strains. After 1603 the crown’s ordinary revenue lagged behind rising costs, while Parliament resisted regular taxation. The monarchy resorted to impositions on trade, purveyance, revived feudal dues, and grants of monopoly. Political backlash culminated in the Parliament of 1621’s investigations into corrupt patent‑holders and, soon after, the Statute of Monopolies in 1624 curbing many grants. Scott reflects this climate through sharp portraits of projectors—promoters of schemes for profit under crown license—and through episodes where speculative ingenuity shades into fraud, illustrating the blurred boundaries between innovation, favoritism, and exploitation.

Commerce and craftsmanship link the court to the City, and Scott anchors the connection in the historical figure of George Heriot (1563–1624), royal goldsmith to Queen Anne of Denmark and James I. Goldsmiths supplied jewels and plate, extended large lines of credit to nobles and sovereigns, and stood at the hinge of fashion and finance. Usury, legalized in 1571 with a ceiling at 10 percent, was reduced by statute to 8 percent in 1624, yet moral suspicion of interest persisted. Heriot’s combination of artistry, thrift, and philanthropy—he later endowed George Heriot’s Hospital in Edinburgh—embodies the period’s fusion of social aspiration and practical bookkeeping that pervades the novel.

Early Stuart justice mixed common law courts with powerful prerogative forums such as Star Chamber and High Commission. Alongside these stood curious survivals like privileged precincts where civil arrest was difficult. Whitefriars, nicknamed Alsatia, near the Temple and Fleet Street, sheltered debtors and quarrelsome characters behind a tangle of exemptions. Parliament finally abolished such sanctuaries in 1697, but in the 1610s–1620s they flourished. Scott makes vivid use of Alsatia as a liminal zone within the metropolis—both a refuge and a trap—showing how the cracks in legal authority created subcultures with their own slang, codes, and powers of intimidation.

Debt structured everyday risk. London’s economy ran on credit, tallies, and reputation; default could mean arrest by serjeants‑at‑mace and confinement in the Fleet, the Marshalsea, or the King’s Bench. The threat of seizure at the suit of a creditor, the bargaining over bonds, and the scramble for sureties were routine dramas for merchants and gentlemen alike. Scott’s characters confront this machinery head‑on, dramatizing how financial pressure compromised honor and agency and how the line between civil process and extortion blurred when officers, tipstaffs, and unscrupulous brokers hovered at the edges of legitimacy.

The novel’s London is mapped through recognizably contemporary spaces: the Strand linking the City to Whitehall; the Inns of Court around the Temple; Saint Paul’s Cathedral, whose nave—Paul’s Walk—served as a bustling exchange of news and reputation; and the Royal Exchange for mercantile dealings. Travel by wherry on the Thames remained the swiftest way across the sprawling city, while the first hackney coaches for hire appeared in the early 1620s. Scott’s attention to these geographies underscores the social choreography of movement—who may pass where, escorted by whom, and under what risks or protections.

Court culture under James I cultivated spectacle. Masques—lavish allegorical entertainments combining poetry, music, dance, and ingenious scenery—were written by Ben Jonson and staged by Inigo Jones, whose Banqueting House at Whitehall rose between 1619 and 1622. The Master of the Revels licensed plays and policed the stage. Such pageantry projected harmony and magnificence even as policy faltered. Scott threads court shows, ceremonies, and formal audiences through the narrative not to reproduce masques in full, but to critique their politics of display—how artifice could dazzle, flatter, and also conceal the fragile foundations of power and credit.

Honor culture and the vogue for dueling troubled the reign. Despite royal proclamations against challenges and seconds in 1613–1614 and prosecutions in Star Chamber, gentlemen continued to treat duels as tests of reputation. Inns of Court students and courtiers fueled notoriety. Scott taps this context to explore the collision of conscience, legal obedience, and public esteem. Without lingering on the mechanics of specific encounters, he demonstrates how a single rash moment—real or rumored—might trigger legal jeopardy, social disgrace, or redemption, depending on who interceded and how swiftly narratives could be managed at court.

Religion shaped policy and suspicion. James convened the Hampton Court Conference in 1604, leading to the Authorized Version of the Bible in 1611, while asserting episcopal governance in the Church of England. The 1605 Gunpowder Plot etched anti‑Catholic fears into public memory; recusancy fines and oaths coexisted with occasional diplomatic pragmatism. In Scotland, Presbyterian sensibilities remained wary of royal attempts at uniformity, exemplified by the controversial Five Articles of Perth in 1618. Scott situates his characters amid these currents, attentive to sermon culture, confessional slights, and the careful self‑presentation demanded in a city attuned to orthodoxy and rumor.

Foreign policy debates pressed on domestic tempers, particularly the so‑called Spanish Match, a proposed union between Prince Charles and the Spanish Infanta that preoccupied diplomacy from about 1614 to 1623. The secretive Madrid journey of Charles and Buckingham in 1623, its failure, and the subsequent surge of anti‑Spanish sentiment shaped parliamentary agendas and street opinion. While Scott does not turn his narrative into a chronicle of negotiations, the climate of watchful anxiety—about Catholic influence, about honor abroad, about the cost of peace or war—forms part of the novel’s background hum of talk in taverns, galleries, and the Exchange.

Urban order was perpetually contested. Apprentices, crucial to the city’s economy, could erupt into riot, notably on Shrove Tuesday when brothels and disorderly houses were targets. Constables and the watch kept uneven control, and neighborhoods maintained complex informal jurisdictions. Scott’s street scenes reflect the period’s volatile mix of youthful bravado, moral policing, and resentment of perceived corruption. Alsatia’s hard men, sharpers, and bullies are not exceptional monsters but products of tolerated disorder at the city’s margins—figures who thrive where law is balked and whose menace functions as another currency in negotiations of fear, protection, and escape.

Communication technologies and material life give texture to the era. Printing was established, and by the late 1610s and early 1620s English corantos—imported news summaries—circulated, feeding a taste for policy gossip. The postal system tied London to the provinces; scribal newsletters catered to elite readers. Sumptuary regulations lingered, attempting to police dress and rank, while clothing, plate, and household furnishings signaled creditworthiness. Coinage anxieties, from clipping to small‑change scarcity, recurred. Scott draws on such details—pamphlets, bills, bonds, and livery—to ground his tale in the everyday apparatus by which information, reputation, and value were made and unmade.

Scott published The Fortunes of Nigel in 1822, anonymously as was his custom until 1827. By then he had honed a method of historical fiction that fused antiquarian research with dramatic narrative. He mined early modern chronicles, civic surveys, dramatic literature, and surviving memoirs to reconstruct London’s idiom and institutions. His portrayal of George Heriot rests on documented service to the royal household, while his depiction of sanctuary life owes something to later satiric treatments of Alsatia that preserved its slang and types. The result is not a documentary transcript but a carefully sourced imaginative tableau with verifiable anchors.

The author’s contemporary context sharpened his themes. Post‑Napoleonic Britain wrestled with national finance, commercial speculation, and the moral economy of credit. The union of Scotland and England formed in 1707 was by 1822 politically secure but culturally negotiated, and Scott himself orchestrated George IV’s ceremonious visit to Edinburgh that year. Against this backdrop, his early‑Stuart London—split between court and city, between Scottish and English interests, between show and solvency—offered a mirror for ongoing British debates about favoritism, public credit, and the ethics of economic life, making the novel timely as well as retrospective.

Scott’s James I is drawn from contemporary testimonies that describe a learned, witty monarch, cautious in war, fond of hunting and disputation, and reliant on favorites to execute policy. The king’s pedantry and generosity, his desire to reconcile factions, and his fiscal exasperations all find expression. Yet the narrative resists caricature; it explores how even a peace‑minded sovereign could preside over a system that rewarded proximity more than principle, and how the charisma of a favorite might accelerate both patronage and scandal, distorting justice and policy alike for clients and opponents throughout the metropolis. The novel’s moral economy matters as much as its plot points, tracing how successive shocks—credit crises, court changes, religious jitters—tested the settlements that James I inherited and improvised. The Fortunes of Nigel finally works as both a critique and a mirror of its era, balancing sympathy with judgment. It interrogates the bargains that sustained early Stuart society, the temptations of display over substance, and the precariousness of honor when law, money, and favor compete to define it.
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    Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832) was a Scottish poet, novelist, and antiquarian whose work helped define Romantic-era historical imagination. Widely read across Britain, Europe, and North America, he pioneered the English-language historical novel through narratives that integrated regional tradition with national history. Publishing many of his fictions anonymously as the “Author of Waverley,” he created a vast cycle now known as the Waverley Novels. His achievement lies in reconciling storytelling with historical inquiry, popularizing Scotland’s past while exploring broader British and European contexts. Across poetry and prose, Scott combined brisk narrative with scholarship, shaping public memory of conflicts, customs, and landscapes.

Educated in Edinburgh, Scott attended the city’s High School and studied at the University of Edinburgh before training in law and being called to the bar. Legal practice sharpened his interest in testimony, documents, and the texture of ordinary life, all of which later informed his fiction. He drew early inspiration from ballad collections and antiquarian scholarship, notably Thomas Percy’s Reliques of Ancient English Poetry, and from German Romanticism, which he explored through translation. Fieldwork among Border traditions culminated in Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border (1802–1803), an influential anthology that blended collecting, editing, and commentary, and announced the historical and ethnographic methods he would refine in later works.

Scott first gained international fame as a narrative poet. The Lay of the Last Minstrel (1805) introduced his distinctive blend of chivalric color and Border lore; Marmion (1808) consolidated his reputation; and The Lady of the Lake (1810) became a publishing phenomenon that also popularized Highland settings for visitors and artists. Subsequent poems such as Rokeby (1813) and The Lord of the Isles (1815) extended his range. As the vogue for long verse narratives shifted—especially with the rise of Byron—Scott redirected his energies. Drawing on material he had earlier set aside, he turned decisively to prose fiction, where his historical interests found their most enduring expression.

Waverley (1814) launched a new phase, inaugurating a long series of anonymous novels that captivated a mass readership. Scott followed rapidly with Guy Mannering (1815), The Antiquary (1816), and the first Tales of My Landlord series, including Old Mortality (1816). He broadened his canvas beyond Scotland with works such as Rob Roy (1817), The Heart of Mid-Lothian (1818), Ivanhoe (1819), Kenilworth (1821), The Fortunes of Nigel (1822), and Quentin Durward (1823). He also ventured into medieval and crusading settings in The Talisman (1825). Translated widely and adapted for the stage, these books established a durable model for historical fiction; Scott publicly acknowledged authorship in 1827.

Scott’s historical method fused archival habits with a storyteller’s instinct. He juxtaposed major events with everyday experience, using dialect, legal records, and topographical detail to animate social change. His fiction often places ordinary figures at the margins of public crises, mediating between competing loyalties—particularly in narratives touching Jacobitism, urban growth, and religious conflict. He cultivated sympathetic distance, presenting contending parties with measured irony rather than polemic. Critics praised his breadth of vision, memorable minor characters, and sense of place, while some faulted prolixity or structural looseness. Nevertheless, his novels reshaped ideas about how the past might be rendered plausible, legible, and morally complex in prose.

Alongside writing, Scott held long-standing judicial and administrative posts in Scotland’s courts and maintained close ties to the printing and publishing trades. The collapse of associated firms in 1826 left him with heavy liabilities. Refusing bankruptcy, he undertook an extraordinary program of work to discharge his debts, producing Woodstock (1826), the multivolume Life of Napoleon Buonaparte (1827), Chronicles of the Canongate (1827–1828), and the historical sketches Tales of a Grandfather (1827–1830), among other titles. Politically conservative and active in public life, he helped organize the pageantry for King George IV’s 1822 visit to Edinburgh and contributed essays and reviews to leading periodicals.

Scott’s later years were marked by declining health, but also by undiminished industry. Final novels, including The Fair Maid of Perth (1828), Anne of Geierstein (1829), Count Robert of Paris (1831), and Castle Dangerous (1831), maintained his engagement with European and Scottish history. He died in 1832 at Abbotsford, the neo-baronial house he developed as a repository of books, artifacts, and memory. His legacy is vast: he standardized the historical novel’s techniques, informed national self-understanding in Britain, and influenced writers such as Manzoni, Balzac, Dumas, and Tolstoy. Operatic and theatrical adaptations, and continued scholarly attention, attest to his lasting cultural presence.
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    Now Scot and English are agreed,

    And Saunders hastes to cross the Tweed,

    Where, such the splendours that attend him,

    His very mother scarce had kend him.

    His metamorphosis behold,

    From Glasgow frieze to cloth of gold;

    His back-sword, with the iron hilt,

    To rapier, fairly hatch'd and gilt;

    Was ever seen a gallant braver!

    His very bonnet's grown a beaver.

    The Reformation.



The long-continued hostilities which had for centuries separated the south and the north divisions of the Island of Britain, had been happily terminated by the succession of the pacific James I. to the English Crown. But although the united crown of England and Scotland was worn by the same individual, it required a long lapse of time, and the succession of more than one generation, ere the inveterate national prejudices which had so long existed betwixt the sister kingdoms were removed, and the subjects of either side of the Tweed brought to regard those upon the opposite bank as friends and as brethren.

These prejudices were, of course, most inveterate during the reign of King James. The English subjects accused him of partiality to those of his ancient kingdom; while the Scots, with equal injustice, charged him with having forgotten the land of his nativity, and with neglecting those early friends to whose allegiance he had been so much indebted.

The temper of the king, peaceable even to timidity, inclined him perpetually to interfere as mediator between the contending factions, whose brawls disturbed the Court. But, notwithstanding all his precautions, historians have recorded many instances, where the mutual hatred of two nations, who, after being enemies for a thousand years, had been so very recently united, broke forth with a fury which menaced a general convulsion; and, spreading from the highest to the lowest classes, as it occasioned debates in council and parliament, factions in the court, and duels among the gentry, was no less productive of riots and brawls amongst the lower orders.

While these heart-burnings were at the highest, there flourished in the city of London an ingenious but whimsical and self opinioned mechanic, much devoted to abstract studies, David Ramsay by name, who, whether recommended by his great skill in his profession, as the courtiers alleged, or, as was murmured among the neighbours, by his birthplace, in the good town of Dalkeith, near Edinburgh, held in James's household the post of maker of watches and horologes[2] to his Majesty. He scorned not, however, to keep open shop within Temple Bar[1], a few yards to the eastward of Saint Dunstan's Church.

The shop of a London tradesman at that time, as it may be supposed, was something very different from those we now see in the same locality. The goods were exposed to sale in cases, only defended from the weather by a covering of canvass, and the whole resembled the stalls and booths now erected for the temporary accommodation of dealers at a country fair, rather than the established emporium of a respectable citizen. But most of the shopkeepers of note, and David Ramsay amongst others, had their booth connected with a small apartment which opened backward from it, and bore the same resemblance to the front shop that Robinson Crusoe's cavern did to the tent which he erected before it.

To this Master Ramsay was often accustomed to retreat to the labour of his abstruse calculations; for he aimed at improvements and discoveries in his own art, and sometimes pushed his researches, like Napier, and other mathematicians of the period, into abstract science. When thus engaged, he left the outer posts of his commercial establishment to be maintained by two stout-bodied and strong-voiced apprentices, who kept up the cry of, "What d'ye lack? what d'ye lack?" accompanied with the appropriate recommendations of the articles in which they dealt.

This direct and personal application for custom to those who chanced to pass by, is now, we believe, limited to Monmouth Street, (if it still exists even in that repository of ancient garments,) under the guardianship of the scattered remnant of Israel. But at the time we are speaking of, it was practised alike by Jew and Gentile, and served, instead of all our present newspaper puffs and advertisements, to solicit the attention of the public in general, and of friends in particular, to the unrivalled excellence of the goods, which they offered to sale upon such easy terms, that it might fairly appear that the venders had rather a view to the general service of the public, than to their own particular advantage.

The verbal proclaimers of the excellence of their commodities, had this advantage over those who, in the present day, use the public papers for the same purpose, that they could in many cases adapt their address to the peculiar appearance and apparent taste of the passengers. [This, as we have said, was also the case in Monmouth Street in our remembrance. We have ourselves been reminded of the deficiencies of our femoral habiliments, and exhorted upon that score to fit ourselves more beseemingly; but this is a digression.] This direct and personal mode of invitation to customers became, however, a dangerous temptation to the young wags who were employed in the task of solicitation during the absence of the principal person interested in the traffic; and, confiding in their numbers and civic union, the 'prentices of London were often seduced into taking liberties with the passengers, and exercising their wit at the expense of those whom they had no hopes of converting into customers by their eloquence. If this were resented by any act of violence, the inmates of each shop were ready to pour forth in succour; and in the words of an old song which Dr. Johnson was used to hum,—


    "Up then rose the 'prentices all,

    Living in London, both proper and tall."
  

Desperate riots often arose on such occasions, especially when the Templars, or other youths connected with the aristocracy, were insulted, or conceived themselves to be so. Upon such occasions, bare steel was frequently opposed to the clubs of the citizens, and death sometimes ensued on both sides. The tardy and inefficient police of the time had no other resource than by the Alderman of the ward calling out the householders, and putting a stop to the strife by overpowering numbers, as the Capulets and Montagues are separated upon the stage.

At the period when such was the universal custom of the most respectable, as well as the most inconsiderable, shopkeepers in London, David Ramsay, on the evening to which we solicit the attention of the reader, retiring to more abstruse and private labours, left the administration of his outer shop, or booth, to the aforesaid sharp-witted, active, able-bodied, and well-voiced apprentices, namely, Jenkin Vincent and Frank Tunstall.

Vincent had been educated at the excellent foundation of Christ's Church Hospital, and was bred, therefore, as well as born, a Londoner, with all the acuteness, address, and audacity which belong peculiarly to the youth of a metropolis. He was now about twenty years old, short in stature, but remarkably strong made, eminent for his feats upon holidays at foot-ball, and other gymnastic exercises; scarce rivalled in the broad-sword play, though hitherto only exercised in the form of single-stick. He knew every lane, blind alley, and sequestered court of the ward, better than his catechism; was alike active in his master's affairs, and in his own adventures of fun and mischief; and so managed matters, that the credit he acquired by the former bore him out, or at least served for his apology, when the latter propensity led him into scrapes, of which, however, it is but fair to state, that they had hitherto inferred nothing mean or discreditable. Some aberrations there were, which David Ramsay, his master, endeavoured to reduce to regular order when he discovered them, and others which he winked at—supposing them to answer the purpose of the escapement of a watch, which disposes of a certain quantity of the extra power of that mechanical impulse which puts the whole in motion.

The physiognomy of Jin Vin—by which abbreviation he was familiarly known through the ward—corresponded with the sketch we have given of his character. His head, upon which his 'prentice's flat cap was generally flung in a careless and oblique fashion, was closely covered with thick hair of raven black, which curled naturally and closely, and would have grown to great length, but for the modest custom enjoined by his state in life and strictly enforced by his master, which compelled him to keep it short-cropped,—not unreluctantly, as he looked with envy on the flowing ringlets, in which the courtiers, and aristocratic students of the neighbouring Temple, began to indulge themselves, as marks of superiority and of gentility.

Vincent's eyes were deep set in his head, of a strong vivid black, full of fire, roguery, and intelligence, and conveying a humorous expression, even while he was uttering the usual small-talk of his trade, as if he ridiculed those who were disposed to give any weight to his commonplaces. He had address enough, however, to add little touches of his own, which gave a turn of drollery even to this ordinary routine of the booth; and the alacrity of his manner—his ready and obvious wish to oblige—his intelligence and civility, when he thought civility necessary, made him a universal favourite with his master's customers.

His features were far from regular, for his nose was flattish, his mouth tending to the larger size, and his complexion inclining to be more dark than was then thought consistent with masculine beauty. But, in despite of his having always breathed the air of a crowded city, his complexion had the ruddy and manly expression of redundant health; his turned-up nose gave an air of spirit and raillery to what he said, and seconded the laugh of his eyes; and his wide mouth was garnished with a pair of well-formed and well-coloured lips, which, when he laughed, disclosed a range of teeth strong and well set, and as white as the very pearl. Such was the elder apprentice of David Ramsay, Memory's Monitor, watchmaker, and constructor of horologes, to his Most Sacred Majesty James I.

Jenkin's companion was the younger apprentice, though, perhaps, he might be the elder of the two in years. At any rate, he was of a much more staid and composed temper. Francis Tunstall was of that ancient and proud descent who claimed the style of the "unstained;" because, amid the various chances of the long and bloody wars of the Roses, they had, with undeviating faith, followed the House of Lancaster, to which they had originally attached themselves. The meanest sprig of such a tree attached importance to the root from which it derived itself; and Tunstall was supposed to nourish in secret a proportion of that family pride, which had exhorted tears from his widowed and almost indigent mother, when she saw herself obliged to consign him to a line of life inferior, as her prejudices suggested, to the course held by his progenitors. Yet, with all this aristocratic prejudice, his master found the well-born youth more docile, regular, and strictly attentive to his duty, than his far more active and alert comrade. Tunstall also gratified his master by the particular attention which he seemed disposed to bestow on the abstract principles of science connected with the trade which he was bound to study, the limits of which were daily enlarged with the increase of mathematical science.

Vincent beat his companion beyond the distance-post, in every thing like the practical adaptation of thorough practice, in the dexterity of hand necessary to execute the mechanical branches of the art, and doubled-distanced him in all respecting the commercial affairs of the shop. Still David Ramsay was wont to say, that if Vincent knew how to do a thing the better of the two, Tunstall was much better acquainted with the principles on which it ought to be done; and he sometimes objected to the latter, that he knew critical excellence too well ever to be satisfied with practical mediocrity.

The disposition of Tunstall was shy, as well as studious; and, though perfectly civil and obliging, he never seemed to feel himself in his place while he went through the duties of the shop. He was tall and handsome, with fair hair, and well-formed limbs, good features, well-opened light-blue eyes, a straight Grecian nose, and a countenance which expressed both good-humour and intelligence, but qualified by a gravity unsuitable to his years, and which almost amounted to dejection. He lived on the best of terms with his companion, and readily stood by him whenever he was engaged in any of the frequent skirmishes, which, as we have already observed, often disturbed the city of London about this period. But though Tunstall was allowed to understand quarter-staff (the weapon of the North country) in a superior degree, and though he was naturally both strong and active, his interference in such affrays seemed always matter of necessity; and, as he never voluntarily joined either their brawls or their sports, he held a far lower place in the opinion of the youth of the ward than his hearty and active friend Jin Vin. Nay, had it not been for the interest made for his comrade, by the intercession of Vincent, Tunstall would have stood some chance of being altogether excluded from the society of his contemporaries of the same condition, who called him, in scorn, the Cavaliero Cuddy, and the Gentle Tunstall.

On the other hand, the lad himself, deprived of the fresh air in which he had been brought up, and foregoing the exercise to which he had formerly been accustomed, while the inhabitant of his native mansion, lost gradually the freshness of his complexion, and, without showing any formal symptoms of disease, grew more thin and pale as he grew older, and at length exhibited the appearance of indifferent health, without any thing of the habits and complaints of an invalid, excepting a disposition to avoid society, and to spend his leisure time in private study, rather than mingle in the sports of his companions, or even resort to the theatres, then the general rendezvous of his class; where, according to high authority, they fought for half-bitten apples, cracked nuts, and filled the upper gallery with their clamours.

Such were the two youths who called David Ramsay master; and with both of whom he used to fret from morning till night, as their peculiarities interfered with his own, or with the quiet and beneficial course of his traffic.

Upon the whole, however, the youths were attached to their master, and he, a good-natured, though an absent and whimsical man, was scarce less so to them; and when a little warmed with wine at an occasional junketing, he used to boast, in his northern dialect, of his "twa bonnie lads, and the looks that the court ladies threw at them, when visiting his shop in their caroches, when on a frolic into the city." But David Ramsay never failed, at the same time, to draw up his own tall, thin, lathy skeleton, extend his lean jaws into an alarming grin, and indicate, by a nod of his yard-long visage, and a twinkle of his little grey eye, that there might be more faces in Fleet Street worth looking at than those of Frank and Jenkin. His old neighbour, Widow Simmons, the sempstress, who had served, in her day, the very tip-top revellers of the Temple, with ruffs, cuffs, and bands, distinguished more deeply the sort of attention paid by the females of quality, who so regularly visited David Ramsay's shop, to its inmates. "The boy Frank," she admitted, "used to attract the attention of the young ladies, as having something gentle and downcast in his looks; but then he could not better himself, for the poor youth had not a word to throw at a dog. Now Jin Vin was so full of his jibes and jeers, and so willing, and so ready, and so serviceable, and so mannerly all the while, with a step that sprung like a buck's in Epping Forest, and his eye that twinkled as black as a gipsy's, that no woman who knew the world would make a comparison betwixt the lads. As for poor neighbour Ramsay himself, the man," she said, "was a civil neighbour, and a learned man, doubtless, and might be a rich man if he had common sense to back his learning; and doubtless, for a Scot, neighbour Ramsay was nothing of a bad man, but he was so constantly grimed with smoke, gilded with brass filings, and smeared with lamp-black and oil, that Dame Simmons judged it would require his whole shopful of watches to induce any feasible woman to touch the said neighbour Ramsay with any thing save a pair of tongs."

A still higher authority, Dame Ursula, wife to Benjamin Suddlechop, the barber, was of exactly the same opinion.

Such were, in natural qualities and public estimation, the two youths, who, in a fine April day, having first rendered their dutiful service and attendance on the table of their master and his daughter, at their dinner at one o'clock,—Such, O ye lads of London, was the severe discipline undergone by your predecessors!—and having regaled themselves upon the fragments, in company with two female domestics, one a cook, and maid of all work, the other called Mistress Margaret's maid, now relieved their master in the duty of the outward shop; and agreeably to the established custom, were soliciting, by their entreaties and recommendations of their master's manufacture, the attention and encouragement of the passengers.

In this species of service it may be easily supposed that Jenkin Vincent left his more reserved and bashful comrade far in the background. The latter could only articulate with difficulty, and as an act of duty which he was rather ashamed of discharging, the established words of form—"What d'ye lack?—What d'ye lack?—Clocks—watches—barnacles? —What d'ye lack?—Watches—clocks—barnacles?—What d'ye lack, sir? What d'ye lack, madam?—Barnacles—watches—clocks?"

But this dull and dry iteration, however varied by diversity of verbal arrangement, sounded flat when mingled with the rich and recommendatory oratory of the bold-faced, deep-mouthed, and ready-witted Jenkin Vincent.—"What d'ye lack, noble sir?—What d'ye lack, beauteous madam?" he said, in a tone at once bold and soothing, which often was so applied as both to gratify the persons addressed, and to excite a smile from other hearers.—"God bless your reverence," to a beneficed clergyman; "the Greek and Hebrew have harmed your reverence's eyes—Buy a pair of David Ramsay's barnacles. The King—God bless his Sacred Majesty!—never reads Hebrew or Greek without them."

"Are you well avised of that?" said a fat parson from the Vale of Evesham. "Nay, if the Head of the Church wears them,—God bless his Sacred Majesty!—I will try what they can do for me; for I have not been able to distinguish one Hebrew letter from another, since—I cannot remember the time—when I had a bad fever. Choose me a pair of his most Sacred Majesty's own wearing, my good youth."

"This is a pair, and please your reverence," said Jenkin, producing a pair of spectacles which he touched with an air of great deference and respect, "which his most blessed Majesty placed this day three weeks on his own blessed nose; and would have kept them for his own sacred use, but that the setting being, as your reverence sees, of the purest jet, was, as his Sacred Majesty was pleased to say, fitter for a bishop than for a secular prince."

"His Sacred Majesty the King," said the worthy divine, "was ever a very Daniel in his judgment. Give me the barnacles, my good youth, and who can say what nose they may bestride in two years hence?—our reverend brother of Gloucester waxes in years." He then pulled out his purse, paid for the spectacles, and left the shop with even a more important step than that which had paused to enter it.

"For shame," said Tunstall to his companion; "these glasses will never suit one of his years."

"You are a fool, Frank," said Vincent, in reply; "had the good doctor wished glasses to read with, he would have tried them before buying. He does not want to look through them himself, and these will serve the purpose of being looked at by other folks, as well as the best magnifiers in the shop.—What d'ye lack?" he cried, resuming his solicitations. "Mirrors for your toilette, my pretty madam; your head-gear is something awry—pity, since it is so well fancied." The woman stopped and bought a mirror.—"What d'ye lack?—a watch, Master Sergeant—a watch that will go as long as a lawsuit, as steady and true as your own eloquence?"

"Hold your peace, sir," answered the Knight of the Coif, who was disturbed by Vin's address whilst in deep consultation with an eminent attorney; "hold your peace! You are the loudest-tongued varlet betwixt the Devil's Tavern and Guildhall."

"A watch," reiterated the undaunted Jenkin, "that shall not lose thirteen minutes in a thirteen years' lawsuit.—He's out of hearing—A watch with four wheels and a bar-movement—a watch that shall tell you, Master Poet, how long the patience of the audience will endure your next piece at the Black Bull." The bard laughed, and fumbled in the pocket of his slops till he chased into a corner, and fairly caught, a small piece of coin.

"Here is a tester to cherish thy wit, good boy," he said.

"Gramercy," said Vin; "at the next play of yours I will bring down a set of roaring boys, that shall make all the critics in the pit, and the gallants on the stage, civil, or else the curtain shall smoke for it."

"Now, that I call mean," said Tunstall, "to take the poor rhymer's money, who has so little left behind."

"You are an owl, once again," said Vincent; "if he has nothing left to buy cheese and radishes, he will only dine a day the sooner with some patron or some player, for that is his fate five days out of the seven. It is unnatural that a poet should pay for his own pot of beer; I will drink his tester for him, to save him from such shame; and when his third night comes round, he shall have penniworths for his coin, I promise you.—But here comes another-guess customer. Look at that strange fellow—see how he gapes at every shop, as if he would swallow the wares.—O! Saint Dunstan has caught his eye; pray God he swallow not the images. See how he stands astonished, as old Adam and Eve ply their ding-dong! Come, Frank, thou art a scholar; construe me that same fellow, with his blue cap with a cock's feather in it, to show he's of gentle blood, God wot—his grey eyes, his yellow hair, his sword with a ton of iron in the handle—his grey thread-bare cloak—his step like a Frenchman—his look like a Spaniard—a book at his girdle, and a broad dudgeon-dagger on the other side, to show him half-pedant, half-bully. How call you that pageant, Frank?"

"A raw Scotsman," said Tunstall; "just come up, I suppose, to help the rest of his countrymen to gnaw old England's bones; a palmerworm, I reckon, to devour what the locust has spared."

"Even so, Frank," answered Vincent; "just as the poet sings sweetly,—


    'In Scotland he was born and bred,

    And, though a beggar, must be fed.'"
  

"Hush!" said Tunstall, "remember our master."

"Pshaw!" answered his mercurial companion; "he knows on which side his bread is buttered, and I warrant you has not lived so long among Englishmen, and by Englishmen, to quarrel with us for bearing an English mind. But see, our Scot has done gazing at St. Dunstan's, and comes our way. By this light, a proper lad and a sturdy, in spite of freckles and sun-burning.—He comes nearer still, I will have at him."

"And, if you do," said his comrade, "you may get a broken head—he looks not as if he would carry coals."

"A fig for your threat," said Vincent, and instantly addressed the stranger. "Buy a watch, most noble northern Thane—buy a watch, to count the hours of plenty since the blessed moment you left Berwick behind you.—Buy barnacles, to see the English gold lies ready for your gripe.—Buy what you will, you shall have credit for three days; for, were your pockets as bare as Father Fergus's, you are a Scot in London, and you will be stocked in that time." The stranger looked sternly at the waggish apprentice, and seemed to grasp his cudgel in rather a menacing fashion. "Buy physic," said the undaunted Vincent, "if you will buy neither time nor light—physic for a proud stomach, sir;—there is a 'pothecary's shop on the other side of the way."

Here the probationary disciple of Galen, who stood at his master's door in his flat cap and canvass sleeves, with a large wooden pestle in his hand, took up the ball which was flung to him by Jenkin, with, "What d'ye lack, sir?—Buy a choice Caledonian salve, Flos sulphvr. cum butyro quant. suff."

"To be taken after a gentle rubbing-down with an English oaken towel," said Vincent.

The bonny Scot had given full scope to the play of this small artillery of city wit, by halting his stately pace, and viewing grimly, first the one assailant, and then the other, as if menacing either repartee or more violent revenge. But phlegm or prudence got the better of his indignation, and tossing his head as one who valued not the raillery to which he had been exposed, he walked down Fleet Street, pursued by the horse-laugh of his tormentors.

"The Scot will not fight till he see his own blood," said Tunstall, whom his north of England extraction had made familiar with all manner of proverbs against those who lay yet farther north than himself.

"Faith, I know not," said Jenkin; "he looks dangerous, that fellow—he will hit some one over the noddle before he goes far.—Hark!—hark!—they are rising."

Accordingly, the well-known cry of, "'Prentices—'prentices—Clubs—clubs!" now rang along Fleet Street; and Jenkin, snatching up his weapon, which lay beneath the counter ready at the slightest notice, and calling to Tunstall to take his bat and follow, leaped over the hatch-door which protected the outer-shop, and ran as fast as he could towards the affray, echoing the cry as he ran, and elbowing, or shoving aside, whoever stood in his way. His comrade, first calling to his master to give an eye to the shop, followed Jenkin's example, and ran after him as fast as he could, but with more attention to the safety and convenience of others; while old David Ramsay, with hands and eyes uplifted, a green apron before him, and a glass which he had been polishing thrust into his bosom, came forth to look after the safety of his goods and chattels, knowing, by old experience, that, when the cry of "Clubs" once arose, he would have little aid on the part of his apprentices.
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    This, sir, is one among the Seignory,

    Has wealth at will, and will to use his wealth,

    And wit to increase it. Marry, his worst folly

    Lies in a thriftless sort of charity,

    That goes a-gadding sometimes after objects,

    Which wise men will not see when thrust upon them.

    The Old Couple.



The ancient gentleman bustled about his shop, in pettish displeasure at being summoned hither so hastily, to the interruption of his more abstract studies; and, unwilling to renounce the train of calculation which he had put in progress, he mingled whimsically with the fragments of the arithmetical operation, his oratory to the passengers, and angry reflections on his idle apprentices. "What d'ye lack, sir? Madam, what d'ye lack—clocks for hall or table—night-watches—day watches?—Locking wheel being 48—the power of retort 8—the striking pins are 48—What d'ye lack, honoured sir?—The quotient—the multiplicand—That the knaves should have gone out this blessed minute!—the acceleration being at the rate of 5 minutes, 55 seconds, 53 thirds, 59 fourths—I will switch them both when they come back—I will, by the bones of the immortal Napier[3][1q]!"

Here the vexed philosopher was interrupted by the entrance of a grave citizen of a most respectable appearance, who, saluting him familiarly by the name of "Davie, my old acquaintance," demanded what had put him so much out of sorts, and gave him at the same time a cordial grasp of his hand.

The stranger's dress was, though grave, rather richer than usual. His paned hose were of black velvet, lined with purple silk, which garniture appeared at the slashes. His doublet was of purple cloth, and his short cloak of black velvet, to correspond with his hose; and both were adorned with a great number of small silver buttons richly wrought in filigree. A triple chain of gold hung round his neck; and, in place of a sword or dagger, he wore at his belt an ordinary knife for the purpose of the table, with a small silver case, which appeared to contain writing materials. He might have seemed some secretary or clerk engaged in the service of the public, only that his low, flat, and unadorned cap, and his well-blacked, shining shoes, indicated that he belonged to the city. He was a well-made man, about the middle size, and seemed in firm health, though advanced in years. His looks expressed sagacity and good-humour: and the air of respectability which his dress announced, was well supported by his clear eye, ruddy cheek, and grey hair. He used the Scottish idiom in his first address, but in such a manner that it could hardly be distinguished whether he was passing upon his friend a sort of jocose mockery, or whether it was his own native dialect, for his ordinary discourse had little provincialism.

In answer to the queries of his respectable friend, Ramsay groaned heavily, answering by echoing back the question, "What ails me, Master George? Why, every thing ails me! I profess to you that a man may as well live in Fairyland as in the Ward of Farringdon-Without. My apprentices are turned into mere goblins—they appear and disappear like spunkies, and have no more regularity in them than a watch without a scapement. If there is a ball to be tossed up, or a bullock to be driven mad, or a quean to be ducked for scolding, or a head to be broken, Jenkin is sure to be at the one end or the other of it, and then away skips Francis Tunstall for company. I think the prize-fighters, bear-leaders, and mountebanks, are in a league against me, my dear friend, and that they pass my house ten times for any other in the city. Here's an Italian fellow come over, too, that they call Punchinello; and, altogether——"

"Well," interrupted Master George, "but what is all this to the present case?"

"Why," replied Ramsay, "here has been a cry of thieves or murder, (I hope that will prove the least of it amongst these English pock-pudding swine!) and I have been interrupted in the deepest calculation ever mortal man plunged into, Master George."

"What, man!" replied Master George, "you must take patience—You are a man that deals in time, and can make it go fast and slow at pleasure; you, of all the world, have least reason to complain, if a little of it be lost now and then.—But here come your boys, and bringing in a slain man betwixt them, I think—here has been serious mischief, I am afraid."

"The more mischief the better sport," said the crabbed old watchmaker. "I am blithe, though, that it's neither of the twa loons themselves.—What are ye bringing a corpse here for, ye fause villains?" he added, addressing the two apprentices, who, at the head of a considerable mob of their own class, some of whom bore evident marks of a recent fray, were carrying the body betwixt them.

"He is not dead yet, sir," answered Tunstall.

"Carry him into the apothecary's, then," replied his master. "D'ye think I can set a man's life in motion again, as if he were a clock or a timepiece?"

"For godsake, old friend," said his acquaintance, "let us have him here at the nearest—he seems only in a swoon."

"A swoon?" said Ramsay, "and what business had he to swoon in the streets? Only, if it will oblige my friend Master George, I would take in all the dead men in St. Dunstan's parish. Call Sam Porter to look after the shop." So saying, the stunned man, being the identical Scotsman who had passed a short time before amidst the jeers of the apprentices, was carried into the back shop of the artist, and there placed in an armed chair till the apothecary from over the way came to his assistance. This gentleman, as sometimes happens to those of the learned professions, had rather more lore than knowledge, and began to talk of the sinciput and occiput, and cerebrum and cerebellum, until he exhausted David Ramsay's brief stock of patience.

"Bell-um! bell-ell-um!" he repeated, with great indignation; "What signify all the bells in London, if you do not put a plaster on the child's crown?"

Master George, with better-directed zeal, asked the apothecary whether bleeding might not be useful; when, after humming and hawing for a moment, and being unable, upon the spur of the occasion, to suggest any thing else, the man of pharmacy observed, that it would, at all events, relieve the brain or cerebrum, in case there was a tendency to the depositation of any extravasated blood, to operate as a pressure upon that delicate organ.

Fortunately he was adequate to performing this operation; and, being powerfully aided by Jenkin Vincent (who was learned in all cases of broken heads) with plenty of cold water, and a little vinegar, applied according to the scientific method practised by the bottle-holders in a modern ring, the man began to raise himself on his chair, draw his cloak tightly around him, and look about like one who struggles to recover sense and recollection.

"He had better lie down on the bed in the little back closet," said Mr. Ramsay's visitor, who seemed perfectly familiar with the accommodations which the house afforded.

"He is welcome to my share of the truckle," said Jenkin,—for in the said back closet were the two apprentices accommodated in one truckle-bed[5],—"I can sleep under the counter."

"So can I," said Tunstall, "and the poor fellow can have the bed all night."

"Sleep," said the apothecary, "is, in the opinion of Galen[4], a restorative and febrifuge, and is most naturally taken in a truckle-bed."

"Where a better cannot be come by,"—said Master George; "but these are two honest lads, to give up their beds so willingly. Come, off with his cloak, and let us bear him to his couch—I will send for Dr. Irving, the king's chirurgeon—he does not live far off, and that shall be my share of the Samaritan's duty, neighbour Ramsay."

"Well, sir," said the apothecary, "it is at your pleasure to send for other advice, and I shall not object to consult with Dr. Irving or any other medical person of skill, neither to continue to furnish such drugs as may be needful from my pharmacopeia. However, whatever Dr. Irving, who, I think, hath had his degrees in Edinburgh, or Dr. Any-one-beside, be he Scottish or English, may say to the contrary, sleep, taken timeously, is a febrifuge, or sedative, and also a restorative."

He muttered a few more learned words, and concluded by informing Ramsay's friend in English far more intelligible than his Latin, that he would look to him as his paymaster, for medicines, care, and attendance, furnished, or to be furnished, to this party unknown.

Master George only replied by desiring him to send his bill for what he had already to charge, and to give himself no farther trouble unless he heard from him. The pharmacopolist, who, from discoveries made by the cloak falling a little aside, had no great opinion of the faculty of this chance patient to make reimbursement, had no sooner seen his case espoused by a substantial citizen, than he showed some reluctance to quit possession of it, and it needed a short and stern hint from Master George, which, with all his good-humour, he was capable of expressing when occasion required, to send to his own dwelling this Esculapius of Temple Bar.

When they were rid of Mr. Raredrench, the charitable efforts of Jenkin and Francis, to divest the patient of his long grey cloak, were firmly resisted on his own part.—"My life suner—my life suner," he muttered in indistinct murmurs. In these efforts to retain his upper garment, which was too tender to resist much handling, it gave way at length with a loud rent, which almost threw the patient into a second syncope, and he sat before them in his under garments, the looped and repaired wretchedness of which moved at once pity and laughter, and had certainly been the cause of his unwillingness to resign the mantle, which, like the virtue of charity, served to cover so many imperfections.

The man himself cast his eyes on his poverty-struck garb, and seemed so much ashamed of the disclosure, that, muttering between his teeth, that he would be too late for his appointment, he made an effort to rise and leave the shop, which was easily prevented by Jenkin Vincent and his comrade, who, at the nod of Master George, laid hold of and detained him in his chair.

The patient next looked round him for a moment, and then said faintly, in his broad northern language—"What sort of usage ca' ye this, gentlemen, to a stranger a sojourner in your town? Ye hae broken my head—ye hae riven my cloak, and now ye are for restraining my personal liberty! They were wiser than me," he said, after a moment's pause, "that counselled me to wear my warst claithing in the streets of London; and, if I could have got ony things warse than these mean garments,"—("which would have been very difficult," said Jin Vin, in a whisper to his companion,)—"they would have been e'en ower gude for the grips o' men sae little acquented with the laws of honest civility."

"To say the truth," said Jenkin, unable to forbear any longer, although the discipline of the times prescribed to those in his situation a degree of respectful distance and humility in the presence of parents, masters, or seniors, of which the present age has no idea—"to say the truth, the good gentleman's clothes look as if they would not brook much handling."

"Hold your peace, young man," said Master George, with a tone of authority; "never mock the stranger or the poor—the black ox has not trod on your foot yet—you know not what lands you may travel in, or what clothes you may wear, before you die."

Vincent held down his head and stood rebuked, but the stranger did not accept the apology which was made for him.

"I am a stranger, sir," said he, "that is certain; though methinks, that, being such, I have been somewhat familiarly treated in this town of yours; but, as for my being poor, I think I need not be charged with poverty, till I seek siller of somebody."

"The dear country all over," said Master George, in a whisper, to David Ramsay, "pride and poverty."

But David had taken out his tablets and silver pen, and, deeply immersed in calculations, in which he rambled over all the terms of arithmetic, from the simple unit to millions, billions, and trillions, neither heard nor answered the observation of his friend, who, seeing his abstraction, turned again to the Scot.

"I fancy now, Jockey, if a stranger were to offer you a noble, you would chuck it back at his head?"

"Not if I could do him honest service for it, sir," said the Scot; "I am willing to do what I may to be useful, though I come of an honourable house, and may be said to be in a sort indifferently weel provided for."

"Ay!" said the interrogator, "and what house may claim the honour of your descent?"

"An ancient coat belongs to it, as the play says," whispered Vincent to his companion.

"Come, Jockey, out with it," continued Master George, observing that the Scot, as usual with his countrymen, when asked a blunt, straightforward question, took a little time before answering it.

"I am no more Jockey, sir, than you are John," said the stranger, as if offended at being addressed by a name, which at that time was used, as Sawney now is, for a general appellative of the Scottish nation. "My name, if you must know it, is Richie Moniplies; and I come of the old and honourable house of Castle Collop, weel kend at the West-Port of Edinburgh."

"What is that you call the West-Port?" proceeded the interrogator.

"Why, an it like your honour," said Richie, who now, having recovered his senses sufficiently to observe the respectable exterior of Master George, threw more civility into his manner than at first, "the West-Port is a gate of our city, as yonder brick arches at Whitehall form the entrance of the king's palace here, only that the West-Port is of stonern work, and mair decorated with architecture and the policy of bigging."

"Nouns, man, the Whitehall gateways were planned by the great Holbein," answered Master George; "I suspect your accident has jumbled your brains, my good friend. I suppose you will tell me next, you have at Edinburgh as fine a navigable river as the Thames, with all its shipping?"

"The Thames!" exclaimed Richie, in a tone of ineffable contempt—"God bless your honour's judgment, we have at Edinburgh the Water-of-Leith and the Nor-loch!"

"And the Pow-Burn, and the Quarry-holes, and the Gusedub, ye fause loon!" answered Master George, speaking Scotch with a strong and natural emphasis; "it is such land-loupers as you, that, with your falset and fair fashions, bring reproach on our whole country."
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