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ANTIQUARY

BY THE

AUTHOR OF “ WAVERLEY” AND « GUY MANNERING.”

I knew Anselmo. He was shrewd and prudeat,
Wisdom and cunning had their shares of him ;

But he was shrewish as a wayward child,

And pleased again by toys which childhood please ;
As—book of fables graced with print of wood,

Or else the jingling of a rusty medal,

Or the rare melody of some old ditty,

That first was sung to please King Pepin’s cradle,
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ADVERTISEMENT.

Tue present Work éompletes a se-
ries of fictitious narratives, intended to
illustrate the manners of Scotland at
three different periods. WavErLEY
embraced the age of our fathers, Guy
MannzeriNG that of our own youth,
and the ANTIQUARY refers to the last
ten years of the eighteenth century.
I have, in the two last narratives es-
pecially, sought my principal person-
ages in the class of society who are
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the last to feel the influence of that
general polish which assimilates to
each other the.manners of different
nations. Among the same class I have
placed some of the scenes, in which
I have endeavoured to illustrate the
operation of the higher and more vio-

lent passions ; both because the lower
orders are less restrained by‘ the habit

of suppressing their feelings, and be-
cause I agree with Mr Wordsworth,
that they seldom fail to express them
in the strongest and most powerful
language. This is, I think, peculiarly
the case with the peasantry of my
own country, a class with whom I

have long been familiar. The antique
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force and simplicity of their language
often tinctured with the oriental elo-
quence of Scripture, in the mouths of
those of an elevated understanding,
give pathos to their grief, and dignity
to their resentment.

I have been more solicitous to de-
seribe manners minutely, than to ar-
range in any case an artificial and com-
bined narration, and- have but to re-
gret that I felt myself unable to unite
these two requisites of a good Novel.

The knavery of the Adept in the
following sheets may appear forced
and improbable ; but we have had very
late instances of the force of supersti-

tious credulity to a much greater ex-
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tent, and the reader may be assured,
that this part of the narrative is found-
ed on a fact of actual oecurrence.

I have now only to express my gra-
titude to the public, for the disﬁip—;

gﬁished receptioq which they have

given to works, that have little more
than some truth of colouring to reA’
commend them, and to take my re-

spectful leave, as one who is not like-

ly again to solicit their favour.
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ANTIQUARY.

CHAPTER I.

“ Go call a coach, and et a coach be call’d,

And let the man who calleth be the caller;

And in his calling let him nothing call, ;

But Coach! Coach! Coach! O for acoach, ye gods 12
Chrononhotonthologos.

Ir was early in a fine summer’s day, near
the end of the eighteenth century, when
a young man, of genteel appearance, ha-
ving occasion to go towards the north-
east’ of Scotland, provided himself with
a ticket in one of those public carriages
which travel between Edinburgh and the
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Queensferry, at whichplace, as the name.
implies, and as is well known to all my :
northern readers, there is a passage-boat
for crossing the Firth of Forth. The
coach was calculated to carry six regular
passengers, besides such interlopers as the
coachman could pick up by the way, and
intrude upon those who were ‘legally in
possession. The tickets, which conferred
right tea seat in this vehicle of little ease,
were dispensed by a sharp-looking old
dame, with a pair of spectacles on a very
thin nose, who inhabited a ¢ laigh shop,”
anglicé, a icellar, opening to the High-
street by a strait and steep stair, at the
bottom of which she sold tape, thread,
needles, skeans of worsted, coarse linen
cloth, and such feminine gear,/to"those
who had the courage ‘and skill to descend
to the profundity of her dwelling; without
falling headlong themselves, or throwing
down any of the numerous articles which,
piled on each side of the descent, indica-
ted the profession of the trader below.
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' et bill, whxch pasted on
a projecting board, announced that the
Queensferry Diligence, or Hawes Fly, de-
parted precisely at twelve o’clock on Tues:
day, the fifteenth July, 17—, in order to
secure for travellers: the opportunity of
: passi,ng'the Firth: with the flood-tide, lied
-upon the present occasion like a bulletin ;
for.although that hour was pealed from
Saint Giles's steeple, and repeated by the
Tron, no coach appeared upon the ap-
pointed stands It is true, only two tickets
had been taken out, and possibly the lady
of the subterranean mansion might have
an understanding with her -Automedon;
that, in such cases, a little space was to
be allowed for the chance of filling up
the vacant places—or the said Automedon
might have been attending a funeral, and
be delayed by the necessity of stripping
~ his vehicle of its lugubrious trappings—
or he might bave staid to take a half-
- mutehkin extraordinary with his crony
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the ostler—or—in short, he did not make
his appearance. : :
The young gentleman, who began to
' grow somewhat impatient, was now join-
ed by a companion in this petty misery of
human life—the person who had taken
out the other place. He who is bent upon
a journey is“usually easily to be distin=
guished from his fellow-citizens.  The
boots, the great-coat, the umbrella, the
* little bundle in his hand, the hat pulled
over his resolved brows, the determined
'importance of his pace, his brief answers
to the salutations of lounging acquaint-
ances, are all marks by which the experi-
enced traveller in mail-coach or diligence
can distinguish, at a distance, the compa-
nion of his future j Journey, as he pushes
" onward to the place of rendezvous. It is
then that, with worldly wisdom, the first
comer hastens to secure the best birth in
the coach for himself, and to inake the
most convenient arrangement for his bag-
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gage before the arrival of his competitor.
Our youth, who was gifted with little pru-
dence of any sort, and who was, moreover,
by the absence of the coach, deprived of
the power of availing himself of his prio-
rity of cheice, amused himself, instead, by
speculating upon the occupationrand cha-
racter of the personage who Was now come
to the coach-office. »
He was a good-looking man of the age
of sixty, perhaps older, but his hale com-
plexionand firm step announced that years
had not impaired his strength or health.
His countenance was of the true Scottish
cast, strongly marked, and rather harsh in
features, with a shrewd and penetrating
eye, and a countenance in which habitual
gravity was enlivened by a castof ironical .
bumour. His dress was uniform, and of a
colour becoming his age and gravity; a
wig, well dressed and powdered, surmount-
ed by a slouched hat, had something of a
professional air. He might be a clergy-
man, yet his appearance was more that of
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a man of the world than usual]y belongs
to the kirk of Scotland, and his first eja-
culation put the matter beyond question.
He arrived with a hurried pace, and_
easting an alarmed glance towards the
dial-plate of the church, then looking at
the place where the coach should have
been, exclaimed, “ De'il’s in it—I am too
late after all.” - 4
The young man relieved his anxiety by
telling him the coach bad not yet appear-
ed. The old gentleman, apparently consci-
ous of his own want of punctuality, did not
at first feel courageous enough to censure |
that of the coachman. He took a parcel,
containing apparently a large folio, from
a little boy who followed him, and, patting
him on the head, bid him go back and tell
Mr B——, that if he had known he was
to have had so much time, he would have
put another word or two to their bar-
gain,—then told the boy to mind his busi-
ness, and he would be as t]mvmg a lad as
ever dusted a duodecimo, The boy lmger-

0
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ed, perhaps in hopes of a penny to buy\
marbles, but none was forthcoming. Our
senior leaned his little bundle upon one of
the posts at the head of the staircase, and,
facing the traveller who had ﬁq‘st arrived,
waited in silence for about five minutes
the arrival of the expected 'diligepce.

At length, after one or two impatient.
glances at the progress of the minute-hand
of the clock, having compared it with his
own watch, a huge and antique gold re-
peater, and having twitched about his fea-
tures to give due emphasis to one or two
peevish pshaws, he hailed the old lady of
the cavern. 3

“ Good woman,——what the d—1 is her
name ?—Mrs Macleuchar I"—— Y

Mrs Macleuchar, aware that she had a
defensive part to sustain in the encoun-
ter which was to follow, was in no hurry
to hasten the discussion by returning a
ready answer.

“Mrs Macleuchar—Good woman,” (with
an elevated voice)—then apart, ““ Old doits

A2
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ed hag, she’s as deaf asa post—I say, Mrs
Macleuchar !”
* %] am just serving a customer. -—-I‘ndeed
hinny, it Wl“ no be a bodle cheaper than
I tell ye.” :

“ Woman,” reiterated the traveller, ¢ do
you think we can stand here all day till
you have cheated that poor servant wench
out of her half-year’s fee and bountith ?”

«Cheated !” retorted Mrs Macleuchar,
eager to take up the quarrel upon a de-
fensible ground; ¢ I scorn your words,
sir; you are an uncivil person, and I de-
sire you will not stand there to slander me
at my ain stairhead.” ;

¢ The woman,” said the senior, looking
with an arch glance at his destined travel-
ling companion, ¢ does not understand the
words of action.—Woman,” again turning
to the vault, “I arraign not thy character,
but I desire to know what is become of
thy coach.”

“ What’s your will ?” answered Mrs
Macleuchar, relapsing into deafness,

10
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“ We have taken places, ma’am,” said
the younger stranger, “in your diligence
for Queensferry”—¢ Which should have
been half-way on the road before now,”
continued the elder and more impatient
traveller, rising in wrath as he spoke;
“ and now, in all likelihood we shall miss
the tide, and I have business of import-
ance on the other side—and \you.r”eursed
coach” :

¢“The coach ?—gude guide us, gentle-
men, is it no on the stand yet ?” answered
" the old lady, her shrill tone of expostula-
tion sinking into a kind of apologetic
whine ; ‘ Isit the coach ye can have been
waiting for ?”

¢ What else could have kept us broxhng
in the sun by the side of the gutter here,
you—you faithless woman ?”

Mrs Macleuchar now ascended her trap
stair, (for such it might be called, though
composed of stene,) until her nose came
upon a level with the pavement ; then,
after wiping her spectacles to look fer
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that which she well knew was not to be
found, she exclaimed, with well-feigned
astonishment, ¢ Gude guide us—saw ever
ony body the like o™ that !” - )

“Yes, you: abominable woman,” vocis
ferated the traveller, “ many have seen
the like of it, and all will see the like of it,
that have any thing to do with your trol«
lopping sex;” then, pacingin greatindig=
nation before the door of the shop, still-as
he passed and repassed, like a vessel who
gives her broadside as she comes: abreast
of a hostile fortress, he shot dow com-
plaints, threats, and reproaches, on the
embarrassed Mrs Macleuchar. He would:
take a post-chaise—he would ¢all a hacks
ney-coach—he would take four horses—
he must—he would be on the north: side
to-day—and all the expence of his jour-
ney, besides damages, direct and conse-
quential, arising from delay, should be ac=
cumulated on the devoted head of Mrs
Macleuchar.

There was something so comic in his
1 =
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pettish resentment, ‘that the younger tra-
veller, who was in no'such pressing-hurry
to depart, could not help being amused
- with it, especially as it -was obvious, that
every now and then the old gentleman,
though very angry, could not help laugh=
ing at his own vehemence. But when
Mrs Macleuchar began also to join in the
laughter, he quickly puta stop to her ill-
timed merriment. -

¢ Woman,” said he, “is that advertlse-'
ment-thine ?” shewing a bit of’ crumpled
printed paper: ¢ Does it not set forth,
_ that, God willing, as you hypocritically
express it, the. Hawes Fly, or Queens-
ferry ‘Diligence;: would  set. forth: to-day
at twelve o’clock, and is it not, thow
falsest of creatures, now: a quarter past
twelve, and no such fly or diligence to be
seen ?—Doest thou know the consequence .
of seducing the lieges by false reports?—
Doest thou know it might be brought un-
" der the statute of leasing-making? An-
swer ; and for once in thy long, useless,
and evil life, let it be in the words of truth
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