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  Prologue




  Every age hath its consolations, as well as its sufferings.




   




  Adam Ferguson1




   




  For a period of nearly half a century, from about the time of the Highland rebellion of 1745 until the French Revolution of 1789, the small city of Edinburgh ruled the Western

  intellect. For near fifty years, a city that had for centuries been a byword for poverty, religious bigotry, violence and squalor laid the mental foundations for the modern world.




  The battle of Culloden Moor in 1746, which the writer John Buchan called ‘the last fight of the Middle Ages’,2 was also the

  beginning of the modern age for Scotland’s ancient capital. The town, which had sat little changed on its rock until then, inconvenient, dirty, old-fashioned, alcoholic, quarrelsome and poor,

  began to alter, first slowly, then in a convulsion. Lochs were drained, ravines spanned by bridges, streets and squares thrown out into the stony fields. Ale gave way to tea and port and whisky.

  People dined at one o’clock, then two, then three, and then four.




  Men discovered there were ways of charming women this side of abduction. They ceased to bring their pistols to table, or to share the same cup. They read newspapers, became Freemasons, danced,

  burst into tears. Societies sprang up for encouraging manufactures, abolishing Scottish pronunciation and spreading the Gospel. Rents, profits and the cost of living all doubled, and the poor old

  Scots soldier in Smollett’s Humphry Clinker vowed in disgust to return to his old life among the Miami Indians of America.3 A new

  theory of progress, based on good laws, international commerce and the companionship of men and women, displaced the antique world of valour, loyalty, religion, and the dagger. ‘Edinburgh,

  the Sink of Abomination’ became ‘Edinburgh, the Athens of Great Britain’.4




  David Hume, Adam Smith, William Robertson, Adam Ferguson and Hugh Blair were the first intellectual celebrities of the modern world, as famous for their mental boldness as for their bizarre

  habits and spotless moral characters. They taught Europe and America how to think and talk about the new mental areas opening to the eighteenth-century view: consciousness, the purposes of civil

  government, the forces that shape and distinguish society, the composition of physical matter, time and space, right actions, what binds and what divides the two sexes. They could view with a dry

  eye a world where God was dead or had with-drawn into Himself, where hierarchy had disintegrated and luxury was super-abundant.




  The American patriot Benjamin Franklin, who first visited Edinburgh with his son in 1759, remembered his stay as ‘the densest happiness’ he had ever

  experienced.5 The famous Encyclopédie of the French philosophers had devoted a single contemptuous paragraph to

  Écosse in 1755,6 but by 1762 Voltaire was writing, with more than a touch of malice, ‘today it is from Scotland that we get

  rules of taste in all the arts, from epic poetry to gardening’.7 The Russian Princess Romanovna Dashkova, who came from St Petersburg in the

  late 1770s so her son could study the classics at the College, was captivated by the genius, sociability and modesty of ‘l’immortel Robertson, Blair, Smith et

  Ferguson’.8 The Prussian officer J.W. von Archenholz, who travelled in England and Scotland in the 1780s, told his German readers that

  ‘more true learning is to be found in Edinburgh than in Oxford and Cambridge taken together’.9




  As for Edinburgh, it was intoxicated with its own brilliance. ‘In the history of every polished nation,’ a correspondent wrote to The Scots Magazine in July 1763,

  ‘there is always one period at least to be found, which is crouded with men of genius in every art and science. This was the case of Greece after the overthrow of Xerxes, of Rome during the

  reign of Augustus, of France in the time of Lewis XIV, and of England in the time of Q. Anne … For my part, I pour out my heart with the utmost gratitude to Providence for giving me a being

  in this illustrious period; and I have great reason to congratulate the present generation of my countrymen for enjoying the same blessing.’10




  How did this come about? How did Scotland, bullied or ignored by its neighbours for centuries, find and keep its place in the sun? How did a city that consisted of a single long street and fewer

  than forty thousand inhabitants come for a season to rival Paris? What was this ‘sudden burst of genius … sprung up in this country by a sort of enchantment, soon after the Rebellion

  of 1745’?11




  Nothing in history is sudden or enchanted. Edinburgh’s moment had its origins in the Scottish past and still reverberates in the present. It was a belated reaction to a series of injuries

  to Scotland’s sense of itself in politics, in religion, in morality. A mental crisis was surmounted in a physical city of stone, ordure, taverns, turnpike stairs, towering apartment blocks,

  dancing assemblies, icy churches and torrents of wind. From its resolution came not simply modern Scotland but modernity itself.




  





  1




  Auld Reekie




  Edinburgh in the warm September of 1745 was a handsome, cramped and discontented provincial town of approximately 40,000 people,1 just embarking on modernity. As a capital city, it was nothing much. It had lost its royal court to London in 1603, when King James VI succeeded to the English throne, and its

  nobility followed at the amalgamation of the Scottish and English parliaments in 1707. Edinburgh had no manufacturing, and its trade was a set of pettifogging monopolies, down to who had the right

  to rent out the pall at burials or run coaches to the port of Leith.2 The town lived off lawyers attending on the Court of Session and clergymen

  coming to the General Assembly of the Church of Scotland and gentry sending their children up to school and spending the winter in town. In the first age of millionaires, an Edinburgh family was

  rich with £1,000 a year.3




  There were nine Presbyterian churches, each with two ministers, and two more outside the walls;4 two banks (which survive) and a couple of

  general merchants that could discount commercial bills; two thrice-weekly newspapers (one Whig, one Jacobite) and The Scots Magazine, founded in 1739 and full of trials, poetry, bills of

  mortality, and a narrative of Scots and world affairs; four printing-works to garble Bibles and law papers;5 offices of the Friendly and Sun Fire

  Insurance schemes; a fund for the widows of ministers of the Kirk; a few brewers between the Cowgate and the walls; and three mail coaches to London a week: though there were men alive to tell Sir

  Walter Scott that once the return mail brought just a single letter for the whole of Scotland.6 A stagecoach ran monthly to London, spending at

  least ten days on the road,7 though a private chaise could do the journey faster. It was not until the time of Robert Burns’s visit in 1787

  that the journey was cut to sixty hours.




  The parliamentary Union with England in 1707 and the abolition of the Scottish Privy Council a year later had demolished the formal administration of Scotland. In as much as the country was

  ruled at all during the long ascendancy in London of Sir Robert Walpole, it was controlled by the Duke of Argyll and a clutch of law officers. The Edinburgh Town Council, whose constitution had

  been violently disputed but altered very little since the time of James VI, was a permanent oligarchy that nominated its own successor from candidates submitted by restrictive merchant and craft

  guilds and even elected the town’s MP.8 Advocates and clergymen, being unincorporated, had no say in either election.




  The Council met in a building in Parliament Close hard against the south-west corner of the high church of St Giles and did its drinking at Lucky Wilson’s tavern in Writers’ Court.

  Its ordinary membership was twenty-five, which could be expanded under precise and obscure conditions to thirty-three. In the words of a reforming pamphlet of 1746, ‘Is it a Small Matter,

  with you, that the Gentlemen in the Administration of this great City, who should represent near Forty Thousand, do at no time represent Forty of the Inhabitants.’9 ‘Omnipotent, corrupt, impenetrable,’ as a witness wrote of the nineteenth-century councillors, ‘they might have been sitting in

  Venice.’10 They controlled the trade of the town and of the Port of Leith, the street-lights and weights and measures and water supply, and

  named the ministers to the kirks, the doctors to the High School and the under-janitors to the College. As for the College professors, the magistrates might arrive in a body unannounced to hear a

  new appointment lecture. The purpose of the Council was to maintain peace between the guilds and, in alliance with the Kirk-sessions and the Presbytery, an atmosphere of unctuous piety.




  From a distance the town was a palisade of towers rising, in the phrase of Robert Chambers, ‘from a palace on the plain to a castle in the air’.11 Between Castle Hill and Holyrood ran what Daniel Defoe called ‘the most spacious, the longest, and best inhabited Street in Europe’.12 It was called in its upper section the Lawnmarket; then lower down the High Street, which was closed at the bottom by the gate called the Netherbow Port;

  and, at the bottom, the Canongate. In parts the street was so broad that five carriages could have moved abreast, but so high-cambered that four of them would have overturned.13




  Confined by its site, the Lawnmarket and High Street made a sort of antique Manhattan. With nowhere else to go, the pressure of population had squeezed the stone apartment blocks or

  ‘lands’ upwards. Those at the back of Parliament Close towered twelve storeys above the Cowgate.14 Seen from the shores of the Firth

  of Forth, the garlands of wood- and peat-smoke round these pinnacles had given rise to a nickname for the town: Auld Reekie.




  Between the lands, the wynds and closes ran steeply down ravines to the waters of the North Loch, or to the Cowgate. In those filthy lanes, between sagging houses showing their gables to the

  street and pigs rooting in the gutters, every condition mingled. As a young medical student named Oliver Goldsmith wrote in 1753 or 1754, ‘you might see a well-dressed duchess issuing from a

  dirty close’.15 Indeed, Jane Maxwell, who in the second half of the eighteenth century became Duches of Gordon and the leader of Edinburgh

  society, was once seen riding up the High Street on a sow which her sister drove on with a stick.16




  The lands themselves accommodated dancing-masters and Lords of Session and all sorts in between.17 The dark scale-stairs were upright streets,

  a thoroughfare of Musselburgh fishwives, sweeps or coal-porters and barefoot housemaids. Sir Walter Scott, who had lost six siblings to the bad air of College Wynd, remembered in the next century

  that each inhabitable space ‘was crowded like the underdeck of a ship. Sickness had no nook of quiet, affliction no retreat for solitary indulgence.’18 Burns, as usual, was chiefly interested in sexual privacy, and showed a touching sympathy for his widowed landlady, obliged to listen to some ‘Daughters of Belial

  … gandygoin’ with their men visitors in the apartment upstairs.19




  The nineteenth-century publisher Robert Chambers described from this period a gentleman lawyer’s apartment in Forrester’s Wynd, ‘a region of profound darkness and mystery, now

  no more’, comprising a kitchen and three rooms: ‘my lady’s room’, which was a sort of parlour, the gentleman’s consulting room or study, and their bedroom. The

  children, with their nurse, had beds laid down for them at night in their father’s room, the housemaid slept under the dresser, and the manservant made shift outside. Rent for this opulence

  was just £15 a year sterling.20 The diet of such a family would have been fish, occasional butchers’ meat (but only in summer), milk

  and oatmeal. They would have eaten off pewter ‘often ill-cleaned’. At the Orphan Hospital, the children who worked weaving wool or lint from six a.m. to eight p.m. breakfasted and

  supped on oatmeal pottage and home-brewed small beer, and dined as follows:




   




  

    



  Monday Kail without flesh, and eggs when cheap, and in place thereof cheese and a mutchkin of ale to every servant, and half a mutchkin to the children, the bread as regulated

  by the statutes.


	

      Tuesday Kail with flesh, and no ale.




      Wendesday Kail without flesh and eggs when cheap.




      Thursday Kail with flesh, no ale.




      Friday The same as Thursday.




      Saturday Kail without flesh, and butter or eggs when cheap, and ale.




      Sabbath Bread and butter and ale as regulated.21


    


  




   




  There was still little bread eaten. Once a week Duncan Forbes of Culloden, Lord President of the supreme civil court known as the Court of Session, Dr John Clerk of Listonshiels,

  who was President of the Royal College of Physicians, the mathematician Colin MacLaurin and the anatomy professor Alexander Monro primus supped together in the Lord President’s house

  in the Cowgate, ‘each Man’, as Monro remembered, ‘having his particular Dish. Dr Clerk had some Bread and Whey, P[rofessor] M[onro]’s Dish was boil’d spinage …

  the President had a small fish … and before Mr MacLaurin a Stake or a Chop was placed.’22 Turnips, a new-fangled fodder crop being

  tried on improving estates, appeared on Edinburgh tables as a dessert.23




  There were very few public buildings, so that all legal, town and church business was done in dark taverns. Indeed John Coutts, the general merchant who treated with the Highland rebels and gave

  his name to a long-lived bank, became in 1742 the first Lord Provost to entertain at home (President’s Close) rather than in a tavern.24 By

  the next decade, there were six hundred tavern licences within the Royalty, or bounds, of Edinburgh.25 The drinks were ale at a penny an English

  quart, claret, whisky, West India punch and even, in 1743, the first speculative ship-load of port.26 The town was a byword for insobriety. Even

  at the annual meeting of the directors of the Royal Bank, the drinking was such as to cause the old Provost George Drummond – who had a cold and thus the privilege of taking just sack and

  water – to ask God to ‘pardon me the guilt of others’.27 At their mother’s funeral in 1716, the future President of the

  Session Duncan Forbes and his brother had been so drunk on the way to the kirkyard that they left the body behind.28 Sir John Clerk, a Baron of

  the Exchequer Court, thought ‘no man lookt so poor so contemptible and detestable as a drunken judge’.29 James Boswell barely drank

  until he passed advocate and started pleading in the Edinburgh courts; thenceforth, he was rarely sober.30




  Dress was both gaudy and slovenly.31 There was no such thing in town as a haberdasher or a perfumer and the few hairdressers either refused or

  did not dare to dress hair on the Sabbath.32 Women covered head and shoulders in long plaids that came down to the waist, scarlet or crimson in

  colour or, more often, check or tartan. That costume, coupled with their high spirits and good carriage, greatly impressed English visitors.33 The

  older women still wore patches on their faces. Some of the older men still wore swords, though the practice of duelling in the street had abated.




  The heart of Edinburgh lay round the old cathedral of St Giles, which since the abolition of bishops at the Reformation had been divided into four parish churches: the New Church in the choir,

  the Old Church in the nave, Haddow’s Hole in the north-west corner and the Tolbooth in the west. In St Giles, every May, the supreme court of the church known as the General Assembly held its

  annual meeting. In a city without a royal court or a parliament, this ecclesiastical plenary was a high day in the calendar.




  Facing St Giles in the middle of the High Street and separated from it by a cramped lane called the Krames was a row of four-storey houses with shops on the ground floor, known as the

  Luckenbooths. These were demolished in 1817, but earlier the best mercers and clothiers were found there: ‘lucken’ derives from a dialect word for locked or shut up, and these booths or

  shops could be locked to protect their valuable merchandise. At the east end, looking down the High Street and way out into east Lothian, was a flat where the poet Allan Ramsay senior had in 1725

  established one of the first lending, or ‘circulating’, libraries in Scotland. Two generations later, on the ground floor, William Creech, publisher of Burns, entertained the

  literati with a minimum of expense. The west end of the Luckenbooths faced up and out onto a black-looking, antique, turreted prison known as the Old Tolbooth or, in a bitter joke, the

  Heart of Midlothian. Further up the Lawnmarket was an open space, the Bowhead, with an ungainly old building called the Weigh-house where butter and cheese were sold. From here the West Bow, the

  most fanatical (and haunted) street in Edinburgh, ran down in ‘sanctified bends’ amid the incessant banging of the whitesmiths, to the Grassmarket and the West Port.




  It was down these same bends that, prompt at midnight, the ghost of the warlock Major Weir, whose body was hanged and burned on 14 April 1670, would thunder, in a carriage driven by the Prince

  of Darkness and drawn by four headless chargers. The house he had lived in still stood, empty and damned, at the first bend in the street: an outpost of the world of darkness.34




  At the back of St Giles was the Parliament House, where the Estates or Scots Parliament had sat from 1639 till their suspension at the Union in 1707. Each weekday except Monday from 12 June

  until 11 August, and then from 12 November to 11 March with a short recess for Christmas, sat here the two divisions of the Court of Session, the highest civil court of an energetically litigious

  society: either a single judge, sitting on the old Sovereign’s throne under the hammer-beam roof of what was now known as the Outer House or, if his sole judgment was unacceptable to one of

  the parties, the ‘haill fifteen’ (all fifteen) Lords of Session, sitting in an apartment called the Inner House.




  It was an informal age in Scotland, and while the southern part of the Outer House teemed with advocates and petitioners and judges in their gowns of purple cloth with crimson velvet facings,

  their full-bottomed wigs and white cravats, at the north end, fenced off by a half-partition, were the flimsy shops of stationers, cutlers, toy-makers and jewellers.




  Each morning at nine, men such as Alexander Wedderburn (who later became Lord Chancellor) or James Boswell walked to the Outer House to while away their time amid old-fashioned and even deranged

  figures such as were captured in the next generation by the caricaturist John Kay: Andrew Nichol, ‘Muck Andrew’, who litigated thirty years over a middenstead (dung-heap) and died

  destitute in Cupar gaol, or John Skene, ‘the Heckler’, who worked nights as a flax-dresser then changed into a suit of black clothes and curled and powdered his hair, so that he could

  attend the Outer House: for how else could the causes (cases) proceed in orderly fashion?35 The court rose at noon, and Lord President Forbes, the

  only judge to use a carriage, would take two Lords of Session with him for a short airing in The Meadows, a little park on the southern outskirts of the town, and an early dinner.36




  Sir Walter Scott, the great novelist of the early nineteenth century, was fascinated by the Edinburgh of his parents’ time and sought to recover its atmosphere in a series of

  ‘historical’ novels. Bred to the law, he passed many hours of reverie in the Outer House and reproduced the splendours and miseries of Scots litigation as nobody before or since in the

  character of Peter Peebles in Redgauntlet:




   




  

    

      It’s very true that it is grandeur upon earth to hear ane’s name thunnered out along the long-arched roof of the Outer-House – ‘Poor Peter

      Peebles against Plainstanes, et per contra’; a’ the best lawyers in the house fleeing like eagles to the prey; some because they are in the cause and some because they want

      to be thought engaged … – to see the reporters mending their pens to take down the debate – the Lords themselves pooin’ in their chairs, like folk sitting down to a

      gude dinner, and crying on the clerks for parts and pendicles of the process, who, puir bodies, can do little mair than cry on their closet-keepers to help them. To see a’ this …

      and to ken that naething will be said or dune amang a’ thae grand folk, for maybe the feck of three hours, saving what concerns you and your business – O, man, nae wonder that ye

      judge this to be earthly glory! – And yet, neighbour, as I was saying, there be unco drawbacks – I whiles think of my bit house, where dinner, and supper, and breakfast used to come

      without the crying for, just as if fairies had brought it – and the gude bed at e’en – and the needfu’ penny in the pouch – And then to se a’ ane’s

      warldly substance capering in the air in a pair of weigh-bauks, now up, now down, as the breath of judge or counsel inclines it for pursuer or defender – troth, man, there are times I rue

      having ever begun the plea wark, though maybe when you consider the renown and credit I have by it, ye will hardly believe what I am saying.37


    


  




   




  To the west, in a room in the Council House on the site of what is now the lobby of the Signet Library, six of the Lords of Session under the Lord Justice-Clerk constituted the

  High Court of Justiciary, Scotland’s highest criminal court, from which there was no appeal. A row of tenements to the south and east, rebuilt after a fire in 1700, formed with the Parliament

  House and St Giles a square known as the Parliament Close.




  Out in the High Street, half-way between St Giles and the Tron Kirk, was an octagonal building surmounted by a pillar bearing the Scottish unicorn. This was the ancient burgh mercat or market

  Cross, where merchants gathered to do what little business there was to be done in Edinburgh before taking their meridian dram. It was a great resort also for general masculine gossip, the first

  port of call for visitors to Edinburgh, the place to pick up a chair or a caddy – odd-job man or street messenger – and a haunt of beggars, some of them licensed by the

  King.38




  The grandeur of the High Street was brought to earth by the homely commerce of its salt-sellers, candy men, fish-wives screaming oysters and partans (crabs), sellers of peat, coals, and yellow

  sand for strewing on floors, cobblers, knife- and scissor-grinders, hawkers of spunk (fire-lighters), broadsheet sellers.39 At night the street

  was lined along much of its length with barrows lit by paper lanterns. James Ballantine, a painter and poet of the nineteenth century, remembered an ‘array of penny shows, ballad singers,

  speech criers, baskets o’ laces, combs, caps, shoe-ties, an’ twopenny mirrors, wi’ hurleys fu’ o’ cherry-cheekit apples an’ brown speldings’.40




  At ten p.m. by the Tron church, as English travellers recalled with a fascinated horror, the tenements were cleared of ordure. With a shout of ‘Gardy Loo’, each household poured its

  waste down into the street, where it lay all night still scavengers came at first light to collect it. Citizens burned sheets of brown paper to neutralise the smell. The cry is thought to be a

  corruption of gardez l’eau or gare de l’eau – look out for slops! – but Mrs Jenkins, the good-natured maidservant in Tobias Smollett’s Humphry

  Clinker, translated it as ‘Lord have mercy upon you!’41 For Edward Burt, an English surveyor sent north in the 1720s to build

  military roads to pacify the rebellious Highlands, a night in Edinburgh was best forgotten. At the inn, ‘the Cook was too filthy an Object to be described, only another English Gentleman

  whispered me and said, he believed, if the Fellow was to be thrown against the Wall, he would stick to it.’42 Trying to sleep, Burt was

  ‘forced to hide my Head between the Sheets; for the Smell of the Filth, thrown out by the Neighbours on the Back-Side of the House, come pouring into the Room.’43




  Yet while Edinburgh looked and smelled like a medieval city, it had the makings of modern institutions. For all its parsimony and dirt, Edinburgh had made more history, as John Buchan later put

  it, than any town its size but Athens, Jerusalem and Rome.44 The religious disputes and civil violence of the seventeenth century had caused the

  Lowland Scots to think about the purposes of political government. Important questions of religious and civil liberty had been posed. Latin was still the universal learned language and Scottish

  students and scholars moved without any hindrance but poverty to and from universities in the Netherlands and France, as they had since the early Middle Ages. ‘The constant flow of

  information and liberality from abroad’, according to Dugald Stewart, later Professor of Moral Philosophy at the College, helped account for the sudden ‘burst of

  genius’.45




  By the beginning of the eighteenth century, Edinburgh pamphleteers had passed beyond sectarian subjects. John Law of Lauriston and Andrew Fletcher of Saltoun made outstanding contributions to

  the chief secular debates in Europe and North America: what was money, and what were the political consequences of standing armies? They wrote as happily in French and Italian as in English. That

  both men were homicides, if not actual murderers, shows that Edinburgh philosophy still had something of the old Scots ‘killing affray’ about it.




  John Law, the son of a goldsmith, condemned to death in London for killing his man in a duel, was forced to flee Scotland at the Union. A visionary financier and theorist of credit, he charmed

  the bankrupt French monarchy into establishing an ambitious Indies trading company financed through a stupendous Europe-wide stock bubble, which burst in 1719–20. A brilliant mind matched by

  a peculiarly beautiful personality, Law died at Venice in 1729. Andrew Fletcher, who killed a man in a brawl over a horse during Monmouth’s rebellion of 1685, dreamed of establishing in

  Scotland a military society based on the aristocratic virtues of ancient Sparta. A high-minded patriot and republican, Fletcher would have felt at home in revolutionary America.




  By the time of the Union of the Parliaments, Edinburgh had strong intellectual institutions of long foundation – the courts, the Kirk, the College – which were guaranteed under Acts

  of Security associated with the Treaty. It was through these well-established Protestant institutions that energies released by Scotland’s national and religious crises were channelled

  towards intellectual and cultural innovation.




  Pre-eminent was the university. The ‘tounis colledge’ had been founded after the Reformation as a Presbyterian institution to rival the ancient Catholic foundations of Aberdeen,

  Glasgow and St Andrews. It received its charter from James VI in 1583. It was sited in the extreme south of the town, hard by the Potterrow Port, at the site of the old Kirk o’ Field where

  James VI’s father Henry, Lord Darnley, had been blown up with gunpowder in 1567, and approached from the Cowgate through a steep and foul alley, College Wynd.




  ‘The College’, as it was known, was no ivory tower but an indispensable piece in the pattern of influence, patronage and corporate jealousy that constituted Edinburgh life. The place

  was modest in the extreme, with just three courtyards and no more than a couple of hundred students. From the College Yards, not so long before, Mrs Agnes Anderson, widow of the royal Master

  Printer, had claimed a monopoly of Bibles, catechisms and schoolbooks and vigorously defended it in the courts for forty years, though her Bibles were notorious for their blasphemous

  illiteracy.46 Her successors were little better. As Principal Robertson wrote in an unsuccessful appeal for funds in 1768, ‘A stranger, when

  conducted to view the University of Edinburgh, might, on seeing such courts and buildings, naturally enough imagine them to be almshouses for the reception of the poor.’47 An American student called the place ‘a most miserable musty pile scarce fit for stables’.48

  The students boarded in the town: Alexander Adam, who became rector of the High School, roomed in the late 1750s in Restalrig for four pence a week and dined on a penny roll in the Meadows (or, in

  bad weather, on an alley stair).49




  In the early years of the eighteenth century the College had for its principal one of the most able ecclesiastical administrators of his time, William Castares, who attracted the patronage of

  William III and Queen Anne. In his campaign to keep Scots students at home, Principal Castares, who had spent some time in Dutch exile before the 1688 Revolution, in 1708 introduced from Leyden and

  Utrecht the system of specialised professors. This division of academic labour replaced the old Scots practice of regenting, in which a single teacher took a class through its entire curriculum, as

  in a modern primary school.50 New chairs were created in arts and law. In 1726 a faculty of medicine was established, the first in Britain.




  In printing, the Jacobite scholar-printers Thomas and Walter Ruddiman produced pioneering editions of the Scots Renaissance Latinists George Buchanan and Gavin Douglas before the Fifteen, and of

  Allan Ramsay senior’s verses in the 1720s.51 Under Thomas’s keepership the Advocates’ Library in the Parliament House, founded

  in 1680, had expanded to over twenty thousand volumes and but for its damp and dismal accommodation could challenge Oxford. An academy of painting had been opened in 1729, with Allan Ramsay junior,

  son of the poet, among its members, but closed two years later. A medical society founded in 1731 was relaunched eight years later as the Philosophical Society.




  The High School, with some four hundred pupils, was among the largest grammar schools in Britain. Puritan enthusiasm for organising the poor had given Edinburgh no fewer than four

  ‘Hospitals’ or boarding schools for indigent or fatherless children: for boys, George Heriot’s foundation of 1659, and George Watson’s Hospital in Lauriston; and for girls,

  two long-established corporation schools, the Merchant Maiden Hospital and the Trades Maiden. A children’s workhouse known as the Orphan Hospital, north of the Trinity Hospital and the

  Physick Garden, designed by William Adam and begun in 1734, was built with voluntary labour and contributions that included a striking clock, thirty pairs of shoes for the boys and twenty-five

  dozen baps.52 The four-storey Charity Workhouse, built in 1743 in the space between Greyfriars Kirkyard and the town wall, accommodated up to six

  hundred paupers by means of donations, church-door collections (the residue of bad copper money rejected in the markets), a two per cent poor rate, and fees from the dancing Assembly established in

  1723 on the pattern made fashion by Beau Nash in Bath. Edinburgh’s pride and joy was George Drummond’s Royal Infirmary, designed by William Adam on two acres looking north over the

  Cowgate and completed in 1741–2, in good time to take the wounded redcoats from Prestonpans.




  Domestically there was a breath of change, with new styles of living and new professions to serve them. Of fashionable new housing, the eight storeys of James’s Court, where both Hume and

  Boswell later lived, were completed in the 1720s; while Argyle Square (now engulfed by the University) was laid out ‘after the fashion of London, every house being designed for only one

  family’.53 In 1720, according to the Edinburgh Courant, a native teacher of French set up in the town.54 By mid-century Edinburgh had its first coachworks, two upholsterers in the High Street, and a wallpaper maker.55




  The town was even gaining some polish. In one of the etiquette manuals of the time, dedicated to the Lord Provost and Baillies, Adam Petrie told his readers how to drink from a shared glass:

  ‘Be sure to wipe your Mouth before you drink, and when you drink hold in your Breath till you have done. I have seen some colour the Glass with their Breath, which is certainly very loathsome

  to the Company.’56 The fashion for tea-parties after 1720 gave women a social occasion that need not degenerate into a debauch. They

  received in their bedrooms, as depicted in Scott’s Redgauntlet:57 so the Countess of Balcarres in the High Street, while her

  servant John leaned against the bed-post, handled the tea-kettle and contributed conversation.58 Henry Mackenzie, who was born in 1745, claimed to

  remember from his childhood fifty species of tea-bread, and the women singing old songs unaccompanied where they sat.59




  The lighter tone to conversation which the Spectator and Tatler propagated in the London of Queen Anne’s reign spread to the north. As the memoirist John Ramsay of

  Ochtertyre wrote, ‘These periodical papers had a prodigious run all over the three kingdoms, having done more to diffuse true taste than all the writers, sprightly or serious, that had gone

  before them.’ Philosophy was ‘brought down to the level of common sense, the cobwebs of metaphysics being carefully kept out of sight.’60




  There were horse races each August on Leith sands. There was archery (for the Jacobites) at Musselburgh and golf (for the Whigs) at Leith Links where, among others, Forbes of Culloden spent his

  Saturdays –




   




  

    

      Yea, here, great Forbes, patron of the just,




      The dread of villains and the good man’s trust,




      When spent with toil in serving humankind,




      His body recreates, and unbends his mind61


    


  




   




  

    

      – and the surgeon John Rattray in 1745 won the silver club of the Honourable Company of Edinburgh Golfers for the second year running. For those who preferred to play

      in town, it was a par-six from the window of the poet Allan Ramsay’s house in the Luckenbooths to the top of Arthur’s Seat, the first stroke to the Cross and the second to the

      middle of the Canongate.62 Despite the morose sermonising of ministers, there was the dancing Assembly, and a musical society with a weekly

      concert at St Mary’s Chapel in the Cowgate. As Lady Panmure wrote to her exiled husband in Paris on 24 January 1723, ‘so att last you may imagin old Reeky will grow polit with the

      rest of the world. I wish you were here to see it.’63


    


  




   




  Politically, the city was divided in two. In the majority were the Whigs, who held that authority in both ecclesiastical and temporal affairs derived not from the Crown but from

  the public. Staunchly Protestant since John Knox imported John Calvin’s creed and doctrines from Geneva to St Giles in the 1560s, Edinburgh had been at enmity with the royal House of Stuart

  since the time of Mary, Queen of Scots. Knox’s Presbyterians, who could not tolerate any intermediation between the worshipper and God, were revolted both by Roman Catholic Mary and by the

  English Protestants and their hierarchy of bishops with the sovereign at its head. As the historian and philosopher David Hume wrote of Edinburgh at the time of James VI, ‘the same lofty

  pretensions, which attended them in their familiar addresses to their Maker, of whom they believed themselves the peculiar favourites, induced them to use the utmost freedoms with their earthly

  sovereign.’64 Infallible Kirk confronted divine-right monarchy in a war to the death.




  Between 1638 and 1649, in what amounted to a second Reformation, the Edinburgh Presbyterians rejected an attempt by James’s son Charles I to impose from London a prayer book and government

  by bishops, defeated the Royalist armies under the Marquis of Montrose, and ensured that the Lowlands would remain Presbyterian. Montrose was confined to the Tolbooth and led out to execution.

  Charles himself was captured by a Scots army and then sold off to his English enemies, who struck off both crown and head in 1649. The restoration of his son Charles II in 1660 was also a

  restoration of the bishops’ rule, known as Episcopalianism or, to the Presbyterians, Prelacy. The firm Presbyterians, or Whigs, as they were nicknamed, took to the moors and suffered two

  decades of persecution which ended only with the expulsion of James II of England and VII of Scotland and the import of a Protestant king, William of Orange, in the so-called Revolution of

  1688.




  Thus Edinburgh’s sense of itself was founded in hostility to divine-right monarchy and the Stuarts. Indeed, the very topography of the town was insurrectionary. Here in St Giles was the

  pulpit from which Knox fulminated against Roman Catholic Mary, here the Kirk o’ Field where her husband was murdered, here the High Street along which she was dragged in chains. Here, too,

  was the spot in St Giles where Jenny Geddes, on 23 July 1637, threw her stool at the bishop who read from the infidel service book,65 here the

  Greyfriars churchyard where the National Covenant was signed eight months later, here the Tolbooth prison where the royal general Montrose spent his last night on earth, here the Grassmarket where

  the persecuted Covenanters met their death with psalms. Presbyterianism, which to outsiders seemed obsessed with minor matters of church government, actually stood for the rights of commoners, and

  most notably of burgesses, against monarchy.




  These religious Whigs extended, by way of a new generation of reforming clergy, to a modern class of what Hume called ‘political Whigs’, as embodied in Lord President Forbes:

  pragmatic individuals whose ‘chief regard to particular Princes and Families, is founded in a Regard to the publick Good’.66




  Ranged against them were the men and women known as Jacobites – from the Latin for James – who held that the Stuarts had a sacramental and eternal right to rule Scotland. Religious

  schism and political union with England exacerbated their grievances and swelled their ranks. At the ‘Revolution’ that ended Stuart government in 1688, the Episcopalian church was

  disestablished and many Episcopalians became Jacobite. The Union of 1707 took Edinburgh unawares, and crippled her. Daniel Defoe, who worked tirelessly as a government agent in Edinburgh to promote

  the Union of the Parliaments, watched in disgust as a common loathing of Union united the squabbling sects: ‘’Twas the most monstrous Sight in the World, to see the Jacobite and the

  Presbyterian, the persecuting Prelatic Non-juror and the Cameronian, the Papist and the Reformed Protestant, Parle together, Joyn Interest, and Concert Measures together.’67 When the secret articles of Union were read out in October 1706, there was a riot. According to Hugo Arnot, cadaverous and asthmatic historian of the town

  at mid-century, three regiments of foot were deployed in Edinburgh, with a battalion at Holyrood Abbey and horse-guards to attend the government’s commissioner, the Duke of

  Queensberry.68 George Lockhart, a contemporary witness, said His Grace hurried from the Parliament House to his coach at the Cross ‘through

  two Lanes of Musqueteers’ and raced to his lodgings in Holyrood at top gallop, under a hail of curses and stones.69




  Instead of the 145 nobles and 160 commoners who had gone to Edinburgh for the Parliament and spent their rents among the city’s tradesmen, sixteen peers and forty-five members now went to

  London, where they made little impression.70 The old trade with France was destroyed. Poor harvests aggravated the depression. It was said grass

  grew round the market crosses.71 The Canongate, the suburbs of the nobility, was a forlorn place.




  All this was grist to the Jacobite court in exile. According to Lockhart, people became daily more persuaded that ‘nothing but the Restoration of the Royal Family, and that by the means of

  Scotsmen, could restore them to their Rights.’72 Even Andrew Fletcher of Saltoun, that notorious foe of monarchy, was so bitter at

  England and the Union that ‘in revenge to them, he would have sided with the Royal Family’.73




  The city itself, which in the years before 1707 had become accustomed to low taxes and dilatory collectors, had to pay new impositions on beer, salt, linen, and soap. Those imposts were supposed

  to defray part of the cost of the Scottish administration, but were viewed in the town as a levy for the House of Hanover’s Continental wars and national debt. The decision by Walpole’s

  government in 1725 to impose a malt tax, which must perforce drive up the price of ale, provoked reaction of a ferocity not seen again in Scotland till the poll tax riots of the 1980s. The

  conflict, defused by Forbes of Culloden and by Walpole’s agent in Scotland, Argyll’s brother the Earl of Ilay, erupted again in 1736 when a crowd of several thousand lynched John

  Porteous, Captain of the Town Guard, on a dyer’s post in the Grassmarket where, five months earlier, his men had fired into the crowd that had gathered to protest against the execution of a

  popular smuggler. Sentenced to death at the Court of Justiciary in Edinburgh, Porteous was granted a stay of execution by the government in London. Suspecting they were to be cheated of revenge, on

  the night of 7 September an angry mob took Captain Porteous from his cell at the Tolbooth. The discipline and single-mindedness of the mob – they left money on the counter of the shop in the

  Bow from which they took the lynching-rope – demoralised London and was no doubt observed with interest at the Jacobite court at St-Germain-en-Laye near Paris.74 Porteous’s Affair, as the riot came to be known, exposed for an instant not only the discontent among the unfranchised smithies and shopkeepers of the West Bow but the

  government’s complete impotence. George Drummond, a former Lord Provost now out of favour with the Earl of Ilay and anyway passing through a profound religious crisis, saw the riot as a

  direct consequence of a city government stuffed with placemen by Ilay’s lieutenant, the Lord Justice-Clerk, Lord Milton. (This man, though nephew of the truculent Scots patriot Andrew

  Fletcher of Saltoun, was a loyal government servant.) ‘The administration in this countrey’, George Drummond wrote on 16 September 1736 in a manuscript diary now in the University

  Library in Edinburgh, ‘is supportd by fear, not love, and the tools who are employed, are hated and contemnd, by almost all people high and low.’75 Drummond recognised that the Council had to be ‘new constituted’; but at a public meeting on 7 April 1737, where as Old Provost he was called first, he was too

  timid to speak up.76




  The government, determined to punish Edinburgh, summoned Lord Provost Wilson to London and clapped him in gaol, and ordered the demolition of the Netherbow Port and the disbanding of the Town

  Guard. Forbes, Argyll and the intricacies of committee drew the sting. In the end, the ministry contented itself with barring Wilson from office, imposing a fine of £2,000 sterling to support

  Porteous’s widow, and bullying ministers of the gospel to establish public order. The first Sunday of each month that autumn, between the lecture and the sermon, ministers were to read the

  Porteous Act,77 demanding that Porteous’s killers give themselves up and threatening those who sheltered them with severe penalties. This

  tyrannical and futile order struck at the root of the Act of Security protecting the Kirk’s autonomy and had the perverse effect, as Sir Walter Scott put it in Heart of Midlothian,

  of bringing the most scrupulous Presbyterians to the side of Porteous’s killers and the town: ‘since to the General Assembly alone, as representing the invisible head of the kirk,

  belonged the sole and exclusive right of regulating whatever belonged to public worship’.78 According to Alexander Carlyle, son of the

  minister at Prestonpans and himself bred to the ministry, at least half the clergy disobeyed the order and none was deposed;79 not one of

  Porteous’s assassins is known by name to posterity. There were further disturbances in the winter of 1740–1 over food prices and, the next year, over the corpse-snatchers known as the

  Resurrection Men.




  Unlike Glasgow, Edinburgh had no merchant class that could profit from the colonial trade made legal by the Union, no surplus capital to invest in the securities issued to fund the growing

  National Debt, known as ‘the funds’. Advocates, attorneys – known in Edinburgh as ‘writers’ – the petite noblesse, all saw a greater role for themselves

  if the Union could be broken. James Hepburn of Keith actually rejected divine right and condemned the later Stuart government; but was reported as saying ‘that the Union had made a Scotch

  gentleman of small fortune nobody, and that he would die a thousand times rather than submit to it’. A contemporary wrote: ‘Wrapt up in these notions, he kept himself in constant

  readiness to take arms, and was the first person who joined [Prince] Charles at Edinburgh.’80 Like one of Walter Scott’s crazed

  Jacobite lairds, Hepburn came out in both rebellions and, as Alexander Carlyle put it, ‘had there been a 3rd … would have joined it also.’81




  Carlyle wrote that a third of the men of Edinburgh were enemies of the government, and two-thirds of the women. In the country as a whole, ‘the commons in general … had no aversion

  to the family of Stuart; and could their religion have been secured, would have been very glad to see them on the throne again.’82 Yet the

  Jacobite/Whig divide in Edinburgh does not appear to have been a source of true rancour. From this distance, it appears the two parties had more in common with each other than with strangers.

  Social contact between them continued throughout the Forty-five, and after the defeat of the government forces at Prestonpans, Alexander Carlyle was to be found happily lodging in town with the

  Jacobite Seton family. As the marquis d’Éguilles, French envoy to the rebel army, noted in a despatch to the Court at Versailles, even Forbes of Culloden always spoke of the young

  Prince with respect.83




  David Hume taught that the casual in history must not be mistaken for the causal. Yet from a twenty-first-century vantage, it seems that Edinburgh could prosper only with the political

  defeat of the Jacobites and the religious defeat of the Whigs. Only when Edinburgh had abandoned both its theocratic fantasies and its yearnings for a romantic independence could it at

  last enter the eighteenth century. This story therefore opens with the Forty-five and continues with the eccelesiastical crises of the 1750s.




  





  2




  Charlie’s Year




  Princes Street, which runs from east to west above the railway lines into Edinburgh, is as fine a street as any. Its distinction has little to do with its shops and hotels,

  which are standard examples of such things, and nothing at all to do with its climate. ‘To none but those who have themselves suffered the thing in the body’, the novelist Robert Louis

  Stevenson wrote in agony, ‘can the gloom and depression of our Edinburgh winter be brought home … The passengers flee along Prince’s Street before the galloping

  squalls.’1




  The beauty of Princes Street is its setting. By an Act of 1816 the British Parliament in London outlawed any new building on the south side of Princes Street, so that laden shoppers leaving

  Jenners department store or Marks & Spencer come up against an impregnable Castle and the high tenements of a grim, old-fashioned Scots town. Tourists arriving by rail through Princes Street

  Gardens must feel that the capital of Scotland is reverting to fields and woods.2




  It is necessary to obliterate Princes Street,3 the railway station and the Waverley Market shopping mall; uproot the floral clock and silence its

  mechanical cuckoo, overturn the monument to Sir Walter Scott, the regimental memorials and the picture galleries on The Mound, and the Balmoral Hotel; refill the old North Loch and strew its

  ancient garbage about; and, in place of what is now Princes Street, lay down a narrow lane between two dry-stone walls, called Lang Dykes,4 down

  which on Monday, 16 September 1745, at between three and four of the afternoon, the citizens of Edinburgh watching from the Castle esplanade saw two British regiments fleeing for their lives

  towards Leith. Hurrying back to their business (or, rather, to shut up their shops and hide their coin and banknotes), those people heard the two regiments’ baggage and women rumbling up the

  High Street towards the security of the castle. That is the opening of the story: when the people of Edinburgh saw that, for their purposes, the government of Great Britain no longer existed and

  they must confront not merely a Highland army but the conundrum of Scots history.




   




  

    

      Ever since hostility between France and Britain’s ruling House of Hanover had broken out in pitched battle at the village of Dettingen near Frankfurt in 1743, there

      had been reports from Paris that Prince Charles Edward Stuart, grandson of the deposed James VII of Scotland and II of England and living under the protection of the French court, intended to

      attempt a landing to place his father James on the throne of England, Scotland and Ireland. A French invasion force was scattered by a storm in the spring of 1744, but that was unlikely to

      deter the young man and the exiled Jacobites.


    


  




   




  On 8 August 1745 Lord President Forbes received a letter from MacLeod of MacLeod in the West, reporting that a French vessel carrying the ‘Pretended Prince of Wales’

  had put in at South Uist and Barra and was now ‘hovering on parts of the Coast of the main Land’.5 Passing on the news to the Secretary

  of State for Scotland in London, the Marquis of Tweeddale, Forbes was careful neither to reveal the source of his intelligence nor to cause undue alarm. He wrote: ‘I have resolved to make my

  journey to the North Country earlier this season than usual … I propose to set out tomorrow Morning.’6




  Lord President Forbes, who owned a fine stone house at Culloden near the Highland line at Inverness, had no illusions about the loyalty of the Highlands to the House of Stuart, driven into exile

  following the events of 1688. Highland insurrections of varying severity had been defeated in 1689, 1708, 1715 and 1719. Forbes himself had proposed in 1738 that the government should recruit its

  own Highland regiments and deploy their courage and hardihood against the enemies of the House of Hanover on the Continent and overseas. His suggestion was slow to be taken up, though the 42nd, The

  Royal Highland Regiment or Black Watch, formed in 1739, had passed through Edinburgh on its way abroad in 1743.




  Early on the morning of 9 August, dressed for his journey, Forbes called on Sir John Copé, commander-in-chief of the government forces in Scotland. Sir John had commanded the second line

  at Dettingen on 27 June 1743, in the sight of George II, and had been decorated on the battlefield. He was resolved to march his guns and two thousand men into the Highlands to confront the rebels

  before they could organise or arm themselves. ‘A little, dressy, finical man,’ in the opinion of Sir John Clerk of Penicuik, 2nd Bt (formerly one of the Commissioners of Union and now

  in his sixties), Cope ‘had already devoured the Rebels in his imagination’.7 Forbes himself planned to go due north to Culloden and try

  to hold the Highland clans, and particularly the slippery Lord Lovat and his Frasers, to their loyalty to the House of Hanover in London.8 He left

  in a deep depression. Crossing the Forth, he spoke his mind to a fellow passenger, a young nobleman returning to his family castle in Fife. Forbes, wrote David, Lord Elcho, ‘was greatly

  distressed because the Prince would only light a straw fire which would soon be put out by General Cope and it would all end with the ruin of many very fine gentlemen whose fate he

  mourned.’9 No doubt Forbes knew Elcho to be a Jacobite agent.




  On 19 August, the very day that Charles raised the standard of his father as James VIII at Glenfinnan at the head of Loch Shiel, Cope set off. He left two less than warlike regiments of light

  dragoons in the Lowlands. One, the 13th Horse, under the command of Colonel James Gardiner, was to defend the crossings of the river Forth at Stirling. (Gardiner was visibly ailing, and had been

  summoned in the emergency from a cure at Scarborough in Yorkshire.) The 14th or Hamilton’s Horse was to camp on Leith Links to protect the capital. For the next two weeks there was no news

  from the north, the weekly post from Inverness having to pass through the Jacobite lowlands of the north-east. But on the 31st a messenger arrived from Perth with a thunderclap. Cope had declined

  battle against the poorly armed Highlanders on the 26th and was now heading northwards to join Lord President Forbes at Inverness.




  News of this manoeuvre, which was compared acidly to a figure in a country dance, plunged the capital into turmoil. John Home, a probationer for the ministry who became famous as a playwright,

  remembered: ‘Till that change of position took place … the insurrection of the Highlanders was looked upon as a sort of riot, which would easily be quelled by the King’s troops,

  who were thought be be the only men in the Kingdom that knew how to fight … The affair began to be deemed somewhat serious.’10




  The Prince’s army made a forced march down the new military roads built in the 1720s and 1730s to pacify the Highlands and descended the Braes of Atholl to the Episcopalian lowlands. They

  took first Perth, then Dundee, without firing a shot. Outflanked by the Prince and his military commander, Lord George Murray, Cope resolved to try to ship his two thousand redcoats back down from

  Aberdeen. Messengers reached Edinburgh with his demand that transports be sent up from Leith. Those vessels sailed on 10 September. On the 14th came the news that the rebels had crossed the Forth

  the day before, unopposed and beyond the range of the guns of Stirling Castle. It was said the Prince had been first into the water.11 That night

  John Campbell, a Highlander who was chief cashier of the Royal Bank of Scotland, packed up the bank’s ledgers and its cash, securities and plate, amounting in value to some £100,000

  sterling, and transported them to the Castle.12 The older Bank of Scotland, long thought to be Jacobite in its sympathies, had moved three iron

  chests to the Castle on the 13th.13 Anxious to avoid any taint of treason, the bank had been drawing in its notes to deny credit to the

  Prince.




  Where on earth or in hell was Cope? Up in Inverness, Forbes wrote confidently to Lovat that Cope had sailed from Aberdeen on Sunday night, and Monday’s fair wind should have ‘brought

  him safe into Leith Road’.14 But in Edinburgh, as John Home later remembered, people glanced every moment at the church weathervanes, for

  fear that the winds would turn westerly and delay the flotilla’s entry into the Firth of Forth.15




   




  

    

      Hey, Johnnie Cope, are ye waukin yet?




      Or are your drums a-beating yet?16


    


  




   




  

    

      The town of Edinburgh, as the English journalist and government agent Daniel Defoe once wrote, had been built to withstand surprise attack.17 From the extinct volcano on which the Castle sits, the town runs eastwards down a broad ridge, with steep ravines on each side. After a catastrophic Scots defeat at

      English hands in 1513, the so-called Flodden wall was thrown up to protect the two principal streets, the High Street and the Cowgate. The wall was enlarged a century later to take in what is

      still the grandest building in Edinburgh, the orphanage and school known as Heriot’s Hospital. Outside it were the old royal Palace of Holyrood and two areas of suburbs: Canongate, where

      the nobility maintained their town houses, and the more commercial Portsburgh, below the Castle to the west by what is now the financial district.


    


  




   




  The wall, between ten and twenty feet high, lacked embrasures for cannon and was more akin to a park or garden wall than a city defence, John Home thought.18 It was pierced by six gates known by the old-fashioned word ‘Port’. While the ministry in London had been told the wall ‘cannot be

  forced’,19 Sir John Clerk, engaged in Edinburgh affairs since the Union, knew that it was ‘good for nothing’.20 The Prince’s Secretary, John Murray of Broughton, had spent the winter in Edinburgh preparing the town Jacobites for the insurrection and had had

  leisure to reconnoitre. Murray, a down-at-heel Tweeddale laird with no great scruple and a sensationally pretty wife, thought that to defend the town was a ‘Don Quixote

  fancy’.21




  On the north side there was no fortification, though the filthy North Loch, which was fordable, lapped at the foot of the Castle. On the south side the wall had bastions to provide flanking fire

  but was, according to Murray of Broughton, ‘thine [thin] and in very bad repair’.22 The Potterrow Port was overlooked by a tall house

  to the south. On the west of the town, from the Cowgate Port to the Netherbow Port, a row of houses in the lane known as St Mary’s Wynd comprised the whole fortification. North of the

  Netherbow, at the northern end of Leith Wynd, the Trinity Hospital (now beneath Waverley Station) made another section of wall, but Trinity College Church provided cover to attackers.




  As Murray wrote later, the Prince’s commanders intended to run a sap from the house overlooking the Potterrow to blow a breach in the wall and stage other strong diversions at the North

  Loch sluice and the Trinity Hospital while launching the principal attack by firing the houses on the west side of St Mary’s Wynd.23




  In the gathering storm, the Scots loyalists felt abandoned. Walpole’s Scottish system – ‘mercenary, peaceable, corrupting’, in the words of The Scots Magazine

  – had disintegrated with his fall from power in 1742. ‘The country was entirely left to itself,’ Sir John Clerk wrote bitterly, ‘for no doubt some of the ministry wanted

  that we in Scotland should worry one another.’24 Responsibility for the defence fell on the shoulders of the Lord Provost, Archibald

  Stewart, who also carried the grand dignities of Lord-Lieutenant, High Sheriff, Captain of the City Guard and Admiral of the Firth of Forth. A wine merchant with vaults in Leith and a warren of a

  house in the West Bow and member of the British Parliament for the city, Stewart also happened to be the leader of the Jacobite party on the Town Council. Worse, the Council was embarked on the

  lengthy and medieval process of electing itself, which required the burgesses and trade incorporations to select candidates and present them to the retiring Council.25 These elections both clouded and illuminated the extraordinary events that followed.




  On 27 August Provost Stewart had convened a public meeting in the New Church, one of the four parts into which the ancient cathedral of St Giles had been divided at the Reformation. At the

  meeting in the choir it was proposed to repair breaches in the town walls, and raise a regiment of a thousand foot at town expense. Edinburgh being Edinburgh, there were lawyers present, and the

  lawyers raised an objection: it was illegal to raise troops except by royal authority, and the Lord Advocate must first send south for King George’s permission. Precious time was lost before

  the royal licence arrived on 9 September.




  The town’s forces consisted of a militia known as the Train Bands, not mustered since the Revolution in 1688 but possessed – for the purpose of celebrating the King’s Birthday

  – of twelve hundred muskets with ammunition (which, according to a pamphlet attributed to David Hume, men liked to discharge on parade to impress their wives or mistresses26); the City Guards, a regiment of some 126 superannuated Highland men armed with Lochaber axes, housed in a shabby hut right in the middle of the High Street

  and commanded not by soldiers but by ‘decayed’ (failed) merchants; Hamilton’s regiment, which had now been joined by Gardiner’s, contemptuously described as

  ‘Irishmen’; a few volunteer companies of College boys and apprentices; and a small garrison in the Castle under General Guest. He, as Sir John Clerk of Penicuik wrote, had ‘in his

  time had been an Active, diligent Souldier but, being a man of above 86 years of age, he cou’d scarcely stir out of his room.’ Guest was assisted by his predecessor, General Preston,

  who was the same age and in a Bath-chair.27




  Whether the city wanted to be defended by this makeshift force was another matter. On 2 September, according to a diary kept by the Professor of Mathematics at the College, Colin MacLaurin,

  ‘above twenty Gentlemen of known good affection to his Majesty and the Government mett at Mrs Clarks’, a tavern in Fleshmarket Close, and agreed ‘to apply to the Lord Provost that

  he would give Orders for putting the Town in as good a state of Defence as possible with all expedition.’28 MacLaurin – appointed to

  the Edinburgh chair on the advice of Sir Isaac Newton himself, ipso Newtono suadente29 – would have remembered that Archimedes, the

  most famous of all antique mathematicians and natural philosophers, had fortified Syracuse against the Romans, converting a siege into a blockade.




  The next day, MacLaurin persuaded Lord Provost Stewart to order the sluice of the North Loch to be shut ‘that it might fill up’, and some bullets to be cast, the Edinburgh gunsmiths

  having been mysteriously cleaned out of bullet-moulds by the Jacobite women.30 But MacLaurin found the Lord Provost at best lukewarm and at worst

  defeatist: ‘He said that if 1000 men had in mind to get into this Town he could not see how they could hinder them.’31 To the argument

  that something must be done ‘to save the reputation of the Town to Devert the Enemy from coming this way and to raise a Spirit in the Country’, His Lordship replied that ‘to

  pretend to do when we could do little was to expose us to Redicule’.32 When MacLaurin showed the Town Council a plan of the most urgent

  works on 7 September, Provost Stewart queried the expense. Still, MacLaurin began work on 8 September, clearing the parapets, which had been blocked with rubble to deter smuggling, erecting

  scaffolds where they were too narrow for men to stand, and placing ships’ cannon on the gates and on flanks to rake the exposed portions of the walls.




  He demanded that the tall house commanding the wall by the Potterrow should be possessed, but nothing was done.33 Meanwhile, the masons were

  occupied with their craft elections for the Council, and MacLaurin could find no labourers. Sometimes, he complained to his diary, he had less than two dozen men working.34




  The defence party was led by the former Lord Provost, George Drummond, now in the throes of relaunching his magisterial career. A Highlander and a Freemason, he had been the first to bring the

  government news of the Jacobite landing under the Earl of Mar in 1715, had raised a company of volunteers, and fought for the government at Sheriffmuir. As Commissioner of Customs he had been

  responsible for collecting the tax on malt so bitterly resented by the Scots. Unlike Archibald Stewart, there was not a flicker of doubt about Drummond’s loyalty to the House of Hanover. His

  world was a triangle of money, Edinburgh and his own soul. As courageous in battle as he was timid in Council, Drummond was an implacable opponent of both the Lord Provost and the royal house of

  Stuart. The great consequence of the Forty-five for Edinburgh, clear now but obscure at the time, was to discredit the old administration, and return to power in a popular election this same George

  Drummond, six times Lord Provost, pioneer of the New Town, and ‘founder of modern Edinburgh’.35




   




  

    

      Hey, Johnnie Cope, are ye waukin yet?




      Or are your drums a-beating yet?




      If ye were wauking I would wait




      To gang to the coals i’ the morning.36


    


  




   




  

    

      Alexander Carlyle spent that Saturday, 14 September 1745, in the College Yards, drilling with his fellow students John Home, William Wilkie and William Robertson in the

      corps of 418 volunteers. Stands of arms consisting of a firelock, bayonet and cartridge-box had been sent down from the Castle two days before and grizzled sergeants instructed the boys in

      their use. Hand-grenades could not be spared, and the twenty-three that had been stored in a chest in the Town Armoury since the rebellion of Fifteen were (wisely) left

      undisturbed.37


    


  




   




  In the intervals of parading Carlyle called on his old mathematics professor MacLaurin as he was making good the ruined walls to the south of the town. He found the great

  Newtonian erecting cannon near the Potterrow Port. Though the trades election had been held that Friday, MacLaurin was still grumbling about the shortage of labour. Still, the cannon had been

  proved and shot made ready.




  The next morning, the Sabbath, news arrived that the Chevalier (as the Prince was known) was at Linlithgow. The six volunteeer companies were hurriedly paraded at 10 a.m. in the College Yards to

  hear their company commanders tell them that they were to march out against the rebels and, as Carlyle noted years later with traces of anxiety, ‘to expose our lives in defence of the capital

  of Scotland, and the security of our country’s laws and liberties.’38 By liberties, Carlyle had chiefly in mind the Established Kirk,

  which might be threatened by a Catholic James VIII or his Episcopalian friends.




  Lord Provost Stewart had named no overall commanding officer, and the companies were under independent command. The College boys had elected to serve under Drummond himself, whose fifty-eight

  years had not dimmed his military ardour. Having fought at Sheriffmuir, Drummond no doubt had a rational respect for rather than irrational fear of the Highlanders. He now told the boys that the

  two companies of dragoons were to make a stand at Corstorphine but needed infantry support, which meant some two hundred and thirty volunteers, along with fifty of the Town Guard. If any volunteer

  preferred to man the walls rather than march out, well, he would not be blamed. Drummond’s speech was drowned in applause. For the first time, the young men loaded their pieces.




  Suddently, the town’s fire-bell rang out. That was the chosen signal for the volunteers to muster in the Lawnmarket, but it had an unexpected effect: men and women crowded from Kirk

  services in panic.39 The College Company was halted in the Lawnmarket for an hour so the other companies could catch up. As Hamilton’s

  dragoons marched past on their way to join Gardiner’s at Corstorphine, the boys cheered them with huzzas. But not all was well.




   




  

    

      In one house on the south side of the street there was a row of windows, full of ladies, who appeared to enjoy our march to danger with much levity and mirth. Some of our

      warm Volunteers observed them, and threatened to fire into the windows if they were not instantly let down, which was immediately complied with.40


    


  




   




  At last, the other companies marched up the hill. Their officers, coming up to Carlyle and his friends in the street, said quietly that most of the men had been unwilling to

  march. Negotiating the tight curves of the West Bow, remembering perhaps that John Graham, ‘Bonnie Dundee’, had come down that way to launch the Jacobite enterprise in Scotland in 1689,

  or that the Grassmarket was the usual place of execution,41 a glance up at the Old Assembly Rooms perhaps inspiring maudlin thoughts of girls in

  mourning, the young men began to lose their poise:




   




  

    

      All the spectators were in tears, and uttering loud lamentations; insomuch that Mr Kinloch, a probationer [candidate for the Ministry], the son of Mr Kinloch, one of the

      High Church ministers, who was in the second rank just behind Hew Ballantine, said to him in a melancholy tone, ‘Mr Hew, Mr Hew, does not this remind you of a passage in Livy, when the

      Gens Fabii marched out of Rome to prevent the Gauls entering the city, and the whole [all the] matrons and virgins of Rome were wringing their hands, and loudly lamenting the certain danger to

      which that generous tribe was going to be exposed?’ ‘Hold your tongue,’ says Ballantine, ‘otherwise I shall complain to the officer, for you’ll discourage the

      men.’ ‘You must recollect the end, Mr Hew, omnes and unum perieri [they perished to a man].’42 This occasioned a

      hearty laugh among those who heard it, which being over, Ballantine half whispered Kinloch, ‘Robin, if you are afraid, you had better steal off when you can find an opportunity: I shall

      not tell that you are gone till we are too far off to recover you.’43


    


  




   




  Arriving at the West Port, Drummond turned about and ‘he and his company found themselves alone’.44 They were

  forty-two in number. An officer sent back up to the Lawnmarket found a scene of indescribable confusion. Meanwhile, it being past noon by the clock, the College boys were brought bread and cheese,

  ale and brandy by the Grassmarket brewers. While they were waiting for reinforcements, a party of clergy – divine service having been abandoned at the sounding of the fire-bell – fell

  upon them. The body included the high-flying and harder-drinking minister of the Tolbooth Kirk, Dr Alexander Webster, the reformist Dr Robert Wallace, and Dr William Wishart, the College Principal,

  ‘who called upon us in a most pathetic speech to desist from this rash enterprise, which he said was exposing the flower of the youth of Edinburgh, and the hope of the next generation, to the

  danger of being cut off, or made prisoners and maltreated, without any just or adequate object.’45 The ministers acted like

  ‘prists’,46 wrote the author of a Whig manuscript that was found at Woodhouselee in Midlothian and published at the beginning of the

  twentieth century. A few young men remonstrated, but Carlyle himself now saw the ‘impropriety of sending us out’.47 Drummond, who a

  moment before had been for ‘leaving his body on the city walls’,48 sent to Lord Provost Stewart, who replied that ‘he was very

  much against the proposal of marching the volunteers out of the town’.49 Though now more volunteers and part of the regiment raised at the

  Town’s expense had at last come down from the Lawnmarket, Drummond abandoned the expedition and led his company back along the Cowgate to the College Yards.50




  Some of the volunteers believed Drummond had merely made ‘a parade of courage and zeal’ with an eye to the Town Council elections; and indeed, as the only man untainted by the fiasco

  he was re-elected as Lord Provost the next year. In his history of the Rebellion, John Home left no doubt that in his view Drummond was standing for office. Yet Drummond had nothing to prove in

  point of military (as opposed to civil) courage. More probably, as Carlyle wrote, he ‘did not think he could well be answerable for exposing so many young men of condition to certain danger

  and uncertain victory’.51




  Meanwhile, on the walls, MacLaurin had the armaments ready. With the masons at last turning up for work, he carried cannon out to the flanks and placed three pieces to rake St Mary’s Wynd.

  At 6 p.m. MacLaurin and the chief bombardier sent to the Lord Provost for permission to load up with small shot, but were kept waiting till eight, and even then Stewart ‘desired another to

  sign the order for him’.52 At the Bristo Port, the cannon could not be loaded until 1 a.m. for want of a sentry to guard the loaded

  piece.




  Carlyle and the other students had repaired to a tavern – Mrs Turnbull’s, next door to the Tron Church in the High Street – where after some quarrelling and heroics, they

  resolved to make their way with any other volunteers they could find to join Sir John Cope’s army when it came ashore in the Firth. Then they reassembled to keep watch at the Trinity Hospital

  in Leith Wynd, by the Netherbow Port, one of the weakest points in the town’s defences.53 At one in the morning, the Lord Provost made an

  inspection: ‘Did you not see’, Home whispered to Carlyle, ‘how pale the traitor looked, when he found us so vigilant?’ ‘No,’ Carlyle replied, ‘I thought he

  looked and behaved perfectly well, and it was the light from the lantern that made him appear pale.’54




  Out to the west, the two regiments of dragoons, numbering some six hundred men, were encamped that Monday, 16 September, at a crossing of the Water of Leith known as Coltbridge. The author of

  the Woodhouselee manuscript55 was friendly with Colonel Gardiner. ‘I was with Collonel Gardener about 3 afternoon,’ he wrote,

  ‘when one of the Scowts came in and said that 400 of the Highland advance gaird was on the north east poynt of Corstorphin hill. I took leave of Gardener and returned cross the fields and saw

  the dragowns mownt. They made 3 lowd huzzas and rod off to the northward and thane twrned east, and it is said they did not draw brydle till they came to Muselburgh.’56 Other witnesses stated that Brigadier Fowkes, newly arrived from London to take command, had cast a professional eye over the forces at his disposal and opted for

  prudence; in John Home’s account, the regiments fled at the arrival of a rebel skirmishing party.57




  This retreat, visible from the town and soon christened the Canter of Coltbrigg, utterly demoralised the Whigs. ‘The clamour arose that it would be madness to think of defending the town

  as the dragoons had fled,’ Carlyle wrote.58 The strong Whigs feared that Lord Provost Stewart now had his excuse to give up the city. Walter

  Grossett of Logie was an exciseman employed by Lord Justice-Clerk Milton as a secret agent. In a narrative accompanying an indent, now in the Public Records Office, for £3,709 sterling in

  expenses incurred in government service during the rebellion, he wrote ‘that the Dragoons having soon after this upon the motion of the Rebells towards them quit their Post at Coltbridge and

  retired in some haste by the North side of the Town about 3 that afternoon, without sending the Party of Dragoons into the Town as had been conserted in the morning of that Day, and Lord Justice

  Clarke observing that this might give a Handle for justifying the Provost to give up the town to the Rebells, he sent Mr Grosett to the Provost, to press the Defence of the Town, and to assure him,

  that as many of the Dragoons as he pleased to Desire should forthwith be sent in, to assist in the Defence thereof, till Sir John Cope, who was then hourly expected by sea from Aberdeen, should

  come with the troops to their Relief.’59




  The fire-bell was rung again, this time for a meeting of citizens and magistrates at the Goldsmiths’ Hall in Parliament Close, but ‘when the crowd increased’60 it was adjourned a few yards to the nave of the New Church, one of the four divisions of St Giles. While the volunteers mustered again in the Lawnmarket and

  sent in for orders, a man on horseback cantered up from the Bow crying that the Highlanders were at hand, sixteen thousand strong. ‘Ye Fire bell rang in a most dismal manner till five at

  night,’ Magdalen Pringle, the young daughter of a Roxburghshire laird, wrote to her cousin two days later, ‘and everybody was in Terror for their friends the Volunteers imagining that

  ye Town would resist.’61




  Under the high pillars of the New Church aisle, the Lord Provost was at his wits’ end. He sent out for the officers of state and law – the Justice-Clerk, Advocate, Solicitor –

  only to be informed that those gentlemen had left town. There followed a scene such as only Edinburgh could stage. A letter was handed in that Deacon Orrock opened and began to read:




  Whereas we are now ready to enter the beloved metropolis of our ancient kingdom of Scotland …62




  There was pandemonium. Lord Provost Stewart demanded to know the signature. It was ‘Charles P[rince] R[egent]’. Refusing to have it read, he repaired to the Goldsmiths’ Hall.

  There he sought a ruling by the Town Assessor, Mr Haldane, on the propriety of his reading the letter; but that functionary replied it was ‘a matter too high for him to give his opinion

  on’.63 ‘Good God!’ cried the Lord Provost. ‘I am deserted by my arms and my assessors.’ The letter was read,

  including the sentence ‘If any opposition be made to us, we cannot answer for the consequences.’ It ended all thought of resistance.64

  The magistrates resolved that a deputation under the bookseller Baillie Gavin Hamilton should go out to the Chevalier, encamped three miles away at Gray’s Mill on the Water of Leith, to ask

  for time to consider the demand.




  By then, the rumour had reached the West Port walls that the meeting had decided to capitulate. MacLaurin sent a volunteer to ask what was to be done with the loaded cannon but ‘His

  Lordship had no time to speak to him’.65 Drummond had already marched the volunteers up to the Castle, and as the autumn sun dipped to the

  west, they stacked their arms. He himself set off to join Cope at Dunbar, while Carlyle and the other boys dispersed, ‘not a little asham’d and afflict’d at our inglorious

  campaign’.66 With his brother he set out by moonlight along the sands to their father’s manse at Prestonpans, passing the dragoons,

  demoralised and in abject panic.67




  Barely had Baillie Hamilton and three deputies set out at 8 p.m. when news arrived at the Goldsmiths’ Hall that Cope was off Dunbar, the westerly winds keeping him from Leith. It was too

  late to recall the deputies, who found at Gray’s Mill not sixteen thousand men, but probably not much more than two thousand. These were the Lochaber clans that had first come to the standard

  at Glenfinnan: Clan Donald, the Camerons under their chief Donald ‘Gentle’ Lochiel, the Appin Stewarts, some of the MacGregors. The Prince was desperately short of money, and had just

  drawn on David, Lord Elcho, son of the Jacobite Earl of Wemyss, for 1,500 guineas in coin.68 Even so, he sent the town deputation packing:

  Edinburgh had, he said, until 2 a.m. to open its gates and accept him as his father’s Regent. The Lord Provost continued to buy time, sending out a second delegation under John Coutts to ask

  for a delay until 9 a.m., and a public meeting. But out on the walls, MacLaurin listened in vain for the ‘All-is-Well’ to go round and concluded that ‘the Toun seem’d quite

  [quit] of its defence’.69 MacLaurin lay low in Edinburgh for a while before slipping away to Newcastle, and then York.




  Though Edinburgh’s walls had been abandoned, the gates were shut. Charles Edward, recognising that the city was trying to stall him, sent a force of Camerons, Donalds and Stewarts of

  Appin, under Lochiel, to try to force entry. He ordered them to avoid excessive force, not to touch strong drink, and to pay for whatever they took. He promised two shillings a man in the event of

  success. They were guided by John Murray of Broughton, who had organised and prepared the Edinburgh Jacobites the previous winter, had met the Prince’s little landing-party at

  Kinloch-Moidart, and been appointed his secretary on 25 August.




  The small force marched in silence past the southern outskirts of the town and took position along St Mary’s Wynd and opposite the Netherbow Port, the gate that divides the High Street

  from the Canongate. Just before daylight on the Tuesday, 17 September, the gate was opened to allow the coach that had brought Old Provost Coutts back from his embassy to Gray’s Mill to

  return to stables in the Canongate. Lochiel’s men rushed the gate. They marched quickly up the street, forced their way into the ramshackle City Guardhouse, placed sentries on all the gates

  and drew up in the Parliament Close. When daylight came, and as the first barefoot housemaids prepared to take down the slops,70 Edinburgh was in

  rebel hands.




  Meanwhile the main body of the Highland army, augmented by the Perthshire contingents, made its way through what is now Colinton and Morningside towards Holyrood. Every now and then they came in

  sight of the Castle, which fired three rounds, causing them to halt. Resuming their march, they passed under the park wall of Grange House, round Arthur’s Seat by the south and across the

  King’s Park to Holyrood. In the course of the march, the Prince received news that Cope had landed. Years later, embittered by exile and long since broken with Charles Edward, Lord Elcho

  still remembered that bright morning:




   




  

    

      When the Army Came near town it was mett by vast Multitudes of people, who by their repeated Shouts & huzzas express’d a great deal of joy to see the Prince. When

      they Came into the Suburbs the Croud was prodigious and all wishing the Prince prosperity; in Short, nobody doubted but that he would be joined by 10,000 men at Edinburgh if he Could Arm them.

      The Army took the road to Dediston, Lord Strathallan marching first at the head of the horse, The Prince next on horseback with the Duke of Perth on his right and Lord Elcho on his left, then

      Lord George Murray on foot at the head of the Colum of Infantry. From Dediston the Army entr’d the King’s park at a breach made in the wall. Lord George halted somewhere in the

      Park, but afterwards march’d the foot to Dediston, and the Prince Continued on horseback always followed by the Croud, who were happy if they could touch his boots or his horse furniture.

      In the Steepest part of the park Going down to the Abby he was oblidged to Alight and walk, but the Mob out of Curiosity, and some out of fondness to touch him or kiss his hand, were like to

      throw him down, so, as soon as he was down the hill, he mounted his hourse and road through St Anes yards into Holyroodhouse Amidst the cries of 60000 people who fill’d the Air with their

      Acclamations of Joy. He dismounted in the inner court and went up Stairs into the Gallery, and from thence into the Duke of Hamiltons apartment, which he occupied all the time he was at

      Edinburgh.


    


  




   




  Then it is as if Elcho shakes off his reverie, and reverts to his habitual bitterness:




   




  

    

      He was joined upon his Entring the Abby by the Earl of Kelly, Lord Balmerino, Mr Hepburn of Keith, Mr Lockart younger of Carnwarth … and several other Gentlemen of

      distinction, but not one of the Mob who were so fond of seeing him Ever ask’d to Enlist in his Service, and when he marched to fight Cope he had not one of them in his Army.71


    


  




   




  John Home was in the crowd, and he recorded an exact picture of the Prince:




   




  

    

      The Park was full of people, (amongst whom was the Author of this History), all of them impatient to see this extraordinary person. The figure and presence of Charles Stuart

      were not ill suited to his lofty pretensions. He was in the prime of youth, tall and handsome, of a fair complexion; he had a light-coloured periwig with his own hair combed over the front: he

      wore the Highland dress, that is, a tartan short coat without the plaid, a blue bonnet on his head, and on his breast the star of the order of St Andrew … He rode well, and looked

      graceful on horseback.


    


  




   




  But something was amiss:




   




  

    

      The Jacobites were charmed with his appearance: they compared him to Robert the Bruce, whom he resembled (they said) in his figure as in his fortune. The Whigs looked upon

      him with other eyes. They acknowledged that he was a goodly person; but they observed, that even in that triumphant hour, when he was about to enter the palace of his fathers, the air of his

      countenance was languid and melancholy.72


    


  




   




  Home counted the rebel army at 1,900 men.73








  Meanwhile, in the High Street another ceremony was taking place. Madie Pringle, writing to her sister Isabella, ‘Tib’, at Kelso in the Borders gives the best

  account:




   




  

    

      A little before twelve a’ clock seven hundred or thereabouts of ye Highlanders that had taken possession of ye Town surrounded ye Cross. This I saw myself ym marched

      three in a line with a Piper to every company. They surrounded ye Cross and at one o’clock five Heralds and a Trumpet with some Gentlemen, amongst them Jamie Hepburn [of Keith] ascended

      ye Cross and read two Manifestos in ye name of James eight King of Great Britain &c. at ye end of every one they threw up yr hats and huzza’d in which acclamation of joy they were

      joyn’d by all ye crowd which was so great I incline almost to call it the whole Town. Ye windows were full of Ladys who threw up their handkerchiefs and clap’d their hands and

      show’d great loyalty to ye Bonny Prince.


    


  




   




  

    

      Then Miss Pringle, too, remembered herself and her family’s Whiggishness: ‘Don’t imagine I was one of those Ladies. I assure you I was not.’ She

      added, not without some sadness: ‘All ye Ladies are to kiss ye Prince’s [hand] – I’ve an inclination to see him but I can’t be intro—’ – at which

      point the letter breaks off.74


    


  




   




  From a window on the north side of the High Street, the author of the Woodhouselee manuscript looked down in Whig contempt on a ‘commick fars or tragic commody’.




   




  

    

      All these mountan officers with there troupes in rank and fyle in order marched from Parliament Closs down to surrownd the Cross, and with there bagpipes and loosie [lousy]

      crew they maid a large circle from the end of Luickenbooths to half way below the Cross to the Cowrt of Gaird [presumably, the Town Guard house] and non but the officers and speciall favowrits

      and one lady in dress were admitted within the ranges.75


    


  




   




  The lady was Margaret, wife of Murray of Broughton, and the memory of her, on horseback, sword in hand, her dress and bridle fluttering with white ribbons, became one of the

  Jacobite consolations.76




   




  

    

      I observed there armes, they were guns of different syses, and some of innormowows length, some with butts tured up lick a heren [like a heron], some tyed with puck threed

      to the stock, some withowt locks and some matchlocks, some had swords over ther showlder instead of guns, one or two had pitchforks, and some bits of sythes upon poles with a cleek, some old

      Lochaber axes. The pipes plaid pibrowghs when they were making their circle thus they stood rownd 5 or six men deep … The Crosse to the east was covered with a larg fine Persian carpet.

      The Lyon Heralds in these formalities, coats on, and bleasons displayed, came attended but with one trumpet to the theatur or to the Cross. They were five in number, Ereskin, Lyon Clerk, on his

      left, Roderick Chalmers, pursevant and herald panter, the others were Clerkson, pursevant, Gray and one I knew not. All the streat and the windows and forstairs were crowded and sylence being

      made the manefesto was read in the name of James 8 of Scotland England France and Irland King77


    


  




   




  The proclamations read by Chalmers appealed to anti-Union sentiment in Edinburgh, while reassuring the Presbyterians about the free practice of their religion. The first, signed

  by James VIII and dated from Rome on 23 December 1743, appointed Charles as Prince Regent of England, Scotland and Ireland, but spoke to peculiar Scottish grievances, such as the increase in taxes

  since the Union and the construction of forts and the disarming of the Highlanders in the years after the Fifteen. ‘We see a nation,’ the manifesto accompanying the commission of

  regency said, ‘always famous for valour … reduced to the condition of a province, under the specious pretence of an union with a more powerful neighbour.’78 It promised a general pardon for those who had served the Elector of Hanover, free parliaments, and protection for ‘all our Protestant subjects in the free

  exercise of their religion’.79 The second, signed by Charles and dated from Paris on 16 May 1745, proclaimed that ‘we are now come to

  execute his Majesty’s will and pleasure’.80




  ‘Thus the winds blew from Rome and Paris to work owr thraldome,’ wrote the author of the Woodhouselee manuscript. ‘I could hear at my distance distinctly, and many much

  further, for there was profownd silence after all these military dismissed with bagpipes playing and a fashion of streamers over ther showlders and the chime of bells from the High Church steaple

  gave music-all tunes all the whill.’81




  He was struck by the good order of the mountain men, as was Miss Pringle, who wrote to her sister:




   




  

    

      After all this the Crowd dispersed and ye Highlanders march’d with Lord Elcho and John Murray Broughton on their Head back to ye Parliament Closs where they stood a

      while and then dispersed, they are as quiet as lambs, civil to everybody and takes nothing but what ye pay for.82


    


  




   




  

    

      Still, there were bound to be mishaps among young men unused to the firearms handed out from the city armoury. The next morning, Wednesday, 18 September,


    


  




   




  

    

      An ugly accident happen’d … to poor Madie Nairn who was looking over Lady Keith’s window along with Katie Hepburn. On ye other side of ye street there was

      a Highland Man and a Boy standing with a Gun in his hand which Gun went off and shot in at ye Window and ye Bullet went in at Mady Nairn’s head. Luckily the strength of ye ball had been

      spent by its Grazing on ye wall so that it stuck and did not go through her skull or she must have Died instantly. Mr Ratray has taken out ye Ball and sow’d up her wound he thinks her

      safe if she keeps free from a Fever. The Prince has sent several messages to inquire after her which has help’d not a little to support her spirits under ye Pain of her sore

      wound.83


    


  




   




  The Caledonian Mercury, which like the Edinburgh Evening Courant came out thrice weekly, had referred in its issue of Monday the 16th to ‘rebels’. In

  its issue of Wednesday the 18th it showed the Jacobite colours of its proprietor, the very learned Thomas Ruddiman:




   




  

    

      Edinburgh, September 17: Affairs in this city and neighbourhood have taken the most surprising turn since yesterday without the least bloodshed or opposition, so that we

      have now in our streets Highlanders and Bagpipes, in place of Dragoons and Drums, of which we will be allowed to give the following narrative of facts, as far as we have been able to collect

      them. On Monday last the Highland army stood under arms about Corstorphine …84


    


  




   




  The following day, 19 September, the Prince received reliable intelligence that Cope was setting out from Dunbar and was to encamp at Haddington. Anxious that Cope should not slip

  past him again, Charles Edward spent the night with his army at the village of Duddingston, to the west of the King’s Park. He had first arranged for surgeons to come out from the town, and

  coaches and chaises for the wounded. All the leading medical men, Whig and Jacobite, came out: John Rattray, last seen tending Miss Nairne’s wound, and even Dr Monro, Professor of Anatomy at

  the College, a staunch Whig and cousin to Duncan Forbes.




  Stepping out of the cottage at Duddingston, where he had spent the night, at nine in the morning of the 20th Charles Edward made a little speech. As the Caledonian Mercury reported in

  its edition of the 23rd, ‘the Chevalier putt himself att the head of his small army, drawing his sword, said with a very determined Countenance, Gentlemen, I have flung away the Scabbard,

  with Gods assistance I don’t doubt of making you a free and happy people.’85




  Even now, the words ‘free’ and ‘happy’ have the capacity to startle. They bring to this little village in Scotland on a fine morning the breath of a Continental ferment.

  Freedom was an old Scottish interest, but happiness was the great invention of the eighteenth century. It is as if in his stuffy palace in the Piazza dei Sant’Apostoli, in between his hunting

  expeditions, the Prince had been poring over Continental pamphlets on public happiness, du bonheur publique, della pubblica felicità. The Jacobite rebellion was not just an exercise

  in divine-right monarchy and feudal military organisation, but touched modernity in some of its most urgent interests. Then the Prince came back to earth: ‘Mr Cope shall not escape us as he

  did in the Highlands.’ They began their march westwards, along Carberry Hill.




  Cope had drawn up his four thousand men on ground harvested of its corn just the evening before. The place was a fortress, with a deep ditch to the south, the village of Preston to the west, a

  small morass on the east, and the broad Firth to the north. Cavalry and infantry had at last effected a junction, though Colonel Gardiner, for one, was not sanguine. He had told Carlyle in

  confidence in the garden of the Dunbar Manse on the 19th that he had ‘not above ten men in my regiment whom I am certain will follow me. But we must give them battle now, and God’s will

  be done!’86 Around noon the rebels appeared on the high ground to the south-west, gave a shout, and had to be restrained by their officers

  from falling at once on the government army.




  The sun went down on another beautiful evening, and as the Highland army seemed to settle for the night, Carlyle called again on Colonel Gardiner and found him ‘grave, but serene and

  resigned; and he concluded by praying God to bless me, and that he could not wish for a better night to lie on the field, and then called for his cloak and other conveniences for lying down, as he

  said they would be awaked early enough in the morning.’87 Returning to his father’s manse, Carlyle found it packed with clergymen and

  military tourists. At supper he was so exhausted that ‘no sooner had I cut up the cold surloin which my mother had provided, than I fell fast asleep.’88 Retiring to bed at a neighbour’s house, Carlyle instructed the maid to wake him the moment the battle began, which she did; but though he sprang into his clothes, he

  was too late. Running to a high point in the Manse garden, in the faint, misty light he made out a scene of horror:




   




  

    

      The whole prospect was falled with runaways, and Highlanders pursuing them. Many had their coats turned as prisoners, but were still trying to reach the town in the hopes of

      escaping. The pursuing Highlanders, when they could not overtake, fired at them, and I saw two fall in the glebe. By-and-by a Highland officer whom I knew to be Lord Elcho passed with his

      train, and had an air of savage ferocity that disgusted and alarmed. He inquired fiercely of me where a public-house was to be found; I answered him very meekly, not doubting but that, if I had

      displeased him with my tone, his reply would have been a pistol bullet.89


    


  




   




  The battle, according to one Jacobite officer, lasted a full three minutes.90 At 3 a.m., the Highlanders were guided over the

  morass and drawn up in line. They fired once, then threw down down their muskets and charged with their broadswords at the government forces. As Gardiner had feared, the dragoons fled the

  battlefield, leaving the foot to be crushed up against the park walls of Preston House. Cope’s fortress was also a prison. The doggerel poet Dougal Graham was in the Highland army, and

  reported:




   




  

    

      The poor foot, left here, paid for all,




      Not in fair battle, with powder and ball;




      But horrid swords, of dreadful length,




      So fast came on, with spite and strength,




      Lochaber axes, and rusty scythes,




      Durks and daggers prick’d their thighs …




      From ‘bove Cow-caney to Preston-dyke,




      About a mile or near the like,




      They were beat backward by the clans




      Along the crofts ‘bove Preston-pans,




      Till the high dyke held them agen,




      Where many taken were and slain,




      Although they did for quarters cry




      The vulgar clans made this reply,




      ‘Quarters! You curst soldiers, mad,




      It is o’er soon to go to bed.’91


    


  




   




  Gardiner himself, abandoned by his men, was cut down by a scythe in sight of his own house. It was said he prayed for death, ‘for his state of health was bad, & his

  heart was broken with the behaviour of the Irish dogs whom he commanded.’92 Drummond, sturdily mounted on the old dragoon horse he had

  bought for four pounds to draw his cart, was more fortunate. Intending to fight with his friend, he was swept away in the rout of Hamilton’s troop and ended up in Berwickshire.93 Cope was there already. An officer noted acidly that he was one of the very few commanders to bring tidings of his own defeat.




   




  

    

      When Johnnie Cope to Dunbar came




      They speer’d at [asked] him, ‘Where’s a’ your men?’




      ‘The deil confound me gin I ken




      For I left them a’ this morning.’94


    


  




   




  Lord George Murray, writing to his brother at Blair on the 24th, gave the government dead at 600 with as many wounded, and 1,200 uninjured prisoners, including 80 officers. On the

  Prince’s side, the losses were 36 killed and 50 wounded.95 Carlyle seems to have put the worst construction on Lord Elcho’s demand for

  a public house, but it was not that he was thirsty: he needed brandy for the wounded, and the redcoat wounded at that. The account of the battle Walter Scott gives in Waverley, in which

  the hero rides about trying to save the lives of Hanoverian officers, may not be so far-fetched. As Carlyle stood on his mound,




   




  

    

      The crowd of wounded and dying now approached with all their followers, but their groans and agonies were nothing compared with the howlings, and cries, and lamentations of

      the women, which suppressed manhood and created despondency.96


    


  




   




  The jaunt was over, and with it the white cockades and the hand-kissing. There would be retribution for the redcoats bleeding amid the stubble, and Edinburgh would never be the

  same again. The Prince spent much of the day in the field, attending to the government wounded, and passed the night at Pinkie House. Returning to Holyrood, he forbade any display of ‘publick

  Joy’ at the death of his subjects in the battle.97 Though he remained in the Palace for a further six weeks, people complained that his

  court was dull and sad. There was no divine service in the Kirks.98




  Prestonpans transformed the political game. As Lord President Forbes wrote: ‘All Jacobites, how prudent soever, became mad; all doubtfull people became Jacobites; and all Bankrupts became

  heroes, & talk’d nothing but hereditary rights and victory; & what was more grievous to men of gallantry, & if you will believe me, much more mischievous to the publick, all the

  fine Ladys, if you will except one or two, became passionately fond of the young Adventurer, and used all their Arts, & industry for him, in the most intemperate manner.’99 Among those who joined the Prince’s cause was the lawyer Sir James Steuart, who became the only Jacobite political economist. Meanwhile Sir John

  Clerk, who had retreated with his wife to England, found Newcastle in a ‘terrible consternation. A most terrible pannick had possessed all the people to that degree that many rich people

  about Newcastle, Durham and York, had sent off a great deal of their Effects to Holand and Hamburgh, and all their silver plate, jewels, money and such like domestic necessaries were hidden under

  ground.’100 In London, government securities tumbled in value through fear that a restored House of Stuart would repudiate the National

  Debt.




  These were frustrating days for the Prince. He was eager to march on London for, as Elcho had it, he ‘said often he would have the three kingdoms or nothing at all’.101 But it was fantasy to think of such an expedition, when so many Highlanders had drifted away to store their booty from the battle and there was no money

  to pay them. The Prince’s Council had imposed a levy on Edinburgh at the rate of half-a-crown per pound sterling of rental (12.5 per cent), while James Hay of Restalrig, a Writer to the

  Signet of Jacobite leanings, was despatched to extort what he could from the Whig merchants of Glasgow.




  With no artillery heavier than the field guns captured from Cope, the Prince could not expect even to reduce Edinburgh Castle; instead, the men posted at the Weigh House and the head of the

  Lawnmarket began to harass the Castle gate. On Sunday 29 September General Preston sent to the Lord Provost demanding that communication between town and Castle be kept open. A truce was agreed,

  but broke down in the afternoon of Tuesday, 1 October, when the house that Allan Ramsay senior had built on the Castle Hill, known as the Guse-pie from its octagonal shape, was occupied by Cameron

  of Lochiel and damaged by shot. Neither the poet father nor the painter son was at home. On Wednesday the 2nd the Prince issued a proclamation forbidding any intercourse with the Castle, on pain of

  death.102 General Preston responded by turning his ordnance on the High Street.




  There followed scenes unexampled in the modern history of these islands. A round aimed at the Tolbooth gate passed through two churches. Cartridge-shot from the Half-Moon Battery on Castle Hill

  raked the streets. At its peak, that ‘damned angry bitch’,103 as the Highlanders called the Castle, was firing as many as sixty

  rounds a day. ‘ ‘Tis not safe being in Lawn or Grassmarkets,’ wrote the author of the Woodhouselee manuscript. ‘I saw a musket ball was battered upon the stons in

  Grassmarket and a gentleman missed it narrowly.’104 In the midst of the cannonade, at 9 a.m. on Thursday, 3 October, a bizarre civilian

  delegation carrying a white flag could be seen at the Castle drawbridge: it was John Campbell, chief cashier of the Royal Bank, three directors, the accountant and the teller, come to cash the

  banknotes brought back from Glasgow by Hay of Restalrig.
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