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缘起·代序



“一个作家，一座城”系列是一套奇妙的作品。

之所以说是“奇妙”，一是缘于成书的方式——图书的引进、实现者就是它的读者，这些古老的经典，藉由互联网的思维方式在当下呈现。

书的选题全部来源于中国最大的译者社区——“译言网”用户自主地发现与推荐，是想把它们引进中文世界的读者们认定了选题，而这些书曾影响了那个时代，这些书的作者成就了作品，也成为了大师。

每本书的译者，在图书协作翻译平台上，从世界各地聚拢在以书为单位的项目组中。这些天涯海角、素昧平生，拥有着各种专业背景和外语能力的合作伙伴在网络世界中因共同的兴趣、共有的语言能力和相互认同的语言风格而交集。

书中的插图是每本书的项目负责人和自己的组员们，依据对内容的理解、领悟寻找发掘而来。

每位参与者的感悟与思索除了在译文内容中展现，还写进了序言之中，将最本初的想法、愿望、心路历程直接分享给读者。因此，序也是图书不可分割的内容，是阅读的延伸……

所以，这套书是由你们——读者创造出来的。

二是缘于时间与空间的奇妙结合——古与今、传统与现代在这里形成了穿越时空的遇见。

百多年前的大师们，用自己的笔和语言，英语、法语、德语、日语……来描摹那时的城市，在贴近与游离中抒发着他们与一座城的情怀。而今天的译者们，他们或是行走在繁华的曼哈顿街头，在MET和MOMA的展馆里消磨掉着大部分时间；或是驻足在桃花纷飞的爱丁堡，写下“生命厚重的根基不该因流动而弱化”这样的译者序言；又或者流连在东京的街头，找寻着作为插图的老东京明信片……他们与大师们可能走在同一座城的同一条路上，感觉着时空的变幻，文明的演化，用现代的语言演绎着过去，用当代的目光考量着曾经的过往。

然后，这些成果汇集在了“译言·古登堡项目”中，将被一个聚合了传统与现代的团队来呈现。这里有——电脑前运行着一个拥有着400多位图书项目负责人、1500多名稳定译者，平台上同时并行着300多个图书项目的译言图书社区小伙伴们；有对图书质量精益求精的中青社图书编辑；有一位坚持必须把整本的书稿看完才构思下笔的设计师……一张又一张的时间表，一个又一个的构思设想，一次又一次的讨论会……

就这样，那些蜚声文坛的大师们、那些他们笔下耳熟能详的城市带着历史的气息，藉由互联网的方式进入了中文世界，得以与今天翻开这本书的你遇见……

好的书籍是对人类文化的礼赞，是对创作者的致敬。15世纪中叶，一个名叫约翰内斯·古登堡的德国银匠发明了一种金属活字印刷方法。从此，书籍走出了象牙塔，人类进入了一个信息迅速、廉价传播的时代，知识得以传播，民智得以开启，现代工业文明由此萌发。

今天，互联网的伟大在于它打破了之前封闭的传承模式，摒弃了不必要的中间环节。人的一生何其短暂，人类文明的积淀浩如烟海，穷其一生的寻寻觅觅都不可能窥探其一二。而互联网给人们、给各个领域以直面的机会，每个人都可以参与，每个人都有机会做到。人类文明的积淀得以被唤醒、被发现，得以用更快、更高效的方式在世界范围内传播。

“让经典在中文世界重生”——“译言·古登堡项目”的灵感是对打开文明传播之门的约翰内斯·古登堡的致敬。这个项目的创造力，来自于社区，来自于协作，来自于那些秉承参与和分享理念的用户，来自于新兴的互联网思维与历史源远流长的出版社结合在一起的优秀团队。

从策划到出版是“发现之旅”——发现中文世界之外的经典，发现我们自身；是“再现之旅”——让经典在中文世界重生。这套作品的出版是对所有为之付出智慧、才华、心血的人们的礼赞。

这是多么奇妙的事情，多么有意思的事业。

我的朋友，当你打开这本书的时候也是开启了一段缘。我们遇见了最好的彼此。也许，你就是我们下一本书的发现者、组织者或是翻译者……

所以，这就让这段“缘起”代序吧。



 
 








作者小传



提到本书作者，人们一定会想到他的经典作品《金银岛》《化身博士》和《绑架》。然而，作为19世纪后半叶新浪漫主义文学的代表之一，史蒂文森除了小说上的成就，其隽美的散文风格也在这本小书里得到了淋漓尽致的展现。

罗伯特·路易斯·史蒂文森（Robert Louis Stevenson，1850－1894），生于苏格兰爱丁堡一个工程师家庭，是家中独子。祖父罗伯特、父亲托马斯和两个叔叔都是苏格兰颇有声望的灯塔工程师，在苏格兰建造了许多著名灯塔。母亲玛格丽特出身爱丁堡近郊柯林顿的一个牧师家庭，父女俩都患有肺部疾病。史蒂文森也遗传了这一点，自幼体弱，经常咳嗽发烧。6岁时，史蒂文森上小学，因长相奇特，性格古怪而很难与小伙伴融洽相处，但到了暑假，在柯林顿的外祖父家，他和表兄弟们总是打成一片。他常常因病退学，只好长期跟着家庭教师学习。夏天是童年史蒂文森最喜爱的季节。温暖的气候里，他可以到户外玩耍。但一到冬天，病情便会再度恶化，反复发作的病痛使他在成年后依然十分瘦削。关于这段病榻之上的童年生活，史蒂文森后来写道：





我病了，只好躺在床上，

垫两个枕头在脑袋底下，

一件件玩具都在我身旁，

叫我整天都快活，乐哈哈。





有时候，用一个钟头光景

我瞧着铅制的兵丁行军，

他们穿着不同的军服，

操练在被褥铺成的山林。





有时候，我让我的舰队

在床单的海洋上破浪行驶

，要不，把树木和房屋搬开

在床上筑起一座座城市。





我是个伟大的严肃的巨灵，

在枕头叠成的山上坐镇，

凝视着面前的山谷和平原，

做有趣的被子大地的主人。

（屠岸译）

为照顾体弱多病的小史蒂文森，家中请了名保姆—— 艾莉森·卡宁汉姆，史蒂文森称呼她为卡米。卡米是个虔诚的加尔文宗信徒，经常给他讲苏格兰盟约派的故事，或是在病床前给他读《圣经》和班扬的《天路历程》。这或许成为后来史蒂文森作品中的宗教情结和历险及恐怖元素的源泉。年龄稍长，史蒂文森的阅读兴趣愈加浓烈。司各特的威弗利小说、莎士比亚的戏剧、大仲马的传奇故事、彭斯的诗歌，以及《天方夜谭》成了他的最爱。史蒂文森背诵能力很强，七八岁就能给母亲和保姆讲故事了。渐渐地史蒂文森开始自己写故事，父亲刚开始很支持，史蒂文森16岁那年，他出钱为儿子出版了第一部作品，讲述的是盟约派起义的故事。

17岁那年，父亲为让史蒂文森继承家族事业，将他送入爱丁堡大学学习土木工程专业。一开始他就对就读的专业毫无兴致，一门心思只想着逃课。大二那年，史蒂文森随父亲去了安斯特鲁瑟和维科视察家族建造的灯塔，后来又去了奥克尼和设得兰群岛，1870年则在厄雷德岛待了三周。旅途为他提供了新鲜丰富的写作素材，他对那些工程建筑却毫无兴致。因为类似的旅行曾激发沃尔特·司各特于1822年写出了小说《海盗》，史蒂文森对这样的旅途倒也充满期待。1871年4月，史蒂文森将自己打算从事文学创作的决定告知父亲。尽管失望，父亲也并没有太吃惊，而母亲对儿子的选择则“十分支持”。家人提出了一个折中的建议，希望史蒂文森改学法律。这一时期，他在思辨学社结识了一群志同道合的朋友，特别是后来成为他经纪人的查尔斯·贝克斯特，还有弗里明·詹金教授——他经常在家中组织学生戏剧演出，史蒂文森也曾加入其中，后来还为这位教授写了传记。尽管史蒂文森顺利通过了所有法律课程，并在毕业后加入苏格兰律师协会，但文学才是史蒂文森的心之所向。尤其是他的堂兄，罗伯特·艾伦·莫布雷·史蒂文森（即鲍勃）对他产生了很大影响，性格活泼的鲍勃没有继承家族事业，而是选择了艺术。

于是史蒂文森愈加坚定了自己的文学梦。他开始大量阅读不同作家、不同体裁的作品，从济慈、哈兹里特、华兹华斯、蒙田、霍桑的文字间汲取营养，并在爱丁堡大学的校刊上发表了不少戏剧、诗歌和随笔。然而不久，他被查出肺结核，医生建议他移居南方过冬，他的文学活动也因此被迫暂停。这期间，史蒂文森去了伦敦和巴黎，在爱丁堡和这两座城之间往返。《爱丁堡笔记》很可能就是在这一时期陆续完成的。1876年，复发的病痛成为26岁史蒂文森的人生转机，他放弃律师工作，到欧洲大陆旅行休养，从而也有了更充裕的时间和素材从事写作。旅途中，他习惯随身带着一本书和一本笔记本，走路时就用笔记本把沿途风光及心中灵感记录下来，途中休息的时候就打开书本尽情阅读。9月，他和朋友沃尔特·辛普森爵士一块儿乘小艇，从比利时安特卫普出发，穿越国境进入法国北部，沿塞纳河南下到达巴黎附近。史蒂文森据此写下了《内河航行记》。这一年，史蒂文森遇到了奥斯本夫人（芬妮·范·德格里夫特）。芬妮因婚姻破裂带着孩子从美国旧金山到欧洲旅行。两人一见钟情，然而几个月后，芬妮返回了美国。1878年，史蒂文森来到法国南部的塞文山区旅行，将每天的经历和见闻记下，后来根据笔记整理成为《骑驴旅行记》出版。1879年，史蒂文森得知芬妮生病的消息后决定前往加利福尼亚。他首先搭乘轮船到达纽约，又从纽约搭乘火车横越美国抵达加利福尼亚。这段旅程在《业余移民》与《横渡平原》中均有记述。艰苦的旅行加重了他的病情，而芬妮也与丈夫办理了离婚，并于1880年5月与史蒂文森结婚。他们前往旧金山圣海伦山度蜜月，住在一所废弃的矿区住房里，妻子悉心地照料着患病的丈夫。这段生活记录在了《希尔弗拉多的蜗居者》中。

1880年8月，史蒂文森偕家人从纽约回到爱丁堡看望他的父亲。此后直到1887年5月父亲去世前，他和家人一直辗转英伦和欧洲大陆多地，寻找适于休养身体的地方居住。这一时期也成为史蒂文森创作的黄金时期，小说《金银岛》《化身博士》《绑架》，诗集《儿童诗园》和《林间》相继问世，为他赢得了公众的赞誉，一时间声名鹊起。事实上，史蒂文森这一时期的创作一直伴随着病痛的折磨，但作品中却充满了冒险、活力与生机。1887年，史蒂文森偕母亲和妻子再次渡过大西洋，于9月抵达纽约。美国的编辑们纷纷前来约稿，一时间众星拱月，与上一次在美国的境遇相比，这倒让人有些受宠若惊。《巴伦特雷的少爷》尚未完成，他便计划在夏季前往南太平洋。1888年6月，史蒂文森偕母亲、妻子和继子乘“卡斯科”号快艇从旧金山出发，途经了大大小小的太平洋岛屿后，在夏威夷群岛暂居了一段时间，并在这里完成了《巴伦特雷的少爷》。之后，他最终选择了萨摩亚群岛作为定居地，在阿皮亚山上购买荒地修建住宅。值得一提的是，此间史蒂文森曾两次计划返回苏格兰，但都未能成行。他在这里与当地居民和睦相处，并继续文学创作。1894年12月3日晚，史蒂文森在写作《赫米斯顿的韦尔》时突发中风，几小时后去世，终年44岁。当地人用肩膀将这位“图西塔拉”（意为“写故事的人”）扛上瓦埃亚山顶，安葬在面朝大海的山脊上。

史蒂文森在世时即是一位拥有众多读者的知名作家，而今天，他也是著作被翻译次数最多的作家之一。根据联合国教科文组织最新发布的《翻译索引》（Index Translationum），他排名第26位。但第一次世界大战之后，现代主义文学崛起时，其作品曾被归为儿童文学和恐怖小说的类型。作家本人也遭到一些人的批评，其中以弗吉尼亚·伍尔夫和她的丈夫里奥纳德·伍尔夫为代表。因此，史蒂文森逐渐被排除在学校教授的文学经典之外。1973年，厚达2000页的《牛津英文文学选》完全忽略了史蒂文森，而《诺顿英国文学选》从1968年到2000年对史蒂文森也只字未提，只有2006年的第8版才将他包括在内。到20世纪晚期，史蒂文森开始被重新评价成一位拥有过人洞察力的艺术家、文学理论家、随笔作家与社会评论家，也被认为是南太平洋殖民历史的见证者和人类学家。综观史蒂文森44年的人生，病魔没能夺走他对海阔天空的向往与激情，那些充满冒险精神和生命力的传奇故事会一直陪着他的读者，流传下去。

史蒂文森主要作品年表：

——An Inland Voyage《内陆航行记》（1878）

——Edinburgh: Picturesque Notes《爱丁堡笔记》（1879）

——Travels with a Donkey in the Cévennes《骑驴旅行记》（1879）

——New Arabian Nights《新天方夜谭》（1882）

——The Silverado Squatters《希尔弗拉多的蜗居者》（1883）

——Treasure Island《金银岛》（1883）

——The Black Arrow: A Tale of the Two Roses《黑箭》（1883）

——A Child's Garden of Verses《儿童诗园》（1885）

——Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde《化身博士》（1886）

——Kidnapped《绑架》（1886）

——Underwoods《林间》（1887）

——The Merry Men and Other Tales and Fables《快乐的男人们及其他故事》（1887）

——The Master of Ballantrae《巴伦特雷的少爷》（1889）

——Across the Plains《横渡平原》（1892）

—— Catriona《卡特丽娜》（1893）

——Island Nights' Entertainments / South Sea Tales《海岛之夜娱乐记》（1893）

——The Amateur Emigrant《业余移民》（1895）

—— Weir of Hermiston《赫米斯顿的韦尔》（1896，未完成）




概览



名闻遐迩的北国古都，巉踞众山之峦，俯视着劲风吹拂的入海口。这里是王国之都的首善之区，是壮丽景致的首选之地。站在峭壁高处，从山顶花园眺望，远方的大海和广袤原野尽收眼底。日落时分，东方五月灯塔发出的微光影影绰绰，福斯湾由此延入日耳曼海
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 。向西遥望，越过斯特灵平原，便可见莱迪峰上的初雪。

然而爱丁堡也为她的高高在上偿付着代价——世上最恶劣的气候。她时常遭受风摧雨渍之苦，或湮没在来自东边海上的雾霭中，或蒙翳在高地山区向南飘洒的雪霰里。这里冬季天气湿冷、寒风凛冽，夏天诡谲多变、酷热难耐，而到了春天，简直就是人间地狱。身体孱弱之人，在凄风苦雨的剥蚀中往往早逝，我这样的幸存者有时却忍不住嫉妒他们的命运。热爱阳光普照与恩泽的人们，厌倦如此晦暗的天气，厌倦常年累月前倾着身体迎击暴风雪的生活。对他们而言，几乎再难找到如此不近人情、水深火热的居住地了。其中许多人愤懑地渴盼着想象中的“另辟之地”，希望一切烦恼都能随之结束。他们倚在连接新城与老城的大桥上——那疾风最为肆虐之所、北方风神之庙的圣坛——看着火车冒着浓烟从桥下出现，又消失在通往明媚旅途的隧道里。乘客们掸却身上的浮尘，最后一次倾听东风在爱丁堡的屋脊上、烟囱间呼啸穿行，心情多么欢畅！然而这里却在人们心中留下了难以磨灭的印记。无论他们去哪儿，都无法找到这样独一无二的城市；无论他们去哪儿，都带着对故乡的自豪。

人们常说威尼斯带给人们与众不同的感受。其他城市或许不乏追捧者，而唯独她，美得夺目、声名远播，吸引着爱慕者接踵而来。事实上，即便是最善睐她的朋友，对爱丁堡这座城市，也有着不可同日而语的情愫。人们爱她有多种理由，却无一真正令人满意。他们的爱奇诡古怪，如同演奏家溺爱着自己的乐器箱。她是如此浪漫，直指浪漫最本质的词义。她虽美丽，更趣意盎然。自她以希腊风卓然自处，在峭壁之上建起典雅的庙宇以来，哥特式风格便成了爱丁堡最显著的特征。简言之，她是一枝奇葩。在爱丁堡的成长历程中荷里路德宫
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 往往被人们所忽视，它静默地矗立在工人住宅区、啤酒厂以及煤气厂的包围中，看上去了无生气。它承载着无数记忆。昔日大人物、国王和女王、滑稽的小丑与严肃的外国使臣，数百年来在此上演着一幕幕堂皇的闹剧——战争的阴谋、迟至深夜的舞会，以至于房间中的血案。查理王子
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 曾在此秘密召见自己的党羽，以英勇果敢的姿态代理了一个短命的王朝。如今，这历历桩桩早已化为历史的尘埃，对乌合之众而言，王冠也只不过值六便士而已，然而这幢石制宫殿可远不止这些钱。一年中整整三百五十天，它仅作为旧家具博物馆供游客参观，而接下来的一周，你会看到王宫被再次唤醒，模拟着自己的过往。王室专员——台上的统治者坐在群臣中间。六马并驾一驱，护卫嘈嘈切切，在大门前穿梭往返。入夜，灯光点亮了窗户，周围的邻居——工人们，随着宫殿里的乐曲在家手舞足蹈。这是一道独特的风景。古老的火山不时地冒起烟尘，余烬中闪烁着火光。如今爱丁堡已退居二线，却依然尴尬地披着大城市的面纱。整座城市过着双重生活，一半是首都一半是村镇，一半恍惚迷离一半辉光烁亮，就像《布莱克群岛的年轻国王》
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 中所描绘的那样，一半是生机与活力，一半是冰冷的大理石。高处的堡垒中，满是武装人员和大炮，你会看到接受检阅的部队在那儿集结。到了冬季，黄昏总提前到来，黎明亦姗姗来迟，从夜晚至凌晨，寒风裹挟着鼓角声声传遍整个爱丁堡。法官们头戴假发，表情严肃地坐在当年筹议帝国事务的地方。在高街附近，也许还能听到小号在正午时分响起。一行人穿着花哨的服饰把自己乔装改扮一番，上着无袖短外套，下穿淡紫色混纺裤，穿过漠然的旁观者，在泥地里前行。马夫们（来自行头齐备的马戏团）风度翩翩地走在大街上。这儿还有苏格兰的纹章传令官们
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 ，对着一群小男孩、马车夫和小偷，正准备宣布一项联合王国的新法令。在此期间，每隔一小时大学的钟声便会在喧嚣的街道上空回响，每隔一小时便会有一拨往来的人潮，挤满校园里深长的拱廊。在某个深夜——确切地说是清晨破晓时分——晚归的人会听到老街一侧的教堂里众人在合唱圣歌。片刻之后，或许是片刻之前，又会听到对面另一座教堂里众人在合唱圣歌。歌词里一定有“黑门的甘露”以及“看哪，弟兄和睦同居，是何等的善，何等的美”。
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 晚归的人们知道，这歌声标志着一年一度的两次教会会议已落下帷幕——这类会议的参加者都是德高望重的修士，而在如此特殊的宽松宁静中生活的他们，并不像纯粹的修士。

善思之人还会发现，这座城的面貌与它光怪陆离的历史协调地融为了一体，因而充满魅力。再没有哪座城市能让人体验到如此强烈的视觉反差。城市的正中央耸立着一座岩壁，堪称大自然的完美造化——巴斯岩伫立于大地，扎根在火车穿行时震颤的花园中，它承托着宛如王冠的城垛与塔楼，森然的身影俯慑着新城区热闹而明亮的街道。寻常百姓从自家十层楼高、似吐烟的蜂巢般的住处，俯视着富人区开阔的街心广场和花园，欢快的人群沐浴在王子街的阳光里。街上商店云集，如遇重大庆典，沿途一英里彩旗招展，一直穿过雕塑林立的花园谷。在老城区的高处，窗边晾晒的衣物在微风中轻轻飘动。环顾四周，会发现这里的建筑多么格格不入！在这山谷中，人们一副风尘碌碌的模样，参差错落地行走在这高低错落的街道上，几乎全世界所有风格的建筑都能在这里见到。埃及希腊式神庙、威尼斯风格的宫殿，以及哥特式尖顶重楼叠阙，风格迥异，令人叹为观止，尤其是恢宏的古堡巨石与亚瑟王宝座泰然自若地俯览着这些仿制品，如同大自然的作品临视着人工造就的纪念碑。只是大自然更像是一位超乎我们想象的公平守护者，对任何浓墨重彩都一视同仁。鸟儿或在科林斯柱头间休憩，或栖息在巉岩绝壁的罅隙里，怡然自得。无论是不朽的岩石还是昨日刚刚仿制的柱廊，都笼罩在同样的气息和天光里。在北方柔和阳光的耀晔下，一切都变成了这道绚丽独特的景观——东边的雾霭氤氲在黄昏时蓝色的天空中，所有的不伦不类都融为了一体；街边华灯初上，而山谷那边高高的窗轩里，阑珊的灯火也依稀可见。此时你会油然生出这样的感受：这同样是与大自然最亲密无间的一部分，这些奇谲变幻的景象、凝注于砖石与天然岩石之中的梦境，不是剧场里的帷幕，正是它们构成了这座真实世界中的城市。铁路和通信线路将它与欧洲各国联系在一起，人们生活在这里，做着熟悉的事情——记账，去教堂做礼拜，保持着每天诵读圣经的习惯。在所有经典传奇文学中，爱丁堡都被刻画成这样一幅景象：人气渐衰，日益凋敝；天空中群鸟纷飞，一阵风云一阵晴，几个吉卜赛人在大街上安营扎寨；然而她的市民们，有的乘计程车，有的坐有轨机车或火车，有的则步履匆匆，完全不在一个调上。拥有特权的游客们
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 随心所欲地享用着这座历史名城，在这儿抚育着他们的孩子，却对这如画的景致漠然置之。看到这些衣着整洁、品行端正的人蜂拥而过时，似乎还能嗅到一丝近乎荒唐的占有欲，而这一幕在这里已是司空见惯了。
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这座城的故事，与它的面貌一样离奇。数百年来，它是一座长满石楠的都城。在英格兰人入侵的黑暗岁月里，熊熊的火焰不止一次映红了天空，成为海上船舶的灯塔。这里是争强好胜的贵族们的竞技场，不仅在翠岭
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 或国王马厩
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 附近——在王室成员的见证下，伴随着号角声，选手按规定赛程进行骑马比武的角逐，而且只要有足够的交锋空间，每一条巷弄都是战场。主街道上，性格乖张的族人与家仆竞相吵嚷着，与蓝毯旗帜
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 下人群的骚乱夹杂在一起。那头的宫殿里，约翰·诺克斯
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 曾以现代民主的口吻指责他的女王。城里的小商铺粉刷得像一个个燕巢，嵌在古老天主教堂的扶墙间。在其中一家小店内，我们熟悉的独裁者詹姆斯六世
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 ，正与金匠乔治·赫里奥特
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 一同欢饮。彭特兰丘陵静静地俯视着城堡，整座城市伏卧在海浪的包围中。那些疯狂而阴郁的狂热分子和甜美的歌者，由于长久暴露于漠泽环境而面容枯槁，他们夜以继日地坐在那儿唱着“悲伤的赞美诗”，一边看着爱丁堡就像是另一座索多玛或蛾摩拉城
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 ，被天堂之火所吞噬。格拉斯广场上，倔强倨傲的英雄们
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 信誓旦旦，他们牺牲了自己的生命，虽鲜有必要，却无上光荣。他们悲壮地同日月星辰告别，同世间的友谊告别，在隆隆鼓声中默默地死去。远处的山口，克拉弗豪斯的格雷厄姆
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 和他的三十名龙骑兵跨马驰骋，而在他们身后，整座城池桴鼓相应——那是鲜有的、为生命扬旌征驾的一群人，而冲在最前头的那一个，或将怀着迥异的心情归来，或冲锋陷阵，让整个苏格兰为之震动，或在战斗最酣之时欣然倒下。在这里，仅仅因为一丝幼稚的怀疑，艾肯海德
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 即被绞死。几年之后，泰然自若的大卫·休谟
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 ，一位有口皆碑的好公民，毁掉了哲学和信仰。又过去了几年，彭斯
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 从田间地头走进了贵族学院，却发现这里的信仰和文学充满了虚伪与矫饰。在这里，人们穿越山谷向外迁徙，新城即开始向周围扩张，形成一个四面通透的区域，漫长空旷的城市边缘一直延绵爬升至对面的山坡上。这样全城范围的举家迁徙和人口变动，在城市史上前所未有：鞋匠与伯爵比邻而居，乞丐在法官家的烟囱旁安居，曾经的宫殿成了贫民避难所，深宅大院则分给了白屋寒门之人，对他们而言，昔日房主人家宽大的炉底室足够隔成一间卧室了。










荷里路德宫












从格拉斯广场看到的爱丁堡












亚瑟王宝座与荷里路德宫












王子街上的司各特纪念塔










[1]

 也称北海（North Sea），位于大不列颠岛以东，斯堪的那维亚半岛西南及欧洲大陆以北。（译注）





[2]

 坐落在皇家英里大道东端，与爱丁堡城堡遥相呼应。宫殿为詹姆斯四世（James IV，1473－1513）于1498年始建，现在是英国女王在苏格兰的行宫。一译“圣十字架宫”。（译注）





[3]

 查尔斯·爱德华·斯图亚特（Charles Edward Stuart，1720－1788），又称小王子查理或小王位觊觎者，其祖父为光荣革命中被废黜的英格兰国王詹姆斯二世及苏格兰国王詹姆斯七世（James II and VII，1633－1701）。（译注）





[4]

 美国插画家及版画家麦克斯菲尔德·派黎思（Maxfield Parrish，1870—1966）创作的一幅油画。（译注）





[5]

 为君主或贵族向公众传递战争消息、宣告战争或宣告骑士比武活动的官员。制服上通常绘有君主或主人的纹章，英国皇家传令官至今仍穿着这样的传统制服。（译注）





[6]

 出自《诗篇》第133章《大卫上行之诗》（中文和合本）。（译注）





[7]

 指爱丁堡的居民。（译注）





[8]

 据说这段话冒犯了我的家乡同胞，同时让我们的竞争对手格拉斯哥人有些幸灾乐祸。我得说这个消息让我哭笑不得。在此我想安慰一下那些受伤的老乡们，我的责备并无恶意。记账这件事儿也没什么大不了的：这是一种良好的理财习惯。我也从没听人说去教堂做礼拜该受到指责；穿着体面是富足的表现，而心中充满道德感则是高品质生活的标志。城市管理者向居民提出些愈加不切实际的要求也并非市民的错。即便某人拥有皮博迪的美德与边沁的天才，他要是穿一身长大衣站在阿尔卑斯山或金字塔顶也会显得不伦不类。就让他们自我安慰一下吧——别人也都是这样的；在同类传奇文学作品中，人口数量（比如）在芝加哥也会大量锐减。对格拉斯哥人，我只有一句话要说，这可是金玉良言：我还没写过一本有关格拉斯哥的书呢。





[9]

 卡尔顿山西麓的一条深谷，与爱丁堡新城相邻。（译注）





[10]

 地处城堡山脚西南侧。（译注）





[11]

 绘有白色圣安德鲁十字的蓝底旗帜，由詹姆斯三世（James III，1452－1488）授予爱丁堡商会会长（Deacon Convener of the Trades of Edinburg）。只要在公共场所展开旗帜，所有苏格兰工匠都将团结在召集人身边支持国王或王后。1482年，詹姆斯三世被国内叛乱的贵族囚禁于爱丁堡城堡长达9月，据说在玛格丽特王后（Margaret of Denmark，1456－1486）斡旋无果后，爱丁堡的工匠和手工业者在这面蓝毯旗帜的召集下，袭击了城堡并救出国王。（译注）





[12]

 约翰·诺克斯（John Knox，1514–1572），苏格兰宗教改革领袖，领导创立了加尔文宗的长老会。（译注）





[13]

 詹姆斯六世（James VI，1566－1625），苏格兰国王，同时也是英格兰及爱尔兰国王，称詹姆斯一世（James I）。他是苏格兰女王玛丽·斯图亚特（Mary Stuart，1542－1587）唯一的儿子。（译注）





[14]

 乔治·赫里奥特（George Heriot，1563－1624），爱丁堡著名的金匠和慈善家。（译注）





[15]

 均为古代巴勒斯坦城市。索多玛（Sodom）大约位于死海以南，在《旧约》中因其居民的邪恶和堕落被毁；蛾摩拉（Gomorrah）位于索多玛附近，现在可能位于死海以下，据《旧约》记载，这座城市因其居民罪恶深重而毁于一场大火。（译注）





[16]

 17世纪苏格兰长老会中的一派，多次立约以维护长老会的教会行政体制和礼拜仪式。1638年订立《民族盟约》（the National Covenant），废除主教制；1643年与英格兰签订《神圣盟约》(the Solemn League and Covenant )，沿长老会路线改革圣公会；1660年英格兰王政复辟，盟约派遭受残酷迫害，苏格兰恢复主教制；1688年爆发光荣革命，苏格兰教会恢复长老制行政。另译“誓约派”或“圣约派”。（译注）





[17]

 约翰·格雷厄姆（John Graham of Claverhouse，1649－1689），又称第一邓迪子爵（1st Viscount Dundee），1678年任苏格兰龙骑兵上尉，1689年7月27日在基里克兰基之战中中弹身亡。（译注）





[18]

 托马斯·艾肯海德（Thomas Aikenhead，1676－1697），爱丁堡的一名学生，因评论基督教是“胡说八道”而被教会起诉，并于1697年1月8日被处以绞刑，他也成为英国历史上最后一位因“亵渎”罪名而被处决的人。（译注）





[19]

 大卫·休谟（David Hume，1711－1776），苏格兰经验主义哲学家及历史学家，苏格兰启蒙运动的代表人物。（译注）





[20]

 罗伯特·彭斯（Robert Burns，1759－1796），苏格兰诗人，浪漫主义运动先驱。其作品受苏格兰民歌及方言语体影响颇深，在民间广为流传，被认为是苏格兰的民族诗人。（译注）





老城区






——公寓印象



人们都说老城区是爱丁堡最具特色之处，它别致的地形宛若整座城市的一只羽翼。人们惯于过度褒誉某个细节，反而否定了整体，这是最庸常的贬抑方式之一。因为对于一切值得鉴赏的对象，无论一个人、一件艺术品，抑或一座精美之城，都必须通观全局，根据其品质去明辨优劣。老城区昂然高居于山顶，在周边新建住宅区的簇拥与拱卫下，美轮美奂。若将它单独置于别处，一定像极了斯特灵，却更加高峻而醒目。重要的是，这一华丽版的斯特灵恰是坐落在一个充满活力与奇幻、宽敞开阔的现代都市中央，二者互为瑾瑜，相得益彰。

海水沉降所产生的沉积物在尾端形成一个山坡，老城就坐落于此，由延绵向西的城堡峭壁屏护着。新城则位于南北两面地势较为低洼、宽阔平缓的丘陵地带。城堡因此居高临下，视野开阔，人们可以俯瞰整座城市，眺望远处的大海和陆地。从城堡四周瞭望可及数英里远，而人们从远处的甲板上，或在法夫宁静的田野里耕作时，都能看见城垛上的旗帜，以及老城区的袅袅烟霭萦绕在田野上空。这是一座建在山丘上的城市。我想正是由于它遥遥在望、烟雾缭绕，人们才将它戏称为“老烟熏”
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 。也许这么叫它的人们也从未踏足其间：日复一日，田夫野叟就这样望着山颠高踞的建筑，望着平阔田园上空的缕缕长烟。这即是他们所见，这即是在同一片土地上耕作的他们的父辈所见，这即是他们对这座城所知的一切，而这三个字便是对此最好的诠释。

没错，即便身临其境，老城也是一副烟熏雾罩的模样。尽管它一年到头都有雨水涤濯，但在新城区的映衬下依旧显得幽森淤黑。城墙护卫下的老城处于岌嶷之境，因此依照法规它无法向四周拓展，只能如此密密匝匝，层叠高筑。只要有空地，公共建筑就朝着大路中间涌去，大路因而变成了小巷。房屋层台累榭，各家各户比肩攀跻，人们如同躺在纵深十四五层的加尔各答黑洞
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 里一般。当地人所称的最高“公寓”，如今早已焚毁殆尽。不过，如果望见八层或十层高的窗子，在今日也并不稀奇。悬崖般的高楼近悬于威弗利桥之上，让不少天然峭壁也相形见绌。这些建在陡峻山坡上的高楼，其地下室已然令人仰视了，顶层阁楼自不必说。其中家具也许已典当一空，但它居高临下，可以眺望高地丘陵的美景。这里位于爱丁堡的中心，住在这儿的穷人从自家窗户便可瞥见那青葱的乡野美景。而在那深渊般的低处，则是住宅区以及宽敞的广场和花园。头顶上方，唯有寥寥几支尖顶，犹如石质桅尖耸立在城市上空。田园般清新的微风轻拂着它的脸庞，还带去了大海的气息和丁香花绽放的味道。

如今，谴责钱伯斯
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 先生及其追随者所倡导的革命式改造，几乎成了一种公认的文学观。对他人的痛苦安常守故并非难事，而只有至善之人才明白，这种保守态度令人厌恶。穿过这黑暗的迷宫，马路上几处陈旧怪异的街角也已被清除，一些接合处也已变为居住之地。而如此一来，缕缕阳光便透射进来，阵阵空气多么清新！好一幅自然天成的如画美景！再穿过幽暗的拱门，径直走下漆黑的楼梯，便来到昏暗的小巷中。巷子十分狭窄，伸开臂膀即可触到两侧的墙壁。冬天走在这陡滑的路面上，就像走在冰面上一样危险。家家户户晾晒的衣物一层层挂在窗外，托架般纤薄的楼墙支撑着朝外凸出的阁楼
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 。黑暗的角落里露出雕塑的一角。最高处，房屋的侧影印刻在天空中。进到球场内，一群孩子正在玩耍，大人们则坐在门阶上，而球场屋顶上空或许就峙立着一支教堂尖顶。一座宏伟的老宅院依然屹立在狭窄的路口，门楣上的徽记——一副盾饰或一句神圣英勇的格言——诉说着它曾经的荣耀。当地古董商对名门望族曾经歇宿之处了如指掌。一抬头，突然从伯爵夫人家的窗口探出一个邋遢女人的脑袋。贝都因人在法老的宫墙内搭起了帐篷，陈旧的战舰成了老鼠的专享之居。一条条巷弄里，尽是扑了粉的脑袋
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 和一张张酒酣耳熟的面孔，那样的日子已经离我们远去了。大路两侧，窗边飘卷着爱尔兰人晾晒的衣物，人行道上则挤满了无所事事闲逛的人群。

闲逛的人群构成了一幅典型的生活图景。精明的苏格兰工人会在上班途中停下，将工具挎在胳膊上便开始讨论教会与政治事务。而大多数人却迥然不同——鬼鬼祟祟的惯犯、蓬头赤脚的儿童、健硕的大嘴女人，身着千篇一律的条纹法兰绒衬裙和短格子呢披肩，人群中还有几个正在巡视的警察、一小撮叛逆分子，以及潦倒的上层人士，身上还遗留着过去美好生活的痕迹，如同一记商标。在与爱丁堡规模相当、拥有五六条交通主干道的其他城市，同样的面孔就连闲游散荡的流浪汉也不屑一顾。由此看来，爱丁堡甚至算不上小城市，毋宁说它是一座最大的镇子。因此，邻里间抬头不见低头见，这也是任何人都无法避免的。我因而有机会在不经意间，悄然地观察着这些浪迹的人们，他们的生活每况愈下。其中一位，在我第一次注意到他时，他大概已经六十多岁了。那时，他身着上乘的绒面呢衣服，看起来仪表堂堂，风度翩翩。而三年来，他却日渐颓阤——松垮的外套油渍斑斑，纽扣也不见了，肿胀的脸上布满皴皱，走起路来含胸驼背，花白的头发也越发稀疏。我最近一次见他时，他正和几个身穿斜纹棉布工装的人站在一个入口处，醉醺醺的样子，陈旧的黑色衣服上还沾着些泥污。我多希望还能听到他的笑声。如此高龄还要经受这样的蜕变，真让人心酸。也许你会以为六十岁的老人不会遭遇如此不幸，也许你会以为他在那个时候已得到妥善安顿，能够安详而体面地走完余生。

对于这种衰败最早出现的迹象之一，便是受害者渐渐从新城区的大街上消失，并纷纷逃进高街，就像受伤的野兽躲入了树林。在住宅区这种事儿屡见不鲜。整个社会也已衰落。门楣上挂着盾饰，窗边晾晒着衣物，颇有几分龃龉之感。而那位老人，在我最后一次见他时还身着三年前扮绅士时所穿的外套，正是这样才让他看上去愈加悲惨。

人口过多在王公贵妇时代是不争的事实，幸运的是，那些曾让爱丁堡蒙羞的旧式习俗已被摒弃。然而舒适的聚会绝不像逼仄的集体生活那样令人反感。没有人关心过去曾有多少王公与贵妇、牧师与律师在这些房间里聚会—— 也许人越多越欢乐。玻璃杯与瓷制潘趣酒杯杯觥交错，叮当作响，有人在轻弹维金纳琴，玻璃灯罩上装点着孔雀羽毛，红色的火光中蜡捻儿忽明忽暗。那是一幅美妙的画面，即使不断重复也依然美妙。要是每隔一个房间就有这样的景象，那就更美了，这座高楼也会更加引人入胜。时移世易。各家各户或许会齐聚一堂，或许都能丰衣足食。而大酒店从头到尾没一个地方让人舒服，窄仄而吝啬，饭菜少得可怜，到处充斥着一股肮脏邋遢的气息。不同的房间里，有人出生，有人死去，有人正酩酊纵饮，侦探和读经者正走上楼梯。激烈的吵嚷声户告人晓，孩子们从小就在这异常的氛围中耳濡目染。你会认为只有拥有强大的心灵，才能在这样的环境中长大而毫发无伤。尽管上帝已为年轻人法外施恩，同时，恶行或伤害并未如我们所忧虑的那样层出不穷，然而看到这样的生活方式，还是会让那些生活更幸福的人感到不安。没有任何地方的社会不平等状况比爱丁堡更甚。我曾说过对于王子街沿途的流浪汉而言，高街的顶层阁楼总是面无表情地背对着他们。当然中间还有一座花园。虽然通过对比的方式往往能凸显事物，但有时不这样做反而更直截了当。有时事实就是事实，简单明了，而且贫富之间的差别并不像叶子的两面那么截然若判。看着南桥，再看看桥下牛门街尽是沿街叫卖的小贩，便可在瞬息之间从一个社会阶层跳跃到另一阶层，将两者尽收眼底。

一天晚上，除了警察所有人都已入睡之后，我沿着牛门街步行，恰好在一幢高楼前停了下来。月亮悬在烟囱的上空，皎洁的月光洒在顶层窗户上。在那庞大的楼宇内，没有一丝光，可当我驻足时，似乎听到了一阵寂静之声从中传出。没错，那一定是钟摆的嘀嗒声，还有仰睡之人的呼噜声。我似乎听到高楼里密集的人群发出的声音，在耳畔若隐若现。家家户户的声音汇成了一股，整幢大楼都在随着时钟的节奏跳动，就像一颗失调的巨大心脏。或许这一切只不过是我的想象，但在那一瞬间的确不可思议，令人难忘。可以想象，这是多么鲜明的对比——与巨大的人口数量相比，分隔并容纳着人们的那一画面。

无论如何，高街公寓倒塌这件事并非我异想天开，而完全是令人心悸的现实境况。大楼早已栋朽榱腐，楼底的入口处曾突然闭塞，清洁工的手推车都已无法通过。夜里，朽裂的声响回荡在整座楼房中。这幢巨大蜂箱般的楼房早已破旧不堪，居民们每每在楼道里相遇，便会议论起他们所处的险境。惊慌中，有人弃家而逃，却又出于节约或自尊的考虑返回家中。黎明前的黑暗中，随着一阵恐怖的喧嚣，整座大楼动摇了，继而一层层彻底地坍塌下来。四面八方都能感受到这巨大的震动，而随之而来的精神冲击也由清晨的送奶工传至城郊各地。教堂的钟声回荡在整个爱丁堡上空——在那个灰暗的上午，这悲伤凄惨的钟声前所未闻。死亡情况尤为惨重，就像力士参孙摧毁屋顶那样，许多家庭遭遇灭顶之灾。目睹这一切的人们，无一能够忘记坍塌后楼墙废墟的惨状：一些房间的墙面刷着涂料，一些贴着墙纸；这边，水壶还搁在壶盘里，高悬于头顶，那边，廉价的女王画像挂在了烟囱上。这次灾难让你得以一瞥那戛然而止的三十个家庭的生活。大楼已然坍塌，而随之坍塌的事物又何其多！从遥远的乡间望去，城区景观中出现了一道缺口，阳光从烟囱间穿过，照在以往无法抵达的陌生地带。可以想见，在世界各地——伦敦、加拿大、新西兰，有多少人会惊呼：“我出生的那栋楼在昨夜坍塌了！”










位于牛门街的爱丁堡民居












圣贾尔斯大教堂












圣贾尔斯大教堂内部












位于修士门附近的托伯特
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 原文为苏格兰方言Auld Reekie，爱丁堡的别称。（译注）
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 英法争夺印度半岛殖民利益期间，法国军队为监禁英国俘虏在印度加尔各答建造的一座地牢，面积狭小，环境恶劣。（译注）
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 威廉·钱伯斯（William Chambers，1800–1883），苏格兰出版商及政治家，1872年至1883年间主持并资助对圣贾尔斯大教堂的进一步修复。（译注）
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 位于草坪市场（the Lawnmarket）的老躬首楼（Old Bow-Head），因其凸出的顶层阁楼设计而得名。（译注）
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 18世纪欧洲人的时尚或习俗，将加入了橙花、薰衣草或鸢尾花香味的粉末扑在假发上，使其呈白色或斑白。（译注）





议会广场



圣贾尔斯大教堂在岁月变迁中已历经沧桑。若不是因为有尖塔的缘故，教堂本身恐怕毫不起眼。小贩们的货摊
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 已销声匿迹，扶墙间的商店也一家都没留下。一群热心的地方官和一个愚蠢的建筑师，把一座本来充满了生活气息的城市变得粗陋而造作，未免令人遗憾。曾经的圣贾尔斯一定是富丽堂皇，古色古香，周围建筑熙熙攘攘，遮空蔽日，充满奇幻与浪漫，而这一切如今却已被人遗忘。这里正是当年老城区建筑最为密集之处，如今已悉数拆除，拓出一条与高街平行、连接教堂两侧开阔地的平坦道路，鳞次栉比的楼群中间还空出了一个巨大的“观景窗”，由此可以向北瞭望新城。

有这样一件可笑之事。据说在城堡与荷里路德宫之间有一条地下通道，一位来自高地的风笛手自告奋勇去探索地道中蜿蜒的路径。他吹奏着斯特拉斯贝舞曲
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 从其中一端进入地道，凑热闹的人群则循着从地下传出的笛声，跟随他沿街前行。当来到圣贾尔斯附近时，音乐声戛然而止，地面上的人们高举双手，不知所措。究竟他是被废气窒息，或是陷入泥淖而亡，还是被撒旦整个地带走了，一直是个谜，但时至今日，这位风笛手确已销声匿迹。也许是他溜达着闯入了诗人托马斯
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 的领地，也许某一天—— 当然也是最不希望发生的事——他会突发奇想，打算重访这个阳光普照的地上世界。要是圣贾尔斯附近的马车夫听见那嗡嗡的笛声再次从马蹄下的大地深处徐徐升起，该有多么诡异。

然而失踪的并非只有风笛手，许多结实而巨大的石质建筑也同样神秘地没了踪影。譬如这里，镶嵌在人行道上的心形图案。它是历史悠久的中洛锡安之心的托博特
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 旧址，关于它还有一部同名巨著
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 。如今墙垣已烟消云散，再没有为嬉皮笑脸的犯人专设的肮脏之所，也不再有为声名狼藉的越狱者而建造的牢笼，只有阳光和雨露自由地游弋在监狱遗址的上空。而这却并非这条道路所承载的唯一纪念。爱丁堡古墓园坐落于圣贾尔斯教堂后面，沿山坡向下经过牛门，一直延伸至现在议会大厦的位置。与监狱和固定商铺区
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 一样，它也已经彻底消失了。据我了解，对古墓园的历史一无所知的人们，如今仅剩一处标记可供造访了。在议会广场，人们每天都会踏过一个名字和日期，这里就是那位让苏格兰按一己之愿焕然更新的缔造者——不屈不挠、矢志不渝的约翰·诺克斯的安息之地。他在教堂的钟声里安眠，这钟声里也曾常常回响着他布道的声音。

在这位改革家附近，还有一座铅铸雕像：罗圈腿的查理二世 
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 身披花环，跨在一匹大腹便便的战马上。这位众叛亲离的国王，看上去像是在笨拙地小跑，想要逃离这个危险的邻居。然而通常情况下，他俩得长时间孤独地待在广场上，因为这里地处偏僻，远离尘嚣。一面是教堂南墙，一面是议会大厦的拱廊，这块不规则的空地处于二者的环绕之中，阳光下便笼罩在建筑的投影里。站在圣贾尔斯教堂两端的扶墙边，高街上形形色色的路人一览无余。然而熙攘的人流自顾东游西荡，把议会广场留给了查理二世和那些鸟儿们。偶尔也能看见一帮闲人整日在那儿逗留，吃水果的，看报的。看他们举止从容，你大概会以为他们在等着发免费餐券。恰恰相反，审讯庭上正有人受审，而他们都是来凑热闹的，却无奈法庭的走廊太过狭窄。将近下午，囚犯被带上法庭，要是不招人待见，定会招来阵阵嘘声。有时也会看到身穿长袍、头戴假发的辩护律师用手捂着嘴，意味深长地频频点头，一边倾听着代理人的述说，一边在庭上来回踱步。通常每隔一阵，广场上就会有一大群律师在忙碌穿梭。

议会广场已成为苏格兰历史事件的见证之地。譬如1688年主教们被逐出议会时，“一行十四人围拢在一起，面色苍白地站在广场上”：这群可怜的圣公会主教们，永远与好运气诀别了！一群来自西部地区的社会主义者站在一旁，与围观绞刑比起来他们大概更喜欢众人聚集的场面，于是粗鲁地推搡着这些人，几乎挤破了头。对失势的敌人这样做，可算不得坦荡。可他们中至少有一个人也曾尝过刑具靴的滋味，他们所有人也都见过自己的亲密伙伴站在绞刑架上的场景。除此之外，就在“悲哀联盟”
 
[33]


 这个地方，人们蜂拥着去护送苏格兰议会
 
[34]


 中他们最爱戴的议员：那些为自己的民族身份情绪激亢之人，正如博斯韦尔
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 所说，他们随时都会制造骚乱，若是《鲁滨孙漂流记》的作者
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 从窗口往外看一眼，朝他扔石子儿这样的事儿一定会让这帮人精神抖擞。

17世纪有位虔诚之人，在去参加苏格兰出庭律师协会“选拔”（我们今天说“考试”）的途中，看到空旷的议会广场，仿佛看见地狱之口。这很可能成为他后来转变的契机。并非这景观与此地多不相称，因为除了医院，人类文明中还有什么比一座法院更显丑陋的建筑呢？所有的嫉妒、敌意和刻薄都齐涌上来，将它在公共竞争中击倒出局。作奸犯科、民生凋敝、家庭破裂、欺骗与被骗，全都不由自主地涌向这座低矮的拱形楼房。有多少人未曾听到它坍塌之后圣贾尔斯的第一次钟声？我想我看到这些人只是暂时停下，数着钟摆的响动，然后继续步入人潮涌动的高街，心中泛起一丝惊愕与哀愁。

通过一扇双摆门，便进到一间有雕花屋顶的厅堂。这里悬挂着法律人物肖像，装点着法律人物雕像，彩色玻璃窗将这儿点缀得剔透明亮，三堆巨大的炉火温暖了整个大厅。这便是苏格兰出庭律师协会的中央大厅
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 了。这里有一条十分苛刻的规矩，游手好闲的年轻人必须在十点到两点期间散步，从一端到另一端，可以独自一人，也可两两结伴或三人同行。只见这些长袍和假发们不停地穿梭往返。穿过阵阵说话声和脚步声，是权杖持有人宣布一项新任务，接着点名召集相关人员的尖锐音色。这些聪明人每天在此行走已经十年甚至二十年了，却没摊上一丁点儿活儿或者一分钱的报酬。随着时间的推移，他们或许会被打造成为勒威克
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 或托伯莫里
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 的行政司法长官和“正义之泉”。你可能会说，除了一点耐心，喜欢训练，能忍受糟糕的空气，什么也不需要啊。呼吸着灰尘和制服的气味，头脑中充斥着喋喋不休的闲言碎语，聆听着长篇累牍的案件，一边喝杯雪莉酒，以难以名状的心情期盼着某个人原形毕露的那一刻，期盼着能在余下的下午时光打打高尔夫。这样日复一日、年复一年的生活，在少不经事者看来，似乎只是一件轻而易举的任务！然而尝试过的人便不这样看了，他们认为这真是最艰苦卓绝的游手好闲。

更多大门通向不同的房间。一间间鸽洞般的屋子里，首席诉讼法官独坐其中，一间间听证庭里比肩坐着三五成群的大法官们。司各特
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 当年就坐在这条围栏内，伴着喋喋不休的庭审，洋洋洒洒创作了不少以“威弗利作者”
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 为笔名的小说。在这儿能听到不少机敏狡黠的论辩，而法官们并非个个不苟言笑，所以时而也能听到些冷笑话。法庭上如今已杜绝了最粗俗的苏格兰土话，但依旧保留着特有的民族风味。对待案件，我们享受郑重其事、慢条斯理的过程。我们将法律视作一门精湛的艺术，从它卓越的品质中收获乐趣，并领会其中奥义。一切须从容：一条一款都得秋毫明察，再归约为法律准则，一审一判都要言之凿凿，令人信服。

出了法庭，同一层还有至少三间图书馆：其中两间偏居一隅，一半位于地下，其布局零乱不堪，密布着楼梯和走廊。在这儿你会看到最勤学的假发人士们借着屋顶的天光摸索着，取出几本小说。就在这儿，前枢密院
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 让长老会成员们受尽折磨。由于议会大厦建在山坡上，所以北面只有一层，南面却能看到至少六层。一排排地窖在图书馆下面延伸。这是丘陵之都无可比拟的典型特征。你可以脚踏石阶步步下行，借着火柴摇曳的微光，在这石窖连成的迷宫中漫步。此时你正从外厅下方穿过，头顶上方，律师们幽灵般轻快的脚步声不绝于耳。现在来到一道坚固的大门前，上面开了扇小门，另一侧是警察局的牢房和通往审讯庭被告席的隔离阶梯。许多人上去时还步履轻盈，下来时却举步维艰。还有许多人经过旷日持久的庭审辩论而被剥夺了生命。但此刻，这个充满悲剧色彩的舞台就像平日里的教堂般空旷安静，所有长凳都被覆盖起来，了无动静，只有缕缕阳光照在墙壁上。稍往前，进入一个房间，这里比别处东西多些，摆满了旧案留下的遗产——恐怖的家具、各种致命武器、罐子里中毒的人体器官，还有一块被子弹打穿的门板，后面躺着一具尸体。我不明白，如果不是为了向审判日抗议，他们为什么要把这些东西保存下来。再往下走，可以瞥见黄色的煤气灯光，前方传来窸窸窣窣的人声。接着转过一个拐角，在刷着白墙的走廊里，机械传送带在滚轮上兢兢业业地转动着。你或许会以为引擎是天生长在那儿的，像一朵地窖里的霉菌，很快就能以其神秘的运作机能，蔓延至整个地下室。实际上，这只不过是一部蒸汽通风装置，而且机械师就在旁边。迈出这扇大门便是阳光普照。在刚刚过去的这段时间内，你并没有深入到地球的中心，仅仅抵达山脚和议会大厦的地基处。尽管的确十分低沉而压抑，但毕竟还在开阔的天空下，还在碧绿的草地上。眩目的天光照耀着爱尔兰居民楼的后窗，照耀着残破的百叶窗、变形的屋墙和摇摇欲坠的老房子，照耀着即将土崩瓦解的、那猪圈般的宜居之所。除了窗边零落的衣物和面孔，鲜有生活的迹象——人们此时都已出门，但晚上他们还会回来，然后踉踉跄跄，走向自己的卧榻。
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 原文为苏格兰方言Krames。（译注）





[27]

 以苏格兰中北部地区斯特拉斯贝（Strathspey）命名的舞蹈伴奏音乐，通常为4/4拍。（译注）





[28]

 诗人托马斯（Thomas the Rhymer，1220—1298），苏格兰地主，许多民间传奇和文学作品对其有所记述。（译注）





[29]

 自中世纪至19世纪一直是爱丁堡的行政中心、法庭和监狱所在地，1817年被拆除。（译注）





[30]

 由沃尔特·司各特（Walter Scott，1771–1832）于1818年发表的小说《中洛锡安之心》（The Heart of Midlothian）。（译注）





[31]

 15世纪开始出现在圣贾尔斯教堂北面的商铺区，1817年拆除。（译注）





[32]

 查理二世（Charles II，1630－1685），英国国王。1649年其父查理一世被克伦威尔处决后，他于1650年抵达爱丁堡，被苏格兰议会立为苏格兰国王，1651年元旦加冕，1660年在多佛登陆，回到伦敦，1661年4月即位不列颠国王。史称“王政复辟”。（译注）





[33]

 指苏格兰议会广场。英格兰议会和苏格兰议会分别于1706年和1707年通过了《联合法案》（Acts of Union），并于1707年签订《联合条约》（Treaty of Union），两国以共主邦联式联合成为大不列颠王国。（译注）





[34]

 在1707年5月1日《联合法案》生效前，苏格兰议会于3月25日最后一次召集。（译注）





[35]

 詹姆斯·博思韦尔（James Boswell，1740－1795），苏格兰传记作家，1791年出版《约翰逊传》，被公认为英国最伟大的传记。（译注）





[36]

 即丹尼尔·笛福（Daniel Defoe，约1660－1731），英格兰作家，英国启蒙时期现实主义小说家。（译注）





[37]

 原文为法语Salle des pas perdus。（译注）





[38]

 苏格兰北部设得兰群岛首府，英国最北端的城镇，20世纪70年代后逐渐成为石油基地。（译注）





[39]

 苏格兰西部内赫布里底群岛中马尔岛的首府，位于该岛北端，东临马尔海峡与苏格兰本岛相望，18世纪开始成为渔港。（译注）





[40]

 沃尔特·司各特爵士（Sir Walter Scott，1771－1832），苏格兰历史小说家和诗人，代表作有《艾凡赫》、《爱丁堡监狱》等。（译注）





[41]

 1814年司各特匿名出版的小说《威弗利》（Waverly）取得巨大成功，此后他即以“威弗利作者”为笔名继续发表作品，直到1827年才公布其真实姓名。（译注）





[42]

 英国的枢密院（the Privy Council）最早设于15世纪亨利六世（Henry VI，1421－ 1471）时代，为英王之下的最高行政机关，18世纪20年代后，成为国王的咨询机构，主要职能为主持皇室典礼、向国王提供建议以及发布公告等。（译注）





传奇故事



一个地方所唤起的想象往往最能恰如其分地体现其个性。一件事应际而生，便会生根发芽而成就一段传奇。尤其是发生在恶劣环境下的丑行，它们具备真正的传奇色彩，而且会成为其场景中永恒的特质。对于像司各特这样的人来说，缤纷大自然的每一副面孔似乎都蕴藏着现成的传奇故事，而去唤醒这些故事则成就了他自己的传奇：这样或那样的事应该发生在这样或那样的地方才算恰如其分。本着这样的精神，他为委努峰
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 创作了《湖上夫人》
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 ，为爱丁堡创作了《中洛锡安之心》，而挥洒自如、天马行空的《海盗》
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 ，则是为北方荒岛和咆哮的潮涌所作。每一代人，即便是普通人，也都具备某种与司各特几乎同样敏感的直觉，然而每当他新作问世，人们便会忘掉旧故事中的失当之处。而根据优胜劣汰的法则，只有传承下来的东西才能成为艺术作品。因此，人们可以在爱丁堡低矮的蜗居和高耸的尖塔中，去回顾那些在这座城市昏暗的巷道间发生的惊险奇遇。坐在炉火旁读着这些冬天的故事，直让人不寒而栗：这些故事以独特的方式，呈现出一幅幅关于过去生活的真切图景，呈现出那段生活中的人们最真实的本性；当风呼啸着穿过高楼，回响在拱廊间，当城市中幽远而茫然的灯光在狂风阵阵中战栗摇曳时，这些故事便会以独特的方式，让你的恐惧变本加厉。

这头的人们正讲着银行差役贝格比的故事
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 ，他被猛然刺中心脏，在拥挤的高街没走几步就倒在了血泊中。那头，人们在窃窃私语，议论着伯克与海尔
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 、毒品和被掘的坟墓，议论着这两个盗尸人用膝盖将受害者窒息而死。此时此地，布罗迪会长
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 的声名依旧显赫。他可是那个时代的大人物，在和谐社会受人尊敬。作为木匠，他不仅木工技艺精湛，唱起歌来也品位不俗。不少市民都很荣幸能邀请他到家中共进晚餐，时间到了还要恋恋不舍地送别。人们要是知道过不了多久他们这位客人就会乔装改扮一番，再次潜回家中，该会多么惊骇窘迫呢。很多故事都对这位令人敬畏的爱丁堡窃贼有所记述，但都不及我记忆中的这一个鲜活生动。布罗迪的一个朋友，曾蜗居在这其中一幢接近天堂的高楼里。他告诉布罗迪自己要去趟乡下，接下来却因为有事耽搁而推迟了，所以在城里又住了一宿。这位朋友好一会儿都没有睡着。特隆教堂的钟声响过，已经是凌晨了。突然间传来一阵吱吱嘎嘎的响动，一束微光闪过。他轻轻爬下床去，扒着盲窗向隔壁房间望去。借着窃贼的手提灯发出的微光，他发现那竟是他的好友——头戴面罩的会长先生。这个小插曲大概早已被人淡忘了。而消停了一段时间之后，又发生一起重大盗窃案，接着便是逃亡、伦敦“弓街警察”
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 的追捕、斗鸡比赛，终于在阿姆斯特丹的一个橱柜里被逮捕了。直到他双腿一蹬，从他自己精心打造的绞架上陡然坠落时，这位威廉·布罗迪会长的宏业才总算终结了。然而人们对他记忆犹新，似乎总能看见一个欺世盗名之徒，从法官家的餐厅偷偷溜进窃贼的巢穴，在巷陌间昏暗摇曳的街灯下鬼鬼祟祟。

布罗迪会长已经“失宠”了，但另一些记忆也许是挥之不去的，比如大瘟疫。在今天人们的记忆中，还有些致命的房屋仍是不能进入的危险场所。在瘟疫肆虐的时期，纪律十分严苛，必须极其严格地施行我们今天叫作“消除传染”的措施。官员们穿着灰色长袍，前襟后裾各有一副白色的圣安德鲁十字，胸前握着一支盖着白布的手杖在城里巡视。面对上帝的惩罚心生畏惧的人们，还要承受人类的裁决带来的恐怖。他们把尸体埋在穆尔区
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 ，那些隐瞒自己染病的人，女的都被溺死在矿洞里，男的则被绞死后将尸体挂在自家大门上；病魔所经之处，家具一律焚毁，房屋一律查封。这个故事里最为吊诡的情节是关于这些房屋的。两代人之前，这些漆黑空旷的房子兀自矗立着，人们经过时都避之不及。曾经有一个胆儿大的小男孩对着锁孔大喊一声，然后赶紧溜走了。因为大家觉得房子里的疫病就像一只潜伏的蜥蜴，随时都会向外蔓延，把各种各样的水疱脓疮散播到整个城市。对于迷信的市民来说，摊上这样的邻居该多么可怕！一只从屋内蹿出的老鼠就能让最具胆气之人魂飞魄散。你也可以把这看作一则关于讲卫生的寓言故事，由我们邋里邋遢的先辈们对自己的疏忽大意所讲述的故事。

我们再来说说韦尔少校
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 的故事。尽管他的房子已被拆除，但古老的爱丁堡却无法对他亵渎神明的罪恶往事毫不介怀。他和妹妹共同居住，这里散发出某种虔诚却乖戾的气息。她是个难以捉摸的老处女，而他则有着不可多得的祷求天才，虔诚的追捧者都知道他叫“天使般的托马斯”。“他身材高大，肌肤黝黑，总是低着头注视着地面，表情严肃，大鼻子。他的军装是斗篷样式的，颜色有些深，走路时总是拿着他的手杖。”为什么天使般的托马斯连同他的手杖一道被焚烧了？为什么他的妹妹则以较温和的方式被处以绞刑？两人仅仅是更激进的宗教狂热分子吗？他们是否以“旧世界”的双肩承担了那些真实，还有虚无的罪名呢？幸好这些问题都超出了我们想要了解的范围。至少应该让这座迷信之城以外的人们去了解类似的事例：宗教的黑暗与狂热催生出的果实和花朵。同时，至少这些细节曾博得公众的关注，并塑造出一个不同寻常的神秘家庭。或许还会看到少校的手杖曾为他跑腿，甚至常常在夜里拎着灯跑在他的前面。身形巨大的女人，在不合时宜的夜晚和清晨时分“一会儿大声狂笑，一会儿又目瞪口呆地哧哧窃笑”，在他的寓所周围神出鬼没。他的房屋深陷如此恶名，因而没人敢居住其中，直到市政改造将其夷为平地。我的父亲在疗养院时，常常听说这样的故事：六匹目露凶光的黑马拉着那魔鬼的马车，在黑夜里驶进西弓街，晚睡的人们或许曾透过玻璃窗看见过死去的少校。

还有一个传说是关于两个未婚姐妹的。从这个词最不光彩的一面来说，这或许真是一个传说，甚至可能更糟——只是前人的杜撰而已。但它又是一个必不可少的故事，而且理应在爱丁堡的史册上占有一席之地。两姐妹同住一屋，应该是有两张床，面积大概也不小，总归就是一个单间。姐妹俩有一次在房间里吵了起来，多半是因为在有关神灵的问题上产生了分歧。可她们吵得实在太凶了，从此以后相互就再也没有说过一句话，二人泾渭分明。你可能以为她们会就此分道扬镳，然而并没有。要么是因为缺钱的缘故，要么是出于苏格兰人对流言蜚语的恐惧，她们一如既往地住在同一个屋檐下。地上用粉笔画着一条线，区隔出各自的领地。这条线将门廊和炉灶也一分为二，因此她们进进出出、烧火做饭都各行其是，互不侵犯对方的领地。她们就这样在充满敌意的沉默中共同生活了好多年。吃饭、沐浴、朋友来访，都暴露在对方冷漠的监视之中。她们在无眠的黑夜里互相听着自己“仇人”的呼吸声。房屋的四壁俯视着姐妹俩反目成仇这一绝无仅有的窘状。这时应该拿块画布让霍桑
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 将其变成一幅橱柜肖像画
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 ——他富于清教主义情结，这让他有能力去应对这种清教徒式的恐怖场景。他或许可以向我们展现姐妹俩的各种病态以及骇人的双人祈祷式，二人各自翻阅着一本伟大的圣经，或者简明扼要地为对方的忏悔大声祷告。在某个暴风骤雨的傍晚，她们捋起裙角，各自待在自己一方的炉灶旁，或坐在窗边，眺望着夏日的景色朝着更远更低处蔓延，朝着海湾，朝着她们手牵手漫步过的田间小路蔓延。或许即便她们渐渐年迈体衰，行动迟缓，双手开始颤抖，头也不由自主地摇摇晃晃时，姐妹俩之间根深蒂固的积怨依然有增无减。直到某个晴朗的日子，一句话、一个眼神、一个照面，甚至是死亡来临，才会让她们的心融化，那条用粉笔画出的边界也将被永远跨越。

唉！在对这个民族的教会史——那段人类史册上最愚愎最压抑的历史——有所了解的人看来，在苏格兰以及这高踞的福斯湾之都的社会群像里，这不过是其中一幅—— 如此冷酷而现实的描摹，若是让不了解的人看到，大概会被误认为是一幅讽刺漫画。而出于良知，我们都极富耐心地厌恶着这片北方之地。我在前面曾提到国教会和自由教会
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 组织下的议会，还提到他们听到对方在街道对面合唱圣歌的情形。现实中他们仅一街之隔，而内心却横亘着一道阴影。但他们还坐在那儿，像着了魔似的，用谴责的语调祈祷对方能够感受到上帝的恩宠。要是只有两个教派还好，但苏格兰林立的派系却组成了一个庞大的姊妹之家，一条条粗密的粉笔线从家家户户的屋内穿过。爱丁堡是一座教堂之城，仿佛自己是朝圣之地。在西弓街街头仅一石之遥
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 的范围内，就能看见四座。有的门庭若市，有的却像无人问津的纪念碑，你会发现还有一些新的教堂在建盖中。因此，从三一学院教会及周边海滩，到毗邻群山的莫宁赛德
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 ，惊喧的教堂钟声总会在安息日的清晨骤然响起。我曾听过牛津的钟声在金秋的早晨发出交响乐般的奏鸣，那是如此悦耳。然而在爱丁堡，五花八门的钟聒噪不堪，它们同心协力——准确地说是各自为政，制造出了一阵震耳欲聋、混乱嘈杂的噪声。一会儿这个快了，一会儿那个慢了；这会儿五六口钟又在顷刻间同时敲响，让耳膜惨遭蹂躏，合奏出一段令人悚栗的不谐之音；紧接着，所有的钟又仿佛是密谋好的，敛声屏息地安静了一小会儿。在这个世界上，比爱丁堡的安息日钟声更加骇人的喧嚣其实并不多，那是教会发出的刺耳的警报，是格格不入的正统教派发出的吼声，催促着每一位秘密集会者
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 ，在各自的教堂里抗议“右倾极端分子和左倾的叛教之徒”。当然，几乎再没有比这种极端的狂热更甚一筹的极端了，也再没有比背叛基督之爱更应受到谴责的背叛了。莎士比亚写过一部喜剧叫《无事生非》，而面对同一个主题，苏格兰民族却谱写了一部荒诞的悲剧。这些钟声响彻每一个安息日的清晨，响彻福斯河畔的群山之间，正是为了成就这一卓越篇章。如果人们对宗教有着共同的理解，因而愿意放下架子在同一个屋檐下崇拜上帝，那么多少人会静默地留在教堂尖塔中不语，多少丑陋的教堂会被拆除并重新变成可资利用的建筑材料！然而，那一条条粉笔画出的界线依旧，而哪一方会放下自尊，哪一方又会率先开口说话呢？










司各特纪念塔










[43]

 位于苏格兰特罗萨克斯山区，距卡特琳湖南端约2千米，苏格兰盖尔语“小山丘”之意。（译注）





[44]

 发表于1810年的长篇叙事诗，以特罗萨克斯为背景，全诗共6个篇章，分别描写了每一天的活动。另译《湖中仙子》或《湖中女妖》。（译注）





[45]

 发表于1822年的小说，故事发生在苏格兰北部设德兰群岛。（译注）





[46]

 1806年11月13日发生在爱丁堡的一起抢劫谋杀案，至今悬而未决。受害人威廉·贝格比（William Begbie）在徒步运送现金时被人杀害，4392英镑被全部抢走。（译注）





[47]

 1828年发生在爱丁堡的系列盗墓谋杀案的两名主角。他们先是将盗取的尸体卖给科研机构做医学解剖之用，后来演变为杀害无辜者，再将其尸体贩卖。（译注）





[48]

 苏格兰家喻户晓的历史人物，白天制作家具，夜间入室行窃。本名威廉·布罗迪（William Brodie，1741—1788），是一名手艺精湛的木匠，因担任过爱丁堡工匠行会会长（Deacon of the Guild of Wrights & Masons of Edinburgh）而被称为布罗迪会长（Deacon Brodie）。（译注）





[49]

 伦敦最早的一支职业警队，由英格兰作家亨利·菲尔丁（Henry Fielding，1707－ 1754）于1749年组建，初期由6名警员组成，1839年解散。“弓街警察”（Bow Street runners）是伦敦市民对它的戏称。（译注）





[50]

 历史上爱丁堡南面的一片开阔地。瘟疫爆发时期，病毒感染者通常被集中送往这里的临时小屋进行隔离。（译注）





[51]

 爱丁堡黑暗传说中的主角，本名托马斯·韦尔（Thomas Weir，1599—1670），传说是一名巫师。（译注）





[52]

 纳撒尼尔·霍桑（Nathaniel Hawthorne，1804—1864），19世纪美国小说家，代表作为《红字》。（译注）





[53]

 一种尺寸很小的全身人物肖像画，画工精细，通常放置在家中私密的小房间或壁橱里。（译注）





[54]

 1567年苏格兰国会将加尔文宗定为国教，以其为依据的苏格兰长老会于1690年成立国教会（the Established Church）。1843年托马斯·查默斯（Thomas Chalmers，1780—1847）领导了一次苏格兰国教史上最大的分离运动，使当时474名牧师脱离国教会，成立了自由教会（the Free Church）。（译注）





[55]

 投射或抛掷石子可及的距离（a stone-cast）。（译注）





[56]

 爱丁堡城南地区，距市中心约3公里，主要地标为莫宁赛德钟楼。（译注）





[57]

 17世纪，苏格兰盟约派经常在各地秘密集会，反对圣公会主教制。（译注）





灰衣修士墓园



当年由玛丽女王
 
[58]


 授命，将坐落于当时爱丁堡城郊的灰衣修士
 
[59]


 的花园辟为一块新墓地
 
[60]


 。如今它已成为古迹，完成了历史使命，同时也被许多新的墓地所取代。修士们当年一定十分享受这里怡人的夏日黄昏，因为它位置绝佳，前面就是巍峨的城堡和耸立的峭壁。直至今天，它还是爱丁堡最著名的景点之一，外地人都要被带去那儿看一看，把城市建在山丘上是多么异乎寻常。整座墓园的边界参差不齐，呈不规则形状，新旧两座教堂就坐落在最高处的一块平地上，四处稀稀落落地长着些荆棘，北面是台地和陡坡，地势渐低。空地上可以看到许多石板和墓碑。墓地的边缘围着一圈贵族陵墓，其奢靡的装饰令人愕然。

暂且不论鲁比里阿克
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 所雕刻的墓碑——它们在墓地艺术中当属大师级的作品，我自认为我们苏格兰民族最擅长以恐怖的方式诠释死亡。我们似乎对那些记录时间及重大变故的标志物情有独钟，甚至在各地的乡村教堂，也会发现令人惊悸的物证——骷髅头和交叉人骨图案、没有鼻子的天使与审判日的号角。每一个石匠都是平民中的霍尔拜因
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 ：他对死亡有着敏锐的洞察力，善于在作品中制造恐惧并以简洁的形式传递给教堂墓地前闲逛的人们；他总会透露出对死亡的隐隐暗示，会抓住任何人去世的机会大做文章。这门艺术的经典之作就在灰衣修士墓园里。在他们那个时代，这些无疑都是奢侈的纪念碑，并被同时代的人看作高雅和谐的形式。尽管现在这种高雅已不那么明显了，但其影响力犹存。你或许将面露笑容地欣赏那些丰富多彩的拉丁铭文——它们或头尾相接攀升上柱身，或密密麻麻布满天使的号角。还有无头的身影从坟墓中直起身来，这是典型的恐怖形象。精雕细刻的传统工艺寄托着我们父辈对逝者的哀思、对人世沧桑的感悟。然而，你的笑容却不会是爽朗的欢笑。很可能这每一件装饰都是由学徒完成的，他们得意忘形地吹着口哨，一边挥动着手中的木槌。然而，它们各自的本义以及整体的氛围，却在这片静谧的墓园中因饱含忧伤而显得凝重。

墓地四周大多是社会下层民众的房屋。生死之间仿佛只一线之隔。从这儿看过去，墓碑的楣顶挡住了屋子的后窗，那头由于路面远低于墓地的高度，烟囱正好藏在了纪念碑的后面。转过身来，只见屋内放着一只艳俗不堪的红色陶罐。墓地中潮湿的气味窜进了屋子，而里面的工人正坐在餐桌旁吃饭。透过窗子，家庭生活的片段历历在目。这片幽静的角落远离闹市区，与车水马龙的喧嚣形成了鲜明的对比。每当散步来到墓园，便会看到孩子们撒着面包屑在喂麻雀，你还能听到有人在唱歌、有人在洗碗，或者孩子受罚而哭泣的声音。挂在晾衣柱上的衣物随风飘动，拍打着坟墓旁的雕塑，猫儿从楣梁上轻轻一跃，落在一只骨灰瓮上。当周围了无动静时，这些格格不入的景象和声音便吸引着人们的注意力，更让此地悲伤的氛围愈加浓烈。

灰衣修士墓园一直被猫儿们占领。一天下午，我看见多达十三只猫坐在建筑大师老米尔恩
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 墓边的草地上，个个毛光体胖，正悠然自得地眨着眼睛，看起来它们吃的可不是普通的肉类。老米尔恩生前就是与圣徒同唱圣歌之人，我们也希望他别太在意是谁陪在他的墓前，可我还是得承认此番情景确实不雅。我更愿意再往前走几步，抬头看看城堡和老城区的屋顶，以及教会大会堂的尖顶，它们井然伫立的身影印在天空中，仿佛经过精雕细刻，不偏不倚。身处教堂墓地总能饱览开阔的景观，望望天空，欣赏一下尘世的美景都能让忧郁的心绪得到舒缓。

曾经的一次游览一直让我念念不忘。那是一个阴沉的下雨天，一串串雨滴挂在草叶上，随着天气由阴转晴又变得阴雨绵绵，人们忙不迭地将衬衫裙子晾出来又气呼呼地收回去。那天，一个掘墓工和他的一个朋友——从乡下来的园丁，陪着我一块儿相继进入一个个墓室和小院落中，过去那些有钱人就把自己的骨头封存在里面，从此便独居一室。在其中一处，大概是神龛的东西下面，我们发现了一座弃置的人物雕像，雕工之细腻就连罗纹长袜这样的细节都栩栩如生，手里还捏着一张记录他去世时间的标签。他就像自己把自己关在他的贵族专区里，像个坏老头或是新的神灵秩序中被遗忘的无名小神，显得既可怜又可笑。牛蒡在他脚边肆意滋长，淅淅沥沥的雨水在他身旁滴答着，全世界都对他漠然置之，既不想知道他是谁，也不关心他曾何往。另一处是一座有拱顶的墓室，外表美观大方，而内部结满了蛛网，潮气逼人，阴森恐怖，能看到有三堆黑色的土丘，还有一根未掩埋的大腿骨。这看起来是一处家庭墓葬，与我们同行的这位园丁以前曾长期为他们家工作。这么说他就站在老熟人中间呢。“这应该是玛格丽特小姐，”他一边说着，一边友好地朝那块骨头踢了一下，“这是老……”每次在墓园中看见如此众多的坟墓，将早已遗忘的记忆永恒地保留下来，我总会有种不安的感觉，而那天却是最为深刻的。对待逝者，人们心中无论是泛起一丝略带讥诮的悲伤，或者是恶言相向，总会付出些代价。我渐渐觉得，适合于大多数人的铭文应该是玩世不恭的嘲讽——明天该你了
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 。如此一来，还有哪张吹毛求疵的嘴不能闭上，因为这样既承认了糟糕的宿命，又成功地还击了敌人。

灰衣修士墓园是一个充满故事的地方。墓园较低的一头以前立着一栋屋子，现已拆除。与我同行的掘墓工告诉我，这里曾发生过很多奇闻趣事。恶名昭著的盗尸人伯克，那个滥杀无辜并以每具五先令的价格贩卖尸体的刽子手，就曾坐在这栋屋子里，叼着烟斗喝着夜酒，透过窗户冷冷地观察着行进在草地上的送葬队伍。他还告诉我，较高处那座坟墓——想必老早就存在，但很显然刚刚修葺过，就是宗教改革期间约翰·诺克斯躲避骚乱的藏身之处。教堂背后是乔治·麦肯齐爵士
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 的陵墓，据说常常闹鬼。这位血腥麦肯齐在盟约派动乱时期
 
[66]


 担任过大法官，写过不少关于宗教宽容的动人文章。上个世纪
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 ，一位赫里奥特学校
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 的老校友曾在这里躲过了警察的追捕。与学校仅一墙之隔的灰衣修士教堂，威严地坐落在丛丛草坪间，每到成立日
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 ，一大群孩子就会来到草坪上玩“围圈接吻”和“绕过桑树丛”
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 。因此只要那位逃跑者成功将自己藏在墓室里，他的老同学就能轻而易举地找机会给他送些吃的来。他可以安全地躲在这儿，等找到船再偷渡到国外。不过他的心脏也确实够强大，日日夜夜同那些死尸待在一块儿，还得担心警察千里迢迢对他穷追不舍。当一个人的灵魂已注定堕入地狱，无论多么奢华的坟墓都无法让他安息。墓门迟早会被开启，这时堕落者便会裹着令人厌恶的尸衣展现在人们面前。而要想叩开大法官的陵墓，让他抛头露面可真是个挑战，那需要超群的技艺。“血腥麦吭气
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 ，有胆儿就出来！”几个愣头愣脑的淘气鬼在大声嚷嚷。但乔治爵士正忙着呢，继续和大伙一块儿静静地躺着——这位著文大谈宽容的作家，正是那个毫不宽容地残杀这些同伴的帮凶。

“伤心之地”
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 是墓园石碑上的一条铭文。想当年，约翰逊博士
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 只朝它挑剔地瞥了一眼，而在那些遭受麦肯齐迫害之人的记忆中，“伤心之地”注定是一片圣地。譬如这块平坦的石碑，它是满腔热情的人们当初签订盟约的地方。从教堂庭院一直延伸到劳里斯顿
 
[74]


 的亭廊里，拘禁着来自博斯韦尔桥
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 的囚犯。五个月里他们的食物仅有面包和水，同时由警觉的射手严密看管，而等待他们的要么是被送上绞刑架，要么是被发配到种植园。处决在格拉斯广场执行，那令人心悸的军鼓声连在灰衣修士墓园里闲逛的人都能听到，将殉道者的声音完全淹没。除此以外，就在离乔治爵士最远端的角落里，竖立着一座纪念碑，上面刻着盟约派粗悍的诗文，以纪念此次纷争中的所有殉道者。无论是在艾恩格雷
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 或科尔莫内尔
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 附近的大雪纷飞中被射杀的泽地人，还是奥克尼群岛
 
[78]


 的大海上溺亡的那两百人，或是美洲种植园里贫困交加、疲于奔命的盟约派奴隶，都在那座纪念碑上保有了他们的一席之地，要是恰好阴间的人们也喜欢听这些事儿，他们还可以夸口说自己和尤利乌斯·恺撒或法老们一样，在这个世界上拥有一座纪念碑。他们在何处安息，我不知道。风吹云散，必定尸骨遍野！然而，其中一些人——或者说，仅寥寥数人—— 最终找到了通往光荣之墓的路。读者若想了解，不妨来听听其中一人的叙述。此人曾是他们生前的同志及死后的辩护者。除部分有争议的问题和一些旁枝末节有所删减外，余下部分保留了帕特里克·沃克
 
[79]


 的原文：

“永生难忘的詹姆斯·伦威克
 
[80]


 先生告诉我，他在利斯
 
[81]


 与爱丁堡之间的加洛里
 
[82]


 ，亲眼见证了他们被公开处决，刽子手把全部五个人的脑袋统统敲碎，再砍下来，帕特里克·福尔曼
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 的右手也被砍掉。他们的身体全都埋在绞架下面，而头连同帕特里克的手则挂在普雷桑斯街口
 
[84]


 的五根尖桩上。……伦威克先生告诉我那也是他第一次参与公共活动，他召集了几个同伴抬着这些被害人的尸体，送到爱丁堡的西区墓地，”——这一次不是灰衣修士墓园——“将其掩埋。他们在城里各处辗转。……再把这五颗人头和那只手取下来。走到普雷桑斯街天就快亮了，于是他们加快了脚步。来到城南的劳里斯顿花园时，天已大亮，他们不敢再往前走，也无法按原计划把这些人头和他们的身体埋在一起。只要有一个人被发现就全都死定了。同行的一个朋友叫亚历山大·特威迪，当时是这些花园的园丁，他最终决定，就把头埋在花园里（先用布包好后装在一个匣子里）。从1681年10月10日被处决，到1726年10月7日被发现，他们在那里躺了四十五年差三天。在这之前，那块地已多年无人打理，一次园丁在挖沟时发现了他们。当时他被吓了一跳，因为匣子已经腐烂。花园主人肖先生决定把他们取出来，放在了自家凉亭的桌子上。肖先生的母亲十分仁慈，她裁了一块亚麻布给他们盖上。他们在那儿放了十二天，所有人都可以去看。刚才提到的园丁亚历山大·特威迪临死时曾说，这个花园下面藏着一件宝贝，但不是金也不是银。他的儿子丹尼尔·特威迪带我来到花园，告诉我他父亲在上面种了一丛白玫瑰，又在一旁的花园里种了一丛红玫瑰，它们比花园里其他任何花草都更繁茂。……许多人来”——看这些人头——“只是出于好奇。不过令人欣慰的是其中不乏肃穆的善男信女，真诚关注我们殉道者的遗骸。我们其中六人决定在1726年10月19日将他们重新安葬，同时每个人要把日期和时间告知朋友们：星期三——大多数人被处决的日子，凌晨四点—— 大多数人去往他们安息地的时间。我们还决定为他们打造一口精致的黑色棺材，再找来四码长的上好亚麻布，就像之前那样。……就这样，我们准时开始了，把亚麻布对折一下，一半垫到下面。他们的下颌已经与头骨分开了，但因为都是年轻人，牙齿都还在。所有人都看见他们头上的窟窿，那是刽子手用铁锤敲破的。根据每个头骨的大小，我们把相匹配的下颌放回去，再拉起另一半亚麻布把它们盖上，最后拿些木屑把棺材填紧实。有人坚持要像革命时那样从城市的主要地段经过。但考虑到这样做显得轻浮而浅薄，不甚顺乎天意，我们没有同意，而自觉应严肃对待这既令人感怀又出人意料的、前所未有的上天安排。因此我们从原地出发，沿着往常人们送葬的路途前行，就是先顺着城墙根儿向东走，从布里斯托街口附近进入城内，沿路一直来到牛门街街头，再转进教堂墓地，然后把他们埋在殉道者的陵墓旁。我从未见过那么多人——男女老少、高官平民，全都聚集在这儿。”

就这样，那里最终成了“他们的安息之地”。只要人们担负起自己的使命，即便承受着莫大的误解，也会成为后世的楷模。无论他们是否安息在殉道者纪念碑旁，我们都确信他们自有天佑，总会找到一个平安的栖身之所。倘若我们如英雄蔑视死亡般面对死亡，那它便不再可怕。埋骨何处，无足道哉。尽管主教因信仰异端教义而被焚烧，但世人对他的怀念却能照亮心灵，让我们在墓园中安然漫步。因此在这片逝者的园地里，殉道者纪念碑是一个益于身心的好去处。当我们瞻仰它的时候，一股英勇浩然之气从脚下的大地向我们汇聚而来，长眠于地下的他们终于功成身退，用帕特里克·沃克的话说，已经“彻底退出了舞台”。




[58]

 玛丽·斯图亚特（Mary Stuart，1542—1587），苏格兰女王玛丽一世（1542—1567在位），因信仰天主教而与苏格兰新教潮流相抵牾，逃亡英格兰后被幽禁长达18年，后被英格兰女王伊丽莎白一世下令处死。（译注）





[59]

 天主教方济各会修士的别称，所穿会服为灰色长袍，故名“灰衣修士” （ G r e y friars）。（译注）





[60]

 旧墓地是圣贾尔斯教堂墓地。（译注）





[61]

 鲁比里阿克（Louis Francois Roubiliac，1702或1705—1762），在英国工作的法国籍雕塑家，英国四位最著名的洛可可风格的雕塑家之一。（译注）





[62]

 小汉斯·霍尔拜因（Hans Holbein der Jüngere，约1497—1543），欧洲北方文艺复兴时代的德国画家，擅长油画和版画。1526年开始在英国工作直到去世。（译注）





[63]

 约翰·米尔恩（John Mylne，？—1621），苏格兰著名石匠，他的儿子和侄子也都是颇有建树的石匠。（译注）





[64]

 原文为拉丁文cras tibi。（译注）





[65]

 乔治·麦肯齐爵士（Sir George Mackenzie，1636/1638－1691），苏格兰律师、大法官、散文及法律作家。（译注）





[66]

 为反抗恢复了主教制的苏格兰政府的迫害，盟约派（covenanters）于1666、1679及1685年组织了三次较大规模的武装起义，均被残酷镇压。（译注）





[67]

 指18世纪。（译注）





[68]

 用爱丁堡慈善家、金匠乔治·赫里奥特（George Heriot，1563–1624）去世后留下的资金所创办的学校，始建于1628年，1659年开始招生，早期专门招收贫苦孤儿。





[69]

 每年2月22日庆祝童子军创始的节日。（译注）





[70]

 “围圈接吻游戏”类似于“丢手绢儿”的追逐游戏，追上即要相互亲吻；“绕过桑树丛”是一种传统的唱歌游戏，所有人手拉手围成一圈，边唱边跳。（译注）





[71]

 原文为儿语语音Mackingie，即“麦肯齐”（Mackenzie）。（译注）





[72]

 原文为拉丁文infelix campus。（译注）





[73]

 约翰逊博士（Dr. Johnson），即塞缪尔·约翰逊（Samuel Johnson，1709－ 1784），英国著名文人，作家、文学评家、诗人、散文家，因以九年时间独力编纂《英文辞典》（A Dictionary of the English Language，1755）而获称“博士”。（译注）





[74]

 地处赫里奥特学校南面。（译注）





[75]

 1679年6月22日，苏格兰政府军与盟约派武装组织，在原拉纳克郡的博斯韦尔附近一座桥上展开激战，最终盟约派战败，约600人阵亡，1200余人被俘。（译注）





[76]

 属苏格兰西南部的邓弗里斯－加洛韦行政区。（译注）





[77]

 属苏格兰西南部的南艾尔郡。（译注）





[78]

 苏格兰北方群岛，由70多个岛屿组成，首府为柯克沃尔，岛上保存有许多史前遗迹。（译注）





[79]

 帕特里克·沃克（Patrick Walker，1666－1745），苏格兰传记作家，其作品大多关注盟约派的人物事迹。（译注）





[80]

 詹姆斯·伦威克（James Renwick，1662－1688），苏格兰牧师，曾周游苏格兰各地布道，因拒绝宣誓效忠詹姆斯七世（英格兰詹姆斯二世），于1688年在格拉斯广场被处决，成为“最后一位盟约派殉道者”。（译注）





[81]

 爱丁堡北部地区，因地处利斯河口而得名，北临福斯湾，是爱丁堡的主要港口。（译注）





[82]

 位于今天爱丁堡的利斯大道（Leith Walk），意为“刑场”（the Gallowlee）。（译注）





[83]

 五名盟约派殉道者分别是：罗伯特·加诺克（Robert Garnock，约1660－1681），帕特里克·福尔曼（Patrick Forman），大卫·法里（David Farrie），詹姆斯·斯图尔特（James Stuart）和亚历山大·罗素（Alexander Russell）。（译注）





[84]

 地处爱丁堡老城区以南。普雷桑斯街曾是从南面进入爱丁堡的主干道。（译注）





新城区






——城市与乡村



对新城区求全责备，和对老城区褒扬有加自然是一回事儿。这一地区已首当其冲地被名声赫赫的当局视为建筑风格的反面典型。关于这个话题可说的或许有很多，确实也已经说了不少。而在那些单纯的人看来，任何东西只要能让他们满意便是好的。对他们而言，爱丁堡新城不仅让人轻松愉悦，而且风景如画。有一位老船长，对关于崇高和美的原则一无所知，却曾经提出他最富文采的天堂概念：“爱丁堡新城，在和风吹拂下有如自由之地。”如今他已经去了另一个世界。在那里，所有优秀的水手都被赐予了歌词所描绘的好天气，或许他的思绪飘得还更远。我曾见过这座城还算壮丽的景象，也曾怀着伤感的心情同那位老水手握过手。然而那时确是风和日丽——湿润的空气由内陆山区飘散而来，花园谷中传来雄壮的军乐声，旗帜在王子街的宫殿上高高飘扬。的确，对于一个在奥克尼群岛备受挫折的人来说，还能历经怎样更加宜人的景象呢？这样的日子里，整个山谷笼罩在惊艳的节日气氛中。一切（我不知道该如何表达我的意思）仿佛有些不可思议。这就是巴黎应该成为的样子。这里风景优美，最适于漫不经心的户外消遣。它注定是谐歌剧
 
[85]


 中社会的理想呈现。可以想见，若不是气候怡人，所有上流社会人士怎会在傍晚的清凉中涌入这些花园，一边聆听着欢快的音乐，一边呷着可口的饮料，看着月亮从亚瑟王宝座背后徐徐升起，照在山谷间的教堂尖塔上、纪念碑上和苍翠的树梢上。哇！ 第二天一早，雨水泼溅在窗玻璃上，路上行人在迅疾的风暴来临前，沿着王子街纷纷散去。

无可否认，初始设计方案并不完善，而且缺乏远见，未能充分发挥该地区的潜力。设计师是城市的笼中之鸟，根据他的布局，这座现代城市可以看到街景，而且也只能看到街景。乡村并未纳入他的规划，他甚至从未抬眼朝山区看一看。假如他当时的决定不是这样的话，北部山坡上的每一条街道或许就会变成风景壮丽的观景台，还能由此眺望更广阔的美景。但密密麻麻的建筑已将空地挤占殆尽，而许多房屋连朝向也都不对，就像那个手拿粪耙的人
 
[86]


 ，专注于并不值得观察的事物，就这样以前后颠倒的姿态倨傲无礼地立在群楼之间。总的说来，很多时候只能从阁楼的窗口或者路口的几个地方，才能够远眺城外那番别样的景致。然而，当你在不经意间走到一个拐角处，前方一条一里多长的下坡路段便一览无余，远处是树林与别墅，还有一片蓝色的海湾，而更远处则是连绵的山冈，这番景象或许更加令人惊喜。

弗格森
 
[87]


 ——我们爱丁堡的诗人，彭斯的榜样，有一次看见市集十字
 
[88]


 一只蝴蝶，于是他触景兴怀，创作了一首无足轻重的小颂诗。这位涂脂抹粉的乡下人、玫瑰园里的花花公子，竟能越过喧闹的街市看到如此的远方。你可以想见一个年轻诗人会提供怎样的道德教益。而此地的与众不同，从这一奇特的事件中便可见一斑。在其他任何一座城市都无法饱览如此遥远的乡间景致。若是没在路上遇见一只蝴蝶，那你就只好瞥一眼远方的树了。这里的景色如同变戏法一般。朝拱门下窥探一番，再沿着台阶往下走，仿佛陷落到一个地窖里。进入小巷有一间脏兮兮的屋子，转身来到后窗边——看呐！一片豁亮开阔的风景正展现在你面前。转过街角，太阳正没入高地的山峦中。顺着一条小路的方向望去，航船正朝着波罗的海抢风航行。

乡下人站在山顶俯瞰爱丁堡是一回事，城里人忙里偷闲，眺望一下乡野风光，却是另一回事。这不失为一种对生活压力的缓解与释放。它可以激发有益的思考，让他回想起对大自然的漠不关心：在小跑着去上班的每一天，他都会留意到春天的绿色怎样在树林里焕发出光彩，田野怎样在移动的犁头下变成了黑色。哨声响起，车厢沉闷，视野狭窄，与之相关的事曾让我对人们纤弱的感官深感惋惜。你若能如人们在天堂里看见的那样去观察，你若拥有一双如想象中更优越种族的眼睛，你若能敏锐地注意到眼前几码甚至更远的事物——想想当你行走在爱丁堡的大街上时，这样游目骋怀的感觉多么惬意！或许你会在面临事业茫然时，在熙来攘往的城市中央驻足；或许正坐在山肩歇息的牧羊人也在看你，他的身后就是长满石楠的彭特兰丘陵；或许爬上榆树的小淘气会拨开树叶向你展示他那红彤彤的纯朴面容；或许，渔夫正操纵着舵柄在海面上疾驰，伴着风中桅帆的呼响，从安斯特
 
[89]


 与五月岛
 
[90]


 之间向你招手致意。

历史悠久与风景如画并非一回事，也丝毫不是因为老城长着一张怪异的面庞，才让新城看起来平淡无奇。实际上除了古宅，真不知有多少描述是可以用来共同形容二者的。同样陡然起伏的地面，几乎同样居高临下的地理位置，同样的社会阶层分化，这些在新旧两个城区都能看到。从东边通向王子街的道路跃过下卡尔顿山
 
[91]


 的峡谷，宽阔秀丽的道路两旁林立着旅馆和办公楼。将目光投向矮护墙的方向，就能径直看到连接利斯街的那条阴暗狼藉的道路，同样的高楼面朝着两条大道。这一建于地窖之上、从头顶上方掠过的地区只是新城的一部分。打个比方，这就像在它自己孩子们的头顶上方漫步，而这就是每座城市和人类的方式。而来到迪恩桥，你就可以见到更加新奇的景观了。河水穿过岩石，在田园之间深深的谷底流淌，两岸的山顶上挤满了现代城市中最宽阔的街道和半圆街区，一座壮观的桥梁将两山连接起来。每天下午，私家马车在这里纵横交错，女士们则带着名片盒往来穿梭，履行着自己的社会职责。再往下还能看见一座小村庄，里面有磨坊和吐着水沫的河堰，这就是迪恩村。现代化改造的产物——高架桥横亘在头顶上方，拓展的城市安然如故，完整地跃过了闲适的当地人昔日的避暑胜地。每个城市在成长过程中都有小村庄的陪伴，曾经的爱丁堡也拥有不少，然而如今还能见到这样一个幸存者，而且就在你脚下几百英尺的地方，倒有些不同寻常。难道它是建在如今已被掩埋的赫库兰尼姆
 
[92]


 之上的托雷德尔格雷科
 
[93]


 吗？赫库兰尼姆最终消亡了，而阳光依旧照耀在迪恩村的屋顶之上，缭绕的炊烟依旧从烟囱里升腾而起。满身灰尘的磨坊工人来到门口，看看汩汩的流水，听听转轮的声响和棚屋旁的鸟鸣，或许再自己吹一声口哨，为这段交响乐锦上添花—— 对于全世界而言，仿佛爱丁堡依旧是城堡山上那个昔日的爱丁堡，而迪恩村依旧是隐匿在绿色乡间一里之遥的那个最宁静的小村庄。

不久以前，威严的大卫·休谟以身作则，从老城迁出，还把新家安在人们至今仍称之为圣大卫街
 
[94]


 的地方——一个玩笑被一直传下去真是奇怪。城区并不大，一个放假的学童离家半英里就可以捅到鸟窝。有的地方还透着记忆里那片耕地的气息。这头有人刚刚听到山楂树上有只乌鸫，那头有人在夏日黄昏被叫去品尝草莓和奶油。而就在你现在居住的地方，是一片波涛般起伏的麦田。一个爱丁堡男孩的回忆，对这座城市而言，只是零光片羽。我欣然回望着那一层层花园围墙，那一次次在鸟儿啁啾的丁香花丛中的信步漫游，那一次次在亦城亦乡的朦胧地带的发现之旅。我想对于我和我的伙伴们，每一次远足抵达昔日村庄的尽头时，每一次在大街和广场的缝隙间发现寥寥几座简朴的村舍时，总有一种特别的兴味、一种浪漫的感受、一种犹如异域旅行的情趣。一条隧道通往苏格兰大街火车站
 
[95]


 ，列车在两个护卫的操纵下从漆黑的无底洞中飞驰而出。心里揣度着它有多长，想着高处那些笨重的高楼大厦和开阔的康庄大道。这一切，无疑在一个少年的脑海里留下了至深的印象。这是一条地下通道，尽管它位于一个更大的隧洞之中——比我们熟悉的安斯沃斯
 
[96]


 小说里描写的还要大，然而“地下通道”这个名称本身就具有无法抗拒的吸引力，似乎会带领我们在精神上更加接近那些我们爱戴的英雄，那些我们暗中渴望去仿效的恶棍。从王子西街花园登上古堡岩，将胜利之手拄上城墙，可以品味到一种颇具雅兴的浪漫。记忆中的乐趣仿佛豁然开朗，更多的风光和历险都一齐浮现在我的脑际。然而这其中却没有一样，给人留下的印象能与发现者的喜悦相提并论，与他对往昔、对自己在这个世界上缓慢变化的感悟相提并论。因此，我曾去探寻诸如坎农密尔斯
 
[97]


 和水巷
 
[98]


 这样的角落，或者布劳顿市场
 
[99]


 上的那一小片村舍。这些地方与空旷的野外相比更具乡土气息，即便与高街那些最陈旧的楼房比起来也更具古朴之风。它们同弗格森的蝴蝶一样，也有种格格不入的古怪的气息，房屋的山墙和滋蔓的植物、屋外的台阶和磨坊的流水，都让它们看上去青涩单纯、朴实无华。一些角落里散发着像是乡村花园尽头的气味，每年四月我都在那儿度过。人们站在门口闲聊，或许他们在科林顿
 
[100]


 或克拉蒙
 
[101]


 就是这样的。

我们可能，也即将会让这令人难忘的乡土气息丧失殆尽。最后一棵榆树也在榆树街死去了，别墅和工人住宅区在城市边缘飞速扩张。我们可以砍伐树木，可以用毫无生机的铺路石将牧草掩埋，可以把抖擞的街道铺进困倦的居民区，我们还可能会忘记童年的故事以及曾经嬉戏的地方。但我们还有一些财富，即便是施工人员的躁怒和亢奋也不能将其彻底剥夺。除非自然的巨变将这座爱丁堡城堡颠覆，再将其中所有矫饰的建筑覆于尘土之下，否则没有什么能够铲除这些山岭。而只要我们的山岭与福斯河还在，我们就拥有留给孩子们的优秀遗产。比如那些巧夺天工的玻璃花窗（不用我们花一分钱）就是一道美丽的风景。当春天来临，山楂树开始绽放，牧场里散发出青草的味道，甚至在最熙攘的大街上，一名年轻人的眼睛都会被乡野山尖牢牢捕获，那颗心随即为着远行和纯净的空气跳动起来。




[85]

 谐歌剧（comic opera），也称“喜歌剧”，是一种与正歌剧相对的歌剧种类。最早作为正歌剧的幕间剧出现，题材取自日常生活，音乐风格轻快幽默。17世纪末首先出现于意大利，18世纪盛行于欧洲各国，19世纪前半叶趋于衰落。（译注）





[86]

 英国作家约翰·班扬（John Bunyan，1628–1688）的小说《天路历程》中的人物：“他从不仰望天空，只是手拿粪耙，埋头打扫地上的秽物。”（译注）





[87]

 罗伯特·弗格森（Robert Fergusson，1750－1774），出生于爱丁堡的苏格兰诗人。（译注）





[88]

 苏格兰许多城镇常常在集市中心竖立十字雕塑，象征君主授予的权威。（译注）





[89]

 即“安斯特拉瑟”（Anstruther），法夫东南海滨的一座小镇，与爱丁堡隔福斯湾相望。简称“安斯特”（Anst’er）。（译注）





[90]

 位于福斯湾东北方向，距苏格兰本岛约8公里。现属法夫行政区。（译注）





[91]

 卡尔顿山西侧翠岭下的一段深谷。（译注）





[92]

 意大利古城，公元79年与庞贝和斯塔比亚一起因维苏威火山喷发而被湮没。（译注）





[93]

 位于意大利那不勒斯的一座城市，意大利语名意为“希腊塔”（Torre del Greco）。（译注）





[94]

 位于圣安德鲁广场西侧，南端与王子街相连，据说是以大卫·休谟的名字命名。（译注）





[95]

 其旧址位于现在的爱丁堡苏格兰街北端。（译注）





[96]

 威廉·哈里森·安斯沃斯（William Harrison Ainsworth，1805－1882），英国历史小说家。（译注）





[97]

 地处爱丁堡皇家植物园东南面的利斯河东岸。（译注）





[98]

 坎农密尔斯附近利斯河畔的一条小巷。（译注）





[99]

 位于爱丁堡都柏林街北段东侧。（译注）





[100]

 爱丁堡西南近郊，距市中心6公里。（译注）





[101]

 阿蒙德河注入福斯湾河口处的一座海滨小村。（译注）





别墅区



我已多次听到罗斯金先生
 
[102]


 对爱丁堡新城提出过批评，我们努力筑就的一砖一瓦几乎都未能幸免。其实，不少地方在多数时候也并不失庄重与威严。还有一些地方，正如我曾说过的，其混乱的建筑风格反而给人一种恰到好处的感官刺激。然而提起我们最近兴建的别墅，坦白讲，我已经准备好要与罗斯金先生同涕而道了，而他针对此事的慷慨陈词与高谈雄辩，也一定会招来嫉妒。

新建的别墅——这令人生厌的新东西——与日俱增。这些可怕的建筑物犹如野草般肆意滋蔓，遍布纽因顿
 
[103]


 和莫宁赛德。本来轻松惬意的山坡为它们所累，每一幢都散漫地蹲在花园里，每一幢都被覆盖上了一层屋顶，犹如房屋举着一根根烟囱，再定睛一看才发现它们的本来面目。它们并非房屋，因其并非为人类的居住而设计，而且据我所知，其内部布局也极不符合人类居住的要求。它们也并非楼房，因为当每一处空间比例都严重失调时，你根本不能称其为建筑。它们不属于任何艺术风格，只属于一种令人遗憾的商业模式。

有些别墅的窗口与楼墙正面的尺寸都不成比例，难道竖立起这样一幢建筑物的成本就更低廉吗？把烟囱装错地方难道有利可图吗？与同样粗疏但大方得体的村舍比起来，建造一堆奇形怪状的东西能让劳碌又贪婪的施工者获利更多吗？坦率地说，并非如此。即便有考究的设计，施工过程中也会有偷工减料：用新伐的木材替代砖石，而把烟囱置于何处与通风并不相关，完全取决于外观是否漂亮。然而有一种丑陋总显得冠冕堂皇，就像野心勃勃的路西法
 
[104]


 坠落阴间而丑态毕露。这些浮夸而艳俗的楼房，令人厌恶却不可轻觑，因为我们知道“傻瓜总是贸然闯入天使不敢涉足之地”
 
[105]


 。然而他们却力图造就平庸的别墅，让它丑陋不堪，一无是处；他们奋力取得最庸碌的成就，以致一败涂地，声名狼藉；他们唯利是图，蔑伦悖理，为超越竞争者不惜一切代价和手段：尔虞我诈、蔽美扬恶；他们所做的一切，全都必然地发生在不列颠最和睦的地区之一——这也算是一种荣耀吧，尽管不那么值得尊崇却也不可多得。除此之外，我们还能说什么呢？

劣质的楼房对生性敏感之人来说是一种折磨，可这些别墅让最淡定之人也深感厌恶。它对舒适的城市生活构成了威胁。建设浪潮沿着城市的边缘不断推进，简直大煞风景，我们必须走得比以往更远，才能呼吸到乡间的空气。倘若爱丁堡的全体居民是一个活生生的个体，它大概会像个巨人那样站起身来，将别墅区付之一炬，让夜晚变得恐怖而狰狞，而建筑工人和他们的同伙将被迫劳作，像昔日的犹太人那样，一手持泥铲，一手握防卫短刀。一旦有一座这些砖石构建的奇观圆满完工，正义的偶像破坏者便会降落其上，立刻宣告它的终结。

很可能这些话会被一两个建筑商看到。要求他们聘请一位建筑师是不可能的，因为那会微妙地扰乱他们的节奏，而其成败也在于他们打算邀请什么样的建筑师。然而，就让他们随便找个建筑师随便挑选一幢“比例协调、布局合理”的别墅（而不是他自己的设计），并以它为样本尽情地复制吧。




[102]

 约翰·罗斯金（John Ruskin，1819－1900），英国作家及艺术批评家，著有《建筑的七盏明灯》、《现代画家》系列和《艺术的政治经济》等。（译注）





[103]

 爱丁堡城南地区，距市中心约2公里。（译注）





[104]

 即“明亮之星”或“堕落天使”。（译注）





[105]

 最早见于亚历山大·蒲柏（Alexander Pope，1688–1744）的诗作《论批评》。（译注）





卡尔顿山



爱丁堡新城的东面由一座陡峭的山冈守护着，它海拔并不高，矗立在城区的环抱中。老伦敦路从一旁经过，与另一侧新修的道路一同将它环绕其间。顺着岩石开凿的阶梯向上攀登，会发现周围尽是林立的纪念性地标。杜格尔德·斯图尔特
 
[106]


 颇受礼遇，其纪念亭位置绝佳，建筑精美。较低的一个山隅上则是彭斯的缅怀之地。而纳尔逊
 
[107]


 ，这位名副其实的水手，将自己的名字刻在了卡尔顿山最英勇的峰顶。这座稍晚竖立起的纪念碑，被形象地喻为望远镜和黄油桶。不仅如此，它也算得上最差劲的手工制品之一了。但最具特色的还要数那排未完工的石柱，人们叫它“现代废墟”，从四面八方都能一睹其壮观，甚至从海上眺望都会给人那样一种错觉。这排现代雅典石柱让爱丁堡饱受讥讽。原本是要将它建成一座国家纪念堂
 
[108]


 ，而它目前的状态于这个国家的某些特征而言，确是一座名副其实的纪念堂。踞于山顶中央的是新旧两座天文台——旧天文台临山崖而建，一身古雅的棕褐色，而新天文台则是一座宏伟的古典穹顶建筑。这些纪念建筑物散落在绿色的草坪上，羊群徜徉其上，纵观大局。

眼前的画面让我陷入了沉思，想到名誉，想到对逝者不公平的待遇。看看杜格尔德·斯图尔特所获得的礼遇就比彭斯优厚得多。就在山下，修士门教堂墓地里躺着罗伯特·弗格森。他是彭斯艺术上的导师，年纪轻轻就因精神失常而去世了。倘若人们对杜格尔德·斯图尔特过赞誉有加，那么这位爱丁堡诗人也将会被人遗忘，这是最不公正的待遇。彭斯的拥趸，在苏格兰各阶层中当属再普通不过的一群人，然而他们的团结却是出了名的。他们急切地掩饰并隐瞒所有提到这个家伙
 
[109]


 的地方，因为他曾是彭斯诗歌创作的传道人，直到彭斯成名时，其在风格和题材方面的影响还在延续。彭斯不仅在自传中对此有过零星的记述，承认这笔人情债，还为他在修士门教堂墓园的坟墓前竖立了一块墓碑。这么做可谓对得起艺术家的称号了，但一切都只是徒劳。关于彭斯的传记我几乎全都看过，但我不记得有哪一本未曾质疑过彭斯质朴的谦逊，要么就说弗格森为证明这位效仿者的原创精神而做出了自我牺牲。有一种愚妄的崇拜，总喜欢把莎士比亚与培根合二为一，将获得的那个更加强大的个体拿来膜拜。还有一类人，为了宣扬某个作家便要诋毁其他所有的作家。倘若这是为了取悦伟大的原作，那他们确实错了。任何为弗格森匡谬正名之人，最佳的方式就是静下心来走进彭斯的回忆，他会是这些逝者之中最能给人带来快乐的一个。

若要饱览城市风光，卡尔顿山或许是绝佳之处。从这里你可以一睹身处其中时无法看到的城堡。同样，你也可以看到别样的亚瑟王宝座。在气候温和的夏季，每一天都风和日丽。而这样的日子最适合到这里来散散步。微风从海上吹来，带着些许此地特有的清新，透着一丝凉爽，让这些纪念碑，尤其是这些超凡入圣之人
 
[110]


 也心旷神怡。随风飘来一层薄雾，不知不觉中浓妆变淡抹，近前的景物依稀可见。远处的马瑟尔堡
 
[111]


 海湾处于上风口，那里雾气甚浓。从阿伯莱迪
 
[112]


 的沙丘到贝里克丘
 
[113]


 ，再到巴斯岩礁
 
[114]


 ，浓雾又变成了一团薄薄的海雾。

径直往下走便来到了卡尔顿山的南面，从这里可以鸟瞰皇家中学校园
 
[115]


 以及卡尔顿监狱
 
[116]


 的塔楼和庭院。新监狱规模很大，而它那城堡样式的建筑却颇显愚蠢。它孤零零地伫立在陡峭的悬崖边，常常被游客们欣喜地叫作“城堡”。从这里可以看到，一边是女囚们，像修女那样排成一排正在锻炼，一边是学校里的孩子们，正拖着自己的影子在奔跑嬉戏。山谷中矗立着一根巨大的烟囱，一直从谷底升至几乎与视线水平的高度，这是一座比纳尔逊纪念碑更加高耸，轮廓更为鲜明的宏伟建筑。向稍远处望去，那便是荷里路德宫了。可以看到哥特式的宫殿正面和损毁的修道院，身着红装的哨兵来回踱着矫健的步伐，从远处看仿佛一个机械装置。在经过宫殿内岗哨的途中，有一座尖顶小屋极为显眼，这里就是当年杀死里奇奥
 
[117]


 的凶手逃离的地方，据传玛丽女王曾在这里用白葡萄酒沐浴以永葆青春。以慕斯恰特石冢
 
[118]


 到敦彼迪克斯
 
[119]


 一线为界，远处较高的山坡上散布着女王公园、圣玛格丽特湖以及延绵的索尔兹伯里峭壁。由此远眺，循着那土丘、石堆与陡坡的方向，便可见前方的亚瑟王宝座峰了，这是一座雄奇陡峻的山峰。再向右前方望去，老城中的屋顶和尖顶层檐叠影，一直伸向远方，堡垒巨大的身影和王冠般的棱堡剪影浮现在西边的天空中——此时大概是下午一点，太阳已上升到纳尔逊纪念碑的旗杆顶端，似乎近在咫尺。而在远处的城堡里，一声巨响过后，一缕硝烟从半月形的炮台内喷薄而出。这是报时的午炮，人们根据它来调整钟表，它的声响甚至传到了遥远的海岸边以及彭特兰丘陵的山区农场。若要尽览全景，还可以从这里纵深眺望车水马龙的王子街，而新城和老城之间的坡谷也同样一览无余——火车络绎不绝，北桥从铁路上方横跨而过，由鳞次栉比的桥墩支撑着，旁边则是一片葱翠碧绿的树木和花园。

卡尔顿山的北面，山势并不陡峭，景致也稀松平常。即便如此，仍然能够一览远处美景。卡尔顿山与新城区之间隔着一条沟壑——翠岭，当年烧死巫师以及举行骑马比武活动的地方。就在这里，博思韦尔
 
[120]


 曾把他的马推下陡直的坡埂，从而吸引了玛丽那双明亮的眼睛。现在坡地上像是镶着马赛克一般，铺满了晾晒的被单和毯子，人们拍打地毯的声响不绝于耳。远处，城郊住宅区已延伸到利斯，它濒海而建，水面上帆樯林立，船只停泊在道路边。因奇基斯岛
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 上的白色灯塔在阳光下赫然醒目。从费里
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 港到五月岛，福斯湾两岸渐渐开阔。对岸即是法夫郡
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 ，一座座雾气缭绕的城镇沿海岸而居。隆起的山丘阻断了北望的视线，只能看到最远处的东方，天边的薄雾伏卧在开阔的海面上。这里是通往挪威的海路，对于帕特里克·斯本士爵士
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 与同行的苏格兰贵族而言，这是一条惨痛之路。顺着对面拉格丘
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 附近雾气弥漫的方向，可以看到阿伯道尔
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 ，他们出海寻找苏格兰王后的起锚地。

遥遥无期，

妇可攸俟？

手执扇兮，

盼航归涘！
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即使从内陆远眺，大海的样子也会让人想到风暴或海难。那些利斯水手的妻子们，以及来自科肯其
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 的渔妇们，没有手持扇子无精打采地坐着，而是裹着头巾翘首以盼地聚集在港口。而她们的等待或许是徒劳的，勇敢的苏格兰人再也不会回来，这些船只也是最后一次出海捕鱼。自帕特里克·斯本士爵士从阿伯道尔启航以来，已经有不计其数的生命沉入北海！远处是奥德哈姆
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 ，来自伦敦的渔船在此靠岸，这里还发生过劫掠者把戒指从女士手指上切下来的事情。离法夫岬几英里远的地方即是险象环生的因奇凯普
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 ，现已建成一座灯塔。东面背风的海岸，就是马克尔巴克特
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 哀悼自己儿子的福法尔郡
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 海岸。

这些就是对几个主要地方的大致勾勒。它们因地面的偏斜而备受偏顾，它们每一处都出类拔萃、与众不同，它们繁复的细节与交错的光影呈现出一幅生机盎然的画面。当你站在山顶，快速移动着脚步极目四望时，一切便盈盈在目，了然于胸。这样的景象富于万千变化，让人目眩神迷，倘若只是全神贯注于一个方向，那又会令你心神不宁。树篱中的一棵树，或是乡间小路上的一辆车，都会让你顾盼不暇。再看这边的城区：住宅区里正在门前玩耍的孩子们，远远望去都变成了小矮人；隐约还能看到人潮涌动的大街。一排排烟囱连绵不断地向山下的方向铺展开去，低矮的屋顶仿佛汇成了一片平阔的海洋，海面上巍然峙立着华丽的教堂尖顶。家家户户的窗口与屋顶宛若繁星，你会看到在其中一扇窗边移动的身影，或在其中一个屋顶上攀爬的烟囱清洁工。一阵疾风袭来，炊烟随之消散。报时的钟声响起，远近高低，交相映衬。低飞的鸟儿掠过屋脊，就像海鸟拂过浪涛。此时此刻，你身处这田园般的山坡之上，周围是低头吃草的羊群，还有默默注视着你的纪念碑。

某个晴朗的夜晚故地重游，没有月亮的天空一片黑暗，空气中飘散着点点霜花，疏落的星星点缀着苍穹。面对这番美景，你一定会像看到阿尔卑斯山那白雪皑皑的山峰一样兴奋不已。这一刻，孤身独处似乎才最完美，唯一的邻居就是那位耐心的天文学家。他正仰卧在天文台圆顶下，窥探着宇宙的奥秘。然而你的周围还弥漫着从城市传来的嗡嗡声，无数人不合时宜的脚步声，车厢吱吱嘎嘎的震动声以及有轨机车的铃铛发出的持续而尖锐的叮当声。大约一个小时之前，煤气灯刚刚打开，点灯人将城市点亮，从厨房到阁楼，每家每户的窗牖都亮了起来，辉映在暮色之中。山坡上的城区在苍茫的暮色中虽略显黯淡，却有四面八方无数的光点映照在马路和高大的建筑物外墙上。桥上的路灯静静地伫立着，而桥下的铁路上，移动的车灯在穿梭往返。灯光照亮了监狱，照亮了高处耸峻的楼群与城堡塔楼，也照亮了低处的翠岭和女王公园。它们层层推进，一直延伸至漆黑的乡间，它们列队步入利斯，照进远端的利斯码头。因此，灯光在漆黑的大地上绘制出一幅城市及其近郊的平面图，就像一个孩子用针戳出一幅布满小孔的画，再将它放在蜡烛前观赏。即便是最晦暗的冬夜也无法掩盖她至高无上的地位以及这富于创造力的奇幻设计。她始终如一地为彰显自己的美丽，在每一个黄昏照亮自己。仿佛是为了完成这个计划——或者说，仿佛某位挥霍成性的法老即将抵达邻近的海域和乡村——远在通往法夫郡的中途，因奇基斯岛上建起了灯塔，而朝着远处大海的方向望去，五月岛上也有一座。

当你眺望城堡山时，号令卫戍部队集合的鼓号声开始响起，空气都随之颤动。号声嘹亮，而最后一支高昂的乐曲，如同一颗星，升上天空又消逝在黑暗里，伴着军乐队的这支“天鹅之歌”
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 ，一天的任务便圆满完成了。










王子街与卡尔顿山












爱丁堡全景










[106]

 杜格尔德·斯图尔特（Dugald Stewart，1753—1828），苏格兰哲学家、数学家，曾任爱丁堡大学教授。（译注）





[107]

 霍雷肖·纳尔逊（Horatio Nelson，1758—1805），英国著名海军将领及军事家，在1805年击溃法国及西班牙联合舰队的特拉法加战役中中弹阵亡。（译注）





[108]

 为纪念在拿破仑战争中阵亡的苏格兰士兵而建。以雅典帕特农神庙为蓝本，1826年开工建设，但由于资金短缺被迫于1829年停工。（译注）





[109]

 指罗伯特·弗格森。（译注）





[110]

 指纪念碑的主人们。（译注）





[111]

 位于苏格兰东洛锡安西北海滨最西端，北临福斯湾，距爱丁堡市区约10公里。（译注）





[112]

 位于苏格兰东洛锡安西北海滨，北临福斯湾，距爱丁堡市区约27公里。（译注）。





[113]

 东洛锡安最北端城镇北贝里克的一座火山岩小山丘，高187米。（译注）





[114]

 位于北贝里克东北方约5公里的福斯湾内。（译注）





[115]

 始建于1128年，是苏格兰最古老的学校之一，位于牛门街东段以南。（译注）





[116]

 1914年被索顿监狱所取代，其主体建筑已于1930年被拆除。（译注）





[117]

 大卫·里奇奥（David Rizzo，约1533－1566），苏格兰女王玛丽的意大利籍私人秘书。女王的第二任丈夫达恩利勋爵（Lord Darnley，1545－1567）因嫉妒二人的友谊，纠集苏格兰新教贵族，当着玛丽的面将其杀害，据说身中56刀。（译注）





[118]

 位于荷里路德公园东面芳草地的一个石堆，为纪念1720年10月17日发生在这里的一起杀妻案而筑。（译注）





[119]

 现为荷里路德公园西侧一处居民区。（译注）





[120]

 博思韦尔伯爵四世（4th Earl of Bothwell，约1534—1578），玛丽女王的第三任丈夫，本名詹姆士·赫本（James Hepburn）。（译注）





[121]

 位于利斯以北约4公里的福斯湾内。现属法夫行政区。（译注）





[122]

 地处利斯河入海口附近。（译注）





[123]

 原文为旧称Fifeshire，现为法夫行政区（Fife Council）。（译注）





[124]

 苏格兰民谣《帕特里克·斯本斯爵士》（“Sir Patrick Spens”）中的主人公。故事中，帕特里克·斯本斯爵士是一位资深航海家，受苏格兰国王之命在冬季出航挪威为国王求亲，归航时船只遭遇海上风暴而沉没，所有人葬身大海。（译注）





[125]

 位于法夫东南海滨拉格村的一座小山丘，高290米。（译注）





[126]

 法夫西南海滨村庄，南临福斯湾，东距本泰兰约5公里。（译注）





[127]

 出自《帕特里克·斯本斯爵士》第20节。（译注）





[128]

 东洛锡安西北海滨城镇，北临福斯湾，位于马瑟尔堡与阿伯莱迪之间。（译注）





[129]

 北贝里克附近的一座小村庄。（译注）





[130]

 位于邓迪以东18公里海域的一座岛礁，整体被灯塔所覆盖。（译注）





[131]

 司各特小说《古董家》中的人物。（译注）





[132]

 苏格兰安格斯行政区在18世纪至1928年间的旧称，首府为福法尔。（译注）





[133]

 这里指军乐队一天中演奏的最后一支曲子。（译注）





冬季与新年



苏格兰方言里抱怨冬季寒风的说法极其丰富。“刺骨”“阴沉”“蜷缩”“萎靡”
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 是其中最常用的字眼，让人一听到就禁不住哆嗦。而我每次看到它们跃然纸上，就会联想到从本泰兰
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 和北部山区袭来的狂风在福斯湾上空肆虐，我几乎能听见风在烟囱里呼号。面朝北边，脸颊上只感觉到阵阵刺痛的亲吻。甚至许多地方的名字听起来也给人一种荒凉凄冷的感觉。我记得爱丁堡附近就有两处——考德哈姆和布洛威里
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 ，这名字注定了当地居民的生存环境多么令人绝望。恶劣的气候为苏格兰语言赋予了丰富的词汇，也在很大程度上塑造了其诗歌的气质。贫困的生活，加之北方恶劣的气候，让人们习惯于柴米油盐的生活，也懂得了家庭的温情。由于气候的缘故，这里的诗人以擅长喝烈酒而广受赞誉。在苏格兰，但凡是歌手都有那么一两句词，歌唱闪耀的火焰和烈性啤酒：避开外面的狂风钻进屋，喝一口温热的东西暖暖胃——这样的福利，在他们生活的地方就像是家常便饭！

并非只有在乡下——牧羊人必须整日跟着羊群，在雪地里蹒跚而行——人们才过着这样的生活，在爱丁堡市区也一样，咱们爱丁堡的诗人弗格森，在作品中对它的描述远胜过其他地方。他年轻且心思细腻，我想象着他曾在天寒地冻中不由自主地溜到客栈的壁炉旁。爱情与他无缘——即使你觉得有缘，就连彭斯的爱慕者中最三心二意的那一个还更高贵些，所以这个可怜的孩子，根本无法缓解那些充斥在他诗句中的狂欢情绪。尽管至今这在他的家乡尤为普遍，狂欢作乐也是年轻人的嗜好，但他这样的品性也使他的声望打了些折扣。他细致入微地记录晚宴上人们的客套与寒暄，对饮酒之事大加赞赏，好像那是一种美德或至少是机智的表现。无度的纵饮、客栈雅间里暧昧的气氛、律师书记员们的纵情狂欢，本身并不能为充实的生命提供任何营养。弗格森却在这一连串的低级趣味中无法自拔，这并非他的选择，而是身不由己。一名具有诗歌气质而无宗教热忱的苏格兰人，仿佛天生就喜欢造访小酒馆。这幅生活图景也许有些让人沮丧，但在这样的鬼天气里，还能干什么呢？

只有那些感同身受过这等摧残的人，才可称是深切地懂得了咱们爱丁堡冬季的愁云惨淡。刮东风的时节，到处一片荒凉，丑陋不堪，体格羸弱之人身体往往吃不消。风刮得人精疲力竭，阴郁的天空让他们意志消沉。他们走在路上常常得背过身躲避那黯淡的阳光，而此时太阳已渐渐沉入那驱之不散的茫茫白雾中。夜长昼短，人们靠着微弱的煤油灯光完成大部分的工作，当然还包括所有的娱乐活动。道路像荒置的耕地般泥泞难行，人们却照样拖泥带水地来来往往，我总是惊异于他们怎能毫不犹豫地脱去衣服。与此同时，寒风呼啸着穿城而过，仿佛掠过一片空旷的草地。假如你彻夜未眠，便会听到它在头顶惊声尖叫，胡言乱语，像极了船只沉没和房屋坍塌时的声响。总而言之，这触目惊心的生活有时会让人从心底变得脆弱，任何人只要一看见客栈，想到火光中温暖的书房，那感觉就如同一个长期与大海搏斗的人踏上了陆地。

随着严寒的霜冻天气趋于稳定，爱丁堡人的生存环境开始有所改善。我们享受着亚寒带绚美的日落景色，靛蓝色的城市天际线印在鲜绿色的天幕上。风依旧凛冽，但空气中却多了一丝清爽，让人精神振奋。人们看上去也不再个个颓然沮丧，他们分属两派：一派是脸色青紫的“骑士”，肚子虽大却空空如也，隆冬已经让他们命悬一线了；另一派用新年的食物抵御严寒，时时提防着外面的冷空气，于是赶紧回到屋内的炉火旁。我记得有这样一个人，裹了三层生羊毛衣，再低的气温下也无懈可击。他总笑着跟人打招呼：“哦，这有人打喷嚏！”这些暖洋洋的家伙那副精神抖擞的样子，让蔫头耷脑的同乡们也颇受鼓舞。然而还有一群人，他们没有强健的体格，全靠勇气和乐观挺过寒冬。一天傍晚，霜冻的天气又值狂风大作，令人瑟瑟发抖。日落时分刚过，街灯的光晕在渐暗的暮色中一点点变大，只见一对小姑娘赤着双脚，迎着刺骨的寒风向东走来。其中一个大概九岁的样子，另一个顶多也只有七岁。她们衣衫单薄，凄楚可怜，而路面那么冰冷，难以想象有谁能够毫不畏缩地光着脚在上面走。可她们竟然踏着舞步走来，姐姐嘴里还哼唱着歌曲来给她们的舞蹈配乐。看到这一幕的那个人，在那一瞬间心里充满了苦涩，他当时颇感自责。这份自责也让他此后受益匪浅，而现在他怀着美好的愿望，再将其传递给他的读者。

终于，从爱丁堡到重重的山岭与平旷的乡野，变成了一幅银妆素裹的景象。如果夜里下起了雪，保姆会把孩子们从床上拽起来，一块儿跑到视野开阔的窗边，观察着大地的脸颊上所发生的变化。“啊，山上都盖满了雪，”他们叫嚷着，“冬天真的来啦！”这片寂静和眼前白茫茫的雪景让孩子们惊叹不已，他们说出了最恰如其分的咒语，这就是冬天。积雪的反光让天空更显明亮，所有的物体看上去都更近了。彭特兰丘陵变得圆润而耀目，天然岩石砌筑的堤坝像一条条黑色缎带点缀其间，起风的时候，山间雪花纷飞，宛若云朵。福斯湾夹在粉妆玉砌的洛锡安与法夫郡之间，像一条铅灰色的溪流，似乎可以一跃而过。这番景象不像在其他城市那样没半天工夫便消失了。尽管街道上人来人往，很快就被踏成了黑色，但乡间依然洁白如新，那远在几英里之外的雪景也只要一抬头就能望见。整座城市弥漫在难以名状的畅快呼吸中，充实的心在胸中轻盈地跳动。这是新年的气象。

新年是一个隆重的民族节日，也是家庭聚会和欢宴畅饮的时节。由于加尔文教徒多舛的命运，周年纪念日有时恰好不在星期天，而让人伤心的是酒馆在这天都不开门，从各家各户到大街小巷全都噤声无语，听不见歌声甚至口哨声，连老态龙钟的醉汉也总感觉有人叫他去教堂做礼拜。像是有两个要效忠的国王似的，苏格兰人就这样被左拉右拽，他们必须断事以理，还得小心翼翼地在每周一次的仪式与周年庆典之间找到平衡。我的一个朋友，隔壁住了一群愉快的音乐家，他们即是以这种方式等待着娱乐时间的到来。朋友听见他们在周日晚上十点开始调整乐器，自由的时间临近，每个人便把乐谱打开，有人已把琴弓搭在弦上，有人颠着脚开始倒计时，有人已迫不及待准备演奏。最近的教堂尖塔刚刚敲响第十二下钟声，他们就已开启了一部尘世的华章。

所有家庭里最近都流行一种葡萄干小面包。临近新年的几个星期，糖果店里陈列着一大堆苏格兰黑面包，这种又硬又黑的东西对人体可不好。店里还一圈圈地摆放着奶油酥饼，上面点缀着果皮或糖果，是献给这个季节与亲情的题词，其中最受欢迎的有“来自老烟熏”、“祝大家新年快乐”和“祝家中老人身体健康”。送货员常常要在崎岖狭窄的山路上经过半天的跋涉，才能到达蒂维厄戴尔
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 ，终于在一座农舍前驻足，或来到花楸树丛中的幽谷庄园。当收到包裹时，老人们眼里泛着泪花，感动地为城里那些素昧平生之人做着祈祷。在这个季节，灾难与冲突之年即将来临的当口，人们意识到有必要进一步团结起来，强大这关系链。他们心里筹算着自己有多少朋友，像是在缔结战前同盟似的。每到清晨，祈祷的队伍越来越长，而缺席者的名字将会收归上帝保管。

到了那天，店铺全都和星期天一样关门闭户，只有客栈、玩具店和一些假日商店还开着。大家都盼着收到节日贺礼。邮差与灯夫在他们辖区的每一栋房屋上都留下一首白话诗，一并表达了他们的诉求和感谢。在苏格兰，不乏以细腻的描写和丰沛的情感反映社会现实的诗作，其行文也颇具力量。城里随处可见放假的男孩子们亟不可待地将手中硬币挥霍一空。可去之处不胜枚举，除了那些娇贵的上层人士，所有人都倾巢出动，挤满了大街小巷。四周传来举行圣礼时人们的问候，大家唱着“美好的往昔”，喝着威士忌，吃着黄油酥饼，这是新年的标准餐谱。初来乍到者一小时前见到那么多酩酊大醉的男人，还有些诧异，而这会儿刚过了晌午，连女人也不省人事了。在新年这一天，与不同社会阶层的人士一块儿开怀痛饮，和星期天去教堂一样，都是应尽的义务。有的人已经攒了大概一整月的酬劳，为的就是去角逐这份一年一度的荣誉。许多人衣兜里揣着瓶威士忌，遇着素不相识之人便上前劝酒，弄得泼泼洒洒，好不尴尬。千万别长时间地观察车夫，否则你会手足无措，上也不是下也不是。在水泄不通的街道上，必须谨慎驾驶。新年的信众有的独自一人，有的手挽着手，有的缄口不语，有的喧哗吵嚷，在大街上川流不息，摩肩接踵，时而还有人摔倒，仰面朝天地躺在地上。夜幕降临，许多人已上床休息，或者去了警察局，街道显得宽阔了不少。头戴假面以及新年第一步
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 这类习俗，如今除了乡下已十分罕见。等到钟声敲响，有人在特隆教堂的围栏内宣布新年的到来，人们才开始在各自家中欢宴畅饮，城市也渐渐恢复了平静。然而，想想这一大堆高楼里，尽是空洞的鼾声、空虚的头脑和空空的口袋！

对于上了年纪的人来说，爱丁堡大学曾是他们打雪仗的战场。他们打得声势浩大，其中一次竟演变成了暴乱，甚至动用了军队，这次暴乱也因此被载入史册。可我担心这个伟大的时代即将终结。甚至在我上大学那个年代，人们已开始变得小家子气。溜冰和滑雪现在越来越受青睐，而冰壶这一苏格兰民族的天才创造也不大可能被摒弃。既然吃苏格兰黑面包是爱国的体现，那么扔冰壶也不该排除在外。爱丁堡又长又陡的马路最适于滑雪，淘气的孩子们可以一路兴高采烈地滑着去上学；差役的工作也变成了假日娱乐。至于溜冰，很少有城市愿意慷慨提供场所。位于亚瑟王宝座南面峭壁下的达丁斯顿湖，夏日里一片蔚蓝，不时从芦苇丛中游出一群天鹅，到了冬季它便成了一块天然溜冰场，与卧在绿色海岬上的乡村教堂连成一体，村舍的炊烟从浓密的树林间升起。教堂门前是一座历史悠久的监狱，有罪之人的苦修之处，附近有一块时代久远的上马石，人高马大的地主和农夫们就踩着它爬上马鞍。这里也是普雷斯顿潘斯战役
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 前查理王子过夜的地方，布罗迪会长或者他的团伙，在切瑟尔宅邸盗窃案之前曾从这儿偷走了一把犁刀。湖对岸的高处是克雷格米勒城堡，它与斯图亚特
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 的崇拜者颇有渊源。到了夏天，爬上亚瑟王宝座，达丁斯顿湖的景色很值得一看。不过找一天时间到这儿来溜溜冰更值得一试。人们挤在冰面上轻快地滑行，优雅地前倾着身体，动作千姿百态。人群时而散开时而聚拢，如流水般穿梭着。在半英里之外就能听见冰刀摩擦冰面的声响。夜幕降临，一个个身影渐渐融入暮色之中，来来往往的黑影最后揉作一团，在湖面上缓缓蠕动。没过一会儿，亮起了一支火把，火光迅速划过冰面，画出一道黄颜色的光。接着，火把悉数点亮，点点跳跃的火光弥漫在整个湖面上。
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 原文为苏格兰方言snell、blae、nirly和scowthering。（译注）
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 法夫西南海滨城镇，南临福斯湾。（译注）
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 地名字面意思分别为“寒冷的家”（Cau l d h am e），以及“不厌其烦地刮风”（Blaw-weary）。（译注）
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 地处爱丁堡皇家植物园南面的利斯河南岸。（译注）
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 新年午夜后由高个子黑头发的男性第一个进入家门，被认为可以带来好运。（译注）
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 查尔斯（即“查理王子”）为恢复斯图亚特家族的王位，发动了1745事变，在高地氏族和詹姆斯党支持下，于9月21日在爱丁堡附近的普雷斯顿潘斯打败苏格兰唯一的政府军。（译注）
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 即苏格兰女王玛丽·斯图亚特。（译注）





漫步彭特兰丘陵



爱丁堡市区东、西、北三面临坡而望，地势渐缓，北与大海相连，东有哈丁顿肥沃的农田，向西则是林立斯戈的矿区。唯有南面依山，不断攀升的丘陵居高临下，不仅超越了城堡的高度，就连亚瑟王宝座也相形见绌。四周风光独具：稀稀落落的灌木丛、高低错落的石墙；林木蔚然可观，欣欣向荣，但往往有着北方树种的习性，茁壮却树叶稀疏；处处河流密布，埃斯克河、利斯河、阿蒙德河一路风尘仆仆，在峡谷间蜿蜒流淌；几乎从每一个角度都能一瞥远处的大海与层层山峦。然而，这里的风光虽这般多姿多彩，大部分景致却并不出奇，只有南部连绵的群峰和广阔的视野，才能彰显它的卓然不群。

从巴勒缪尔黑德（弗洛登战役
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 前苏格兰军队的营地）开始，道路顺着漫长的山坡向下延伸，到了两山之间的山脚，有一个税卡。通过税卡，一片空旷的原野随即展现在眼前。就在我写下这些词句的同时，这里的一切在世事变迁中依然是一副古老而陈旧的模样。凿子在一排新建的房屋上叮当作响。这些盖房子的人曾跨过关卡去外面的世界冒险，因此曾一度受人尊敬。现在他们像一群脱缰的小马驹，在这清新的牧场里继续自己的事业。当年比肯斯菲尔德勋爵
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 提出要绞死一名建筑师，以杀鸡儆猴，如今有人看到这一片片在劫难逃的草地，便想如法炮制来威吓这些盖房子的人。看来要想保护哪怕一小块绿野免遭破坏，终须一场公开的较量。就在这里，过去立着一副绞架，上面用铁链吊着两具尸体，周围乌鸦环伺。我小时候曾见过路中间有块平板石，是用来固定绞架的。喜欢凭空想象的人不仅自己相信，还竭力说服别人相信这块石头在日夜低泣，他们肯定还要继续解释说，因为这俩人仅仅只是偷了四便士。

继续前行，经过一条大约两英里的上坡路、一段夏日中漫长炎热的跋涉，便来到费尔迈尔黑德税卡附近的山顶，四条道路在此会合。此地的确名副其实
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 ，微风拂面，令人心旷神怡。山谷对面，群山近在眼前。柯克耶顿山崖上，秃露着数条笔直细长的岩壁，从遥远的法夫都能看见。从此处看阿勒缪尔最为高峻，树林和耕地一直顺着山坡向上攀延。桥拱随着山势在无尽的峡谷间、陡坡上起伏，周围散落着斑驳的石楠和蕨草。高处山丘弥漫着纯净的空气，而丘陵植被则散发出阵阵山野的芬芳，整个山林笼罩在清新怡人的气氛里，而在税卡附近竟能听见杓鹬呼唤同伴的声音。到了迁徙的季节，海鸥便要离开那浪花四溅的海岬，海鸟同山雀全都聚集在费尔迈尔黑德附近，一同觅食，一同啁啾鸣唱。这些长着翅膀的野物在空中交错盘旋，海鸟掠过树梢，在田野里的犁沟间“渔食”。只要在自己的天地里翱翔，这些小小的飞行物便无拘无束。它们和水手一样，靠岸时只要能填饱肚子就心满意足了。

低处是一条小溪，虹桥从溪上跨过。这地方有个乳牛场，而以前曾是一家威士忌酒厂。故事发生在上世纪
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 ，酒厂老板与一位来访的估税员私交甚笃。估税员性情随和，是个友善之人，热衷于交游宴饮之乐。他时不时便要徒步从爱丁堡出发，来检查一下酒厂的库存情况。他倒是很乐意可以借工作之便去探望朋友，但不幸的是他的朋友可能会因为他的屡屡到访而日益亏损。一如往常，估税员爬到费尔迈尔黑德附近，从兜儿里掏出他出行必带的长笛，将它组装好便英姿飒爽地吹起来，仿佛是面对美景有感而发，自娱自乐。“翻越重山的远方”
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 大概是他最喜欢的曲目。第一个音符响起，酒厂老板就竖起了耳朵——这是费尔迈尔黑德的笛声？这是“翻越重山的远方”？一定是他那友善的敌人——估税员来了。即刻备马，将一桶桶威士忌一股脑儿装上马车，向希尔角飞驰而去，把酒埋在柯克耶顿北面苔草丛生的峡谷里。而与此同时，不出所料，厨房里正烹制着肥禽美味，里屋的餐厅也用最干净的桌布布置一新。吹完长笛过完了瘾的估税员没过一会儿便信步而至，一副天真无辜的模样。他发现虹桥上的伙伴们对他的到来完全始料未及，不过仍然很高兴见到他。老板的酒与估税员的长笛凑在一块儿，往往能促进消化。到微醺之时，二人再次以一曲“翻越重山的远方”，伴随着相互心照不宣的眼神，结束了当天的晚宴。无论如何，现实中确有这样一个关于私运货物的故事，充满了几近田园般的淳朴色彩。

由虹桥往前不远，右边的空地上竖立着的一块石头，乡民都叫它“凯将军纪念碑”
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 。据他们说，远在某个混沌的史前时期，一位叫凯的军官战殁于此。这个日期倒挺可靠，因为我估计严谨的作家们都不曾对这位将军的英雄事迹有过记述。然而这块石头却与某种独特的土地制度有关，而自封建社会以来，形形色色的土地制度就一直残存延续至今。每当有统治者途经此地，土地所有者就爬到石柱顶上，手拿小号，极尽自己的音乐本领吹奏一首嘹亮的乐曲。所幸对一个名门望族而言，国王或女王在彭特兰丘陵并没有什么大的产业。但这个故事却给这块石头平添了几分滑稽的色彩，让路过的人有时也忍俊不禁。

迷信之人尤为珍视这一地区。曾经在附近可米斯顿的后门，有个赶路的马车夫见着一位由此经过的女士，她身着白衣，“脚穿一双炫丽生辉的鞋子”，恶狠狠地瞅了他一眼便无影无踪了。正前方就是猎人幽谷，原来是一家路边客栈，不久前刚刚有魔鬼亲临。本地居民曾因为撒旦的到来而生活在水深火热之中。他哀号的声音震撼着楼房的每一个角落，他敲打着门窗，在三更半夜将杯盘碟盏翻个底朝天，在屋顶上跳着亵渎神明的舞蹈。人们使出浑身解数调用所有的灵魂净化剂；上帝选择的牧师们也已经从爱丁堡召集而来，持续不停地做着祷告；虔诚的邻居整夜未眠，吟诵着圣歌，喧声四起。然而撒旦却对这一切熟视无睹，他只关心山顶吹过的风。为恶多年之后，他才转而关注其余的人类，猎人幽谷终于恢复了平静。正是因为凯将军和那位白衣女士，还有这次诡异的灾难，街坊四邻为太阳神话的缔造者们供献了一流的设施。故事里的人倘若全然罔顾驱魔派作家的劝诫，那就只能时时处处风声鹤唳，虚惊自扰了，“那样的夜晚”总会让他的欢乐时光戛然而止，正如彭斯所说——

“那样的夜晚连吃奶孩子也懂事

他知道魔鬼正在把人吃。”
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要是他们带上圣经，通宵达旦坐在荒凉的山坡上，声音颤抖地唱着赞美诗，这时肯定能听见世上最恐怖的鬼泣神号。夜风敲打着大门，在屋顶上朝他们手舞足蹈，越过山棱发出的阵阵号叫笼罩着村舍，如同审判日来临一般。

继续下行穿过一个山谷，开始朝彭特兰丘陵的主峰攀登。一幢白色的农舍置身于古树的环绕中。不远处的幽谷中烟雾升腾，微风拂过，层层树叶如水波般荡漾。抬头仰望，笔直的山峰耸入云霄。周围传来一阵嘈杂声，大约是放羊出圈的时候，羊群在咩咩地叫着。夏日的清晨，天刚蒙蒙亮，犬吠之声或牧羊人的吆喝声便把你叫醒了。这里是斯旺斯顿，村子就藏在背后看不见的地方。

这片谷地与城市直接相连。很久以前，这片世外桃源因为有丰富的泉眼与水潭而被一位爱丁堡的地方官所收购。他们建好房子，铺好管道之后突然发现，这地方很适合开发为政府官员郊游地。有了这个构想，地方官随即开始筹措资金。计划很快就实现了，爱丁堡也很快有了一个可以夸口的市政娱乐场所。山谷被改造成花园，平原与山谷之间阻挡着海风的山丘上，盖起了一幢能瞭望群山的农舍。他们带来了当年修缮圣贾尔斯教堂时遗留下来的卷叶式凸雕和动物造型的漏嘴，把它们布置在山墙、门楣上，以及花园周边。而他们当时采集建筑材料的采石场，则种满了铁线莲和玫瑰花，犹如覆盖着一张华丽的地毯。如此大动干戈，只为赏心悦目。而为了满足物质享受的需求，他们又在山中筑造了一个宽敞的地下室，室内用大块儿的粗凿毛石垒筑。随着时间的推移，树木渐渐长高，绿荫遮蔽着山丘上的农舍，各种常青树也发荣滋长，山谷变成了密林。在这里，这些位高权重的官员终于如释重负，将城市生活中的追名逐利抛诸脑后。他们戴着三角帽在花园里信步漫游，在冬青树丛中往来穿行，手持权杖一边走一边在地上比画着，像是在书写某种密码符号。到了晚上，高处山岭上的牧羊人透过茂密的树叶望去，一扇扇窗通明透亮，远远还传来这些城里来的显贵们高歌欢唱的声音。

斯旺斯顿农场则更为古老，起初它是怀特柯克修道院的田庄，红衣修士在此耕作居住。宗教改革之后，田庄转给了一户虔诚的清教徒人家。在盟约派动乱时期，彭特兰山上举行了一次骑士宗教集会
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 ，农场夜不闭户，热情迎接着前往的人们。奶酪和燕麦饼、牛奶与白兰地塞满了橱柜。做礼拜的人们抓紧仪式的间歇从山上接踵而至，就像参加现代舞会的伴侣在两支舞曲的间歇来到餐厅。在1745年事变
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 中，查理王子军队中劫掠成性的高地人在拂晓时分突袭了斯旺斯顿。已故农场主的曾祖父当年还是孩子，睡梦中床上的毯子突然被人扯掉，方才猝然惊醒。直到年迈时，他还记得那些人凶悍的长相以及满口的污言秽语。乳牛场的搅拌桶里盛满了奶油，他们就欣喜若狂地拿它制作麦片粥。“这可是上好的麦片粥。”其中一人说。最后他们终于逃跑了，离开时像骆驼一样肩扛背驮着掠夺而来的赃物。斯旺斯顿农场也自那时起偏离了历史的轨迹，而我也不知道它将何去何从。阴霾的日子里，云雾笼罩着山冈，屋子里阴郁的气氛令人黯然。而到了炎炎七月，花园则是你能想到的最完美的去处。园中曲径通幽，散布着鲜艳的旧式花圃，花园尽头有一座微缩的山谷，谷中藤蔓攀结，绿苔如茵，瀑布叮咚作响，茂密的树叶遮天蔽日。

背后的小村庄却毫不起眼，仅有寥寥几座农舍伫立在小溪边的草地上。一些人家（苏格兰的一件怪事儿）整洁的室内布置已成为人们效仿的榜样。床铺用拼缀的布料做装饰，橱柜里整齐地陈列着垂柳图案的盘子，地板和桌面用刷子或白色管土收拾得光亮如新，家里唯一的水壶更是擦得锃亮如银。这是残留于乡间的遗迹，映射出一个知足而恬淡的旧时代，这里没有奇闻逸事，没有灯红酒绿，家中之事即是一门艺术。每天傍晚，屋内灯火闪烁，熠熠生辉，这时女主人正双手交叉凝视着她刚刚完成的画作。屋外风雪肆虐，而她待在自己的家里，也就躲进了温馨的港湾。城市远在千里之外，不过附近就是鲍先生
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 创作爱丁堡远景画的取景地（这幅画也收入了本集，只要看看这幅蚀刻插图
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 ，就会发现它近在咫尺）。然而这里的山与这里的人也并不是能轻易改变的。假如你在夏季的某个星期天来这儿散步，牧羊人很可能会让他的狗来咬你。这时一定要镇定。这些牧羊犬在准备攻击的时候看上去很可怕，但其实并无恶意，而且只是先朝你汪汪叫几声，然后就趴在你身边的草地上，对主人的使唤也充耳不闻。

柯克耶顿是整座山脉的东北支，彭特兰丘陵由此向南面和西面不断延伸。站在山顶远眺，广袤无垠的平原缓缓伸向大海，远山形态各异，变幻莫测。法夫与皮布尔斯的山丘、兰默缪尔与奥希尔丘陵磅礴起伏，远影如黛。回望彭特兰丘陵，石楠丛生的群峰间镶嵌着一汪波光粼粼的池水，而山的那一边却是一片荒芜，仿佛看到了加洛韦
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 或阿普尔克罗斯
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 。向北瞭望如同一次旅行。远处的低地上矗立着爱丁堡的身影，晴朗的日子里也雾霭重重，周边城镇向四面延绵数英里。朦胧中隐约可见屹立在城市中央的古堡，而不远处，亚瑟王宝座却赫然醒目。环顾四周，一片片耕地与一丛丛树林、一座座烟雾缭绕的村庄和一条条白色的乡间道路，在崎岖的大地上错落起伏。出城的火车沿着铁路缓慢爬行，小船在福斯湾里迂回前进。巨大的云朵遮天蔽日，阴影随风移动，似乎足以将整个教区吞没。山风吹拂着树林和玉米地，泛起层层波浪，涌动着阵阵变幻的色彩。此时不妨席地而坐，就像朱庇特坐在奥林匹斯山上那样，远远地俯瞰着人间的生活。此刻的城市如同一座空城般寂静：站在山顶，没有一丝说话声或脚步声从嘈杂的大街上传到你的耳朵里。海上的浪花、庄稼汉的呼唤、潺潺的小溪与磨坊里的水轮，伴着鸟鸣和风声，合奏出一支生机勃勃的协奏曲，在平原上空回荡；田野间鸡鸣犬吠之声此起彼伏。站在这座“奥林匹斯山”上侧耳聆听，除了火车低回的嗫嚅，整个世界陷入了一片岑寂，忙碌的城市和乡村都变得安静了。叽叽喳喳的山雀、咩咩叫的羊群、在枯草间低吟的微风，仿佛都不愿打扰这份宁静，而只是默默相伴。但这一切对虔诚的灵魂来说，他听到的是一曲为昔日的人们和田园而作的音乐，是一席对人类命运的沉思之言。塔楼林立的宜居之城、海上的航船、阡陌纵横的沃野、低头吃草的牛羊，以及那井然有序的公路，这一切都在绘声绘色地讲述着人类创造的充满活力而舒适的生活。或许今日的你是那样木讷愚钝，对身边的事物那样漠不关心，但只要你置身于这景色中，一股力量就会让你精神焕发，并神采奕奕地投入劳作中。

正下方就是费尔迈尔黑德，能看见屋顶以及冒着烟的烟囱，两条和细绳差不多粗的道路在一丛树林旁边交会。不知你是否还记得前面那个故事里的估税员，这位老先生呼吸着山上清爽的空气，先是手口配合，用他的风笛吹奏出了清晰的音符，然后又高唱起他喜爱的歌词。一想起他，思绪就会被带到“翻越重山的远方”那路途迢迢的旷野。从这里看到的爱丁堡不再是那个矗立在一隅之地上的城市，此时你若是一位俯视地球的主宰者，将会看到整个欧洲以及深邃的大海都环绕着她。因为每个可到之处，都是世界的中心，道路由此通达四方，航船由此驶向彼岸。教区的边界并不比帝国的疆界更虚幻，一个人坐在自己的书房里秉笔疾书，一座城市便因此声名远播，她的面貌便为人所知。不论走到哪儿，中国或是秘鲁，爱丁堡人总会带上那些无法抹去的记忆——心中生动的画面——城堡峭壁上的落日余晖、那些雪景或是错落交织的街灯，在辛劳工作的间歇欣然回味一番。假如他们有缘遇到这本书，即可看到更多家乡的写生了；假如他们还能认出自己曾经住过的房子、曾经走过的街道，将会感受到些许温情。










从司各特纪念塔上眺望爱丁堡城堡
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 发生在1513年9月9日英格兰北部诺森伯兰郡的一场战役。苏格兰国王詹姆斯四世率军入侵英格兰，被萨里伯爵领导的英格兰军击败，詹姆斯四世战死。（译注）
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 即第一代比肯斯菲尔德伯爵（1st Earl of Beaconsfield，1804—1881），本名本杰明·迪斯雷利（Benjamin Disraeli），英国保守党政治家、作家，曾两次担任英国首相。（译注）
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 该地名意为“方圆一英里天气怡人的山头”。（译注）
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 指17世纪。（译注）
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 一首传统英文歌曲，最早出现于17世纪，至今有多个版本传唱。（译注）
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 一座高约2.7米的纪念石碑。一说它是皮克特人与罗马人的战争遗址，另一种说法认为它可能是新石器时代举行宗教仪式的场所。（译注）





[147]

 出自彭斯的长诗“汤姆·奥桑特”（“Tam o’Shanter”），王佐良译（《彭斯诗选》，人民文学出版社1985年版第166页）。（译注）
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 查理二世复辟后，苏格兰盟约派在山区秘密集会布道，遭到残酷迫害，导致1666年的武装反抗。盟约派最终在彭特兰山区被击溃，史称“彭特兰起义”。（译注）
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 为恢复斯图亚特家族的王位，1745年7月23日，查尔斯（即“查理王子”）登陆苏格兰埃里斯凯，在高地氏族和詹姆斯党支持下进攻爱丁堡，并取得节节胜利，直到1746年4月16日的卡洛登沼泽战役，查尔斯战败并流亡国外。（译注）
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 塞缪尔·鲍（Samuel Bough，1822—1878），出生于英格兰的风景画画家，其绘画生涯大部分都在苏格兰度过。（译注）
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 本书初版插图之一。
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 苏格兰的一个行政区，属邓弗里斯—加洛韦行政区。（译注）
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 苏格兰西海岸的一个半岛，属高地行政区。（译注）





译后记



张寅找到我说要译这本书时，确实给了我不小的惊奇。

惊奇他试译段子中辞采华美的笔锋，惊奇他作为英文教师不露声色的低调，也惊奇他偏偏挑了这本《爱丁堡笔记》，让我有幸在与他将本书付诸出版时，又拾起关于那里的一点一滴。

这是一本将爱丁堡讲述得酣畅淋漓的书——史蒂文森生于爱丁堡，毕业于爱丁堡大学法律系，一生为肺病所扰，周游各地养病，却无时无刻不牵挂着故乡。本书是他致礼故乡的作品，而专论爱丁堡的也仅此一部。正如一句评论，“在史蒂文森献给故土动人的书中，浪漫与罪恶并肩而行”。他的书似一幅带着理想色彩的地图，随着历史之线索，徐徐铺开各个区域的面貌、逸事，又有如寄向故土的信，毫无美化矫饰，字里行间都是未尽的念想。作者之博闻广识，让书本饱含思想灵光与珠玑之语。

而对译者而言，翻译一名律师出身的作家复杂的句子结构、差异细微的词汇，加上频繁穿插其中的苏格兰方言，并不是手到擒来的易事。从三月末到今日出版之时，张寅在这本书上耗费了大量心血。一部分在于查实相对冷僻的史料与短语，一部分在于还原作者细腻的手笔与情感。为了不折损书的真实性，他在考察史实方面极为严谨，一个人名要来回核实几次；编书期间的批注，其实大多是想法，他却一一作答，有些回答其周详细致实在令人赞叹不已。在遣词造句上，更可谓辞趣翩翩又妥当切中，读来像是一位极熟悉作者之友人的悉心笔耕。尊重最终结出了值得信赖的果实。

将这样一本译作推向出版，无疑是极具价值的。不仅重在怡情理性的层面，还重在于这个随着人际关系、道德伦理与物质环境变迁而来的故乡观念瓦解的时代，重新挖掘“人”与“故乡”的关系，远行者与记忆中老城烟雾、钟摆嘀嗒与渐次点亮的街灯的关系。沈从文曾写道：“现在还有许多人生活在那个城里，我却常常生活在那个小城过去给我的印象里。”在故乡逐渐消失的年代，有多少人如史蒂文森于爱丁堡、乔伊斯于都柏林一样终生游离，又有多少人能如他们一样，愿意驻足稍许，诚挚地向自己心灵深处张望。生命厚重的根基不该因流动性而弱化，在他的笔端，我们将看到很多似曾相识的事例、身影与情感，也将更加领会到故乡的意义——它远远不止文人骚客的一缕闲愁。

离开桃花纷飞的爱丁堡也已有年头了，而与张寅的合作让我再次感受到它的力量。对于广大读者而言，纸上的风景间可嗅到生活的气息，相信更多的人都会如史蒂文森所述，被乡野山间牢牢捕获年轻的眼睛，心随即为着远行和纯净的空气跳动。感谢译言在编译过程中的帮助，限于时间和条件，对于本书中的缺漏，不当之处，殷切期望读者与译界同仁不吝赐教，以便不断补正，日臻完善。

郭欣

2013年10月




CHAPTER I INTRODUCTORY



The ancient and famous metropolis of the North sits overlooking a windy estuary from the slope and summit of three hills. No situation could be more commanding for the head city of a kingdom; none better chosen for noble prospects. From her tall precipice and terraced gardens she looks far and wide on the sea and broad champaigns. To the east you may catch at sunset the spark of the May lighthouse, where the Firth expands into the German Ocean; and away to the west, over all the carse of Stirling, you can see the first snows upon Ben Ledi.

But Edinburgh pays cruelly for her high seat in one of the vilest climates under heaven. She is liable to be beaten upon by all the winds that blow, to be drenched with rain, to be buried in cold sea fogs out of the east, and powdered with the snow as it comes flying southward from the Highland hills. The weather is raw and boisterous in winter, shifty and ungenial in summer, and a downright meteorological purgatory in the spring. The delicate die early, and I, as a survivor, among bleak winds and plumping rain, have been sometimes tempted to envy them their fate. For all who love shelter and the blessings of the sun, who hate dark weather and perpetual tilting against squalls, there could scarcely be found a more unhomely and harassing place of residence. Many such aspire angrily after that Somewhere-else of the imagination, where all troubles are supposed to end. They lean over the great bridge which joins the New Town with the Old—that windiest spot, or high altar, in this northern temple of the winds—and watch the trains smoking out from under them and vanishing into the tunnel on a voyage to brighter skies. Happy the passengers who shake off the dust of Edinburgh, and have heard for the last time the cry of the east wind among her chimney-tops! And yet the place establishes an interest in people’s hearts; go where they will, they find no city of the same distinction; go where they will, they take a pride in their old home.

Venice, it has been said, differs from another cities in the sentiment which she inspires. The rest may have admirers; she only, a famous fair one, counts lovers in her train. And, indeed, even by her kindest friends, Edinburgh is not considered in a similar sense. These like her for many reasons, not any one of which is satisfactory in itself. They like her whimsically, if you will, and somewhat as a virtuoso dotes upon his cabinet. Her attraction is romantic in the narrowest meaning of the term. Beautiful as she is, she is not so much beautiful as interesting. She is pre-eminently Gothic, and all the more so since she has set herself off with some Greek airs, and erected classic temples on her crags. In a word, and above all, she is a curiosity. The Palace of Holyrood has been left aside in the growth of Edinburgh, and stands grey and silent in a workman’s quarter and among breweries and gas works. It is a house of many memories. Great people of yore, kings and queens, buffoons and grave ambassadors, played their stately farce for centuries in Holyrood. Wars have been plotted, dancing has lasted deep into the night,—murder has been done in its chambers. There Prince Charlie held his phantom levees, and in a very gallant manner represented a fallen dynasty for some hours. Now, all these things of clay are mingled with the dust, the king’s crown itself is shown for sixpence to the vulgar; but the stone palace has outlived these charges. For fifty weeks together, it is no more than a show for tourists and a museum of old furniture; but on the fifty-first, behold the palace reawakened and mimicking its past. The Lord Commissioner, a kind of stage sovereign, sits among stage courtiers; a coach and six and clattering escort come and go before the gate; at night, the windows are lighted up, and its near neighbours, the workmen, may dance in their own houses to the palace music. And in this the palace is typical. There is a spark among the embers; from time to time the old volcano smokes. Edinburgh has but partly abdicated, and still wears, in parody, her metropolitan trappings. Half a capital and half a country town, the whole city leads a double existence; it has long trances of the one and flashes of the other; like the king of the Black Isles, it is half alive and half a monumental marble. There are armed men and cannon in the citadel overhead; you may see the troops marshalled on the high parade; and at night after the early winter even-fall, and in the morning before the laggard winter dawn, the wind carries abroad over Edinburgh the sound of drums and bugles. Grave judges sit bewigged in what was once the scene of imperial deliberations. Close by in the High Street perhaps the trumpets may sound about the stroke of noon; and you see a troop of citizens in tawdry masquerade; tabard above, heather-mixture trowser below, and the men themselves trudging in the mud among unsympathetic by-standers. The grooms of a well-appointed circus tread the streets with a better presence. And yet these are the Heralds and Pursuivants of Scotland, who are about to proclaim a new law of the United Kingdom before two-score boys, and thieves, and hackney-coachmen. Meanwhile every hour the bell of the University rings out over the hum of the streets, and every hour a double tide of students, coming and going, fills the deep archways. And lastly, one night in the springtime—or say one morning rather, at the peep of day—late folk may hear voices of many men singing a psalm in unison from a church on one side of the old High Street; and a little after, or perhaps a little before, the sound of many men singing a psalm in unison from another church on the opposite side of the way. There will be something in the words above the dew of Hermon, and how goodly it is to see brethren dwelling together in unity. And the late folk will tell themselves that all this singing denotes the conclusion of two yearly ecclesiastical parliaments—the parliaments of Churches which are brothers in many admirable virtues, but not specially like brothers in this particular of a tolerant and peaceful life.

Again, meditative people will find a charm in a certain consonancy between the aspect of the city and its odd and stirring history. Few places, if any, offer a more barbaric display of contrasts to the eye. In the very midst stands one of the most satisfactory crags in nature—a Bass Rock upon dry land, rooted in a garden shaken by passing trains, carrying a crown of battlements and turrets, and describing its war-like shadow over the liveliest and brightest thoroughfare of the new town. From their smoky beehives, ten stories high, the unwashed look down upon the open squares and gardens of the wealthy; and gay people sunning themselves along Princes Street, with its mile of commercial palaces all beflagged upon some great occasion, see, across a gardened valley set with statues, where the washings of the Old Town flutter in the breeze at its high windows. And then, upon all sides, what a clashing of architecture! In this one valley, where the life of the town goes most busily forward, there may be seen, shown one above and behind another by the accidents of the ground, buildings in almost every style upon the globe. Egyptian and Greek temples, Venetian palaces and Gothic spires, are huddled one over another in a most admired disorder; while, above all, the brute mass of the Castle and the summit of Arthur’s Seat look down upon these imitations with a becoming dignity, as the works of Nature may look down the monuments of Art. But Nature is a more indiscriminate patroness than we imagine, and in no way frightened of a strong effect. The birds roost as willingly among the Corinthian capitals as in the crannies of the crag; the same atmosphere and daylight clothe the eternal rock and yesterday’s imitation portico; and as the soft northern sunshine throws out everything into a glorified distinctness—or easterly mists, coming up with the blue evening, fuse all these incongruous features into one, and the lamps begin to glitter along the street, and faint lights to burn in the high windows across the valley—the feeling grows upon you that this also is a piece of nature in the most intimate sense; that this profusion of eccentricities, this dream in masonry and living rock, is not a drop-scene in a theatre, but a city in the world of every-day reality, connected by railway and telegraph-wire with all the capitals of Europe, and inhabited by citizens of the familiar type, who keep ledgers, and attend church, and have sold their immortal portion to a daily paper. By all the canons of romance, the place demands to be half deserted and leaning towards decay; birds we might admit in profusion, the play of the sun and winds, and a few gipsies encamped in the chief thoroughfare; but these citizens with their cabs and tramways, their trains and posters, are altogether out of key. Chartered tourists, they make free with historic localities, and rear their young among the most picturesque sites with a grand human indifference. To see them thronging by, in their neat clothes and conscious moral rectitude, and with a little air of possession that verges on the absurd, is not the least striking feature of the place. 
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And the story of the town is as eccentric as its appearance. For centuries it was a capital thatched with heather, and more than once, in the evil days of English invasion, it has gone up in flame to heaven, a beacon to ships at sea. It was the jousting-ground of jealous nobles, not only on Greenside, or by the King’s Stables, where set tournaments were fought to the sound of trumpets and under the authority of the royal presence, but in every alley where there was room to cross swords, and in the main street, where popular tumult under the Blue Blanket alternated with the brawls of outlandish clansmen and retainers. Down in the palace John Knox reproved his queen in the accents of modern democracy. In the town, in one of those little shops plastered like so many swallows’ nests among the buttresses of the old Cathedral, that familiar autocrat, James VI., would gladly share a bottle of wine with George Heriot the goldsmith. Up on the Pentland Hills, that so quietly look down on the Castle with the city lying in waves around it, those mad and dismal fanatics, the Sweet Singers, haggard from long exposure on the moors, sat day and night with ‘tearful psalmns’ to see Edinburgh consumed with fire from heaven, like another Sodom or Gomorrah. There, in the Grass-market, stiff-necked, covenanting heroes, offered up the often unnecessary, but not less honourable, sacrifice of their lives, and bade eloquent farewell to sun, moon, and stars, and earthly friendships, or died silent to the roll of drums. Down by yon outlet rode Grahame of Claverhouse and his thirty dragoons, with the town beating to arms behind their horses’ tails—a sorry handful thus riding for their lives, but with a man at the head who was to return in a different temper, make a dash that staggered Scotland to the heart, and die happily in the thick of fight. There Aikenhead was hanged for a piece of boyish incredulity; there, a few years afterwards, David Hume ruined Philosophy and Faith, an undisturbed and well-reputed citizen; and thither, in yet a few years more, Burns came from the plough-tail, as to an academy of gilt unbelief and artificial letters. There, when the great exodus was made across the valley, and the New Town began to spread abroad its draughty parallelograms, and rear its long frontage on the opposing hill, there was such a flitting, such a change of domicile and dweller, as was never excelled in the history of cities: the cobbler succeeded the earl; the beggar ensconced himself by the judge’s chimney; what had been a palace was used as a pauper refuge; and great mansions were so parcelled out among the least and lowest in society, that the hearthstone of the old proprietor was thought large enough to be partitioned off into a bedroom by the new.

Footnotes:
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 These sentences have, I hear, given offence in my native town, and a proportionable pleasure to our rivals of Glasgow. I confess the news caused me both pain and merriment. May I remark, as a balm for wounded fellow-townsmen, that there is nothing deadly in my accusations? Small blame to them if they keep ledgers: ’tis an excellent business habit. Churchgoing is not, that ever I heard, a subject of reproach; decency of linen is a mark of prosperous affairs, and conscious moral rectitude one of the tokens of good living. It is not their fault it the city calls for something more specious by way of inhabitants. A man in a frock-coat looks out of place upon an Alp or Pyramid, although he has the virtues of a Peabody and the talents of a Bentham. And let them console themselves—they do as well as anybody else; the population of (let us say) Chicago would cut quite as rueful a figure on the same romantic stage. To the Glasgow people I would say only one word, but that is of gold; I have not yet written a book about Glasgow.





CHAPTER II OLD TOWN—THE LANDS



The Old Town, it is pretended, is the chief characteristic, and, from a picturesque point of view, the liver-wing of Edinburgh. It is one of the most common forms of depreciation to throw cold water on the whole by adroit over-commendation of a part, since everything worth judging, whether it be a man, a work of art, or only a fine city, must be judged upon its merits as a whole. The Old Town depends for much of its effect on the new quarters that lie around it, on the sufficiency of its situation, and on the hills that back it up. If you were to set it somewhere else by itself, it would look remarkably like Stirling in a bolder and loftier edition. The point is to see this embellished Stirling planted in the midst of a large, active, and fantastic modern city; for there the two re-act in a picturesque sense, and the one is the making of the other.

The Old Town occupies a sloping ridge or tail of diluvial matter, protected, in some subsidence of the waters, by the Castle cliffs which fortify it to the west. On the one side of it and the other the new towns of the south and of the north occupy their lower, broader, and more gentle hill-tops. Thus, the quarter of the Castle over-tops the whole city and keeps an open view to sea and land. It dominates for miles on every side; and people on the decks of ships, or ploughing in quiet country places over in Fife, can see the banner on the Castle battlements, and the smoke of the Old Town blowing abroad over the subjacent country. A city that is set upon a hill. It was, I suppose, from this distant aspect that she got her nickname of Auld Reekie
 . Perhaps it was given her by people who had never crossed her doors: day after day, from their various rustic Pisgahs, they had seen the pile of building on the hill-top, and the long plume of smoke over the plain; so it appeared to them; so it had appeared to their fathers tilling the same field; and as that was all they knew of the place, it could be all expressed in these two words.

Indeed, even on a nearer view, the Old Town is properly smoked; and though it is well washed with rain all the year round, it has a grim and sooty aspect among its younger suburbs. It grew, under the law that regulates the growth of walled cities in precarious situations, not in extent, but in height and density. Public buildings were forced, wherever there was room for them, into the midst of thoroughfares; thorough—fares were diminished into lanes; houses sprang up story after story, neighbour mounting upon neighbour’s shoulder, as in some Black Hole of Calcutta, until the population slept fourteen or fifteen deep in a vertical direction. The tallest of these lands
 , as they are locally termed, have long since been burnt out; but to this day it is not uncommon to see eight or ten windows at a flight; and the cliff of building which hangs imminent over Waverley Bridge would still put many natural precipices to shame. The cellars are already high above the gazer’s head, planted on the steep hill-side; as for the garret, all the furniture may be in the pawn-shop, but it commands a famous prospect to the Highland hills. The poor man may roost up there in the centre of Edinburgh, and yet have a peep of the green country from his window; he shall see the quarters of the well-to-do fathoms underneath, with their broad squares and gardens; he shall have nothing overhead but a few spires, the stone top-gallants of the city; and perhaps the wind may reach him with a rustic pureness, and bring a smack of the sea or of flowering lilacs in the spring.

It is almost the correct literary sentiment to deplore the revolutionary improvements of Mr. Chambers and his following. It is easy to be a conservator of the discomforts of others; indeed, it is only our good qualities we find it irksome to conserve. Assuredly, in driving streets through the black labyrinth, a few curious old corners have been swept away, and some associations turned out of house and home. But what slices of sunlight, what breaths of clean air, have been let in! And what a picturesque world remains untouched! You go under dark arches, and down dark stairs and alleys. The way is so narrow that you can lay a hand on either wall; so steep that, in greasy winter weather, the pavement is almost as treacherous as ice. Washing dangles above washing from the windows; the houses bulge outwards upon flimsy brackets; you see a bit of sculpture in a dark corner; at the top of all, a gable and a few crowsteps are printed on the sky. Here, you come into a court where the children are at play and the grown people sit upon their doorsteps, and perhaps a church spire shows itself above the roofs. Here, in the narrowest of the entry, you find a great old mansion still erect, with some insignia of its former state—some scutcheon, some holy or courageous motto, on the lintel. The local antiquary points out where famous and well-born people had their lodging; and as you look up, out pops the head of a slatternly woman from the countess’s window. The Bedouins camp within Pharaoh’s palace walls, and the old war-ship is given over to the rats. We are already a far way from the days when powdered heads were plentiful in these alleys, with jolly, port-wine faces underneath. Even in the chief thoroughfares Irish washings flutter at the windows, and the pavements are encumbered with loiterers.

These loiterers are a true character of the scene. Some shrewd Scotch workmen may have paused on their way to a job, debating Church affairs and politics with their tools upon their arm. But the most part are of a different order—skulking jail-birds; unkempt, bare-foot children; big-mouthed, robust women, in a sort of uniform of striped flannel petticoat and short tartan shawl; among these, a few surpervising constables and a dismal sprinkling of mutineers and broken men from higher ranks in society, with some mark of better days upon them, like a brand. In a place no larger than Edinburgh, and where the traffic is mostly centred in five or six chief streets, the same face comes often under the notice of an idle stroller. In fact, from this point of view, Edinburgh is not so much a small city as the largest of small towns. It is scarce possible to avoid observing your neighbours; and I never yet heard of any one who tried. It has been my fortune, in this anonymous accidental way, to watch more than one of these downward travellers for some stages on the road to ruin. One man must have been upwards of sixty before I first observed him, and he made then a decent, personable figure in broad-cloth of the best. For three years he kept falling—grease coming and buttons going from the square-skirted coat, the face puffing and pimpling, the shoulders growing bowed, the hair falling scant and grey upon his head; and the last that ever I saw of him, he was standing at the mouth of an entry with several men in moleskin, three parts drunk, and his old black raiment daubed with mud. I fancy that I still can hear him laugh. There was something heart-breaking in this gradual declension at so advanced an age; you would have thought a man of sixty out of the reach of these calamities; you would have thought that he was niched by that time into a safe place in life, whence he could pass quietly and honourably into the grave.

One of the earliest marks of these dégringolades
 is, that the victim begins to disappear from the New Town thoroughfares, and takes to the High Street, like a wounded animal to the woods. And such an one is the type of the quarter. It also has fallen socially. A scutcheon over the door somewhat jars in sentiment where there is a washing at every window. The old man, when I saw him last, wore the coat in which he had played the gentleman three years before; and that was just what gave him so pre-eminent an air of wretchedness.

It is true that the over-population was at least as dense in the epoch of lords and ladies, and that now-a-days some customs which made Edinburgh notorious of yore have been fortunately pretermitted. But an aggregation of comfort is not distasteful like an aggregation of the reverse. Nobody cares how many lords and ladies, and divines and lawyers, may have been crowded into these houses in the past—perhaps the more the merrier. The glasses clink around the china punch-bowl, some one touches the virginals, there are peacocks’ feathers on the chimney, and the tapers burn clear and pale in the red firelight. That is not an ugly picture in itself, nor will it become ugly upon repetition. All the better if the like were going on in every second room; the land
 would only look the more inviting. Times are changed. In one house, perhaps, two-score families herd together; and, perhaps, not one of them is wholly out of the reach of want. The great hotel is given over to discomfort from the foundation to the chimney-tops; everywhere a pinching, narrow habit, scanty meals, and an air of sluttishness and dirt. In the first room there is a birth, in another a death, in a third a sordid drinking-bout, and the detective and the Bible-reader cross upon the stairs. High words are audible from dwelling to dwelling, and children have a strange experience from the first; only a robust soul, you would think, could grow up in such conditions without hurt. And even if God tempers His dispensations to the young, and all the ill does not arise that our apprehensions may forecast, the sight of such a way of living is disquieting to people who are more happily circumstanced. Social inequality is nowhere more ostentatious than at Edinburgh. I have mentioned already how, to the stroller along Princes Street, the High Street callously exhibits its back garrets. It is true, there is a garden between. And although nothing could be more glaring by way of contrast, sometimes the opposition is more immediate; sometimes the thing lies in a nutshell, and there is not so much as a blade of grass between the rich and poor. To look over the South Bridge and see the Cowgate below full of crying hawkers, is to view one rank of society from another in the twinkling of an eye.

One night I went along the Cowgate after every one was a-bed but the policeman, and stopped by hazard before a tall land
 . The moon touched upon its chimneys, and shone blankly on the upper windows; there was no light anywhere in the great bulk of building; but as I stood there it seemed to me that I could hear quite a body of quiet sounds from the interior; doubtless there were many clocks ticking, and people snoring on their backs. And thus, as I fancied, the dense life within made itself faintly audible in my ears, family after family contributing its quota to the general hum, and the whole pile beating in tune to its timepieces, like a great disordered heart. Perhaps it was little more than a fancy altogether, but it was strangely impressive at the time, and gave me an imaginative measure of the disproportion between the quantity of living flesh and the trifling walls that separated and contained it.

There was nothing fanciful, at least, but every circumstance of terror and reality, in the fall of the land
 in the High Street. The building had grown rotten to the core; the entry underneath had suddenly closed up so that the scavenger’s barrow could not pass; cracks and reverberations sounded through the house at night; the inhabitants of the huge old human bee-hive discussed their peril when they encountered on the stair; some had even left their dwellings in a panic of fear, and returned to them again in a fit of economy or self-respect; when, in the black hours of a Sunday morning, the whole structure ran together with a hideous uproar and tumbled story upon story to the ground. The physical shock was felt far and near; and the moral shock travelled with the morning milkmaid into all the suburbs. The church-bells never sounded more dismally over Edinburgh than that grey forenoon. Death had made a brave harvest, and, like Samson, by pulling down one roof, destroyed many a home. None who saw it can have forgotten the aspect of the gable; here it was plastered, there papered, according to the rooms; here the kettle still stood on the hob, high overhead; and there a cheap picture of the Queen was pasted over the chimney. So, by this disaster, you had a glimpse into the life of thirty families, all suddenly cut off from the revolving years. The land
 had fallen; and with the land
 how much! Far in the country, people saw a gap in the city ranks, and the sun looked through between the chimneys in an unwonted place. And all over the world, in London, in Canada, in New Zealand, fancy what a multitude of people could exclaim with truth: ‘The house that I was born in fell last night!’








CHAPTER III THE PARLIAMENT CLOSE



Time has wrought its changes most notably around the precincts of St. Giles’s Church. The church itself, if it were not for the spire, would be unrecognisable; the Krames
 are all gone, not a shop is left to shelter in its buttresses; and zealous magistrates and a misguided architect have shorn the design of manhood, and left it poor, naked, and pitifully pretentious. As St. Giles’s must have had in former days a rich and quaint appearance now forgotten, so the neighbourhood was bustling, sunless, and romantic. It was here that the town was most overbuilt; but the overbuilding has been all rooted out, and not only a free fair-way left along the High Street with an open space on either side of the church, but a great porthole, knocked in the main line of the lands
 , gives an outlook to the north and the New Town.

There is a silly story of a subterranean passage between the Castle and Holyrood, and a bold Highland piper who volunteered to explore its windings. He made his entrance by the upper end, playing a strathspey; the curious footed it after him down the street, following his descent by the sound of the chanter from below; until all of a sudden, about the level of St. Giles’s, the music came abruptly to an end, and the people in the street stood at fault with hands uplifted. Whether he was choked with gases, or perished in a quag, or was removed bodily by the Evil One, remains a point of doubt; but the piper has never again been seen or heard of from that day to this. Perhaps he wandered down into the land of Thomas the Rhymer, and some day, when it is least expected, may take a thought to revisit the sunlit upper world. That will be a strange moment for the cabmen on the stance besides St. Giles’s, when they hear the drone of his pipes reascending from the bowels of the earth below their horses’ feet.

But it is not only pipers who have vanished, many a solid bulk of masonry has been likewise spirited into the air. Here, for example, is the shape of a heart let into the causeway. This was the site of the Tolbooth, the Heart of Midlothian, a place old in story and namefather to a noble book. The walls are now down in the dust; there is no more squalor carceris
 for merry debtors, no more cage for the old, acknowledged prison-breaker; but the sun and the wind play freely over the foundations of the jail. Nor is this the only memorial that the pavement keeps of former days. The ancient burying-ground of Edinburgh lay behind St. Giles’s Church, running downhill to the Cowgate and covering the site of the present Parliament House. It has disappeared as utterly as the prison or the Luckenbooths; and for those ignorant of its history, I know only one token that remains. In the Parliament Close, trodden daily underfoot by advocates, two letters and a date mark the resting-place of the man who made Scotland over again in his own image, the indefatigable, undissuadable John Knox. He sleeps within call of the church that so often echoed to his preaching.

Hard by the reformer, a bandy-legged and garlanded Charles Second, made of lead, bestrides a tun-bellied charger. The King has his backed turned, and, as you look, seems to be trotting clumsily away from such a dangerous neighbour. Often, for hours together, these two will be alone in the Close, for it lies out of the way of all but legal traffic. On one side the south wall of the church, on the other the arcades of the Parliament House, enclose this irregular bight of causeway and describe their shadows on it in the sun. At either end, from round St. Giles’s buttresses, you command a look into the High Street with its motley passengers; but the stream goes by, east and west, and leaves the Parliament Close to Charles the Second and the birds. Once in a while, a patient crowd may be seen loitering there all day, some eating fruit, some reading a newspaper; and to judge by their quiet demeanour, you would think they were waiting for a distribution of soup-tickets. The fact is far otherwise; within in the Justiciary Court a man is upon trial for his life, and these are some of the curious for whom the gallery was found too narrow. Towards afternoon, if the prisoner is unpopular, there will be a round of hisses when he is brought forth. Once in a while, too, an advocate in wig and gown, hand upon mouth, full of pregnant nods, sweeps to and fro in the arcade listening to an agent; and at certain regular hours a whole tide of lawyers hurries across the space.

The Parliament Close has been the scene of marking incidents in Scottish history. Thus, when the Bishops were ejected from the Convention in 1688, ‘all fourteen of them gathered together with pale faces and stood in a cloud in the Parliament Close:’ poor episcopal personages who were done with fair weather for life! Some of the west-country Societarians standing by, who would have ‘rejoiced more than in great sums’ to be at their hanging, hustled them so rudely that they knocked their heads together. It was not magnanimous behaviour to dethroned enemies; but one, at least, of the Societarians had groaned in the boots
 , and they had all seen their dear friends upon the scaffold. Again, at the ‘woeful Union,’ it was here that people crowded to escort their favourite from the last of Scottish parliaments: people flushed with nationality, as Boswell would have said, ready for riotous acts, and fresh from throwing stones at the author of ‘Robinson Crusoe’ as he looked out of window.

One of the pious in the seventeenth century, going to pass his trials
 (examinations as we now say) for the Scottish Bar, beheld the Parliament Close open and had a vision of the mouth of Hell. This, and small wonder, was the means of his conversion. Nor was the vision unsuitable to the locality; for after an hospital, what uglier piece is there in civilisation than a court of law? Hither come envy, malice, and all uncharitableness to wrestle it out in public tourney; crimes, broken fortunes, severed households, the knave and his victim, gravitate to this low building with the arcade. To how many has not St. Giles’s bell told the first hour after ruin? I think I see them pause to count the strokes, and wander on again into the moving High Street, stunned and sick at heart.

A pair of swing doors gives admittance to a hall with a carved roof, hung with legal portraits, adorned with legal statuary, lighted by windows of painted glass, and warmed by three vast fires. This is the Salle des pas perdus
 of the Scottish Bar. Here, by a ferocious custom, idle youths must promenade from ten till two. From end to end, singly or in pairs or trios, the gowns and wigs go back and forward. Through a hum of talk and footfalls, the piping tones of a Macer announce a fresh cause and call upon the names of those concerned. Intelligent men have been walking here daily for ten or twenty years without a rag of business or a shilling of reward. In process of time, they may perhaps be made the Sheriff-Substitute and Fountain of Justice at Lerwick or Tobermory. There is nothing required, you would say, but a little patience and a taste for exercise and bad air. To breathe dust and bombazine, to feed the mind on cackling gossip, to hear three parts of a case and drink a glass of sherry, to long with indescribable longings for the hour when a man may slip out of his travesty and devote himself to golf for the rest of the afternoon, and to do this day by day and year after year, may seem so small a thing to the inexperienced! But those who have made the experiment are of a different way of thinking, and count it the most arduous form of idleness.

More swing doors open into pigeon-holes where judges of the First Appeal sit singly, and halls of audience where the supreme Lords sit by three or four. Here, you may see Scott’s place within the bar, where he wrote many a page of Waverley novels to the drone of judicial proceeding. You will hear a good deal of shrewdness, and, as their Lordships do not altogether disdain pleasantry, a fair proportion of dry fun. The broadest of broad Scotch is now banished from the bench; but the courts still retain a certain national flavour. We have a solemn enjoyable way of lingering on a case. We treat law as a fine art, and relish and digest a good distinction. There is no hurry: point after point must be rightly examined and reduced to principle; judge after judge must utter forth his obiter dicta
 to delighted brethren.

Besides the courts, there are installed under the same roof no less than three libraries: two of no mean order; confused and semi-subterranean, full of stairs and galleries; where you may see the most studious-looking wigs fishing out novels by lanthorn light, in the very place where the old Privy Council tortured Covenanters. As the Parliament House is built upon a slope, although it presents only one story to the north, it measures half-a-dozen at least upon the south; and range after range of vaults extend below the libraries. Few places are more characteristic of this hilly capital. You descend one stone stair after another, and wander, by the flicker of a match, in a labyrinth of stone cellars. Now, you pass below the Outer Hall and hear overhead, brisk but ghostly, the interminable pattering of legal feet. Now, you come upon a strong door with a wicket: on the other side are the cells of the police office and the trap-stair that gives admittance to the dock in the Justiciary Court. Many a foot that has gone up there lightly enough, has been dead-heavy in the descent. Many a man’s life has been argued away from him during long hours in the court above. But just now that tragic stage is empty and silent like a church on a week-day, with the bench all sheeted up and nothing moving but the sunbeams on the wall. A little farther and you strike upon a room, not empty like the rest, but crowded with productions
 from bygone criminal cases: a grim lumber: lethal weapons, poisoned organs in a jar, a door with a shot-hole through the panel, behind which a man fell dead. I cannot fancy why they should preserve them unless it were against the Judgment Day. At length, as you continue to descend, you see a peep of yellow gaslight and hear a jostling, whispering noise ahead; next moment you turn a corner, and there, in a whitewashed passage, is a machinery belt industriously turning on its wheels. You would think the engine had grown there of its own accord, like a cellar fungus, and would soon spin itself out and fill the vaults from end to end with its mysterious labours. In truth, it is only some gear of the steam ventilator; and you will find the engineers at hand, and may step out of their door into the sunlight. For all this while, you have not been descending towards the earth’s centre, but only to the bottom of the hill and the foundations of the Parliament House; low down, to be sure, but still under the open heaven and in a field of grass. The daylight shines garishly on the back windows of the Irish quarter; on broken shutters, wry gables, old palsied houses on the brink of ruin, a crumbling human pig-sty fit for human pigs. There are few signs of life, besides a scanty washing or a face at a window: the dwellers are abroad, but they will return at night and stagger to their pallets.




CHAPTER IV LEGENDS



The character of a place is often most perfectly expressed in its associations. An event strikes root and grows into a legend, when it has happened amongst congenial surroundings. Ugly actions, above all in ugly places, have the true romantic quality, and become an undying property of their scene. To a man like Scott, the different appearances of nature seemed each to contain its own legend ready made, which it was his to call forth: in such or such a place, only such or such events ought with propriety to happen; and in this spirit he made the Lady of the Lake
 for Ben Venue, the Heart of Midlothian
 for Edinburgh, and the Pirate
 , so indifferently written but so romantically conceived, for the desolate islands and roaring tideways of the North. The common run of mankind have, from generation to generation, an instinct almost as delicate as that of Scott; but where he created new things, they only forget what is unsuitable among the old; and by survival of the fittest, a body of tradition becomes a work of art. So, in the low dens and high-flying garrets of Edinburgh, people may go back upon dark passages in the town’s adventures, and chill their marrow with winter’s tales about the fire: tales that are singularly apposite and characteristic, not only of the old life, but of the very constitution of built nature in that part, and singularly well qualified to add horror to horror, when the wind pipes around the tall lands
 , and hoots adown arched passages, and the far-spread wilderness of city lamps keeps quavering and flaring in the gusts.

Here, it is the tale of Begbie the bank-porter, stricken to the heart at a blow and left in his blood within a step or two of the crowded High Street. There, people hush their voices over Burke and Hare; over drugs and violated graves, and the resurrection-men smothering their victims with their knees. Here, again, the fame of Deacon Brodie is kept piously fresh. A great man in his day was the Deacon; well seen in good society, crafty with his hands as a cabinet-maker, and one who could sing a song with taste. Many a citizen was proud to welcome the Deacon to supper, and dismissed him with regret at a timeous hour, who would have been vastly disconcerted had he known how soon, and in what guise, his visitor returned. Many stories are told of this redoubtable Edinburgh burglar, but the one I have in my mind most vividly gives the key of all the rest. A friend of Brodie’s, nested some way towards heaven in one of these great lands
 , had told him of a projected visit to the country, and afterwards, detained by some affairs, put it off and stayed the night in town. The good man had lain some time awake; it was far on in the small hours by the Tron bell; when suddenly there came a creak, a jar, a faint light. Softly he clambered out of bed and up to a false window which looked upon another room, and there, by the glimmer of a thieves’ lantern, was his good friend the Deacon in a mask. It is characteristic of the town and the town’s manners that this little episode should have been quietly tided over, and quite a good time elapsed before a great robbery, an escape, a Bow Street runner, a cock-fight, an apprehension in a cupboard in Amsterdam, and a last step into the air off his own greatly-improved gallows drop, brought the career of Deacon William Brodie to an end. But still, by the mind’s eye, he may be seen, a man harassed below a mountain of duplicity, slinking from a magistrate’s supper-room to a thieves’ ken, and pickeering among the closes by the flicker of a dark lamp.

Or where the Deacon is out of favour, perhaps some memory lingers of the great plagues, and of fatal houses still unsafe to enter within the memory of man. For in time of pestilence the discipline had been sharp and sudden, and what we now call ‘stamping out contagion’ was carried on with deadly rigour. The officials, in their gowns of grey, with a white St. Andrew’s cross on back and breast, and a white cloth carried before them on a staff, perambulated the city, adding the terror of man’s justice to the fear of God’s visitation. The dead they buried on the Borough Muir; the living who had concealed the sickness were drowned, if they were women, in the Quarry Holes, and if they were men, were hanged and gibbeted at their own doors; and wherever the evil had passed, furniture was destroyed and houses closed. And the most bogeyish part of the story is about such houses. Two generations back they still stood dark and empty; people avoided them as they passed by; the boldest schoolboy only shouted through the keyhole and made off; for within, it was supposed, the plague lay ambushed like a basilisk, ready to flow forth and spread blain and pustule through the city. What a terrible next-door neighbour for superstitious citizens! A rat scampering within would send a shudder through the stoutest heart. Here, if you like, was a sanitary parable, addressed by our uncleanly forefathers to their own neglect.

And then we have Major Weir; for although even his house is now demolished, old Edinburgh cannot clear herself of his unholy memory. He and his sister lived together in an odour of sour piety. She was a marvellous spinster; he had a rare gift of supplication, and was known among devout admirers by the name of Angelical Thomas. ‘He was a tall, black man, and ordinarily looked down to the ground; a grim countenance, and a big nose. His garb was still a cloak, and somewhat dark, and he never went without his staff.’ How it came about that Angelical Thomas was burned in company with his staff, and his sister in gentler manner hanged, and whether these two were simply religious maniacs of the more furious order, or had real as well as imaginary sins upon their old-world shoulders, are points happily beyond the reach of our intention. At least, it is suitable enough that out of this superstitious city some such example should have been put forth: the outcome and fine flower of dark and vehement religion. And at least the facts struck the public fancy and brought forth a remarkable family of myths. It would appear that the Major’s staff went upon his errands, and even ran before him with a lantern on dark nights. Gigantic females, ‘stentoriously laughing and gaping with tehees of laughter’ at unseasonable hours of night and morning, haunted the purlieus of his abode. His house fell under such a load of infamy that no one dared to sleep in it, until municipal improvement levelled the structure to the ground. And my father has often been told in the nursery how the devil’s coach, drawn by six coal-black horses with fiery eyes, would drive at night into the West Bow, and belated people might see the dead Major through the glasses.

Another legend is that of the two maiden sisters. A legend I am afraid it may be, in the most discreditable meaning of the term; or perhaps something worse—a mere yesterday’s fiction. But it is a story of some vitality, and is worthy of a place in the Edinburgh kalendar. This pair inhabited a single room; from the facts, it must have been double-bedded; and it may have been of some dimensions: but when all is said, it was a single room. Here our two spinsters fell out—on some point of controversial divinity belike: but fell out so bitterly that there was never a word spoken between them, black or white, from that day forward. You would have thought they would separate: but no; whether from lack of means, or the Scottish fear of scandal, they continued to keep house together where they were. A chalk line drawn upon the floor separated their two domains; it bisected the doorway and the fireplace, so that each could go out and in, and do her cooking, without violating the territory of the other. So, for years, they coexisted in a hateful silence; their meals, their ablutions, their friendly visitors, exposed to an unfriendly scrutiny; and at night, in the dark watches, each could hear the breathing of her enemy. Never did four walls look down upon an uglier spectacle than these sisters rivalling in unsisterliness. Here is a canvas for Hawthorne to have turned into a cabinet picture—he had a Puritanic vein, which would have fitted him to treat this Puritanic horror; he could have shown them to us in their sicknesses and at their hideous twin devotions, thumbing a pair of great Bibles, or praying aloud for each other’s penitence with marrowy emphasis; now each, with kilted petticoat, at her own corner of the fire on some tempestuous evening; now sitting each at her window, looking out upon the summer landscape sloping far below them towards the firth, and the field-paths where they had wandered hand in hand; or, as age and infirmity grew upon them and prolonged their toilettes, and their hands began to tremble and their heads to nod involuntarily, growing only the more steeled in enmity with years; until one fine day, at a word, a look, a visit, or the approach of death, their hearts would melt and the chalk boundary be overstepped for ever.

Alas! to those who know the ecclesiastical history of the race—the most perverse and melancholy in man’s annals—this will seem only a figure of much that is typical of Scotland and her high-seated capital above the Forth—a figure so grimly realistic that it may pass with strangers for a caricature. We are wonderful patient haters for conscience sake up here in the North. I spoke, in the first of these papers, of the Parliaments of the Established and Free Churches, and how they can hear each other singing psalms across the street. There is but a street between them in space, but a shadow between them in principle; and yet there they sit, enchanted, and in damnatory accents pray for each other’s growth in grace. It would be well if there were no more than two; but the sects in Scotland form a large family of sisters, and the chalk lines are thickly drawn, and run through the midst of many private homes. Edinburgh is a city of churches, as though it were a place of pilgrimage. You will see four within a stone-cast at the head of the West Bow. Some are crowded to the doors; some are empty like monuments; and yet you will ever find new ones in the building. Hence that surprising clamour of church bells that suddenly breaks out upon the Sabbath morning from Trinity and the sea-skirts to Morningside on the borders of the hills. I have heard the chimes of Oxford playing their symphony in a golden autumn morning, and beautiful it was to hear. But in Edinburgh all manner of loud bells join, or rather disjoin, in one swelling, brutal babblement of noise. Now one overtakes another, and now lags behind it; now five or six all strike on the pained tympanum at the same punctual instant of time, and make together a dismal chord of discord; and now for a second all seem to have conspired to hold their peace. Indeed, there are not many uproars in this world more dismal than that of the Sabbath bells in Edinburgh: a harsh ecclesiastical tocsin; the outcry of incongruous orthodoxies, calling on every separate conventicler to put up a protest, each in his own synagogue, against ‘right-hand extremes and left-hand defections.’ And surely there are few worse extremes than this extremity of zeal; and few more deplorable defections than this disloyalty to Christian love. Shakespeare wrote a comedy of ‘Much Ado about Nothing.’ The Scottish nation made a fantastic tragedy on the same subject. And it is for the success of this remarkable piece that these bells are sounded every Sabbath morning on the hills above the Forth. How many of them might rest silent in the steeple, how many of these ugly churches might be demolished and turned once more into useful building material, if people who think almost exactly the same thoughts about religion would condescend to worship God under the same roof! But there are the chalk lines. And which is to pocket pride, and speak the foremost word?




CHAPTER V GREYFRIARS



It was Queen Mary who threw open the gardens of the Grey Friars: a new and semi-rural cemetery in those days, although it has grown an antiquity in its turn and been superseded by half-a-dozen others. The Friars must have had a pleasant time on summer evenings; for their gardens were situated to a wish, with the tall castle and the tallest of the castle crags in front. Even now, it is one of our famous Edinburgh points of view; and strangers are led thither to see, by yet another instance, how strangely the city lies upon her hills. The enclosure is of an irregular shape; the double church of Old and New Greyfriars stands on the level at the top; a few thorns are dotted here and there, and the ground falls by terrace and steep slope towards the north. The open shows many slabs and table tombstones; and all round the margin, the place is girt by an array of aristocratic mausoleums appallingly adorned.

Setting aside the tombs of Roubiliac, which belong to the heroic order of graveyard art, we Scotch stand, to my fancy, highest among nations in the matter of grimly illustrating death. We seem to love for their own sake the emblems of time and the great change; and even around country churches you will find a wonderful exhibition of skulls, and crossbones, and noseless angels, and trumpets pealing for the Judgment Day. Every mason was a pedestrian Holbein: he had a deep consciousness of death, and loved to put its terrors pithily before the churchyard loiterer; he was brimful of rough hints upon mortality, and any dead farmer was seized upon to be a text. The classical examples of this art are in Greyfriars. In their time, these were doubtless costly monuments, and reckoned of a very elegant proportion by contemporaries; and now, when the elegance is not so apparent, the significance remains. You may perhaps look with a smile on the profusion of Latin mottoes—some crawling endwise up the shaft of a pillar, some issuing on a scroll from angels’ trumpets—on the emblematic horrors, the figures rising headless from the grave, and all the traditional ingenuities in which it pleased our fathers to set forth their sorrow for the dead and their sense of earthly mutability. But it is not a hearty sort of mirth. Each ornament may have been executed by the merriest apprentice, whistling as he plied the mallet; but the original meaning of each, and the combined effect of so many of them in this quiet enclosure, is serious to the point of melancholy.

Round a great part of the circuit, houses of a low class present their backs to the churchyard. Only a few inches separate the living from the dead. Here, a window is partly blocked up by the pediment of a tomb; there, where the street falls far below the level of the graves, a chimney has been trained up the back of a monument, and a red pot looks vulgarly over from behind. A damp smell of the graveyard finds its way into houses where workmen sit at meat. Domestic life on a small scale goes forward visibly at the windows. The very solitude and stillness of the enclosure, which lies apart from the town’s traffic, serves to accentuate the contrast. As you walk upon the graves, you see children scattering crumbs to feed the sparrows; you hear people singing or washing dishes, or the sound of tears and castigation; the linen on a clothes-pole flaps against funereal sculpture; or perhaps the cat slips over the lintel and descends on a memorial urn. And as there is nothing else astir, these incongruous sights and noises take hold on the attention and exaggerate the sadness of the place.

Greyfriars is continually overrun by cats. I have seen one afternoon, as many as thirteen of them seated on the grass beside old Milne, the Master Builder, all sleek and fat, and complacently blinking, as if they had fed upon strange meats. Old Milne was chaunting with the saints, as we may hope, and cared little for the company about his grave; but I confess the spectacle had an ugly side for me; and I was glad to step forward and raise my eyes to where the Castle and the roofs of the Old Town, and the spire of the Assembly Hall, stood deployed against the sky with the colourless precision of engraving. An open outlook is to be desired from a churchyard, and a sight of the sky and some of the world’s beauty relieves a mind from morbid thoughts.

I shall never forget one visit. It was a grey, dropping day; the grass was strung with rain-drops; and the people in the houses kept hanging out their shirts and petticoats and angrily taking them in again, as the weather turned from wet to fair and back again. A grave-digger, and a friend of his, a gardener from the country, accompanied me into one after another of the cells and little courtyards in which it gratified the wealthy of old days to enclose their old bones from neighbourhood. In one, under a sort of shrine, we found a forlorn human effigy, very realistically executed down to the detail of his ribbed stockings, and holding in his hand a ticket with the date of his demise. He looked most pitiful and ridiculous, shut up by himself in his aristocratic precinct, like a bad old boy or an inferior forgotten deity under a new dispensation; the burdocks grew familiarly about his feet, the rain dripped all round him; and the world maintained the most entire indifference as to who he was or whither he had gone. In another, a vaulted tomb, handsome externally but horrible inside with damp and cobwebs, there were three mounds of black earth and an uncovered thigh bone. This was the place of interment, it appeared, of a family with whom the gardener had been long in service. He was among old acquaintances. ‘This’ll be Miss Marg’et’s,’ said he, giving the bone a friendly kick. ‘The auld ---!’ I have always an uncomfortable feeling in a graveyard, at sight of so many tombs to perpetuate memories best forgotten; but I never had the impression so strongly as that day. People had been at some expense in both these cases: to provoke a melancholy feeling of derision in the one, and an insulting epithet in the other. The proper inscription for the most part of mankind, I began to think, is the cynical jeer, cras tibi
 . That, if anything, will stop the mouth of a carper; since it both admits the worst and carries the war triumphantly into the enemy’s camp.

Greyfriars is a place of many associations. There was one window in a house at the lower end, now demolished, which was pointed out to me by the gravedigger as a spot of legendary interest. Burke, the resurrection man, infamous for so many murders at five shillings a-head, used to sit thereat, with pipe and nightcap, to watch burials going forward on the green. In a tomb higher up, which must then have been but newly finished, John Knox, according to the same informant, had taken refuge in a turmoil of the Reformation. Behind the church is the haunted mausoleum of Sir George Mackenzie: Bloody Mackenzie, Lord Advocate in the Covenanting troubles and author of some pleasing sentiments on toleration. Here, in the last century, an old Heriot’s Hospital boy once harboured from the pursuit of the police. The Hospital is next door to Greyfriars—a courtly building among lawns, where, on Founder’s Day, you may see a multitude of children playing Kiss-in-the-Ring and Round the Mulberry-bush. Thus, when the fugitive had managed to conceal himself in the tomb, his old schoolmates had a hundred opportunities to bring him food; and there he lay in safety till a ship was found to smuggle him abroad. But his must have been indeed a heart of brass, to lie all day and night alone with the dead persecutor; and other lads were far from emulating him in courage. When a man’s soul is certainly in hell, his body will scarce lie quiet in a tomb however costly; some time or other the door must open, and the reprobate come forth in the abhorred garments of the grave. It was thought a high piece of prowess to knock at the Lord Advocate’s mausoleum and challenge him to appear. ‘Bluidy Mackingie, come oot if ye dar’!’ sang the fool-hardy urchins. But Sir George had other affairs on hand; and the author of an essay on toleration continues to sleep peacefully among the many whom he so intolerantly helped to slay.

For this infelix campus
 , as it is dubbed in one of its own inscriptions—an inscription over which Dr. Johnson passed a critical eye—is in many ways sacred to the memory of the men whom Mackenzie persecuted. It was here, on the flat tombstones, that the Covenant was signed by an enthusiastic people. In the long arm of the church-yard that extends to Lauriston, the prisoners from Bothwell Bridge—fed on bread and water and guarded, life for life, by vigilant marksmen—lay five months looking for the scaffold or the plantations. And while the good work was going forward in the Grassmarket, idlers in Greyfriars might have heard the throb of the military drums that drowned the voices of the martyrs. Nor is this all: for down in the corner farthest from Sir George, there stands a monument dedicated, in uncouth Covenanting verse, to all who lost their lives in that contention. There is no moorsman shot in a snow shower beside Irongray or Co’monell; there is not one of the two hundred who were drowned off the Orkneys; nor so much as a poor, over-driven, Covenanting slave in the American plantations; but can lay claim to a share in that memorial, and, if such things interest just men among the shades, can boast he has a monument on earth as well as Julius Cæsar or the Pharaohs. Where they may all lie, I know not. Far-scattered bones, indeed! But if the reader cares to learn how some of them—or some part of some of them—found their way at length to such honourable sepulture, let him listen to the words of one who was their comrade in life and their apologist when they were dead. Some of the insane controversial matter I omit, as well as some digressions, but leave the rest in Patrick Walker’s language and orthography:—

‘The never to be forgotten Mr. James Renwick
 told me, that he was Witness to their Public Murder at the Gallowlee
 , between Leith
 and Edinburgh
 , when he saw the Hangman hash and hagg off all their Five Heads, with Patrick Foreman’s
 Right Hand: Their Bodies were all buried at the Gallows Foot; their Heads, with Patrick’s
 Hand, were brought and put upon five Pikes on the Pleasaunce-Port
 .... Mr. Renwick
 told me also that it was the first public Action that his Hand was at, to conveen Friends, and lift their murthered Bodies, and carried them to the West Churchyard of Edinburgh
 ,’—not Greyfriars, this time,—‘and buried them there. Then they came about the City.... and took down these Five Heads and that Hand; and Day being come, they went quickly up the Pleasaunce
 ; and when they came to Lauristoun
 Yards, upon the South-side of the City, they durst not venture, being so light, to go and bury their Heads with their Bodies, which they designed; it being present Death, if any of them had been found. Alexander Tweedie
 , a Friend, being with them, who at that Time was Gardner in these Yards, concluded to bury them in his Yard, being in a Box (wrapped in Linen), where they lay 45 Years except 3 Days, being executed upon the 10th of October
 1681, and found the 7th Day of October 1726. That Piece of Ground lay for some Years unlaboured; and trenching it, the Gardner found them, which affrighted him the Box was consumed. Mr. Schaw
 , the Owner of these Yards, caused lift them, and lay them upon a Table in his Summer-house: Mr. Schaw’s
 mother was so kind, as to cut out a Linen-cloth, and cover them. They lay Twelve Days there, where all had Access to see them. Alexander Tweedie
 , the foresaid Gardner, said, when dying, There was a Treasure hid in his Yard, but neither Gold nor Silver. Daniel Tweedie
 , his Son, came along with me to that Yard, and told me that his Father planted a white Rose-bush above them, and farther down the Yard a red Rose-bush, which were more fruitful than any other Bush in the Yard.... Many came’—to see the heads—‘out of Curiosity; yet I rejoiced to see so many concerned grave Men and Women favouring the Dust of our Martyrs. There were Six of us concluded to bury them upon the Nineteenth Day of October
 1726, and every One of us to acquaint Friends of the Day and Hour, being Wednesday
 , the Day of the Week on which most of them were executed, and at 4 of the Clock at Night, being the Hour that most of them went to their resting Graves. We caused make a compleat Coffin for them in Black, with four Yards of fine Linen, the way that our Martyrs Corps were managed.... Accordingly we kept the aforesaid Day and Hour, and doubled the Linen, and laid the Half of it below them, their nether jaws being parted from their Heads; but being young Men, their Teeth remained. All were Witness to the Holes in each of their Heads, which the Hangman broke with his Hammer; and according to the Bigness of their Sculls, we laid the Jaws to them, and drew the other Half of the Linen above them, and stufft the Coffin with Shavings. Some prest hard to go thorow the chief Parts of the City as was done at the Revolution; but this we refused, considering that it looked airy and frothy, to make such Show of them, and inconsistent with the solid serious Observing of such an affecting, surprizing unheard-of Dispensation: But took the ordinary Way of other Burials from that Place, to wit, we went east the Back of the Wall, and in at Bristo-Port
 , and down the Way to the Head of the Cowgate
 , and turned up to the Church-yard, where they were interred closs to the Martyrs Tomb, with the greatest Multitude of People Old and Young, Men and Women, Ministers and others, that ever I saw together.’

And so there they were at last, in ‘their resting graves.’ So long as men do their duty, even if it be greatly in a misapprehension, they will be leading pattern lives; and whether or not they come to lie beside a martyrs’ monument, we may be sure they will find a safe haven somewhere in the providence of God. It is not well to think of death, unless we temper the thought with that of heroes who despised it. Upon what ground, is of small account; if it be only the bishop who was burned for his faith in the antipodes, his memory lightens the heart and makes us walk undisturbed among graves. And so the martyrs’ monument is a wholesome, heartsome spot in the field of the dead; and as we look upon it, a brave influence comes to us from the land of those who have won their discharge and, in another phrase of Patrick Walker’s, got ‘cleanly off the stage.’




CHAPTER VI NEW TOWN—TOWN AND COUNTRY



It is as much a matter of course to decry the New Town as to exalt the Old; and the most celebrated authorities have picked out this quarter as the very emblem of what is condemnable in architecture. Much may be said, much indeed has been said, upon the text; but to the unsophisticated, who call anything pleasing if it only pleases them, the New Town of Edinburgh seems, in itself, not only gay and airy, but highly picturesque. An old skipper, invincibly ignorant of all theories of the sublime and beautiful, once propounded as his most radiant notion for Paradise: ‘The new town of Edinburgh, with the wind a matter of a point free.’ He has now gone to that sphere where all good tars are promised pleasant weather in the song, and perhaps his thoughts fly somewhat higher. But there are bright and temperate days—with soft air coming from the inland hills, military music sounding bravely from the hollow of the gardens, the flags all waving on the palaces of Princes Street—when I have seen the town through a sort of glory, and shaken hands in sentiment with the old sailor. And indeed, for a man who has been much tumbled round Orcadian skerries, what scene could be more agreeable to witness? On such a day, the valley wears a surprising air of festival. It seems (I do not know how else to put my meaning) as if it were a trifle too good to be true. It is what Paris ought to be. It has the scenic quality that would best set off a life of unthinking, open-air diversion. It was meant by nature for the realisation of the society of comic operas. And you can imagine, if the climate were but towardly, how all the world and his wife would flock into these gardens in the cool of the evening, to hear cheerful music, to sip pleasant drinks, to see the moon rise from behind Arthur’s Seat and shine upon the spires and monuments and the green tree-tops in the valley. Alas! and the next morning the rain is splashing on the windows, and the passengers flee along Princes Street before the galloping squalls.

It cannot be denied that the original design was faulty and short-sighted, and did not fully profit by the capabilities of the situation. The architect was essentially a town bird, and he laid out the modern city with a view to street scenery, and to street scenery alone. The country did not enter into his plan; he had never lifted his eyes to the hills. If he had so chosen, every street upon the northern slope might have been a noble terrace and commanded an extensive and beautiful view. But the space has been too closely built; many of the houses front the wrong way, intent, like the Man with the Muck-Rake, on what is not worth observation, and standing discourteously back-foremost in the ranks; and, in a word, it is too often only from attic-windows, or here and there at a crossing, that you can get a look beyond the city upon its diversified surroundings. But perhaps it is all the more surprising, to come suddenly on a corner, and see a perspective of a mile or more of falling street, and beyond that woods and villas, and a blue arm of sea, and the hills upon the farther side.

Fergusson, our Edinburgh poet, Burns’s model, once saw a butterfly at the Town Cross; and the sight inspired him with a worthless little ode. This painted country man, the dandy of the rose garden, looked far abroad in such a humming neighbourhood; and you can fancy what moral considerations a youthful poet would supply. But the incident, in a fanciful sort of way, is characteristic of the place. Into no other city does the sight of the country enter so far; if you do not meet a butterfly, you shall certainly catch a glimpse of far-away trees upon your walk; and the place is full of theatre tricks in the way of scenery. You peep under an arch, you descend stairs that look as if they would land you in a cellar, you turn to the back-window of a grimy tenement in a lane:—and behold! you are face-to-face with distant and bright prospects. You turn a corner, and there is the sun going down into the Highland hills. You look down an alley, and see ships tacking for the Baltic.

For the country people to see Edinburgh on her hill-tops, is one thing; it is another for the citizen, from the thick of his affairs, to overlook the country. It should be a genial and ameliorating influence in life; it should prompt good thoughts and remind him of Nature’s unconcern: that he can watch from day to day, as he trots officeward, how the Spring green brightens in the wood or the field grows black under a moving ploughshare. I have been tempted, in this connexion, to deplore the slender faculties of the human race, with its penny-whistle of a voice, its dull cars, and its narrow range of sight. If you could see as people are to see in heaven, if you had eyes such as you can fancy for a superior race, if you could take clear note of the objects of vision, not only a few yards, but a few miles from where you stand:—think how agreeably your sight would be entertained, how pleasantly your thoughts would be diversified, as you walked the Edinburgh streets! For you might pause, in some business perplexity, in the midst of the city traffic, and perhaps catch the eye of a shepherd as he sat down to breathe upon a heathery shoulder of the Pentlands; or perhaps some urchin, clambering in a country elm, would put aside the leaves and show you his flushed and rustic visage; or a fisher racing seawards, with the tiller under his elbow, and the sail sounding in the wind, would fling you a salutation from between Anst’er and the May.

To be old is not the same thing as to be picturesque; nor because the Old Town bears a strange physiognomy, does it at all follow that the New Town shall look commonplace. Indeed, apart from antique houses, it is curious how much description would apply commonly to either. The same sudden accidents of ground, a similar dominating site above the plain, and the same superposition of one rank of society over another, are to be observed in both. Thus, the broad and comely approach to Princes Street from the east, lined with hotels and public offices, makes a leap over the gorge of the Low Calton; if you cast a glance over the parapet, you look direct into that sunless and disreputable confluent of Leith Street; and the same tall houses open upon both thoroughfares. This is only the New Town passing overhead above its own cellars; walking, so to speak, over its own children, as is the way of cities and the human race. But at the Dean Bridge, you may behold a spectacle of a more novel order. The river runs at the bottom of a deep valley, among rocks and between gardens; the crest of either bank is occupied by some of the most commodious streets and crescents in the modern city; and a handsome bridge unites the two summits. Over this, every afternoon, private carriages go spinning by, and ladies with card-cases pass to and fro about the duties of society. And yet down below, you may still see, with its mills and foaming weir, the little rural village of Dean. Modern improvement has gone overhead on its high-level viaduct; and the extended city has cleanly overleapt, and left unaltered, what was once the summer retreat of its comfortable citizens. Every town embraces hamlets in its growth; Edinburgh herself has embraced a good few; but it is strange to see one still surviving—and to see it some hundreds of feet below your path. Is it Torre del Greco that is built above buried Herculaneum? Herculaneum was dead at least; but the sun still shines upon the roofs of Dean; the smoke still rises thriftily from its chimneys; the dusty miller comes to his door, looks at the gurgling water, hearkens to the turning wheel and the birds about the shed, and perhaps whistles an air of his own to enrich the symphony—for all the world as if Edinburgh were still the old Edinburgh on the Castle Hill, and Dean were still the quietest of hamlets buried a mile or so in the green country.

It is not so long ago since magisterial David Hume lent the authority of his example to the exodus from the Old Town, and took up his new abode in a street which is still (so oddly may a jest become perpetuated) known as Saint David Street. Nor is the town so large but a holiday schoolboy may harry a bird’s nest within half a mile of his own door. There are places that still smell of the plough in memory’s nostrils. Here, one had heard a blackbird on a hawthorn; there, another was taken on summer evenings to eat strawberries and cream; and you have seen a waving wheatfield on the site of your present residence. The memories of an Edinburgh boy are but partly memories of the town. I look back with delight on many an escalade of garden walls; many a ramble among lilacs full of piping birds; many an exploration in obscure quarters that were neither town nor country; and I think that both for my companions and myself, there was a special interest, a point of romance, and a sentiment as of foreign travel, when we hit in our excursions on the butt-end of some former hamlet, and found a few rustic cottages embedded among streets and squares. The tunnel to the Scotland Street Station, the sight of the trains shooting out of its dark maw with the two guards upon the brake, the thought of its length and the many ponderous edifices and open thoroughfares above, were certainly things of paramount impressiveness to a young mind. It was a subterranean passage, although of a larger bore than we were accustomed to in Ainsworth’s novels; and these two words, ‘subterreanean passage,’ were in themselves an irresistible attraction, and seemed to bring us nearer in spirit to the heroes we loved and the black rascals we secretly aspired to imitate. To scale the Castle Rock from West Princes Street Gardens, and lay a triumphal hand against the rampart itself, was to taste a high order of romantic pleasure. And there are other sights and exploits which crowd back upon my mind under a very strong illumination of remembered pleasure. But the effect of not one of them all will compare with the discoverer’s joy, and the sense of old Time and his slow changes on the face of this earth, with which I explored such corners as Cannonmills or Water Lane, or the nugget of cottages at Broughton Market. They were more rural than the open country, and gave a greater impression of antiquity than the oldest land
 upon the High Street. They too, like Fergusson’s butterfly, had a quaint air of having wandered far from their own place; they looked abashed and homely, with their gables and their creeping plants, their outside stairs and running mill-streams; there were corners that smelt like the end of the country garden where I spent my Aprils; and the people stood to gossip at their doors, as they might have done in Colinton or Cramond.

In a great measure we may, and shall, eradicate this haunting flavour of the country. The last elm is dead in Elm Row; and the villas and the workmen’s quarters spread apace on all the borders of the city. We can cut down the trees; we can bury the grass under dead paving-stones; we can drive brisk streets through all our sleepy quarters; and we may forget the stories and the playgrounds of our boyhood. But we have some possessions that not even the infuriate zeal of builders can utterly abolish and destroy. Nothing can abolish the hills, unless it be a cataclysm of nature which shall subvert Edinburgh Castle itself and lay all her florid structures in the dust. And as long as we have the hills and the Firth, we have a famous heritage to leave our children. Our windows, at no expense to us, are most artfully stained to represent a landscape. And when the Spring comes round, and the hawthorns begin to flower, and the meadows to smell of young grass, even in the thickest of our streets, the country hilltops find out a young man’s eyes, and set his heart beating for travel and pure air.




CHAPTER VII THE VILLA QUARTERS



Mr. Ruskin’s denunciation of the New Town of Edinburgh includes, as I have heard it repeated, nearly all the stone and lime we have to show. Many however find a grand air and something settled and imposing in the better parts; and upon many, as I have said, the confusion of styles induces an agreeable stimulation of the mind. But upon the subject of our recent villa architecture, I am frankly ready to mingle my tears with Mr. Ruskin’s, and it is a subject which makes one envious of his large declamatory and controversial eloquence.

Day by day, one new villa, one new object of offence, is added to another; all around Newington and Morningside, the dismallest structures keep springing up like mushrooms; the pleasant hills are loaded with them, each impudently squatted in its garden, each roofed and carrying chimneys like a house. And yet a glance of an eye discovers their true character. They are not houses; for they were not designed with a view to human habitation, and the internal arrangements are, as they tell me, fantastically unsuited to the needs of man. They are not buildings; for you can scarcely say a thing is built where every measurement is in clamant disproportion with its neighbour. They belong to no style of art, only to a form of business much to be regretted.

Why should it be cheaper to erect a structure where the size of the windows bears no rational relation to the size of the front? Is there any profit in a misplaced chimney-stalk? Does a hard-working, greedy builder gain more on a monstrosity than on a decent cottage of equal plainness? Frankly, we should say, No. Bricks may be omitted, and green timber employed, in the construction of even a very elegant design; and there is no reason why a chimney should be made to vent, because it is so situated as to look comely from without. On the other hand, there is a noble way of being ugly: a high-aspiring fiasco like the fall of Lucifer. There are daring and gaudy buildings that manage to be offensive, without being contemptible; and we know that ‘fools rush in where angels fear to tread.’ But to aim at making a common-place villa, and to make it insufferably ugly in each particular; to attempt the homeliest achievement, and to attain the bottom of derided failure; not to have any theory but profit and yet, at an equal expense, to outstrip all competitors in the art of conceiving and rendering permanent deformity; and to do all this in what is, by nature, one of the most agreeable neighbourhoods in Britain:—what are we to say, but that this also is a distinction, hard to earn although not greatly worshipful?

Indifferent buildings give pain to the sensitive; but these things offend the plainest taste. It is a danger which threatens the amenity of the town; and as this eruption keeps spreading on our borders, we have ever the farther to walk among unpleasant sights, before we gain the country air. If the population of Edinburgh were a living, autonomous body, it would arise like one man and make night hideous with arson; the builders and their accomplices would be driven to work, like the Jews of yore, with the trowel in one hand and the defensive cutlass in the other; and as soon as one of these masonic wonders had been consummated, right-minded iconoclasts should fall thereon and make an end of it at once.

Possibly these words may meet the eye of a builder or two. It is no use asking them to employ an architect; for that would be to touch them in a delicate quarter, and its use would largely depend on what architect they were minded to call in. But let them get any architect in the world to point out any reasonably well-proportioned villa, not his own design; and let them reproduce that model to satiety.




CHAPTER VIII THE CALTON HILL



The east of new Edinburgh is guarded by a craggy hill, of no great elevation, which the town embraces. The old London road runs on one side of it; while the New Approach, leaving it on the other hand, completes the circuit. You mount by stairs in a cutting of the rock to find yourself in a field of monuments. Dugald Stewart has the honours of situation and architecture; Burns is memorialised lower down upon a spur; Lord Nelson, as befits a sailor, gives his name to the top-gallant of the Calton Hill. This latter erection has been differently and yet, in both cases, aptly compared to a telescope and a butter-churn; comparisons apart, it ranks among the vilest of men’s handiworks. But the chief feature is an unfinished range of columns, ‘the Modern Ruin’ as it has been called, an imposing object from far and near, and giving Edinburgh, even from the sea, that false air; of a Modern Athens which has earned for her so many slighting speeches. It was meant to be a National Monument; and its present state is a very suitable monument to certain national characteristics. The old Observatory—a quaint brown building on the edge of the steep—and the new Observatory—a classical edifice with a dome—occupy the central portion of the summit. All these are scattered on a green turf, browsed over by some sheep.

The scene suggests reflections on fame and on man’s injustice to the dead. You see Dugald Stewart rather more handsomely commemorated than Burns. Immediately below, in the Canongate churchyard, lies Robert Fergusson, Burns’s master in his art, who died insane while yet a stripling; and if Dugald Stewart has been somewhat too boisterously acclaimed, the Edinburgh poet, on the other hand, is most unrighteously forgotten. The votaries of Burns, a crew too common in all ranks in Scotland and more remarkable for number than discretion, eagerly suppress all mention of the lad who handed to him the poetic impulse and, up to the time when he grew famous, continued to influence him in his manner and the choice of subjects. Burns himself not only acknowledged his debt in a fragment of autobiography, but erected a tomb over the grave in Canongate churchyard. This was worthy of an artist, but it was done in vain; and although I think I have read nearly all the biographies of Burns, I cannot remember one in which the modesty of nature was not violated, or where Fergusson was not sacrificed to the credit of his follower’s originality. There is a kind of gaping admiration that would fain roll Shakespeare and Bacon into one, to have a bigger thing to gape at; and a class of men who cannot edit one author without disparaging all others. They are indeed mistaken if they think to please the great originals; and whoever puts Fergusson right with fame, cannot do better than dedicate his labours to the memory of Burns, who will be the best delighted of the dead.

Of all places for a view, this Calton Hill is perhaps the best; since you can see the Castle, which you lose from the Castle, and Arthur’s Seat, which you cannot see from Arthur’s Seat. It is the place to stroll on one of those days of sunshine and east wind which are so common in our more than temperate summer. The breeze comes off the sea, with a little of the freshness, and that touch of chill, peculiar to the quarter, which is delightful to certain very ruddy organizations and greatly the reverse to the majority of mankind. It brings with it a faint, floating haze, a cunning decolourizer, although not thick enough to obscure outlines near at hand. But the haze lies more thickly to windward at the far end of Musselburgh Bay; and over the Links of Aberlady and Berwick Law and the hump of the Bass Rock it assumes the aspect of a bank of thin sea fog.

Immediately underneath upon the south, you command the yards of the High School, and the towers and courts of the new Jail—a large place, castellated to the extent of folly, standing by itself on the edge of a steep cliff, and often joyfully hailed by tourists as the Castle. In the one, you may perhaps see female prisoners taking exercise like a string of nuns; in the other, schoolboys running at play and their shadows keeping step with them. From the bottom of the valley, a gigantic chimney rises almost to the level of the eye, a taller and a shapelier edifice than Nelson’s Monument. Look a little farther, and there is Holyrood Palace, with its Gothic frontal and ruined abbey, and the red sentry pacing smartly too and fro before the door like a mechanical figure in a panorama. By way of an outpost, you can single out the little peak-roofed lodge, over which Rizzio’s murderers made their escape and where Queen Mary herself, according to gossip, bathed in white wine to entertain her loveliness. Behind and overhead, lie the Queen’s Park, from Muschat’s Cairn to Dumbiedykes, St. Margaret’s Loch, and the long wall of Salisbury Crags: and thence, by knoll and rocky bulwark and precipitous slope, the eye rises to the top of Arthur’s Seat, a hill for magnitude, a mountain in virtue of its bold design. This upon your left. Upon the right, the roofs and spires of the Old Town climb one above another to where the citadel prints its broad bulk and jagged crown of bastions on the western sky.—Perhaps it is now one in the afternoon; and at the same instant of time, a ball rises to the summit of Nelson’s flagstaff close at hand, and, far away, a puff of smoke followed by a report bursts from the half-moon battery at the Castle. This is the time-gun by which people set their watches, as far as the sea coast or in hill farms upon the Pentlands.—To complete the view, the eye enfilades Princes Street, black with traffic, and has a broad look over the valley between the Old Town and the New: here, full of railway trains and stepped over by the high North Bridge upon its many columns, and there, green with trees and gardens.

On the north, the Calton Hill is neither so abrupt in itself nor has it so exceptional an outlook; and yet even here it commands a striking prospect. A gully separates it from the New Town. This is Greenside, where witches were burned and tournaments held in former days. Down that almost precipitous bank, Bothwell launched his horse, and so first, as they say, attracted the bright eyes of Mary. It is now tesselated with sheets and blankets out to dry, and the sound of people beating carpets is rarely absent. Beyond all this, the suburbs run out to Leith; Leith camps on the seaside with her forest of masts; Leith roads are full of ships at anchor; the sun picks out the white pharos upon Inchkeith Island; the Firth extends on either hand from the Ferry to the May; the towns of Fifeshire sit, each in its bank of blowing smoke, along the opposite coast; and the hills enclose the view, except to the farthest east, where the haze of the horizon rests upon the open sea. There lies the road to Norway: a dear road for Sir Patrick Spens and his Scots Lords; and yonder smoke on the hither side of Largo Law is Aberdour, from whence they sailed to seek a queen for Scotland.

‘O lang, lang, may the ladies sit,



Wi’ their fans into their hand,



Or ere they see Sir Patrick Spens



Come sailing to the land!’

The sight of the sea, even from a city, will bring thoughts of storm and sea disaster. The sailors’ wives of Leith and the fisherwomen of Cockenzie, not sitting languorously with fans, but crowding to the tail of the harbour with a shawl about their ears, may still look vainly for brave Scotsmen who will return no more, or boats that have gone on their last fishing. Since Sir Patrick sailed from Aberdour, what a multitude have gone down in the North Sea! Yonder is Auldhame, where the London smack went ashore and wreckers cut the rings from ladies’ fingers; and a few miles round Fife Ness is the fatal Inchcape, now a star of guidance; and the lee shore to the east of the Inchcape, is that Forfarshire coast where Mucklebackit sorrowed for his son.

These are the main features of the scene roughly sketched. How they are all tilted by the inclination of the ground, how each stands out in delicate relief against the rest, what manifold detail, and play of sun and shadow, animate and accentuate the picture, is a matter for a person on the spot, and turning swiftly on his heels, to grasp and bind together in one comprehensive look. It is the character of such a prospect, to be full of change and of things moving. The multiplicity embarrasses the eye; and the mind, among so much, suffers itself to grow absorbed with single points. You remark a tree in a hedgerow, or follow a cart along a country road. You turn to the city, and see children, dwarfed by distance into pigmies, at play about suburban doorsteps; you have a glimpse upon a thoroughfare where people are densely moving; you note ridge after ridge of chimney-stacks running downhill one behind another, and church spires rising bravely from the sea of roofs. At one of the innumerable windows, you watch a figure moving; on one of the multitude of roofs, you watch clambering chimney-sweeps. The wind takes a run and scatters the smoke; bells are heard, far and near, faint and loud, to tell the hour; or perhaps a bird goes dipping evenly over the housetops, like a gull across the waves. And here you are in the meantime, on this pastoral hillside, among nibbling sheep and looked upon by monumental buildings.

Return thither on some clear, dark, moonless night, with a ring of frost in the air, and only a star or two set sparsedly in the vault of heaven; and you will find a sight as stimulating as the hoariest summit of the Alps. The solitude seems perfect; the patient astronomer, flat on his back under the Observatory dome and spying heaven’s secrets, is your only neighbour; and yet from all round you there come up the dull hum of the city, the tramp of countless people marching out of time, the rattle of carriages and the continuous keen jingle of the tramway bells. An hour or so before, the gas was turned on; lamplighters scoured the city; in every house, from kitchen to attic, the windows kindled and gleamed forth into the dusk. And so now, although the town lies blue and darkling on her hills, innumerable spots of the bright element shine far and near along the pavements and upon the high facades. Moving lights of the railway pass and repass below the stationary lights upon the bridge. Lights burn in the jail. Lights burn high up in the tall lands
 and on the Castle turrets, they burn low down in Greenside or along the Park. They run out one beyond the other into the dark country. They walk in a procession down to Leith, and shine singly far along Leith Pier. Thus, the plan of the city and her suburbs is mapped out upon the ground of blackness, as when a child pricks a drawing full of pinholes and exposes it before a candle; not the darkest night of winter can conceal her high station and fanciful design; every evening in the year she proceeds to illuminate herself in honour of her own beauty; and as if to complete the scheme—or rather as if some prodigal Pharaoh were beginning to extend to the adjacent sea and country—half-way over to Fife, there is an outpost of light upon Inchkeith, and far to seaward, yet another on the May.

And while you are looking, across upon the Castle Hill, the drums and bugles begin to recall the scattered garrison; the air thrills with the sound; the bugles sing aloud; and the last rising flourish mounts and melts into the darkness like a star: a martial swan-song, fitly rounding in the labours of the day.




CHAPTER IX WINTER AND NEW YEAR



The Scotch dialect is singularly rich in terms of reproach against the winter wind. Snell
 , blae
 , nirly
 , and scowthering
 , are four of these significant vocables; they are all words that carry a shiver with them; and for my part, as I see them aligned before me on the page, I am persuaded that a big wind comes tearing over the Firth from Burntisland and the northern hills; I think I can hear it howl in the chimney, and as I set my face northwards, feel its smarting kisses on my cheek. Even in the names of places there is often a desolate, inhospitable sound; and I remember two from the near neighbourhood of Edinburgh, Cauldhame and Blaw-weary, that would promise but starving comfort to their inhabitants. The inclemency of heaven, which has thus endowed the language of Scotland with words, has also largely modified the spirit of its poetry. Both poverty and a northern climate teach men the love of the hearth and the sentiment of the family; and the latter, in its own right, inclines a poet to the praise of strong waters. In Scotland, all our singers have a stave or two for blazing fires and stout potations:—to get indoors out of the wind and to swallow something hot to the stomach, are benefits so easily appreciated where they dwelt!

And this is not only so in country districts where the shepherd must wade in the snow all day after his flock, but in Edinburgh itself, and nowhere more apparently stated than in the works of our Edinburgh poet, Fergusson. He was a delicate youth, I take it, and willingly slunk from the robustious winter to an inn fire-side. Love was absent from his life, or only present, if you prefer, in such a form that even the least serious of Burns’s amourettes was ennobling by comparison; and so there is nothing to temper the sentiment of indoor revelry which pervades the poor boy’s verses. Although it is characteristic of his native town, and the manners of its youth to the present day, this spirit has perhaps done something to restrict his popularity. He recalls a supper-party pleasantry with something akin to tenderness; and sounds the praises of the act of drinking as if it were virtuous, or at least witty, in itself. The kindly jar, the warm atmosphere of tavern parlours, and the revelry of lawyers’ clerks, do not offer by themselves the materials of a rich existence. It was not choice, so much as an external fate, that kept Fergusson in this round of sordid pleasures. A Scot of poetic temperament, and without religious exaltation, drops as if by nature into the public-house. The picture may not be pleasing; but what else is a man to do in this dog’s weather?

To none but those who have themselves suffered the thing in the body, can the gloom and depression of our Edinburgh winter be brought home. For some constitutions there is something almost physically disgusting in the bleak ugliness of easterly weather; the wind wearies, the sickly sky depresses them; and they turn back from their walk to avoid the aspect of the unrefulgent sun going down among perturbed and pallid mists. The days are so short that a man does much of his business, and certainly all his pleasure, by the haggard glare of gas lamps. The roads are as heavy as a fallow. People go by, so drenched and draggle-tailed that I have often wondered how they found the heart to undress. And meantime the wind whistles through the town as if it were an open meadow; and if you lie awake all night, you hear it shrieking and raving overhead with a noise of shipwrecks and of falling houses. In a word, life is so unsightly that there are times when the heart turns sick in a man’s inside; and the look of a tavern, or the thought of the warm, fire-lit study, is like the touch of land to one who has been long struggling with the seas.

As the weather hardens towards frost, the world begins to improve for Edinburgh people. We enjoy superb, sub-arctic sunsets, with the profile of the city stamped in indigo upon a sky of luminous green. The wind may still be cold, but there is a briskness in the air that stirs good blood. People do not all look equally sour and downcast. They fall into two divisions: one, the knight of the blue face and hollow paunch, whom Winter has gotten by the vitals; the other well lined with New-year’s fare, conscious of the touch of cold on his periphery, but stepping through it by the glow of his internal fires. Such an one I remember, triply cased in grease, whom no extremity of temperature could vanquish. ‘Well,’ would be his jovial salutation, ‘here’s a sneezer!’ And the look of these warm fellows is tonic, and upholds their drooping fellow-townsmen. There is yet another class who do not depend on corporal advantages, but support the winter in virtue of a brave and merry heart. One shivering evening, cold enough for frost but with too high a wind, and a little past sundown, when the lamps were beginning to enlarge their circles in the growing dusk, a brace of barefoot lassies were seen coming eastward in the teeth of the wind. If the one was as much as nine, the other was certainly not more than seven. They were miserably clad; and the pavement was so cold, you would have thought no one could lay a naked foot on it unflinching. Yet they came along waltzing, if you please, while the elder sang a tune to give them music. The person who saw this, and whose heart was full of bitterness at the moment, pocketed a reproof which has been of use to him ever since, and which he now hands on, with his good wishes, to the reader.

At length, Edinburgh, with her satellite hills and all the sloping country, are sheeted up in white. If it has happened in the dark hours, nurses pluck their children out of bed and run with them to some commanding window, whence they may see the change that has been worked upon earth’s face. ‘A’ the hills are covered wi’ snaw,’ they sing, ‘and Winter’s noo come fairly!’ And the children, marvelling at the silence and the white landscape, find a spell appropriate to the season in the words. The reverberation of the snow increases the pale daylight, and brings all objects nearer the eye. The Pentlands are smooth and glittering, with here and there the black ribbon of a dry-stone dyke, and here and there, if there be wind, a cloud of blowing snow upon a shoulder. The Firth seems a leaden creek, that a man might almost jump across, between well-powdered Lothian and well-powdered Fife. And the effect is not, as in other cities, a thing of half a day; the streets are soon trodden black, but the country keeps its virgin white; and you have only to lift your eyes and look over miles of country snow. An indescribable cheerfulness breathes about the city; and the well-fed heart sits lightly and beats gaily in the—bosom. It is New-year’s weather.

New-year’s Day, the great national festival, is a time of family expansions and of deep carousal. Sometimes, by a sore stoke of fate for this Calvinistic people, the year’s anniversary fails upon a Sunday, when the public-houses are inexorably closed, when singing and even whistling is banished from our homes and highways, and the oldest toper feels called upon to go to church. Thus pulled about, as if between two loyalties, the Scotch have to decide many nice cases of conscience, and ride the marches narrowly between the weekly and the annual observance. A party of convivial musicians, next door to a friend of mine, hung suspended in this manner on the brink of their diversions. From ten o’clock on Sunday night, my friend heard them tuning their instruments: and as the hour of liberty drew near, each must have had his music open, his bow in readiness across the fiddle, his foot already raised to mark the time, and his nerves braced for execution; for hardly had the twelfth stroke sounded from the earliest steeple, before they had launced forth into a secular bravura.

Currant-loaf is now popular eating in all house-holds. For weeks before the great morning, confectioners display stacks of Scotch bun—a dense, black substance, inimical to life—and full moons of shortbread adorned with mottoes of peel or sugar-plum, in honour of the season and the family affections. ‘Frae Auld Reekie,’ ‘A guid New Year to ye a’,’ ‘For the Auld Folk at Hame,’ are among the most favoured of these devices. Can you not see the carrier, after half-a-day’s journey on pinching hill-roads, draw up before a cottage in Teviotdale, or perhaps in Manor Glen among the rowans, and the old people receiving the parcel with moist eyes and a prayer for Jock or Jean in the city? For at this season, on the threshold of another year of calamity and stubborn conflict, men feel a need to draw closer the links that unite them; they reckon the number of their friends, like allies before a war; and the prayers grow longer in the morning as the absent are recommended by name into God’s keeping.

On the day itself, the shops are all shut as on a Sunday; only taverns, toyshops, and other holiday magazines, keep open doors. Every one looks for his handsel. The postman and the lamplighters have left, at every house in their districts, a copy of vernacular verses, asking and thanking in a breath; and it is characteristic of Scotland that these verses may have sometimes a touch of reality in detail or sentiment and a measure of strength in the handling. All over the town, you may see comforter’d schoolboys hasting to squander their half-crowns. There are an infinity of visits to be paid; all the world is in the street, except the daintier classes; the sacramental greeting is heard upon all sides; Auld Lang Syne is much in people’s mouths; and whisky and shortbread are staple articles of consumption. From an early hour a stranger will be impressed by the number of drunken men; and by afternoon drunkenness has spread to the women. With some classes of society, it is as much a matter of duty to drink hard on New-year’s Day as to go to church on Sunday. Some have been saving their wages for perhaps a month to do the season honour. Many carry a whisky-bottle in their pocket, which they will press with embarrassing effusion on a perfect stranger. It is inexpedient to risk one’s body in a cab, or not, at least, until after a prolonged study of the driver. The streets, which are thronged from end to end, become a place for delicate pilotage. Singly or arm-in-arm, some speechless, others noisy and quarrelsome, the votaries of the New Year go meandering in and out and cannoning one against another; and now and again, one falls and lies as he has fallen. Before night, so many have gone to bed or the police office, that the streets seem almost clearer. And as guisards
 and first-footers
 are now not much seen except in country places, when once the New Year has been rung in and proclaimed at the Tron railings, the festivities begin to find their way indoors and something like quiet returns upon the town. But think, in these piled lands
 , of all the senseless snorers, all the broken heads and empty pockets!

Of old, Edinburgh University was the scene of heroic snowballing; and one riot obtained the epic honours of military intervention. But the great generation, I am afraid, is at an end; and even during my own college days, the spirit appreciably declined. Skating and sliding, on the other hand, are honoured more and more; and curling, being a creature of the national genius, is little likely to be disregarded. The patriotism that leads a man to eat Scotch bun will scarce desert him at the curling-pond. Edinburgh, with its long, steep pavements, is the proper home of sliders; many a happy urchin can slide the whole way to school; and the profession of errand-boy is transformed into a holiday amusement. As for skating, there is scarce any city so handsomely provided. Duddingstone Loch lies under the abrupt southern side of Arthur’s Seat; in summer a shield of blue, with swans sailing from the reeds; in winter, a field of ringing ice. The village church sits above it on a green promontory; and the village smoke rises from among goodly trees. At the church gates, is the historical joug
 ; a place of penance for the neck of detected sinners, and the historical louping-on stane
 , from which Dutch-built lairds and farmers climbed into the saddle. Here Prince Charlie slept before the battle of Prestonpans; and here Deacon Brodie, or one of his gang, stole a plough coulter before the burglary in Chessel’s Court. On the opposite side of the loch, the ground rises to Craigmillar Castle, a place friendly to Stuart Mariolaters. It is worth a climb, even in summer, to look down upon the loch from Arthur’s Seat; but it is tenfold more so on a day of skating. The surface is thick with people moving easily and swiftly and leaning over at a thousand graceful inclinations; the crowd opens and closes, and keeps moving through itself like water; and the ice rings to half a mile away, with the flying steel. As night draws on, the single figures melt into the dusk, until only an obscure stir, and coming and going of black clusters, is visible upon the loch. A little longer, and the first torch is kindled and begins to flit rapidly across the ice in a ring of yellow reflection, and this is followed by another and another, until the whole field is full of skimming lights.




CHAPTER X TO THE PENTLAND HILLS



On three sides of Edinburgh, the country slopes downward from the city, here to the sea, there to the fat farms of Haddington, there to the mineral fields of Linlithgow. On the south alone, it keeps rising until it not only out-tops the Castle but looks down on Arthur’s Seat. The character of the neighbourhood is pretty strongly marked by a scarcity of hedges; by many stone walls of varying height; by a fair amount of timber, some of it well grown, but apt to be of a bushy, northern profile and poor in foliage; by here and there a little river, Esk or Leith or Almond, busily journeying in the bottom of its glen; and from almost every point, by a peep of the sea or the hills. There is no lack of variety, and yet most of the elements are common to all parts; and the southern district is alone distinguished by considerable summits and a wide view.

From Boroughmuirhead, where the Scottish army encamped before Flodden, the road descends a long hill, at the bottom of which and just as it is preparing to mount upon the other side, it passes a toll-bar and issues at once into the open country. Even as I write these words, they are being antiquated in the progress of events, and the chisels are tinkling on a new row of houses. The builders have at length adventured beyond the toll which held them in respect so long, and proceed to career in these fresh pastures like a herd of colts turned loose. As Lord Beaconsfield proposed to hang an architect by way of stimulation, a man, looking on these doomed meads, imagines a similar example to deter the builders; for it seems as if it must come to an open fight at last to preserve a corner of green country unbedevilled. And here, appropriately enough, there stood in old days a crow-haunted gibbet, with two bodies hanged in chains. I used to be shown, when a child, a flat stone in the roadway to which the gibbet had been fixed. People of a willing fancy were persuaded, and sought to persuade others, that this stone was never dry. And no wonder, they would add, for the two men had only stolen fourpence between them.

For about two miles the road climbs upwards, a long hot walk in summer time. You reach the summit at a place where four ways meet, beside the toll of Fairmilehead. The spot is breezy and agreeable both in name and aspect. The hills are close by across a valley: Kirk Yetton, with its long, upright scars visible as far as Fife, and Allermuir the tallest on this side with wood and tilled field running high upon their borders, and haunches all moulded into innumerable glens and shelvings and variegated with heather and fern. The air comes briskly and sweetly off the hills, pure from the elevation and rustically scented by the upland plants; and even at the toll, you may hear the curlew calling on its mate. At certain seasons, when the gulls desert their surfy forelands, the birds of sea and mountain hunt and scream together in the same field by Fairmilehead. The winged, wild things intermix their wheelings, the sea-birds skim the tree-tops and fish among the furrows of the plough. These little craft of air are at home in all the world, so long as they cruise in their own element; and, like sailors, ask but food and water from the shores they coast.

Below, over a stream, the road passes Bow Bridge, now a dairy-farm, but once a distillery of whisky. It chanced, some time in the past century, that the distiller was on terms of good-fellowship with the visiting officer of excise. The latter was of an easy, friendly disposition, and a master of convivial arts. Now and again, he had to walk out of Edinburgh to measure the distiller’s stock; and although it was agreeable to find his business lead him in a friend’s direction, it was unfortunate that the friend should be a loser by his visits. Accordingly, when he got about the level of Fairmilehead, the gauger would take his flute, without which he never travelled, from his pocket, fit it together, and set manfully to playing, as if for his own delectation and inspired by the beauty of the scene. His favourite air, it seems, was ‘Over the hills and far away.’ At the first note, the distiller pricked his ears. A flute at Fairmilehead? and playing ‘Over the hills and far away?’ This must be his friendly enemy, the gauger. Instantly horses were harnessed, and sundry barrels of whisky were got upon a cart, driven at a gallop round Hill End, and buried in the mossy glen behind Kirk Yetton. In the same breath, you may be sure, a fat fowl was put to the fire, and the whitest napery prepared for the back parlour. A little after, the gauger, having had his fill of music for the moment, came strolling down with the most innocent air imaginable, and found the good people at Bow Bridge taken entirely unawares by his arrival, but none the less glad to see him. The distiller’s liquor and the gauger’s flute would combine to speed the moments of digestion; and when both were somewhat mellow, they would wind up the evening with ‘Over the hills and far away’ to an accompaniment of knowing glances. And at least, there is a smuggling story, with original and half-idyllic features.

A little further, the road to the right passes an upright stone in a field. The country people call it General Kay’s monument. According to them, an officer of that name had perished there in battle at some indistinct period before the beginning of history. The date is reassuring; for I think cautious writers are silent on the General’s exploits. But the stone is connected with one of those remarkable tenures of land which linger on into the modern world from Feudalism. Whenever the reigning sovereign passes by, a certain landed proprietor is held bound to climb on to the top, trumpet in hand, and sound a flourish according to the measure of his knowledge in that art. Happily for a respectable family, crowned heads have no great business in the Pentland Hills. But the story lends a character of comicality to the stone; and the passer-by will sometimes chuckle to himself.

The district is dear to the superstitious. Hard by, at theback-gate of Comiston, a belated carter beheld a lady in white, ‘with the most beautiful, clear shoes upon her feet,’ who looked upon him in a very ghastly manner and then vanished; and just in front is the Hunters’ Tryst, once a roadside inn, and not so long ago haunted by the devil in person. Satan led the inhabitants a pitiful existence. He shook the four corners of the building with lamentable outcries, beat at the doors and windows, overthrew crockery in the dead hours of the morning, and danced unholy dances on the roof. Every kind of spiritual disinfectant was put in requisition; chosen ministers were summoned out of Edinburgh and prayed by the hour; pious neighbours sat up all night making a noise of psalmody; but Satan minded them no more than the wind about the hill-tops; and it was only after years of persecution, that he left the Hunters’ Tryst in peace to occupy himself with the remainder of mankind. What with General Kay, and the white lady, and this singular visitation, the neighbourhood offers great facilities to the makers of sun-myths; and without exactly casting in one’s lot with that disenchanting school of writers, one cannot help hearing a good deal of the winter wind in the last story. ‘That nicht,’ says Burns, in one of his happiest moments,—

‘That nicht a child might understand




The deil had business on his hand
 .’

And if people sit up all night in lone places on the hills, with Bibles and tremulous psalms, they will be apt to hear some of the most fiendish noises in the world; the wind will beat on doors and dance upon roofs for them, and make the hills howl around their cottage with a clamour like the judgment-day.

The road goes down through another valley, and then finally begins to scale the main slope of the Pentlands. A bouquet of old trees stands round a white farmhouse; and from a neighbouring dell, you can see smoke rising and leaves ruffling in the breeze. Straight above, the hills climb a thousand feet into the air. The neighbourhood, about the time of lambs, is clamorous with the bleating of flocks; and you will be awakened, in the grey of early summer mornings, by the barking of a dog or the voice of a shepherd shouting to the echoes. This, with the hamlet lying behind unseen, is Swanston.

The place in the dell is immediately connected with the city. Long ago, this sheltered field was purchased by the Edinburgh magistrates for the sake of the springs that rise or gather there. After they had built their water-house and laid their pipes, it occurred to them that the place was suitable for junketing. Once entertained, with jovial magistrates and public funds, the idea led speedily to accomplishment; and Edinburgh could soon boast of a municipal Pleasure House. The dell was turned into a garden; and on the knoll that shelters it from the plain and the sea winds, they built a cottage looking to the hills. They brought crockets and gargoyles from old St. Giles’s which they were then restoring, and disposed them on the gables and over the door and about the garden; and the quarry which had supplied them with building material, they draped with clematis and carpeted with beds of roses. So much for the pleasure of the eye; for creature comfort, they made a capacious cellar in the hillside and fitted it with bins of the hewn stone. In process of time, the trees grew higher and gave shade to the cottage, and the evergreens sprang up and turned the dell into a thicket. There, purple magistrates relaxed themselves from the pursuit of municipal ambition; cocked hats paraded soberly about the garden and in and out among the hollies; authoritative canes drew ciphering upon the path; and at night, from high upon the hills, a shepherd saw lighted windows through the foliage and heard the voice of city dignitaries raised in song.

The farm is older. It was first a grange of Whitekirk Abbey, tilled and inhabited by rosy friars. Thence, after the Reformation, it passed into the hands of a true-blue Protestant family. During the covenanting troubles, when a night conventicle was held upon the Pentlands, the farm doors stood hospitably open till the morning; the dresser was laden with cheese and bannocks, milk and brandy; and the worshippers kept slipping down from the hill between two exercises, as couples visit the supper-room between two dances of a modern ball. In the Forty-Five, some foraging Highlanders from Prince Charlie’s army fell upon Swanston in the dawn. The great-grandfather of the late farmer was then a little child; him they awakened by plucking the blankets from his bed, and he remembered, when he was an old man, their truculent looks and uncouth speech. The churn stood full of cream in the dairy, and with this they made their brose in high delight. ‘It was braw brose,’ said one of them. At last they made off, laden like camels with their booty; and Swanston Farm has lain out of the way of history from that time forward. I do not know what may be yet in store for it. On dark days, when the mist runs low upon the hill, the house has a gloomy air as if suitable for private tragedy. But in hot July, you can fancy nothing more perfect than the garden, laid out in alleys and arbours and bright, old-fashioned flower-plots, and ending in a miniature ravine, all trellis-work and moss and tinkling waterfall, and housed from the sun under fathoms of broad foliage.

The hamlet behind is one of the least considerable of hamlets, and consists of a few cottages on a green beside a burn. Some of them (a strange thing in Scotland) are models of internal neatness; the beds adorned with patchwork, the shelves arrayed with willow-pattern plates, the floors and tables bright with scrubbing or pipe-clay, and the very kettle polished like silver. It is the sign of a contented old age in country places, where there is little matter for gossip and no street sights. Housework becomes an art; and at evening, when the cottage interior shines and twinkles in the glow of the fire, the housewife folds her hands and contemplates her finished picture; the snow and the wind may do their worst, she has made herself a pleasant corner in the world. The city might be a thousand miles away, and yet it was from close by that Mr. Bough painted the distant view of Edinburgh which has been engraved for this collection; and you have only to look at the etching, 
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 to see how near it is at hand. But hills and hill people are not easily sophisticated; and if you walk out here on a summer Sunday, it is as like as not the shepherd may set his dogs upon you. But keep an unmoved countenance; they look formidable at the charge, but their hearts are in the right place, and they will only bark and sprawl about you on the grass, unmindful of their master’s excitations.

Kirk Yetton forms the north-eastern angle of the range; thence, the Pentlands trend off to south and west. From the summit you look over a great expanse of champaign sloping to the sea, and behold a large variety of distant hills. There are the hills of Fife, the hills of Peebles, the Lammermoors and the Ochils, more or less mountainous in outline, more or less blue with distance. Of the Pentlands themselves, you see a field of wild heathery peaks with a pond gleaming in the midst; and to that side the view is as desolate as if you were looking into Galloway or Applecross. To turn to the other is like a piece of travel. Far out in the lowlands Edinburgh shows herself, making a great smoke on clear days and spreading her suburbs about her for miles; the Castle rises darkly in the midst, and close by, Arthur’s Seat makes a bold figure in the landscape. All around, cultivated fields, and woods, and smoking villages, and white country roads, diversify the uneven surface of the land. Trains crawl slowly abroad upon the railway lines; little ships are tacking in the Firth; the shadow of a mountainous cloud, as large as a parish, travels before the wind; the wind itself ruffles the wood and standing corn, and sends pulses of varying colour across the landscape. So you sit, like Jupiter upon Olympus, and look down from afar upon men’s life. The city is as silent as a city of the dead: from all its humming thoroughfares, not a voice, not a footfall, reaches you upon the hill. The sea-surf, the cries of ploughmen, the streams and the mill-wheels, the birds and the wind, keep up an animated concert through the plain; from farm to farm, dogs and crowing cocks contend together in defiance; and yet from this Olympian station, except for the whispering rumour of a train, the world has fallen into a dead silence, and the business of town and country grown voiceless in your ears. A crying hill-bird, the bleat of a sheep, a wind singing in the dry grass, seem not so much to interrupt, as to accompany, the stillness; but to the spiritual ear, the whole scene makes a music at once human and rural, and discourses pleasant reflections on the destiny of man. The spiry habitable city, ships, the divided fields, and browsing herds, and the straight highways, tell visibly of man’s active and comfortable ways; and you may be never so laggard and never so unimpressionable, but there is something in the view that spirits up your blood and puts you in the vein for cheerful labour.

Immediately below is Fairmilehead, a spot of roof and a smoking chimney, where two roads, no thicker than packthread, intersect beside a hanging wood. If you are fanciful, you will be reminded of the gauger in the story. And the thought of this old exciseman, who once lipped and fingered on his pipe and uttered clear notes from it in the mountain air, and the words of the song he affected, carry your mind ‘Over the hills and far away’ to distant countries; and you have a vision of Edinburgh not, as you see her, in the midst of a little neighbourhood, but as a boss upon the round world with all Europe and the deep sea for her surroundings. For every place is a centre to the earth, whence highways radiate or ships set sail for foreign ports; the limit of a parish is not more imaginary than the frontier of an empire; and as a man sitting at home in his cabinet and swiftly writing books, so a city sends abroad an influence and a portrait of herself. There is no Edinburgh emigrant, far or near, from China to Peru, but he or she carries some lively pictures of the mind, some sunset behind the Castle cliffs, some snow scene, some maze of city lamps, indelible in the memory and delightful to study in the intervals of toil. For any such, if this book fall in their way, here are a few more home pictures. It would be pleasant, if they should recognise a house where they had dwelt, or a walk that they had taken.

Footnotes:
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 One of the illustrations of the First Edition.
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