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PUBLISHERS' MOTE

The story of the manuscripts of James' Boswdl is one of the most

dramatic amongjall the tales of book and manuscript collecting, and

the manuscripts themselves are among the most valuable literary

properties ever discovered. For more than a century it was believed

by scholars that all Boswell’s papers had been destroyed shortly after

his death. A few years ago, however, it became known that there ex-

isted in Malahide Castle a large collection which had come down
through the years by inheritance to Lord Talbot de Malahide, Bos-

well’s great-great-grandson. In 1927 Lord Talbot, who had previously

declined to entertain any suggestioru.pf releasing the papers, agreed

to sell the property, including the publishing rights. The entire col-

lection was acquired by Lt.-Golonel Ralph H. Isham, who proceeded

at once to arrange for printing it privately in a limited edition.

The editing of the manuscripts was entrusted to Mr. Geoffrey

Scott, ahd after his death to Professor Frederick Pottle of Yale Uni-

versity, who is everywhere recognized as a leading authority on the

period ofJohnson and Boswell. The task of deciphering, arranging,

and annotating the huge collection, comprising more than a million

words, proved to be the work of years, and its progress has been fol-

lowed with profound interest by scholars and the public. The eighteen

volumes of the limited edition have appeared, at irregular intervals,

beginning in 1928; the nineteenth and final volume, containing the

index, is now in preparation.

When Colonel Isham acquired the Malahide collection, it was as-

sumed that it contained all of BosweH’s manuscripts that had been

preserved. In addition to a large number of very important letters

by and to Boswell, it included most of his journal, which he had kept

intermittently for 37 years. But in spite of the richness of the material

thus made available to the world for the first time, it was a dis-

appointment to discover that there were some serious gaps in the
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journal. A few years later, when the publication was already well under

way, another extraordinary treasure-trove came to light at Malahide

Gastle, when through a happy accident an old croquet-box in an

unused cupboard was found to contain another large batch of Bos-

well papers. First in importance among the documents—all of which

are invaluable to students ofthe period—was the original manuscript

of the Journal of a Tour to the Hebrides.

Colonel Isham was able to acquire this second lot of manuscripts

also, and he arranged for the expansion of his privately printed edi-

tion to include much of the new material. But the work had already

proceeded past the point at which the Hebridean Journal belonged

chronologically; in any event its bulk and the added expense would

have increased the set too far beyond the limits originally contem-

plated 2ind promised to the subscribers.

It is now known also that Sir William Forbes, Boswell’s executor,

carried offa considerable portion of his friend’s papers, and died with-

out restoring them to the heir. These papers, of whose existence the

public has only recently been informed, are now in the custody of a

Judicial Factor appointed by the Court of Session of Scotland, and will

remain inaccessible until their ownership has been determined.

The present publishers expect to issue, from time to tirne, additional

volumes containing more of the Boswell papers, but they determined

that the first book should be the hitherto unpublished Journal of a

Tour to the Hebrides. It is their privilege thus to make available one of

the great books of English literature in its original form, whicli, as it

here appears, differs materially from the previously printed text.

After more than 150 years, the Journal as Boswell wrote it is pub-

lished, Throughout the years of preparation the English and Ameri-

can publishers have worked closely together and have had the in-

valuable help of both Colonel Isham and Professor Pottle. The first

edition is issued jointly by the English and American publishers in a

large-paper limited edition; the first trade editions are issued sep-

arately by the publishers in their respective countries on the same day.



PREFACE

The first printing of an important manuscript calls

for a certain amount of bibliographical description. John-
son arrived in Edinburgh on 14 August 1773 and remained
there until the morning of 18 August. Boswell kept rough notes

on loose sheets of paper for the i4thj 15th, i6th, and 17th, and
did not expand them into a fully-written narrative until he was
preparing his book for the press in 1785. (These rough notes

survive, and have been printed, or reproduced in facsimile, in

the limited edition of the Boswell Papers. They are referred to

hereafter as “Notes,” the record from 18 August being styled

“Journal.”) On 18 August the pair set out from Edinburgh,

Boswell carrying two blank notebooks, the leaves of which, in

their present condition, measure about 7 by 4^ inches. In

these books he kept the record ofthe tour, beginning in a style

hardly different from the preceding rough notes, but gradually

allowing himselfmore freedom, until the Journal, except for a

few standard abbreviations, became as fully written as a printed

book. In the middle of his entry for 28 September, recording

the second visit to Goirechatachan, he came to the end of his

second notebook, and Johnson gave him a third, the leaves of

which were considerably smaller than those of the first two.

This he exhausted in Coll, apparently in the middle of the en-

try for i2jOctober, but was able to buy some loose paper at

the one shop on the island. On these loose sheets he continued

the record to the middle of 22 October, at Lochbuie. From
that point to the end ofthe tour he kept only rough notes—ap-

parently very scanty—^which he himselfseems later to have de-

stroyed. Some time in 1779 (more than five years later) he

began to complete the Journal from these jottings, and came
vii
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back to the task at intervals during 1780, 1781, and 1782, fi-

nally bringing the record down into the entry for 26 October.

“The Journal which Dr. Johnson read” ended at this point,

and there is no reason to suppose that Boswell had ever written

more before he revised the text for the printer. The manu-

script, consisting of the three bound notebooks and a sheaf of

loose leaves of approximately the same size, was read not only

by Johnson but by Sir William Forbes and Mrs. Thrale. Bos-

well had it with him on the last ofhis visits to London inJohn-

son’s lifetime, and at Oxford, inJune 1784, persuadedJohnson

to write on a blank leaf the note concerning the Honourable

Archibald Campbell which serves as one of the illustrations of

this volume.^

Johnson died on 1 3 December 1784; on the day after he heard

the news, Boswell received a letter from Charles Dilly asking

him ifhe could have a biography of 400 pages ready by Febru-

ary, that is, within six weeks. Boswell replied that he would noti

be rushed, but should do the work “deliberately.” He went

about adding to his store of materials for the Lj/e, but turned

to the Hebridean Tour for immediate publication. During Jan-
uary and February he tried without success to apply himself

to the task of revision. Two friends whose advice he sought—

Cosmo Gordon, Baron in the Court of Exchequer, and Dr.

Hugh Blair—confirmed him in thinking that theJournal might

be printed with little change. He therefore resolved “to set

himself,down quietly in London and get the work executed

easily,”

He arrived in London on 30 March 1785, but instead of go-

ing quietly to work, allowed himself to be swept for a month
into a wild eddy of dinners, executions, and girls. Then on 29
April he dined with Edmond Malone, and something hap-
pened to him. They talked until after midnight. Next day
Boswell worked all the morning at the Tour, and arranged
with Henry Baldwin for the printing. His attention was almost
» Post, facing p. 354.
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immediately distracted by a Bill fathered by Henry Dundas,

which proposed a reduction in the number of the Lords of

Session. Three weeks were consumed in the writing of an ex-

travagant pamphlet. The Letter to the People ofScotland was pub-

lished on 26 May; that same day Boswell resumed work on the

Tour, On the 28th he stayed “in all day in nightgown and

wrote Hebrides There is a hint that he was having difficulties.

On the 29th he made a memorandum to call on Malone and

engage him for breakfast on “Monday” (30 May). And then,

on 3 June, we find him spending the morning with Malone
“revising Hebrides.^' “From the moment Malone is seen at work

onJune 3,” says Geoflfrey Scott, “there is no record of Boswell

devoting a single hour of solitary industry to the Hebridean

Journal. He works with Malone, usually at Malone’s; and,

it appears, he never works without Malone.” This is probably

too strong, but the proof of Malone’s collaboration appears

throughout the manuscript, which Mr. Scott never saw. Be-

fore 3 June Boswell had prepared copy for at least pp. 3-37 of

the present edition, since he refers in his Journal for i June to

an unsuccessful search for the quotation from Butler’s Remains.'^

The revision of such portions of the corresponding copy as

have survived is entirely in his hand. But in the entry for 21

August (p. 54 of this edition), Malone’s hand suddenly ap-

pears, and before long more ofthe revision is in his hand than

in Boswell’s. We knew that Malone suggested the greater part

ofthe changes which Boswell made in the second edition. It is

now abundantly clear that he suggested the greater part of the

changes made in preparing the original Journal for publi-

cation.

Fresh copy was written for the portion up to 19 August. But

beginning with the eighth page of the manuscript ofthe Tour

proper (p. 38, line 22 of the present edition), Boswell, per-

haps already working with Malone, decided that the original

record would serve. The leaves were torn from their covers

> See post, p. 37, n. 8.
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and interleaved with blanks of the same size. Contractions

were expanded, and additions and substitutions made between

the lines and in the margins of the original leaves. When the

changes were too extensive to be managed in this fashion, the

passage in the original was scored out, and the new matter

written on the interleavings.

The revision was much more extensive than would be sus-

pected by a reader of this edition who did not compare it

minutely with Boswell’s book. Hardly a paragraph was printed

exactly as Boswell wrote it. Indiscreet and indelicate matter

was excised. Boswell’s topographical observations were gener-

ally deleted, since Johnson had published a topographical ac-

count, and Boswell, with some justice, was sceptical as to his

powers of “expressing visible objects.” Many passages of per-

sonal reflection were dropped, because the book was to be an

essay in Johnsonian biography, not an autobiography. In the

latter half of the book the revision was dictated partly by con-

siderations ofspace. After the comfortable Eighteenth-Century

fashion, Boswell had begun to print as soon as he had enough

copy for a sheet or two. He misjudged the bulk of his material,

and chose too generous a format. By the time he had reached

the middle of the work, it became clear that he would have

to condense more drastically if his volume were not to be un-

pleasantly thick, and he consequently began to throw out by
handfuls material which would certainly have found a place

ifit had occurred in the earlier portion of the manuscript. The
revision was by no means cordined to excision. Matter was
transposed, matter was added, whole paragraphs were recast,

and every sentence scanned for informal syntax and “inele-

gant” phraseology. We have discussed elsewhere® Boswell’s as-

surance to the public that he was presenting ‘‘the very Journal

which Dr, Johnson read,'" and shall say here only that his state-

ment is gravely misleading. At various places in the notes we
have called attention to differences between the manuscript

>p. 54, n. 4 .
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and the published book. The reader must not suppose that these

exhaust the list; they are only afew striking instances. Only a page-

for-page collation will show how extensive and pervasive the

changes were.

It has been our aim to print, from the point at which it be-

comes fully written, the Journal as Boswell wrote it. To re-

cover the original text from the labyrinth of deleting strokes

and interlinear additions would have been a task of some
difficulty even if the manuscript had been in good condition.

It is, unfortunately, in very bad condition. At some time it was
allowed to become damp, and has rotted, so that a great many
of the leaves—perhaps a third of them—show defects, some of

them serious. Over seventy-five pages out of a total of about

675 are missing altogether. Fortunately, the published book

supplies the substance (not always the exact phraseology) of

many ofthe missing portions. Because the leaves are so narrow

and Boswell’s hand is so generous, the majority of the remain-

der can be filled in with perfect confidence. There remain a

considerable number which have been supplied by pure edi-

torial conjecture. Restorations extending beyond a few words

have been indicated in the footnotes, but shorter ones have

usually been made silently. It would undoubtedly have been

a more scholarly proceeding to provide the first edition with

an elaborate apparatus of brackets and textual notes, but a

text of that character {crede expertis) could have been perused

only by a hardened scholar. Readers have already shown some

impatience to have Boswell’s journals in a reading text. It

has therefore seemed best to issue the present editions of the

HebrideanJournal first, and to allow the more austere editing

of the text to follow. We may remark, however, that we have

prepared such a text in typescript, and that the copy for the

present volume was transcribed from it.

Our editorial policy may be defined as follows:

(i) The text up to the point at which the Journal becomes

fully written, and from the point at which the Journal lapses.
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is that of Boswell’s third edition, the last which he revised.

When, however, the published Tour is used for filling in de-

fects in the manuscript, the first edition has been chosen, be-

cause its phraseology is likely to be nearer that of the original

record. When the manuscript gives a reading, it has invariably

been followed; that is, we have in no instance yielded to the

temptation to make up an eclectic text composed of “better

readings” from both manuscript and published Tour.

(2) In about twenty cases we have supplied silently an

article or some form ofthe verb “to be” where the manuscript

shows no defect. These omissions were not inadvertent on Bos-

well’s part, but were due to a recrudescence of the condensed

style of the earlier portion of the record. A few genuine inad-

vertencies have also been set right without editorial comment,

(3) The original manuscript had no paragraph division.

We have broken the text into paragraphs, following, wherever

possible, the paragraph division of the published Tour.

(4) We have expanded abbreviations and contractions, and

normalized spelling, capitalization, and punctuation through-

out. Otherwise the portion of the text taken from the pub-

lished JoMr would have followed one style (Boswell’s printer’s)

;

that from the manuscript a second (Boswell’s)
;
and our edito-

rial restorations would have beenin a third. This mixture would

be tolerable in a research edition, but hardly in one intended

for general reading. We have gone further than any previous

editor of the Tour, and have normalized personal names and

place-names; perhaps rashly, since the Eighteenth Century

permitted considerable latitude in these matters, and great

confusion still reigns as to the spelling of the place-names of

Gaelic origin.* The scholarly reader should not turn to this

text for evidence as to Boswell’s habits ofspelling, capitalizing,

or pointing.

^ Our principal authorities are the Dictionary of National Biography, Mrs. Margaret

Stuart’s Scottish Family History, J. G. Bartholomew’s Survey Gazetteer of the British Isles,

and the Royal Scottish Geographical Society’s Atlas of Scotland (ed. J. G. Bartholomew).
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(5) The dozen or more diagrams and sketches which appear

in the manuscript are of little value from any point of view

—

antiquarian, topographical, or artistic—and for that reason

have generally been omitted in tlris edition.

(6) Boswell’s footnotes in the published Tour have been

handled with some freedom. We have included the majority

of them, but have felt free to abridge or omit. It should be

remembered that these notes were no part of the original

record.

(7) Our annotation is intended rather for the general reader

than for the scholar. We have drawn freely, sometimes without

specific acknowledgment, on our predecessors—Croker, Hill,

Chapman, and particularly Carruthers, whose edition has been

too long neglected. Our edition and Dr. L. F. Powell’s revision

of Hill’s fifth volume went to the printers at the same time, but

we have been able to correct or amplify a few of our identifi-

cations by means of the proof-sheets which he has generously

sent us.The great mass of entertaining anecdote that has gath-

ered around the Tour may at times have betrayed us into discur-

siveness; we hope not too frequently.

That Boswell, on the whole, handled his revision wisely for

readers of his own day, can hardly be doubted; that his origi-

nal record, untrimmed and unpolished, is more entertaining

to our age, seems equally certain. In the first place, we are now
able to read the Tour, not as a book aboutJohnson, but as one

of the best chapters in Boswell’s autobiography. The sections

of self-analysis in this Journal are among the keenest that we
have from his pen, and they show him at the happiest and

most innocent period of his life. To recover, in their complete

frankness, all his and Johnson’s comments on the men and

women whom they met on the tour, is also a gain. The Journal

of a Tour to the Hebrides, even after pruning, remained one of

the most indiscreet books ever given to the world (did it not

bring its author to the verge ofa duel?), but beside the original

record it seems decorous and even timid. And the personalities
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can now hurt nobody. The Journal “which Dr,Johnson read”

is far fresher, far more intimate, far more detailed and pic-

turesque. The “elegancy” which Malone imposed upon it was

in the direction of that generalization dear to the Eighteenth-

Century heart, which the modern temperament finds so un-

congenial. Boswell’s own instinct sometimes rebelled against

it.® The reader who has perused the following pages will, we
predict with some confidence, return with reluctance to the

published Tour.

It remains only to make certain acknowledgments. The
materials for the Index (which provides fuller identification of

persons mentioned in the text than any hitherto published)

were collected by Mr. John P. Kirby, Donald Grant Mitchell

Fellow in English in the Yale Graduate School, and Marion S.

Pottle. Professor George Watson of the University of Chicago

has given us advice concerning Scotticisms. Professor John
Macdonald of the University ofAberdeen has furnished many
of the notes on Gaelic words and phrases, Gaelic being a lan-

guage ofwhich we know as little as Boswell did. Practically the

entire typescript for the printer was prepared by Mr. Edwin J.
Dryer, Jr., Yale ’37, holder ofa bursary in Davenport College.

F. A. P.

G. H. B.

New Haven, 25 August 1936.

‘See post, p, loi, n, 4,
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The Journal of a Tour to the Hebrides

with

SAMUEL JOHNSON, ll.d.i

Dr. JOHNSON had for many years given me hopes that

we should go together and visit the Hebrides. Martin’s

Account of those islands® had impressed us with a notion that

we might there contemplate a system of life almost totally dif-

ferent from what we had been accustomed to see; and to find

simplicity and wildness, and all the circumstances of remote

time or place, so near to our native great island, was an object

within the reach of reasonable curiosity. Dr. Johnson has said

in his Journey that he scarcely remembered how the wish to

visit the Hebrides was excited; but he told me, in summer

1763, that his father put Martin’s Account into his hands when
he was very young, and that he was much pleased with it. We
reckoned there would be some inconveniencies and hardships,

and perhaps a little danger; but these we were persuaded were

magnified in the imagination of everybody. When I was at

Ferney in 1764, I mentioned our design to Voltaire.® He

' Up to p. 56 the text is that of the third edition ofBoswell’s printed Tout, the significant

variations in the original notes or Journal being recorded in footnotes. For a fuller state-

ment of the editorial policy, see the textual note, pp. xii-xiii.

’ In the National Library of Scotland is a copy ofthis book, bearing the following inscrip-

tion in Boswell’s hand: “This very book accompanied Mr. SamuelJohnson and me in our

tour to the Hebrides in autumn 1773. Mr. Johnson told me that he had read Martin
when he was very young. Martin was a native of the Isle of Skye, where a number of his

relations still remain. His book is a very imperfect performance; and he is erroneous as to

many particulars, even some concerning his own island. Yet as it is the only book upon
the subject, it is very generally known. I have seen a second edition of it. I cannot but

have a kindness for him, notwithstanding his defects.—James Bosweix. 16 April 1 774.”

• On 24 December 1764. The conversation was in French, Voltaire explaining that one
could not talk English without putting the tongue between the teeth, and that he had
lost his tCGlh. Sec Bomcll Papers, iv. 130.
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looked at me as if I had talked of going to the North Pole, and

said, “You do not insist on my accompanying you?” “No, sir.”

“Then I am very willing you should go.” I was not afraid that

our curious expedition would be prevented by such apprehen-

sions, but I doubted that it would not be possible to prevail on

Dr.Johnson to relinquish for some time the felicity ofa London

life, which, to a man who can enjoy it with full intellectual rel-

ish, is apt to make existence in any narrower sphere seem in-

sipid or irksome. I doubted that he would not be willing to come

down from his elevated state of philosophical dignity; from a

superiority ofwisdom among the wise and of learning among

thelearned; andfromflashinghiswitupon minds brightenough

to reflect it.

He had disappointed my expectations so long that I began

to despair; but in spring 1773, he talked of coming to Scotland

that year with so much firmness that I hoped he was at lust in

earnest. I knew that if he were once launched from the me-

tropolis, he would go forward very well; and I got our common
friends there to assist in setting him afloat. To Mrs. Thrale in

particular, whose enchantment over him seldom failed, I was

much obliged. Itwas; “I’ll give thee a wind.” “Thou art Hnd.” ‘

To attract him we had invitations from the chiefs Macdonald
and MacLeod, and for additional aid I wrote to Lord Elibank,

Dr. William Robertson, and Dr. Beattie.

To Dr. Robertson, so far as my letter concerned the present

subject, I wrote as follows:

Our friend Mr. Samuel Johnson is in great health and spirits, and, I

do think, has a serious resolution to visit Scotland this year. The more
attraction, however, the better; and therefore, though I know he will be
happy to meet you there, it will forward the scheme if, in your answer to
this, you express yourself concerning it with that power of which you are
so happily possessed, and which may be so directed as to operate strongly
upon him.

• His answer to that part of my letter was quite as I could

* Macbeth, I. iii
,
the firstMd second witches, Boswell la continuing the nautical figure ini"

piled in “launched” and “afloat."
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have wished. It was written with the address and persuasion of

the historian of America
When I saw you last, you gave us some hopes that you might prevail

with Mr, Johnson to make out that excursion to Scotland with die ex-

pectation of which we have long flattered ourselves. If he could order
matters so as to pass some time in Edinburgh about the close of the Sum-
mer Session, and then visit some ofthe Highland scenes, I am confident he
would be pleased with the grand features of nature in many parts of this

country; he will meet with many persons here who respect him, and some
whom I am persuaded he will think not unworthy of his esteem. I wish he
would make the experiment. He sometimes cracks his jokes upon us, but
he will find that we can distinguish between the stabs of malevolence and
th rebukes of the righteous^ which are like excellent oil,^ and break not the head.

Offer my best compliments to him, and assure him that I shall be happy
to have the satisfaction ofseeing him under my roof.

To Dr, Beattie I wrote,

The chief intention of this letter is to inform you that I now seriously

believe Mr. Samuel Johnson will visit Scotland this year, but I wish that

every power of attraction may be employed to secure our having so valu-

able an acquisition; and therefore I hope you will without delay write

to me what I know you think, that I may read it to the mighty sage,

with proper emphasis, befor-e I leave London, which I must do soon. He
talks of you with the same warmth that he did last year. We are to see

as much of Scotland as we can in the months of August and September.

We shall not be long of being at Marischal College.^ He is particularly

desirous of seeing some of the Western Islands.

Dr. Beattie did better: ipse venit. He was, however, so polite

as to waive his privilege of nil mihi rescribasp and wrote from

Edinburgh as follows:

Your very kind and agreeable favour of the 20th of April overtook me
here yesterday after having gone to Aberdeen, which place I left about

a week ago. I am to set out this day for London, and hope to have the

honour of paying my respects to Mr. Johnson and you about a week or

® The History ofAmerica did not appear until 1777. Boswell, writing in 1785 (a year and a

half after the close of the American War), selects from Robertson’s works the one of

greatest contemporary interest.
® “Our friend Edmund Burke, who by this time had received some pretty severe strokes

from Dr. Johnson on account of the unhappy difference in their politics, upon my re-

peating this passage to him, exclaimed, ‘OU of vitriol!’
”

—

Boswell.
^ "This, I find, is a Scotticism. I should have said, ‘It will not be long before we shall be

at Marischal College.”’

—

^Boswell. It should always be remembered that to Boswell

literary English was something of a foreign tongue.

* A tag from Ovid (altered) ; the meaning of the original is approximately, “Don’t reply

to this; come yourself.’’
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ten days hence. I shall then do what I can lo (riilhrcc the topic you men-

tion, but at present I cannot enter upon it, as 1 am in a very great huny;

for I intend to begin my journey within an hour or two.

He was as good as his word and threw some pleasing motives

into the northern scale. But indeed, Mr, Johnson loved all that

he heard from one whom he tells us in his Lives ofthe Poets Gray

found “a poet, a philosopher, and a good man.”

My lord Elibank did not answer my letter to his lordship

for some time. The reason will appear when we come to the Isle

ofSkye. I shall then insertmy letter, with letters from his lord-

ship both to myself and Mr. Johnson.** I beg it may be under-

stood that I insert my own letters, as I relate my own sayings,

rather as keys to what is valuable belonging to others than for

their own sake.

Luckily Mr. Justice (now Sir Robert) Chambers, who was

about to sail for the East Indies, was going lo take leave of his

relations at Newcastle, and he conducted Dr. Johnson to that

town. Mr. Scott of University College, Oxford (now Dr. Scott

ofthe Commons), accompaniedhim from 1hence to Edinburgh.

With such propitious convoys did he proceed to my native city.

But lest metaphor should make it be supposed he actually went

by sea, I choose to mention that he travelled in post-chaises,

ofwhich the rapid motion was one ofhis most favourite amuse-

ments.

Dr. Samuel Johnson’s character—religious, moral, political,

and literary—nay, his figure and manner, are, I believe, more
generally known than those of almost any man, yet it may not

be superfluous here to attempt a sketch ofhim. Let my readers

then remember that he was a sincere and zealous Christian, of

high-Church-of-England and monarchical principles, which
he would not tamely suffer to be questioned; steady and inflex-

ible in maintaining the obligations of piety and virtue, both

' Boswell, in the printed Tour, did insert the letters of Elibank and Johnson, which had
been copied into the Journal, but forgot his promise to print his own, which had not
been. It is supplied in this edition from a copy among the Maiahide I’apcr.i. .See post,

P> 4«7.
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from a regard to the order ofsociety and from a veneration for

the Great Source of all order; correct, nay stern, in his taste;

hard to please and easily offended, impetuous and irritable in

his temper, but of a most humane and benevolent heart; hav-

ing a mind stored with a vast and various collection of learn-

ing and knowledge, which he communicated with peculiar per-

spicuity and force, in rich and choice expression. He united a

most logical head with a most fertile imagination, which gave

him an extraordinary advantage in arguing, for he could reason

close or wide as he saw best for the moment. He could, when
he chose it, be the greatest sophist that ever wielded a weapon
in the schools ofdeclamation, but he indulged this only in con-

versation, for he owned that he sometimes talked for victory; he

was too conscientious to make error permanent and pernicious

by deliberately writing it. He was conscious of his superiority.

He loved praise when it was brought to him, but was too proud

to seek for it. He was somewhat susceptible offlattery. His mind

was so full of imagery that he might have been perpetually a

poet. It has been often remarked that in his poetical pieces

(which it is to be regretted are so few, because so excellent) his

style is easier than in his prose. There is deception in this: it is

not easier but better suited to the dignity of verse; as one may
dance with grace whose motions in ordinary walking—^in the

common step—are awkward. He had a constitutional melan-

choly the clouds ofwhich darkened the brightness of his fancy

and gave a gloomy cast to his whole course of thinking; yet,

though grave and awful in his deportment when he thought it

necessary or proper, he frequently indulged himself in pleas-

antry and sportive sallies. He was prone to superstition but not

to credulity. Though his imagination might incline him to a

beliefofthe marvellous and the mysterious, his vigorous reason

examined the evidence withjealousy. He had a loud voice and

a slow deliberate utterance which no doubt gave some addi-

tional weight to the sterling metal of his conversation. Lord

Pembroke said once to me at Wilton, with a happy pleasantry
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and some truth, that “Dr. Johnson’s sayings would not appear

so extraordinary were it not for his bow-ivotv way,” but I admit

the truth of this only on some occasions. The Messiah played

upon the Canterbury organ is more sublime than when played

upon an inferior instrument, but very slight music will seem

grandwhen conveyed to the ear through that majestic medium.

While therefore Doctor Johnson's sayings are read, let his manner be

taken along with them. Let it, however, be observed that the

sayings themselves are generally great; that, though he might

be an ordinary composer at times, he was for the most part

a Handel.—His person was large, robust, I may say approach-

ing to the gigantic, and grown unwieldly from corpulency.

His countenance was naturally ofthe cast ofan ancient statue,

but somewhat disfigured by the scars of tliat einl which it was

formerly imagined the royal touch could cure. He was now in

his sixty-fourih year, and was become a little dull of hearing.

His sight had always been somewhat weak, yet so much docs

mind govern and even supply the deficiency of organs that

his perceptions were uncommonly quick and accurate. His

head and sometimes also his body shook with a kind of mo-
tion like the effect of a palsy; he appeared to be frequently

disturbed by cramps or convulsive contractions, of the nature

of that distemper called St. Vitus’s dance.i” He wore a full

suit of plain brown clothes with twisted-hair buttons of the

same colour, a large bushy greyish wig, a plain shirt, black

worsted stockings, and silver buckles. Upon this tour, when
journeying, he wore boots and a very wide brown cloth great-

coat with pockets which might have almost held the two vol-

umes of his folio dictionary, and he carried in his hand a large

English oak stick. Let me not be censured for mentioning such

*®'‘Such they appeared to me; but since the first edition, Sir Joshua Reynolds has ob-
Krved tp me that Dr. Johnson’s extraordinary gestures were only habits, in which he in-
dulged himselfatcertain times. When in companywherehewas not free, orwhen engaged
earnestly in conversation, he never gaveway to such habits, which proves that they were
no^ involuntary. I still however think that these gestures were involuntary; for surely
had not that been the case, he would have restrained them in the public streets.”

—

^Bos-
well,



INTRODUCTION 9

minute particulars. Everytliing relative to so great a man is

worth observing. I remember Dr. Adam Smith, in his rhetori-

cal lectures at Glasgow, told us he was glad to know that

Milton wore latchets in his shoes instead of buckles.^® When I

mention the oak stick, it is but letting Hercules have his club;

and by and by my readers will find this stick will bud and pro-

duce a good joke.

This imperfect sketch of “the combination and the form'' of

that Wonderful Man whom I venerated and loved while in

this world, and after whom I gaze with humble hope now that

it has pleased Almighty God to call him to a better world,

will serve to introduce to the fancy of my readers the capital

object of the following Journal, in the course of which I trust

they will attain to a considerable degree of acquaintance witli

him.

His prejudice against Scotland was announced almost as

soon as he began to appear in the world of letters. In his Lon-

don, a Poem, are the following nervous lines:

For who would leave, unbribecl, Hibernia’s land?

Or change the rocks of Scotland for the Strand?

There none are swept by sudden fate away,
But all, whom hunger spares, with age decay.w

The truth is, like the ancient Greeks and Romans, he al-

lowed himself to look upon all nations but his own as barbari-

ans: not only Hibernia and Scotland, but Spain, Italy, and

“ Boswell was severely ridiculed for this reason by Peter Pindar and others ("Who will

not, too, thy pen’s minutiae bless, That gives posterity the Rambler’s dress?”). He un-

fortunately felt tliese gibes, and omitted several vivid descriptions of Johnson’s person

from hisjournals in preparing them for the Hfe. Notice, too, how in editing the Hebrides

Journal for the printer he generally strikes out his pleasant lists of what he and Johnson
ate and drank. The influence of Malone is probably to be discerned here; Malone, more
than Boswell, subscribed to the Eighteenth Gentuiy view, best expressed by Sir Joshua
Reynolds, that "the beauty of art consists in being able to get above all singular forms,

local customs, particularities, and details of every kind.”
“ Boswell attended the University of Glasgow as a student of civil law in 1 759-60. He
never tired of repeating a compliment which Smith once paid him upon his “facility of

manners.”

'•Johnson’s prejudice against Scotland was real, but these lines are poor evidence for it.

If read carefully, they will be found to say the direct opposite of what Boswell seems to

be quoting them to prove. The real object of attack in Londm is not Ireland, Scotland,

Spain, Italy, or France. It is London.
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France are attacked in the same poem. If lie was partieuUirly

prejudiced against the Scots, it was because they were more in

his way; because he thought their success in England rather

exceeded the due proportion of their real merit; and because

he could not but see in them that nationality which I believe

no liberal-minded Scotsman will deny. He was indeed, if I

may be allowed the phrase, at bottom much of a John Bull,

much of a true-born Englishman. There was a stratum of com-

mon clayunder the rock ofmarble.—^He was voraciously fond of

good eating, and he had a great deal of that quality called hu-

mmr, which gives an oiliness and a gloss to every other quality.

1 am, I flatter myself, completely a citizen of the world. In

my travels through Holland, Germany, Switzerland, Italy,

Corsica, France, I never felt myselffrom home; and I sincerely

love “every kindred and tongue and people and nation.” I

subscribe to what my late truly learned and philosophical

friend Mr. Crosbie^^ said: that the English arc better animals

than the Scots; they are nearer the sun, their blood is richer

and more mellow; but when I humour any ofthem in an out-

rageous contempt of Scotland, I fairly own I treat them as

children. And thus I have, at some moments, found myself

obliged to treat even Dr. Johnson.

To Scotland, however, he ventured; and he returned from

it in great good humour, with his prejudices much lessened,

and with very grateful feelings ofthe hospitality with which he

was treated, as is evident from that admirable work, his Jour-

ney to the Western Islands ofScotland, which, to my utter astonish-

ment, has been misapprehended, even to rancour, by many of

my countrymen.

To have the company ofChambers and Scott, he delayed his

journey so long that the Court of Session, which rises on the

** Andrew Crosbie, advocate, whose character is said to have furnished Scott with some
hints for Counselior Picydell in GiiyMannmng. When Bosweli wrote these words, Crosbie
had been dead less than four months. In his last years he had been harassed by finan-
cial troubles, and died bankrupt.
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eleventh ofAugust, was broke up before he got to Etiinburgh.

On Saturday the fourteenth ofAugust, 1773, late in the eve-

ning, I received a note from him that he was arrived at Boyd’s

Inn, at the head of the Canongate. I went to him directly. He

embraced me cordially, and I exulted in the thought that 1

now had him actually in Caledonia. Mr. Scott’s amiable man-

ners and attachment to our Socrates at once united me to him.

He told me that before I came in the Doctor had unluckily

had a bad specimen of Scottish cleanliness. He then drank

no fermented liquor. He asked to have his lemonade made

sweeter, upon which the waiter with his greasy fingers lifted a

lump of sugar and put it into it. The Doctor in indignation

threw it out of the window. Scott said he was afraid he would

have knocked the waiter down. Mr. Johnson told me that such

another trick was played him at the house of a lady in Paris. ‘f’

He was to do me the honour to lodge under my roof. T regret-

ted sincerely that I had not also a room for Mr. Scott.'" Mr.

Johnson and I walked arm-in-arm up the High Street to my
house in James’s Court; it was a dusky night; I could not pre-

vent his being assailed by the evening eliluvia of Edinburgh. 1

heard a late baronet^'' ofsome distinction in the political world

in the beginning of the present reign observe that "walking

the streets of Edinburgh at night was pretty perilous and a

good deal odoriferous.” The peril is much abated by the care

which the magistrates have taken to enforce the city laws

against throwing foul water from the windows; but, from the

structure of the houses in the old town, which consist of many
storeys in each ofwhich a different family lives, and there being

no covered sewers, the odour still continues. A zealous Scots-

Probably Mine du Boccage, of whom Baretti said that Jolinson “hated her before he
saw her.”

In the original notes at this point appears the following: “He said, ‘Shall I see y' Lady?’
B. ‘Yes.’ ‘Then I’ll put on clean shirt.’ I said,' ’Tis needless. Either don’t see her tonight,
or don’t put on clean shirt.’ johns. ‘Sir, I’ll do both.’”

Perhaps Sir Gilbert Elliot, Bart., of Minto, who was a privy councillor and held vari-
ous offices of state. He died in 1777.



j2 14 AUGUST 1773 \Edmhurgh

man would have wished Mr. Johnson to be without one of his

five senses upon this occasion. As we marched slowly along, he

grumbled in my ear, “I smell you in the dark!” But he ac-

knowledged that the breadth of the street and the loftiness of

the buildings on each side made a noble appearance.

My wife had tea ready for liim, which it is well known he

delighted to drink at all hours, particularly when sitting up

late, and ofwhich his able defence against Mir. Jonas Hanway

should have obtained him a magnificent reward from the East

India Company. He showed much complacency upon findhag

that the mistress of the house was so attentive to his singular

habit; and as no man could be more polite when lie chose to

be so, his address to her was most courteous and engaging,

and his conversation soon charmed her into a forgetfulness of

his external appearance.

I did not begin to keep a regular full journal till some days

after we had set out from Edinburgh, but I have luckily pre-

served a good many fragments ofhis Memorabilia from his very

first evening in Scotland.

We had, a little before this, had a trial for murder, 1“ in which

the judges had allowed the lapse oftwenty years since its com-

mission as a plea in bar, in conformity with the doctrine ofpre-

scription in the civil law, which Scotland and several other

coimtries in Europe have adopted. He at first disapproved of

this, but then he thought there was something in it if there had

been for twenty years a neglect to prosecute a crime which was

known. He would not allow that a murder, by not being &-
covered for twenty years, should escape punishment. We talked

of the ancient trial by duel. He did not think it so absurd as is

generally supposed. “For,” said he, “it was only allowed when
the question was in equilibrio, as when one affirmed and an-

other denied; and they had a notion that Providence would in-

**An account of this cause, the King versus Callum Maegregor, is given in Maclaurin’s
Criminal Cases, Edinburgh, 1 774, pp. 595-615. Maegregor was indicted in May 1 773 for
a murder committed in 1747- As Boswell says, the plea ofprescription was admitted, and
the Court ofJusticiary dismissed the indictment on g August 1773.
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terfere in favour of him who was in the right. But as it was
found that in a duel he who was in the right had not a better

chance than he who was in the wrong, therefore society insti-

tuted the present mode of trial and gave the advantage to him
who is in the I'ight.”

We sat till near two in the morning, having chatted a good
while after my wife left us.^*' She had insisted that, to show all

respect to the sage, she would give up her own bedchamber to

him and take a worse. This I cannot but gratefully mention, as

one of a thousand obligations which I owe her, since the great

obligation ofher being pleased to accept ofme as her husband.

SUNDAY 15 AUGUST.^ Mr. Scott came to breakfast, at

which I introduced to Dr. Johnson and him my friend Sir Wil-

liam Forbes, now of Pitsligo, a man of whom too much good

cannot be said; who, with distinguished abilities and applica-

tion in his profession of a banker, is at once a good companion

and a good Christian—which I think is saying enough. Yet it

is but justice to record that once when he was in a dangerous

illness he was watched with the anxious apprehension ofa gen-

eral calamity; day and night his house was beset with affec-

tionate inquiries, and upon his recovery Te Deum was tlie uni-

versal chorus from the hearts of his countrymen.

Mr. Johnson was pleased with my daughter Veronica,® then

The notes show that they revived the joke about Langton’s will. "b. ‘Langt. is a wor-

thy man.’ Johns. ‘Sir, the earth has not a better man, But ridicule is inherent in him.

There is no separating them.’”
< In the notes, the entry for this day begins thus: “I had a little of a headach. He had a

Barber to shave him. The first rasor was bad. He was very angry. ‘Sir, this is digging.’ ” ,

Boswell must have omitted this through oversight.
* ‘‘The saint’s name of Veronica was introduced into our family through my great-grand-

mother Veronica, Countess of Kincardine, a Dutch lady of the noble house of Sommels-

dyefc, of which there is a full account in Bayle’s Dictionary. The family had once a

princely right in Surinam. The governor ofthat settlement was appointed by the States

General, the town ofAmsterdam, and Sommelsdyck. The States General have acquired

Sommdsdyck’s right; but the family has still great dignity and opulence, and by inter-

marriages is connected with many other noble families. When I was at Tlie Hague I

was received with all the affection of kindred. The present Sommelsdyck has an impor-

tantcharge in the Republic, and is as worthy a man as lives. He has honoured me with

his correspondence for these twenty years. My great-grandfather, the husband ofCount-
'

ess Veronica, was Alexander, Earl of Kincardine, that enunent Royalist whose charac-

ter is given by Burnet in his History of his own Times, From him the blood of Bruce Hows in
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a child of about four months old. She had the appearance of

listening to him. His motions seemed to her to be intended for

her amusement, and when he stopped, she fluttered and made

a little infantine noise and a kind of signal for him to begin

again. She would be held close to him, which was a prooffrom

simple nature that his figure was not horrid. Her fondness for

him endeared her still more to me, and I declared she should

have five hundred pounds of additional fortune.®

We talked ofthe practice ofthe Law. Sir William Forbes said

he thought an honest lawyer should never undertake a cause

which he was satisfied was not ajust one. “Sir,” said Mr.John-

son, “a lawyer has no business with the justice or injustice

of the cause which he undertakes, unless his client asks his

opinion, and then he is bound to give it honestly. The justice

or injustice of the cause is to be decided by the judge. Con-

sider, sir; what is the purpose of courts of justice? It is that

every man may have his cause fairly tried by men appointed

to try causes. A lawyer is not to tell what he knows to be a lie:

he is not to produce what he knows to be a false deed; but he

is not to usurp the province of the jury and of the judge and

determine what shall be the effect of evidence, what shall be

the result of legal argument. As it rarely happens that a man
is fit to plead his own cause, lawyers are a class of the commu-
nity, who, by study and experience, have acquired the art and

power of arranging evidence and of applying to the points at

issue what the law has settled. A lawyer is to do for his client

all that his client might fairly do for lumselfifhe could. If, by a

superiority of attention, of knowledge, of skill, and a better

method of communication, he has the advantage of his adver-

my veins. Of such ancestry who would not be proud? And, as NHUl esl, nisi hoc sciat alter,

is peculiarly true of genesdogy,who would not be glad to seize a fair opportunity to let it

be known?”

—

Boswell.
• Veronica was at this time Boswell’s only child; with four others to provide for, he found
it impossible to fulfil tliis enthusiastic declaradon. Under the deed of settletnent which
he executed shortly before he began preparing the Tour for the press, Veronica received
the same “fortune” as her sisters, viz., an annuity of one hundred pounds a year. She
outlived her father by only four months, dying of consumption on aC September 1795.
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sary, it is an advantage to which he is entitled. There must al-

ways be some advantage on one side or other, and it is better

that advantage should be had by talents than by chance. If

lawyers were to undertake no causes till they were sure they

were just, a man might be precluded altogether from a trial of

his claim, though, were it judicially examined, it might be
found a veryjust claim.” This was sound practical doctrine, and
rationally repressed a too-refined scrupulosity of conscience.

Emigration was at this time a common topic of discourse.

Dr. Johnson regretted it as hurtful to human happiness. “For,”

said he, “it spreads mankind, which weakens the defence of a

nation and lessens the comfort ofliving. Men, thinly scattered,

make a shift, but a bad shift, without many things. A smith is

ten miles off; they’ll do without a nail or a staple. A tailor is far

from them; they’ll botch their own clothes. It is being concen-

trated which produces high convenience.”

Sir William Forbes, Mr. Scott, and I accompanied Mr. John-

son to the chapel founded by Lord Chief Baron Smith for the

service of the Church of England. The Reverend Mr. Carr,

the senior clergyman, preached from these words: “Because

the Lord reigneth, let the earth be glad.” I was sorry to think

Mr. Johnson did not attend to the sermon, Mr. Carr’s low

voice not being strong enough to reach his hearing. A selection

of Mr. Carr’s sermons has, since his death, been published by

Sir William Forbes, and the world has acknowledged their un-

common merit. I am well assured Lord Mansfield has pro-

nounced them to be excellent.

Here I obtained a promise from Lord Chief Baron Ord that

he would dine at my house next day. I presented Mr. Johnson

to his lordship, who politely said to him, “I have not the hon-

our of knowing you, but I hope for it and to see you at my
house. I am to wait on you tomorrow.” This respectable Eng-

lish judge will be long remembered in Scotland, where he

built an elegant house and lived in it magnificently. His own

ample fortune, with the addition of his salary, enabled him to
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be splendidly hospitable. It may be fortunate for an individual

amongst ourselves to be Lord ChiefBaron, and a most worthy

man'* now has the office; but in my opinion it is better for Scot-

land in general that some of our public employments should

be filled by gentlemen of distinction from the south side of the

Tweed, as we have the benefit of promotion in England. Such

jjj^mrehange would make a beneficial niixtuie ol manneis,

and render our union more complete. Lord Chief Baron Ord

was on good terms with us all, in a country filled with jarring

interests and keen parties; and, though I well knew his opinion

to be the same with my own, he kept himself aloof at a very

critical period indeed, when the Douglas Cause shook the sa-

cred security ofbirthright in Scotland to its foundation
;
a cause,

which had it happened before the Union, when there was no

appeal to a British House of Lords, would have left the great

fortress of honours and of property in ruins.''

When we got home, Dr. Johnson desired to sc<‘. my books.

He took down Ogden’s Sermons on Prayer^ on whicli I set a very

high value,® having been much edified by them, and he retired

with them to his room. He did not stay long, but soon joined

us in the drawing-room.’' I presented to him Mr. Robert Ar-

buthnot,® a relation of the celebrated Dr. Arbuthnot, and a

man of literature and taste. To him we were obliged for a pre-

vious recommendation which secured us a very agreeable re-

ception at St. Andrews, and which Dr, Johnson in his Journey

ascribes to “some invisible friend.”

' Of Dr. Beattie® Mr. Johnson said, “Sir, he has written like a

‘ SirJames Williani Montgomery, Bart. ‘ See jiosl, p. 351 , n. 3.
• Boswell carried this book with him on the tour; his frequent references to it induced
Collings and Rowlandson in their caricatures to show it peeping from his pocket.
’ Boswell suppressed a compliment which Johnson paid to him on this room: “johns.
said of himsdf, without any prompting at all, my drawing-room was the pleasantest

room he had ever been in.” On the previous night, when Boswell had said “I’m glad to

see you under my roof,” Johnson had replied, "And *tis a very noble roof.”
• Probably Robert Arbuthnot, Esq., ofHaddo, secretary to the board of trustees for fish-

eriesandmuufacturesinScotland, and aclosefriend ofJames Beattie’s. He died in i S04.
• Therefoenceis to Beattie’s Essay on Truth, an attack on Hume’s i^hilosophy which had
just brought its author an honorary D.C.L. from Oxford.
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man conscious of the truth and feeling his own strength. Treat-

ing your adversary with respect is giving him an advantage to

which he is not entitled. The greatest part ofmen cannotjudge
ofreasoning, and are impressed by character; so that ifyou al-

low your adversary a respectable character, they will think

that though you diflfer from him, you may be in the wrong.
Sir, treating your adversary with respect is striking soft in a

battle. And as to Hume—a man who has so much conceit as to

tell all mankind that they have been bubbled for ages and he is

the wise manwho sees better than they, a manwho has so little

scrupulosity as to venture to oppose those principles which have
been thought necessary to human happiness—is he to be sur-

prised if another man comes and laughs at him? If he is the

great man he thinks himself, all this cannot hurt him; it is like

throwing peas against a rock.” He added something much too

rough," both as to Mr, Hume’s head and heart, which I sup-

px’ess.“ Violence is, in my opinion, not suitable to the Chris-

tian cause. Besides, I always lived on good terms with Mr.
Hume, though I have frankly told him I was not clear that it

was right in me to keep company with him. “But,” said I,

“how much better are you than your books!” He was cheerful,

obliging, and instructive; he was charitable to the poor; and
many an agreeable hour have I passed with him. I have pre-

served some entertaining and interesting memoirs ofhim, par-

ticularly when he knew himself to be dying, which I may some

time or other communicate to the world. I shall not, how-

ever, extol him so very highly as Dr. Adam Smith does, who
says in a letter to Mr. Strahan the printer (not a confidential

letter to his friend, but a letter which is published with all for-

” This can now be recovered; "b. 'But why attack his heart?’ j. ‘Why, Sir, because his

head has corrupted it. Or perhaps it has perverted his head. I know not indeed whether

he has first been a biockhead and that has made him a rogue, or first been a rogue and
that has made him a biockhead.’”

Boswell’s last and most important interview with Hume took place on 7 July 1 776>

just seven weeks before Hume’s death. Boswell never published his account of the con-

versation, which was first given to the world with the publication of the Malahide Pa-

pers {Boswell Papers, xii. 327-38).

C
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mality), “Upon the whole, I have always considered him, both

in his lifetime and since his death, as approaching as nearly to

the idea of a perfectly wise and virtuous man as perhaps the

nature ofhuman frailty will permit.” Let Dr. Smith consider:

was notMr. Hume blessed with good health, good spirits, good

friends, a competent and increasing fortune? And had he not

also a perpetual feast offame? But, as a learned friend^® has ob-

served to me, “What trials did he undergo to prove the perfec-

tion of his virtue? Did he ever experience any great instance of

adversity?” When I read this sentence, delivered by my old

Professor of Moral Philosophy, I could not help exclaiming

with the Psalmist, “Surely I have now more understanding

than my teachers!”

While we were talking, there came a note to me from Dr.

William Robertson: Sunday.

Dear sm,~I have been expecting every day to hear from you of Dr.

Johnson’s arrival. Pray what do you know about his motions? I long to

take him by the hand. I write this from the college, where I have only

this scrap of paper. Ever yours,

W. R.

It pleased me to find Dr. Robertson thus eager to meet Dr.

Johnson. I was glad that I could answer that he was come; and
I begged Dr. Robertson might be with us as soon as he could.

Sir William Forbes, Mr. Scott, Mr. Arbuthnot, and another

gentleman^ dined with us. “Gome, Dr.Johnson,” said I, “it is

commonly thought that our veal in Scotland is not good. But
here is some which I believe you will like.” There was no catch-

ing him. JOHNSON. “Why, sir, what is commonly thought I

should take to be true. Tour vealmay be good, but that will only
be an exception to the general opinion, not a proof against it.”

Dr. Robertson, according to the custom of Edinburgh at

that time, dined in the interval between the forenoon and aft-

ernoon service, which was then later than now; so we had not
the pleasure ofhis company till dinner was over, when he came

“ Probably Malone.
“He is named in the notes: Charles Hay, advocate, later Lord Newton.
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and drank wine with us. And then began some animated dia-

logue, ofwhich here follows a pretty full note.

We talked of Mr. Burke. Dr.Johnson said he had great vari-

ety of knowledge, store of imagery, copiousness of language.

ROBERTSON. “He has wit too.” Johnson. “No, sir, he never suc-

ceeds there. ’Tis low; ’tis conceit. I used to say Burke never

once made a good joke.^^ What I most envy Burke for is his be-

ing constantly the same. He is never what we call humdrum;
never unwilling to begin to talk, nor in haste to leave off.” Bos-

well. “Yet he can listen.” Johnson. “No, I cannot say he is

good at that. So desirous is he to talk that ifone is speaking at

this end of the table, he’ll speak to somebody at the other end.

Burke, sir, is such a man that if you met him for the first time

in a street where you were stopped by a drove ofoxen, and you

and he stepped aside to take shelter but for five minutes,^ he’d

talk to you in such a manner that when you parted you would

say, ‘This is an extraordinary man.’ Now, you may be long

enough with me without finding anything extraordinary.” He
said he believed Burke was intended for the Law, but either

had not money enough to follow it or had not diligence enough.

He said he could not understand how a man could apply to

one thing and not to another. Robertson said one man had

more judgment, another more imagination, Johnson. “No,

sir; it is only one man has more mind than another. He may
direct it differently; he may by accident see the success of one

kind of study and take a desire to excel in it, I am persuaded

“ “This was one of the points upon which Dr. Johnson was strangely heterodox. For,

surely, Mr. Burke, with his other remarkable qualities, is also distinguished for his wit,

and for wit of all kinds too; not merely that power of language which Pope chooses to

denominate wit,
(‘True wit is Nature to advantage dressed;

What oft was thought, but ne’er so well expressed’)

but surprising allusions, brilliant sallies ofvivacity, and pleasant conceits. His speeches

in Parliament are strewed with them,’’

—

Boswell. The latter part of this interesting but

extremely long note, part of which was written by Malone, is here omitted.

“ Boswell saw fit to alter Johnson’s figure, as actually recorded in his notes; “. ,

.

if you

met him for the first time in a street where there was a shower ofcannon bullets, and you
and he ran up a stair to take shelter . .

.” The result was unfortunate. As Dr. Chapman
has pointed out, one docs not “take shelter” from a drove of oxen.
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that had Sir Isaac Newton appKed to poetry, he would have

made a very fine epic poem. I could as easily apply to law as to

tragic poetry.” boswell. “Yet, sir, you did apply to tragic po-

etry, not to law.” JOHNSON. “Because, sir, I had not money to

study law. Sir, the man who has vigour may walk to the east

just as well as to the west, if he happens to turn his head that

way.” BOSWELL. “But, sir, ’tis like walking up and down a hill;

one man will naturally do the one better than the other. A
hare will run up a hill best, from her forelegs being short; a

dog, down.” JOHNSON. “Nay, sir; that is from mechanical pow-

ers. If you make mind mechanical, you may argue in that

manner. One mind is a vice, and holds fast; there’s a good

memory. Another is a file, and he is a disputant, a controver-

sialist. Another is a razor, and he is sarcastical,” We talked of

Whitefield. He said he was at the same college with him and

knew him “before he began to be better than other people”

(smiling); that he believed he sincerely meant well, but had a

mixture ofpolitics and ostentation, whereas Wesley thought of

religion only.^® Robertson said Whitefield had strong natural

eloquence, which, if cultivated, would have done great things.

JOHNSON. “Why, sir, I take it he was at the height of what his

abilities could do, and was sensible of it. He had the ordi-

nary advantages ofeducation, but he chose to pursue that ora-

tory which is for the mob.” boswell. “He had great effect on

the passions.” Johnson, “Why, sir, I don’t think so. He could

not represent a succession of pathetic images. He vociferated

and made an impression. 7W«, again, was a mind like a

hammer.” Dr. Johnson now said a certain eminent political

*• “That qannot be said now, after the flagrant part which Mr. JohnWesley took against
ourAmerican brethren, when, in his own name, he threw amongst his enthusiastic Bock,
the very individual combustibles of Dr. Johnson’s Taxation no Tyrant^; and after the in-
tolerant spirit whichhe manifested against our fellow-Chrisdans of the Roman Catholic
communion, for which that able champion. Father O’Leary, has given him so hearty a
drubbing. But I should think myself very tmworthy, if I did not at the same time ac-
knowledge Mr,John Wesley’s merit, as a veteran ‘Soldier ofJesus Christ,’ who has, I do
bdieve, turned many from darkness into light, and from the power ofSatan to the living
Gop.’’

—

^Boswell.
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friend’^^ ofours was wrong in his maxim ofsticking to a certain

set ofmen on all occasions. “I can see that a man may do right

to stick to du party said he; “that is to say, he is a Whig, or he

is a Tory, and he thinks one of those parties upon the whole

the best, and that to make it prevail, it must be generally sup-

ported, though in particulars it may be wrong. He takes its

faggot of principles, in which there are fewer rotten sticks than

in the other, though some rotten sticks, to be sure; and they

cannot well be separated. But to bind one’s self to one man,
or one set of men (who may be right today and wrong to-

morrow), without any general preference of system, I must
disapprove.”!®

He told us ofCooke who translated Hesiod and lived twenty

years on a translation of Plautus for which he was always

taking subscriptions; and that he presented Foote to a club

in the following singular manner: “This is the nephew of the

gentleman who was lately hung in chains for murdering his

brother.”!"

In the evening I introduced to Mr.Johnson"" two good friends

of mine, Mr. William Nairne, advocate, and Mr. Hamilton of

Sundrum, my neighbour in the country, both ofwhom supped

with us. I have preserved nothing ofwhat passed, except that

Dr. Johnson displayed another of his heterodox opinions: a

contempt of tragic acting. He said, “The action of all players

in tragedy is bad. It should be a man’s study to repress those

Burke, as the original notes show.

“If due attention were paid to this observation, there would be more virtue, even in

politics. What Dr. Johnson justly condemned, has, I am sorry to say, greatly increased

in the present reign.”

—

Boswell. The latter part of this long note is here omitted.

Samuel Goodere, commander of the Ruby, who had for many years been almost in-

sanely jealous of his brother SirJohn Dineley Goodere, finally caused him to be carried

on board his vessel and strangled. This occurred in 1741-
“ “It may be observed that I sometimes call my great friend Mr. Johnson, sometimes

Dr.Johnson; though he had at this time a doctor’s degree from Trinity College, Dublin.

The University of Oxford afterwards conferred it upon him by a diploma, in very hon-

ourable terms. It was some time before I could bring myseU to call lum Doctor; but, as

he has been long known by that title, I shall give it to him in the rest of this Journal.”

—

Boswell. Since the original MS, however, almost everywhere gives “Mr, Johnson,”

that form appears in the present text where the MS is used.
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signs f«tftuntittu ;iiul passimi, as ilu'v art* callrd/' Ho was of
a diitrlly itmliarv u[iluinu tn iluit on-’inkliug in his fii/n "fanex

whu niako-'. l‘.u ti hlg(' say nftianirk, "'Why, 1 could act as well
as h(' iinscir. I am sun* if I had st‘(*u a ghost, I shtmld have
looked in the veiy sann* maimer, ami done just as he did.” For
wlu’ti I asked liini, ‘’Would not ymi, sir, .start as Mr. Garrick
does iryon saw a ghost.*” he answered, ”1 hope not. If I did I

sliould frighten the ghost.”

MON' DAY td .-MKiU.s'l-. Dr. William K.obert.son came to

breakfast, We talked of Ogden on Prayer. Dr. Johnson said,

"The same argnnient.s whieli are used against God’s hearing

prayer will serve against his rmvurding good and punishing

evil. He has resolved, he ha.s declared, in the former case as

in the latter.” He ha<l hast night looked into laird Hailes’s

lutmtfix on thr Hishin' uf Hfothml. Dr. Robertson and 1 said it

was a pity l.ord Hailes <lid not vnite greater thitigs, (Hi.s

lordshifi had not thi'u piihlished Ids Anmih t>J StuiltmL) John-
•SON. “I lemeinlier I was once on a visit .ti the house of a lady

for wlnun I hud a high lespeet. There was a gootl ileal oFeom-
pany in the room. When they were gone, 1 said to this lady,

’What foolish talking have vve had!’ 'Ves,’ .said she, ‘hut while

tliey talked, you .said nothing.’' I was smn k with the reproof.

How mueh better is the man who does attythitig that is inno-

cent titan he who does nothing. Hesitles, f love anecdotes. I

limey mankind nuiy come in lime to write all aphoristically,

except in narrative; grow weary of preparation and connexion

and ilhistratkm and all tho.se ari.s by which a big book i.s made.

If a num is to wait till he weavi's anectlotes into a system, we

may be long in getting them, and gel but lew in comparison of

what we might gel.”

Dr. Robertson .stiid the notions of Hnpham Macallan,® a

'
'I'lit* iinirfj (iirifsptinilinn tti itiiif |*t«"it-rvi,'rl, Init they tlti not supply

(he tmtiie. riwiilily Mj!|. tlestci' Otiuponi', wlui ‘'hiul Uu* to dinpuie” with

,t«iho<ioit.

' I'.iiphun Methilliiu, << t'aii.uit' of ( ;<ivi nniitiii|t (iiur.'i, tirlievetl tliot )th« reecivt>d a direct

•ortwer In itll lu-i priiyi'i'i, l.ti»a wImw Htimiki e« fAr //iitnty iif .Untland had jvrtt
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fanatic woman ofwhom Lord Hailes gives a sketch, were still

prevalent among some of the Presbyterians; and therefore it

was right in Lord Hailes, a man of known piety, to unde-

ceive them.

We walked out, that Dr.Johnson might see some of the things

which we have to show at Edinburgh. We went to the Parlia-

ment House,® where the Parliament of Scotland sat and where

the Ordinary Lords of Session hold their courts; and to the

New Session House adjoining to it, where our Court ofFifteen

(the fourteen Ordinaries with the Lord President at their head)

sit as a court of review. We went to the Advocates’ Library,

of which Dr. Johnson took a cursory view,'* and then to what

is called the Laigh (or under) Parliament House, where the

records of Scotland (which has an universal security by reg-

ister) are deposited till the great Register Office be finished.

I was pleased to behold Dr. Samuel Johnson rolling about in

this old magazine of antiquities. There was by this time a

pretty numerous circle of us attending upon him. Somebody
talked of happy moments for composition, and how a man
can write at one time and not at another. “Nay,” said Dr.

Johnson, “a man may write at any time if he will set himself

doggedly^ to it.”

I here began to indulge old Scottish sentiments® and to ex-

press a warm regret that by our Union with England, we

appeared,had pointed out that her supposed “answers” led to the murder ofArchbishop

Sharp.
® Boswell omitted here an obscure passage from the notes. It may be expanded as fol-

lows; “Dr. Johnson asked why President Dunean Forbes had a statue and no one else.

He agreed, however, that ifothers were admitted, there was danger lest they become too

common.” B.oubiliac’s statue of Forbes still stands in the Parliament House. Other stat-

ues were admitted in the Nineteenth Century, among them one of Bosweil’s particular

aversion, Henry Dundas, first Viscount Melville.

* According to the notes, Johnson “would look at little.”

® “This word is commonly used to signify sullenly, gloomily; and in that sense alone it ap-

pears in Dr. Johnson’s Dictionary. I suppose he meant by it, ‘with an obstinate resolution,

similar to that of a sullen man.’”

—

^Boswell. Johnson, whose conversations as reported

by Boswell certainly gave currency to this word, seems, from the evidence of the Oxford

English Dictionary, to have been the first to use it in this sense.

•He and Johnson, as the notes show, were at this moment looking at the Treaty of

Union.
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signs of emotion and passion, as they are called.” He was of

a directly contrary opinion to that ofFielding in his 'Tom Jones,

who makes Partridge say of Gairick, “Why, I could act as well

as he myself. I am sure if I had seen a ghost, 1 should have

looked in the very same manner, and done just as he did.” For

when I asked him, “Would not you, sir, start as Mr. Garrick

does ifyou saw a ghost?” he answered, “I hope not. If I did, I

should frighten the ghost.”

MONDAY 16 AUGUST. Dr. William Robertson came to

breakfast. We talked of Ogden on Prayer. Dr. Johnson said,

“The same arguments which are used against God*s hearing

prayer will serve against his rewarding good and punishing

evil. He has resolved, he has declared, in the former case as

in the latter.” He had last night looked into Lord Hailcs’s

Remarks on the History of Scotland, Dr. Robertson and I said it

was a pity Lord Hailes did not write greater things. (His

lordship had not then published liis Annals of Scotland.) John-

son. “I remember I was once on a visit at the liouse of a lady

for whom I had a high respect. There was a good deal of com-

pany in the room. When they were gone, I said to thi.s lady,

‘What foolish talking have we had!’ ‘Yes,’ said she, ‘but while

they talked, you said nothing.’* I was struck with the reproof.

How much better is the man who does anything that is inno-

cent than he who does nothing. Besides, I love anecdotes. I

fancy marikind may come in time to write all aphoristically,

except in narrative; grow weary ofpreparation and connexion

and illustration and all those arts by which a big book is made.
If a man is to wait till he weaves anecdotes into a system, we
may be long in getting them, and get but few in comparison of

what we might get.’-’

Dr. Robertson said the notions of Eupham Macallan,* a

* The notes corresponding to this passage have been preserved, but they do not supply
the name, Possibly Mrs. Hester Chapone, who "had the assurance to dispute" with
Johnson.
* Euphan McOullan, a fanatic of Covenanting times, believed that she received a direct
answer to all her prayers. Lord Hailes, whose Remarks on the History of Scotland had just
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fanatic woman ofwhom Lord Hailes gives a sketch, were still

prevalent among some of the Presbyterians; and therefore it

was right in Lord Hailes, a man of known piety, to unde-

ceive them.

We walked out, that Dr.Johnson might see some of the things

which we have to show at Edinburgh. We went to the Parlia-

ment House,® where the Parliament ofScotland sat and where

the Ordinary Lords of Session hold their courts; and to the

New Session House adjoining to it, where our Court ofFifteen

(the fourteen Ordinaries with the Lord President at their head)

sit as a court of review. We went to the Advocates’ Library,

ofwhich Dr. Johnson took a cursory view,^ and then to what
is called the Laigh (or under) Parliament House, where the

records of Scotland (which has an universal security by reg-

ister) are deposited till the great Register Office be finished.

I was pleased to behold Dr. Samuel Johnson rolling about in

this old magazine of antiquities. There was by this time a

pretty numerous circle of us attending upon him. Somebody
talked of happy moments for composition, and how a man
can write at one. time and not at another. "Nay,” said Dr.

Johnson, "a man- may write at any time if he will set himself

doggedly^ to it.”

I here began to indulge old Scottish sentiments® and to ex-

press a warm regret that by our Union with England, we

appeared,had pointed out that her supposed "answers” led to the murder ofArchbishop

Sharp.
’ Boswell omitted here an obscure passage from the notes. It may be expanded as fol-

lows: “Dr. Johnson asked why President Duncan Forbes had a statue and no one else.

He agreed, however, that if others were admitted, there was danger lest they become too

common,” Roubiliac’s statue ofForbes still stands in the Pai-liament House. Other stat-

ues were admitted in the Nineteenth Century, among them one of Boswell’s particular

aversion, Henry Dundas, first Viscount Melville.

‘ Aecording to the notes, Johnson "would look at little.”

• “This word is commonly used to signify sullenlji, gloomily; and in that sense alone it ap-

pears in Dr. Johnson’s Dictionary. I suppose he meant by it, 'with an obstinate resolution,

similar to that of a sullen man.’”—^Boswell. Johnson, whose conversations as reported

by Boswell certainly gave currency to this word, seems, from the evidence of the Oxford

English Dictionary, to have been the first to use it in this sense.

• He and Johnson, as the notes show, were at this moment looking at the Treaty of

Union.
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were no more—our independent kingdom was lost. Johnson.

“Sir, never talk of your independency, who could let your

Qpeen remain twenty years in captivity and then he put to

death without even a pretence of justice, without your ever

attempting to rescue her; and such a Qi.icen, too!~as every

man of any gallantry of spirit would have sacrificed his life

for.” Worthy mr. james ker. Keeper of the Records: “Half

our nation was bribed by English money.” Johnson. “Sir, that

is no defence; thatmakes you worse.” Good MR. brown, Keeper

of the Advocates’ Library: “We had better say nothing about

it.” BOSWELL. “You would have been glad, however, to have

had US last war, sir, to fight your battles!” johnson. “We
should have had you for the same price, though there had

been no Union, as we might have had Swiss, or other troops.

No, no, I shall agree to a separation. You have only to go

Aomfi.” Just as he had said this, I, to divert the subject, showed

him the signed assurances of the three succc.ssive Kings of

the Hanover family to maintain the Presbytcruin cstablisli-

ment in Scotland. “We’ll give you that,” said he, “into the

bargain.”

I We next went to the great church of St. Giles, which has

lost its original magnificence in the inside by being divided

into four places of Presbyterian worship. “Come,” said Dr.

Johnson jocularly to Principal Robertson,’' “let me see what
was once a church!”® We entered that division which was
foriherly called the New Church and of late the High Church,

so well known by the eloquence of Dr. Hugh Blair. It is now
very elegantly fitted up, but it was then shamefully dirty. Dr.

Johnson said nothing at the time, but when we came to the

great door of the Royal Infirmary, where, upon a board, was
* “I have hitherto called him Dr. William Robertson, to distinguish him from Dr. James
Robertson, who is soon to make his appearance. But Principd, from his being the head
of our college, is his usual designation, and is shorter; so I shall use it hereafter.”

—

Boswell.
• From Ae notes we learn that Boswell remarked, “It is made into four kirks,” andJohn-
son replied, "A Church will make many kirks.” (An alternative reading of Johnson’s
remark is given; “It takes many kirks to make a chviroh,”)



ICflinburgh] i6 august 1773 25

this inscription, Clean yourfeetV\ he turned about slyly and
said, “There is no occasion for putting this at the doors of

your churches!”

We then conducted him down the Post House stairs, Par-

liament Close, and made him look up from the Cowgate to

the highest building in Edinburgh (from which he had just

descended), being thirteen floors or storeys from the ground

upon the back elevation, the front wall being built upon the

edge of the hill and the back wall rising from the bottom of

the hill several storeys before it comes to a level with the front

wall. We proceeded to the College with the Principal at our

head. Dr. Adam Ferguson, whose Essay on the History of Civil

Society gives him a respectable place in the ranks of literature,

was with us. As the College buildings are indeed very mean,

the Principal said to Dr. Johnson that he must give them the

same epithet that a Jesuit did when showing a poor college

abroad :

‘

'Hae miseriae nostrae” Dr.Johnson was, however, much
pleased with the library, and with the conversation ofDr.James
Robertson,® Professor of Oriental Languages, the Librarian.

We tallced ofKennicott’s edition ofthe Hebrew Bible and hoped

it would be quite faithful. Johnson. “Sir, I know not any crime

so great that a man could contrive to commit as poisoning the

sources of eternal truth.”

I pointed out to him where there formerly stood an old wall

enclosing part of the College, which I remember bulged out in

a threatening manner, and ofwhich there was a common tra-

dition similar to that concerning Bacon’s study at Oxford

—

that it would fall upon some very learned man. It had some

time before this been taken down, that the street might be

widened and a more convenient waU built. Dr. Johnson, glad

of an opportunity to have a pleasant hit at Scottish learning,

said, “They have been afraid it never would fall.”

We showed him the Royal Infirmary, for which, and for

every other exertion of generous public spirit in his power,

• In the notes he is called “Little Robertson,”



g6 1 6 AUGUST 1773 [Kdinburgh

that noble-minded citizen ofEdinburgh, George Drummond,

will be ever held in honourable remembrance. And we were

too proud not to carry him to the Abbey of Holyroodhou.se,

that beautiful piece of architecture, but, alas! that deserted

mansion of royalty, which Hamilton of Bangour in one of

his elegant poems calls

A virtuous palace, where no monarch dwells.

I was much entertained while Principal Robertson fluently

harangued to Dr. Johnson upon the spot concerning scenes

of his celebrated History of Scotland. We surveyed that part of

the palace appropriated to the Duke ofHamilton, as Keeper,

in which our beautiful Qpeen Mary lived, aird in which David

Rizzio was murdered, and also the State Rooms. Dr. Johnson

was a great reciter of all sorts of things seriotts or comical. I

overheard him repeating here in a kind of muttering tone a

line ofthe old ballad, “Johnny Armstrong’s Last Good-Night”:

And ran him through the fair body!*®

We returned to my house, where there itict him at dinner

the Duchess of Douglas, Sir Adolphus Oughton, Lord Chief

Baron, Sir William Forbes, Principal Robertson, Mr. Cullen,

advocate. Before dinner he told us of a curious conversation

between the famous George Faulkner and him. George said

that England had drained Ireland of fifty thousand pounds
in specie annually for fifty years. “How so, sir?” said Dr.

Johnson. “You must have a very great trade?” “No trade.”

“Very rich mines?” “No mines.” "From whence, then, does

all this money come?” “Come! why, out of the blood and
bowels of the poor people of Ireland!”

He seemed to me to have an unaccountable prejudice

against Swift, for I once took the liberty to ask him if Swift
had personally ofiended him, and he told me he had not. He
lottxhe stanza from which he took this line is,

‘But then rose up all Edinburgh,
They rose up by thousands three;

A cowardly Scot came John behind.
And ran him through the fair body !’ ”

—

^Boswbsi.i..
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said today, “Swift is clear, but he is shallow. In coarse hu-

mour he is inferior to Arbuthnot; in delicate humour he is in-

ferior to Addison. So he is inferior to his contemporaries, with-

out putting him against the whole world. I doubt if the Tale

of a Tub was his; it has so much more thinking, more knowl-

edge, more power, more colour, than any of the works which

are indisputably his. If it was his, I shall only say he was impar

sibi."

We gave him as good a dinner as we could. Our Scotch moor-

fowl or grouse were then abundant and quite in season; and so

far as wisdom and wit can be aided by administering agree-

able sensations to the palate, my wife took care that our great

guest should not be deficient.

Sir Adolphus Oughton, then our Deputy Commander-in-

Ghief, who was not only an excellent officer but one of the

most universal scholars I ever knew, had learned the Erse lan-

guage, and expressed his belief in the authenticity of Ossian’s

poetry. Dr. Johnson took the opposite side of that perplexed

question, and I was afraid the dispute would have run high be-

tween them. But Sir Adolphus, who had a very sweet temper,

changed the discourse, grew playful, laughed at Lord Mon-
boddo’s notion of men having tails, and called him “a Judge

a posteriori which amused Dr. Johnson, and thus hostilities

were prevented.

At supper we had Dr. Cullen, his son the advocate. Dr.

Adam Ferguson, and Mr. Crosbie, advocate.^^ Witchcraft was

introduced. Mr. Crosbie said he thought it the greatest blas-

phemy to suppose evil spirits counteracting the Deity, and

raising storms, for instance, to destroy his creatures. Johnson.

Lord Monboddo, the Scotchjudge, who hits lately written a strange book about

the origin of language, in which he traces monkeys up to men, and says that in some
countries the human species have tails like other beasts. He inquired for these long-tailed

men of Banks, and was not well pleased that they had not been found in all his peregri-

nation” (Johnson to Mrs. Thralc, as Aug. 1773).

Also Charles Hay, whose name Boswell has ag^n suppressed. It is difficult to explain

why Boswell twice deleted the name. For a year or two after the Hebrides jaunt. Hay
was one of Boswell’s most intimate friends. After 1780 he is not once mentioned in the

journals.
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“Why, sir, if moral evil be coiisistenL with the government of

the Deity, why may not physical evil be also consistent with

it? It is not more strange that tliere should be evil spirits than

evil men; evil unembodied spirits than evil embodied spirits.

And as to storms, we know there are such things, and it is no

worse that evil spirits raise them than that they rise.” orosbie.

“But it is not credible that witches should have effected what

they are said in stories to have done.” Johnson. “Sir, I am not

defending their credibility. I am only saying that your argu-

ments are not good, and will not overturn the belief of witch-

craft.” (Dr. Ferguson said to me aside, “He is right.”) “And

then, sir, you have all mankind, rude and civilized, agreeing

in the belief of the agency ofpreternatural powers. You must

take evidence; you must consider that wise and great men
have condemned witches to die.” orosbie. “But an Act of Par-

liament put an end to witchcraft.” johnson. “No, sir; witch-

craft had ceased, and therefore anAct ofParliament wa.s passed

to prevent persecution for what was not witchcraft. Why it

ceased, we cannot tell, as we cannot tell the reason of many
other things.” Dr. Cullen, to keep up the gratification of mys-

terious disquisition, with the grave address for which he is re-

markable in his companionable as in his professional hours,

talked in a very entertaining manner of people walking and
conversing in their sleep. I am very sorry I have no note of

this. We talked of the orang-outang, and ofLord Monboddo’s
thinking that he might be taught to speak. Dr. Johnson treated

this with ridicule. Mr. Grosbie said that Lord Monboddo be-

lieved the existence of everything possible; in short that all

which is in posse might be found in esse, johnson. “But, sir, it is

as possible that the orang-outang does not speak as that he
speaks. However, I shall not contest the point. I should have
thought it not possible to find a Monboddo, yet he exists.” I

again mentioned the stage, johnson. “The appearance of a
player with whom I have drunk tea counteracts the imagina-
tion that he is the character he represents. Nay, you know, no-
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body imagines that he is the character he represents. They
say, 'See Gamckl How he looks tonight! See how he’ll clutch

the dagger!’ That is the buzz of the theatre.”

TUESDAY 17 AUGUST. Sir William Forbes came to break-

fast and brought with him Dr. Blacklock, whom he introduced

to Dr. Johnson, who received him with a most humane com-
placency: “Dear Dr. Blacklock, I am glad to see you!” Black-

lock seemed to be much surprised when Dr. Johnson said it

was easier to him to write poetry than to compose his Diction-

ary. His mind was less on the stretch in doing the one than the

other. Besides, composing a dictionary requires books and a

desk; you can make a poem walking in the fields, or lying in

bed. Dr. Blacklock spoke of scepticism in morals and religion

with apparent uneasiness, as if he wished for more certainty.^-

Dr. Johnson, who had thought it all over, and whose vigorous

understanding was fortified by much experience, thus encour-

aged the blind Bard to apply to higher speculations what we
all willingly submit to in common life; in short, he gave him
more familiarly the able and fair reasoning of Butler’s Analogy:

“Why, sir, the greatest concernwe have in this world, the choice

of our profession, must be determined without demonstrative

reasoning. Human life is not yet so well known as that we can

have it. And take the case of a man who is ill. I call two phy-

sicians: they differ in opinion. I am not to lie down and die be-

tween them; I must do something.” The conversation then

turned on atheism; on that horrible book, Syst^me de la Mature-,^

^ Aftxsr the publicatioa of the Tour, Boswell received a letter from Dr, Blacklock relative

to this conversation in which BlacUock maintained that he had been misunderstood: he

had expressed astonishment, not becauseJohnson said that it was easier to write poetry

than a dictionary, but because he had said that the writing of the dictionary afforded

him more pleasure. Moreover, Blacklock insisted that his remarks on scepticism had no
bearing upon his own beliefs, but were general observations. Boswell printed this letter

as an appendix to the second edition, politely refusing to alter his account. “I am slow to

believe,” he says, "that any man’s memory, at the distance ofseveral years, can preserve

facts or sayings with such fidelity as may be done by writing them down when they are

recent; and I beg it may be remembered that it is not upon memory, but upon what was
written at the time, that the authenticity of my Journal rests.”

® An atheistic book by Baron d’Holbach, recently published, which Voltaire called “a
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and on the supposition of an eternal necessity, without design,

without a governing mind. Johnson. “If it were so, why has it

ceased? Why don’t we see men tlius produced around us now?
Why, at least, does it not keep pace in sonic measure with tlic

progress of time? If it stops because there is now no need of it,

then it is plain there is and ever has been an all-powerful in-

telligence. But stay!” said he with one of his satiric laughs.

“Ha! ha! ha! I shall suppose Scotchmen made necessarily, and
Englishmen by choice.”

At dinner this day we had Sir Alexander Dick, whose ami-
able character and ingenious and cultivated mind are so gen-
erally known (he was then on the verge ofseventy, and is now
—1785—eighty-one, with his faculties entire, his heart warm,
and his temper gay)

;
Sir David Dalrymplc (Lord Hailes)

; Mr.
Maclaurin, advocate; Dr. Gregory, who now worthily fills his

father’s medical chair; and my uncle, Dr. Boswell, i’his wa.s

one of Dr. Johnson’s best days. He was quite in his e.lemtuit.

All was literature and taste, without any interruption, Lord
Hailes, who is one of the best philologists in Great Bri tain, who
has written papers in tlte World, and a variety ofother works in

prose and in verse, both Latin and English, pleased him highly.
He told him he had discovered tlie Life ofChejnell, in the
dent, to be his. Johnson. “No one else knows it.” Dr. Johnson
had before this dictated to me a law paper, upon a question
purely m the law of Scotland, concerning vicious intromission,

that is to say, intermeddling with the effects of a deceased per-
son without a regular title, which formerly was undei’stood to
subject the intermeddler to payment of all the defunct’s debts.
The principle has oflate been relaxed. Dr. Johnson’s argument
was for a renewal of its strictness. The paper was printed, with
additions by me, and given into the Court of Session,® Lord
Hailes knew Dr. Johnson’s part not to be mine, and pointed
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out exactly where it began and where it ended. Dr. Johnson
said, “It is much, now, that his lordship can distinguish so.”

In Dr. Johnson’s Vanity ofHuman Wishes there is the follow-

ing passage:

The teeming mother, anxious for her race,

Begs for each birth the fortune of a facej

Yet Vane could teJl what ills from beauty spring.

And Sedley cursed the charms which pleased a king.

Lord Hailes told him he was mistaken in the instances he

had given of unfortunate fair ones, for neither Vane nor Sed-

ley had a title to that description. His lordship has since been

so obliging as to send me a note of this, for the communica-

tion of which I am sure my readers will thank me.

The lines in the tenth Satire of Juvenal, according to my alteration,

should have run thus:

“Yet Shore! could tell . .

.

And Valli^re® cursed , .

The first was a penitent by compulsion, the second by sentiment; though

the truth is Mademoiselle de la Vallifere threw herself (but still from senti-

ment) in the King’s way.

Our friend chose Vane, who was far from being well-looked, and Sedley,

who was so ugly that Charles II said his brother had her by way of pen-

ance.

Mr. Maclaurin’s learning and talents enabled him to do

his part very well in Dr. Johnson’s company. He produced

two epitaphs upon his father, the celebrated mathematician.

One was in English, of which Dr. Johnson did not change

one word. In the other, which was in Latin, he made several

alterations.®

Mr. Murray, advocate, who married a niece of Lord Mans-

field’s, and is now one of the Judges of Scotland by the title

of Lord Henderland, sat with us a part of the evening, but

did not venture to say anything that I remember, though he

is certainly possessed of talents which would have enabled

! “Mistress of Edward IV.”

—

Boswbli..
* “Mistress of Louis XIV.”

—

^Boswell.

' Boswell proceeds to specify the alterations, and in a footnote prints the entire epitaph.
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him to liavp slmwo liimHfU' to uilvaiUaHt- it tovi great anxiety

had not prevented him.

At supper we liatl Fh-, Ah xitntier W’tdwter, wiio, though

not learucdj had siieh n ktmwledge of mankind, such a fund

of information and entertainment, so clear a htuid and such

accommodating manners, that Ur. Johnson found him a very

agreeable companion.

When Dr. Johnson and I were left by otirselves, I read to

him my notes of the opinions of our judges upon the question

of literary property."' He did not like them, and said, “They

make me think of your judges not with that respect which

I should wish to do.” To the argument of one of them* that

there can be no property in bhusphemy or nomsense, he

answered, “Then your rotten sheep are mine! By that rule,

when a man’s house falls into decay, he must hisc it." I men-

tioned an argument of mliic; that lit(*rary performances are

not taxed. A.s Churchill says,

No statesman yet has thouglii it wni th liis pains

To tax our labours, or excise (nir liraiiis,

and therefore they arc not property. "Ycl," said he, “we

hang a man for stealing a horse, and houses tire not taxed."

Mr, Pitt has since put an end to tliat argument."

WEDNESDAY i8 AUGUST.* On this day wc set out from

Edinburgh. We should gladly have had Mr. Scott to go with

us, but he was obliged to return to England. I have given a

sketch of Dr. Johnson; my readers may wish to know a little

of his fcUow-traveller. Tliink, then, of a gentleman of ancient

blood, the pride of which was his predominant passion. He

'"Wdi was decided on aoJuly 1 773. InJanuary

^ Court Session upon the Qjiestion tj

dl^?pSlSc
*A tax WM levied on horses in 1 784.

a bound notebook, but, as he says

oTlnd* tfi,
failjournal” for some days thereafter. Conse-

quendy the text (tf the published Tour is here continued,up to the point marked on p. 56,
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was then in his thirty-third year, and had been about four

years happily married. His inclination was to be a soldier,

but his fatlier, a respectable judge, had pressed him into the

profession of the Law. He had travelled a good deal and seen

many varieties ofhuman life. He had thought more than any-

body supposed, and had a pretty good stock of general learn-

ing and knowledge. He had all Dr. Johnson’s principles, with

some degree of relaxation. He had rather too little than too

much prudence, and his imagination being lively, he often said

things ofwhich the effect was very different from the intention.

He resembled sometimes
The best good man, with the worst natured muse.

He cannot deny himself the vanity of finishing with the en-

comium of Dr. Johnson, whose friendly partiality to the com-
panion of his tour represents him as one “whose acuteness

would help my inquiry, and whose gaiety of conversation

and civility of manners are sufficient to counteract the incon-

veniences of travel in countries less hospitable than we have

passed.”

Dr. Johnson thought it unnecessary to put himself to the

additional expense of bringing with him Francis Barber, his

faithful black servant, so we were attended only by my man,

Joseph Ritter,“ a Bohemian, a fine stately fellow above six

feet high, who had been over a great part of Europe, and

spoke many languages. He was the best servant I ever saw.

Let not my readers disdain his introduction. For Dr. Johnson

gave him this character; “Sir, he is a civil man. and a wise

man.”.

From an erroneous apprehension of violence, Dr. Johnson

had provided a pair of pistols, some gunpowder, and a quan-

tity of bullets; but upon being assured we should run no risk of

meeting any robbers, he left his arms and ammunition in an

open drawer, of which he gavemy wife the charge. He also left

* “Joseph Ritter afterwards undertook the management ofthe large inn at Paisley, called

the Abcrcorn Arms, but did not succeed in that concern.”

—

Sir Walter Soott.
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in that drawer one volume ofa pretty full and curious Diary of

his Life, of which I have a few fragments, but the book has

been destroyed. I wish female curiosity had been strong enough

to have had it ail transcribed, which might easily have been

done; and I should think tlie theft, beingpro bono publico^ might

have been forgiven. But I may be wrong. My wife told me she

never once looked into it. She did not seem quite easy when
we left her, but away we went!

Mr. Nairne, advocate, was to go with us as far as St. An-

drews. It gives me pleasure that by mentioning his name I con-

nect his title to the just and handsome compliment paid him

by Dr. Johnson in his book: “A gentleman who could stay

with us only long enough to make us know how much we lost

by his leaving us.” When we came to Leith, I talked with per-

haps too boasting an air how pretty the Frith ofForth looked;

as indeed, after the prospect from Constantinople, of which

I have been told, and that from Naples, which I have seen,

I believe the view of that Frith and its environs from the

Castle Hill of Edinburgh is the finest in Eiu’ope. “Ay,” said

Dr. Johnson, “that is the state ofthe world. Water is the same

everywhere: ... , „ .

Una est injusti caerula forma mans. ^

I told him the port here was the mouth of the river or

water ofLeith. “Not Lethe,'' said Mr. Nairne. “Why, sir,” said

Dr. Johnson, “when a Scotchman sets out from this port for

England, he forgets his native country.” nairne. “I hope, sir,

you will forget England here.” Johnson. “Then ’twill be still

more Lethe.” He observed of the pier or quay, “You have no
occasion for so large a one, your trade does not require it; but

you are like a shopkeeper who takes a shop, not only for what
he has to put into it, but that it may be believed he has a great

deal to put into it.” It is very true that there is now compara-

*‘‘Non illic urbes, non tu mirabere silvas:

Una est injusti caerula forma maris.

—

Ovid, Amw. L. II. El. xi.

Nor groves nor towns the ruthless ocean shows;
Unvaried still its aaurc surface flows.”—^Boswell.
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tively litde trade upon the eastern coast of Scotland.The riches

of Glasgow show how much there is in the west; and perhaps

we shall find trade travel westward on a great scale as well as

a small.

We talked of a man’s drowning himself. Johnson. “I should

never think it time to make away with myself.” I put the

case of Eustace Budgell, who was accused of forging a will

and sunk himself in the Thames before the trial of its au-

thenticity came on. “Suppose, sir,” said I, “that a man is

absolutely sure that if he lives a few days longer, he shall be

detected in a fraud, the consequence of which will be utter

disgrace and expulsion from society.” Johnson. “Then, sir,

let him go abroad to a distant country; let him go to some

place where he is not known. Don’t let him go to the devil

where he is known!”

He then said, “I see a number of people barefooted here; I

suppose you all went so before the Union. Boswell, your an-

cestors went so when they had as much land as your family

has now. Yet ‘Auchinleck’ is the ‘Field of Stones’ : there would

be bad going barefooted there. The Lairds, however, did it.”

I bought some speldings, fish (generally whitings) salted and
dried in a particular manner, being dipped in the sea and

dried in the sun, and eaten by the Scots by way of a relish.

He had never seen them, though they are sold in London, I

insisted on scottijying^ his palate, but he was very reluctant.

With difficulty I prevailed with him to let a bit ofone ofthem
lie in his mouth. He did not like it.

In crossing the Frith, Dr, Johnson determined that we
should land upon Inchkeith. On approaching it, we first ob-

served a high rocky shore. We coasted about, and put into a

little bay on the northwest. We clambered up a very steep

ascent, on which was very good grass but rather a profusion

*“My friend General Campbell, Governor of Madras, tells me that they make speldings

in the East Indies, pardcularly at Bombay, where they call them Bambaloes."

—

Bosweli.,

See the Oxford English Dictionary under Jiummalo.
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of thistles. There wci'e sixteen head of black cuttle grazing

upon the island. Lord Hailes obsei'ved to me that Brantome

calls it VIsle des Chemux, and that it was probably "a safer

stable” than many others in his time. The fort, with an inscrip-

tion on it, Mana Re, 1564, is strongly built. Dr. Johnson exam-

ined it with much attention. He stalked like a giant among the

luxuriant thistles and nettles. There are three wells in the is-

land, but we could not find one in the fort. There must prob-

ably have been one, though now filled up, as a garrison could

not subsist without it. But I have dwelt too long on this little

spot. Dr. Johnson afterwards bade me try to write a descrip-

tion of our discovering Inchkeith, in the usual style of travel-

lers, describii^ fully every particular, stating the grounds on

which we concluded that it must have once been inhabited,

and introducing many sage reflections; and we should see how
a thing might be covered in words so as to induce people to

come and survey it. All that was told might be true, and yet in

reality there might be nothing to see. lie said, “Fcl have this

island. I’d build a house, malce a good landing-place, have a

garden and vines and all sorts of trees. A rich man of a hos-

pitable turn here would have many visitors from Edinburgh.”

When we had got into our boat again, he called to me, “Gome
now, pay a classical compliment to the island on quitting it.”

I happened luckily, in allusion to the beautiful Qtieen Mary,

whose name is upon the fort, to think of what Virgil makes

Aeneas say on having left the country of his charming Dido:

Invitus, regina, tuo de littore cessi.®

“Very well hit off!” said he.®

We dined at Kinghorn’’' and then got into a post-chaise. Mr.
Naime and his servant and Joseph rode by us. We stopped

‘“Unwillingly, O queen, I left yow shore.”
• Boswell omitted a passage here: “It looked as if he and I had laid plan to have a good
ready saying. Had we been little wits, it would have been believed. We spoke of the
Glengore [syphilis]. He said we had a law to geld lepers, and a good one, as they cd do
nothing but miscUef. He was pleased wt the sailing."
At Monro’s, on fish with onion sauce, roast nnutlon, and potatoes (Boswell’sJournal).
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at Cupar and drank tea. We talked of Parliament, and I

said I supposed very few of the members knew much of what

was going on, as indeed very few gentlemen know much of

their own private affairs, Johnson. “Why, sir, if a man is not

of a sluggish mind, he may be his own steward. If he will

look into his affairs, he will soon learn. So it is as to public

affairs. There must always be a certain number ofmen ofbusi-

ness in Parliament.” boswell. “But consider, sir, what is the

House of Commons? Is not a great part of it chosen by peers?

Do you think, sir, they ought to have such an influence?”

JOHNSON. “Yes, sir. Influence must ever be in proportion to

property, and it is right it should.” boswell. “But is there not

reason to fear that the common people may be oppressed?”

JOHNSON. “No, sir. Our great fear is from want ofpower in gov-

ernment. Such a storm ofvulgar force has broke in.” boswell.

“It has only roared.” Johnson. “Sir, it has roared till thejudges

in Westminster Hall have been afraid to pronounce sentence

in opposition to the popular cry. You are frightened by what

is no longer dangerous, like Presbyterians by Popery.” He then

repeated a passage, I think in Butler’s Remains, which ends,

“and would cry ‘Fire! Fire!’ in Noah’s flood.”®

We had a dreary drive in a dusky night to St. Andrews,

where we arrived late.® We found a good supper^ at Glass’s

Inn, and Dr.Johnson revived agreeably. He said the collection

called The Muses’ Welcome to King James (first of England and
sixth ofScotland), on his return to his native kingdom, showed

that there was then abundance of learning in Scotland, and
that the conceits in that collection, with which people find

fault, were mere mode. He added, we could not now entertain

'Boswell adds a long note, furnished by Isaac Reed, giving the reference to Butler, but
suggesting that the piece in which the passage occurs was really written by Sir John
Birkenhead. The most interesting thing about this note is that Boswell seems to have
gone to press without it, and to have cancelled two leaves to get it in.

' The following was omitted; “I saw, rather in a dream or vision, my child, dead, then
her face eaten by worms, then a skeleton ofher head . Was shocked and dreary.... I was
sunk. . . , Mr. J. complained I did not hear in chaise, and said it was half abstraction,

I must try to help this.”

^^"Rissmd haddocks and mut. chops.”—

J

ournal.
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a sovereign so; that Buchanan had .spread the .spirit oflearning

amongst us, but we had lost it during the civil, wars. He did

not allow the Latin poetry of Pitcairnc so niuclt merit as has

been usually attributed to it, though he owned that one of Ins

pieces, which he mentioned but which I am sorry is not speci-

fied in my notes, was “very well.’* It is not improbable that it

was the poem which Prior has so elegantly translated.

After supper we made a procession to St. Leonard’s College,

the landlord walking before us witli a candle and the waiter

with a lantern. That college had some time before been dis-

solved, and Dr. Watson, a professor here (the historian of

Philip II), had purchased the ground and what buildings re-

mained.’^’-When we entered his court, it seemed ciuite academ-

ical; and we found in his house very comfortable and genteel

accommodation.!®

THURSDAY ig AUGUST. Wc rose much refre.shcd,! I had

with me a map of Scotland, a Bible which was given to me
by Lord Mountstuart when we were together in Italy,® and

Ogden’s Sermons on Prayer. Mr, Nairne introduced us to Dr,

Watson, whom we found a well-informed man of very ami-

able manners. Dr. Johnson, after they were acquainted, said,

“I take great delight in him.” His daughter, a very pleasing

young lady, made breakfast. Dr. Watson observed that Glas-

gow University had fewer home-students since trade increased,

as learning was rather incompatible with it, Johnson. “Why,
sir, as trade is now carried on by subordinate hands, men in

trade have as much leisure as others, and now learning itselfis,

a. trade. A man goes to a bookseller and gets what he can. We
have done with patronage. In the infancy of learning we find

some great man praised for it. This dijffused it among others,

““Mr. W. bought -whole College for ;£400.”—Journal.«"MyJournal, from this day inclusive, was read by Dr, Johnson.”—Boswell.
t This entry originally began th-us; “Slept till near ten; waked well. Prayed fervtly; read
new teat. Found Mr. Johns, up. He shewed me his notes of yesterday’s jaunt. Wonder-
fully minute, and exact except as to not aeemg trees and hedges.”
•For six wedcs during the summer of 1765 Boswell travelled in Italy in the party of
Lord Mountstuart, eldest son of the Earl of Bute.
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When it becomes general, an author leaves the great and ap-

plies to the multitude.” boswell. “It is a shame that authors

are not now better patronized.” Johnson. “No, sir. If learning

cannot support a man, if he must sit with his hands across till

somebody feeds him, it is as to him a bad thing, and it is better

as it is. With patronage, what flattery! what falsehood! While a

man is in equilibria, he throws truth among the multitude and

lets them take it as they please. In patronage, he must say what
pleases his patron, and it is an equal chance whether that be

truth or falsehood.” watson. “But is not the case now that, in-

stead of flattering one person, we flatter the age?” Johnson.

“No, sir. The world always lets a man tell what he thinks his

own way. I wonder, however, that so many people have writ-

ten who might have let it alone. That people should endeavour

to excel in conversation, I do not wonder, because in conversa-

tion praise is instantly reverberated.”

We talked of change of manners. Dr.Johnson observed that

our drinking less than our ancestors was owing to the change

from ale to wine. “I remember,” said he, "when all the decent

people in Lichfield got drunk every night, and were not the

worse thought of. Ale was cheap, so you pressed strongly.When
a man must bring a bottle of wine, he is not in such haste.

Smoking has gone out. To be sure, it is a shocking thing—blow-

ing smoke out of our mouths into other people’s mouths, eyes,

and noses, and having the same thing done to us. Yet I cannot

account why a thing which requires so little exertion and yet

preserves the mind from total vacuity, should have gone out.

Every man has something by which he calms himself: beat-

ing with his feet or so.® I remember when people in England

changed a shirt only once a week; a pandour, when he gets a

shirt, greases it to make it last. Formerly, good tradesmen had

no fire but in the kitchen; never in the parlour exceptbn Sun-

day. My father, who was a magistrate of Lichfield, lived thus.

They never began to have a fire in the parlour but on leaving

’ “Dr. Johnson used to practice this himself very much.”—^Boswell.
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ofFbusiness or some great revolution of their life.” Dr. Watson

said the hall was as a kitchen in old squires’ houses. Johnson.

“No, sir. The hall was for great occasions, and never was used

for domestic refection.” We talked of the Union, and what

money it had brought into Scotland. Dr. Watson observed that

a little money formerly went as far as a great deal now. John-

son. “In speculation, it seems that a smaller quantity ofmoney,

equal in value to a larger quantity, if equally divided, should

produce the same effect. But it is not so in reality. Many more

conveniences and elegancies are enjoyed where money is plen-

tiful than where it is scarce. Perhaps a great familiarity with it,

which arises from plenty, makes us more easily part with it.”

After what Dr. Johnson has said of St. Andrews, which he

had long wished to see as our oldest university and the seat

of our Primate in the days of episcopacy, I can say little.^

Since the publication of Dr. Johnson’s book, I find that he

has been censured for not seeing here the ancient chapel of

St. Rule, a curious piece of sacred architecture. But this was

neither his fault nor mine. We were both of us abundantly

desirous of surveying such sort of antiquities, but neither of

us knew of this. I am afraid the censure must fall on those who
did not teU us of it. In every place where there is anything

worthy of observation, there should be a short printed direc-

tory for strangers, such as we find in all the towns of Italy

and in some of the towns in England. I was told that there is

a manuscript account of St. Andrews by Martin, secretary to

Archbishop Sharp, and that one Douglas has published a

small account of it. I inquired at a bookseller’s, but could not

get it. Dr. Johnson’s veneration for the hierarchy is well

known. There is no wonder, then, that he was affected with

* In theMS there is a briefnote about the old womanwhom they found living in a vault,
which was omitted becauseJohnson had described her in his Journey, in a passage which
George Dempster called "the only silly thing in the book.” Boswell’s account he might
have considered even sillier, for it appears that he questioned her about second sight;

"Told me she never saw anything or heard, tho’ she walked out in night-time. Only had
dreams before her relations died.”



St. Andrews} 19 august 1773 41

a strong indignation while he beheld the ruins of religious

magnificence. I happened to ask whereJohn Knox was buried.

Dr. Johnson burst out, “I hope in the highway.® I have been

looking at his reformations.”

It was a very fine day. Dr. Johnson seemed quite wrapped

up in the contemplation of the scenes which were now pre-

sented to him. He kept his hat off while he was upon any

part of the ground where the cathedral had stood. He said

well that Knox had set on a mob without knowing where it

would end; and that differing from a man in doctrine was no

reason why you should pull his house about his ears. As we
walked in the cloisters, there was a solemn echo while he

talked loudly of a proper retirement from the world. Mr.

Nairne said he had an inclination to retire. I called Dr.John-

son’s attention to this, that I might hear his opinion if it was

right. JOHNSON. “Yes, when he has done his duty to society.

In general, as every man is obliged not only to love God,

but his neighbour as himself, he must bear his part in active

life; yet there are exceptions. Those who are exceedingly

scrupulous (which I do not approve, for I am no friend to

scruples), and find their scrupulosity invincible, so that they

are quite in the dark and know not what they shall do; or

those who cannot resist temptations and find they make them-

selves worse by being in the world, without making it better,

may retire. I never read of a hermit, but in imagination I

kiss his feet; never of a monastery, but I could fall on my
knees and kiss the pavement. But I think putting young people

there, who know nothing of life, nothing of retirement, is

dangerous and wicked. It is a saying as old as Hesiod,

"Ep7a vitav, PovKalre fiiffuv, itixo-lre yepbvruv,^

That is a very noble line: not that young men should not

‘ In a sense, he was. St. Giles’s churchyard, in which he was buried, became shortly

after, and still remains, a thoroughfare.
• “Let youth in deeds, in counsel man engage;

Prayer is the proper duty of old age.”

—

Boswell.
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pray, or old men not give counsel, but that every season of

life has its proper duties. I have thought of retiring, and have

talked of it to a friend, but I find my vocation is rather to

active life.” I said some young monks might be allowed, to

show that it is not age alone that can retire to pious solitude,

but he thought this would only show that they could not re-

sist temptation.

He wanted to mount the steeples, but it could not be done.

There are no good inscriptions here. Bad Roman characters

he naturally mistook for half-Gothic, half-Roman. One of the

steeples, wiiich he was told was in danger, he wished not to

be taken down; “for,” said he, “it may fall on some of the

posterity ofJohn Knox—and no great matter!” Dinner was

mentioned. Johnson. “Ay, ay; amidst all these sorrowful scenes,

I have no objection to dinner.”

We went and looked at the castle where Cardinal Beaton

was murdered, and then visited Principal Murison at his col-

lege, where is a good library-room; but the Principal was abun-

dantly vain of it, for he seriously said to Dr. Johnson, “You
have not such a one in England.”

The Professors entertained us with a very good dinner. Pres-

ent: Murison, Shaw, Cook, Hill, Hadow, Watson, Flint, Brown.

I observed that I wondered to see him eat so well after view-

ing so many sorrowful scenes ofruined religious magnificence.

“Why,” said he, “I am not sorry after seeing these gentlemen,

for they are not sorry.” Murison said all sorrow was bad, as it

was murmuring against the dispensations ofProvidence. John-
son. “Sir, sorrow is inherent in humanity. As you cannotjudge
two and two to be either five or three, but certainly four, so,

when comparing a worse present state with a better which is

past, you cannot but feel sorrow. It is not cured by reason, but
by the incursion of present objects, which wear out the past.

You need not murmur, though you are sorry.” murison. “But
St. Paul says, T have learnt, in whatever state I am, therewith
to be content.’” Johnson. “Sir, that relates to riches and pov-
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erty; for we see St. Paul, when he had a thorn in the flesh,

prayed earnestly to have it removed, and then he could not be

content.” Murison, thus refuted, tried to be smart, and drank

to Dr. Johnson: “Long may you lecture!” Dr. Johnson after-

wards, speaking of his not drinking wine, said, “The Doctor

spoke of lecturing'’ (looking to him). “I give all these lectures

on water.”

He defended requiring subscription in those admitted to uni-

versities thus: “As all who come into the country must obey

the King, so all who come into an university must be of the

Church.”

And here I must do Dr. Johnson the justice to contradict

a very absurd and ill-natured story as to what passed at St.

Andrews. It has been circulated that after grace was said in

English in the usual manner, he with the greatest marks of

contempt, as if he had held it to be no grace in an university,

would not sit down till he had said grace aloud in Latin. This

would have been an insult indeed to the gentlemen who were

entertaining us. But the truth was precisely thus: In the course

of conversation at dinner, Dr. Johnson, in very good humour,

said, “I should have expected to have heard a Latin grace

among so many learned men; we had always a Latin grace at

Oxford. I bdieve I can repeat it.” Which he did, as giving the

learned men in one place a specimen ofwhat was done by the

learned men in another place.

We went and saw the church in which is Archbishop Sharp’s

monument. I was struck with the same kind of feelings with

which the churches ofItaly impressed me. I was much pleased

to see Dr. Johnson actually in St. Andrews, ofwhich we had

talked so long. Professor Hadow was with us this afternoon,

along with Dr. Watson. We looked at St. Salvator’s College.

The rooms for students seemed very commodious, and Dr.

Johnson said the chapel was the neatest place of worship he

had seen. The key ofthe library could not be found, for it seems

Professor Hill, who was out of town, had taken it with him.
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Dr. Johnson told a joke he had heard of a monastery abroad

where the key of the library could never be found.^

It was somewhat dispiriting to see this ancient archiepisco-

pal city now sadly deserted. We saw in one of its streets a

remarkable proof of liberal toleration: a nonjuring clergyman

strutting about in his canonicals with a jolly countenance and

a round belly, like a well-fed monk.

We observed two occupations united in the same person,

who had hung out two signposts. Upon one was, "James

Hood, White-Iron Smith” (i.e. tin-plate worker). Upon an-

other, "The Art of Fencing taught, by James Hood.” Upon
this last were painted some trees and two men fencing, one

ofwhom had hit the other in the eye, to show his great dex-

terity; so that the art was well taught. Johnson. "Were I study-

ing here, I should go and take a lesson. I remember Hope in

his book on this art, says, ‘The Scotch are very good fencers.*
**

We returned to the inn where we had been entertained at

dinner, and drank tea in company with some of the professsors,

of whose civilities I beg leave to add my humble and very

grateful acknowledgment to the honourable testimony of Dr.

Johnson in his Journey.

We talked of composition, which was a favourite topic of

Dr. Watson’s, who first distinguished himself by lectures on
rhetoric. Johnson. “I advised Chambers, and would advise

every young man beginning to compose, to do it as fast as

he can, to get a habit of having his mind to start promptly.

It is so much more difficult to improve in speed than in ac-

curacy.” WATSON. “I own I am for much attention to ac-

curacy in composing, lest one should get bad habits of doing
it in a slovenly manner.” Johnson. “Why, sir, you are con-

founding doing inaccurately with the necessity of doing inac-

curately. A man knows when his composition is inaccurate,

and when he thinks fit he’ll correct it. But if a man is ac-

customed to compose slowly and with difficulty upon all

’ "We saw the mace and silver arrows.”—

J

ournal,
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occasions, there is danger that he may not t'oinpt»se at all,

as we do not like to do that which is not done t^asily; and at

any rate, more time is consumed in a small matter than tniglit

to be.” WATSON. “Dr. Hugh Blair has taken a week to eoni«

pose a sermon.” johnson. “Then, sir, that is for want ol the

habit of composing quickly, which I am insisting one slvmlil

acquire.” watson. “Blair was not composing ail the week,

but only such hours as he found himself disposed for com-

position.” JOHNSON. “Nay, sir, unless you tell me the time he

took, you tell me nothing. If I say I took a week to walk a

mile, and have had the gout five days and been ill otherwise

another day, I have taken but one day. I my.self have com-

posed about forty sermons. I have begun a sermon after din-

ner and sent it off by the post that night. I wrote forty-eight

of the printed octavo pages of the Life, of at a sitting,

but then I sat up all night. I have also written six sheet.s in

a day of translation from the French.”** noswta.i,. “We have

all observed how one man dresses himself slowly iind timjthcr

fast.” JOHNSON. “Yes, .sir, it is wonderful how nnich time .S(»me

people will consume in drassiug: taking u]) a thing and look-

ing at it, and laying it down, and taking it tip again, Every erne

should get the habit ofdoing it quickly. I woidd say to a young
divine, ‘Here is your text; let me see how soon you can make a

sermon.’ Then I’d say, ‘Let me see how much better you can
make it.’ Thus I should see both his powers and hisjudgnient.

”

We all went to Dr. Watson’s to supper. Mi.ss Sharp, great-

grandchild ofArchbishop Sharp, was there, as was Mr. Clraig,

the ingenious architect of the new town of Edinburgh and
nephew of Thomson, to whom Dr, Johnson has since done
so muchj'ustice in his Lives of the Poets.

We talked ofmemory and its various modes, Johnson. “Mem-
ory will play strange tricks. One sometimes loses a single word.

• A translation with notes, of Crousaz’s communtary on Pope’s Kmtv on Man, first tint*,
iished in 1739, Boswell’s Journal, under the dau; of 3 June 1 7H1 , niujwN that th uusa/.'s
book was the work In question.
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I once lostfugaces in the ode "Postkwne, Posi/ume.^’'^ I mentioned

to that a worthy gentleman^ ofmy acquaintance actually

forgot his own name. Johnson. “Sir, that was a moi’bid ob-

livion.”

FRIDAY 20 AUGUST. Dr. Shaw, the Professor of Divinity,

breakfasted with us. I took out my Ogden on Prayer and read

some of it to the company. Dr. Johnson praised him. “Aber-

nethy,” said he, “allows only of a physical effect of prayer

upon the mind, which may be produced many ways as well

as by prayer; for instance, by meditation. Ogden goes farther.

In truth we have the consent of all nations for the efficacy of

prayer, whether offered up by individuals or by assemblies;

and Revelation has told us it will be effectual.” I said Lecchman

seemed to incline to Abernethy’s doctrine. Dr. Watson ob-

served that Leechman meant to show that, even admitting

no effect to be produced by prayer respecting the Deity, it

was useful to our own minds. He had given only a part of his

system. Dr.Johnson thought he should have given the whole.

Dr. Johnson enforced the strict observance of Sunday. “It

should be different,” he observed, “from another day. People

may walk, but not throw stones at birds. There may be re-

laxation, but there should be no levity.”

We went and saw Colonel Nairne’s garden and grotto. Here

was a fine old plane-tree. Unluckily the Colonel said there was

but this and another large tree in the county. This assertion

was an excellent cue for Dr.Johnson,who laughed enormously,

calling to me to hear it. He had expatiated to me on the naked-

ness of that part of Scotland which he had seen. His Journey

has been violently abused for what he has said upon this sub-

ject. But let it be considered that when Dr. Johnson talks of

trees, he means trees ofgood size, such as he was accustomed
to see in England, and of these there are certainly very few

upon the eastern coast ofScotland. Besides, he said that he meant

• His name is given in the MS, but the reading is uncertain; probably Rol)crt Irving of
ISoDshaw, writer to the signet.



St, Andrews] 2o august 1773 47

to give only a map of the road; and let any traveller observe

how many trees which deserve the name he can see from the

road from Berwick to Aberdeen. Had Dr.Johnson said, "There

are no trees” upon this line, he would have said what is collo-

quially true, because by “no trees” in common speech we mean
“few.” When he is particular in counting, he may be attacked.

I know not how Colonel Naime came to say there were but

two large trees in the county of Fife. I did not perceive that he

smiled. There are certainly not a great many, but I could have

shown him more than two at Balmuto, from whence my an-

cestors came, and which now belongs to a branch ofmy family.

The grotto was ingeniously constructed.^ In the front of it

were petrified stocks of fir, plane, and some other tree. Dr.

Johnson said, "Scotland has no right to boast of this grotto;

it is owing to personal merit. I never denied personal merit

to many of you.” Professor Shaw said to me as we walked,

"This is a wonderful man; he is master of every subject he

handles.” Dr. Watson allowed him a very strong understand-

ing, but wondered at his total inattention to established man-
ners, as he came from London.

I have not preserved in myJournal any of the conversation

which passed between Dr. Johnson and Professor Shaw, but

I recollect Dr. Johnson said to me afterwards, "I took much
to Shaw.”

We left St. Andrews about noon, and some miles from it

observing at Leuchars a church with an old tower, we stopped

to look at it. The manse, as the parsonage-house is called in

Scotland, was close by. I waited on the minister, mentioned

our names, and begged he would tell us what he knew about

it. He was a very civil old man, but could only inform us that

it was supposed to have stood eight hundred years. He told

us there was a colony of Danes in his parish; that they had

landed at a remote period of time, and still remained a dis-

^ They saw In it a "wonderful large lobster claw." This was preserved in the first and

second editions, but deleted in the third.
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tinct people. Dr. Johnson shrewdly inquired whether they had

brought women with them. We were not satisfied as to this

colony.*

We saw this day Dundee and Aberbrothockj the last of

which Dr. Johnson has celebrated in his JoMJvzrj*. Upon the

road we talked of the Roman Gatlrolic faith.® He mentioned

(I think) Tillotson’s argument against transubstantiation:

“That we are as sure we see bread and wine only as that we

read in the Bible the text on which that false doctrine is

founded. We have only the evidence of our senses for both,”

“If,” he added, “God had never spoken figuratively, we might

hold that he speaks literally when he says, ‘This is my body,*
”

BOSWELL. “But what do you say, sir, to the ancient and con-

tinued tradition of the Church upon this point?” Johnson.

“Tradition, sir, has no place where the Scrip ture.s are plain;

and tradition cannot persuade a man into a belief of transub-

stantiation. Abie men, indeed, have said they believed it.”

’ The Rev. Mr. Kettle, author of the article on Leuchars in SirJohn Sinclair’s Statistical

Account of Scotland, mentions the tradition that the eastern part of tlic parish was pcnplctl

by the crews ofa Danish fleet wrecked on the coast, but finds no evidence to .support the

story. Sir Walter Scott called it “a vain imagination,”
® The discussion was not so abstract as this suggests. TheMS reads, “He asked me about

Rom. Gath, in 1759, w* I resumed [i.e. recapitulated].” (The date is wrong; it should be

1760. Boswell is usually correct in giving the day and hour of an occurrence, but he

sometimes slips as to the year—e.g., in this veryjournal, he refers to his having first met
Johnson in 176a.) The reference is to a period ofBoswell’s life ofwhich certain aspects

will perhaps always remain cloaked in mystery. What we know from Boswell himself is

that in the spring of 1760 he ran off from Glasgow University to London, the centre of

all his hopes of frme and fortune, and there took lodgings in the house of one Egan, a
wig-maker and a Roman Catholic. He saw mass celebrated for the first time in the Ba-

varian Chapel, embraced Roman Catholicism, and entertained thoughts Us he after-

wards told Rousseau) of going offto France and entering a monastery. Lord Auchinlcck
followed him to London, but went back to Scotland without him. Boswell had mean-
while fallen in with his father’s Ayrshire neighbour, the Earl of Eglinton, who took him
into his own house, introduced him into the circles of"the great, the gay, and the ingen-
ious,” and, BosweU says, “freed me from the gloom ofsuperstition, although it led me to

the other extreme," That is, Eglinton cured him of Romanism by turning him into a
rake. From another source (Ramsay ofOchtertyre) we hear that Boswell’s flight to Lon-
don was made in the company of an actress, who was a Roman Catholic, and who has
been thought to have been instrumental in effecting his conversion. He may, indeed,
have carried on an intrigue with an actress after he reached London, but it is practically

Certain that he did not dope with one, for an unpublished anecdote in Beswtlliana shows
that he made the trip on horse-back in two days and a half, riding night and day. Bos-
well’s adherence to Romanism was very brief, but it coloured the remainder of his exist-
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This is an awful subject. I did not then press Dr. Johnson
upon it, nor shall I now enter upon a disquisition concerning

the import of those words uttered by our Saviour^ which had
such an effect upon many of his disciples that tliey “went
back, and walked no more with him.” The Catechism and
solemn oflice for Communion in the Church of England
maintain a mysterious beliefin more than a mere commemo-
ration of the death of Christ by partaking of the elements of

bread and wine.

Dr. Johnson put me in mind that at St. Andrews I had
defended my profession very well when the question had
again been started whether a lawyer might honestly engage

with the first side that offers him a fee. “Sir,” said I, “it was

with your arguments against Sir William Forbes, but it was

much that I could wield the arms of Goliah.”

He said our judges had not gone deep in the question con-

cerning literary property. I mentioned Lord Monboddo’s
opinion that if a man could get a work by heart, he might

print it, as by such an act the mind is exercised. Johnson.

“No, sir, a man’s repeating it no more makes it his property

than a man may sell a cow which he drives home.” I said

printing an abridgment of a work was allowed, which was

only cutting the horns and tail off the cow. Johnson. “No,

sir, ’tis making the cow have a calf.”

About eleven at night we arrived at Montrose. We found

but a sorry inn,® where I myself saw another waiter put a

lump of sugar with his fingers into Dr. Johnson’s lemonade,

ence. He enjoyed devout feelings at St. Peter’s in Rome; he had strong scruples against

subscribing to the “formula” because it required him to profess an abhorrence of the

doctrine ofpurgatory and the invocation ofsaints and angels. Throughout his life, he re-

mained an occasional attendant at mass in the various Roman Catholic chapels in Lon-

don. In an unpublished codicil to his Will, he reqtjests the prayers of all his pious friends

for his departed soul, "considering how reasonable it is to suppose that it may be de-

tained some time in a middle state.”
* “ TTten Jesus said unto them, verily, verily, Isay untoyou, exceptye eat theflesh of the son ofman,

and drink his blood,yehave no life inyou. See St. John’s Gospel, chap, vi, 53 and following:,

verses.”—Boswnu..
* They dined on haddocks, pickled salmon, veal cutlets, and fowl (Boswell’sjournal).
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for which he called him “Rascal!” It put me in great glee

that our landlord was an Englishman. I rallied the Doctor

upon this, and he grew quiet. Both Sir John Hawkins’s and

Dr. Burney’s History ofMusic had then been advertised. I asked

if this was not unlucky; would not they hurt one another?

JOHNSON. “No, sir. They will do good to one another. Some

will buy the one, some the other, and compare them; and

so a talk is made about a thing, and the books are sold.”

He was angry at me for proposing to carry lemons with us

to Skye, that he might be sure to have his lemonade. “Sir,”

said he, “I do not wish to be thought that feeble man who can-

not do without anything. Sir, it is very bad manners to carry

provisions to any man’s house, as if he could not entertain

you. To an inferior it is oppressive; to a superior it is insolent,”

Having taken the liberty this evening to remark to Dr,

Johnson that he very often sat quite silent for a long time,

even when in company with only a single friend, which I my-

selfhad sometimes sadly experienced, he smiled and said, “It

is true, sir, Tom Tyers” (for so he familiarly called our ingeni-

ous friend, who since his death has paid a biographical tribute

to his memory) “Tom Tyers described me the best. He once

said to me, ‘Sir, you are like a ghost: you never speak till you

are spoken to.’”®

SATURDAY 21 AUGUST. Neither the Rev. Mr. Nisbet, the

established minister, nor the Rev, Mr. Spooner, the Episcopal

minister, were in town. Before breakfast we went and saw the

town hall, where is a good dancing-room and other rooms for

tea-drinking. The appearance of the town from it is very well,

but many of the houses are built with their ends to the street,

which looks awkward. When we came down from it, I met Mr.

Gleg, a merchant here. He went with us to see the English

chapel. It is situated on a pretty dry spot, and there is a fine

• “This description ofDr. Johnson appears to have been borrowed from Tom Jonos, Book
XI, chap. ii. ‘The other, who, like a ghost, only wanted to be spoke to, readily answered,’

' &c.”—

B

oswelu
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walk to it. It is really an elegant building, both within and
without. The organ is adorned with green and gold. Dr. John-

son gave a shilling extraordinary to the clerk, saying, “He be-

longs to an honest church.” I put him in mind that Episcopals

were but dissenters here; they were only tolerated. “Sir,” said he,

“we are here as Christians in Turkey.” He afterwards went

into an apothecary’s shop and ordered some medicine for him-

self, and wrote the prescription in technical characters. The
boy took him for a physician.

i doubted much which road to take, whether to go by the

coast or by Laurencekirk and Monboddo. I knew Lord Mon-
boddo and Dr. Johnson did not love each other, yet I was

unwilling not to visit his lordship, and was also curious to

see them together.^ I mentioned my doubts to Dr. Johnson,

who said he would go two miles out of his way to see Lord

Monboddo. I therefore sent Joseph forward with the follow-

^Ote.
Montrose, 91 August.

My dear lord,—Thus far I am come with Mr. Samuel Johnson. We
must be at Aberdeen tonight. I know you do not admire him so much as I

do, but I cannot be in this country without making you a bow at your old

place, as I do not know if I may again have an opportunity ofseeing Mon-
boddo. Besides, Mr. Johnson says he would go two miles out of his way to

see Lord Monboddo. I have sent forward my servant, that we may know if

your lordship be at home. I am ever, my dear lord, most sincerely yours,

James Boswell.

As we travelled onwards from Montrose, we had the

Grampian Hills in our view, and some good land around us,

but void of trees and hedges. Dr. Johnson has said ludicrously

in his Journey that the hedges were of stone', for instead of the

verdant thorn to refresh the eye, we found the bare wall or

dike intersecting the prospect. He observed that it was won-
derful to see a country so divested, so denuded of trees.

^ “There were several points of similarity between them; learning, clearness of head,

precision of speech, and a love of research on many subjects which people in general do
not investigate. Foote paid Lord Monboddo the compliment of saying that he was ‘an

Elzevir edition ofJohnson.' It has been shrewdly observed that Foote must have meant
a diminutive or pocket edition.”

—

Boswbli..
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We stopped at Laurencekirk, where our great grammarian,

Ruddiman, was once schoolmaster. We i-espcctlhlly remem-

bered that excellent man and eminent scholar, by whose

labours a knowledge of the Latin language will be preserved

in Scotland, if it shall be preserved at all. Lord Gardenstone,

one of our judges, collected money to raise a monument to

him at this place, which I hope will be well executed. I know

my father gave five guineas towards it. Lord Gardenstone is

the proprietor ofLaurencekirk, and has encouraged the build-

ing ofa manufacturing village, ofwhich he is exceedingly fond,

and has written a pamphlet upon it, as if he had founded

Thebes, in which, however, there are many useful precepts

strongly expressed. The village seemed to be irregularly built,

some of the houses being of clay, some of brick, and some of

brick and stone. Dr. Johnson observed they thatched well here,

I was a little acquainted with Mr. Forbes, the minister of

the parish. I sent to inform liim tliat a gentleman dcvsirccl to

see him. He returned for answer that he would not come to

a stranger. I then gave my name and he came. I remon-

strated to him for not coming to a stranger, and by present-

ing him to Dr. Johnson proved to him what a stranger might

sometimes be. His Bible inculcates “be not forgetful to enter-

tain strangers,” and mentions die same motive. He defended

himself by saying he had once come to a stranger who sent

for him, and he found him “a little-worth person?^

Dr. Johnson insisted on stopping at the inn, as I told him
that Lord Gardenstone had furnished it with a collection of

books
j
that travellers might have entertainment for the mind

as well as the body. He praised the design, but wished tiiere

had been more books, and those better chosen.

About a mile from Monboddo, where you turn off the road,

Joseph was waiting to tell us my lord expected us to dinner.

We drove over a wild moor. It rained and the scene was some-
what dreary. Dr.Johnson repeated with solemn emphasisMac-
beth’s speech on meeting the witches. As we travelled on, he
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told me, “Sir, you got iiato our Club by doing what a man can

do.® Several of the members wished to keep you out. Burke

told me he doubted if you were fit for it, but now you are in,

none ofthem are sorry. Burke says that you have so much good

humour naturally, it is scarce a virtue.” boswell. “They were

afraid of you, sir, as it was you who proposed me.” Johnson.

“Sir, they knew that ifthey refused you, they’d probably never

have got in another. I’d have kept them all out. Beauclerk was

very earnest for you.” boswell. “Beauclerk has a keenness of

mind which is very uncommon.” Johnson. “Yes, sir; and ev-

erything comes from him so easily. It appears to me that I

labour when I say a good thing.” boswell. “You are loud,

sir, but it is not an eflfort ofmind.”

Monboddo is a wretched place, wild and naked, with a poor

old house; though, if I recollect right, there are two turrets

whichmark an old baron’s residence. LordMonboddo received

us at his gate most courteously; pointed to the Douglas arms

upon his house, and told us that his great-grandmother was of

that family. “In such houses,” said he, “our ancestors lived,

who were better men than we.” “No, no, my lord,” said Dr.

Johnson. “We are as strong as they, and a great deal wiser.”

This was an assault upon one of Lord Monboddo’s capital

dogmas, and I was afraid there would have been a violent

altercation in the very close, before we got into the house. But

hil lordship is distinguished not only for “ancient metaphysics,”

but for zxici&ntpolitesse
—“/a vieille coMr”-—and he made no reply.

His lordship was dressed in a rustic suit and wore a little

round hat. He told us we now saw him as Farmer Burnett, and

we should have his family dinner, a farmer’s dinner. He said,

“I should not have forgiven Mr. Boswell had he not brought

you here. Dr. Johnson.” He produced a very long stalk of

corn as a specimen of his crop, and said, “You see here the

‘ “This, I find, is considered as obscure. I suppose Dr. Johnson meant that I assiduously

and earnestly recommended myselfto some ofthe members, as in a ctmvass for an elec-

tion into Parliament.”

—

Bosweu..
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betas segetes?^" He added that Virgil seemed to be as enthusi-

astic a farmer as he, and was certainly a practical one. John-

son. “It does not always follow, my lord, that a man who has

written a good poem on an art has practised it. Philip Miller

told me that in Philips's Cyder, a Poem all the precepts were

just, and indeed better than in books written for the purpose

of instructing, yet Pliilips had never made cider.”

I started the subject of emigration, johnson. “To a man

ofmere animal life, you can urge no argument against going

to America but that it will be some time before he will get

the earth to produce. But a man of any intellectual enjoy-

ment will not easily go and immerse himself and his posterity

for ages in barbarism.”

He and my lord spoke highly of Homer, johnson. “He

had all the learning of his age. The .shield of Achilles shows

a nation in war, a nation in peace; harvest sport, nay, steal-

ing.”* MONBODDO. “Ay, and what we” (looking to me)

“would call a Parliament-House scene: a cause pleaded.”

JOHNSON, “That is part of the life of a nation in peace. And
there are in Homer such characters of heroes and combina-

tions of qualities of heroes, that the united powers of man-

kind ever since have not produced any but what are to be

found there.” monboddo. “Yet no character is described.”

JOHNSON, “No, they all develop themselves. Agamemnon is

* The "joy-giving corn” mentioned in Virgil’s Georgies, l.t

.

* "My note of this is much too short. Breais esse laioro, obsearitsfm. Yet as I have resolved

that the very Jo»mal which Dr. Johnson read shall be presented to the public, I will not ex-

pand the text in any considerable degree, though I may occasionally supply a word to

complete the sense, as I fillup the blanks of abbreviation in the writing ; neither ofwhich
can be Smd to change the genuineJournal, One of the best critics of our age conjectures

that the imperfect passage above has probably been as follows: ‘In his book we have an
accurate display of a nation in war, and a nation in peace; the peasant is delineated as

truly as the general; nay, even harvest sport, and the modes of ancient theft are de-
scribed.’ ”

—

^Boswell. The critic was undoubtedly Malone. This note ofBoswell’s is mis-
leading, and it is hard to convince oneself that it was not intended to mislead. It assures
the reader tiiat in preparing lus journal for the press, Boswell has allowed himself no

^ editorial latitude beyond expanding abbreviations and "occasionally supplying a word to

complete the sense;” As a matter of fact he supplied a great many words, occasionally
added paragraphs ofcomment which had no source in the journal, and did not scruple
to rewrite whole sections which he considered too crabbed or too verbose. He also made
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always a gentleman-like charaeter; he has always /Soo-tXtKAp ri.®

That the ancients held so is plain from this: that Euripides

in his Hecuba makes him the person to interpose.”® monboddo.

“The history of manners is the most valuable. I never set a

high value on any other history.” Johnson. “Nor I; and there-

fore I esteem biography, as giving us what comes near to our-

selves, what we can turn to use.” boswell. “But in the course

of general history, we find manners. In wars, we see the dis-

positions of people, their degrees of humanity, and other par-

ticulars.” JOHNSON. “Yes; but then you must take all the facts

to get this, and it is but a little you get.” monboddo. “And it is

that little which makes history valuable.” Bravo! thought I;

they agree like two brothers, monboddo. “I am sorry. Dr.John-

son, you were not longer at Edinburgh to receive the homage
of our men of learning.” Johnson. “My lord, I received great

respect and great kindness.” boswell. “He goes back to Edin-

burgh after our tour.” We talked of the decrease oflearning in

Scotland, and of the Muses’ Welcome, johnson. “Learning is

much decreased in England in my remembrance.” monboddo.

“You, sir, have lived to see its decrease in England, I its ex-

tinction in Scotland.” However, I brought him to confess that

the High School of Edinburgh’^ did well. Johnson. “Learning

extensive delcdons, frequently for no better reason than that he wished to make his book
shorter. What he really means is that he has scrupulously refrained from expanding his

condensed record of Johnson’s conversation when he cannot confidently retrieve the

fuller form from his remarkable memory, which ordinarily required only a hint to bring

back the ipsissima verba of speeches made years before. In this sense his “accuracy” is un-
doubted, but it would have been more honest not to speak so emphatically of“what was
mitten at the tim^’ and "the very Journal which Dr. Johnson read.”
® “A certain quality of kingliness.”
“ “Dr. Johnson modestly said he had not read Homer somuch as he wished he had done.

But this conversation shows how well he was acquainted with the Moeonian bard; and
he has shown it still more in his criticism upon Pope’s Homer, in his Life of that poet. My
excellent friend Mr. Langton told me he was once present at a dispute between Dr.

Johnson and Mr. Burke, on the comparative merits of Homer and Virgil, which was
carried on with extraordinary abilities on both sides. Dr. Johnson maintained the supe-

riority of Homer.”

—

^Boswell.

^ Which, by the way, it is certain that Boswell never attended, though Dr. William ,

Steven’s history of the school represents him as a student there in 1 756. The "James
Boswell” who appears in the lists was the biographer's first cousin, Dr. John Boswell’s

eldest son.
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has decreased in Euglandj because learning' will not (hi so much

for a man as formerly. There are other ways of getting prefer-

ment. Few bishops are now made for their learning, 'fo be a

bishop a man must be learned in a Icaratxl age, factious in a

factious age, but always of eminence. Warburton is an excep-

tion, though his learning alone did not raise him. He was first

an antagonist to Pope, and helped Theobald to publish his

Shakespeare; but seeing Pope the rising man, when Crousaz

attacked his Essay on Man for some faults which it has and

some which it has not, Warburton defended it in the Review

of that time. This brought him acquainted with Pope, and he

gained his friendship. Pope introduced him to Allen, Alien

married him to his niece; so by Allen’s interest and his own he

was made a bishop. But then his learning was the sine qua non.

He knew how to make the most of it, but I do not find by any

dishonest means.” monboddo. “He Is a great man.” jonN.S0N.

“Yes, he has great knowledge, great power ofmind. Hardly any

man brings greater variety oflearning to bear upon his point.”

MONBODDO. “He is one of the greatest lights of your church.”

JOHNSON. "Why, we are not so sure ofhis being very friendly to

us. He blazes, if you will, but that is not alway.s the steadiest

light. Lowth is another bishop who has risen by his learning.”

Dr. Johnson examined young Arthur, Lord Monboclclo’s

son, in Latin. He answered very well, upon which he said

with complacency, “Get you gone! When King James comes

back,® you shall be in the Muses’ Welcomel” My lord and Dr.

Johnson disputed a little whether the savage or the London
shopkeeper had the best existence, his lordship, as usual, pre-

ferring the savage.My lord was extremely hospitable,and I saw
both Dr.Johnson and him liking each other better every hour.

Mr. Johnson went downstairs a little.® My lord spoke of

* “I find some doubt has been entertained concerning Dr. Johnson’s meaning here. It is

to be supposed that he meant, ‘when a king shall again be entertained in Scotland.’”—Boswell.
•With this sentence (near the bottom ofp. 3a of the MS) theJournal becomes fully writ-
ten, and furnishes the text fi'om this point forward to p. 357. The footnotes signed Bos-
VVELL are; however, from the printed Tour, unless the contrary is stated,
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bis conversiilion :is I cmiUl havtr wisIuHl, Mr. Johnson hatl

said, “T have done j'rcnlov feats with my knife than this,”

though he Itad taken ti very hearty dinner."' My lord, who
affects or believes he follows tin uhstemions .system, seemed

struck with Mr.John.son’.s manner ofliving. I Jiacl a particular

satisfaction in being under the roof of Monboddo, my lord

being my father’s old friend, and having been always very

good to me. We were cordial together. He asked Mr. Johnson
and me to stay all night. When I said we must be at Aber-

deen, he said, “Well, I’m like the Roman.?, ‘happy to come,

happy to depart.’” He thanked Mr.Johnson for his visit, mr.

JOHNSON. “I little thought, when I had the honour to meet

your lordship iir London, that I should sec you at Monboddo.”
After dinner, as the ladies were going away, Mr. Johnson

would stand uj). He insisted that good breeding was of great

consequence in society. “’Tis fietilions benevolence. It sup-

plies the place of it among those who sec each other in pub-

lic, or little. Depend upon it, the want of it always produces

something disagreeable to one or other. I have always applied

to good breeding what Cato says ofhonour” (repeated the lines

nobly).

When he took up his large oak stick, he said, “My lord,

that’s Homeric.

Gory, the black, was sent as our guide so far. I observed

how curious it was to see an African in the north of Scotland,

with little or no difference ofmanners. A man is like a bottle,

which you may fill with red wine or with white. He laughed

to see Gory and Joseph: “Those two fellows, one from Africa,

the other fromBohemia—quite athome.” Hewas much pleased

with Lord Monboddo today. He said he would have pardoned

him for a few paradoxes when he found he had so much that

was good. But that from his appearance in Londop he was all

paradox, which would not do. He observed he, had talked no>..

Which included “admirable soiip,” ham, peaa, lamb, and moor-fowl. (The menu is

given at a previous point in .the MS.)
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paradoxes today; and as to the. savage and the. I.ondon shop-

keeper, he did not know but he might have taken the side of

the savage equally, had anybody else taken the side of the

shopkeeper. He had said to my lord, in opposition to the t^alue

of the savage’s courage, that it was owing to his limited power

of thinking; and repeated Pope’s four lines in which “Mace-

donia’s madman” comes in, and the. conclusion is “farther than

his nose.” I objected to the last phrase being low. MR. John-

son, “’Tis intended, ’tis satire. The expression is debased to de-

base the character.”

My lord showed Mr. Johnson Hermes, as the work of a living

author for whom he had great respect. Mr. Johnson said noth-

ing. He afterwards told me that Harris was a coxcomb. Indeed,

I always thought so. I used to provoke my friend Temple by

laughing at the quaint affected style of his Dialo^iues on Poeiry,

Music, Painting, and Happiness^

When Gory was going to leave us, Mr. Johnson called to

him, “Mr. Gory, give me leave to ask you a quc-stion. Arc you

baptized?” Gory told him hewas—and confirmed bythe Bishop

of Durham.

We had tedious driving this afternoon, and were a good

deal drowsy. Last night I was afraid Mr. Johnson was begin-

ning to faint in his resolution, for he said, “If we must ride

much, we shall not go; and there’s an end on’t.” Today when
he talked of Skye with spirit, I said, “Why, sir, you was be-

ginning to despond yesterday. You’re a delicate Londoner—
you’re a macaroni! You can’t ridel” Johnson. “Sir, I shall

ride better than you.. I was only afraid I should not find a

horse able to carry me.” I hoped then there would be no
fear of fulfilling our wild Tour.

We got to Aberdeen half an hour past i i. The New Inn,

’I
Boswell has carefully inked out this sentence and the preceding in a fashion quite un-

like his deletions for the printer. He probably did this when (in 1775) he lent the MS to
. Mrs. Thrale. Johnson’s condemnation of Harris was also struck out when the Journal
was revised for the printer, but BoswelUater changed his mind and brought the remark
in under, date of3 November, adding his own strictures in a considerably softened form.
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we were told, was full. This was comfortless. The waiter,

however, asked if one of our names was Roswell, and brought

me a letter left at (he inn. It was from Mr. Thrale, enclosing

one to Mr. Johnson. Finding who I was, we were told they

would contrive to lodge ns by putting ns for a night into a

room with U\'o beds. The w.ailer said to me in strong Aber-

deenshire, “I thought I knew you, by your likeness to your

father.” My father puts up at the New Inn when on Ids

circuit. We Imd a broiled chicken, some tarts, and crabs’ claws.

Little was said tonight. I was to sleep in a little box-bed in

Mr. Johnson’s room. I had it wheeled out into the dining-

room, and there I lay very w'cll.

SUNDAY 22 AUGUST. I sent a message to Professor Thomas
Gordon, who chitk; and breakfasted with us. He had secured

seats for us at chapel. Wc went to it at ten. Good congregation,

admirable organ. I wa.s truly in a devout frame. Gordon, who
officiated, had the most imhuppy defects of.speech. His tongue

was too big. He made such efforts to articulate, ’twas like con-

vulsions. There was no understanding him. ’Twasjust the same

as .speaking in an unknown tongue. It was wrong to put him
in orders.*

We walked down to the shore. Mr. Johnson laughed to

hear that Cromwell’s soldicni taught the Aberdeen people

to make shoes and stockings, and brought in cabbages. He
asked if weaving the plaids was ever a domestic art in the

Highlands, like spinning or knitting. He could not be in-

formed here. But he conjectured probably that where people

lived so remote from each other, it would be domestic art,

as we see it was among the ancients, as Penelope. I was

sensible today, to a very striking degree, of Mr, Johnson’s

excellent English conversation. I cannot account, for it, how

* A comparison between this paragraph and that in the published book will show the

type ofrevision to which theMS was subjected throughout; “ I sent a message to Erofes-

sor Thomas Gordon, who came and breakfasted with us. He had secured seats for us at -

the English chapel. We found a i-cspectable congregation, and an admirable organ, well

played by Mr. Tait.”
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it struck me more now than any other day. lint it was as il’

new to me; and I liatcued to every .s(!nttmc(; whic;h he spoke

as to a musical composition. Professor Gordon gave him an

account of the plan of education in hi.s college. Mr. Johnson

said ’twas similar to Oxford. Waller the poet’s great-grand-

son was here. Mr. Johnson wondered how a man sent his son

so far off, as there were so many good schools in England. He
said at a great school tliere was all tire splendour and illumina-

tion ofmany minds; that the radiance of all was concentrated

in each, or at least reflected upon each. But he owned that nei-

ther a dull boy, nor an idle boy, would do so well at a great

school as at a private one. That at a great school there were al-

ways boys enough to do well easily, who were sufllcient to keep

up the credit of the school; and after trying whipping to no

purpose, the dull or idle boys were left at the cud of a class,

having the appearance of going through the course, but learn-

ing nothing at all. Such boys might do good at a private .school,

where constant attention was paid to them, and they were

watched. So that the question ofpublic or private education Is

not properly a general one. But whether is the one or the other

best for my son.

We were told this Mr.Waller was just a plain country gentle-

man; and his son would be such another. I observed a family

could not expect a poet but in a hundred generations. “Nay,”

said Mr. Johnson, “not one family in a hundred can expect a

poet in a hundred generations.” Then repeated “Three poets,”

etc., ^d part of a Latin translation of it done at Oxford—
perhaps his own. I must ask.“

He received a card from Sir Alexander Gordon, who had
been his acquaintance twenty years ago in London, and who,

’"London, ad May, 1778. Dr. Johnaon acknowledged that he was hhnaelf the author of
the translation above alluded to, and dictated it to me as follows:

Qiios l^udet vates Graius Romanus et Anglus
Tres tria temporibus sefcla dedere suls.

Sublime ingenium Graius; Romanus habebat
Carmen grande sonans; Anglus utrumquc tulit.
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“if forgiven for not answering u line Ironi liim,’* would comtJ
in the afternoon. He was rejoit<‘(l to hear of him. We sent
for hnn to c oinc and tliiu* with tis. 1 was much pleased to see
the kindness with which Mr. Johnson received Sir Alexander,
a gcntlcniaii ol good lainily (IJsmore)j but by the extrava-
gance of his relations, to whom he left the care of his estate,
had lost it. The King’s College here made him Professor of
Medicine, which affords him a decent subsistence. He told
us Aberdeen exported stockings to tire value of £100,000 in
peace, and one hundred and seventy in war. Mr. Johnson
asked what made the difference. Here we had a proof of the
different sagacity of the two professors. Sir Alexander an-
swered, “Because there’s more occasion for iliem in war.”
Professor T.hoinaH answered, “Because the Germans, who are
our great rivals in the manufacture of stockings, are other-
wise employed in tune of war.” “Sir, you have given a very
good .solution,” said Mr. Johnson.
At dinner Mr. Johnson cat several platefuls of Scotch broth

with pease in them, and was very fond of the dish. I said,

“You never cat it before, sir.” “No, sir, but I don’t care how
soon I eat it again.” We liad also skate, roasted lamb, roasted
chickens, and tarts. My cousin and old flame at Inverness,

Miss Dallas, was married to Mr. Riddoch, one of the ministers

ofllie English Chapel here. He was ill and confined to his room.
But we had a kind invitation to tea, and all went there. I was
in a kind ofuneasiness from thinking that I should see a great

change upon her at the distance oftwelve years.® But I declare

Nil inajus Natura capit: clarare prloru
Quae potuere duos tertius unus habet.”

—

^Boswell.
The original lines, composed by Dryden, were first published under an engraved por-
trait of Milton prefixed to Tonson’s folio edition of Paradtst Lost, j 688

:

Three poets, in three distant ages born,

Greece, Italy, and England, did adorn.

The first, in loftiness ofthought surpassed;

The next, in majesty; in both, the last.

The force of nature could no further go;

To make a third, shejoined the former two.
* Boswell met this " third cousin” while accompanying his father on the Northern CSrcuit
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I thought she looked better in every respeet, t‘}cet‘pt that some

ofher forc-lcclh were spoiled. She wus the sanu' lively, sensible,

cheerful woman as ever. My mind was sensibly affected at

seeing her. I believe there was sincere joy on both sides. Her

youngest sister was gone to Maryland with her husband, also a

clergyman. I saw her other two sistcv.s. Kate I should not have

known. 1 recollected. Mr. Johnson did not talk much. He
had only some jokes against Scotland: said, “Yoti go first to

Aberdeen; then to EtiJ)rui then to Newcastle, to be polished

by the colliers; then to York; then to London.” And he laid

hold of a little girl, Stuart Dallas, niece to Mrs. Riddoch, and

said he’d take her with him, telling her in a hollow voice that

he lived in a cave and had a bed in the rock, and she should

have a little bed cut opposite to it.

Yet he spoke well on the point as to prescription of murder.

He said a jury in England would make allowance ftu' de-

ficiencies of evidence on account of lap.se of litne. But that

a general rule that a crime should not bo punished or tried

in order to punishment after twenty years was bad. 'fhat it

was cant to talk of the King’s Advoeatc delaying prosecution

from malice. How unlikely was it the King’s Advocate should

have malice against people who commit murder, or should

even know them at all. He said if the son of the murdered

man should kill the murderer who got off merely by prescrip-

tion, he would help him to make his escape; though were he

upon his jury, he would not acquit him. That he would not

advise him to do it. On the contrary, would bid him submit
to the determination of society, because a man is bound to

submit to the inconveniencies of it, as he enjoys the good.

But that the young man, though politically wrong, would not

be morally wrong. He would have to say, “Here I am amongst

in 1761* Hisjournal of thi&jnuntj thefirst of hisjoumals now preserved} is as yet unpub"
Ushed. Under date of 16 May he wrote, “BreaJefasted with Miss Dallas. ... A charming
creature indeed; excessively pretty, a most engaging manner. Great good sense, surprfs-
ing propjiety oflanguage and facility of Expression We were very meiry, . . , Upon my
soul, a dclightfull Girl. Never has been at Edin^, nor any where in a large Place- Was in
raptures to myselfw*' her,”
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barbarians who not only rotlisc to do justice, but encourage the

greatest of all crimes. I am therefore in a state of nature. For

where there is no law, it is a slate of nature. I therefore upon

the eternal and immutable law tiFjustice which requires that

he who sheds blood should liave his blood shed, will stab the

murderer ofmy father.”

We came to our inn quietly. Mr. Johnson borrowed at Mr.
Riddoch’s a volume of Massillon, his discourses on the Psalms.

But I found he read little in it. Ogden too he sometimes took

up and glanced at, but threw it down again. I then entered

upon religious conversation. Never did I see him in a better

frame: calm, gentle, wise, holy. I said the same objection would

serve against the Trinity as against transubstantiation. "Yes,”

said he, "if you lake Three and One in the same sense. Ifyou

do so, to be sure, you cannot believe it. But they are Three in

one sense and One in another. We cannot tell how, and that is

the Mystery,”

I spoke of the .satisfaction of Christ. He said his notion was
that it did not atone for the .sins of the world. But by satisfying

divine justice, by showing that no less than the Son of God
suffered for sin, it showed to men and innumerable created

beings the heinousness ofsin, and therefore rendered it unneces-

sary for divine vengeance to be exercised against sinners, as it

otherwise must have been. In this way it might operate even in

favour of those who had never heard of it. As to those who did

hear ofit, the effect it should produce would be repentance,and

piety, by impressing upon the mind a just notion of sin. That

original sin was the propensity to evil, which no doubt was

occasioned by the Fall. He presented this great subject in a

new light to me, and rendered much more rational and clear

the ideas of what our Saviour has done for us, as it removed

the notion ofimputed righteousness in the usual sense, and the;

difficulty of our righteousness co-operating;^ whereas by his

* In the first and all subsequent editions of the Tour, several woi^s have been, omiTOd in

this passage, so that it reads, nonsensically, “as it removed the notion ofimputed right-

eousness in co-operating. ...” In all the editions, too, the \vords immediately following
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view Christ has done all already that he had to do, or is ever

to do, for mankind, by making his great satisfaction, the con-

sequences ofwhich will affect each individual according to the

particular conduct of each. I would illustrate this by saying

that Christ’s satisfaction is like tliere being a sun placed to

show light to men, so that it depends upon themselves whether

they will walk the right way or not, which they could not have

done without that sun, “the sun of righteousness.” There is,

however, more in it than merelygiving light-“a light to lighten

the Gentiles.” I must think of it at leisure and with attention.

Mr. Johnson said, “Richard Baxter commends a treatise by

Grotius, De Satisfactione Christi. I have never read it. But I

intend to do it, and you may read it.” I said upon the principle

now laid down we might explain, “They that believe shall

be saved,” etc. They that believe will have such an impres-

sion made upon their minds as will make them act so as that

they shall be accepted by God.

We talked of Langton’s taking ill for a length of time a

hasty expression. Johnson. “What is to come of society if a

friendship oftwenty years is to be broken off for such a cause?

As Bacon says,

‘Who then to frail mortality shall trust,

But limns in water, or but writes in dust.’”

I said he should write expressly in support of Christianity,

for that although a reverence for it shines through his works

in several places, that is not enough. “You know,” said I,

“what Grotius has done, what Addison ha.s done, you should

do also.” He said, “I hope I shall,”

MONDAY 33 AUGUST. Principal Campbell, Sir Alexander

Gordon, Professor Gordon, and Professor Ross came to us in

the morning, as did Dr. Gerard, who had come in six miles

from the country on purpose. We went and saw Marischal Col-

read, "whereas by this view" instead of“by his view," the reading of the MS. This is not
certainly a misprint. Boswell may have changed "his” to "this” in the proofs to avoid
ambiguity,
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lege,i and at one we waited on the magistrates in the Town
Hall, as they had invited us in order to present Mr. Johnson

with the freedom of the city, which Provost Jopp did with a

very good grace. Mr. Johnson was pleased with this mark of

attention, and received it very politely. There was a pretty nu-

merous company there. It was curious to hear all ofthem drink-

ing “Dr.Johnson, Dr.Johnson” in the Town Hall ofAberdeen,

and then to see him with his diploma in his hat, which he wore

as he walked along the street, according to the usual custom.

It gave me great satisfaction to observe the regard and indeed

fondness, too, which everybody here had for my father.

While Sir A. Gordon conducted Mr. Johnson to Old Aber-

deen, Professor Gordon and I called on Mr. Riddoch, whom
I found to be a grave worthylike clergyman. He said that

whatever might be said of Mr. Johnson while he was alive,

after he was dead he would be looked upon by the world

with regard and astonishment on account of his Dictionary.

Mrs. Riddoch, Professor Gordon, and I went and called

for Mrs, Dallas, whom I had not seen since I was a mere

child. Then he and I walked over to the Old College, which

Mr. Johnson had seen by this time. I stepped a little into the

chapel and looked at the tomb of the Founder, Archbishop

Elphinstone, of whom I shall have occasion to write in my
History ofJames IV.

^

We dined at Sir A. Gordon’s. The Provost, Professor Ross,

Professor Dunbar, Professor Thomas Gordon were there. After

dinner came in Dr. Gerard, Professor Leslie, Professor Mac-

Leod, We had had little or no conversation in the morning.

I

* “Dr. Beattiewas so kindly entertained in England, thathehad notyetreturnedhome.”

—

Boswell.
’ A projected work of Boswell’s of which we hear no more. There are scattered refer-

ences, in his journals, letters, and published writings, to more than fifty such projects,

many of them being mentioned several times. They include poems, novels, pamphlets,

and histories—^but are chiefly biographies. Among themen ofwhom he planned to write

a Life were SirJoshua Reynolds, Thomas Ruddiman, Lord Karnes, his friendJohn Mc-
Adam of Craigengillan, Steele, Gen. Oglethorpe, Lord Pitfour, Lord Covington, and

Lord Eglinton. Sir Alexander Macdonald, not being a fit subject for serious bio^aphy,

was to be dealt with in a novel.
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Nowwewere but barren. The professors seemed afraid to speak.

Dr. Gerard told us that Strahau the printer was very inti-

mate withWarburton, Mr.Johnson said, ‘•‘He luts printed some

ofhis works, and perhaps bought property ofsome of ’em. The

intimacy is as one of the professors here may have with one of

the carpenters who is repairing tlie College.” “But,” said Ger-

ard, “I saw a letter from him to Strahan, in which he says that

the one half of the Church of Scotland are fanatics and the

other half infidels.” Mr. Johnson said Warburton had accus-

tomed himselfto write lettersjust as he speaks, without thinking

any more ofwhat he throws out. He said when he read War-

burton first and observed his force and contempt, he thought

he had driven the world before him, but he found that was not

the case, for Warburton by his extensive abuse made it in-

effectual.

He told me when we were by ourselves that he thought it

very wrong in Strahan to show Warburton’s letter, as it was

raising him a body of enemies. He thought it foolish in War-

burton to write so to Strahair, and he said the worst way of

being intimate is by scribbling. He said Warburton’s essay on

Grace was a poor performance, and so was Wesley’s answer,

(He was not in spirits somehow.) Warburton had laid himself

very open. In particular, he was weak enough to say that

in some disorders of the imagination people had spoken with

tongues—had spoken languages which they never knew before

—a thing as absurd as to say that in some disorders of the im-

agination people had been known to fly.®

Gerard saidhehaddetectedThomasWartoninthemost bare-
faced plagiarism in his Spenser. He copies a whole page from

Abb6 du Bos, and to disguise it, quotes Du Bos for a sentence

in the middle of it.^ I talked of difference of genius to try if I

• Percival Stockdale reports that Johnson once, in reply to Goldsmith’s assertion that

Warburton was a weak writer, said: “Warburton may be absurd, but he will never be
weak, he flounders well” {Memoirs, ii. 64).
* This is a considerable overstatement of the seriousness of Warton’s ofiiencc; indeed it

can hardly be called plagiarism at all. The passage icfcired to, concerning the j^t of
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could engage Gerard in a disquisition with Mr. Johnson. But

it would not do. I mentioned Locke’s writing verses. Mr.John-

son said he knew of none but a kind of exercise prefixed to

T. Sydenham, about the dropsy—water, burning, both at once

—and how Dr. Sydenham removed fire by drawing olfwater,

contrary to the usual practice, which is to extinguish fire by
bringing water upon it. “I know not,” said he, “if there’s a

word of all this, but ’tis such kind of talk.”®

We spoke oiFingal. He said, “Ifthe poems were really trans-

lated, they were certainly first written down. Let Mr. Mac-
pherson deposit the MS in one of the colleges at Aberdeen

where there are people who can judge, and if the professors

certify the authenticity, then there will be an end of the

controversy. Ifhe does not take this obvious and easy method,

he gives the best reason to doubt, considering too how much
is against it a prion."

We sauntered after dinner in Sir Alexander’s garden and

saw his little grotto, which is hung with pieces of poetry writ-

ten in a fair hand. It was agreeable to see the contentment and

Orlando Furioso, occurs in the first edition (1754) of the Observations on the Faerie Qiuene on

pp. I I-I2. One sentence reads: “The ingenious Abb6 du Bos observes happily enough,

that ‘Homer is a geometrician in comparison of Ariosto.’ ” The part immediately pre-

ceding this also reveals clearly Warton’s reading of Du Bos’s Riflexions (in Thomas
Nugent’s translation, 1 748, as is shown by a later acknowledged quotation from Du Bos
which is in Nugent’s exact words) ; but there is only a portion ofone sentence which can

be said to have been “copied” from Du Bos;

"This poet is seldom read twice in order; that is, by passing from the first canto to the

second, and from the second to the rest successively; but by pursuing (without any re-

gard to the order of the books, or the stanzas) the different stories, which though all

somewhere finished, yet arc, at present, so mutually interwoven, that the incidents of

one are perpetually clashing with those of another” (Warton).

“Ariosto is seldom read twice in order, that is, passing from the first canto to the

second, and from the second to the rest successively, but by following, without any
regard to the order of the books, the different stories, which he has rather incorporated,

than united” (Nugent, i. 243-4).

IfWarton himself considered this a theft, it seems strange that he chose to “disguise”

it by immediately giving the victim’s name, with a chapter reference to the spot from
which the material had been pilfered.

‘ “All this, as Dr.Johnson suspected at the time, was the immediate invention of his own
lively imagination; for there is not one word of it in Mr. Locke’s complimentary per-

formance.”—Boswaiu.. He then proceeds to quote the verses—twenty-seven Latin

couplets.
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kindness ofthe worthy, harmless man. Professor MacLeod was

brother to Talisker and brother-in-law to the Laird of Coll.

He gave me a letter to young Coll. I was weary of this day, and

began to think wishfully of the post-chaisc. I was uneasy to

think myself too delicate, and thought Mr. John.son was quite

satisfied. But he owned to me that he was fiitigucd. I said ’twas

all kindness. “Yes, sir. But sensation is sensation.” “Yes,” said

I, “you feel pain equally from the surgeon’s probe as from the

sword of the foe.”

We tried two booksellers’ shops and could not find Arthur

Johnston’s Poems. We went and sat near an hour at Mr. Rid-

doch’s. He could not tell distinctly how much education at the

college here costs, which disgustedMr. Johnson. I had engaged

to Mr. Johnson that we should go home to the inn, and not

stay supper. They pressed us, but he was resolute, I saw Mr.

Riddoch did not please him. He said to me, “Sir, he has no

vigour in his talk.” But it should have been considered that

Mr. Johnson was not in good humour, so that it was not so

easy to talk to his satisfaction. We sat quietly at our inn. He
then became merry, and observed how little wc had either

heard or said at Aberdeen. That the Aberdonians had not

started a single mawkirfi for us to pursue.

TUESDAY 24 AUGUST. We set out about eight; morn-

ing fine. Breakfasted at Ellon. The landlady said to me, “Is

not this the great Doctor that is going about through the

country?” I said, “Yes.” “Ay,” said she, “we heard of him. I

made an errand into the room on purpose to see him. There’s

something great in his appearance. It is a pleasure to have

such a man in one’s house; a man who does so much good.

If I had thought, I would have shown him a child of mine
who has had alump on his throat for some time.” “But,” said I,

“he’s not a Doctor ofPhysic.” “Is he an oculist?” said the land-

lord. “No,” said I, “he’s just a very learned man.” Said the

landlord: “They say he’s the greatest man in England except

* Scottish for as Boswell explains in the published Tour*
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Lord Mansfield.” Mr.Johnson was highly entertained with this,

and I do think he was pleased too. He said he liked the excep-

tion, for that in Scotland it must be Lord Mansfield or Sir

John Pringle.^

He told me a good story of Dr. Goldsmith. “Telemachus”

Graham was sitting one night with him and Mr. Johnson,

and was half drunk. He rattled away, and told Mr. Johnson,

“You’re a clever fellow, but you can’t write an essay like Ad-
dison or verses like The Rape ofthe LockT At last he said,® “Doc-

tor, I will be happy to see you at Eton.” “I shall be glad to

wait on you,” answered Goldsmith. “No,” said Graham, “’tis

not you I meant. Dr. Minor. ’Tis Dr. Major there.” Goldsmith

was prodigiously hurt with this. He spoke of it himself. Said he:

“Graham is a fellow to make one commit suicide.”

We had received a polite invitation to Slains Castle.® We
arrived there just at three o’clock, as the bell for dinner was

ringing. Though, from its beingjust dn the Northwest^ Ocean,

no trees will grow here, Lord Erroll has done all that can be

done. He has cultivated his fields so as to bear rich crops of

every kind, and he has made an excellent kitchen-garden, with

a hothouse. I had never seen any of the family. But there had

been a card of invitation written by Mr. Charles Boyd, the

Earl’s brother. We were conducted into the house, and at the

dining-room door were met by Mr. Charles Boyd, whom both

of us at first took to be Lord Erroll, but he soon corrected our

mistake. My lord was gone to dine in the neighbourhood at an

^ Lord Mansfield, Lord ChiefJustice of the King’s Bench, and Sir John Pringle, physi-

cian to the King, and President of the Royal Society, were both Scotsmen.
* “I am sure I have related this story exactly as Dr. Johnson told it to me; but a friend

who has often heard him tell it, informs me that be usually introduced a circumstance

which ought not to be omitted. ‘At last, sir, Graham, having now got to about the pitch

oflooking at one man, and talking to another, said Doctor, &c. What effect (Dr.Johnson
used to add) this had on Goldsmith, who was as irascible as a hornet, may be easily con-
ceived.’ ”

—

Boswell.
* “When I was at the English church in Aberdeen I happened to be espied by Lady Di,

Middleton, whom I had sometime seen in London; she told what she had seen to Mr.
Boyd, Lord Erroll’s brother, who wrote us an invitation to Lord Erroll’s house, called

Slains Castle” (Johnson to Mrs. Thrale, 28 Aug. 1773).
‘ Corrected to “Northeast” in the published Tour, but not in the MS. Boswell must have
made the correction in the proofs.
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entertainment given by Mr. Irvine of Drum, Lady Erroll re-

ceived iis politely, and was very attentive to us in the time of

dinner. There was nobody at table but she and Mr. Boyd and

some of the children, their governor and governess. Mr. Boyd

put Mr. Johnson in mind of having dined with him at Gum-

ming the Quaker’s, along with a Mr. Hall and Miss Williams.

This was a bond of connexion between Mr. Boyd and Mr.

Johnson. For me, my father’s acquaintance was enough. After

dinner my lady made her young family stand up in a row.

There were eight, just steps of stairs, six girls and two boys,

besides a young lady of four weeks old who did not appear.

It was the prettiest sight I ever saw.®

Mr. Johnson proposed our setting out. Mr. Boyd said he

hoped we would stay all night. His brother would be at home

in the evening, and would be very sorry if he missed us. Mr.

Boyd was called out of the room. I was very desirous to stay

in so comfortable a house, and wished to see Lord Erroll.

Mr. Johnson was right in resolving to go if wo were not

asked again, as it is best to err on the safe side and be sure

that one is quite welcome at a house. To my great joy when
Mr. Boyd returned he told Mr. Johnson that it was Lady

Erroll who had called him out; that she would never let Mr.

Johnson into the house again if he stirred that night, and

that she had ordered the coach to carry us to see a great

curiosity on the coast, after which we should see the house.

We cheerfully agreed.

Mr. Boyd was out in the year 1745-6. He escaped and lay

concealed for a year in the island of Arran, the ancient ter-

ritory of the Boyds. He then went to France, and was about

twenty years on the Continent. He married a French lady,

and now he lives very comfortably at Aberdeen, and is much
at Slains Castle. He entertained us with much civility. He
had a pompousness or formal plenitude in his conversation.

® TheMS IS defective here, and the last three words are entirely conjectural, since Bos-
well revised the whole sentence in the published book.
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Mr. Johnson said there was too much elaboration in his

talk. I liked to see him a steady branch of the family, setting

forth all its advantages with much zeal. My lady had hardly

said anything. But he told me she was one of the most pious

and most sensible women in the island; had a good head and

as good a heart. He said she did not force her children in

their education. Mr. Johnson said he would rather have the

rod to be the general terror to all, to make them learn, than

to tell children they should be more esteemed than their

brothers or sisters. “The rod produces an effect which termi-

nates in itself. A child is afraid of being whipped and gets his

task, and there’s an end on’t; whereas by exciting emulation

and comparisons of superiority, you lay the foundation of last-

ing mischief: you make brothers and sisters hate each other.”

During Mr. Boyd’s stay in Arran, he had found a chest of

medical books left by a surgeon there, and had read them
till he acquired some skill, in consequence of which he is

often consulted. There were several women here waiting for

him as patients. I thought this practice of Mr. Boyd’s but a
foolish amusement of vanity, and no doubt of benevolence

too. We walked round the house till stopped by a gullet into

which the sea comes. The house is built quite upon the shore.

The windows look upon the main ocean, and the King of

Denmark is Lord Erroll’s nearest neighbour on the northeast.

We got into the coach and drove to Dunbuy, a rock near

the shore, just an island covered with seafowl. Then to a cir-

cular basin oflarge extent, surrounded with tremendous rocks.

On the quarter to the sea there is a high arch in the rock which
the force of the tempest has driven out. This place is called

Buchan’s Buller, or the Bullers of Buchan, and the country

people call it the Pot. Mr. Boyd said it was so called from the

French bouilloire. It may be more simply traced from boiler in

our own language.®We walked round this monstrous cauldron.

• The Oxford English Dictionary connects "buller” with Scandinavian words, but agrees
with Boswell that the influence of “boil” is apparent.
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Tn some places the rock is very narrow, iincl on each side you

have a sea deep enough for a inan-ol-war to ride in, so that it

is somewhat horrid to move along. 1 lowever, there is earth

and grass upon the rock, and a kind of road marked out by

the print of feet, so that one makes it out pretty easily. It was

rather alarming to see Mr. Johnson poking his way. He in-

sisted to take a boat and sail into the Pot. We did so. He was

stout and wonderfully alert. It was curious to me to observe

the Buchan men all showing tlieir teeth and speaking with that

strange sharp accent which distinguishes them. Mr. Johnson

was not sensible ofthe difference ofpronunciation in the north

of Scotland, which I wondered at.

As the entry into the BuUer is so narrow that oars cannot

be used as you go in, the method taken is to row vciy hard

when you come near it, and give the boat such a rapidity

of motion that she glides in. Mr, Johnson observed what an

effect this scene would have had were we entering into an

unknown place. There arc caves of considerable depth, I

think one on each side. The boatmen had never entered

either far enough to know the size. Mr. Boyd told us that it

is customary for the company at Peterhead Well to make par-

ties and come and dine in one of the caves here.

He told us that as Slains is at a considerable distance from

Aberdeen, Lord ErroU, who has so large a family, resolved

to have a surgeon of his own. So he educated one of his

tenants’ sons, and he is now settled in a very neat house and
farm just by, which we saw from the road. By the salary which
my lord allows him and the practice which he has had, he is

in very easy circumstances. He had kept an exact account
of all that had been laid out on his education, and he came
to my lord one day, told him that he had arrived at a much
higher station than ever he expected, that he was now able

to repay what my lord had advanced, and begged my lord

would accept of it. The Earl was pleased with the generous
gratitude and genteel offer ofthe man, but refused it. Mr. Boyd
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told us Gumming the Quaker first began by writing against

Dr. Leechman on Prayer, to prove it unnecessary, as God knows

best what should be, and will order it without us.

When we returned we found coffee and tea in the drawing-

room. My lady was not with us. There is a bow window in

the drawing-room to the sea. Mr. Johnson repeated the ode,

Jam satis terns,’’ while Boyd was with his patients. He spoke

well to Mr. Boyd in favour of entails to preserve lines of men
whom mankind are accustomed to reverence. He’d have as

much land entailed as that they should never fall into con-

tempt, and as much free as to give them all the advantages

of property in case of any emergency. He said if the nobility

were suffered to sink into indigence, they of course become
corrupted; they are ready to do whatever the King chooses;

therefore it is fit they should be kept from becoming poor,

unless ’tis fixed that when they fall below such a standard of

wealth, they shall lose their peerages. He said the House of

Peers had made noble stands when the House of Commons
durst not. The two last years of a session they dare not con-

tradict the populace.

This room is ornamented with a number of fine prints.

,
Mr. Johnson said Sir Joshua Reynolds was the most invul-

nerable man he knew, the man with whom if you should

quarrel, you would find the most difficulty how to abuse.

There is a whole-length of Lord Erroll by him in this room,

and portraits of my lady and Lady
,
her cousin,* by

Miss Read. At least my lady’s is by her. Mr. Johnson said

it wanted grace. I said the same of Lady ’s. She has a

Welsh harp before her. Her attitude is such as would as well

have suited a spinning-wheel.

Mr. Johnson said the prospect here was the noblest he had

ever seen—better than Mount Edgcumbe, reckoned the first

’Horace, Odes, I.ii.

® Conjectural; the MS is defective, preserving only “co” and uncertain fragments of

other letters.
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in England, because at Mount Edgcuinbe the sea is bounded

by land on the other side, and if you have a fletu, you have

also the ideas of there being a dockyard, etc., which are not

agreeable. Slains is an excellent old house. My lord has built

of brick, round or along the square in the. inside, a gallery

both on the first and second storey, the house being no higher,

so that he has always a dry walk, and the rooms, which for-

merly entered through each other, have now all separate

entries from the gallery, which is hung with Hogarth’s works

and other prints. We went and sat awhile in the library. There

is a valuable and numerous collection. It was chiefly made by

Mr. Falconer, husband to the late Countess. This Earl has

added a good many modern books.

About nine the Earl came home, and Captain Gordon of

Park was with him. His lordship put Mr, Johnson in mind of

their dining together in London, along with Mr, Bcauclerk.

I was excessively pleased with Lord Erroll. His stately person

and agreeable countenance, with the moat unaffected affabil-

ity, gave me high satisfaction. There is perhaps a weakness,

that is to say, more fancy or warmth of feeling than is quite

reasonable in me, but there is much pleasure arising from it.

I could with the most perfect honesty expatiate on Lord Er-

roll’s good qualities as if I was bribed to do it. His agreeable

look and softness of address relieved that awe which his majes-

tic person and the idea of his being Lord High Constable of

Scotland would have inspired. He talked very easily and sensi-

bly with Mr, Johnson. I observed that Mr. Johnson, while he

showed that respect to his lordship which he always does from

principle to high rank, yet, when they came to argument, main-

tained that manliness which becomes the force and vigour of

his understanding. To show external deference to our superiors

is proper. To seem to yield to them in opinion is meanness."

* Lwd Chesterfield, in his letters to his son, complains of one who argued in on indis-
criminate manner with men of all ranks. Probably the noble lord had felt with some un-
easiness what it was to encounter stronger abilities than his own. If a peer will engage at
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The Earl said grace both before and after supper with much
decency. He told us a story ofa man who was executed at Perth

some years ago for murdering a woman, who was with child to

him, and a former child he had by her. His hand was cut off.

He was then pulled up. But the rope broke, and he was forced

to lie an hour on the ground till another rope was brought from

Perth, the execution being in a wood at some distance—the

place where the murders were committed. “There,” said my
lord, “I see the hand of Providence.” I was really happy here.

I saw in my lord the best dispositions and best principles; and

I saw him in my mind’s eye to be the representative ofthe ancient

Boyds of Kilmarnock. I was afraid he might push the bottle

about, as he, I believe, used formerly to do. But he drank port

and water out of a large glass himself, and let us do as we
pleased. He went with us to our rooms at night, said he took

the visit very kind, told me my father and he were very old ac-

quaintance; that I now knew the way to Slains, and he hoped

to see me there again.

I had a most elegant room. But there was a fire in it which
blazed, and the sea, to which my windows looked, roared,

and the pillows were made of some sea-fowl’s feathers which

had to me a disagreeable smell. So that by all these causes,

I was kept awake a good time. I began to think that Lord
Kilmarnock might appear to me, and I was somewhat
dreary. But the thought did not last long, and I fell asleep.^®

foils with his inferior in station, he must expect that his inferior in station will avail him-
self of every advantage ; otherwise it is not a fair trial ofstrength and skill. The same will

hold in a contest ofreason, or ofwit.

—

A. certain king entered the lists ofgenius with Vol-
taire. The consequence was, that, though the kinghad great and brilliant talents, Voltaire

had such a superiority that his majesty could not bear it; and the poet was dismissed, or

escaped, from that court."

—

^Boswell. This note has been abridged. The passage al-

luded to in Lord Chesterfield’s Letters is that concerning the "respectable Hottentot,” a
description which Boswell always thought intended for Johnson, thoughJohnson him-
self denied it.

“ Lord Kilmarnock, Lord Erroll’s father, was beheaded on Tower Hill for his part in

the uprising of 1 745. This passage (which appears almost verbatim in the published Tour)

suggested one of Collings’s and Rowlandson’s caricatures. Boswell’s editorial oscillation

between decorum and extreme frankness seems purely capricious. He frequently deletes

unflattering passages concerning persons for whom he can hardly have felt any tender-



^6 2 5 Aiiatr&T 1773 \Slains

WEDNESDAY 25 AIKJUST. W<‘ Kt)t U[) brlwtrn sovc'U and

eight, and found Mr. Boyd in the (rming-rooin, with his great-

coat by way of nightgown,' with lea and eoffeo l)eforc him, to

give us breakfast. We were in adiuii.ible humour. Lady Erroll

had given each of us a copy of an ode by Beattie on the birth

of her son, Lord Hay.® Mr. Boyd asked Mr. Johnson what he

thought of it, or how he liked it. Mr. Johnson, who was not

very fond of it, got off very well by taking it out and reading

the two second stanzas of it with much melody. This, without

saying a word, pleased Mr. Boyd. He observed, however, to

Mr. Johnson that the expression as to the family of Erroll, “d

thousandyears have seen it shine,” was an anticlimax, and that

it would have been better “ages.” Mr. Johnson, however, said

“a thousand” was better. “Dote laid in unhmsalibus,’^ Ages

might be only two ages.” Mr. Johnson talked of the advantage

of keeping up the connexions of relationship, which produce

much kindness. “Every man who comes into the world has

need of friends. Ifhe has to get them for himself, half his life is

spent ere his merit is known. Relations arc a man’s friends

who support him.When aman is in real distress, he Hies into the

arms ofhis relations.An old lawyer,whohad much expcricnccin

making wills, told me that after people haddeliberated long and

thought ofmany for their executors, they settled at last by fixing

on their relations. This shows the universality ofthe principle.’
’

I regretted the decay of respect for men of family, and that

a Nabob would carry an election from them. Said Mr. John-
son: “The Nabob will carry it by means of his wealth in a

ness (persons, indeed, who would probably never see his book), and then, as here, pre-
serves worse passages concerning men for whom he expressed an extravagant regard.
* “Nightgown” in the Eighteenth Century meant “diessing-gown,” not “sleeping-
garment.”

* “To hurl the dart, to ride the car.

To stem the deluges of war . . .

’Twas this that rais’d th’illustrious line

To match the first in fame I

A thousand years have seen it shine
With unabated flame. . .

.”

(From Odt on Lord Birthday.)
•"General terms are treacherous.”
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country where money is highly valued, because nothing can

be had without it; but if it comes to personal preference, the

man offamily will always carry it. There is a scoundrelim about

a low man,” Mr. Boyd said that was a good im.

I said I believed mankind were happier in the ancient feudal

state of subordination than when in the modern state of in-

dependency. Mr. Johnson said, "To be sure, the Chiefwas. But

we must think of the number of individuals. That they were

less happy seems plain; for that state from which all escape as

soon as they can, and to which none return after they have

left it, must be less happy; and this is the case with the state of

dependence on a chief or great man.”

I mentioned the happiness ofthe French in their subordina-

tion by the reciprocal benevolence and attachment between

the great and those in lower ranks. Mr. Boyd gave us an excel-

lent instance ofgentility of spirit. An old Chevalier de Malthe,

of ancient noblesse but in low circumstances, was in a coffee-

house at Paris where was Julienne, the great manufacturer at

the Gobelins of the fine tapestry, so much distinguished both

for the figures and the colours. The Chevalier’s carriage was

very old. Says Julienne with a plebeian insolence, ‘T think,

sir, you had better have your carriage new painted. ” The Chev-

alier looked at him with indignant contempt, and answered,

"Well, sir, you may take it home and dye it.” All the coffee-

house rejoiced at Julienne’s confusion.

We set out about nine, Mr. Johnson was curious to see a
Druid’s Temple. I had a recollection of one at Strichen which

I had seen fifteen years ago.* So we went four miles out of our

road after passing Old Deer, and went thither. Mr. Fraser was

at home and showed it. But I had augmented it in my mind,

for all that remains is the two stones set up on end with a long

one laid between them, as was usual, and one stone due ®

from them. That stone was the capital one of the circle which

< In the course of his tour of the Northern CSrcuit with his father, in autumn 1 758.
‘ Blank in the MS; in the printed Tow Boswell changes to “at a little distance from
them.”
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surrounded what now remains. Fraser was very hospitable.® It

was Strichen Fair, and he had several of liis neighbours from it

at dinner. One of them, Dr. Fraser, who had been in the army,

remembered to have seen Mr. Johnson at a lecture on experi-

mental philosophy at Lichfield. Mr. Johnson remembered be-

ing at the lecture, and he thought it curious that he should

still find somebody who knew him.

Mr. Fraser sent a servant along to conduct us by a short pas-

sage into the high road. I observed that I had a most disagree-

able idea of the life of a country gentleman; that I left Mr.

Fraser just now as one leaves a prisoner in a jail. Mr. Johnson,

said that I was right in thinking them unhappy, for that they

had not enough to keep their minds in motion.

I started a thought which amused us a great part ofthe way.

“If,” said I, “our Club should go and set up in St. Andrews as

a college to teach all that each ofus can in the scviiral depart-

ments oflearning and taste, we’d rebuild the city. We’d draw

a wonderful concourse ofstudents.” Mr. Johnson entered fully

into the spirit of this idea. We immediately fell to distribut-

ing the offices, I was to teach Civil and Scotch Law; Burke,

Politics and Eloquence; Garrick, the Art of Public Speaking;

Langton was to be our Grecian, Golman our Humanist; Nu-

gent to teach Physic; Lord Gharlemont, Modern History;

Beauclerk, Natural, Philosophy; Vesey, Irish Antiquities or

Celtic Learning;^Jones, Oriental Learning; Goldsmith, Poetry

and Ancient History; Ghamier, Commercial Politics; Rey-

nolds, Painting and the arts which have beauty for their ob-

* “He is the worthy son of a worthy father, the late Lord Strichen, one of our judges, to

whose Jdhd notice I was much obliged. Lord Strichen was a man not only honest, but
highly generous; for after his succession to the family estate, he paid a large sum of debts

contracted by his predecessor, which he was not under any obligation to pay.”—BoS"
WELL. The remainder of Boswell’s note is omitted.
’’

“Since the first edition, it has been suggested by one of the Club [probably Malone],
who knew Mr. Vesey better than Dr. Johnson and I, that we did not assign him a proper
place; for he was quite unskilled in Irish antiquities and Celtic learning, but might with
propriety have been made professor of architecture, which he understood well, and has
left a very good specimen of his knowledge and taste in that art, by an elegant house
built on a plan of his own formation, at Lucan, a few miles from Dublin."

—

^Boswell.
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ject; Chambers, the Law of England. Mr.Johnson at first said,

“Fll trust Theology to nobody but myseE” But upon due con-

sideration that Percy is a clergyman, it was agreed that Percy

should teach Practical Divinity and British Antiquities, Mr.

Johnson himself, Logic, Metaphysics, and Scholastic Divinity.

In this manner did we amuse omselves, each suggesting, and

each varying or adding. It was really a high entertainment.

Mr.Johnson said we only wanted a mathematician, since Dyer

died, who was a very good one. But as to everything else, we
would have a very capital university.® He said that we’d per-

suade Langton to lodge in the garret, as best for him, and if

he should take a fancy of making his Will, we’d get him to

leave his estate to the College.

We got at night to Banff. I sent Joseph on to Duff House,

but Earl Fife was not at home. We got but an indifferent inn.®

Mr.Johnson wrote a long letter to Mrs. Thrale. I wondered to

see him write so much so easily. He verified his doctrine that a

man “may always write when he will set doggedly to it.”

THURSDAY 26 AUGUST. We got a fresh chaise here, a

very good one, and very good horses. William Bower, the

owner, drove it himself, and drove briskly. Our driver from

Aberdeen was rather slow. We breakfasted at Cullen. They
set down dried haddocks, broiled, along with our tea, etc. I

eat one. But Mr. Johnson disliked their presence, so they were

removed. Cullen has a snug, warm, comfortable appearance,

8 “Our Club, originally at the Turk’s Head, Gerrard Street, then at Prince’s, Sackville

Street, now at Baxter’s, Dover Street, which at Mr. Garrick’s funeral acquired a name
for the first time, and was called The Literary Cliib, was instituted in 1 764, and now
consists of thirty-five members.”

—

Boswell. Boswell proceeds to name twenty-six dis-

tinguished members of the Club, elected after the institution.
8 “Here unluckily the windows had no pulleys; and Dr. Johnson, who was constantly

eager for fresh air, had much struggling to get one of them kept open. Thus he had a
notion impressed upon him, that this wretched defect was general in Scotland; in con-

sequence ofwhich he has erroneously enlarged upon it in his Joarnsy. I regretted that he
did not allow me to read over his book before it was printed. I should have changed
very little; but I should have suggested an alteration in a few places where he has laid

himself open to be attacked. I hope I should have prevailed with him to omit or soften

his assertion that ‘a Scotsman must be a sturdy moralist, who docs not prefer Scotland

to truth,’—for I really think it is not founded; and it is harshly said.”

—

Boswell.
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though but a very small town and the houses mostly of a poor

appearance. I observed upon one small thatched house a

broad piece of freestone with an inscription bearing that titis

house and croft was mortified}- to the poor of the parish by one

Lawter, and that the house was repaired by the present min-

ister ofthe parish, who, it seems, is the founder’s representative.

I went and called for Mr. Robertson, who has the charge

ofmy Lord Findlater’s affairs, and was formerly Lord Mon-
boddo’s clerk, was three times in France with him, and trans-

lated Condamine’s Account of the Savage Girl, to which my
lord wrote a Preface containing several remarks of his own.

Robertson said he did not believe so much as my lord did.

That it was plain to him the girl confounded what she im-

agined with what she remembered. That besides she perceived

Condamine andMr. Burnett forming theories, and she adapted

her story to them.

Mr. Johnson said it was a pity to see Lord Monbocldo pub-

lish such notions as he has done, a man ofsense and ofso much
elegant learning. That there would be little in a fool doing it.

We would only laugh. But that when a wise man does it, we
are sorry. “Other people,” said he, “have strange notions, but

they conceal them. If they have tails, they hide them.” I shall

here put down one or two more remarks on Lord Moitboddo

which were not made exactly at this time, but come in well

from connexion. He said Monboddo was as jealous of his tail

as a squirrel. He did not approve of a judge’s being “Farmer

Burnett”® and going about with a little round hat. He laughed

heartily at his lordship’s saying he was an enthusiastical farmer;

“for,” said he, “what can he do with his enthusiasm?’* Here,

however, I think Mr. Johnson mistaken. A man may be en-

' In a note inserted later in theMS, Boswell explains that this means “left in mortmain.”
* "It is the custom in Scotland for the judges of the Court of Session to have the title of

lords, from their estates; thus Mr, Burnett is Lord Monboddo, as Mr, Home was Lord
IfamM. There is something a little awkward in this; for they are denominated in deeds
by their names, with the addition of ‘one of the Senators of the College ofJustice;’ and
subscribe their Christian and surname, as James Burnett, Henry Home, even in judicial

acts.”—Boswbu.. . ,
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thusiastical, that is to say, very keen in all the occupations or

diversions of life. An ordinary gentleman farmer will be satis-

fied with looking at his fields once or twice a day. An en thusi-

astical farmer will be constantly employed on them, will have

his mind earnestly engaged, will talk perpetually ofthem. But

Mr. Johnson has much of the nil admirari in smaller concerns.

The Vanity ofHuman Wishes early sobered his mind. Besides, so

great a mind as his cannot be moved by inferior objects. An
elephant does not run and skip like lesser animals.

Mr. Robertson sent a servant with us to show us through

the wood, by which our way was shortened, and we saw so

much of the place,® which is indeed admirably laid out. Mr.

Johnson did not choose to walk about it. He always said that

he was not come to Scotland to sec fine places, ofwhich there

were enough in England, but wild objects—-mountains, water-

falls, peculiar manners: in short, things which he had not seen

before. I have a notion that he at no time has had much taste

for rural beauties. I have very little.

Mr. Johnson said there was nothing more contemptible

than a country gentleman living beyond his income and every

year growing poorer and poorer. He spoke strongly of the in-

fluence which a man has by being rich. “A man,” said he,

“who keeps his money has in reality more use from it than

he can have by spending it.” I said this looked very like a
paradox. But he explained it. “If,” said he, “it were sure that

a man is to keep his money locked up for ever, to be sure he
would have no influence. But as so many want money, and
he has the power ofgiving it, and they know not but by gain-

ing his favour they may obtain it, the rich man will always

have the greatest influence. He again who lavishes his money
is laughed at as foolish, and in a great degree with justice,

considering how much is spent from vanity. Even those who
share of a man’s hospitality have but a kindness for him in the

• Malone changed this to “we saw some part of his domain”—a typical example of the

more elegant phrttseology which resulted from his collaboration in the revision.
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meantime. Ifhe has not the command ofmoney, people know

he cannot help them if he would. Whereas the rich man al-

ways can if he will, and for the chance of that will have

much weight.” boswell. "But philosophers and satirists have

all treated a miser as contemptible.” Johnson. "He is so philo-

sophically, but not in the practice oflife.” boswell. "Let me see

now. I do not know the instances of misers in England so as

to examine into their influence.” Johnson. "We have had few

misers in England.” boswell. "There was Lowther, now.”

JOHNSON. "Why, sir, Lowther, by keeping his money, had the

command of die county, wliich the family has now lost by

spending it.^ I take it he lent a great deal; and that is the

way to have influence and yet preserve one’s wealth, A man
may lend his money upon very good security and yet have

his debtor much under his power.” boswell. “No doubt, sir,

He can always distress him for the money, as no man borrows

who is able to pay on demand.”

We dined at Elgin, and saw the noble ruins ofthe cathedral.

Though it rained much, Mr.Johnson examined tlicm with a

most patient attention. He could not here feel an abhorrence

at the Scottish Reformers, for he had been told by Lord Hailes

that it was destroyed before the Reformation by the Lord of

Badenoch,® who had a quarrel with the Bishop. The Bishop’s

house and those of the other clergy, which are still pretty en-

* "I do not know what was at this time the state of the parliamentary interest of the an-

cient family of Lowther, a family before the Conquest; but all tlie nation knows it to be

very extensive at present. A due mbeture ofseverity and kindness, economy and munifi-

cence, characterizes its present Representative.”

—

Bosvtoll. This was a bid for the fa-

vour of Lord Lonsdale, upon whom Boswell fawned pathetically for some years, hoping
to be brought into Parliament, but receiving nothing but brutality and the rccordership

of Carlisle. His breach with Lonsdale in 1790 nearly involved him in a duel. Lonsdale
may have been “munificent”; it is more to the point that he borrowed and never paid

back, Wordsworth’s father, his law-agent, had died two years before the publication of

the Tour, leaving five young children. His estate consisted principally of claims on Lons-
dale,who simplydefied theexecutors. TheWordsworthchildren did not receiveapenny of

their patrimony imtil after Lonsdale’s death in 1803.

'“The cathedral of Elgin was burnt by the Lord of Badenocb, because the Bishop of
Morayhad pronounced an award not to his liking. The indemnification that the see ob-
tained, was, that the Lord ofBadenoch stood for three days barefooted at the great gate

of the cathedral. The story is in the Ghartulary of Elgin.”

—

^Lord Hailes.
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tire, do not seem to have been proportioned to the magnifi-

cence of the cathedral, which has been of great extent, and

had very fine carved work. In the 1 was pleased to see

the monument of a nun remaining. The ground within the

walls of the cathedral is employed as a burying-place. The
family of Gordon have their vault here. But it has nothing

grand. I looked through a hole in the door ofit. Theyjust bury
in the earth within it.

We passed Gordon Castle® this forenoon, which has a grand

appearance; castle, planting, etc. Fochabers is a poorlike vil-

lage, many ofthe houses ruinous. But it is remarkable they have

in general orchards well stored with apple-trees. Elgin has pi-

azzas in many places on each side of the street. It must have

been a much better place formerly. Probably it had piazzas all

along, as I have seen at Bologna. I approve much ofthis mode.

It is so convenient in wet weather. Mr. Johnson disapproved

of it because he said it made the under storey of a house very

dark, which greatly overbalanced the conveniency, when it is

considered how small a part ofthe year it rains; how few must

then be upon the street, as many who are might as well be at

home; and the small hurt supposing people to be as much wet

as they commonly are in walking a street.

BaiUie Leslie, at whose house we put up, gave us good fish,

but beefcollops and mutton chops which absolutely could not

be eat. Mr. Johnson said this was the first time he had got a

diimer in Scotland that he could not eat.’

“‘lam not sure whether the Duke was at home. But, not having the honour of being

much known to his grace, I could not have presumed to enter liis castle, though to in-

troduce even so celebrated a stranger. We were at any rate in a hurry to get forward to

the wildness which we came to see. Perhaps, If this noble family had still preserved that

sequestered magnificence which they maintained when Catholics, corresponding with

the Grand Duke of Tuscany, we might have been induced to have procured proper let-

ters ofintroduction, and devoted some time to the contemplation of venerable supersti-

tious state.”

—

Bosweil.
* How much more interesting is this than the published text of this paragraph—“We
fared but ill at our inn here; and Dr. Johnson said, this was the first time he had seen a

dinner in Scotland that he could not eat.” Baillie Leslie’s inn, the Red Lion, was pro-

nounced "good” by a writer in the Geniteman'sMagaiyne for 1 77 1 (p. 544), and he added
that Leslie was “the only landlord in Scotland who wears ruffles.” Dr. Hill, pursuing
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We drove over the very heath where Macbeth met the

witches, according to tradition, Mr.Johnson repeated solemnly

again “How far is’t called to Forres?” etc., parodying it to me:

“All hail Dalblair!”8

We got to Forres at night. Found an admirable house kept

by Lawson,® wine-cooper from London. By the road I had,

from that strange curiosity which I always have about any-

thing dismal, stepped out of the chaise and run up close to

the gallows where Kenneth Leal hangs in chains for robbing

the mail. As he had not hung but about two months, the body

was quite entire. It was still a man hanging. The sight im-

pressed me with a degree ofgloom, Mr.Johnson did not know
of this, or, he told me afterwards, he would not have talked

as he did, for he diverted himself with trying to frighten me,

as if the witches would come and dance at the foot of ray bed,

I said he would be the most frightened of the two. But that I

would rather see three witches than one ofanything else. I was

really a little uneasy. However, the door of my room opened

into his. This gave me a security, and I soon fell asleep. 1®

FRIDAY 27 AUGUST. It was dark when we came to Forres

last night. So we did not see what is called King Duncan’s

Monument. I shall now mark some gleanings of Mr. John-

son’s conversation. I spoke of Leonidas, and said there were

some good passages in it. He said, “Why, you must seek for

them.” He said Paul Whitehead’s Manners was a poor per-

formance. He said I should write down all the particulars of

my first coming to London, etc. He said he had a kindness

Johnson’s footsteps more than a hundred years later, heard a story purporting to ac-

count for the poor dinner which was served to the travellers. It seems that the waiter,

glapcing hastily at Johnson, mistook him for one Paufer, a commercial traveller who
frequented the inn and who spent as little as possible for food so that he might spend the
more for drink. Johnson and Boswell were served accordingly.
• Expanded and explained in the published Tour: "I had purchased some land called

Dalblair; and, as in Scotland it is customary to distinguish landed men by the name of
• their estates, I had thus two titles, ‘Dalblair’ and ‘Young Auchinlcck.’”

• This name has been heavily cancelled, and is doubtful.
“All of this paragraph except the first two sentences was omitted from the published
Tour.
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for Derrick;^ and he had often said that if his letters had been

written by one of a more e-stablished name, they would have

been thought veiy pretty letters.

This morning we got upon the origin of evil. Moral evil,

he said, was occasioned by free-will, which implies choice be-

tween good and evil. “And,” said he, “with all the evil that

is, there is no man but would rather be a free agent than a

mere machine without the evil; and what is best for each in-

dividual must be best for the whole. If,” said he, “a man says

he would rather be the machine, I cannot argue with him.

He is a different being from me.” I said a man, as a machine,

might have agreeable sensations; he might have music. “No,”

said he, “he could not have music, at least no power of pro-

ducing music, for he who can produce music may let it alone.

He who can play upon a fiddle may break it.” The reasoning

satisfied me. To be sure, there cannot be a free agent unless

there is the power of being evil as well as good. We must take

the inherent possibilities of things into con.sideration in our

reasonings or conjectures concerning the works of God.

We came to Nairn to breakfast. It is a very poor place to be
a county town and a royal burgh. Above the room where we
were a girl was spinning wool on a great wheel, and singing an
Erse song. “I’ll warrant you,” said Mr. Johnson, “one of the

songs of Ossian.” He then repeated these lines:

Verse sweetens toil, however rude the sound.

All at her work the village maiden sings;

Nor, while she turns the giddy wheel ai-ound,

Revolves the sad vicissitude of things.

I thought I had seen these lines before.® But Mr. Johnson
fancied I had not, as they are in a detached poem by one Gif-

ford, a parson, ofwhich he does not remember the name.
I expected Kenneth Macaulay,® the minister of Cawdor,

' This follows naturally the preceding sentence, for it was Derrick who, in 1760, first in-
troduced Boswell to the “many-coloured life” of London.
•He had perhaps seen them in Johnson’s Dictionary, where they are quoted under
"wheel.”'

• Grand-uncle of Lord Macaulay.
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who published the History of St. A'ilda, of which Mr, Johnson

is fond, would have met us here, as I had written to him from

Aberdeen. But I received a letter from him telling that he

could not come from home, as he was to have the sacrament

next Sunday, and earnestly begging to see us at his manse.

“We’ll go,” said Mr.Johnson,whichwe accordingly did.When
we came to it, Mrs. Macaulay received us, and told us he was

in the church distributing tokens.^We got there between twelve

and one, and it was near three before he came to us.

Mr. Johnson thanked him for his book, and said it was a

very pretty piece of topography. Macaulay did not seem much

to mind the compliment. From his conversation Mr. Johnson

was persuaded that he had not written the book which goes

under his name. I myself always suspected so. Mr. Johnson

said there was a combination in it ofwhich Macaulay was not

capable, and he said to me privately, “Crassus homo cst,”®

However, he gave us a good hospitable dinner, and as we were

to get a route from him for our tour among the western isles,

we agreed to stay all night.

After dinner we walked to the old Castle of Cawdor, the

Thane of Cawdor’s residence. The old tower must be of great

antiquity. There is a drawbridge, what has been a moat, and

a court. There is a hawthorn tree in one of the rooms, still

undecayed, that is to say, the stock still remains. The tower

has been built round it by a strange conceit. The thickness of

the walls, the small slanting windows, and a great iron door

at the entrance on the second storey, coming up the stairs,

all indicate the rude times in which this building has been

erected. There is a great deal of additional building 250 years

* “In Scotland) there is a great deal of preparation before administering the sacrament.
The minister of the parish examines the people as to their fitness, and to those ofwhom
he approves gives little pieces of tin, stamped with the name of the parish, as tokens,

which they must produce before receiving it. This is a species of priestly power, and
sometimesmay be abused. I remember a law-suit brought by a person against his parish
minister, for refusing him admission to that sacred ordinance.”

—

Boswell.
'“He is a coarse man,” Johnson was to say worse later; see post, p, 215.
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old; some large rooms, and an excellent kitchen partly cut

out of rock, with a pump-well in it.

I was afraid Mr. Johnson would quarrel with poor Macau-

lay, who talked at random of the lower English clergy not be-

ing the most respectable. Mr. Johnson gave him a frowning

look, and said, “This is a day ofnovelties: I have seen old trees

in Scotland, etc., and I’ve heard the English clergy treated with

disrespect.” He did not perceive that honest Kenneth was not to

be minded.

I dreaded that a whole evening at Cawdor manse would be

heavy. However, Mr. Grant, minister at Daviot and Dunlich-

ity,® was there, and helped us with conversation. Mr. Johnson

said there was no harm in offices being hereditary, but it was

wrong to force them so, and oblige a man to be a tailor or a

smith or anything else because his father had been it. Mr. Grant

told us a story of an apparition, which he had from the Rev.

Mr. Grant at Nigg, who saw it. I shall write to Mr. Grant and

have it from the fountain-head, if he will favour me with it.

Macaulay began a rhapsody against creeds and confessions.

Mr.Johnson showed clearly that what he called imposition was

only a voluntary declaration ofagreement in certain articles of

faith, which a Church had a right to require, just as any other

society can insist on certain rules being observed by its mem-
bers. Nobody is compelled to be of the Church, as nobody is

compelled to enter into a society. This was a very clear and

very just view of the subject. But poor Macaulay could not

be driven out of his track. Mr.Johnson said well that he was

a bigot to laxness.

As we had a great deal of conversation about the second

sight, I mentioned to the company my uneasiness because I

had seen, or had dreamed that I saw, my little daughter dead.

• The name of the parish is left blank in the MS; it is here supplied from Hew Scott’s

Fiuti Ecclesiae Scetiemae. The Rev. Alexander Grant was transferred to Cawdor in 1 780,

and died in 1828.
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the night that we were going from Oiipar to St. Andrews; and

I said I should not be easy till I got a letter. I thought it best

to mention it to several people, because it made a strong im-

pression upon my mind, and in case it should unhappily prove

true, I might have witnesses to attest what I said. Yet I can

hardly have any pretence to the second sight, being no High-

lander. However, as others have had strange supernatural

communications, I knew not but it might be my case. I en-

deavoured to prepare my mind by pious reflections for what-

ever might happen. Yet I remembered Mr.Johnson’s doctrine

among the St. Andrews professors, that grief for a loss must

necessarily affect the mind of man.''

Mr. Macaulay and I laid the map of Scotland before us, and

he mentioned a route for us from Inverness by Fort Augustus

to Glenelg, Skye, Mull, Icolmkill, Lome, Inveraray, which I

wrote down. As my father was to set out for the North Circuit

about the 18 of September, it was necessary for us cither to

make our tour with great expedition, so as to get to Auchinlcck

before he set out, or to protract it so as not to be at Auchinlcck

till his return, which would be about the 10 of October. By
Macaulay’s calculation, we were not to land in Lome till the

20 ofSeptember. I thought that the interruptions by bad days,

or by agreeable schemes of curiosity, might make it ten days

later; and I thought too thatwe might perhaps go to Benbecula

and visit Glanranald, which would take a week of itself.

Mr.Johnson went up awhile with Mr. Grant to the library,

which consisted of a tolerable collection, but Mr. Johnson
thought it rather a lady’s library, with some Latin books in it by
chance, than the library of a clergyman. It had only two of the

Latin fathers, and one of the Greek ones in Latin. I doubted
if Mr.Johnson would be present at a Presbyterian prayer. I told

Macaulay so, and said thathe might sit in the library.Macaulay
said he’d let it alone rather than give Mr. Johnson offence. I

spoke of it to Mr.Johnson, who said he had no objection,

^This paragraph was omitted from the printed Tour,
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Accordingly Mr. Grant prayed. Mr. Johnson said it was a

very good prayer, but objected to his not having introduced

the Lord’s Prayer. He told us that Baretti said once to him,

“We have in our service a prayer called the Pater Noster which

is a very fine composition. I wonder who is the author of it.”

Such a strange piece ofignorance may a man ofliterature and

general inquiry happen to have.

Macaulay had a remarkably good manse. Mr. Grant and

I slept in the same room. Mr. Johnson had a room to himself.

The house was very decently furnished. Mrs. Macaulay is a

MacLeod of a very good family. She seemed to have a little

too much value for herself on that account.

SATURDAY 28 AUGUST. Mr. Johnson had brought a copy

of Sallust with him in his pocket from Edinburgh. He gave it

last night to Mr. Macaulay’s son, a smart young lad about

eleven. He had a governor in the house to teach him. Mr.

Johnson had given an accoimt of the education at Oxford in

all its gradations.The advantages of being a servitor, to a youth

of little fortune, struck Mrs. Macaulay much. I observed it

aloud. Mr. Johnson very handsomely and kindly said that if

they would send their boy to him when he was ready for the

University, he would get him made a servitor, and perhaps

would do more for him. He could not promise to do more, but

would undertake for the servitorship.i This may be a most for-

tunate circumstance for the lad. The father did not take it so

warmly as I should have thought he would, owing to the same

cause which occasioned his invincible adherence to his notions

against creeds and confessions. But Mrs. Macaulay was wisely

and truly grateful.

I should have mentioned that Mr. White, a Welshman who
has been many years factor on the estate of Cawdor, drank

tea with us last night upon getting a note from Macaulay, and

* “Dr. Johnson did not neglect what he had undertaken. By his interest with the Rev.
Dr. Adams, master ofPembroke College, Oxford, where he was educated for some time,

he obtained a servitorship for young Macaulay. But it seems he had other views; and I

believe went abroad.”

—

Boswell.
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asked us to his house. He gave us a letter to Mr. Fcnij master

of stores at Fort George. He showed it to me. It rcconuncnded

“two celebrated gentlemen: no less than Dr. Johnson, Author

ofhis Dictionary, and Mr. Boswell, known at Edinburgh by the

name of Paoli.”» He said he hoped I had no objection to what

he had written. If I had, he would alter it. I thought it was

a pity to check his effusions, and acquiesced, taking care, how-

ever, to seal the letter, that it might not appear that I had

read it.

After breakfast and a conversation about saying grace to

breakfast as well as dinner and supper, in which Mr. Johnson

observed that it is enough ifwe have stated seasons of prayer,

no matter when, and that a man may as well pray when he

mounts his horse, or a woman when she milks her cow, as at

meals, and that custom is to be followed,® we drove down to

Fort George.

When we came into the square, I sent a soldier with the let-

ter to Fern. He came to us immediately, and along with him

came Major Brewse of the Engineers (pronounced Bruce)

,

He
said he believed it was originally the same Norman name with

Bruce. That he had dined at a house in London where were

three Bruces, one ofthe Irish line, one ofthe Scottish, and him-

self of the English line. He said he was shown it in the Herald

Office spelled fourteen different ways. I told him the different

spellings of my name. Mr. Johnson observed that there had

been great disputes about the spelling of Shakespeare’s name.

At last it was thought it would be settled by looking at the orig-

inal copy of his Will- But upon examining it, he was found to

have written it no less than three different ways. This conver-

• Boswell’s Account of Corsica (which contained “Memoirs of Pascal Paoli”) had been
published five years before. It had been very successful, and had made Boswell’s name
known throughout Great Britain and on the Continent.
• “He could not bear to have it thought that, in any instance whatever, the Scots are
more pious than the English. I think grace as proper at breakfast as at any other meal.
It is the pleasantest meal we have. Dr. Johnson has allowed the peculiar merit of break-
fast in Scotland.’’

—

Boswbu.. “If an epicure could remove by a wish, in quest of .sensual

,
gratificationsj wherever he had supped, he would breakfast in Scotland.”—Johnson’s
Jowrwji.
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sation passed after we had been some time together. But it

comes in well here.

Mr. Fern was a brisk civil man. He had been in the Fort

for twenty years, but had been at different intervals in London
and other places. Major Brewse was a man who seemed to be

very intelligent in his profession, and spoke with uncommon
deliberation and distinctness. They first carried us to wait on

Sir Eyre Goote, whose Regiment (the 37) was lying here, and

who commanded them. He asked us to eat a bit of mutton

with him. Mr. Johnson said, “That, sir, is contrary to our

plan.” “Then,” said Sir Eyre, “I hope you’ll alter your plan.”

Mr. Johnson agreed, to my great joy.

Mr. Fern and Major Brewse showed us the fort very fully.

The Major explained everything in fortification to us, as did

Mr. Fern in stores. Mr. Johnson talked of the proportions of

charcoal and saltpetre in making gunpowder, of granulating

it, and of giving it a gloss. He made a very good figure upon
these topics. He said afterwards that he had talked ostenta-

tiously. We reposed ourselves a little in Fern’s house. He had
everything in neat order zis in England. He had a tolerable

collection of books. I looked at Pennant.* He says little of this

fort but that the barracks, etc., form several streets. This is ag-

grandizing. Fern observed if he had said they form a square

with a row of buildings before it, he would have given ajuster

description. Mr. Johnson observed, “How seldom descriptions

correspond with realities; and the reason is that people do
not write them till some time after, and then their imagina-

tion has added circumstances.”

We talked of Sir Adolphus Oughton. The Major said he

knew a great deal for a military man. “Sir,” said Mr.Johnson,

“you will find few men of any profession who know more. Sir

^ Thomas Pennant’s Tour in Scotland, the record of a tour of the mainland made in 1 769,

was published in 1 77 1 . In the summer preceding the expedition ofJohnson and Boswell

he had visited the western counties of Scotland and the Hebrides, but his book describ-

ing this tour did not appear until 1 774. It was no doubt the publicadon of Pennant’s

first Tour and the news of his second which stimulated Johnson to realize his long-

projected Jaunt.
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Adolphus is a very extraordinary man, a man of boundless

curiosity and unwearied diligence.”

I know not how theMajor contrived to introduce the contest

between Warburton and Lowth. Mr, Johnson said, “Warbur-

ton kept his temper all along, while Lowth was in a passion.

Lowth published some of Warburton’s letters. Warburton

drew him on to write some very abusive letters, and then asked

his leave to publish them, which he knew Lowth could not re-

fuse after what he had done. So that he contrived it so that

he should publish apparently with Lowth ’s consent what could

not but show Lowth in a disadvantageous light.” Mr. Johnson

said the King did him the honour to ask him what he thought

of that controversy. Mr. Johnson said he thought Warburton

had most general learning, Lowth most scholastic learning.

He did not know which of them called names best. The King

said hejudged of ’em very rightly. The King appeared to have

read the controversy.

At three the drum beat for dmner. I could for a little fancy

myself a military man, and it pleased me. Wc went to Sir

Eyre’s, in the Governor’s house, and found him a most gentle-

manlike man. His lady was, though not a beauty, one of the

most agreeable women I ever saw, with an uncommonly mild

and sweet tone in her conversation. She had a young lady, a

companion, with her. There was a pretty large company: Fern,

the Major of Engineers, and several officers. Sir Eyre had come

from the East Indies by land, through the deserts of Arabia.

He told us the Arabs could live five days without victuals, and

subsist for three weeks with nothing else but the blood of their

camels, who could lose so much of it as would suffice for that

time, without being exhausted. He highly praised the virtue of

the Arabs: their fidelity ifthey undertook to conduct you; that

they’d lose their lives rather than let you be robbed. Mr.John-
son, who is always for maintaining the superiority of civilized

men over uncivilized, said there was no superior virtue in this.
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Colonel Pennington took up tlie argument with a good deal of

spirit and ingenuity. Mr.Johnson said, “A sergeant and twelve

men who are my guard will die rather than that I shall be

robbed.” “Ay,” said the Colonel, “but the soldiers are com-

pelled to do it.” “Well,” said Mr. Johnson, “the Arabs are

compelled by the fear ofinfamy.” colonel. “The soldiers have

the same fear of infamy, and the fear of punishment besides;

so have less virtue, because they act less voluntarily.” Lady

Coote observed very well that we ought to know if there is not

among the Arabs some punishment for not being faithful on

such occasions.®

We talked ofthe Stage. I observed that we had not now such

a company of actors as in the last age: Wilks, Booth, etc. Mr.

Johnson said, “You think so because there is one who excels

all the rest so much. You compare them with Garrick and see

the deficiency. Garrick’s great distinction is his universality.

He can represent all modes oflife but that ofan easy, fine-bred

gentleman.” The Colonel said he should give over playing

young parts, mr. johnson. “He does not take them now, but

he does not leave off those which he has been used to play, be-

cause he does them better than any one else can do. Ifyou had

generations of actors, ifthey swarmed like bees, the young ones

might drive off the old ones.” He said he thought Mrs. Gibber

got more reputation than she deserved, as she had a great

sameness, though she had something very fine; though Mrs.

Clive was the best player he ever saw. Mrs. Pritchard was a very

good one, but had something affected. He imagined she had

‘ “Tafaa was a Hazimi, of the Beni Salem branch, of Harb, and so not on good tenns

with the Masruh. This inclined him towards me; and when he had once accepted the

charge of escortingme to Feisal, we could trusthim. The fidelity ofroad-companionswas
most dear to Arab tribesmen. The guide had to answer to a sentimental public with his

life for that of his fellow. One Harbi, who promised to take Huber to Medina and broke

his word and killed him on the road near Rabcgh, when he found out that he was a
Christian, was ostracized by public opinion, and, in spite of tlie religious prgudices in

his favour, had ever since lived miserably alone in the hills, cut off from friendly inter-

course, and refused permission to marry any daughter of the tribe."—T. B. Lawrence,

Seven Pillars of Wisdom, copyright 1 93s by Doubleday, Doran and Co., Inc., pp. 77"8.
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some player of the former age in her eye, which occasioned it.

Pennington said Garrick sometimes failed in emphasis, as

in Hatnlet)
^ speak daggers to her, but I’ll use nom^

in place of
I’ll speak daggers to her, but I’ll use none.

Sir Eyre had something between the Duke of Queensberiy

and my late worthy friend Captain Cuninghame in his manner.

We had a dinner oftwo complete courses, variety of wines,

and the regimental band ofmusic playing in the square before

the windows after it. I enjoyed this day much. We were quite

easy and cheerful. Mr. Johnson said, “I shall always remem-

ber this fort with gratitude.” I could not help being struck with

the idea of finding upon that barren sandy point such build-

ings, such a dinner, such company. It was like enchantment.

Mr. Johnson, on the other hand, said to me more rationally

that it did not strike Aim, because he knew here was a large

sum of money expended in building a fort. Here was a regi-

ment. Ifthere had been less than what he found, it would have

surprised him. He looked coolly through all the gradations.

My imaginationjumped from the barren sand to the good din-

ner and fine company. Like the hero in Love in a Hollow Tree,

Without ands or ifs,

I leapt from off the sand upon the cliffs.®

I had a strong impression of the power and excellence of

human art.

We left the fort between six and seven. Sir Eyre, the Colonel,

etc., went downstairs and saw us into our chaise. There could

not be greater attention paid to any visitors. Sir Eyre spoke

of the hardships which Dr. Johnson had before him. Said I,

“Considering what he has said of us, we must make him feel

something rough in Scotland.” Said Sir Eyre to him, “Youmust
change your name.” “Ay,” said I, “Dr. Maegregor.”

• In the third edition ofthe published Taw Boswell deleted the reference to Love in a Hol~
Ino Tree, and credited the lines merely to "an absurd poet,” doubtless because he had
looked into Lord Grimston’s comedy of that name and could not find them there, The
source is still to seek.
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We got safely to Inverness, and put up at Mackenzie’s at

the Horns. Mr. Keith, the Collector of Excise here, rny old ac-

quaintance at Ayr, who had seen us at the Fort, called in the

evening aitd engaged us to dine with him next day, and prom-

ised to breakfast with us and take us to the English Chapel; so

that we were at once commodiously arranged.

Mr. Johnson wrote tonight both to Mrs. Thrale and Mrs.

Williams, and I wrote to my wife. I value myself on having

as constant a regard—nay, love—for her as any man ever had

for a woman, and yet never troubling anybody else with it. I

was somewhat uneasy that I found no letter here from her,

though I could hardly expect it, as I had desired her to write

to Skye. I could not help my mind from imaging it as dreary

that I was to be yet for severalweeks separated from her. Clouds

passed over my imagination, and in these clouds I saw objects

somewhat dismal. She might die or I might die; and I felt a

momentary impatience to be home, but a sentence or two of

the Rambler’s conversation gave me firmness, and I saw that

I was upon an expedition wliich I had wished for for years,

and the recollection of which would be a treasure to me for

life. The inn was dirty and ill-furnished. The entertainment

pretty good.

SUNDAY 29 AUGUST. Mr. Keith breakfasted with us. Mr.

Johnson run out rather strongly upon the benefits derived to

Scotland from the Union, and the bad state ofour people be-

fore it. I am entertained with his copious exaggeration upon
that subject. But I am uneasy when people are by who do not

know him as well as I do and may be apt to think him narrow-

minded.i I diverted the subject.

The chapel was but a poor one. The altar was a bare fir table,

with a coarse stool for kneeling on, covered with a piece of

coarse sail-cloth doubled by way of cushion. The lofts were at

each end, and one before the pulpit. At the left hand ofit, when

^ "It is remarkable that Dr, Johnson read this gentle remonstrance, and took no notice

ofittome.”—^Boswell.
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you looked up to the lol’t, you suw just the uncovered joists. At

the right hand, where the altar wa.s, they were covered with

while crown paper pasted upoii them, which ibrmed a ceiling.

The congregation wa.s small. Tail, the clergyman, read pray-

ers very well, though with much of the Scotch accent. He
preached on “Love your enemies.” It was curious that when

talking of the connexions amongst men, he said that some

connected themselves with men of distinguished talents, and

since they could not equal them, tried to deck themselves with

tlreir merit by being their companions. The sentence was to

this purpose. It had an odd coincidence with what might be

said of Mr. Johnson and me.

After church wc walked down to the quay, where I met,

at Oliver’s® fort, Mr. Alves the paiiiK'r, whom I had not .seen

since I was at Home in 1765.®Wc then went to Macbcth’.s Cas-

tle. 1 had a most romantic satisfaction in stN'ing Mr. Jo]m.son

actually in it. It answers to Shakosptiarc’.s (U'seription, “This

castle hath a pleasant,” etc,, which 1 re.p('iiU‘d, When we came

out of it, a raven perched on one ol’ the chimney-tops and

croaked. Then I repeated, “The raven himself is hoarse,” etc.

I exulted in comparing my former hypochondriac state when

at Inverness with my present soundness and vigour of mind,

and I was thankful.

We dined at Keith’s. A Miss Duff was there. Mrs. Keith

was officiously attentive toMr.Johnson, asking him many ques-

tions about his drinking only water. He rebuked her by saying

to me, “You may remember that not^ the least notice was

taken of this by Lady Erroll”—showing Mrs. Keith that she

was not so well-bred.

Mr. Johnson has the art for which I have heard my father

praise the old Earl of Aberdeen: viz.^ that of instructhag him-

self by making every man he meets tell him something ofwhat

’ i,e., Cromwell’s.
> He at that time painted a miniature of Boswell, which has vanished.
* Omitted inadvertently.
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he knows best. He led Keith to talk to him of the excise in

Scotland. Mr. Johnson told us that Mr. Thrale paid £20,000

a year; that he had four casks, each of which holds 1600 bar-

rels—above a thousand hogsheads.

A young lady whose name I did not hear, and Mr. Grant,

the minister whom we had seen at Macaulay’s, drank tea with

us. There was little conversation that can be written down. I

shall therefore here again glean what I have omitted on for-

mer days. Gerard told us that when he was in Wales he was

shown a valley inhabited by Danes who still retain their own
language, and are quite a distinct people. Mr. Johnson said it

could not be true, or all the kingdom must have heard of it.

He said to me as we travelled, “These people, sir, may have

somewhat of ^peregrinity in their dialect, which is augmented

to a different language.” I asked him ifperegrinity was a word.

He laughed and said, “No.” I told him this was just the second

time that I had heard him make a word. When Foote broke

his leg, I observed that this would fit him better for taking off

George Faulkner as Peter Paragraph. Mr. Johnson said,

“George will rejoice at the depeditation of Foote,” and when I

asked him, laughed and owned he had made the word; and
that he had not made above three or four in the Dictionary.

Mr. Johnson told me that all the aid he had in compiling

the Dictionary was having about twenty etymologies sent him
by an unknown hand at the time, which he afterwards learned

was Dr. Pearce, Bishop of Rochester. Some ofthem he adopted.

He never lived a great deal with Lord Chesterfield, nor was
there any particular incident that produced a quarrel between

them, as has been erroneously propagated. My lord had made
him great professions. Yet for years, while Mr.Johnson
was engaged in his immense undertaking, the Dictionary, my
lord never took the least notice of him. When the work came
out, my lord fell a-scribbling in the World about it. Mr.John-
son, with a just indignation and contempt, wrote to him a let-

ter which was civil but showed him that he did not mind what
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he said or wrote, and that he had done with him. Mr. Johnson
kept no copy of the letter. He could repeat it, and was once

persuaded to write it down from memory, but he believes he

has lost the copy. I have heard Langton repeat some of it; in

particular a sentence to this purpose: that Lord Chesterfield,

afterleavinghim to struggle with thewaves unassisted, stretched

out his hand to welcome him on shore.®

After teaMr.Keithwent with us to our inn. He and I left Mr.

Johnson there a little and went and called for old Mr. Fraser,

the minister; for Redcastle’s family, where I found only Miss

Murdoch, whom I had never seen before; and for Mrs. Ander-

son, formerly Miss Mackinnon, in whose mother’s house I had

formerly lodged along with my father at the Circuit. I am, as

Mr.Johnson observed, one who has all the old principles, good

and bad. That of attention to relations in the remotest degree,

or to worthy people in every state whom I have once known, I

inherit from my father. It gave me much satisfaction to hear

everybody here speak of him with uncommon regard. Mr.

Keith and Mr. Grant supped with us at the inn.® We had

roasted kid.

MONDAY 30 AUGUST. This day we were to begin our equi-

tation, as I said, for /would needs make a word too.^We might

have taken a chziise to Fort Augustus. But we could not find

* "Is not a patron, my lord, one who lookswith unconcern on aman struggling for life in

the water, and, when he has reached ground, encumbers him with help?” This entire

paragraph was omitted from the published Tow. Boswell merely referred to it in a foot-

note, saying that he was reserving the material for the Life ofJohnson,
• ‘‘Mr. Grantused torelate thaton this occasionJohnsonwasin high spirits. In the courseof

.

conversation he mentioned that Mr. Banks (afterwards SirJoseph) had, in his travels in

New South Wales, discovered an extraordinary animal c^lcxl the kangaroo. The ap-
pearance, conformation, and habits of this quadruped were of the most singular kind;
and^ in order to render his description more vivid and graphic, Johnson rose from his

chair and volunteered an imitation of the animal. The company stared; and Mr. Grant
said nothing could bemore ludicrousthan the appearance of a tall, heavy, grave-looking
man, like Dr. Johnson, standing up to mimic the shape and motions of a kangaroo.
He stood erect, put out his hands like feelers, and, gathering up the tails of his huge
brown coat so as toresemble thepouch ofthe animal, made two or three vigorous bounds
across the rooml”

—

Oarmjthers. One hopes that the Rev. Mr. Grant was not merely
exercising his fancy when he told this story, but it seems strange that Boswell did not
mention the incident.
' Dr. Chapman points out that the word had been in use since the Sixteenth Century.
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horses after Inverness, so we resolved to begin here to ride. We
should have set out at seven. But one ofthe horses needed shoe-

ing; the smith had got drunk the night before at a wedding

and could not rise early; so we did not get off till nine. We had

three horses for Mr. Johnson, myself, and Joseph, and one

which carried our portmanteaus; and two Highlanders who

walked with us, Jo^ Hay^ and Lauchlan Vass. Mr. Johnson

rode very well.

A little above Inverness, I fancy about three miles, we saw

just by the road a very complete Druid’s temple ;
at leastwe took

it to be so. There was a double circle ofstones, one ofvery large

ones and one ofsmaller ones. Mr. Johnsonjustly observed that

to go and see one is only to see that it is nothing, for there is

neither art nor power in it, and seeing one is as much as one

would wish.

It was a delightful day. Loch Ness, and the I’oad upon the

side of it, between birch trees, with the hills above, pleased us

much. The scene was as remote and agreeably wild as could be

desired. It was full enough to occupy our minds for the time.

To see Mr.Johnson in any new situation is an object of at-

tention to me. As I saw him now for the first time ride alongjust

like Lord Alemoor,^ I thought ofLondon, a Pom, ofthe Rambler,

of The False Alarm', and I cannot express the ideas which went

across my imagination.

A good way up the Loch, I perceived a little hut with an
oldish woman at the door of it. I knew it would be a scene

for Mr. Johnson. So I spoke of it. “Let’s go in,” said he. So
we dismounted, and we and our guides went in. It was a

wretched little hovel, of earth only, I think; and for a window
had just a hole which was stopped with a piece of turf which
could be taken out to let in light. In the middle of the room

»The MS and the first edition read “Gray.” The correction was made in the second
edition.

• From what Boswell says later ofJohnson’s riding {posi, p. 230, n. 2) it would appear
that the comparison was not meant to be flattering. Lord Alemoor was one of the most
respected members of the Scottish bench.
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(or space which we entered) was a fire of peat, the smoke go-

ing out at a hole in the roof. She had a pot upon it with goat’s

flesh boiling. She had at one end, under the same roof but di-

vided with a kind ofpartition made ofwands, a pen or fold in

which we saw a good many kids.

Mr. Johnson asked me where she slept. I asked one of the

guides, who asked her in Erse. She spoke with a kind of high

tone. He told us she was afraid we wanted to go to bed to her.

This coquetry, or whatever it may be called, of so wretched

a like being was truly ludicrous. Mr.Johnson and I afterwards

made merry upon it. I said it was he who alarmed the poor

woman’s virtue, “No, sir,” said he. “She’ll say, 'There came

a wicked young fellow, a wild young dog, who I believe would

have ravished me had there not been with him a grave old

gentleman who repressed him. But when he gets out of the

sight of his tutor, I’ll warrant you he’ll spare no woman he

meets, young or old.’” “No,” said I. “She’ll say, ‘There was a

terrible ruffian who would have forced me, had it not been for

a gentle, mild-looking youth, who, I take it, was an angel.’
”

Mr. Johnson would not hurt her delicacy by insisting to "see

her bedchamber,” like Archer in The Beaux' Straiagem. But I

was of a more ardent curiosity, so I lighted a piece of paper

and went into the place where the bed was. There was a little

partition of wicker, rather more neatly done than the one for

the fold, and close by the wall was a kind of bedstead ofwood
with heath upon it for a bed; and at the foot of it I saw some

sort ofblankets or covering rolled up in a heap. The woman’s
name was Fraser. So was her husband’s. He was a man of

eighty. Mr. Fraser of Balnain allows him to live in this hut and
to keep sixty goats for taking care of his wood. He was then in

the wood. They had five children, the oldest only thirteen. Two
were gone to Inverness to buy meal. The rest were looking after

the goats. She had four stacks ofbarley, twenty-four sheaves in

each. They had a few fowls. They will live all the spring with-

out meal upon milk and curfl, etc., alone. What they get for
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their goats, kids, and hens maintains them. I did not observe

how the children lay.

She asked us to sit down and take a dram. I saw one chair.

She said she was as happy as anywoman in Scotland. She could

hardly speak any English, just detached words. Mr. Johnson
was pleased at seeing for the first time such a state of human
life. She asked for snuff. It is her luxury. She uses a great deal.

We had none, but gave her sixpence apiece. She then brought

out her whisky bottle. I tasted it, and Joseph and our guides

had some. So I gave her sixpence more. She sent us away with

many prayers in Erse.

We came to dinner to a publichouse called the General’s Hut.

Near it is the meanest parish kirk I ever saw. It is a shame it

should be on a high road. We had mutton-chops, a broiled

chicken, and bacon and eggs, and a bottle of Malaga,^ After

dinnerwe had agood deal ofmountainous country. I hadknown
Governor Trapaud at Fort Augustus twelve years ago, at a

Circuit at Inverness. I sent forward one ofour guides and Jo-
seph with a card to him, that he might know Mr. Johnson and
I were coming up, leaving it to him to invite us or not. It was
dark when we got up. The inn was wretched. Government
ought to build one, or give the Governor an additional salary,

as he must necessarily be put to a great expense in entertaining

travellers. Joseph announced to us when we lighted that the

Governor waited for us at the gate. We walked towards it. He
met us, and with much civility conducted us to his house. It

was comfortable to find ourselves in a well-built little square, a

neat well-furnished house with prints, etc., a good supper (fiic-

assee ofmoor-fowl, etc.) ; in short, with all the conveniencies of

civilized life in the midst ofrude mountains. Mrs. Trapaud and
the Governor’s daughter and herhusband. Captain Newmarsh,

* There is a wistful marginal query by Boswell: ‘’Shall the dinner SteS" It was deleted.

The query indicates that Boswell had edited this portion before submitting it to Malone;
indeed this is the most obvious general explanation of the occurrence of corrections in

both hands on many of the leaves. It is impossible to tell whether or not in this instance

Boswell was present during Malone’s revision.
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were all most obliging and polite. The Governor, though near

seventy, had excellent animal spirits, the conversation of a sol-

dier and somewhat of a Frenchman, talking with importance

of everything, however small. Wc passed a very agi'eeablc eve-

ning till twelve, and then went to bed.

TUESDAY 31 AUGUST. The Governor has a very neat

garden. We looked at it and all the rest of the Fort, which is

but small and may be commanded from a variety of hills

around. We also looked at the galley or sloop belonging to

the Fort, which sails upon the Loch and brings what is wanted

for the garrison. Captains Ourry and D’Aripe and Lieutenant

Letch breakfasted with us. The two former had been in the

American War, and entertained Mr. Johnson much with ac-

counts of the Indians. He said he could make a very pretty

book out of them were he to stay there. Governor Trapaud

was much struck with Mr.Johnson. “I like to hear him talk,”

said he. “It is so majestic. I should be glad to hear him speak

in your Court,” He wanted us to stay dinner. But I considered

that we had a rude road before us, which wc could easier en-

counter in the morning, and that it was hard to say when we

might get up were we to sit down to good entertainment and

good company, I therefore begged the Governor would just let

us slip away, Here too I had the satisfaction of another proof

how much my father is regarded. The Governor expressed the

highest respect for him, and bid me tell him that if he would

come that way on a Circuit to Inverness, he would do him all

the honours in his power.

Between twelve and one we set out and travelled eleven

wild miles till we came to a house in Glenmoriston kept by
one Macqueen.i Our landlord was a sensible fellow. He had

'The printed Tour changes this to “a Macquecn,” with the following note; “A Mac-
queen is a Highland mode of expression. An Englishman would say one Macqueen. But
where there are clans or tribes ofmen, distinguished bypatronymic surnames, the individu-
als of each are considered as if they were of difTerent species, at least as much as nations
are distinguished; so that a Macqueen, a Macdonald, a Maclean, is said, as we say a
Frenchman, an .Italian,- a Spaniard.”

—

Boswbi.l.
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learnt his grammar,® and Mr. Johnson justly observed that a

man is the better for that as long as he lives. There were some

books here: a treatise against drunkenness, translated from

the French, a volume of the Spectator, a volume of Prideaux’

Connexion, Cyrus's Tmw/j.Macqueensaid he had more volumes,
and his pride seemed to be much piqued that we were sur-

prised at his having books.

Near to this, we had passed a party of soldiers under a ser-

geant at work upon the road. We gave them two shillings to

drink. Theycame to this house andmade merry in thebam.We
went out, Mr. Johnson saying, “Come, let’s go and give ’em

another shilling apiece.” We did so, and he was saluted “My
Loim” by all of ’em. He is really generous, loves influence,

and has the way of gaining it. He said he was quite feudal.

Here I agree with him. I said I regretted I was not head of

a clan. I would make my tenants follow me. I could not be a

pattiarchal chief. But I’d be afeudal chief.

The poor soldiers got too much liquor. Some of ’em fought

and left blood upon the spot, and cursed whisky next morn-

ing. The house here was built ofthick turfs and thatched with

thinner turfs and heath. It had three rooms in length, and a

little room projected. Where we sat, the. side-walls were wain-

scotied, as Mr. Johnson said, with wands very well plaited.

Our landlord hadmade all with his own hand.We had a broiled

chicken, mutton collops or chops, mutton sausage, and eggs, of

which Mr. Johnson eat five and nothing else. I eat four, some

chicken and some sausage, and drank some rum and water

and sugar. Joseph had lemons for Mr. Johnson, so he had lem-

onade. Mr. Johnson said he was a fine feUow: a civil man and

a wise man.

Macqueen, our landlord, sat by us awhile and talkedwi^^H
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were all most obliging and polite. The Governor, though near

seventy, had excellent animal spirits, the conversation of a sol-

dier and somewhat of a Frenchman, talking with importance

ofeverything, however small. Wc pa.sscd a very agreeable eve-

ning till twelve, and then went to bed.

TUESDAY 31 AUGUST. The Governor has a very neat

garden. We looked at it and all the rest of the Fort, which is

but small and may be commanded from a variety of hills

around. We also looked at the galley or sloop belonging to

the Fort, which sails upon the Loch and brings what is wanted

for the garrison. Captains Ourry and D’Arip6 and Lieutenant

Letch breakfasted with us. The two former had been in the

American War, and entertained Mr. Johnson much with ac-

counts of the Indians. He said he could make a very pretty

book out of them were he to stay there. Governor Trapaud

was much struck with Mr. Johnson. “I like to hear him talk,”

said he. “It is so majestic. I should be glad to hear him .speak

in your Court.” He wanted us to stay dinner. But I considered

that we had a rude road before us, which wc could easier en-

counter in the morning, and that it was hard to say when we
might get up were we to sit down to good entertainment and

good company. I therefore begged the Governor would just let

us slip away. Here too I had the satisfaction of another proof

how much my father is regarded. The Governor expressed the

highest respect for him, and bid me tell him that if he would

come that way on a Circuit to Inverness, he would do him all

the honours in his power.

Between twelve and one we set out and travelled eleven

wild miles till we came to a house in Glenmoriston kept by
one Macqueen.^ Our landlord was a sensible fellow. He had

^The printed Tour changes this to “a Macquecn,” with the following note: "A Mac-
queen is a Highland mode of expression. An Englishman would say ont Macqueen, But
where there are eUns or tribes ofmen, distinguished bypatronymic surnames, the individu-
als ofeach arc conridcred as if they were of different species, at least as much as nations
are distinguished; so that a Macqueen, a Macdonald, a Maclean, is said, as wc say a
Frenchrtian, an Italian, a Spaniard.”—Boswell.
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learnt his grammar,® and Mr. Johnson justly observed that a

man is the better for that as long as he lives. There were some

books here: a treatise against drunkenness, translated from

the French, a volume of the Spectator, a volume of Prideaux’

Connexion, Cyrus’s TVazie^J.Macqueensaid he had more volumes,
and his pride seemed to be much piqued that we were sur-

prised at his having books.

Near to this, we had passed a party of soldiers under a ser-

geant at work upon the road. We gave them two shillings to

drink. They came to this house and made merry in the barn.We
went out, Mr. Johnson saying, “Gome, let’s go and give ’em

another shilling apiece.” We did so, and he was saluted “My
Lord” by all of ’em. He is really generous, loves influence,

and has the way of gaining it. He said he was quite feudal.

Here I agree with him. I said I regretted I was not head of

a clan. I would make my tenants follow me. I could not be a

patriarchal chief. But I’d be afeudal chief.

The poor soldiers got too much liquor. Some of ’em fought

and left blood upon the spot, and cursed whisky next morn-

ing. The house here was built ofthick turfs and thatched with

thinner turfs and heath. It had three rooms in length, and a

little room projected. Where we sat, the side-walls were wain-

scotted, as Mr. Johnson said, with wands very well plaited.

Our landlord had made all with his own hand.We had a broiled

chicken, mutton collops or chops, mutton sausage, and eggs, of

which Mr, Johnson eat five and nothing else. I eat four, some

chicken and some sausage, and drank some rum and water

and sugar. Joseph had lemons for Mr. Johnson, so he had lem-

onade. Mr, Johnson said he was a fine fellow: a civil man and

a wise man.

Macqueen, our landlord, sat by us awhile and talked with us.

^ i.e., he had studied Latin. Garruthei^, who gives a long and interesting note on him,

says he also wrote Gaelic verse. He “was a gentleman of the old Highland stamp, who
considered himself a public benefactor by condescending to keep a change-house. He
was married to a laird’s daughter.”
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He said all Glenmoriston’s people would bleed for him if they

were well used. But that seventy men had gone out ofthe Glen

to America. That he himselfintended to go next year, for that

his farm, which twenty-five years ago was only £5 a year, was

now raised to £20. That he could pay £10 and live, but no

more.Mr.Johnson said he wished Macqueen Laird ofGlenmor-

iston, and Glenmoriston to go to America. Macqueen very gen-

erously said he should be sorry for it, for Glenmoriston could

not shift for himself in America as he could do.®

I talked of the officers whom we had left today: how much
service they had seen and how little they got for it, even of

fame. Mr. Johnson said, “Sir, a soldier gets as little as any man
can get,” I observed that Goldsmith had more fame than all

the officers last war who were not generals. Johnson. “Why,

sir, you will get ten thousand to do what tlicy did before you

get one who does what Goldsmith has done. You must con-

sider a thing is valued according to its rarity. A pebble that

paves the street is in itselfmore useful than the diamond upon

a lady’s finger.” I wish Goldie had heard this,

He said yesterday when I wondered how John Hay, one of

our guides, who had been pressed aboard a man-of-war, did

not choose to continue longer than nine months, after which

time he got off: “Why, sir, no man will be a sailor who has con-

trivance to get himself into a jail, for being in a ship is being in

a jail with the chance of being drowned.”

We had tea in the afternoon, and our landlord’s daughter, a

modest civil girl very neatly dressed, made it to us. She told

us she had been a year at Inverness and learnt reading and
writing, sewing, knotting, working lace, and pastry. Mr. John-
son made her a present of a book of arithmetic^ which he had
bought at Inverness.

* Carruthers says that Macqueen was unjust to the Laird (Peter Grant), who had really

made extraordinary efforts to hold his tenants. Macqueen himself“could not have had a
very bad bargain.” He did not emigrate, but stayed on fifteen years more at Anoch, then
moved to another farm near by, “and survived till past ninety,”
* The published 7euf prints simply “book,” with the following note: “This book has
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The room had some deals laid as a kind ofceiling. There were

two beds in the room. A woman’s gown was hung on a rope

to make a curtain of separation between them. Joseph had

the sheets which we brought with us laid on them. We had

much hesitation whether to undress or lie down with our clothes

on. I said at last, “Fll plunge in! I shall have less room for ver-

min to settle about me when I strip!” Mr. Johnson said he was

like one hesitating whether to go into the cold bath. At last he

resolved too. I observed he might serve a campaign. Said he,

‘T could do all that can be done by patience. Whether I should

have strength enough, I know not.” He was in excellent hu-

mour. To see the Rambler as I saw him tonight was really a

curiosity. I yesterday told him I was thinking to write an Epis-

tle to him on his returnfrom Scotland, in the style ofMrs. Gulliver

to Captain Lemuel Gulliver

—

Sullen you turn from both and call for oats.

He laughed and asked in whose name I’d write it. I said Mrs.

Thrale’s. He was angry and said, “Sir, if you have any sense of

decency or delicacy, you won’t do that.” “Then,” said I, “let

it be Cole, the landlord of tire Mitre Tavern.” “Ay, that may
do,” said he.

Tonight each offered up his private devotions. After we had
chatted a little from our beds, Mr. Johnson said, “God bless

us both for Jesus Christ’s sake. Good night.” I pronounced

“Amen, ” Mr.Johnson fell asleep immediately. I couldnothave

given rise to much inquiry, which has ended in ludicrous surprise. Several ladies, wish-

ing to learn the kind ofreading which the great and good Dr. Johnson esteemed most fit

for a young woman, desired to know what book he had selected for thisHigUandnymph.
‘They never adverted,’ said he, ‘that I had no ekaice in the matter. I have said that I pre-

sented her with a book which I happened to have about me.’—And what was this book?

—

My readers, prepare your features for merriment. It was Cocker’s Arithmetie !—Wherever
this was mentioned, there was a loud laugh, at which Dr. Johnson, when present, used

sometimes to be a little angry. One day, when we were dining at General Oglethorpe’s,

where we had many a valuable day, I ventured to interrogate him, ‘But, sir, is it not

somewhat singular that you should happen to have Cocker’s Arithmetie about.you on your
journey? What made you buy such a book at Inverness?'—He gave me a very sufiicient

answer. ‘Why, sir, if you are to have but one book with you upon ajourney, let it be a

book ofscience. When you have read through a book of entertainment, you know it, and
it can do no more for.you; but a book of science is inexhaustible.’ ”

—

^Boswell.
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that good fortune for a long time. I fancied myself bit by in-

numerable vermin under the clothes, and that a spider was

travelling from the wainscot towards my moulh.f’ At last I fell

into insensibility.

WEDNESDAY i SEPTEMBER. I awaked very early. I be-

gan to imagine that the landlord, being about to emigrate,

might murder us to get our money and lay it upon the soldiers

in the barn. Such groundless fears will arise in the mind before

it has resumed its vigour after sleep ! Mr. Johnson had had the

same kind of ideas; for he told me afterwards that he consid-

ered somany soldiers, having seen us, would be witnesses should

any harm be done; and the thought of that, I suppose, he con-

sidered would make us secure. When I got up, I found him

sound asleep in his miserable sty, I may say, with a coloured

handkerchief tied round his head. With dilliculty could I get

him up. It putme in mind ofHenry IV’s fine soliloquy on sleep;

for to be sure diere was here an “uneasy pallet” with a witness.

A redcoat of the 15, whether officer or only sergeant I could

not be sure, came to the house in his way to the mountains to

shoot deer, which it seems Glenmoriston does not hinder any-

body to do. Few indeed can do them harm. We had him to

breakfast with us. We got away about eight. Macqueen walked

some miles to give us a convoy. He had joined Prince Charles

at Fort Augustus, and continued in the Highland army till

after the battle of GuUoden. As he narrated the particulars of

that unlucky but brave and generous attempt, I several times

burst into tears. There is a certain association of ideas in my
. mind upon that subject, by which I am strongly affected. The
very Highland names, or the sound of a bagpipe, will stir my
blood and fill me with a mixture of melancholy, and respect

for courage; and pity for the unfortunate,^ and superstitious re-

‘ This furnished the subject for another of Collings’s and Rowlandson’s caricatures.
* All the editions read “an unfortunate”——clearly a printer’s error. Dr. Chapman was
the first editor, apparently, to read the text closely enough to see that the passage, as

printed, was nonsense. His ingenious emendation (“unfortunate land” for "unfortunate
and”) is now, unfortunately, shown to be mistaken.



Aucknashiel] i September 1773 107

gard for antiquity; and inclination for war without thought;

and, in short, with a crowd of sensations.

We passed through Glen Shicl, with prodigious mountains

on each side. We saw where the battle was in the year 1715.®

Mr. Johnson owned he was now in a scene of as wild nature as

he could see. But he corrected me sometimes in my observa-

tions. “There,” said I, “is a mountain like a cone.” “No, sir,”

said he. “It would be called so in a book; and when a man
comes to look at it, he sees ’tis not so. It is indeed pointed at the

top. But one side of it is much longer than the other.” Another

mountain I called immense. “No,” said he, “but ’tis a consider-

able protuberance.”

We came to a rich green valley,® comparatively speaking, and

stopped at Auchnashiel, a kind of rural village, a number of

cottages being built together, as we saw all along in the High-

lands..We passed many many miles today without seeing a

house, but only little summer-huts or shielings, Ewan Campbell,

servant to Mr. Murchison, factor to the Laird of MacLeod in

Glenelg, run along with us today. He was a fine obliging little

fellow. At this Auchnashiel, we sat down on a green turf seat

at the end of a house, and they brought us out two wooden
dishes ofmilk. One ofthem was frothed like a sillabub. I saw a

woman preparing it with such a stick as is used for chocolate,

and in the same manner. That dish fell to my share; but I put

by the froth and took the cream with some wheat-bread which

Joseph had brought for us from Fort Augustus. Mr. Johnson

imagined my dish was better than his, and desired to taste it.

He did so, and was convinced that I had no advantage over

him. We had there in a circle all about us, men, women and

* Corrected to 1719 in the published Tour.

•“Dr. Johnson, in hisjoarn^, thus beautifully describes his situation here: ‘I sat down on
a bank, such as a writer ofromance might have delighted to feign. I had, indeed, no trees

to whisper overmy head
;
but a clear rivulet streamed atmy feet. The day was calm; the

air soft, and all was rudeness, silence, and solitude. Before me, and on either'side, were
high hills, which, by hindering the eye from ranging, forced the mind to find entertain-

ment for itself. Whether I spent the hour well, I know not; for here I first conceived the

thought of this narration;’ ”

—

^Boswell. Boswell continues with an encomium from the

Critical Reoitio,
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children, all Macraes, Lord Sealbrth’s people. Not one ofthem

could speak English. I said to Mr. Johnson ’twas the same as

being with a tribe of Indians. “Yes,” said he, “but not so ter-

rifying.” I gave all who chose it snuff and tobacco. Governor

Trapaud had made us buy a quantity at Fort Augustus and

put them up in small parcels. I also gave each person a bit of

wheat-bread, which they had never tasted, I then gave a penny

apiece to each child. I told Mr. Johnson of this, upon whicli

he called for change for a shilling, and declared that he would

distribute among the children. Upon this there was a great

stir : not only did some children come running down from neigh-

bouring huts, but I observed one black-headed man, who had

been among us all along, coming carrying a very young child,

Mr, Johnson then ordered the children to be drawn up in a

row, and he distributed his copper and made them and their

parents all happy. The poor Macraes, whatever may be their

present state, were much thought of in the year 1715, when

there was a line in a song,

“And aw’ the brave McCraas is coming,”*

There was great diversity in the faces of the circle around

us. Some were as black and wild in their appearance as any

American savages whatever. One woman was as comely as the

figure of Sappho, as we see it painted.We asked the old woman,
the mistress of the house where we had the milk (which, by

* "The McCraas, or Macraes, were since that time brought into the king’s array, by the

late Lord Seaforth. When they lay in Edinburgh Castle in 1778, and were ordered to

embark forJersey, they with a number of other men in the regiment, for different rea-

sons, but especially an apprehension that they were to be sold to the East India Com-
pany, though enlisted not to be sent out of Great Britain without their own consent,

made a detomined mutiny, and encamped upon the lofty mountain, Arthur’s Seat,

,

where they remained three days and three nights; bidding defiance to all the force in

Scotland. At last they came down, and embarked peaceably, having obtained formal

articles of capitulation, signed by Sir Adolphus Oughton, commander-in-chief, General
Skene, deputy commander, the Duke of Buccleuch, and the Earl of Dunmorc, which
qideted them. Since the secession of the Commons of Rome to the Mans Saeer, a more
spirited exertion has not been made. I gave great attention to it firom first to last, and
have drawn up a particular account of it. Those brave fellows have since served their

country efifecmally atJersey, and also in the East Indies, to which, after being better in-

formed, they voluntarily agreed to go.”

—

Boswbi.1.. Boswell published an account of the

mutiny in tba.Publie Admtiser, ag Sept. 1778.
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tlie by, Mr. Johnson told me, for I did not observe it myself,

was built not of turf but of stone), what we should pay. She

said, what we pleased. One of our guides asked her in Erse if

a shilling was enough. She said, “Yes.” But some of the men
bid her ask more. This vexed me, because it showed a desire

to impose upon strangers, as they knew that even a shilling

was high payment. The woman, however, honestly persisted

in her first price. So I gave her half-a-crown. Thus we had one

good scene of uncommon life to us. The people were very

much pleased, gave us many blessings, and said they had not

had such a day since the old Laird of MacLeod’s time.

Mr. Johnson was much refreshed by this repast. He was

pleased when I told him he would make a good chief. He said

ifhe were one, he would dress his servants better than himself,

and knock a fellow down ifhe looked saucy to a Macdonald in

rags. But he would not treat men as brutes. He would let them
know why all of his clan were to have attention paid to them.

He would tell his upper servants why, and make them tell the

others.

We rode on well till we came to the high mountain called

the Rattachan, by which time both Mr.Johnson and the horses

were a good deal fatigued. It is a terrible steep to climb, not-

withstanding the road is made slanting along. However, we
made it out. On the top of it we met Captain MacLeod of

Balmeanach (a Dutch officer® come from Skye) riding with

his sword slung about him. He asked, “Is this Mr. Boswell?”

which was a proof that we were expected. Going down the hill

on the other side was no easy task. As Mr. Johnson was a great

weight, the two guides agreed that he should ride the horses

alternately. Hay’s were the two best, and Mr. Johnson would

not ride but upon one or other of them, a black or a brown.

But as Hay complained much after ascending the Rattachan,

Mr.Johnson was prevailed with to mount one of Vass’s greys.

® i.e., an officer of the Scota Brigade in Holland, He retired in 1 787 with the rank of

major,
,

. .
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As he rode upon it downhill, it did not go well, and he grumbled.

I walked on a little before, but was excessively entertained with

the method taken to keep him in good humour. Hay led the

horse’s head, talking to Mr. Johnson as much as he could; and

just when Mr. Johnson was uttering his displeasure, the fellow

says, “See such pretty goats.” Then ivhu! he whistled, and made
themjump. Little did he conceive what Mr.Johnson was. Here

was now a common ignorant horse-hirer imagining that he

could divert, as one docs a child, Mr. Samuel Johnson! The lu-

dicrousness, absurdity, and extraordinary contrast between

what the fellow fancied and the reality, was as highly comic as

anything that I ever witne.s.scd. I laughed immoderately, and

must laugh as often as I recollect it.

It grew dusky; and we had a very tedious ride, for what was

called five miles, but I am sure would mciistire t(5n. We spoke

none. I was riding forwai'd to the inn at (Tlenclg, that I might

make some kind ofpreparation, or take some proper measures,

before Mr.Johnson got up, who was now advancing in .silence,

with Hay leading his horse. Mr.Johnson called me back with

a tremendous shout, and was really in a passion with me for

leaving him. I told him my intentions. But he was not satis-

fied, and said, “Do you know, I should as soon have thought

ofpicking a pocket as doing so.” “I’m diverted with you,” said

I. Said he, “I could never be diverted with incivility.” He said

doing such a thing made one lose confidence in him who did it,

as one could not tell what he would do next. I justified myself

but lamely to him. But my intentions were not improper. I

wished to be forward to see if Sir A. Macdonald had sent his

boat; and ifnot, howwe were to sail, and how we were to lodge,

all which I thought I could best settle myself, without his hav-

ing any trouble. To apply his great mind to minute particulars

is wrong. It is like taking an immense balance, such as you see

on a quay for weighing cargoes of ships, to weigh a guinea. I

knew I had neat little scales which would do better. That his

attention to everything in his way, and his uncommon desire
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to be always in the right, would make him weigh ifhe knew of

the particulars; and therefore it was right for me to weigh them
and let him have them only in effect. I kept by him, since he

thought I should.

As we passed the barracks at Bernera, I would fain have put

up there; at least I looked at them wishfully, as soldiers have

always everything in the best order. But there was only a ser-

geant and a few men there. We came on to the inn at Glenelg.

There was nothing to give the horses, so they were sent to grass

with a man to watch them. We found that Sir Alexander had

sent his boat to a point which we had passed, at Kintail, or

more properly at the King’s house—that it had waited several

days till their provisions run short, and had returned only this

day. So we had nothing to say against that Knight. A lass

showed us upstairs into a room raw and dirty; bare walls, a

variety of bad smells, a coarse black fir greasy table, forms of

the same kind, and from a wx’etched bed started a fellow from

his sleep like Edgar in King Lear. “Poor Tom’s a-cold.”®

The landlord was one Munro from Fort Augustus. He pays

£8 to MacLeod for the shell of the house, and has not a bit of

land in lease. They had no bread, no eggs, no wine, no spirits

but whisky, no sugar but brown grown black. They prepared

some mutton-chops, but we would not have them. They killed

two hens. I madeJoseph broil me a bit ofone till it was black,

and I tasted it. Mr. Johnson would take nothing but a bit of

bread, which we had luckily remaining, and some lemonade

which he made with a lemon which Joseph had for him,’^ and

he got some good sugar; for Mr. Murchison, factor to MacLeod
in Glenelg, sentus some, with a bottle ofexcellentrum, letting us

know he was very sorry that his servant had not come and in-

formedhim beforewe passed his house; thatwe mighthave been
there all night, and that ifhe were not obliged to set out early

“ "It is amusing to observe the different images which this being presented to Dr. John-
son and me. The Doctor, in his Journ<y, compares him to a Cyclops.”

—

^Boswbll.
' In the published Tout all this is condensed to a single sentence: "This inn was furnished

with not a single article that we could either eat or drink.”
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next clay for Inverness, he would come down and wait upon us.

I took some rum and water and sugar, and grew better; for

after my last bad night I hoped much to be well this, and being

disappointed, I was uneasy and almost fretful. Mr.Johnson was

calm. I said he was so from vanity. “No,” said he, “his from

philosophy.” It was a considerable satisfaction to me to see that

the Rambler could practise what he nobly teaches.

I resumed my riding forward, and wanted to defend it. Mr.

Johnson was still violent upon that subject, and said, “Sir, had

you gone on, I was thinking that I should have returned with

you to Edinburgh and then parted, attd never spoke to you

more.”

I sent for fresh hay, with which wc made beds to ourselves,

each in a room equally miserable. As Wolfe said in his letter

from Quebec, we had “choice of diniculties.”* Mr. Johnson

made things better by comparison. At Macqueen’s last night

he observed that few were .so well lodged in a ship. Tonight he

said we were better than ifwe had been \ipon the hill. He lay

down buttoned up in his greatcoat. I had my sheets spread on

the hay, and having stripped, I had my clothes and greatcoat

andJoseph’s greatcoat laid uponme, byway of blankets.Joseph

lay in the room by me, upon a bed laid on the floor.

THURSDAY 2 SEPTEMBER. I had slept ill. Mr. Johnson’s

anger had affected me much. I considered that, without any

bad intention, I might suddenly forfeit his friendship. I was im-

patient to see him this morning. I told him how uneasy he had

made me by vhat he had said. He owned it was said in passion;

that he would not have done it; that ifhe had done it, he would

have been ten times worse than me. That it would indeed, as I

•“By the list of disabled officers (many of whom arc of rank), you may perceive, Sir,

that the army is much weakened. By the nature of the river, the most formidable part

of this armament is deprived of the power of acting, yet we have almost the whole force

of Canada to oppose. In this situation, there is such a choice of difficulties, that I own
myself at a loss how to determine. The affairs of Great Britain, I know, require the most
vigorous measures; but then the courageofa handfulofbrave men should beexerted only

where there is some hope of a favourable event.” From a letter from Gen. James Wolfe, a

September 1759, describing his operations against Q,ucbec {Annual Regitti!r,iy5Q) p- 346)..



Glmclg] 2 SEPTEMBER 1773 II3

said, be “limning in water,” should such sudden breaks happen
(or something to that effect)

;
and said he, “Let’s think no more

on’t.” BOSWELL. “Well then, sir, I shall be easy. Remember, I

am to have fair warning in case of any quarrel. You are never

to spring a mine upon me. It was absurd in me to believe you.”

JOHNSON. “You deserved about as much as to believe it from

night to morning.” Mr. MacLeod of Drynoch, to whom we
had a letter from Kenneth Macaulay, breakfasted with us.

A quarter before nine we got into a boat for Skye. It rained

much when we set off, but cleared up as we advanced. One of

the boatmen who spoke English said that a mile at land was

two miles at sea. I then said to him that from Glenelg to Arma-
dale in Skye, which was our sail this morning and is called

twelve, was only six miles. But this he could not understand.

“Well,” said Mr.Johnson, “never talk to me of the native good

sense of the Highlanders. Here is a fellow who calls one mile

two, and yet cannot comprehend that twelve such miles make
but six.” It was curious to think that'now at last Mr. Johnson

and I had left the mainland ofScotland and were sailing to the

Hebrides, one of which was close in our view; and I had be-

sides a number of youthful ideas, that is to say, ideas which I

have had from my youth about the Isle of Skye.We were shown

the land of Moidart where Prince Charles first landed. That

stirred my mind.

We reached the shore ofArmadale before one. Sir Alexander

came down and received us. He was in tartan clothes. My lady

stood at the top of the bank and made a kind ofjumping for

joy. They were then in a house built by a tenant at this place,

which is in the district of Sleat. There was a house here for the

family, which was burnt in Sir Donald’s time. But there is really

a’good garden and a number of trees of age and size, mostly

ash, and that too of a particular kind, the wood of which is

very compact. There is a kind ofrecess here of land, as well as

a kind ofbay of the sea, more indeed the former. It is a pretty

warm exposure. There is a little brook runs down from the hill
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through a tolerable bank of wood. I am a very impexfect to-

pographer. The house is a very good tenant’s house, having

two storeys and garrets, but seemed very poor for a chief. Mr.

Johnson and I were to have had but one room. But I made the

plan be altered; so one of the beds was taken out of his room

and put into the next, in which I and the overseer of the farm

were to lie; but happilyJoseph was put in the overseer’s place.

We had at dinner a little Aberdeenshire man, one Jeans, a

naturalist, with his son, a dwarfwith crooked legs.^ Jeans said

he had been at Mr. Johnson’s in London with Ferguson the as-

tronomer. Mr.Johnson thought it strange how he found some-

body in such distant places whoknew him; that he should have

thought he might hide himselfin Skye.We had also Rorie Mac-

donald in Sandaig, an old brisk Highlander of 68, a near rela-

tion of Sir Alexander’s, and his wife, a sister of Raasay’s; Don-

ald MacLeod, late ofGanna, a very genteel man,“ and Donald

Macdonald, son to Rorie, who was Lieutenant of Grenadiers

in Montgomerie’s Regiment (I took a liking to him from his

first appearance), as also Macqueen, son to Rorie’s wife

by the first marriage, who was going to America, and a Captain

MacLeod from Sutherland.

We had an ill-dressed dinner, Sir Alexander not having a

cook of any kind from Edinburgh.* I alone drank port wine.

1 The following note onJohn Jeans and his son is from a MS in the University Library,

Aberdeen: “Being ofan ingenious and active turn, he became an enthusiast for mineral-

ogy, and travelled over the greater part of the mainland and the Highlands, collecting

till he became eminent as a dealer, repairing annually to London, and being the first

finder of numerous Scottish substances, He lived to old age, dying about 1804, aged

about eighty....A son succeeded him in the business of collecting and polishing, a coarse

wd cont^ptible character, who was drowned on a dark night by falling into the basin

near the New Pier, 1809. . . .” {Notes and Queries, ser. to, vol. ii. 155-6.)
’ Boswell deleted this compliment to Canna, apparently not long after writing it.

“Boswell’s account of his and Johnson’s reception at Armadale, and his personal obser-

vations on Sir Alexander and Lady Macdonald, were much abridged and softened in

the first edition of the Tour. But enough remained to give Macdonald (he had been cre-

ated a baron in 1 776) just cause ofoffence, and on a6 November 1 785 he sent to Boswell
a long and angry letter filled with pedantic abuse. On 28 November Bo.swcll wrote to

his close friend William Bosville, Lady Macdonald’s brother, asking him to wait upon
Lord Macdonald and to inform him that he had suppressed several observations in the

original manuscript for fear that they might give offence, which he was so anxious to

avoid that he had even cancelled a leaf, “and had it reprinted free from a sentence or



Armadale] s September 1773 115

No claret appeared. We had indeed mountain and Frontignac

and Scotch porter. But except what I did myself, there was no

hospitable convivial intercourse, no ringing of glasses. Nay, I

observed that when Captain Macdonald and Mr. Macqueen
came in after we were sat down to dinner, Sir Alexander let

them stand round the room and stuck his fork into a liver pud-

ding, instead ofgetting room made for them. I took care to act

as he ought to have done. There was no wheat-loaf, but only a

kind of bannock or cake, raw in the heart, as it was so thick.

Sir Alexander himself drank punch without souring and with

little spirits in it, which he distributed to those men who were

accustomed even in their own houses to much better. He gave

it with a pewter dividing-spoon which had served the broth. At

tea there were few cups and no tea-tongs nor a supernumerary

tea-spoon, so we used our fingers.

I was quite hurt with the meanness and unsuitable appear-

ance of everything. I meditated setting out the very next day.

At night we had only Rorie and spouse and the naturalist and

his son. When Mr. Johnson and I retired for rest, he said it

grieved him to see the chiefofa great clan in such a state; that

he was just as one in a lodging-house in London. However, he

resolved that we should weather it out till Monday.

FRIDAY 3 SEPTEMBER. The day was very wet. Sir Alex-

ander’s piper plays below staire both at breakfast and dinner,

which is the only circumstance of a chief to be formd about

two wliich were at first inserted,” Having made this cancel, Boswell says (it is hard to be-

lieve him) that he supposed "that nothing remained that could possibly hurt his lord-

ship.” However, finding on revision that three exceptionable passages had escaped him,

he had, some weeks before and entirely ofhis own accord, expunged them from the sec-

ond edition, then in the press. In a postscript he added that sixteen sheets (956 pages)

of the second edition were already printed off, and might be seen at the printer's. The
sheet in'question had been printed for some time. In consequence of this explanation

and apology, Boswell asked that he be assured by Lord Macdonald that no use, public

or private, would be made of the derogatory remarks in his letter. As Macdonald made
no satisfactory answer, Boswell felt it necessary to appointJohn Courtenay his .second,

and to entrust to him a formal challenge, which he was to present to Lord Macdonald
ifno means ofcompromise could be found, Macdonald however finally agreed to cancel

or soften the harsher passages in his letter (which he thereupon, with a neat stroke of

irony, referred to as a • 'second edition”), and to make no further use ofth^.
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him. He had two chests of books, ofwhich Mr. Johnson and I

ravenously seized some of the contents. It grew fair a little be-

fore dinner, and I took a little walk with Captain Macdonald,

from whom I found that Sir Alexander was quite unpopular,

and that all his deficiencies were well remarked. I made the

Captain drink port wine today. Mrs. Macdonald said that I

fitted Sir Alexander in several suits better than anybody—

a

curious expression. I asked her how the old Laird ofMacLeod
came to be so much in debt. She said, “You may as well read

the Spectator as begin to tell all that”; and she said it was a pity

that this young Laird should lose his palronomic estate when he

was in no fault; meaning that he was labouring under a load

of debt not contracted by himself.

When Sir Alexander was out of the room, I spoke of Sir

James. The Highlanders fairly cried. Neither my lady nor Mr.

Johnson were then present. I cried too, and we drank a bumper

to his memory. It was really melancholy to see the manly, gal-

lant, and generous attachment of clanship going to ruin.

Sir Alexander composed today some Latin verses with which

he presented Mr,Johnson.^ After dinner the Knight and I met

in Mr, Johnson’s room, where I was looking for pen and ink.

I fell upon him with perhaps too great violence upon his be-

haviour to his people; on the meanness ofhis appearance here;

upon my lady’s neither having a maid, nor being dressed bet-

ter than one. In short, I gave him a volley. He was thrown into

a violent passion; said he could not bear it; called in my lady

and complained to her, at the same time defending himself

with considerable plausibility. Had he been a man of more
mind, he and I must have had a quarrel for life. But I knew he

would soon come to himself. We had moor-fowl for supper to-

night, which comforted me.

We were advised by Rorie, by Donald MacLeod, and every-

body to visit Raasay in our way to Dunvegan, MacLeod’s
house, to which we looked wishfully forward as expecting more

Bosw?ll printed these verses in an appendix to the second edition of the Tour.
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elegance and propriety. The Rev. Mr. Donald Macqueen I

heard was the most intelligent man in the island. Sir Alexan-

der should have had him here with us. I had a letter to him

from Sir James Foulis. I sent an express to set off early next

morning with a letter to him enclosing SirJames’s and begging

he’d meet us at Raasay on Monday or Tuesday, as also enclos-

ing a card to MacLeod, to inform him that we were to be at

Dunvegan.

Mr. Johnson was vexed that he could get no distinct infor-

mation about anything from any ofthe people here. He wished

that a good comedian saw Rorie and his wife, to take from

them a Highland scene.

SATURDAY 4 SEPTEMBER. Sir Alexander was in my room
before I got up, with a bowl of buttermilk, of which I drank.

Our quarrel was already evanished. I set Mr. Johnson upon
him this morning, who said that in seven years he would make
this an independent island; that he’d roast oxen whole and
hang out a flag as a signal to the Macdonalds to come and get

beef and whisky. Poor Sir Alexander was always starting difli-

culties. “Nay,” said Mr.Johnson, “if you’re born to object, I

have done with you.” He would have a magazine of arms. Sir

Alexander said they would rust. Said Mr. Johnson, “Let there

be men to keep them clean. Your ancestors did not use to let

their arms rust.”^

It was in vain to try to inspirit him. Mr. Johnson said, “Sir,

we shall make nothing ofhim. He has no more ideas ofa chief

than an attorneywho has twentyhouses in a street and considers

how much he can make of them. All is wrong. He has nothing

to say to the people when theycome about him.” My beauty of

a cousin, too, did not escape. Indeed, I was quite disgusted with

her nothingness and insipidity, Mr.Johnson said, “Thiswoman
would sink a ninety-gun ship. She is so dull—so heavy.”

‘ “Dr.Johnson seems to have forgotten that a Highlander going armed at this period in-

corred the penalty ofserving as a common soldier for the first, and of transportation be-
,

yond sea for a second offence. And as for ‘calling out his clan,’ twelve Highlanders and a

bagpipe made a rebellion,”

—

Sir Wai.ter Scott.
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The natuvalist and son have been gone two days. Nobody

dined today but Rorie and his wife. Rovie was to be disposscvssed

of his farm in Glenclg at Whitsunday, and was trying to get

one from Sir Alexander. He and his wife only dined today. In

the afternoon came Rorie’s two sons,James the factor and Cap-

tain Donald; Norman Macdonald, SirJames’s old servant, who

was in terms for a farm; and Donald MacLeod. They drank

tea. The evening was heavy enough.

SUNDAY 5 SEPTEMBER. Sir Alexander and Rorie and I

walked to the parish church of Sleat. It is a poor one; not a

loft in it. There are no church-bells in' the island. I was told

there were once some. Wliat has become of them I could not

learn. The minister was from home, so there was no sermon.

We went into the church and saw SirJames’s monument. It is

a very pretty one. The inscription is rather too verbose.' Mr.

Johnson said it should have been in Latin, as everything in-

tended to be universal and permanent should be.

It was a beautiful day. My spirits were cheered by the mere

effect ofclimate. I had felt a return ofspleen during my stay in

this mean mansion, and had it not been that I had Mr. John-^

son to contemplate, I should have been very sickly in mind.

His firmness kept me steady. I looked at him as a man whose

head is turning at sea looks at a rock or any fixed object. I won-

dered at his tranquillity. He however said, ”Sir, when a man
retires into an island, he is to turn his thoughts entirely on an-

other world. He has done with this.”* And although Mr. John-

son was calm, yet his genius did not shine as in companies where

I have listened to him with admiration. It was enough if he

was not weak.

After dinner Sir Alexander and I walked to Tormore, the

I
“This extraordinary young inan, whom I had the pleasure of knowing intimately, hav-

,
ing been deeply regretted by his country, the most minute particulars concerning him
must be interesting to many.’’—Boswell. There follow two lettcw from SirJames to his

mother. Lady Margaret Macdonald, which are omitted in this edition.

In the printed Tour the conversation is continued through an additional half-page

—

about one hundred and forty words which were certainly not in the "very Jotmal which
• Dr.'Johttsonread,"
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house ofJames Macdonald, his factor. Here we had Rorie’s

daughter, Miss Katie, a pretty girl enough, Captain Donald,

and tlie rest who were with us yesterday, and drank a couple

ofbowls of punch. It was dark by the time we got back. I drank

freely of punch by way of being social, and after supper I

drank freely of port by way of keeping off a taedium vitae. Alto-

gether, I had too much.

Mr. Johnson told us that Isaac Hawkins Browne drank hard

for thirty years, and that he wrote his poem, De Animi Immorta-

litate, in the last ofthese years. SirAlexander and I had another

dispute tonight upon his method of proceeding, and he was
again in a passion.

MONDAY 6 SEPTEMBER. I awaked a good deal uneasy

from having drank too much. The morning too was very wet.

So I was in bad plight. About noon it cleared, and I grew bet-

ter. Sir Alexander supplied us with horses, and we set out, ac-

companied by Mr. Donald MacLeod as our guide. The day
was exceedingly agreeable. We rode for some time along Sleat,

near the shore. The houses in general were made just of turf,

covered with grass, and the country seemed well peopled. We
came into Strath, and passed along a wild moorish tract ofland

till we came to the shore at Broadford. There we found good

verdure and whin-rocks, or collections of stones like the ruins

of the foundations of old buildings. We saw, too, three cairns

of considerable size.

We came on a mile to Coirechatachan, a farm-house of Sir

Alexander possessed by Mr. Mackinnoh,i a jolly big man who

• “Thatmy readers may have my narrative in the style of the country through which I

am travelling, it is proper to inform them, that the chief ofa clan is denominated by his

.

surname alone, as MacLeod, Mackinnon, Mackintosh. To prefix Mr. to it would be a deg-

radation from ihe MacLeod, &c. My old fidend, the Laird of Macfarlane, the great an-

tiquary, tookithighlyamiss,whenGeneralWadecallcdhimMr.Macfarlane.Dr.Johnson •
•

said he could not bring himself to use this mode of address; it seemed to him to be too

familiar, sts it is the way in which, in all other places, intimates or inferiors are addressed.
,

When the chiefs have titles, they are denominated by them, aa Sir Jams Grant, Sir,AUan

Maclean, The other Highland gentlemen, of landed property, are denominated by their

estates, aa Xaasay, Boisdale; and the wives of ail ofthem have the title of ladies. The tacks-

men, or principal tenants, are named by their farms, as Kvngshwgh, Coirechatachan; and
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received us witli a kindly welcome. The house wa.s of two sto-

reys. We were carried into a low parlour, with a carpet on the

floor, which we had not seen at Armadale. We had tea in good

order, a trea^^ silver tea-pot, silver sugar-dish and tongs, silver

tea-spoons enough. Our landlord’s father had found a treasure

of old silver coins, and of these he had made his plate. Mr.

Johnson was quite well here. Mrs. Mackinnon was a decent

well-behaved old gentlewoman in a black silk gown. At night

we had of company Coirechatachan and his wife; Mrs. Mac-
kinnon, daughter to his wife and widow of his son; Mr. Mac-

pherson, minister of Sleat, and his wife, daughter of Coirecha-

tachan; a niece of Goirechatachan’s, Miss Mackinnon; Miss

Maepherson, sister to the minister; and Dr. Macdonald, a phy-

sician; as also young Mr. Mackinnon, son to Coirechatachan.

We had for supper a large dish of minced beef collops, a large

dish offricassee offowl, I believe a dish called fried chicketr® or

something like it, a dish ofham or tongue, some excellent had-

docks, some herrings, a large bowl ofrich milk, frothed, as good

a bread-pudding as I ever tasted, full of raisins and lemon or

orange peel, and sillabubs made with port wine and in sillabub

glasses. There was a good table-cloth with napkins; china, sil-

ver spoons, porter ifwe chose it, and a large bowl of very good

punch. It was really an agreeable meeting.*

Old Coirechatachan had hospitality in his whole behaviour,

as had his wife, who was what we call a ladylike woman. Mr.

Pennant was two nights here. He and young Mackinnon went
to the top ofBen Gaillich, a very high mountziinjust by, on the

top ofwhich there is a cairn.

How superior was our reception here to that at Sir Alex-

their wives are called the mistress of Kingsburgh, the mistress of Coirechatachan .—^Hav-
ing given this explanation, I amjit liberty to use that mode of speech which generally
prevails in the Highlands and the H^rides.”—^Boswcli,. Mackinnon’s first name, for
which Boswell left a blank which he neglected to fill, was Lachlan.
• i.e., tray. Boswell presumably meant to indicate a Hebridean pronunciation which dif-

fered from his own.
• Probably “friar’s chicken," or cMcken broth with eggs dropped in it.

• For this lyric paragraph the printed. Tour substituted a sentence or two of generalized
language. The next paragraph but one was omitted altogether.
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ander’s! Mr. Johnson got a good bedroonr to himself. When I

went upstairs, Mrs. Mackinnon received me in an opposite bed-

room with three beds in it, and with an air of hearty cordial-

ity said, “Come away and see if you can sleep among a heap

of folks”; then kissed me on each side of the face, and bid me
good-night. I had a good clean bed with red and white check

curtains to myself. In a bed with blue worsted stuff curtains

lay Donald MacLeod and Dr. Macdonald; in a red one ofthe

same kind, the minister and young Mackinnon.

TUESDAY 7 SEPTEMBER. Mr.Johnson was much pleased;

said we had a genteeler supper than ever we saw at Sir Alex-

ander’s. There were several good books here; Hector Boethius

in Latin, Cave’s Lives of the Fathers, Baker’s Chronicle, Jeremy
Collier’s Church History, Mr. Johnson’s small Dictionary, sev-

eral more books; a picture in oil colours, a mezzotinto of Mrs.

Brooks (by some strange chance in Skye),^ and a head of

Prince Charles in Paris plaster. Also a print of Ranald* Mac-
donald of Clanranald, with a Latin inscription about the Cul-

loden cruelties.

It was a very wet, stormy day. So we were obliged to remain

here, as it was impossible to cross the sea to Raasay. Mr. John-
son called me to his bed-side this morning, and to my astonish-

ment he took ojifLady Macdonald leaning forward with a hand

on each cheek and her mouth open—quite insipidity on a mon-

ument grinning at sense and spirit. To see a beauty repre-

sented by Mr. Johnson was excessively high. I told him it was

a masterpiece and that he must have studied it much. “Ay,”

said he.

I put off a part of the forenoon in bringing up this Journal.

The rest was a little dreary from the dulness of the weather

and the uncertain state in which we were in, as we could not

’ In editing the MS, Boswell described Mrs. Brooks as “the actress"; he also designated

her“my fair friend." He later repented ofthe personal reference, and struck it but in the

proofs. Mrs. Brooks was the wife ofJohn Brooks the engraver. Mrs. Mackinnon later

told Boswell {post, p. aaS) that Coirechatachan bought the mezzotint at the sale ofone

of the emigrants.
* Boswell left a blank for this name, but neglected to fill it.
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tell but it might clear up every hour. Nothing is more uneasy

to the mind than a state of suspense, especially when it de-

pends on the weather, as to which there can be so little calcu-

lation. As Mr. Johnson said of our weariness on the Monday
at Aberdeen, “Sensation is sensation.” Goirechatachan, which

was last night a hospitable house, was in my mind changed to-

day into a prison.® A Mr. Macdonald of Breakish came at din-

ner. We had a good plentiful one: roast mutton, a chicken-pie,

and I forget how many good dishes. After it we had several

Erse songs, and a bowl of stout punch. I was plagued some-

what with the toothache. I had a slight return of that spleen

or hypochondria or whatever it should be called, which for-

merly made me so miserable, and which operates not only as to

the present, but throws a gloom upon everything, whether past

or future. The blackness ofthe imagination blackens every ob-

ject that it takes in. How much reason have I to thank God
that I have now hardly any remains of so direful a malady!

The cheerfulness and constantgood sense ofmy valuable spouse

have had the happiest influence upon my mind.

After dinner I read some of Maepherson’s Dissertations on the

Ancient Caledonians, etc. I was disgusted at tire unsatisfactory con-

jectures as to antiquity before the days of record. I was happy

when tea came. Such, I take it, is the state of those who live in

the country. Meals are wished for from the cravings of vacu-

ity of mind as well as from the desire of eating, I was hurt to

find even such a temporary feebleness, and that I was so far

from being that robust wise man who is sufficient for his own
happiness. I felt a kind oflethargy ofindolence. I did not exert

.
nayself to get Mr. Johnson to talk, that I might not have the

labour ofwritingdown his conversation. Maepherson, the min-

ister of Sleat, was a very poor companion. He teased us with

pitiful scraps which he had picked up, such as, “Gay was a good

poet. He made a great deal by the Beggar's Opera,” etc. But

what was worse, he told Mr. Johnson that there was an Erse
^

—

- _
.

^
^

.
’ The remainder of this paragraph was omitted from the published Tow,
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Bible; that he, hatl ccunparcd the new Ers<^ Testanicnt: hy Mr.

Stuart with the former one; that (here were many Er,se manu-
scripts—all ofwhich cireiunstanc.es \vc afterwards found not to

be true. Mr- Johnson inquired here if there were any remains

of the second sight. Maepherson .said he wa.s resolved not to be-

lieve it, because it was founded on no principle. “Then,” said

Mr. Johnson, “there are many things which we are sure are

true that you will not believe. What principle is there why the

loadstone attracts iron?Whyan egg produces a chickenbyheat?
Why a tree grows upwards, when the natural tendency of all

things is downwards? Sir, it depends upon the degree of evi-

dence that you have.” Young Mr. Mackiniron told us of one

Mackenzie who is still alive whom he had ollen seen faint, and
when he recovered he told he had seen things. He told Mr.

Mackinnon that on .such a place he would meet a funeral, and

that such and such people would be the bearers, naming four;

and three weeks after he saw just what Mackenzie had told

him. The naming the very .spot in a country where a funeral

comes a long way, and the very people as bearers when there

are so many out ofwhom a choice may be made, seems curi-

ous. We would have sent for Mackenzie had we not been in-

formed that he could speak no English. Besides, the young man
seemed confused in his narration.

Mrs. Mackinnon, who was a daughter of old Kingsburgh,

told us that her father was one day riding in Skye, and some

women who were at work in a field on the side ofthe road told

him they heard two taisks,^ that is, two voices ofpersons about

to die; “and what,” said they, “is extraordinary, one ofthem

is an English taisk^ which we never heard before.” When he re-

turned, he at that very place mettwo funerals, and one ofthem

was of a woman who had come from the mainland and could

speak only English. This, she told us, made a great impression

upon her father.

Between tea and supper,, Goirechatachan arid I and some

* Gadic taibhs, taibhse: “ghost, vision, ghostly voice.”
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more of the gentlemen assembled round a good peat lire, and

drank two or three bottles ofporter. We had another excellent

supper, and many lively Erse songs after it.

How all the people here were lodged, I know not. By put-

ting a number of men in one room and another of women in

another, thus separating men from their wives, a good deal

was done.® Tonight Breakish was laid with Ganna. What be-

came of Dr. Macdonald, whose place was thus filled up, is

more than I could guess. I observed the Highlanders were laid

beside each other, and in sheets very dirty, without the least

scruple.Joseph had a good bed with clean sheets made for him
in the parlour. There were here two very good servants at table,

a young lad bare-legged and a girl bare-headed but very de-

cently dressed. She attended a company with uncommon alert-

ness. I observed tonight a remarkable instance ofthe simplicity

ofmanners or want ofdelicacy among the people in Skye. After

I was in bed, the minister came up to go to his. The maid stood

by and took his clothes and laid them carefully on a chair piece

by piece, not excepting his breeches, before throwing offwhich

he made water, while she was just at his back.

WEDNESDAY 8 SEPTEMBER. When I awaked, the rain

was much heavier than yesterday, but the wind had abated.

By breakfast, the day was better, and in a little it was calm and

clear. The joy which I felt was very fine. The propriety of the

expression, “thesunshine ofthebreast,” was evident, for the bril-

liant rays penetrated into my very soul. We were all in better

humour
,

than before. Mrs. Mackinnon with unaffected hospi-

tality and politeness expressed her happiness in having such

company in her house, and really was capable ofadmiring Mr.

Johnson; which indeed I must say all ofthem did according to

their capacities.When I knew she was old Kingsburgh’s daugh-

ter, I did not wonder at the good appearance which she made.

ShehadbeenmuchinAbercaimey’sfamily. Shewas atKings-
burgh the night that Prince Charles was there. She told me that

® In the published Tour the entry for Sept, 7 ended at this point.
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next morning the Prince was sound asleep in a room upstairs.

She went into her father’s room, which was below, and waked
him and suggested to him her apprehensions of a party’s com-
ing up. Her father said, “Let the poor man repose himselfafter

his fatigues; and as for me, I care not though they take off this

old grey head” (pulling off his night cap and showing it) “ten

or eleven years sooner.” He then pulled the clothes over his

head and again fell fast asleep:

Sweet are the slumbers of the virtuous man.

This worthy old gentleman lived to see the family of Mac-
donald, of which he had taken the most faithful charge in Sir

James’s minority, become what it now is in the person of this

wretch Sir Alexander, who neglected Kingsburgh and has quar-

relled with his son.

I observed to Mr.Johnson that if Sir Alexander was a fierce

barbarian, there might be something grand in observing his

ravages; but that so much mischief should be produced by

such an insect, really vexed one. At Coirechatachan the uni-

versal voice was against him. It was one ofthe farms upon the

estate of Mackinnon, fromwhom it was purchased by the fam-

ily ofMacdonald by a strange sale which is well known. There

are five years of the lease to run. By and by Sir Alexander will

be harassing the people there too. But Mrs. Mackinnon talked

as iftheir family would go to America rather than be oppressed

by him. She said, “How agreeable would it be if these gen-

tlemen should come in upon us when we’re in America.”^ It

was said Sir Alexander is very frightened at sea. Said Mr.

Johnson, frightened at sea; and his tenants are fright-

ened when he comes to land.” Coirechatachan pays but about

£50 of rent. But by droving and selling meal, in the former

part ofhis life, he has made as much money as that the interest

of it will pay his rent.

^The Mackinnons never emigi’atcd. When Carruthers published his edition of the T’oar,

in 185a, Coirechatachan was in the possession of a great-grandson ofJohnson’s enter-

tainer. In 1889, however. Dr. Hill found the house a ruin, the yard in use as a sheep-

fold.
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We resolved to set out directly after breakfast. We had about

two miles to lide to the seaside, and there we expected to get

one of the boats belonging to the fleet ofbounty herring-ships®

then on the coast, or at least a good country fishing-boat. But

while we were prepariirg to set out, there arrived a man with

the following card from the Reverend Mr. Donald Macqueen,

to whom I had written to meet us at Raasay:

Mr. Macquecn’s compliments to Mr, Boswell, and begs leave to acquaint

him, that feaiing the want of a proper boat, as much as the rain of yester-

day, might have caused a stop, he is now at Sgianadan with Macgillical-

lum’s'’ carriage, to convey him and Dr.Johnson to Raasay, where they will

meet with most hearty welcome and where MacLeod, being on a visit, now
attends their motions.

Wednesday forenoon.

This card was most agreeable. It was a prologue to that hos-

pitable and truly polite reception which we were to have at

Raasay, It added much to my good spirits. I was elated per-

haps too youthfully. “This is right,” said I. “We’re now like

ourselves.” In a little arrived Mr. Donald Macqueen himself;

a decent minister, an elderlyman with his own black hair, cour-

teous and rather slow ofspeech, but candid, sensible, and well-

informed, nay, learned. Along with him came, as our pilot, a

gentleman whom I had a great desire to see—Malcolm Mac-
Leod, one of the Raasay family, celebrated in the year 174.5

for his conducting the Prince with fidelity from Raasay to the

Laird of Mackinnon’s. He was now sixty-two years ofage, quite

the Highland gentleman; of a stout well-made person, well-

proportioned; a manly countenance brownedwith the weather,
but a ruddiness in his cheeks, a good way up which his rough

beard extended; a quick lively eye, not fierce in his look, but

firm and good-humoured. He had a pair of brogues, tartan

hose which came up only near to his knees and left them bare,

a purple kilt, a black waistcoat, a short cloth green coat with

’To encowage fisheries, an Act had been passed in 1 750 placing a bounty of thirty shil-

lings lire ton on white herrings.

’“The Highland expression for Laird of Raasay.”

—

Boswsli,, (Gaelic Mae-GliilU-

Chaluim, “the son of die servant of Columba.”)
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gold cord, a large blue bonnet with a gold-thread button. I

never saw a figure that was more perfectly a representative ofa

Highland gentleman. I wished much to have a picture ofhim
just as he was. I found him frank dead, polite^ in the true sense of

the word.

The good family at Coirechatachan said they hoped to see

us in our return. We rode down to the shore. But Malcolm
walked with graceful vigour. We were accompanied on foot by

young Mr. Mackinnon and Breakish.

We got into Raeisay’s carriage, which was a good stout open

boat made in Norway. The wind had now risen pretty much.

But we had four stout rowers, particularly a MacLeod, a fel-

low half naked, with a bare black head, robust and spirited,

something half wild Indian, half English tar. Mr. Johnson sat

high on the stern like a magnificent Triton.*Malcolm raised an

Erse song, Hatyin foam foam m,® to which he gave Jacobite

words of his own. The tune was “O’er the moor among the heather,

Highlandized. The boatmen and Mr. Macqueen chorused, and

all went well. At length Malcolm himselftook an oar and rowed

like a hero. We sailed along the coast of Scalpay, an island be-

longing to Sir Alexander Macdonald, being part of the pur-

chase from Mackinnon. It is four miles long and broad.

Mr. Johnson was for him and me buying it and having a good

school and an Episcopal church (Malcolm said he would come

to it) and a printing-press where we should print all the Erse

that could be found.

Here again I was strongly struck with the long-projected

scheme of Mr. Johnson’s and my visiting the Hebrides being

realized. I called to him, “We are contending with seas,” which

I think were the words ofone of his letters to me. "Not much,”

said he; and though the wind made the sea lash considerably

upon us, he was not discomposed. Afterwewere out of the shade

* A cancelled note in the MS after this sentence reads, “There is a blank in myJournal
which I have thus filled up”—referring to the words “stern” and “Triton.” The note

was probably addressed to Malone.
* See /m/, p. 960.
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of Scalpay, and in the sound between it and Raasay, which

was for about a league, the wind made the sea really rough. I

did not like it. Mr. Johnson said, “This now is the Atlantic. If

I should tell at a tea-table in London that I have crossed the

Atlantic in an open boat, how they’d shudder and what a fool

they’d think me to expose myselfto such danger.” He repeated

the ode, Otium divos rogat.^

In the confusion or hurry of this rough sail, Mr. Johnson’s

spurs, whichJoseph had in his hand or on his knee, were car-

ried overboard into the sea, and lost. This was the first misfor-

tune that has befallen us. Mr, Johnson was a little angry at

first, observing that there was something wild in a pair ofspurs

being carried into the sea out ofa boat; but then he said that,

as Jeans had said upon losing his pocket-book, “It was rather

an inconvenience than a loss.” He said he now recollected that

the night before he dreamt that he put his staffinto a river and

chanced to let it go, and it was carried down the stream and he

lost it. “So now you see,” said he, “that I have lost my spurs;

and this story is better than many ofthose which we have as to

second sight and dreams.” Mr. Macqueen said he did not be-

lieve the second sight; that he never met any well-attested

instances; and if he did, he would impute them to chance,

because all who pretend to that quality often fail in their pre-

dictions, though they take a wide range, and sometimes inter-

pret literally, sometimes figuratively so as to suit the events. He
told us that since he came to be minister of the parish where

he now is, the beliefofwitchcraft or charms was very common,
in so much that he had many prosecutions before his sessiorP

against women, for having by these means carried off the milk

from people’s cows. He disregarded them; and there is not now
the least vestige of that superstition. He preached against it;

and in order to give a strong proofto the people that there was
nothing in it, he said from the pulpit that every woman in

“ Horace, Odts, II.xvi.i . “Caught in the open Aegean, he implores the gods for rest.”
’ The parochial ecclesiastical court, as Boswell explains in the published text.
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the parish was welcome to take the milk from his cows pro-

vided she did not touch them.®

Mr. Johnson asked him as to Fingal. He said he could repeat

some passages in the original. That he heard his grandfather

had a copy of the poem; but that he did not believe that Os-
siancomposed thatpoem as it isnowpublished.Thiscamepretty

much to what Mr.Johnson has always held, though he goes far-

ther and maintains that it is no better than such an epic poem
as he could make from the song ofRobin Hood; that is to say,

that, except a few passages, there is nothing truly ancient but

the names and some vague traditions. Mr. Macqueen alleged

that Homer was made up ofdetached fragments. Mr. Johnson
denied it; said that it had been one work originally, and that

you could not put a book of the Iliad out of its place; and he

believed the same might be said of the Odyssey.^

Mr.Malcolm told us that he went with the Prince firom Raa-

say in a boat, landed near Portree, and from thence they walked

all night over the mountains till they came into Strath, and the

Laird ofMackinnon received him. He said the Prince went as

his servant, carrying a little bundle and a bottle with a little

brandy in it.When the brandywas drank out, he was for throw-

ing away the bottle. “No,” said Malcolm, “since it has served

your highness, I hope to drink a cask out ofit yet,” and kept it.

He has it still, as also a silver stock-buckle which he got from

the Prince. He seiid the Prince walked better than he did, and

said he was not afraid ofany party of soldiers ifhe was once at

the distance of a musket-shot from them; but that, he feared

the Highlanders who were against him, as they could pursue

so much better. He did not seem to be at all cast down.

I shall here put down all the particulars concerning the un-

‘ “Such spells are still believed in. A ladjr of property in Mull, a friend of mine, had a
few years rincc much diflSculty in rescuing from the superstitioua fury of the people, an

old woman,who used a charm to injure her neighbour’s cattle. It is now in my possession,

and consists of feathers, parings of nails, hair, and such like trash, wrapt in a lump of

clay.”—Sre, Walter Scott.
• Both these titles were filled in later, evidently because Boswell was not at first sure

which was which.
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fortunate Prince which I picked up at Raasay. He was two

nights in a hut in that island. The present Raasay, Dr. Mac-

Leod his brother, and Malcolm were with him. There came a

man near to the hut whom they did not know. They were ap-

prehensive he might be a spy; and the Raasay gentlemen were

for shooting him directly. “No,” said the Prince, “God forbid.

Let us not take away a man’s life who may be innocent.”John
Mackenzie, a common Highlander who was attending them,

said in Erse, “Weil, well, no matter. He must be shot. You are

the King. But we are the Parliament.” The Prince asked what

the man said; and being told it in English, he, notwithstand-

ing the peril which he was in, laughed loud and heartily. Luck-

ily the unknown person did not perceive that there were peo-

ple in the hut; at least did not approach it, but walked on past

it, unknowing of his risk- Had he come to them, they were re-

solved to dispatch liim, for as Malcolm said to me, “We could

not keep him with us, and we durst not let him go. In such a

situation I would have shot my brother if I had not beeit sure

of him.”

John Mackenzie is alive. I saw him.^" About eighteen years

ago he hurt one of his legs when dancing, and was obliged to

have it cut off. So he was going about witli a wooden leg. The
story of his being a member of Parliament is always kept up. I

took him out a little way from the house, gave him a shilling to

drink Raasay’s health, and talked to him of the story. With

less foundation, some writers have traced the idea of Parlia-

ment and of the British Constitution in rude and early times,

I was curious to know ifJohn Mackenzie had really heard or

understood anything of that subject, which, had he been a

greater man, would have been strenuously maintained. “Why,
John,” said I, “did you think the King should be controlled by
a Parliament?” He answered,“ I thought, sir, there were many
voices against one.”

The Prince asked Dr. MacLeod what kind ofman Malcolm

“This old Scottish memberofParliament, I am informed, is stilUiving (i 785).“—Boswell.
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was, and Malcolm what kind ofman the Doctor was, that he

might know whom to trust. He told Malcolm, “Sir, I put my-
self into your hands. Only bring me to the Laird of Mackin-
non.” Malcolm proposed taking him by sea. He more wisely

chose to go by land, after being in Skye. So Raasay, the Doc-

tor, and Malcolm attended him in a boat which ferried him
over. He told only Malcolm where he was to go, justly con-

sidering that it was safest to have the secret entrusted to as few

as possible. He gave the Doctor a spoon and knife and fork in

a shagreen case, and bid him keep them till they met again,

and bid him be at Portree in a few days with some brandy and

other things. Malcolm delivered him to Mackinnon, who went

over with him to Morar, and delivered him to the present Mo-
rar, then a lad of seventeen. Malcolm told me that in the hut

the Prince would start from broken slumbers and speak to him-

selfin different languages : French, Italian, and English (though

indeed it must be considered that my worthy friend Malcolm

did not probably know the difference between French and Ital-

ian), and one of his expressions in English was, “O God! poor

Scotland!” Malcolm said theyhad always aman keeping watch

while they were in the hut, and that while they were crossing

from Raasay to Skye it was somewhat rough, and the Prince

asked if there was any danger; and upon being told there was

none, he immediately sung an Erse song. He had learnt a good

deal of Erse.

It was a most pleasing approach to Raasay. We saw before

us a beautiful bay, well defended with a rocky coast; a good

gentleman’s house, a fine verdure about it, a considerable num-

ber of trees, and beyond it hiUs and mountains in gradation of

wildness. Our boatmen sung with great spirit. Mr.Johnson ob-

served that naval music was very ancient. As we came to shore,

the music of rowers was succeeded^i by that of reapers, who
were busy at work, and who seemed to shout as much as to

“ Here follows a page in the MS wliich is blank except for this note: “This page I missed

inadvertently; not with any nonsensical purpose, as Tristram Shandy did.”
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sing, while they worked with a bounding vigour.ia Just as we
landed, I observed a cross, or rather the ruins of one, upon

a rock, which had to me a pleasing vestige of religion. I per-

ceived a large company coming out from the house. We met

them as we walked up. There were Raasay; his brother Dr.

MacLeod; his nephew the Laird of Mackinnon; the Laird of

MacLeod; Colonel MacLeod of Talisker, a genteel man and a

faithful branch of the family, an officer in the Dutch service;

Mr. MacLeod of Muiravonside, best known by the name of

SandieMacLeod, who was aide-de-camp to the Prince in 1745,

and remained eighteen years in exile on that account; Mr, Mac-

queen, a young divine, son to the Reverend Mr. Donald Mac-
queen; Mr. James MacLeod, a boy about—years of age, the

future Laird of Raasay; and Mr. Macqueen, a genteel young

man, his tutor.^® We were welcomed upon the green, and con-

ducted into the house, where we were introduced to Lady Raa-

say, to Miss Flora Raasay (as she is called in this part of the

world for distinction), the eldest daughter or Princess, and to

nine other young ladies, viz., Janet, Katherine, Margaret, Isa-

bella, Jane, Julia, Anne, Mary, and Christian.^'* Raasay has

also three sons, James, Malcolm, andJohn, all boys. He him-

self is a sensible, polite, and most hospitable gentleman. I was

told that his island of Raasay, and that of Rona (from which

the eldest son ofthe family has his title), and a considerable ex-

tent of land which he has in Skye, do not altogether yield him
above £250 or at most £300 of rent; and yet he lives in the

greatest plenty; and so far is hefrom distressing his people, that,

in the present rage for emigration, not a man has left his estate.

We found here coffee and tea in genteel order upon the ta-

ble, as it was past six when we arrived; diet loaf, marmalade
of oranges, currant jelly; some elegantly bound books on a

“ “They accompany in the Highlands every action, which can be done in equal time,

with an appropriate strain, which has, they say, not much meaning; but its effects are

regularity and cheerfulness” (Johnson’s Jowmej' to the Western Islands, Chapman ed., 56).

The MS is defective here; “genteel” is conjectural.
** Boswell neglected to fill the blank which he left for these names; they have been sup-
plied from Burke’a Landed Gentry,
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large table, in short, all the marks ofimproved life. We had a

dram of excellent brandy, according to the Highland custom,

filled round. They call it a scdck}^ On a sideboard was served

up directly, for us who had come off the sea, mutton-chops

and tarts, with porter, claret, mountain, and punch.” Then
we took coffee and tea. In a Httle, a fiddler appeared, and a

little ball began. Raasay himself danced with as much vigour

and spirit as any man. Sandie MacLeod, who has at times an

excessive flow of spirits, was, in his days of absconding, known
by the name of McGrusIick, which it seems was the designa-

tion of a kind of wild man in the Highlands, and so he was
called here. He made much jovial noise, but was too violent

for my nerves, though they are now pretty well stiffened. Mr.

Johnson^'' was so delighted with this scene that he said, “I

know not how we shall get away.” It entertained me to ob-

serve himsitting bywhilewe danced,sometimes in deep medita-

tion, sometimes smiling complacently, sometimes looking upon

Hooke’s Roman History, and sometimes talking a little, amidst

the noise ofthe ball, to Mr. Donald Macqueen, who anxiously

gathered knowledge from him. He was pleased with Mac-
queen, and said to me, “This is a critical man, sir. There must

be great vigour of mind to make him cultivate learning so

much in the Isle of Skye, where he might do without it. It is

wonderful how many of the new publications he has. There

must be a snatch of every opportunity.” Mr. Macqueen told

me that his brother (who is the fourth generation of the family

following each other as ministers of the parish of Snizort) and

hejoined together and bought from time to time such books as

had reputation. Soon after we came in, a black cock and grey

hen, which had been shot, were shown, with their feathers on,

“ Gaelic sgaile.

“ The printed Tour reads, "a substantial dinner, and a variety ofwines.” In the remain-

der of theJournal the reader may assume a similar suppression of detailed bills of fare.

” A leaf (pp. soi-a) of the MS is missing here; the text from this point down to that in-

dicated by the next footnote has been supplied from the first edition. If the missing leaf

was written on both sides, it contained considerably more than the corresponding pas-

sage in the printed Toitr.
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to Dr.Johnson, who had never seen that species of bird before.

We had a company of thirty at supper, and all was good hu-

mour and gaiety.*® Many songs were sung, one in particular to

encourage the emigrants, which had a chorus ending always

with Tullishole^^ The glass circulated briskly, but nobody was

asked to drink more than he cared to, and there was no in-

temperance.

I had a very good room to myself. The house has eleven fine

rooms. It was built by this Raasay. His father was out in 1745,

but had previously conveyed the estate to him, so there was

no forfeiture; but as the Prince was known to have had an asy-

lum in Raasay, those employed under the Government burnt

every house upon the island. The family house was then just

new. The tower ofthree storeys, which Martin mentions, stood

till within a little of those latter commotions, when it was

taken down and the stones ofit employed in building the pres-

ent house, which was consumed with the fire, all but the walls,

so that ’tis partly the work of the late Raasay, partly of this.

Some ofthe rooms have a number ofbeds, and so they are able

to have so extensive a hospitality. We were in a new state of

existence tonight.

THURSDAY 9 SEPTEMBER. Afteramostcomfortablesleep,

I had goat’s whey brought to my bedside. Then rose and par-

took ofan excellent breakfast: as good chocolate as I ever tasted,

tea, bread and butter, marmalade andjelly. There was no loaf-

bread, butvery good scones, or cakes offlour baked with butter.

There was a plate of butter and curd mixed which they call

rr—— ;* cakes of what is called graddaned meal, that is, meal

burnt with straw in place of being threshed and kiln-dried.

This seems, to be bad management, as so much fodder is con-

** So far from the printed text. The next fovir words have been supplied by the editors, to

make a transition to the MS.
“ Professor Macdonald suggests tiattidh sehl, “more sail,” “more way, guidance,” etc.

“Can it be that the phrase meant ‘further leading, guidance’ as an exhortation to the

singer dr leader ofthe company, or,more simply, ‘more’ : i.e., ‘let us have more singing’?”
' The Gaelic word which Boswell could not recall was probably gruitheam-
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sumed by it. Mr. Macqueen, however, defends itby saying that

it is doing the thing much quicker, as one operation serves for

what is otherwise done by two. His chiefreason, however, was
that the servants in Skye are, according to him, a worthless,

faithless pack, and steal what they can; so that much is saved

by the corn passing but once through their hands, as at each

time they pilfer some. It appears to me that the graddaning is

a strong example of the laziness of the Highlanders, who will

rather let fire do for them, at the expense offodder, than labour

themselves. There were also barley-bannocks ofthis year’s meal,

and—what I cannot help disliking to have atbreakfast—cheese.

It is the custom over all the Highlands to have it; and it often

smells very strong, and poisons to a certain degree the elegance

of an Indian^ breakfast. The day was showery. However, Raa-

say and I took a walk and had a very solid, easy, feudal chat. I

conceived a more than ordinary regard for this worthy gentle-

man. He has had this island above four hundred years. It is

the remains of the estate ofMacLeod ofLewis whom he repre-

sents; and there is a question with some whether MacLeod of

Harris or his family is the elder branch. However, he does not

contest the chieftainship with the Laird ofMacLeod.® When we
returned, Mr. Johnson came out with us to see the old chapel.

But before quitting the island in my Journal (as I am now far

behind with it, for I am now writing on the 15 September), I

shall put down all my observatioiis upon it at once. Mr. John-

son was in fine spirits. He said, “This is truly the patriarchal

life. This is what we came to find.” Minute things mark civil-

ized life. We had here variety ofpreserves, and two parrots in

cages were set out before the door to bask in the sun.

We had a plentiful and genteel dinner, after which McCrus-

lick and I went out with guns to try ifwe could find any black

cock; but we had no sport, and there came a heavy rain, by

* i.e., luxurious, "Asiatic.”

> Boswell deleted this reference to the rival claims of Raasay and the Laird ofMacLeod.

Johnson had published a similar statement, and Raasay had objected. See the corres-

pondence printed post, p. 398.
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which we were a good deal wet. Malcolm had the best way of

sheltering himself—under a dike with ferns upon it—that could

be. We saw what is called a Danish fort.‘‘ Our evening was

passed as last night was. The Laird of Mackinnon was a young

man ofsmall size, delicate constitution, feebleness ofvoice and

nearness of sight, but I was told had great knowledge, and

hurt himself by too much study, particularly of infidel meta-

physicians. I had a small specimen of his improvement in that

way when I spoke ofthe second sight. He immediately retailed

some of the flimsy arguments of Voltaire and Hume against

miracles in general. It was strangely offensive to hear infidelity

from a Highland chief. It was like finding him toupd’d and

essenced like a French fop. I was sorry for the young gentle-

man, who I heard was a worthy lad. I told Mr. Johnson he

had studied himself into infidelity. “Then,” said he, “he must

study himselfout of it again. That is the way. Drinking largely

would sober him again.”

Mr. Johnson showed me today two odes which he had writ-

ten in Skye, One ofthem was to Mrs. Thrale. It was very pretty.

I asked it from him. He said, “I’d as soon give you my ears.”

But he said I might get it from her if she pleased. He said he

would not swear against giving me the other.® So I hope it

shall enrich my Journal. I said I was entitled to have a dia-

mond here and there in it. I would give him one® if I could.

I was in some doubt today whether to set out next day, in

order that I might let Sir Alexander’s horses get home to him
the sooner, in which case I thought to return to Raasay in our

way from Dunvegan to Sleat, whence we could have Sir

Alexander’s boat to Mull, and on return I might see the island

fully. But I considered that we might perhaps get a boat from

*A broch, now known to have been constructed some centuries before the Scandinavian
Invasions. See Boswell’s fuller description, /orl, p. 14a.
* He let Boswell copy it on 20 September at Dunvegan, Both odes appear in the pub-
Hshed text.

* This word was inadvertently omitted by Boswell, and has been supplied by the editors.
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MacLeod’s country, and it was better to make sure of seeing

Raasay; so I resolved to have a great expedition tomorrow,

and my friend Malcolm promised to call me before six.

FRIDAY 10 SEPTEMBER. Malcolm was at my bed-side

between five and six.^ I sprung up, and he and I and Donald

Ganna and Mr. Macqueen, the minister’s son, and Joseph set

out.We took a dram and a bit ofbread directly. But Lady Raa-
say and some ofher daughters were up, and a boy ofthe name
of Stewart was sent with us as our carrier of provisions. We
walked briskly along; but the country was very stony at first,

and a great many risings and fallings lay in our way. We had

a shot at a flock ofplovers sitting. But mine was harmless. We
came first to a pretty large lake, sunk down comparatively with

the ground about it. Then to another; and then we mounted

up to the top ofDuncaan, where we sat down, eat cold mutton

and bread and cheese and drank brandy and punch. Then we
had a Highland song from Malcolm; then we danced a reel to

which he and Donald Macqueen sang.* We then walked on

over amuch better country, verygood pasture; sawmany moor-
fowl, but could never get near them; descended a hill on the

^ side of the island and went into a farm-house, a Mac-

lean’s. It was somewhat circular in its shape. At one end sheep

and goats were lodged; at the other, the family. The man and

his wife had a little bedstead. The place where the servants lay

was marked out upon the ground with whinstones and strewed

with fern. The fire was towards the upper end of the house.

The smoke went out at a hole in the roof, at some distance and

not directly above it, as rain would hurt it. I found here sacks

made of rushes very well plaited, so as to be strong and yery

^ In the published Tour, Boswell condenses the account of his jaunt around Raasay into

two sentences. The material was good, but it was not Johnsonian.

> The “reel” furnished Collings and Rowlandson with subject matter for a caricature.

Boswell is waving his journal in his right fist; a portable ink-hom and pen dangle from

his buttonhole.
3 The hill must have been Beinn a Chapuill, on the east side of the island.
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compact. They really looked well and madc‘‘ very tolerable

baskets. The art of creeling or working in \vattles seems to be

well practised among these islanders.

Let me here put down a local saying ofmine against Sir Saw-

ney. I said by driving away the gentlemen, the best people upon

his estate, he would have no beams, no great timber—just a

creel clan. He knew not well how to do about Mr. Johnson and

me. He did not wish us to see how much better Raasay lived

than he; so he began to object, and said he heard Lady Raa-

say was ill. “Oh, tlien,” said Mr. Johnson, “we’ll stay till we
hear how she is.” The animal answered, “Oh, no!” Mr. John-

son was struck with his desire to get rid of us.

I saw in this hut a little house-kiln for drying corn. It was

about the size of a hogshead; was made of wattles, plastered

with clay very firmly both on the outside and the inside. The
convenience of it was that the man could dry a little at a time,

as he could afford it, and instead ofhaving one to attend in an

outhouse, it could be watched by the family sitting by their

fireside. The farmer here had no children, and he and his wife

spoke only Erse. Adjoining to tire house was another little cir-

cular room called a keep-house. The womanvery hospitablywent
into it and brought us some very good milk. I went into the

place. It was a kind of store-room for the few things that they

had. She kept her milk in an earthen dish put within a wooden

chest, which shut with a lid, so that it was very clean.

We had been met by Mr. Charles MacLeod, half-brother to

Raasay, a strapping young fellow. Old Raasay had most ab-

surdly married again after the year 1746. His widow, bywhom
he had several children, lives in a small comfortable house

which was built for him just adjoining to the old castle of the

family^ She has a good farm gratis, and the interest of£400 by

,
way ofjointure. Mr. Charles took us to her house. She was a

stout fresh-looking woman, very plainly dressed, and could not

speak a word ofEnglish, She treated us with cream and barley-

* An inadvertent omission, supplied by the editors.
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bread. It was not amiss to see the difference between her house-
keeping and that of Raasay’s. Folly on one side, and probably

interested cunning on the other, had produced the second mar-
riage. She was called only Mrs. MacLeod now. I know not if

ever she was called Lac^, as her husband had previously given

the estate to this gentleman.

We saw the old castle,® then walked over to a large cave on

the ® coast, accompanied by Mr. Charles, who was to

go to Raasay with us. From there we turned and made the best

of our way back again, by somewhat a shorter road. I was

much fatigued for a while, but recovered and did wonderfully.

It was a fine fair day, with such a breeze as was refreshing. By
the time we returned we had walked good four-and-twenty

English miles. I got coffee and tea after I had dressed myself,

and was most serene.

Malcolm had told us several anecdotes today of his expedi-

tion in 1745-6. He was kept prisoner in London for . He
was carried up in CaptainJohn Ferguson’s^ ship, where he said

the prisoners were very ill maintained. But there were some

soldiers on board, who lived well, and sometimes invited him
to share. At London he had the good fortune to be confined in

the house of one Dick, a messenger, instead of being impris-

oned. To his astonishment there could but one evidence against

him be found. He said he would willingly have signed his ban-

ishment. Yet he told me he would never be so ready for dying

as he was then. His spirits were kept up by thinking warmly of

the good cause. Lady Primrose, who took care of Miss Flora

Macdonald, sent her to Scotland in a post-chaise, and bid her

have any one of her friends to accompany her. She chose Mal-

colm. “So,” said he, “I went to London to be hanged, and

came down in a chaise with Miss Flora Macdonald.” He said

‘ Brochel Casde, in the northeastern part of the island.

• Boswell’s description, later in the text, shows that the blank should be filled by “north-

western.”

^ Boswell neglected to fill in this name, which has been supplied by the editors. Ferguson

was in command ofH.M.S. Funiact.
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when the Prince paitecl from him he insisted on his taking ten

guineas out of his purse, though he was sure he had not above

forty. But he said he would get enough on the mainland.

Malcolm and I became great friends.He offered to makeme a

present ofthe bottle, which was going a great length indeed. But

I refused it, sayingnobodyshould haveit but himself.He had got

a little pipe from the Prince, which he gave to a gentleman in

England
;
and as he came down,he saw it atYork in a silver case.

I exerted myself in an extraordinary degree in dancing to-

night, drinking porter heartily at intervals, and thinking that

I was fit to lead on Highlanders.

Let me gather here some gold dust, some gleanings of Mr.

Johnson’s conversation without regard to order of time. He
said he thought very highly ofBentley; that no man now went

so far in the kinds oflearning that he cultivated; that the many
attacks of him were owing to envy and to a desire of being

known by being in competition with such a man; that it was

safe to attack him because he never answered them, but let

them die away. It was attacking a man who would not beat

them, because his beating them would make them live the

longer. And he was right not to answer, for in his hazardous

method of writing he could not but be often enough wrong;

so it was better to leave things to their general appearance

than own himself to be wrong in particulars. He said Mallet

was the prettiest-dressed poppet about town, and always kept

good company.® That from his way of talking, he saw and al-

ways said that he had not written any of the Life of the Duke
of Marlborough, though perhaps he intended to do it some

time; in which case he was not culpable in taking the pension.

That he imagined the Duchess was to furnish the materials

• Boswell never lost an opportunity to publish something unfavourable to David Mallet

(who no doubt deserved what he got); the time (i 763) when hejoined with George
Dempster and Andrew Erskine in composing Critical Strictures upon Mallet’s tragedy,

Elvira, The authors of that abusive pamphlet were even so impolite as to call attention
. to the fact that Mallet had formerly been janitor in the Edinburgh High School. Note

that Boswell’s MS has poppet, not puppet, the reading of ali the editions. Puppet is doubt-
less to be regarded as a printer’s error.



Raasay} lo September 1773 141

and Mallet to furnish the words and the order and all that in

which the art of writing consists. That the Duchess was not

a woman of superior parts, but a bold frontless woman who
knew how to make the most ofher opportunities in life. That

Hooke got a great sum of money for writing her Apology
\
that

he wondered how Hooke put in that saying that to tell an-

other’s secret to one’s friend is no breach ofconfidence; though

perhaps Hooke, who was a virtuous man, and whose History

shows it, and did not wish her well though he wrote her

Apology, might see its effect and yet put it in, since she desired

it to be put in. He was acting only ministerially, I am afraid,

though, that Hooke was bound to give his best advice. I speak

as a lawyer. Though I have had clients that I did not wish

well to, yet if I undertook their cause, I would not do anything

to hurt it, even at their desire, without warning them first.

And now let me throw together what I can as to the Island

of Raasay. It lies south and north, is about fifteen English

miles long, and four broad. On the south quarter is the family

seat, situated on a pleasing low spot. There is very good grass

fields and corn lands about it, well-dressed. I observed, however,

hardly any enclosing except a good garden well stocked with

kitchen stuff, gooseberries, raspberries, currants, strawberries,

apple-trees. There is a tolerable southern wall on which finit-

trees have been tried, but have been neglected. Mr. Johnson

observed with how little people will do, though they may easily

obtain what would be very convenient; for that the family

had possessed this island 400 years and never made a landing

place, when men with pickaxes might cut a stair out of the

rock in a week’s time.

On one of the rocks just where we landed, which are not

high ones, there is rudely drawn a square with a crucifix in the

middle, like this;® where it is said the Laird of Raasay in old

“ Boswell made two attempts to draw this cross. The first sketch he blotted immediately,

the second he scored out so heavily in the revision that its outlines are uncertain. For an
excellent photograph from a cast, see Proc, Soe, of Antiquaries of Scotland, Ixvii. 64.
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times used to offer up his devotions. I could not but kneel upon

the spot and gratefully remember the death of Christ, uttering

a short prayer. This I did the morning that I left Raasay,

while the family accompanied us to the shore; but nobody

could imagine that I was doing anything more titan attentively

satisfying my curiosity.

A little off the shore westward is a kind of subterraneous

house. There has been a natural fissure or separation of the

rock, running towards the sea. That has been roofed over with

long stones, and above them turf has been laid, till the ground

gradually disappears, being lost in the beach. In that place the

inhabitants used to keep their oars. About a quarter of a mile

or more from the house is what is called a Danish fortification.

It could not be a watch tower, for on the land side it is covered

by rising ground, close to it, so could not communicate intel-

ligence by signals. It has been a pretty high circular wall built

double, so as that there was a spiral passage, like that of pipes

in a hothouse, to tlic top, roofed^® all along with Jlag stones^ as

they are called, or long pieces of freestone. In the space in the

middle were the huts for the people, who were there safe, and

could steal under cover to the top to explore. The middle of

this was much filled up by stones having tumbled from the

wall. So ’tis very imperfect. There are a tolerable number of

trees near the house which grow well. Some of them are of a

pretty good size. They are mostly the plane or sycamore-tree

and ash. There were a few of the mountain ash or rozwaw-tree,

loaded with berries and which had a rich appearance. These

were between the back of the house and the garden. A little

to the west of the house is an old chapel with now no roof

upon it. It has never been very curious. I at first imagined it

had originally two storeys, from there being holes in the wall

as ifjoists had been there. But Mr. Johnson, who is very ac-

curate, found that the holes were not directly opposite to each

other in the two walls, and were only defects by the injury of

“Boswell wrote roughed, apparently an inadvertency,
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time. In one of these holes we saw some human bones of an

uncommon size. There was a heel-bone in particular which
Dr. MacLeod said was such that if the foot was in proportion

it must have been twenty-seven inches. Mr. Johnson would
not look at the bones. He started back from them with a strik-

ing appearance of horror. Mr. Macqueen said it was formerly

much the custom in these isles to have human bones lying

above ground and in the windows of churches. This chapel

appears to have been a good deal filled up with earth. On
the floor of it are several gravestones, but without any legible

inscriptions. A little to the east of it, I suppose about twelve

feet, is a ruin of a burying-place of another tribe of the Mac-
Leods (for there were several in the island)

,
and in the space

between the two were some recent graves. On the south of the

chapel is the family burying-place. Above the door on the east

end of it is a small bust or image of the Virgin Mary, carved

upon a stone which makes part ofthe wall; and to the south of

the family burying-place is a smaller one said to be for another

tribe. All these ruins are unroofed and full of nettles and other

weeds, and look like one clus ter at small distance, thus and as

they are now in a grove, they have somewhat ofa venerable air;

at least they affect the mind with pious awe to a certain degree.

There is no church upon the island, which is in the parish of

Portree^® in Skye, and the minister comes and preaches there

either in Raasay’s house or some other house once in . I

could not but value the family seat more for having even this

ruin of a chapel so near it. There was something comfortable

in the thought ofbeing so near a piece of consecrated ground.

Mr.Johnson said, “I look with reverence upon every place that

has been set apart for religion,” and he kept off his hat while

he was within the walls of the chapel.

The eight crosses which Martin mentions as pyramids for

deceased ladies have gone in a semi-circular line comprehend-

Boswell’s crude sketch is omitted.

Boswell left a blank for the name of the parish, which he neglected to fill in later.
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ing the chapel. They have been real crosses and have marked

out the boundaries of the sacred territory within which an

asylum was to be had. The one which we observed upon our

landing was the one which made the first point of the semi-

circle. There are remaining, and they have ended at an

opposite point on the west. A good way farther north there is

a row of dry-stone buildings about four foot high and

yards around, twice what I could grasp and five hands. They

run along the top of a pretty high eminence and so down to

the shore on the west, in pretty much the same direction with

the crosses. Raasay took them to be the marks for the asylum.

But Malcolm thought them to be false sentinels, a common de-

ception (ofwhich instances occur in Martin) to make invaders

imagine the island better guarded; and Mr. Donald Macqueen,

justly in my opinion, makes the crosses which form the inner

circle to be the church’s landmarks.

The south end ofthe island is much covered with large stones

or rocky strata. Raasay has enclosed and planted with firs one

point upon the eastern quarter of that end; and he showed me
part of a stone wall built and stones laid down for more, in

order to enclose a considerable space, which he is also to plant.

Duncaan is a mountain three computed miles from the house.

There is an ascent of the country by consecutive risings (if

that expression may be used when valleys intervene), so that

there is but a short rise at once; but it is certainly very high

from the sea. The palm of altitude is disputed for by the peo-

ple of Raasay and those of Skye between Duncaan and the

mountains in Skye over against it. I take it the latter have it;

for Duncaan being not very thick, but rather like a mount
firamed by the landscape, it looks to be higher than it really

is, whereas the mountains in Skye are vast lumps. We went
up the east side ofDuncaan pretty easily. It is mostly rock all

around, the points of which hem the summit of it. Sailors, to

whom it is a good object as they pass along, call it Raasay’s

Gap. It is more like the shape ofa bonnet.Within the rocky edg-
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ing at the summit there is plain green ground, though here and
there a piece of rock is interspersed. Before we reached Dun-
caan we passed by two lakes. Of the first, Malcolm told me a

strange fabulous tradition. He said there was a wild beast in it,

a sea-horse which came and devoured a man’s daughter. Upon
which the man put on a great fire and had a sow roasted at it,

the smell ofwhich attracted the monster. The loch was in a hol-

low between two hills. The fire was placed on the side of the

hill to the southeast, a litde way down the declivity on that

side away from the loch. In the fire was put a spit. The man lay

concealed behind a little building of dry stones, and he had
an avenue formed for the monster with two rows of large flat

stones which reached from the fire over the summit of the hill,

till it came on the side next to the loch. The monster came, and

the man with the red-hot spit destroyed it. Malcolm showed

me the little hiding-place and the rows ofstones, which seemed

to be artificial, though itwas not certain. He did not laugh when
he told this story. I recollect having seen in the Scots Magazine

several years ago a poem upon a similar story, perhaps the

same, translated from the Erse or Irish, called Albin and the

Daughter ofMey.^^

There is a large tract ofland possessed as a common in Raa-

say. They have no regulations as to the number of cattle.

Every man puts upon it as many as he chooses. From Dun-

caan northward, till you reach the other end ofthe island, there

is a good deal of good natural pasture little hurt by stones.

We passed over a spot which is appropriated for the exercising

ground. In 1745, a hundred fighting men were reviewed here,

as Malcolm told me, who was one of the officers that led them

to the field. They returned home all but about fourteen. What
a princely thing is it to be able to furnish such a band ! Raasay

has the true spirit of a chief. He is, without exaggeration, a

W‘‘Albin and the Daughter of Mey: an old tale, translated from the Irish,” byJerome
Stone, was published in the Scots Magazine forJanuary 1756 (xviii.ts-^). The story re-

sembles Malcolm’s only in that both involve a monster and a maiden.
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father to his people, so far as I could l<.‘;u n. Not one of them

has left him.

There is plenty of limestone in the ishuicl, aud a great quarry

of freestone. There arc some pieces of natural woods, none of

any age, as they cut the trees for common cointtry uses. There

are a number of lakes with trout in them. Malcolm catched

one four-and-twenty pouird weight in the loch next to Dun-

caan, which, by the by, is certainly a Danish name, as most

names of places in these islands are.'* Raasay put trout into

that lake and into some of the others. On the western coast,

not far from the old castle, there arose upon the sea a rock so

like one ofthe ordinary huts in the island that everybody must

mistake it for one.

The old castle is situated upon a rock very near the sea. The

rock is not one mass of stone, but a couertdion of jxd jblcs and

earth; but so firm that it docs not appear to have mouldered.

I perceived no pieces of it fallexr olF. The <inlry was by a steep

stair from the quarter next the sea, of wliich stair only three

or four steps are remaining, all at the top of it. Above them

the castle projects, and there is an opening in the wall from

which hot water or stones could be thrown upon an invader.

Upon entering the gate or door, there was what I never saw

before: a sentry box or alcove in the wall on your right hand.

The man placed there could only watch in case of noise. He
could see nothing. The next advance was to a court or close as

it was called, in the centre offour towers, and open above just

like any other court of an old castle in the square form. Only

that this seemed extraordinary, as you came to it after ascend-

ing a stair and entering a gate; but as Mr.Johnson observed,'*

it was just an ordinary court, with the difference that the rock

here was as the ground in others.The court here was very small.

There was a fine well—just a spring in the rock—but it was now

“ Duncaan appears to be Gaelic dim (hill) plus Old Norse kama (can) ; “the hill shaped
like a can.”
“ This observation must have been made upon Boswell’s description, for Johnson did
not visit Brochel Castle.



Raasay
\ lo September 1773 147

filled up with rubbish. One could distinguish tolerably that

there had been four towers, but time and storms had left little

but ruinous fragments: pieces of wall, pieces of stairs, a part

of the battlement to the sea.

There was one small room in one ofthe towers quite entire.

It was a little confined triangular place, vaulted as in the an-

cient manner. In a corner ofit was a square freestone in which

was cut an exact circular opening such as is in every temple

of Gloacina, and from it there appears a clear communica-
tion to the bottom, that is to say anything will be carried

by the outside of the rock to the bottom. They call this room
the nursery, and say the hole was for the children. But I take

it to have been the necessary-house of the castle. It was much
to find such a convenience in an old tower. I did not imag-

ine that the invention had been introduced into Scotland till

in very modern days, from our connexion with England. But

it seems we have forgotten something of civilized life that

our ancestors knew. It is strange how rare that convenience is

amongst us. Mr. Johnson laughed heartily and said, “You take

very good care of one end of a man, but not of the other."

One should think it requires very little reflection to provide

such a convenience. Raasay has none. I told him that it was

a shame to see it at the old castle and not at his new house.

He said it would be better. But I doubt many generations may
pass before it is built.^®

From the castle we crossed the island, or at least cut across

a part of it, to a famous cave. In our way we saw a very

pretty lake with two islands upon it covered with wood. Bushes,

I may say. We saw the other end of Raasay, which turns in

with a crook, and is as rocky or stony as the south end; and

the little Isle of Fladda, belonging to Raasay, all fine green

ground; and Rona, which is of so rocky a soil that it appears

to be just a pavement. I was told, however, that it has a great

deal of grass in the interstices. Raasay has it all in his own

“ This paragraph, was of course greatiy condensed and modified in the published Tour.
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hand. It keeps i6o^^ cattle. His bonman^^ or cow-keeper resides

upon it with his family. The cave which wc went lo see is in

a striking situation. It is in a I'cccss of a great cleft, a good

way up from the sea. Before it the ocean roars, being dashed

against monstrous broken rocks—grand and awful pnpugm~

cula^^ On the right hand, going up to it from the sea, is a lon-

gitudinal cave, very low in the roof all®’ upon the side going in,

but higher as you advance. The sea has washed it and scooped

it out; I know not how it has been made more lofty as the

sea went farther in. The roof of it is all covered with a kind

of petrifications formed by drops which perpetually distil from

it. They are like little trees. I broke off some of them. The

great cave has its mouth almost built up with round peb-

bles. The entry is low. When you get in, it is of a good highth

—no great breadth—ten paces long. It has been a place of

much safety. I saw upon the floor some places for beds marked

out with stones as in the cottage. I find a wretched delicicncy

in expressing visible objects. I must own, too, that the old castle

and cave, like many other things ofwhich one hears much, did

not answer my expectations. People love to boast of the curi-

osities of their country, be it great or small.

This island has abundance of black cattle, sheep, and goats;

a good many horses, which are used for ploughing, carrying out

dung, etc. I believe the people never ride. There are indeed

no roads through the island, except now and then a detached

piece which use has made. Most of the houses are upon the

shore, so that all the people have little boats and catch fish.

There is a great plenty of potatoes here. There are blackcock

in extraordinary abundance, moor-fowl, plovers, wild pigeons

—just the bluish kind which we have in pigeon-houses—in the

state of nature. Raasay has ho pigeon-house. There are no

hares nor rabbits in the island, nor there never was known to

Boswell left a blank for this figure, which is supplied from Johnson’s Jowtuff,
Tenant of a stock farm ; see OED s.v. boumatt.

M “Bulwarks.”
^ Reading somewhat doubtfiil.
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be a fox till last year, that some malicious person landed one;

which must have been the case, as a fox is a bad swimmer.
He has done much mischiefand they have not got him killed

yet.®’^ Mr. Johnson said they should set a trap for him. There

is a great dealoffish caught in the sea around Raasay : rock cod,

haddocks,“ and in the lakes and rivers, or rather brooks,

trout is taken. It is really a place where one may live in plenty,

and even in luxury. There are no deer. But Raasay is to get

some. Mr.Johnson said, “Ifone had a mind to retire for study

for a summer, it would be a fine place.”

I said if I had my wife and little daughter with me, I would
stay here long enough. The thought ofmy being absent from

them damped my happiness. I considered that my wife is un-

easy when I am away—that it is not just, and surely not kind,

to leave her for such a portion of life, when she sets such a

value on my company and gives up everything else for me
and my interest. And weak as it may be, I could not help hav-

ing that kind of tender uneasiness which a lover has when ab-

sent from his mistress. Laugh at it who will, as not to be be-

lieved or as singular, I mark it as a fact, and rejoice at it, as it

is the counterpart ofmore than ordinary conjugal felicity.®®

Raasay has a bam worth remembering. The corners and a

piece of wall at each door are built to the full highth of good

stone and lime, to give it firmness, as a strong box is fortified

in different places with brass or iron. The rest of it has a wall

of the same kind about the highth of an ordinary dike, and

above that is work of wattles covered on the outside with

heath. It is so open that the wind gets in and the rain is kept

out. And it is well thatched with heath. This is better than

having slits in the walls, for the air comes more equally. In

this barn he often dries his hay as well as his corn, which is a

great advantage in so wet a climate, where if it stands long

The fox had never been seen, and Johnson says in his Journey that he thought it im-

aginary.

” Boswell left a line blank for recording more names of iishes.

“ This paragraph was omitted in the revision.
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in the fields it may rot. They reckon nine mouths rain here,

as it is just opposite to the western-^ coast of Skye, whei'e the

copious clouds are broken by high mountains. The hills here,

and indeed all the heathy groimd in general, abound with the

sweet-smelling plant which the Highlanders call and I

think with dwarfjuniper in many places. There is enough of

turf, which is their fuel, and it is thought there is a mine of

coal. I do not recollect anything more that I can put down

about Raasay. I shall draw out a little account of it and get

Raasay himself and his brother the doctor to revise it. They

have promised to send me in writing all that they can tell of

what happened in 1745.®“

I liked to see a brother ofthe family a physician. He is a sen-

sible civil man, and I am told has good skill. He was wounded

at Gulloden. He has had bad health of late years and has given

over practice, except visiting fi'om regard his particular friends.

He has a family from Raasay upon his estate in Skye. He is

married and has children. There was a son and daughter of

his at Raasay. All relations are welcome there.

There has been long a league between the families of Mac-

donald and Raasay. Raasay has a writing concerning it, dated,

as I was told, above 100 years ago, for I did not see it, as I did

not hear of it till I had left the island. Whenever the head of

either family dies, his sword is given to the head of the other.

This Raasay has the late Sir James Macdonald’s sword. But

Sir Alexander, who is wrong in everything and has no gener-

ous attachment, is carrying on a lawsuit with Raasay to keep

him from recovering £500 which Raasay advanced to Kings-

burgh. Sir Alexander’s own kinsman and tenant. Sir Alexan-

der claims a preference as landlord. Everybody who knows the.

history of the families is hurt at this. I am one of Sir Alexan-

“iJw in the MS and all editions. Read eastern.

® Sweet gale or bog-myrtle.
™ In the published text Boswell mentions the fact that Raasay did send him some mate-
rial for his account of the ’45. There is no indication, however, that the topographical
notes were ever sent to Raasay for revision.
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der’s lawyers in the suit. But now when I have had occasion to

see worthy Raasay, been so hospitably entertained by him, and

have learnt the ancient alliance, I will have nothing more to

do with it. The late Sir Alexander was truly friendly in 1745.

“Don’t be afraid, Raasay,” said he, “I’ll use all my interest to

keep you safe; and if your estate should be taken, I’ll buy it

for the family.” And he would have done it.

SATURDAY 1 1 SEPTEMBER. It was a storm ofwind and
rain; so we could not set out. I wrote some Journal and talked

awhile with Mr. Johnson in his room, and passed the day, I

cannot well say how, but very easily. Mr, Johnson was very

fond ofMacLeod, who is indeed a most promising youth, and

with a noble spirit is to struggle with difficulties and keep his

people. He has been left with £40,000 of debt and 1300 a

year of annuities to pay. Mr. Johnson said, “Sir, ifhe gets the

better of all this, he’ll be a hero; and I hope he shall. He’s a

fine fellow, MacLeod, I have not met with a young man who
had more desire to learn, or who has learnt more. I’ve seen

nobody that I wish more to do a kindness to than MacLeod.”

I do not observe exact chronology in Mr. Johnson’s sayings.

There is no occasion. >

There is neither Justice of Peace or constable in Raasay.

Skye has but Ullinish, a Sheriff Depute, and no other Justice

of Peace. The want of the execution of justice is much felt

among the islanders. MacLeod very sensibly observed that

taking away the heritable jurisdictions had not been of such

service in the islands as was imagined. They had not authority

enough in lieu of them. What could then have been settled at

once must now either take much time and trouble or be neg-

lected. Mr.Johnson said that a countrywas in a bad state which

was governed only by laws; because a thousand things occur

for which laws cannot provide and where authority ought to

interpose. Now destroying the authority ofthe chiefs threw the

people loose. It did not pretend to bring any positive good, but

only to cure some evil; and he was not well enough acquainted
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with the ctmntiy to kn<nv wluit tlogm‘ ol'iA'il lho jurisdictions

occasioned. 1 maintained, l\avcUy any, because' the chiefs took

care for their own sakes.

Mr.Johnsonwasnow wishing to intwc. 1'hcre wa.s not enough

of intellectual entertainment for him after he had satisfied his

curiosity, which he did by asking questions till he had exhausted

the island. And where there was such a numerous company,

mostly young people, there was such a How of familiar talk, so

much noise and so much singing and dancing, that there was

not much opportunity for his majestic convei'sation. He seemed

sensible of this; for when I told him how happy they were at

having him there, he said, “‘Yet we have not been able to en-

tertain them much.” I was apt to be fretted with irritability of

nerves on account of McGruslick’s loud rattling, rom]nng, etc.

I complained of it to Mr. Johnson suul sakl we would lie, better

ifhc was gone. “No, sir,” said he. “lie puts .sonu'thiug into the

company, and takes notiling out of it.” Mr.J()hn.son, however,

had several opportunities ofinstnicliiig the comptiny; and they

were made sensible of his powers. I can recollect nothing to

put down, as he run rather into general discourse upon me-

chanics, agriculture, and such subjects, than into science and

wit. Last night Lady Raasay showed him the operation of

wawking cloth, tliat is, thickening it as is done by a mill. Here

it is performed by women who kneel upon the ground. The

cloth is spread upon
,
and they rub it with both their

hands, with
,
singing an Erse song all the time.' He was

asking questions in the time of it, and amidst their loud and

wild howl his voice was heard even in the room above.

Boswell’s incomplete description of this process can be supplemented from Pennant!
“Twelve or fourteen women, divided into two equal numbers, sit down on each side of a
long board, ribbed lengthways, placing the cloth on it: first Uiey begin to work it back-
wards and forwards with their hands, singing at the same time, as at the quern: when
they have tired their hands, every female uses her feet for the same purpose, and six or

seven pair ofnaked feet arc in the most violent agitation, working one against the other:

as by this time they grow very earnest in their labours, the fury ofthe song rises ; at length
it arrives to such a pitch, that without breach of charity you would imagine a troop of

female daemoniacs to have been assembled.” (Thomas Pennant, A Tour in Scotland and
Voyage to the Hebrides, lyya, cd. 1774, pp. 285-6.)
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We had a ball again tonight. Miss Flora® is really an elegant

woman (tall, genteel, a pretty face), sensible, polite, and good-

humoured. I find it in vain to try to draw a portrait ofa young
lady. I cannot discriminate. She alone has been at Edinburgh.

All the rest were never farther than Applecross, a gentleman’s

seat in Ross-shire on the opposite coast. Mr. Johnson said they

were the best-bred children he ever saw; that he did not be-

lieve there was such another family between here® and Lon-

don; that he had never seen a family where there was such airi-

ness and gaiety. Not one of the family ever had the toothache.

They dance every night all the year round. There seemed to

be nojealousy, no discontent among them. I asked Miss Flora,

“Why, you have no idea then of the unhappiness of life that

we hear so much of?” “No,” said she. “I have reason to be

thankful.” She had very good sense without any aiming at

smartness more than was natural to her. The only fault Mr.

Johnson could find with her was that her head was too high

dressed. Can there then be no misery here? What says Mr.

Johnson?

—

Yet hope not life from pain or danger free;

Or think the doom ofman revers’d for thee.

I must set him to inquire if evil has place in Raasay. They
can never have the sufferings of savages by being in want of

food, for they have plenty. And they have not the uneasiness

which springs from refined life. They work in every way proper

for young ladies. Miss plays on the guitar. What can

disturb them? I can only say that I was disturbed by thinking

how poor a chance they had to get husbands. I mused on this,

in the very heat ofdancing. It perhaps, though, docs not occur

either to them or to their father.*

SUNDAY 13 SEPTEMBER. It was a fine day, and although

‘ “She bad been some time at Edinburgh, to which she again went, and was married to

my worthy neighbour, Colonel Mure Campbell, now Earl of Loudoun; but she died

soon afterwards, leaving one daughter.”

—

Boswell. This daughter, who was bom in

1780, succeeded her father in 1786 as Countess of Loudoun in her own right.

® Omitted inadvertently by Boswell, and supplied by the editors.

‘Boswell need not have worried; aU ten daughters made good marriages.
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we do not approve of travelling oii Sunday, we resolved to set

out, as we were in an island from whence w(' must take oc-

casion as it serves. Besides, I had seiu forward Sir Alexander’s

horses to Portree against his inclination. Pie had most inhos-

pitably desired to have them sent back to him when we got to

the shore opposite to Raasay, and thus thought to make us shift

the best way we could after coming out of Raasay. He even

gave me a note in my almanac how to try for horses. But since

he had not proper reflection, I resolved to supply his place,i

upon hearing that we should hardly be able to find other

horses. Mr. Johnson said, “Don’t let us part with them till we

get others.” I said any sensible Justice of Peace would press

them for us. Mr. Donald Macqueen was clear Ibr onr keeping

them. It was accordingly done. But as he was to set out for

Edinburgh on the 15, it was necessary lo st'utl iIkmu l>ack to

him early this week."'® MacLeod and Talisker saih'd in a boat

of Raasay’s for Sconscr, Lo take the shorU'st way to Dunvegan.

McCruslick went with them to Sconscr, from wheue.t! he was

to go to Slcat, and so away to die mainland. We were resolved

to pay a visit at Kingsburgh and sec the celebrated Miss Flora

Macdonald,^ who is married to the present Kingsburgh; so

took the other road. All the family walked down to the shore

to sec us depart. I confess I felt some pain in leaving Raasay.

But I thought I would come with my wife and daughter to

pass an autumn there. Raasay himself went with us in a large

^ l.e., to do his reflecting for him.
® Boswell’s keeping his horses was one of Lord Macdonaid’s chief grievances against him,

as we find in Macdonald’s letter of a6 November 1 785: . . Every consideration must
yield to the accommodation of Dr.Johnson (and yourself, of course); therefore, declin-

ing to accept the country horses, you set offwith mine for Kingsburgh, about fifty miles,

where (and at other places) you detained them several days, notwithstanding you might
have been supplied at every gentleman’s house upon the road ; till moved, I presume, by
retrospective compunction, you returned thejaded animals, lame to the ground (with-

out any apology), and consequently for a long time unfit for thejourney which they were
origmally intended to perform” [Boswell Papers, xvi.asfi).
* In his letter to BosweU of a6 November 1785, Lord Macdonald wrote! “At your own
behaviour every one felt some degree ofresentment when you told me your only errand
into Skye was to visit the Pretender’s conductress, and that you deemed every moment
as lost which was not spent in her company” [Boswell Papers, xvi.ag^).
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boat with eight oars, built in his island. So did worthy Mal-
colm. So did Mr. Donald Macqueen, Dr. MacLeod, two of

Raasay’s sons, and their tutor.

Raasay said the party under the Government in 1745 de-

stroyed a number ofthe very cows and horses in Raasay. A list

was taken of them. But the Act of Parliament for indemnity

as to those outrages prevented redress. We had a most pleasant

sail between Raasay and Skye; passed by a cave where Martin

says fowls were catched by lighting fire in the mouth of it.

Malcolm remembers this. But ’tis not now practised, as few

fowls come into it.

We spoke of death. Mr. Johnson gave us a short discourse

worth any sermon, saying that the reflections of some men as

to dying easily were idle talk, were partial views. I mentioned

Hawthornden’s Cypress Grove^ where it is said that the world

is just a show; and how unreasonable is it for a man to wish

to continue in the show-room after he has seen it. Let him go

cheerfully out and give place to other spectators. “Yes,” said

Mr.Johnson. “If he’s sure he’s to be well after he goes out of it.

But if he is to grow blind after he goes out of the show-room,

and never to see anything again; or ifhe does not know whither

he is to go next, a man will not go cheerfully out of a show-

room. No wise man wiU be contented to die if he thinks he is

to go into a state ofpunishment. Nay, no wise man will be con-

tented to die if he thinks he is to fall into annihilation. For how-

ever bad any man’s existence may be, every man would rather

have it than not exist at all. No, there is no rational principle by

which aman can be contented, but a trust in the mercy ofGod,

throughthemeritsofJesus Ghrist.”All this deliveredwithmanly

eloquenceinaboaton thesea,upona fine autumn Sundaymorn-

ing, whileeveryone listenedwith a comfortableairofsatisfaction

and complacency, had a most pleasing eflfect upon my mind.

Mr. Johnson observed that it seemed certain that happiness

could not be found in this life, because so many had tried to

find it in such a variety of ways, and had not found it.
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Wc came into the harbour of Portree, whieli is a large and

good one. There was lying in it a vessel to carry ofi' the cmi-

gi’ants. It was called the Nestor. Itmade a short settlement ofthe

differences between a chief and his clan:

Nestor compoiiere lites

Inter Peleiden festinat el inter Atriden,*

We approached her, and she hoisted her colours; at least I

observed them putting them up as we came, and observed no

more. Mr. Johnson and Mr. Macqueen remained in the boat.

Raasay and I and the rest went on board of her. She was a

very pretty vessel, we were told tire largest in Clyde, being of

ton. Harrison, the Captain, showed us her. The cabin

was commodious and even elegant. There was a little library,

finely bound. I looked at nolliiug except a volume of the Rev.

Mr. Hervey’s works lying on llie table, 'flic accommodation

for the emigrants was very good. A long ward I may call it,

with a row of beds on each side, every one of which was the

same size every way, and fit to contain four people.

We landed at Portree, whicli has its name from KingJames

V having landed at it in his tour through the Western Isles,

Ree'^ in Erse being “king,” as Re in Italian, So it is Kingston or

Portrayal. We found here a very good half-finished inn, kept

byJames Macdonald, who is going to America, On our land-

ing I had a most agreeable letter from my dear wife, with the

best accounts of her and Veronica; and Mr. Johnson and I

had each of us letters from Lord Elibank, which were like

rich cordials to us. They are state papers in this expedition.

The one to Mr. Johnson was as follows:

Dear sir,— was to have kissed your hands at Edinburgh the moment
I heard of you, but you was gone,

I hopemy fiiend Boswell will informme ofyour motions. It will be cruel

to deprive me an instant of the honoiu: of attending you. As I value you
more than any king in Christendom, I will perform that duty with infi-

nitely greater alacrity than any courtier, I can contribute but little to your

* “Nestor hastens to allay the quarrel between Achilles and Agamemnon.”—^Horace,
Epist;

' Boswell’s phonetics are here, as elsewhere, English: in Gaelic spelling, righ.
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entertainment, butmy sincere esteem for you gives me some title to the op-
portunity of expressing it.

I dare say you are by this time sensible that things are pretty much the

same as when Buchanan complained of being born solo et sectdo imrudito,^

Let me hear ofyou, and be persuaded that none of your admirers is more
sincerely devoted to you than, dear sir, your most obedient and most
humble servant, Eubank.

Mine was also in an admirable style. But I need not engross it

here, as I keep it.'^ Perhaps, too, I may be permitted to keep Mr.

Johnson’s as his Custos Rotulonm^ but lest I should not, I have

put it down; and for the same reason I shall here put down,

while it is in my head to do it, his burgess-ticket ofAberdeen.

Diploma Abredonense

Pro

Samuele Johnson, LL.D.
Abredoniae, vigesimo tertio die mensis Augusti, Anno Domini millesimo

septingentesimo septuagesimo terdo, in praesentia honorabilium virorum

Jacobi Jopp, Armigeri, Praepositi; Adami Duff, Guliehni Young, Georgii

Marr, et Gulielmi Forbes, Ballivorum; Guliehni Rainie, Decani Guildae;

et Joannis Nicoll, Thesaurarii died Burgi.

Quo die vir generosus ac doctrina clarus, SamuelJohnson, LL.D., recep-

tus et admissus fuit in municipes et fratres Guildae praefati Burgi de Aber-
deen. In dediditissimi honoris et affectus ac eximiae observandae tesseram,

quibus died Magistratus eum amplectantur. Extractum per me,
Alex'’ Carnegie.*

At Portree, Mr. Donald Macqueen went to church and offi-

ciated in Erse, and then came to dinner. Mr.Johnson and I re-

‘ ‘^On an unlettered soil in an unlettered age.”

’In the published Tour, it precedes the letter to Johnson. Boswell had also promised
(ante, p. 6) to print his own letter to Elibank, but he forgot to do so. See Appendix,

where both letters are given: Boswell’s from a copy in the Malahide Papers, Elibank’s

from the published Tour.
* “Aberdonian diploma for SamuelJohnson, LL.D. At Aberdeen, 23 August A.D. 1 773,
in the presence of the honourable gentlemen James Jopp, Esq., Provost; Adam Duff,

William Young, George Marr, and William Forbes, Bailies; William Rainie, Dean of

Guild; andJohn Nicoll, Treasurer of the said city. On this day SamuelJohnson, LL.D.,

a man of good birth and famous for his learning, was received and admitted into the

number of burgesses and guild-brethren ofthe said city ofAberdeen. In token ofthe de-

voted esteem and affection and of the distinguished regard with which the said magis-

trates welcome him. Extracted by me, Alexander Carnegie.” The text of this diploma

which appears in the published Tour was not set up from Boswell’s transcript, but ap-

parently from the document itself. It differs by having in the last sentence deditissimi,

amplectuntur, and amoris (for honoris). Deditissimi and ampleciunlur are obvious emendations,

but amoris is not, and it is correct, as Dr. Hill’s facsimile ofthe record at Aberdeen shows

{Footsteps oj Dr, Johnson, p. 18).
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solved that wc should lieai; so I idayed tlu* landlord, having

previously orderedJoseph to pay the hill. We had a very good

dinner, porter, port, and punch. We had Mis. Macdonald, a

very comely woman, Jamc.s’s wife, at the head of the table, and

James himself sat with us, I was quite easy with him: “Come,

Portroyal, your toast.”

SirJames intended to have built a village here, which would

have done great good. A village is like a heart to a country.

It produces a perpetual ciiculalion, and gives the country

people an opportunity to make profit of eggs and many little

articles which would otherwise be in a good measure lost. It

was a dinner here et {uaeterea nihil. Mr. Johnson talked none.

Captain Harrison dined with us. When wt^ came to go away,

behold Raasay had been beforehand and paid all, or at least

concerted with James Macdonald that he should pay, a.s it was

an inn near to his estate. I'his was a most uncoiumou degree

ofkindness and generosity. I would fain have contested it with

him, but seeing him resolved, I declined it. I parted with cor-

dial embraces from him and worthy Mtilcohn, hoping to see

them again. Mr. Johnson and I set out on horseback again,

accompanied by Mr. Macqueen, Dr. MacLeod, and Donald

Canna. It was a very rainy afternoon. We rode what they call

six miles to Dr. MacLeod’s house upon Raasay’s lands in Skye.

On the road Mr.Johnson appeared to be somewhat out of hu-

mour. When I talked of our meeting Lord Elibank, he said,

“I cannot be with him much. I long to be again in civilized

life, but cannot stay long.” (He meant at Edinburgh.) He
said, “Let us go to Dunvegan tomorrow.” “Yes,” said I, “if it

is not a deluge,” “At any rate,” said he. This showed a kind

ofimpatience upon his spirits, and no wonder. I apprehended
his giving up Mull and Icolrakill, for he said something of his

fears of being detained by bad weather in going to Mull and

Iona. However, I hoped well. We had a comfortable dish of tea

at the Doctor’s, a pretty good house, where was his brother,

a half-pay officer. His lady was a decent well-behaved woman.
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Mr. Johnson said he was glad to see her so. He had an esteem

for physicians. The Doctor accompanied us to Kingsburgh,

said to be but a mile farther, but the computation of Skye has

no connexion whatever with the real distance.

It was fine to see Mr. Johnson light from his horse at Kings-

burgh’s, who received us most courteously, and after shaking

hands supported Mr.Johnson into the house. He was quite the

figure of a gallant Highlander—“the graceful mien and manly

looks.”" He had his tartan plaid thrown about him, a large

blue bonnet with a knot of black ribbon like a cockade, a

brown short coat of a kind of duffle, a tartan vest with gold

buttons and gold buttonholes, a bluish filibeg, and tartan hose.

He had jet-black hair tied behind and with screwed ringlets

on each side, and was a large stately man, with a steady sen-

sible countenance.

There was a comfortable parlour with a good fire, and

a dram of admirable Holland’s gin went round. By and by

supper came, when there appeared his spouse, the celebrated

Miss Flora. She was a little woman, of a mild and genteel

appearance, mighty soft and well-bred. To see Mr. Samuel

Johnson salute Miss Flora Macdonald was awonderful roman-

tic scene to me. There was a Mrs. Macdonald, wife to James,

a brother of Kingsburgh’s, and one of his sons. We had as

genteel a supper as one would wish to see, in particular an

excellent roasted turkey, porter to drink at table, and after

supper claret and punch. But what I admired was the perfect

ease with which everything went on. Myfacility of manners^ as

Adam Smith said of me, had fine play.

Miss Flora (for so I shall call her) told me she heard upon

the mainland, as she was returning to Skye about a fortnight

before this, that Mr. Boswell was coming to Skye, and one Mr.

Johnson, a young English buck, with him. He was highly en-

tertained with this event, and speaking of the afternoon which

we passed at Anoch, he said, “I, being a buck^ had Miss in to

^A phrase from Allan Ramsay's Highland Laddie.
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solved that we should treat; so 1 jdayed the landlord, having

previously ordered Joseph to pay the bill. We had a very good

dinner, porter, port, and punch. We had Mrs. Macdonald, a

very comely woman, James’s wife, at the head of the table, and

James himself sat with us. I was quite easy with him: “Gome,

Portroyal, your toast.”

SirJames intended to have built a village here, which would

have done great good. A village is like a heart to a country.

It produces a perpetual circulation, and gives the country

people an opportunity to make profit of eggs and many little

articles which would otherwise be in a good measure lost, It

was a dinner here et praeterea nihil. Mr. Johnson talked none.

Captain Harrison dined with us. When we came to go away,

behold Raasay had been beforehand and paid all, or at least

concerted witilJames Macdonald that he should pay, as it was

an inn near to his estate. This wtui a most uncommon degree

ofkindness and generosity. I would fain have contested it with

him, but seeing him resolved, I declined it. I parted with cor-

dial embraces from him and worthy Malcolm, hoping to see

them again. Mr. Johnson and I set out on horseback again,

accompanied by Mr. Macqueen, Dr. MacLeod, and Donald

Canna. It was a very rainy afternoon. We rode what they call

six miles to Dr. MacLeod’s house upon Raasay’s lands in Skye.

On the road Mr.Johnson appeared to be somewhat out of hu-

mour. When I talked of our meeting Lord Elibank, he said,

“I cannot be with him much. I long to be again in civilized

life, but cannot stay long.” (He meant at Edinburgh.) He
said, “Let us go to Dunvegan tomorrow.” "Yes,” said I, “if it

is not a deluge.” “At any rate,” said he. This showed a kind

ofimpatience upon his spirits, and no wonder. I apprehended
his giving up Mull and Icolmkill, for he said something of his

fears of being detained by bad weather in going to Mull and
Iona. However, I hoped well. We had a comfortable dish of tea

at the Doctor’s, a pretty good house, where was his brother,

a half-pay offieer. His lady was a decent well-behaved woman.
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Mr. Johnson said he was glad to see her so. He had an esteem

for physicians. The Doctor accompanied us to Kingsburgh,

said to be but a mile farther, but the computation of Skye has

no connexion whatever with the real distance.

It was fine to see Mr. Johnson light from his horse at Kings-

burgh’s, who received us most courteously, and after shaking

hands supported Mr. Johnson into the house. He was quite the

figure of a gallant Highlander—“the graceful mien and manly

looks.”” He had his tartan plaid thrown about him, a large

blue bonnet with a knot of black ribbon like a cockade, a

brown short coat of a kind of duffle, a tartan vest with gold

buttons and gold buttonholes, a bluish filibeg, and tartan hose.

He had jet-black hair tied behind and with screwed ringlets

on each side, and was a large stately man, with a steady sen-

sible countenance.

There was a comfortable parlour with a good fire, and

a dram of admirable Holland’s gin went round. By and by

supper came, when there appeared his spouse, the celebrated

Miss Flora. She was a little woman, of a mild and genteel

appearance, mighty soft and well-bred. To see Mr. Samuel

Johnson salute Miss Flora Macdonald was awonderful roman-

tic scene to me. There was a Mrs. Macdonald, wife toJames,

a brother of Kingsburgh’s, and one of his sons. We had as

genteel a supper as one would wish to see, in particular an

excellent roasted turkey, porter to drink at table, and after

supper claret and punch. But what I admired was the perfect

ease with which everything went on. Myfacility of manners, as

Adam Smith said of me, had fine play.

Miss Flora (for so I shall call her) told me she heard upon

the mainland, as she was returning to Skye about a fortnight

before this, that Mr. Boswell was coming to Skye, and one Mr.

Johnson, a young English buck, with him. He was highly en-

tertained with this event, and speaking of the afternoon which

we passed at Anoch, he said, “I, being a buck, had Miss in to

°A phrase from Allan Ramsa/’s Highland Laddie.
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ma,ke lea,” or some such expression about Marciuecii’s daugh-

ter. He was rather quieseent tcmifiht and went eaily to bed. I

was in a cordial humour, and punnoted a cheerful glass. The

punch was suporexcelleiit, and we di’ank three bowls ofit. Hon-

est Mr. Macqueen said of me, “His governor’s gone to bed.”

My heartwas sore to recollect that Kingsbu rgh had fallen sorely

back in his affairs, was under a load of debt, and intended to

go to America. However, nothing but what was good was pres-

ent, and I pleased myselfin thinking that so fine a fellow would

be well everywhere. I slept in the same room with Mr. John-

son. Each had a neat clean bed in an upper chamber,

MONDAY 13 SEPTEMBER. Last night’s jovial bout dis-

turbed me somewhat, but not long. The room where we lay

was a room indeed. Each bed hatl tartan curtains, and Mr.

Johnson’s was the very bed in which the Prince lay. To sec

Mr. Samuel Johnson lying in IMuee (lharles’s bed, in the

Isle of Skye, in the house of Mks Flora Macdonald, struck me
with such a group of ideas as it is not easy for words to de-

scribe as the mind perceives tliem. Idc smiled, and said, “I

have had no ambitious thoughts in il.”^ The room was deco-

rated with a great variety of maps and prints. Among others

was Hogarth’s print ofWilkes grinning with the cap of liberty

beside him. That, too, was a curious circumstance in the scene

this morning. Such a contrast was Wilkes to the above group!

It was like Sir William Chambers’s idea oforiental gardening,

in which all odd, strange, ugly, and even terrible objects, are

to be introduced for the sake of variety, and which is so well

ridiculed in an Epistle to him. I thought of the two lines in it,

Here too, O King of vengeance! in thy fane,

Tremendous Wilkes shall rattle his gold chain.

' “This, perhaps,was said in allusion to some lines asciibrd to Pope, on his lying, atJohn
Duke of Argyll’s, at Addeibury, in the same bed in which Wilmot, Earl of Rochester,

had slept.

‘With no poetic ardour fir’d,

I press the bed where Wilmot lay;

That here he lov’d, or here expir’d.

Begets no numbers, grave or gay.”’

—

^Boswell.
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Upon the table in ourroom I found a slip ofpaper in the morn-
ing, on which Mr. Johnson had written with his pencil these

words; “Quantum cedat virtutibus aurum.”® What he meant
by writing it I could not tell.* He had catched cold a day or

two ago, and the rain yesterday had made it worse; so he was
become very deaf. At breakfast he said he would have given

a good deal rather than not have lain in the bed. I said he

was the lucky man; and to be sure it had been contrived be-

tween Mrs. Macdonald and him. She said, “You know young
bucks are always favourites of the ladies.” He spoke of the

Prince being here, and said to Mrs. Macdonald, “Who was
with him? We were told in England, there was one Miss Flora

Macdonald with him.” Said she, “They were very right.” She
then very obligingly told him out of her own mouth, how she

had agreed to carry the Prince with her out of Lewis when it

was known he was there; the country was full of troops and
the coast surrounded with ships. He passed as her maid, an Irish

girl, Betty Bourke. They set off in a small boat. The people

on shore fired after them to bring them to. But they went for-

ward. They landed in Skye. She got a horse and her maid
walked beside her, which it seems is common in this part of

the world, but Betty looked somewhat awkward in women’s

clothes. They came to Monkstadt. She dined at table with

Lady Margaret Macdonald, where was an officer who com-

manded a party watching for the Prince, at whom she often

laughed in good humour afterwards as having deceived him;

and her maid was—I do not remember where.^

* “With virtue weig-h’d, what worthless trash is gold!”—

B

oswell.
’ “Since the first edition of this book, an ingenious friend has observed to me, that Z>r.

Johnson had probably been thinking on the reward which was ofiered by Government
for the apprehension of the grandson of King James II, and that he meant by these

words to express his admiration ofthe Highlanders, whose fidelity and attachment had
resisted the golden temptation that had been held out to them."

—

Boswell.
* Flora Macdonald’s later history, too, was not without romance. In August 1 774. Kings-

burgh and his familyjoined the other emigrants, as Boswell was told they planned to do,

and settled in North Carolina. When the War ofIndependence broke out, Kingsburgh,

along with his five sons and a son-in-law, joined a regiment of emigrant Highlanders

serving in the royal army, and Flora herselfremained with them in camp, Kingsburgh

was taken prisoner, and Flora, at his request, returned to Scodand. On the sea her ship
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Mr. Johnson said all this should he urittou down. She said

Bishop Forlu's at l.ritli had it. Mr. Johnson and I were both

visibly of the nld iuUiest (to use the t Ixlbrd «*xprosHU>u), kindly

affoclioned at least, and perhaps too openly so.

Sanclic MacLeod had assnretl ns that tin* Prince was in Lon-

don in 1759'' when there was a plan in agitation for him. We
could hardly believe it, and Mr. Johnstni said there could be

no probable plan then. Dr. MacLeod said with warmth that

there was. The present Royal Family were all to have been

seized and put aboard a ship; he was to have been in London;

a number of persons of great consecpiencc, among which was

the Lord Mayor of London, were in tltt', plot, and James III

of Britain would have been proclainu'd at (’.haring C’.ross; the

Prince Regent would have Issued writ.s tuid called a Parlia-

ment, and all would have gone w<dl. “Hut,” stud the Doctor,

“it failed from the ptusillaniniity of.stnut' of those who were to

have acted.” Mr. Johnson said it eotdtl not luive. done, unless

the King of Prussia had stopped the Army in (lermany; for

tiiat the Army would have fought without orders, and the

fleet would have fought withoirt orders, for tlie king under

whom they served.

1 must here explain a little Mr. Johnson’s political notions

as well as my own. We are both Tones', both convinced of the

utility of monarchical power, and both lovers of that rever-

ence and affection for a sovereign which constitute loyalty, a

principle which I take to be absolutely extinguished in Britain,

which is one of the worst consequences of the Revolution. Mr.

Johnson is not properly a Jacobite. He does not hold thejus di-

vinum of kings. He founds their right on long possession, which

ought not to be disturbed upon slight grounds. He said to me

was attacked by a French privateer, which was driven off, but Flora suffered a broken
arm in the skirmish. She used to say that she imperilled her life in both the cause of the

Stuarts and that ofthe House ofHanover, and that she received little from cither for her

pains. In 1783 her husband was released and joined her in the Highlands, She died at

Kingsburgh in 1790.
' Dr. Hill supposed that this was either Boswell’s or the printer’s error for 1 75®' **

clearly 1759 in the MS.
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once that he did not know but it was become necessary to

remove the King at the time of the Revolution; and after the

present family have had so long a possession, it appears to

him that their right becomes the same that the Stuarts had.

His difficulty is as to the right still in some measure belonging

to that unfortunate family. In short, he is dubious; and he

would not involve the nation in a civil war to restore the Stuarts.

Nay, I have heard him say he was so dubious that if hold-

ing up his right hand would have gained the victory to the

Highland army in 1745, he does not know if he would have

done it. Beauclerk told me he heard him say so before he had

his pension. I, again, have all that Mr. Johnson has, and some-

thing more, for my high notions of male succession make me
mount up to distant times; and when I find how the Stuart

family’s right has been formed, it appears to me as but very

casual and artificial. I find not the firm feudal hold for which

I wish and which my imagination figures. I might fix my eye

at the point ofJames IV, from whom my ancestor Thomas
Boswell got the estate ofAuchinleck, and look no further, had

I a line of males from that Prince. But Queen Mary comes in

the way; and I see the sons of Lennox on the throne. Besides,

I consider that even supposing Prince Charles to have the

right, it may be very generous for one to support another’s

right at every risk, but it is not wise, and I would not do it.

Mr. Johnson’s argument of right being formed by possession

and acknowledgment of the people, settles my mind, and I

have now no uneasiness. With all this, he and I have a kind

of liking for Jacobitism, something that it is not easy to define.

I should guard against it; for from what I have now put down,

it is certain that my calm reasoning stops short at action, so

that doing anything violent in support ofthe cause would only

be following a sort of passion or warm whim. And talking

much in favour of it may even in this secure and more liberal

reign hurt a man in his rising in life.®

• This very candid statement was completely revised before publication, and the refer-
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Kiugsbur^li concluctcil us iu his bout iu-rt>,NS unt> ofthe lochs,

as ihcy call them, ov uvnw of the sea, whu-li How iu xquan all

the coasts ofSkyo, to a milt* heyoiul a place called ( Jreshornish.

Our horses had been sent round it iu the inoruiug to meet us,

By this sail we saved eight miles tif bad riding. Mr. Johnson

said, “When we take into the computation what we have saved

and what we have gained by this agreeablt* sail, it is a great

deal.” He said, “It is very disagreeable riding in Skye. Theway

is so narrow, one only at a time can travel, so it is ciuitc unsocial;

and you cannot indulge iu mctlilation by yourself, because you

must be always attending to the steps which your horse takes.”

This was a just and clear descriplitm oi’its inc.mwcnieuccs.

He said Sir Alexander would make a wilderness ol'his estate.

While I sailed iu Kingsburgh’s b«»at and thought th’the,<*nugra»

tion, it did not hurt me. I faucietl him sailing in America just

as he did about Skye.

Mr. Johnson asked about the use of the dirk, lie was told

the Highlanders had a knife and fork bt'siiles t(» eat with. He

asked, how did the women do? was answeretl, some of them

had a knife and fork loo. But in gener-.il the men gave to them

cnee to Boswell’s "liking forJacobitisiu” supprcMccl, Ho.swt'irH rcvm'ncr for King George

had increased steadily from 1773 to 1785 until it had Ix-eomc iiliuost Oiionlal. He was

greatly worried as to the designation whicli he should employ for ( llmrles IWward. “The

Prince,” the title he had employed throughout the journal, seemed to him risky bccauM

it implied some recognition of Stuart claims. "The Pretender" wiw oiTcusivc to him; it

might be "a parliamentary expression, but it was not a genllcmanly expression.” He

finally laid his doubts before George HI in a letter dated 6 June 1785; he wished the

Royal permission to use the style "Prince Charles.” On 1 5 June, having had no answer,

he accosted the King at his levee. George III, after a show of di.splcusure which Boswell

thought assumed merely to "prove” him, "with a benignant smile equal to that of any

of Correggio’s angels,” said, “I think and I feel as you do.” Boswell then asked whether

the style should be “Prince Charles.” When the King hesitated
,
Boswell suggested, "Or

shall it be ‘the grandson of KingJames the Second’?” The King assented, adding that

iw really thought it of no consequence what title was used. Boswell withdrew in ecsta-

sies, but not until he had volunteered the information that he was cousin in the seventh

degree to Prince Charles, which also implied cousinship to George III. In the published
Towr (where all the anecdotes of the ’45 are woven into one narrative and presented at

thispointin the text), Charles Edward is introduced as "the grandson of the unfortunate
King James the Second” and thereafter called "Prince Charles Edward” or “Prince

Charles.” Boswell added a footnote of which the present note is a more explicit render-

ing. "I know,” he says, "and 1 exult in having it in my power to tell, that THE ONLY
PERSON in the world who is entitled to be offended at this delicacy, ‘thinks and feels

as I do.’”
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and they themselves eat with their fingers. The old Tutor^ of

Macdonald always eat fish with his fingers, alleging tliat a

knife and fork gave it a bad taste. I took the liberty to observe

to Mr. Johnson that he did so. “Yes,” said he; “but it is be-

cause I am short-sighted, and afraid ofbones; for which reason

I’m not fond of eating many kinds of fish, because I must take

my fingers.” Perhaps I put down too many things in this Jour-

nal. I have no fanners in my head, at least no good ones, to

separate wheat firom chaff. Yet for as much as I put down,

what is written falls greatly short of the quantity of thought.

A page ofmyJournal is like a cake of portable soup.® A little

may be diffused into a considerable portion.

Mr. Johnson observed ofMaepherson’s Dissertations on Scot-

tish Antiquities^ which he had looked at when at Goirechata-

chan, that you might read halfan hour and ask yourselfwhat

you had been reading. There were so many words to so little

matter, there was no getting through the book. (I had begun

by saying they were very unsatisfactory, in which he agreed.)

Kingsburgh had brought provisions for us, but we were not

hungry, and after taking leave of him, rode on. We passed

through a wild moor, in many places so wet that we were

obliged to walk, which was hard on Mr. Johnson. Once he

had advanced on horseback to a very bad step. There was a

steep declivity on his left, to which he was so near that there

was not room for him to dismoxmt in the usual way. He
alighted on the other side, as if he had been s. young buck in-

deed. He fell at his length upon the ground, but got up imme-

diately, and was not hurt. We were relieved by seeing several

branches of the sea, that universal connexion. Our journey

or ride was computed only miles, but was in fact a very

1 Guardian or trustee. Sir Donald Macdonald, 4th Baronet of Sieat, forfeited the estates

in 1715. A friend bought them in, and William Macdonald ofAird, brother of Sir Don-
ald, was appointed Tutor during the minority of the 7th baronet. Sir Alexander.
® “Portable soup, or solid broth, made from beef, veal, mutton, and chiclcen, is found ex-

ceedingly tiseful on various occasions; and has particularly recommended itself to gen-

tlemen on journeys and at sea,” (From an advertisement in the London Chronicle for aa

Sept. 1761.)
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long and tedious expedition. We arrived at Dunvegan late in

the afternoon. The great size ofthe castle, partly old and partly

new, upon a rock on the sea, and nothing to be perceived at

land but wild moorish hilly and rocky appearances, struck us

—at least me. We went up a stair of twenty-two® steps made
by the late MacLeod as a land-access, the original one having

been from the sea side. I said, “This is feudal indeed.” But I

shall by and by describe at once all about Dunvegan as well

as I can. We were received by Mr. Norman MacLeod, a young

preacher, who as one of the clan did the honours of the house,

MacLeod and Talisker not being yet come up. We were intro-

duced into a large dining-room with three windows, marble

tables, a screen covered with many good prints; Brodie, Lady
MacLeod’s father’s, portrait in the dress belonging to him as

Lord Lyon of Scotland, and his lady; the young Laird ofMac-
Leod, father to this Laird; all family pictures, gave a

kind of comfortable appearance, though the late Laird most

gracelessly tookfrom Dunvegan and left to his widow the family

pictures, plate, etc.

In a lithe appeared Lady MacLeod, a sensible cleverwoman
with whom Mr.Johnson had been acquainted at Captain Bro-

die’s in London; and before something was ready for us to eat,

the Laird and Talisker arrived. We had venison collops from

Cuillin, and something else. We then went to tea, where we
saw Miss MacLeod (Maria, the Laird’s eldest sister), and Miss

Nannie, another of his sisters. Two others were ill. We had
admirable tea: ladies bred in England; everything agreeable.

The drawing-room was not large. It was formerly the bed-

chamber of Sir Roderick MacLeod, great-great-grandfather“

of the late Laird; and he chose it because behind it, at least

on the rising ground to which its window looks, is a consider-

able cascade, the sound ofwhich disposed him to sleep. Above
his bed was this inscription: “Sir Rorie McLeod ofDunvegan,

neglected to fill a blank here, but he gives the figure later.

“Boswell left a blank for listing more portraits.
"—^father” in MS.
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Knight. God send good rest!” Perhaps some foolish painter

put it on of his own accord. Perhaps Sir Rorie, who was called

RorieMore (“Big Rorie”) ,
from his size, chose it himself. There

were in this room prints of the seasons by Bowles, coloured,^®

and prints ofDuncan Forbes, Lord Stair, and the famous Ruins

of Rome, very well copied by Lady MacLeod, a rich carpet,

a good table, the tea in civilized order. Mr.Johnson became

quitejoyous. He laughed and said, “Boswell, we came in at the

wrong end of this island.” “Sir,” said I, “it was best to keep

this for the last.” He answered, “I’d have it both first and last."

In the evening there was a littie repast of bread and cheese

and porter and wine and punch only, as we had dined so late.

I had a large old bedchamber, a large old-fashioned crim-

son bed, a light closet with a chest of drawers. I W2is quite at

home.

TUESDAY 14 SEPTEMBER. Mr.Johnsonsaidinthemorn-

ing, “Is not this a fine lady?” There was not a word now of

his “impatience to be in civilized life”—though indeed I should

beg pardon: he found it here. We had slept well and lain long.

After breakfast we surveyed the castle, walked round the rock,

walked in the garden. Mr. Bethune the parish minister, Mag-
nus MacLeod of Glaggan, and Bay, another substantial man
of the clan, dined. Magnus is brother to Talisker, and has chil-

dren who would be next in succession to the Chief, as Talis-

ker, the next heir, has none. We had admirable veruson from
Harris, good soup—^in a word, all that a good table has. This

was really the hall of a chief. Lady MacLeod had been much
obliged to my father, who had settled by arbitration a variety

of perplexed claims between her and Brodie, which made a
good connexion between her and me. MacLeod started the

subject of making women do penance in the church for for-

nication. Mr. Johnson said it was right. “Infamy,” said he,

** This was later expanded to “prints of the months, published by Bowles, both in fruits

and flowers, two sets coloured.” There are many interlinear insertions at this point.
Some of them were certainly made, and cancelled, when Boswell and Malone were re-
vising for publication, but others may have been original.
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“is attached to the crime by universal opinion so soon as it is

known. I would not be the man who, knowing it alone, would

discover it, as a woman may reform; nor would I commend a

parson who discovers the first offence. But if mankind know

it, it ought to be infamous. Consider of what importance the

chastity ofwomen is. Upon that, all the property in the world

depends. We hang a thief for stealing a sheep. But the unchas-

tity ofawoman transfers sheep and farm and all from the right

owner. I have much more reverence for a common prostitute

than for a woman who conceals her guilt. The prostitute is

known. She cannot deceive. She cannot bring a strumpet into

the arms of an honest man.” I said there was a great differ-

ence between the licentiousness of a single woman and that

of a married woman, Johnson. “Yes, sir; there is a great dif-

ference between stealing a shilling and a thousand pounds; be-

tween simply taking a man’s purse, and murdering him first

and then taking it. But when one begins, it is easy to go on.

Where single women are licentious, you rarely find faithful

married women.” boswell. “And yet we are told that in some

nations in India, the distinction is strictly observed.” Johnson.

“Nay, don’t give us India. That puts me in mind of Montes-

quieu, who is really a fellow of genius, too, in many particu-

lars; wheneverhe wants to support a strange opinion, he quotes

you the practice ofJapan or of
,
ofwhich he knows noth-.

ing. To support polygamy, he tells you of the island of For-

mosa, where there are ten women born for one man. He had

hut to suppose another island, where there are ten men born

for one woman, and so make marriage between ’em.”^

At supper, Lady MacLeod mentioned Dr. Gadogan’s book
on the gout. Mr. Johnson said, “’Tis a good book in general,

but a foolish one as to particulars, ’Tis good in general, as rec-

ommending temperance and exercise and cheerfulness. ’Tis

* "What rtiy friend treated as so wild a supposidon, has actually happened in the West-
ern Islands of Scotland, ifwe may believe Martin, who tdls it of the islands of Coll and
Tyree, and says that it is proved by the parish registeni.”—Boswell.
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only Dr. Cheyne’s book told in a new way. And there should

come out such a book every thirty years, dressed in the mode
of the times. ’Tis foolish, as it says the gout is not hereditary,

and one fit of the gout when gone is like a fever when gone.”

“But,” said Lady MacLeod, “he does not practise what he

teaches.”* ** Johnson. “I cannot help that, madam. That does

not make his book the worse. People are influenced more by
what a man says, if his practice is suitable to it, because they

are blockheads. The more intellectual people are, the readier

will they attend to what a man tells them. If it is just, they

will follow it, be his practice what it will. No man practises

so well as he writes. I have, all my life long,, been lying till

noon. Yet I tell all young men, and tell them with great sin-

cerity, that nobody who does not rise early will ever do any
good. Only consider! You read a book; you are convinced by
it; you do not know the author. Suppose you afterwards know
him, and find that he does not practise what he teaches; are

you to give up your former conviction? At this rate you would
be kept in a state o£equilibria when reading every book, till you
knew how the author practised.” “But,” said Lady MacLeod,
“you would think better of Dr. Gadogan if he acted according
to his principles,” johnson. “Why, madam, to be sure, a man
who acts in the face of light is worse than a man who does
not know so much. But I think there is something noble in

publishing truth, though it condenms one’s self.” I spoke of
Cadogan’s recommending good-humour. Mr.Johnson said,“A
man grows better-humoured as he grows older, by experience.
He learns to think himself ofno consequence and little things
of little importance; and so he becomes more patient, and bet-,

ter pleased. All good-humour and complaisance is acquired.
Naturally a child seizes directly what it sees, and thinlfs of

* ^ gener^ reflection against Dr. Cadogan, when his very popular book was
puhliAed, It was said, that whatever precepts he might give to others, he himself in-
dulpd freely in the^ bottle. But I have since had the pleasure of becoming acquainted
with him, and, if his own testimony may be believed (and I have never heard it im-
peached), his course of life has been conformable to his doctrine.”

—

Boswell.
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pleasing itself only. By degrees, it is taught to please others,

and to prefer others; and that this will ultimately produce the

greatest happiness. If a man is not convinced of that, he never

will practise it. (Common language speaks the truth as to this.

We say, a person is -well-bred; as it is said that all material

motion is in a right line, and is never per circuiium, in another

form, unless by some particular cause; so it may be said intel-

lectual motion is.”) Lady MacLeod asked if no man was nat-

urally good. JOHNSON. “No, madam, no more than a wolf.”

BOSWELL. “Norno woman,sir?” Johnson. “No, sir.” Lady Mac-

Leod started, saying low, “This is worse than Swift.”—^What is

within the parenthesis was said at an after time, but I bring it

in here for connexion.

MacLeod of Ullinish had come in the afternoon. We were

a jolly company at supper. It was fine to see the Laird sur-

roxmded by so many of his clan. They listened with wonder

and pleasure while Mr. Johnson harangued. I am vexed that

I cannot take down his full strain of eloquence.

WEDNESDAY 15 SEPTEMBER. The gentlemen ofthe clan

went away early in the morning to the harbour ofLoch Braca-

dale to take leave of some of their friends who were going to

America. It was a very wet day. We looked at Rorie More’s

horn, which is a large cow’s horn with the mouth of it orna-

mented with silver. It holds rather more than a botde and a

half. Every Laird of MacLeod, it is said, must as a proof of his

manhood drink it off full of claret without taking it from his

right arm. He holds the small end ofit backwards, and so keeps

it at his mouth.i The silver mouth to it is above an inch deep

—a thin plate with such plaited carving upon it as is commonly
found on the Highland dirks or forks and knives, with some
other kind offiguring. And under the mouth, round the horn
on the outside, are i^ver knobs which serve as nails to keep

^ “The ceremony ofquaffing claret from Rorie More’a horn at the inauguration of each
successive Chief of MacLeod is still [1859] continued; but an artificial bottom is in-

serted on these; occadons in order to reduce the libation to a moderate draught.”

—

Cmruthers,
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the piece ofsilver on. From Rorie More many of the branches

ofthe family are descended—in particular the Talisker branch

—so that his name is much talked of. We also saw his bow,

which hardly any man now can bend, and his claymore which

was wielded with both hands, and is of a prodigious size.’* We
saw some old pieces of iron armour, immensely heavy. The

broadsword which is now called the claymore is much smaller

than the sword used in Rorie More’s time, and is of modern

invention. There is hardly a target now to be found in the High-

lands. After the disarming act they made them serve as covers

to their buttermilk barrels, a kind ofchange like beating spears

into pruning-hooks.

Sir George Mackenzie’s works were lying in a window. I

made Mr.Johnson read some of the Characteres Advocatorum. He
allowed power of mind, and that Sir George understood very

well what he tells, but there was too much declamation; and

that the Latin was not correct. He found fault with appropin-'

quabant in the character of Gilmour. I tried him with the op-

position between gloria and pcdma in the comparison between

Gilmour and Nisbet, which Lord Hailes in his Catalogue of

the Lords of Session thinks difficult to be understood. I in my
little Account of the Kirk of Scotland® attempted to explain

it thus: “The popular party has most eloquence; Dr. Robert-

son’s most influence;” penes illam gloria, penes harwpalma. I was
very desirous to hear Mr.Johnson. He said : “I see no difficulty.

Gilmour was admired for his parts. Nisbet carried his cause by
his skill in law. Palma is victory.” I said the character of Nich-

olson was that ofBurke: In omnes Ivsos etjocos se saepe resolvebat;^

and accipitris more e conspectu aliquando astantium sublimi se pro-

> The sword was broken at some time between 1773 and 1814; for, though Boswell’s later
reference to its point and his sketch of it show it to have been then entire, when Sir Wal-
ter Scott saw it on 33 August 1814 he referred to it as a "fragment of a two-handed
sword,” a description which is supported by a more recent sketch and photograph of it

(Prac. Soc. of Antiquaries of Scotland, xxix. 271; xlvii.lig).
’ "A Sketch of the Constitution of the Church of Scotland,” published in the London
Magarine for April and May 1773.
‘ “He often indulged himself in every species of pleasantry and wit.”

—

Boswell.
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irahens volatu, inpraedam miro impetu descendebat.^ “No, sir,” said

Mr. Johnson. “I never heard Burke make a good joke in my
life.” “But he’s a hawk, sir,” said I. Mr.Johnson, thinking that

I meant this of his joking, said, “No, sir, he’s not the hawk

there. He’s the beetle in the mire.” I kept to the hawk, crying,

“But he soars as the hawk.” Johnson. “Yes, sir; but he catches

nothing.” MacLeod asked, “What is the particular excellence

of Burke’s eloquence?” Johnson. “Copiousness and fertility of

allusion; a power of diversifying his matter by placing it in

various relations. Burke has great knowledge, and great com-

mand of language; though, in my opinion, it has not in every

respect the highest elegance.”

Donald MacLeod, late tenant in Ganna® but now dis-

possessed ofit, was still with us. He was an obliging serviceable

man. His father was one of MacLeod’s ministers; and the late

Laird educated him, and in particular had him several years

at school near London. He was at present in that kind ofwan-

dering state that many a Highland younger brother is. I was

sometimes angry at his appearing unanimated, speaking a few

words slowly and with a weak voice, and then sitting with his

mouth open. He was tall and a good sportsman. He gained me
at last by saying of Mr. Johnson, “Well, it is really a happiness

to be in this man’s company.”

Our money was now near an end. He went to Loch Braca-

dale today and took with him a bill ofmine for £30 drawn on

Sir W. Forbes & Co. to his order, for which he was to get

money for me from the master ofthe vessel which carries away
the emigrants. There is hardly any specie in Skye. Mr. Mac-
queen saidhehad theutmost difficulty to pay his servants’ wages

or to pay for any little thing which he has to buy. The rents

are paid in bills which the drovers give; and these the Lairds

• "like the hawk, having soared with a lofty flight to a height which the eye could not
reach, he was wont to swoop upon his quarry with wonderful rapidity.”

—

Boswell.
* Forsome reason—perhaps because his faithlessness, soon to be revealed, was later com*
pletely expiated—Boswell omitted all but afew references to MacLeod of Caitna in the
published book.
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get money fox at Edinburgh, and never bring it here. The peo-

ple consume a great deal of snuff and tobacco, for which they

must pay ready money; and pedlars who come about selling

goods, as there is not a shop in the island, carry away the cash.

If there were encouragement given to fishing and manufac-

tures, and the Lairds were to stay more at home, there might

be a circulation of money introduced. I got one-and-twenty

shillings in silver at Portree, which was a wonderful store.

On the 65 page ofthe first volume of Sir George Mackenzie’s

folio edition, Mr. Johnson pointed out a paragraph beginning

with Aristotle, and told me there was an error in the text which

he bid me try to discover. I hit it at once. It stands that the

devil answers even in engines. I corrected it to ever in enigmas.

"Sir,” said he, “you’re a good critic. This would have been a

great thing to do in the text ofan ancient author.”

We had a venison pasty today and most excellent roast beef.

But I need say no more as to dinner or supper than that there

is abundance of good things genteelly served up. Amidst the

difficulties of the family. Lady MacLeod, who is a heroine for

the clan, entertained us like princes. She has at the same time

the greatest economy. She is butler herself, even of the porter.

We had porter from the cask, as in London; claret, port, sherry,

and punch. The claret we soon quitted. MacLeod and Talisker

and I drank port. The rest of the men drank punch. Lady
MacLeod and her daughters eat oat-bread. Mr. Johnson and
I had excellent cakes offlour. She is resolved to live just as the

farmers do; I should think however that the ladies might eat

wheat-bread. Mr. Johnson said that it would not be above a

shilling a week of odds among three.

THURSDAY 16 SEPTEMBER. Last night much care was
taken of Mr. Johnson, He had hitherto most strangely slept

without a night-cap. Miss MacLeod made him a large flannel

one, and he was prevailed with to drink a little brandy when
he was going to bed—all to do his cold good.i He has great

'When Dr. Hill was at Dunvegan in 1889, he was told the following anecdote by tlie
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virtue in not drinking wine or any fermented liquor, because

he could not do it in moderation. He told us* so on Tuesday

night. Lady MacLeod would hardly believe him, and said,

“I’m sure, sir, you would not carry it too far.” Johnson. “Nay,

madam, it carried me.” He took the opportunity of a long

illness to leave it off. It was prescribed to him then not to

drink wine; and having broke off the habit, he has never re-

turned to it. He was in high spirits this morning.

In the argument on Tuesday night about natural goodness,

he denied that any child was more so than another, but by

difference of instruction; though the greater attention given

by one than another, and a variety of imperceptible causes

(such as instruction being counteracted by servants) made it

be thought that of two children equally well educated, one

should be much worse than another. He owned this morning

that one might have a greater aptitude to learn than another,

and that we inherit dispositions from our parents. Said he,

“I inherited a vile melancholy from my father, which has made

me mad aU my life, at least not sober.” Lady MacLeod won-

dered he should tell this. “Madam,” said I, “he knows that

with that madness he is superior to other men.”

I have often been astonished with what exactness and per-

spicuity he will explain the whole process of any art. He this

grand-daughter ofJohnaon’s hostess: *‘One day he had scolded the maid for not getting

good peats, and had gone out in the rain to the stack to fetch in some himself. He caught

a bad cold. Lady MacLeod went up to his room to see how he was, and found lum in

bed, with his wig turned inside out and thewrong end foremost. . . . On her return to the

drawing-room she said, ‘I have often seen very plain people, but anything as ugly as Dr.

Johnson, \nth his wig thus stuck on, I never have seen.’ ”—Paobteps of Dr. Johnson, p.

3. The description ofjohnson’s appearance may rest on fact, but the explanation ofhow
he caught his cold can now be shewn to be a mere invention resting upon a mistaken in-

ference from Boswell’s Taw, In the entry for 9 October, the travellers being then at Coll,

Boswell recorded the fact that the peats atDunvegan had been damp, and thatJohnson
had called them “a sullen fuel.” So much was printed in the first edition of the Tour, In
theJournal for 14 October he said thatJohnson, at MeSweyn’s in Coll, had gone out on
a stormy night to fetch peats, This was suppressed. At Malone’s suggestion it was re-

stored in the second edition, and connected with the “sullen fuel” ofDunvegan, simply
because both passages mentioned peat. See past, pp. 387 and 297. Very little trust can
be placed in any anecdote of the Hebridean tour not recorded by Boswell.
^Inadvertently omitted by Boswell^ here supplied by the editors.
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morning gave us all the operation of coining, and at night he

gave us all the operation ofbrewing spirits. Mr. Macqueen said

when he heard the first he thoughthehad beenbred inthe Mint.

When he heard the second, that he had been bred a brewer.

It was curious to have him on this remote point ofthe world.

Lady MacLeod was entertained with my simile, that it was

like a dog who has got hold ofa large piece of meat, and runs

away with it to a corner, where he may devour it in peace,

without any fear of others taking it from him. “In London,

Reynolds, Beauclerk, and all ofthem are contending who shall

have Mr. Johnson. We are feasting upon him undisturbed at

Dunvegan.”

It was still a storm of wind and rain. Mr. Johnson walked

out with MacLeod, and saw Rorie More’s cascade in grand

fullness, by which MacLeod got such a toothache that he could

not appear at supper. Every room in the house smoked but the

drawing-room. We began tonight a comfortable custom of re-

treating to the drawing-room, where we took our glass warmly
and snugly. This day we had Mr. John Bethune, minister of

Harris, a young man who said little and did not seem to have

much to say to such a man as Mr.Johnson. Colonel MacLeod,

whom Mr.Johnson called a very pleasing man, was at present

very different from what he uses to be, and I have seen him.

Instead of being all life and gaiety, he was grave and low-

spirited and seldom spoke. He had formerly had something of

the same kind. It had returned upon him by his taking a most

anxious concern in MacLeod’s affairs, striving to settle with

the gentlemen on the estate, and finding many of the clzm,

who owed much to the family, by no means disposed to act a

generous or affectionate part to their chief in his distress, but

bargaining with him as with a stranger. However, he was al-

ways agreeable and polite, and would at times talk very well.

Mr. Johnson said he would go to Sweden with me. I said we
should like to be with the King. Said Mr. Johnson, ‘T doubt

if he would spezik to us.” Said the Colonel, “I’m sure Mr. Bos-
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well would speak to him.” This was a good remark as to my
forwardness. He added with a genteel civility, “and with great

propriety.” Let me value my forwardness. It has procured me
much happiness. I do not think it is impudence. It is an eager-

ness to share the best society, and a diligence to attain what I

desire. Ifa man is praised for seeking knowledge though moun-

tains and seas are in his way, is it not laudable in me to seek

it at the risk of mortification from repulses? I have never yet

exerted ambition in rising in the state. But sure I am, no man
has made his way better to the best of company. Were my
places to be ranged after my name, as “Member ofthe Club at

the Turk’s Head,” etc,, I should make as great a figure as most

peers. There is a meaning in this if it were well expressed.

After the ladies were gone, we talked of the Highlanders’

not having sheets; and so on we went to the advantage ofwear-

ing linen. Mr. Johnson said, “All animal substances are less

cleanly than vegetable. Wool, of which flannel is made, is an

animal substance; flannel therefore is not so cleanly as linen.

I remember I used to think tar dirty. But when I knew it to

be only a preparation of the juice of the pine, I thought so no

longer. It is not disagreeable to have the gum that oozes from

a plum-tree upon your fingers, because it is vegetable; but if

you have any candle-grease, any tallow upon your fingers, you

are uneasy till you rub it off.” And then he came out with this

saying: “I have often thought that ifI kept a seraglio, the ladies

should all wear linen gowns, or cotton; I mean stuffs made of

vegetable substances. I would have no silk; you cannot teU

when it is clean. It will be very nasty before it is perceived to

be so. Linen detects its own dirtiness.”

To hear Mr. Johnson, while sitting solemn in arm-chair,

talk of his keeping a seraglio and saying too, “I have often

thought,” was truly curious,® Mr. Macqueen asked him ifhe

* Everything from this point to the end ofthe paragraph was heavily inked over by Bos-

wellin a style quite different from that of his deletions for the printer. He may have sup-

pressed the passageimmediately after writing it, for fear ofJohnson’s displeasure, but it

ismore probablethat the deletion wasmade in 1 775 when he lent theMS to Mrs. Thrale.
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would admit me. “Yes,” said he, “if he were properly pre-

pared; and he’d make a very good eunuch. He’d be a fine

gay^ animal. He’d do his part well.” “I take it,” said I, “better

ihan you would do your part.” Though he treats his friends

with uncommon freedom, he does not like a return. He seemed

to me to be a little angry. He got offfrom myjoke by saying, “I

have not told you what was to be my part”—and then at once

he returned to my office as eunuch and expatiated upon it with

such fluency that it really hurt me. He made me quite con-

temptible for the moment. Luckily the company did not take

it so clearly as I did. Perhaps, too, I imagined him to be more

serious in this extraordinary raillery than he really was. But I

am ofa firmer metal than Langton and can stand a rub better.

This morning he described Langton’s house. He said the old

houseofthefamilywasburnt.Atemporarybuildingwas erected;

and to this they have been always adding as the family in-

creased. It was like a shirt made for a man when he was a child,

and enlarged always as he grew older.

We talked tonight of Luther’s allowing the Landgrave of

Hesse two wives, and that it was with the consent of the wife

to whom he was first married. Mr. Johnson said there was no
harm so far as she only was concerned, because volenti non Jit

injuria^ But it was an offence against the general order of soci-

ety, and against the law of the Gospel, by which one man and

one woman are united. “And,” said he, “no man can have

two wives but by preventing somebody else from having one.”

FRIDAY 17 SEPTEMBER. After dinner yesterday, we had a

conversation upon cunning. MacLeod said that he was not

afraid of cunning people, but would let them play their tricks

about him like monkeys. “But,” said I, “they’ll scratch.”

“And,” saidMr .Macqueen, “they’ll inventnew tricks as soon as

you find outwhat they do.” Mr.Johnson said that cunning had
effect from the credulity of others rather than the abilities of

* Doubtful; possiblyfat.
> “No haim is done to a person who consents.” MS, voltati.
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those who are cunning. He said it required no great talents

to lie and deceive. This led us to consider whether it did not re-

quire great abilities to be very wicked. Mx'. Johnson instructed

us nobly. Said he, “It requires great abilities to have the^owjer

of being very wicked; but not to be very wicked. A man who

has the power which great abilities procure him, may use it

well or ill; and it requires more abilities to use it well than to

use it ill. Wickedness is always easier than virtue, for it takes

the short cut to everything. It is much easier to steal a hundred

pounds than to get it by labour or any other way. Consider

only what piece of wickedness requires great abilities when

once the person who is to be wicked has the power, for there is

the distinction. It requires great abilities to conquer an army,

but none to massacre it after it is conquered.”

This day was rather better than any that wc have had since

we came to Dunvegan. Mr. Macqueen had often talked to me

ofa curious piece ofantiqxiity near this
;
what he called a temple

of the Goddess Anailis. He has sent Pennant a description of

it. We were every day talking of going to see it; and it would

have been a shame for me to have neglected it, though I should

have been wet to the skin. He and I set out after breakfast, at-

tended by his man, a fellow quite like a savage. And I must

observe here that in Skye there seems to be much idleness; for

men and boys follow you as colts will follow passengers upon

a road. The usual figure ofa Skye boy is a lown^ with bare legs,

a dirty kilt, ragged coat and waistcoat, a bare head, and a

stick in his hand, which I suppose is partly to help the lazy

rogue to walk, partly to serve as a kind of arms to him. We
walked what is called two miles, but may be four, northeast*

from the castle, till we came to the sacred place. The country

around is black dreary moor on all sides except to the sea-

coast, towards which there is a view through a valley, and the

> i.e., loon, a Scottish dialectal expressioa ofvarious signification. Heie, rimply "boy.”
t Left blank by Bos:weU; suppUed from the volume to which reference is made in n. 5
below.
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farm ofBay shows some good ground. The place itself is green

ground, being well drained by reason of a deep glen or valley

on each side, in each of which there runs a rivulet or brook

with a good quantity of water; for in each there arc several

cascades, which make a considerable appearance and sound;

and at some places there are cascades formed by other brooks

running into these. Upon the west® there is one which has five

separate falls formed by different projections of rock. The first

thing we came to was an earthen mound or dike extending

from the one precipice to the other. A little farther on was a

strong stone wall, not high but very thick, extending in the

same manner. On the outside ofit were the ruins oftwo houses,

one on each side of the entry or gate to it. The wall at the

entry is four lengths and a half ofmy cane.* The wall is built

all along ofdry stone; but ofstones of so large a size as to make
a very firm and durable rampart. It has been built all about

the consecrated ground except where the precipice is steep

enough to form an enclosure of itself. The sacred spot will be

more than two acres. There are within it the ruins of many
houses (none of them large), a cairn, many graves marked by

stones thus: but what Mr. Macqueen insists on is that the

ruin of a small building standing east and west was actually

the temple of the Goddess Anaitis, where her statue was kept,

and from whence processions were made to wash it in one of

the brooks.® There is a hollow road really visible for a good

way from the entrance. But Mr. Macqueen walked with great

attention along what he saw to be a continuation of it, for a

good way, till there is an easy descent to the brook on the

® Blank in the MS, but the location is shown by Boswell’s sketch.

^ Boswell’s cane is shown, by the dimensions which he gives for the “Temple ofAnaitis,”

to have been about thirty-nine inches long.
‘ “The oldest ecclesiastic^ term existing in the Islands is Annail (Atmaid), which is pecu-
liar to the Celtic Church, and probably indicates in Scotland, as in Ireland, the mother-
church or monastic community of the earliest Christian settiement in the district. It is

now structurally represented only by the example in Skye.” (Ancient and Historical Mom-
meats oj Scotland. Ninth Report. The Outer Hebrides and Skye. :ga8. p. xlv. See the full de-

scription, ibid., pp. 149-50.)
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As I have often observed what looked like visible roads

in moors, that is to say continued pieces of ground greener

than the rest, and perhaps a little lower, I could not be sure

that he was right here. All the houses, temple as well as the

rest, have not more than a foot or a foot-and-a-half in height

remaining of their walls. The temple is in length, within the

walls, five lengths of my cane and six hands; in breadth, two

lengths and a few hands, I think six too, so that it has been

but a poor building. The waters on each side join at the north®

end ofthe sacred ground, which is like a theatre elevated above

the neighbouring ground, and then the water or river formed

by them runs away due north^ towards the sea. Whatever this

place has been it has been a most striking solemn scene. The

sight lost in some places on a wild moor around; the hills in

some other places bounding the prospect; and then, within,

the space itself, so much concentrated and closely bound in by

precipices, sometimes rocky, sometimes just green steep de-

clivities—and waters beneath. I wish I could draw. Let me try

to make an awkward sketch of it.® It is to be supposed that

when this was a place of worship, the banks or steeps on each

side ofthe brooks were covered with wood. When that circum-

stance is added, I can hardly conceive a more awful rude re-

treat. Mr.Macqueen has collected a great deal of learning with

regard to the temples of Anaitis, of which he supposes this to

have been one. My sketch of it may convey some idea. But

there is no exactness in it. I may truly be said to

Write about it, Goddess, and about it.®

When we got home, and were enjoying ourselves over ad-

mirable roasted venison, we first talked ofportraits. Mr. John-

‘ Supplied by tbe editors to fill a blank in the MS.
’ Supplied by the editors to fill a blank In the MS.
' See the facsimile.

* “For thee we dim the eyes, and stuff the head
With all such reading as was never read;

For thee explain a tl^g till all men doubt it,

And write about it, Goddess, and about it.”

Pope, Dunciad, IV. 249-53.
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son agreed in thinking them valuable in families. I asked if

he would rather have fine portraits or like ones. “Why,” said

he, “their chiefexcellence is in being like.” “But,” said I, “are

you of that opinion as to the portraits of ancestors whom one

has never seen?” Said he, “It then becomes of more conse-

quence that they should be like—that you may see them. And
I’d have them in the dress of the times, which makes a piece

of history. One should like to see how Rorie More looked. Truths

sir, is of the greatest value in these things.” Mr. Macqueen ob-

served that ifyou hold that there is no niatter though portraits

are not like if well painted, you may be indifferent whether a

piece ofhistory is true or not, ifwell told.

Mr. Johnson said at breakfast today that it was but of late

that historians bestowed pains and attention in consulting

records, to attain to accuracy. Bacon in writing his History of

Henry VII does not seem to have consulted any, butjust taken

what he found in other histories, with what he learnt by tradi-

tion. He agreed with me that there should be a chronicle kept

in every family.

I started Anaitis after dinner. Mr. Macqueen had laid stress

on the name given to the place by the country people, Amnii\

and said he, “I knew not what to make of this piece of antiq-

uity, till I met with the Anaitidis delubrum, in Asia Minor, men-

tioned by Pausanias and the elder Pliny. ”1° Mr. Johnson, who
is wonderfully acute, examined Mr. Macqueen as to the mean-

ing of the word Aunnit in Erse; and it came out to be a water-

place, or a place near a water, “which,” said Mr. Macqueen,

“agrees with all the descriptions of those temples, which were

situated near rivers, that there might be water to wash the

statue.”^ “Nay,” said Mr. Johnson, “the argument from the

name is gone. The name is exhausted by what we see. We have

w The MS reads, “mentioned by Malone filled in the blank.

Professor Macdonald writes: “The derivation given to Boswell is obviously popular

etymology from amhainin + ait. i.e., ‘river’ + ‘place,’ There is no ‘water-place’ notion

about amaid; the sense of the popular derivation is made to fit the word as derived,

easily enough, because there is no place in the West of Scotland where water is far to

seek.”
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no occasion to go to a distance for what we can pick up under

our feet. Had it been an accidental name, the similarity be-

tween it and Anaitis might have had something in it; but it

turns out to be a mere physiological name.” MacLeod said

Mr. Macqueen’s knowledge of etymology had destroyed his

conjecture. “Yes,” said Mr. Johnson, “Mr, Macqueen is like

the eagle mentioned by Waller, who was shot with an arrow

feathered from his own wing.” Mr. Macqueen would not yield

his conjecture. “Sir,” said Mr, Johnson, “you have one possi-

bility for you, and all po.ssibilities against you. It is possible it

may be the temple ofAnaitis. But it is also possible that it may
be a fortification. Or it may be a place of Christian worship,

as the first Christians often chose remote and wild places to

make an impression on the mind. Or if it was a heathen tem-

ple, there is such a multitude ofdivinities to whom it may have

been dedicated that the chance ofits being a temple ofAnaitis

is hardly anything. ’Tis like throwing a grain ofsand upon the

sea-shore today and thinking you may find it tomorrow. No,

this temple, like many an ill-built edifice, tumbles down be-

fore ’tis roofed in.” He had a kind of conceit in his discourse;

for after Mr. Macqueen spoke of an altar, he said, “Mr. Mac-
queen is fighting pro aris etfacts

It was wonderful how well time passed in a remote castle

and in dreary weather. After supper, we talked of Pennant.

It was objected that he was superficial. Mr, Johnson defended

him warmly. He said, “Pennant has greater variety of inquiry

than almost any man, and has told us more than perhaps one

in ten thousand could have done in the time that he took. He
has not said what he was to tell; so you cannot find fault with

him for what he has not told. Ifa man comes to look for fishes,

you cannot blame him ifhe does not attend to fowls.” “But,”

said Col, MacLeod, "he mentions the unreasonable rise ofrents

in the Highlands, and says ‘the gentlemen are for emptying
the bag, without filling it’; for that is the phrase he uses. Why
“ “For his altars anti fires”—i.c., his hearth and home.
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does he not tell how to fill it?“ Johnson. “Sir, there is no end

of negative criticism. He tells what he observes, and as much
as he chooses. If he tells what is not true, you may find fault

with him. But though he tells that the land is not well culti-

vated, he is not obliged to tell how it may be well cultivated.

If I tell that many ofthe Highlanders go barefooted, I am not

obliged to tell how they may get shoes. Pennant tells a fact.

He need go no farther except he pleases. He exhausts nothing.

And no subject whatever has yet been exhausted. But Pennant

has surely told a great deal. Here is a man six foot high, and

you’re angry because he is not seven.” This was a capital Oratio

pro Pennantio. But still I think he had better have given more

attention to fewer things, than thrown together such a number

ofimperfect accounts. But P* think with diffidence,

SATURDAY iS SEPTEMBER. At breakfast Lady Mac-

Leod complained of the difficulties under which the family

now laboured, “Madam,” said Mr.Johnson, “consider what a

son you have. He is as fine a young gentleman as I ever knew
since I came into this world. I never knew any one who at his

age had advanced his understanding so much.” Before break-

fast Mr.Johnson came up to my room to forbid me to mention

that this was his birthday; but I told him I had done it already,

at which he was displeased, I suppose from wishing to have

nothing particular done on his account. MacLeod was not pres-

ent when Mr. Johnson gave his mother the high character of

him. But I told him ofit, as I knew it would confirm him in his

laudable resolutions. The lady and I got into a warm dispute.

She wanted to build a house upon a farm which she has taken,

about five miles from the old castle, and to make gardens and

everything fine there. All ofwhich I approved of; but insisted

that the seat of the family should always be upon the rock of

Dunvegan. “Ay,” said Mr. Johnson, “in time we’U build all

round this rock. You may make a very good house at the farm,

but it must not be such as to tempt the Laird of MacLeod to

” The MS is defective. “But I” has been ‘'with diflSdence” supplied by the editors.
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no occasion to go to a distance for what we can pick up under

our feet. Had it been an accidental name, the similarity be-

tween it and Anaitis might have had something in it; but it

turns out to be a mere physiological name.” MacLeod said

Mr, Macqueen’s knowledge of etymology had destroyed his

conjecture. “Yes,” said Mr. Johnson, “Mr. Macqueen is like

the eagle mentioned by Waller, who was shot with an arrow

feathered from his own wing.” Mr. Macqueen would not yield

his conjecture. “Sir,” said Mr. Johnson, “you have one possi-

bility for you, and all possibilities against you. It is possible it

may be the temple ofAnaitis. But it is also possible that it may
be a fortification. Or it may be a place of Christian worship,

as the first Christians often chose remote and wild places to

make an impression on the mind. Or if it was a heathen tem-
ple, there is such a multitude ofdivinities to whom it may have
been dedicated that the chance of its being a temple ofAnaitis

is hardly anything. ’Tis like throwing a grain of sand upon the

sea-shore today and thinking you may find it tomorrow. No,
this temple, like many an ill-built edifice, tumbles down be-

fore ’tis roofed in.” He had a kind of conceit in his discourse;

for after Mr. Macqueen spoke of an altar, he said, “Mr. Mac-
queen is fighting /iro aris etfocis”^^

It was wonderful how well time passed in a remote castle

and in dreary weather. After supper, we talked of Pennant.
It was objected that he was superficial. Mr. Johnson defended
him warmly. He said, “Pennant has greater variety of inquiry

than almost any man, and hjts told us more than perhaps one
in ten thousand could have done in the time that he took. He
has not said what he was to tell; so you cannot find fault with
him for what he has not told. Ifa man comes to look for fishes,

you cannot blame him if he does not attend to fowls.” “But,”
said Col. MacLeod, “he mentions the unreasonable rise ofrents
in the Highlands, and says ‘the gentlemen are for emptying
the bag, without filling it’; for that is the phrase he uses. Why
» "For his altars and fires”—i.e., his hearth and home.
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does he not tell how to fill it?” johnsOn. “Sir, there is no end

of negative criticism. He tells what he observes, and as much
as he chooses. If he tells what is not true, you may find fault

with him. But though he tells that the land is not well culti-

vated, he is not obliged to tell how it may be well cultivated.

If I tell that many of the Highlanders go barefooted, I am not

obliged to tell how they may get shoes. Pennant tells a fact.

He need go no farther except he pleases. He exhausts nothing.

And no subject whatever has yet been exhausted. But Peimant

has surely told a great deal. Here is a man six foot high, and

you’re angry because he is not seven.” This was a capital Oratio

pro Pennantio. But still I think he had better have given more

attention to fewer things, than thrown together such a number
ofimperfect accounts. But I^'’ think with diffidence.

SATURDAY 18 SEPTEMBER. At breakfast Lady Mac-

Leod complained of the difficulties under which the family

now laboured. “Madam,” said Mr.Johnson, “consider what a

son you have. He is as fine a young gentleman as I ever knew
since I came into this world. I never knew any one who at his

age had advanced his understanding so much.” Before break-

fast Mr.Johnson came up to my room to forbid me to mention

that this was his birthday; but I told him I had done it already,

at which he was displeased, I suppose from wishing to have

nothing particular done on his account. MacLeodwas not pres-
ent when Mr. Johnson gave his mother the high character of

him. But I told him ofit, as I knew it would confirm him in his

laudable resolutions. The lady and I got into a warm dispute.

She wanted to build a house upon a farm which she has taken,

about five miles from the old castle, and to make gardens and
everything fine there. All ofwhich I approved of; but insisted

that the seat of the family should always be upon the rock of

Dunvegan. “Ay,” said Mr, Johnson, “in time we’ll build all

round this rock. You may make a very good house at the farm,

but it must not be such as to tempt the Laird of MacLeod to^

“ The MS is defective. “But I” has been “with diflfidence” supplied by the editors.
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go thither to reside. Most ofthe great families ofEngland have

a secondary house, which is called a jointure-house; let this

be of that kind.” The lady insisted that the rock was very in-

convenient. That there was no place near it where a good gar-

den could be made; that it must always be a rude place; that

it was Herculean labour to make a dinner here; that the cli-

mate was such that one might have half an hour fair now and

then, though it rained in general; and therefore one should

be close to where the farm is. Said Mr. Johnson, “The Laird

will not mind being wet. No, we’ll keep the old rock, and we’ll

have an armoury, though Sir Alexander Macdonald said that

arms would rust.” I was very keen. I was vexed to find the al-

loy ofmodern refinement in a lady who had so much old fam-

ily spirit. “Madam,” said I, “if once you quit this rock, this

centre of gravity, there is no knowing where you may settle.

You move five miles first; then to St. Andrews, as the late

Laird did; then to Edinburgh; and so on till you end at Hamp-
stead, or in France. No, no; keep to the rock. It is the very

jewel of the estate. It looks as if it had been let down from

heaven by the four corners, to be the residence of a chief. Have
all the comforts and conveniendes of life upon it; but never

leave Rorie More’s cascade.” “But,” said she, “is it not enough

ifwe keep it? Must we never be more convenient than Rorie

More was? He had his beef brought to dinner in one basket

and his bread in another. Why not as well be Rorie More all

over as live upon his rock? And would not we tire of looking

perpetually on this rock?” “No, madam,” said I, “your eye

will never wear away the old rock.” Said she, “It is very well

for you, who have a fine place and everything easy, to talk so,

and think of chaining honest folks to a rock. You would not

live upon it yourself.” “Yes, madam,” said I, “I would live

upon it were I Laird of MacLeod, and would be unhappy if

I were not upon it.” Said Mr.Johnson, with a strong voice and
most determined manner: “Madam, rather than quit the old

rock, Boswell would live in the pit. He’d make his bedchamber
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in the dungeon.” I felt a degree of elation at finding my reso-

lute feudal enthusiasm thus confirmed by such a sanction. The

lady was puzzled a little. She still returned to her pretty farm,

rich ground, fine garden. “Madam,” said Mr. Johnson, “were

it in Asia, I would not leave the rock.” The lady was rational

in her notions to a certain degree. But the ancient family resi-

dence must be a primary object; and ifthe situation is in a place

where there can be little done in farming or gardening, it has,

besides the veneration acquired by the mere lapse of time dur-

ing which the family has lived here, many circumstances of

natural grandeur suited to the seat of a Highland chief. It has

the sea—islands—rocks—hills—a noble cascade. And when the

family is again in opulence, much may be done by art.

Mr, Donald Macqueen went away today, in order to preach

at Bracadale next day, as the minister there was to go and

preach for him. We were so comfortably placed at Dunvegan
that Mr. Johnson could hardly be moved from it. I proposed

to him tliat we should leave it on Monday. “No, sir,” said he.

“I’ll not go before Wednesday. I’ll have some more of this

good.” However, as the weather was at this season so bad and

so very uncertain, and we had a good deal to do yet, Mr.

Macqueen and I prevailedwith him to agree to set out onMon-
day if the day should be good. Mr. Macqueen, though it was
inconvenient for him to be away from his harvest, engaged to

wait on Monday at Ullinish for us. When he was going away,

Mr. Johnson said, “I shall ever retain a great regard for you.”

Then asked him ifhe had the Rambler. Mr. Macqueen said no,

but his brother had it. Johnson. “Have you the Idler?” “No,

sir.” JOHNSON. “Then I’ll order one foryou at Edinburgh, which

you will keep in remembrance of me,” Mr. Macqueen was

much pleased with this. He expressed himself in the strongest

terms as to his admiration of Mr, Johnson’s wonderful Iqiowl-

edge, and -every other quality for which he is distinguished.

I asked Mr. Macqueen if he was satisfied to be a minister in

Skye. He said he was. But he owned that his forefathers hav-
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ing been so long there, and he himselfbeing born there, made

a chiefingredient in his contentment. I should have mentioned

that, on our left hand, between Portree and Dr. MacLeod’s,

Mr. Macqueen told me there had been a college ofthe Knights

Templars; that tradition said so, and that there was a ruin re-

maining of their church, which had been burnt. I must get

him to explain this better. Mr. Johnson has weakened my be-

liefin remote tradition. In the dispute about Anaitis, Mr. Mac-

queen said Asia Minor was peopled by Scythians, and as they

were the ancestors of the Celts, the same religion might be in

Asia Minor and Skye. Said Mr. Johnson, “What can a nation

that has not letters tell of its original? I have always difficulty

to be patient when I hear authors gravely quoted as giving

accounts of savage nations, which accounts they had from the

savages themselves. What can the Macraes tell about them-

selves a thousand years ago? There is no tracing ancient na-

tions but by language, and therefore I’m always sorry when
language is lost, because languages are the pedigree of nations.

If you find the same language in distant countries, you may
be sure that the inhabitants of each have been the same peo-

ple; that is to say, if you find the languages a good deal the

same; for finding a word here and there will not do; as Hudi-

bras, by way ofridicule, finds the v?ord penguin in the Straits of

Magellan, signifying a bird with a white head; and that word
has the signification in Wales of a whiteheaded wench: pen,

head, guin, white; therefore the people near the Straits of

Magellan are Welsh,”

A young gentleman of the name ofMaclean, nephew to the

Laird of the Isle of Muck, came this morning; and just as we
sat down to dinner, came the Laird of the Isle of Muck him-

self; his lady, sister to Talisker; a Miss Maclean, his niece; a

Miss Macqueen, a relation (both of them young girls)
;
and a

Miss Mally MacLeod, daughter of the late Hammer, who
wrote a treatise on the second sight, etc., under the designa-'

tion of Theophilus Insulanus. She was, as I was told, past
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sixty; but afFected^ youthfulness. Itwas curious to hear the Laird

called by his title. “Muck” would not do well, but he was
called “Isle of Muck,” which went off with great readiness.

His lady was called Mrs. Maclean. He was a hearty High-

lander, and his lady a cheerful woman as could be. We were

immediately quite easy with them; and Mr. Johnson, hearing

that their island lay between Skye and Mull, cried, “We’ll go

to the Isle of Muck.” They offered us a hearty welcome, but

as we found out that it would be inconvenient for them to go

home so soon as our time required, we laid aside the scheme.

The name is ugly, though it is worse as now written; the Erse

is Mouack,^ the sow’s island, and Buchanan calls it Insula Por-

corum. It is so called from its form. Some call it Isle of Monk.

The Laird insists on this. It was formerly church lands belong-

ing to Icolmkill, and a hermit lived in it. It is two miles long,

and about three-quarters of a mile broad. The Laird said he

had sevenscore of souls upon it. Last year he had fourscore

children inoculated; some ofthem indeed were eighteen years

of age. He agreed with a surgeon to come and do it at half-a-

crown a head. It is very fertile in corn. They export some; and

its coasts abound in fish. A tailor comes there six times in a

year. They get a good blacksmith from the isle of Eigg when
they want him. It was after supper before these particulars

were told us. This addition to our society hadjust landed from
the Long Island.® In the evening we had an excellent dance,

but Mr, Johnson did not come to it. Neither did he come to

supper for these two last nights, but onlyjoined us after supper.

Tonight he supped.

SUNDAY 19 SEPTEMBER. It was rather worse weather

than any that we have had yet. At breakfast Mr. Johnson said

that some cunning men chose fools for their wives, thinking to

' Conjectural; defect in the MS.
* Gaelic mw. Boswell means that "Island of the Kgs” is ugly to those who understand

the Gaelic, but that the name would not be so ugly to English-speaking people if it

were not assimilated by its spelling to an ugly English word.
“ Not a single island, but another name for the Outer Hebrides.
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manage them; but they always failed. “There is a spaniel fool

and a mule fool. The spaniel fool may be made to do by beat-

ing. The mule fool will neither do by words nor blows; and

suppose a fool to be made do pretty well, you must have the

continual trouble ofmaking her do. Depend upon it, no woman
is the worse for sense and knowledge.” Whether he meant

merely to say a polite thing, or to give his opinion, I could

not be sure; but he said men knew that women were an over-

match for them; and therefore they chose the weakest or most

ignorant. If they did not think so, they never could be afraid

of women knowing as much as themselves. I must have this

more amply discussed with him.

He came to my room this morning before breakfast to read

myJournal, which he has done all along. He often before said,

“I take great delight in reading it.” Today he said, “You im-

prove. It grows better and better.” I said there was a danger

ofmy getting a habit of writing in a slovenly manner. “Sir,”

said he, “it is not written in a slovenly manner. It might be

printed, were the subject fit for printing. He sat in his room
with a volume of Lord Bacon’s works, the Decay of Christian

Piety, Monboddo’s Origin of Language, and Sterne’s sermons

beside him, while Mr. Bethune preached in the dining-room.

We had some of the neighbours assembled. There was just an

ordinary Presbyterian forenoon’s service, which was very de-

cent, and which is always here when the family cannot go to

church. He asked me today how we were so little together. I

told him my Journal took up so much time. But at the same
time, it is curious that although I willrun from one end ofLon-

don to another to have an hour with him, I should omit to

seize any spare time to be in his company when I am in the

house with him. But my Journal is reaUy a task of much time

and labour, and Mr. Johnson forbids me to contract it.

I omitted to mention that Mr.Johnson told Mr. Macqueen

* "As I have faithfully recorded so many minute particulars, 1 hope I shall be pardoned
for Inserting so flattering atiencomiumonwhat isnow offered to the public.”

—

Boswell.
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that he had found the beliefofthe second sight universal in Skye,

except among the clergy, who seemed determined against it.

I took the liberty to say to Mr. Macqueen that the clergy were

actuated by a Jdnd of vanity. Say they, “The world takes us

to be credulous men in a remote corner. We’ll show them that

we are more enlightened than they think.” The worthy man
said that his disbelief of it was from his not finding sufficient

evidence. But I could perceive that he was prejudiced against it.

After dinner today we talked of the extraordinary fact of

Lady Grange’s being sent to St. Kilda.* Mr. Johnson said, “If

MacLeod would let it be known that he had such a place for

naughty ladies, he might make it a very profitable island.” We
had in the course of our tour heard of St. Kilda poetry. Mr.

Johnson said, “It must be very poor, because they have very

few images.” “But,” said I, “there may be a poetical genius to

combine these, and in short to make poetry of tliem.” “But,

sir,” said he, “a man cannot make fire but in proportion as he

has wood. He cannot coin guineas but in proportion as he has

gold.” He came the length this day of contracting Monboddo
and calling him “Mony.” This was a piece of kindness, for he

does so to all his friends. At tea he talked of his intending to

go to Italy in 1775. MacLeod said he would like Paris better.®

Mr.Johnson said there was none of the litero-ti now alive to see

* “The true story of this lady, which happened in this century, is as frightfully romantic
as if it had been the fiction of a gloomy fancy. She was the wife of one of the Lords of

Session in Scotland, a man of the very first blood of his country. For some mysterious

reasons, which have never been discovered, she was seized and carried OS' in the dark,

she knew not by whom, and by nightly journeys was conveyed to the Highland shores,

from whence she was transported by sea to the remote rock of St. Kilda, where she re-

mained, amongst its few wild inhabitants, a forlorn prisoner, but had a constant supply
of provisions, and a woman to wait on her. No inquiry was made after her, till she at

last found means to convey a letter to a confidential friend, by the daughter of a Cate-

chist, who concealed it in a clew ofyam. Information being thus obtained at Edinburgh,
a ship was sent to bring her off; but intelligence of this being received, she was conveyed
to MacLeod’s island of Harris, where she died,”

—

Boswell. The latter part of this note

is omitted in this edition. St. Kilda, an island in the Outer Hebrides, is now entirely

abandoned, the Government having brought the remaining inhabitants to the main-
land in iggo.

,

* As readers ofthe Life ofJohnson know, he visited Paris in the autumn of 1 775; but his

trip to Italy with the .Thrales, planned for the spring of 1 776, was postponed because of

the death of the Thrales’ son, and was never realized.
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whom he would cross a sea. He said he could find in Buffon’s

book all that he could say."*

After supper he said he was sorry that prize-fighting was gone

out; that every art should be preserved, and the art of defence

was important; that it was absurd that our soldiers should

have swords and not be taught the use of them; that prize-

fighting made people accustomed not to be alarmed at seeing

their own blood, or feeling a little pain from a wound. He
said the heavy claymore was an ill-contrived weapon. A man
could only strike once with it. It employed both his hands, and

he must of course be soon fatigued with wielding it; so that

if his antagonist can only keep playing awhile, he is sure of

him. He said, "I’d fight with a dirk against Rorie More’s sword.

I could ward off a blow with a dirk, and then run in upon

my enemy. When within that heavy sword, I have him. He’s

quite helpless, and I could stab him at my leisure, like a calf.”

He said it was thought by sensible military people that the

English did not enough avail themselves of their superior

strength ofbody against the French; for that must always have

a great advantage in pushing with bayonets; that he had heard

an officer say that if women could be made to stand, they’d

do as well as men in a mere interchange of bullets from a dis-

tance; but if a body ofmen should come close up to ’em, then,

to be sure, they must be overcome. "Now,” said he, "in the

same manner the weaker-bodied French must be overcome by

our strong soldiers.”

He said as to duelling that there is no case in England where

one or other must die; that ifyou have overcome your adver-

saty either by killing him or disarming him, your honour, or

the honour ofyour family, is restored, as much as it can be by
a duel. That it would be cowardly to make a man renew the

combat when you know that you have the advantage of him.

* “I doubt the justice of my fellow-traveller’s remark concerning the French literati,

many ofwhom, I am told, have considerable merit in conversation, as well as in their

writings. That of Monsieur de Buffon, in particular, t am well assured is highly instruc-

tive and entertaining.”

—

Boswell.
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You might just as well go and cut his throat while he’s asleep

in his bed. That when a duel begins, it is supposed there may
be an equality; because it is not always skill that prevails. “It

dependsmuch on presence ofmind; nay, on accidents.Thewind

may be in a man’s face—he may fall—many such things may
decide the superiority. A man is punished by being called out

and subjected to the risk that is in a duel.” But as I suggested

that the injured person is equally subjected to risk, Mr. John-

son owned he could not explain the rationality of duelling.

I was under the greatest apprehensions for fear of the itch,

which is really very common in these parts (especially among
the young people)

,
and very little minded. I this day perceived

several pimples or rather blisters on the palm of my right

hand, which were hot, painful, and itchy; but I was assured

it never began so. I was, however, uneasy. The horror of hav-

ing so vile a distemper and carrying it home made me shud-

der. I may appear to talk in too strong terms ofa minor disease.

But I feel what I write. As yet in the Highlands I was only bit

with fleas at Anoch and Glenelg, and when changing my shirt

at Armadale I found what I thought a bug sticking fast on my
left arm. Perhaps it was some other sucking animal.®

MONDAY 20 SEPTEMBER. WhenI awaked, thestormwas

higher still. I read some of Pennant’s Tour in bed, and was

very well pleased. I have read little here. Indeed I have been

always writing. I found in my closet a large Prayer-Book and
Bible and Apocrypha with prints, all in one volume. I read

in it daily. The storm abated about nine, and the sun shone;

but it rained again soon, and it was not a day for travelling.

At breakfast, Mr. Johnson told us that there was once a pretty

good tavern in Catherine Street, where very good company
met in an evening, and each man called for his own half-pint

of wine, or gill, if he pleased; they were frugal men, and no-

* This paragraph was omitted in the published Tour. The prevaience of vermin in the
Eighteenth Century has certainly been exaggerated. This passage shows that Boswell, at

the age of thirty-three, had never had scabies and was familiar neither with the habits
nor the appearance of “bugs.”
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body paid but for what he himselfdrank. The house furnished

no supper, but a woman attended with mutton pies, which

anybody might have. Mr.Johnson was introduced to this com-

pany by Gumming the Qpaker, and used to go there some-

times when he drank wine. He said that in the last age, when
his mother lived in London, there were two sets of people,

those who gave the wall and those who took it; the peaceable

and the quarrelsome. When he returned to Lichfield after hav-

ing been in London, his mother asked him whether he was one

ofthose who gave the wall, or those who took it. Now it is fixed

that every man keeps to the right; or, ifone is taking the wall,

another yields it, and it is never a dispute. He was very severe

on Lady Macdonald; he said he would have her sent to St.

Kilda. She was as bad as negative badness could be, and stood

in the way of what was good. That insipid beauty would not

go a great way, and that such a woman might be cut out of a

cabbage, ifthere was a skilful artificer.

MacLeod was too late in coming to breakfast. Mr. Johnson
said la2iness was worse than the toothache. “No,” said I, “a

basin of cold water or a horse-whip will cure laziness.” “No,”

said Mr. Johnson, “it will only put off the fit; it will not cure

the disease. I have been trying to cure laziness all my life, and

could not do it.” “But,” said I, “if aman does in a shorter time

what might be the labour ofa life, there is nothing to be said.”

JOHNSON. “Suppose that flattery to be true, the world has noth-

ing to say to a man; but that will not justify him to himself.”

After breakfast he said a Highland chiefshould now endeav-

our to do everything to raise his rents by means ofthe industry

of his people; that formerly it was right to have his house full

of idle people—they were his defenders, his servants, his de-

pendants, his fi:iends. “Now they may be better employed,

The system of things is now so much altered that the family

cannot have influence but by riches, because it has no longer

the power. An individual of a family may have it; but it can-

not now belong to the family unless you could have a perpetu-
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ity of men with the same views. One man like Sir Alexander

destroys what twenty ancestors have gained. MacLeod has

four times the land that the Duke ofBedford has. I think with

his views he may in time make himself the greatest man in the

King’s dominions, for land may always be improved to a cer-

tain degree. And,” said he, “don’t sell land to throw money
into the funds, as is done, or to try any other species of trade.

Depend upon it, this rage of trade will destroy itself. You and

I shall not see it, but the time will come when there will be

an end on’t. Trade is like gaming. If a whole company are

gamesters, it must cease, for there is nothing to be won. When
all nations are traders, there is nothing to be gained by trade.

And it will stop the soonest where it is brought to the greatest

perfection. Then, only the proprietors of land will be the great

men.” I said it was hard for MacLeod to find ingratitude in

so many of his people. “Sir,” said he, “gratitude is a fruit of

great cultivation. You do not find it among gross people.” I

should doubt of this. Nature seems to have implanted it. The
lion mentioned by Valerius Maximus^ had it. I should think

culture, which brings luxury and selfishness with it, mayweaken
the principle or passion ofgratitude. This too mustbe discussed.

Mr. Johnson said this morning, when talking of our setting

out, that he was in the state that Lord Bacon represents kings.

He desired the end but did not like the means. He wished much
to get home, but was unwilling to travel in Skye. "And,” said

I, “you are like kings too in this, that you must act under the

direction of others.”

This day (half an hour past three) I have brought up my
Journal to a minute, at least to this very forenoon. We had at

dinner Ullinish and . I must observe that Mr. Johnson

read all myJournal to the foot of the preceding page, and said

to me, “It is a very pretty Journal.” It has therefore his sanc-

tion, and I am encouraged to go on. After dinner he let me

‘ Sic in the first edition, but changed to Auius Geiiius in the third, with a reference in a
footnote: Aul. Geiiius, Lib. v., c. xiv.
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copy his Ode on Skye. There was a dance at night; but I kept

out ofthe way, and danced onlyone reel before supper.We were

more jovial than ordinary tonight, and sat up till two in the

morning. But there was no excess. The weather had changed,

and it was to be our last night here.

TUESDAY 21 SEPTEMBER. Never was I so long of hear-

ing from my dear wife as I have been now. Her last letter was

dated the ist of this month. She could write but once a week,

and her letter of the 8th instant had not been sent on to Dun-

vegan. I could not help being uneasy. Mr.Johnson has the ad-

vantage of me, in having no wife or child to occasion anxious

apprehensions in his mind. It was a good morning, so we re-

solved to set out.

We have truly had a very comfortable residence at Dun-

vegan. The castle is upon a rock just upon the sea-shore. It

was inaccessible every way but by a stair on the side near the

sea, till the late Laird built a stair of two-and-twenty steps on

the land side. On the right hand after you come up this stair

is an old tower, to which is joined a large building four storeys

high, which it is said was here when Leod, the first of this

family, came from the Isle of Man and married the heiress of

the MacCrails, the ancient possessors, and conquered as much
as married. 1 He wasfelix both Bella gerere et nubere. He was like

the heroes mentioned by John Home in his Agis:

“They sack’d the cities,” etc.*

' Leod lived in the J3th century; but archaeological invesdgation has shown that the

portion of the castle which Boswell here describes docs not antedate the 14th century.

(See Pm. Sae. oj Antiquarits of Scotland, }txix.S55-6.)
* "This facile temper of the beauteous sex

Great Agamemnon, brave Pelides, proved:
' They sack’d the cities, and they slew the sires.

The brothers, and the lovers of the fair,

Who wcep’d awhile, then wiped their wat’ry eyes,

And lost their sorrows in the hero’s arms.” —Agis, Act IV.
"Felix both bella gerere et nuherd’ (fortunate both in war and marriage) is adapted from

a famous epigram on the policy ofAustria: “Let others wage wars; do thou, O fortunate
Austria, give thyself in marriage. For the kingdoms which Mara gives to others, Venus
gives to thee.” Wittenberg, ItoiweU’s German translator, was shocked by Boswell’s
Latin; nuiere, as he points out, can properly be applied only to females.
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John Breck, the grandfadier of the late Laird, began to repair

it or rather complete it. He, like some of those who had their

epitaphs written before they died, had an inscription cut upon

a large stone above one ofthe lower windows, ofwhich I have

a copy. It was composed by Mr. Dugald Macpherson,® the

parish minister. On the left hand after you come up this stair

is a large building along the top ofthe rock with a and a

row of false cannon of stone.^ This was one of the oldest parts

of what was built upon the rock that was ever inhabited. Ad-

joining to it is a square tower in which is the drawing-room.

There has been a wall here along the edge of the rock. Part of

it remains and is covered with ivy. On the opposite comer is

the remains of another tower, which was formed by the late

Laird into a pigeon-house above and a little-house below.

These towers are said to be the oldest buildings here. A square

is formed along the rock by buildings of different kinds, by

the late Laird: lodging rooms, kitchen, servants’ apartments.

But all of them are in sad disrepair. The court or close, clear

of the buildings—that is to say, within them—is thirty canes

long and thirteen broad. I shallhave my cane measured, which

will ascertain the number of feet.® Rorie More’s horn is ten

inches in circumference at the root. In length, following the

curves, two feet; black for about three inches next the top, and

sharp there. Mr. Johnson laid me half-a-crown I should not

show him so large a horn in the Lothians. I was wrong in my
description ofthe carving on the silver mouth of it. It has alter-

nate circles filled up with plaited work and a beast which I

took to be a griffin with a ribbon or between, thus:®

This scratch will serve to help out the idea. The bow is five

feet eight inches. The claymore, from the knob to the guard,

’ The name has been filled in by the editors. Mr. Maepherson was minister of Duirinish
from 1684 until 1717.
* These false cannon serve as gargoyles. Boswell’s blank should perhaps be filled with
parapet.

‘See p. 179, n. 4.

‘ Boswell’s crude sketch ofthe decoration ofthe horn is omitted. See the photograph and
drawing, Proc. Soe. 0/ Antiquaries of Scotland, xivii.lio, 115.
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thirteen inches and a half; from the guard to the point, full three

feet. Rorie More was not denominated “More” from his size,

but from his great spirit. I had the true ancient spirit in this

castle. There is, under the shade of the rock on the
,
two

rows ofsycamores planted by the late Laird, which grow pretty

well; and from the drawing-room window you see a few ashes

and other trees also planted by him. Before the castle on the

land side, nothing is to be seen but wild hills interspersed with

humps of whin-rock. The gradation of them begins directly.

The cascade is grand; and on the and there are some

good spots of ground which might be cultivated. The sea be-

fore the castle is curiously broken with islands and necks ofland.

The late Laird planted the Island of . But it was neglected

in his absence, and cattle destroyed the trees. There is a well in

the court of the castle. There is an inn at Dunvegan, as it is a

convenient port for the Long Island. There is a blind man here

who has been thirty years in the house. He was blind since he

was three years of age, and he carries china and everything

else quite safely. I cannot enough praise the genteel hospitality

with whichwe were treated. The lady had sense and most meri-

torious resolution. She told me she believed she never would

leave Dunvegan, so heroically resolved is she to retrieve the

family. Miss Bell, the youngest daughter, appeared a few times.

But Miss MacLeod and Miss Nanny were always with us.They
had lived much in Hampshire, and had the agreeable language

and manners of English girls. As I left Dunvegan, I warmly
wished for the prosperity of the family. In the state in which it
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now is, it is like Corsica in miniature; at least it resembles it in

struggling to emerge from distress, and in having a chief of

singular merit.

MacLeod and Talisker set out with us.We passed by the par-

ish church, Duirinish. The churchyard is not enclosed, but a

pretty murmuring brook runs along one quarter of it. In it is

a pyramid erected to the memory of Thomas, Lord Lovat, by

his son Lord Simon, who suffered on Tower Hill. It is of free-

stone, and I suppose about thirty feet high. There is upon it a

square piece ofmarble with the arms of Lovat, and on the base

a larger piece with an inscription on it, which I am persuaded

was the composition of Lord Lovat himself, being quite his

style—full ofvainglory as to his own family and flattery of the

MacLeods. I took a copy of it, which is to be found on the last

page of this volume.^ Mr, Johnson said it was poor stuff, such

as® Lord Lovat’s butler might have written; and he justly stig-

matized Lovat’s character, and repeated some good verses from

one of the magazines on the several personages who suffered

in 1745. (This he did at Ullinish. I shall look for the verses.)®

I saw a strange thing in this churchyard: a parcel ofpeople

assembled at a funeral before the grave was dug; and there was

the cofiin with the corpse in it lying on the grass, while the

people alternately lent a hand in making a grave. One man at

a little distance was busy cutting a turf for it with the crooked

spade which is used in Skye, a very awkward instrument. The
iron part of it is like a plough coulter. It has just a rude tree

for a handle, and a good way up a pin is placed for the foot to

press upon. It is somewhat in this form:*^® I was told, however,

that the usual way is to have a grave previously dug by the

kirk ofiicer. I could not help having a fallacious feeling for

the corpse which was kept so long waiting.

’ This does not appear in the MS as we have it, but is given in the published Tour;
'

•Inadvertently omitted.
• Boswell found them in the Genlltman's Magaiint for April 1 747. They are given in the

of Jahnson, i. l8o-l.
'• Boswell’s sketch is omitted.
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I observed today that the usual way of carrying home their

grain here is in loads on horseback.They have also a few sledges,

or can as they are called in Ayrshire, clumsily made and rarely

used. They are made of two crooked trees. Two ends drag on

the ground; two lean on a horse, one on each side, like the

“ of a cart or chaise; and for a good way there are cross

bars between them and a back of sticks. It is hardly worth

while to draw it, but I shall scratch a little:^®

We went a mile off the road to UUinish and viewed Mac-

Leod’s farm, which is a very large and beautiful one upon the

sea-coast, a peninsula or great neck of land. Mr. Johnson said

it was quite an English farm. We got to UUinish about six;

found a very good farm-house of two storeys. UUinish himself,

a plain honest man in brown, much like an English Justice.

His daughter, who was never out of Skye, a very well-bred girl.

We talked of Phipps’s voyage to the North Pole. Mr. John-

son said it was conjectured that our former navigators have

kept too near land, and so have found the sea frozen far north,

because the land hinders the free motion of the tides; but, in

the wide ocean, where the wavra tumble at their fuU conven-

ience, it is imagined that the frost does not take effect.

Though we came so late, we had dinner, tea, and supper. I

had a good room at night. Several books lay on the head ofan

escritoire. The Scots Acts, Bankton’s Institutions, Milton’s Poems,

Fingal, some of the works of Dryden, etc. Mr. Donald Mac-
queen slept in a closet by me.

WEDNESDAY 22 SEPTEMBER. Donald MacLeod, who
had gone to Bracadale to get us £30 for my bill, had not yet

returned. This looked odd. An express was sent last night for

him, but word came that he was gone to Portree.We were also

informed that he had been mortally drunk, had been throw-

ing away money, and had some stolen from him. This was
offensive, as Mr. Johnson said. I was vexed at first, tbinicing

Blank in the MS. The word Boswell could not recall was no doubt thills,

*> Boswell’s sketch is omitted.
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myselfto blame for having trusted such a man. Butwhen I con-

sidered that I did not know of his failings, and saw him re-

ceived everywhere, I found that I might make myself easy in

what concerned the imputation of folly, Talisker dispatched a
baron-officer with a letter to him and another to James Mac-
donald at Portree, that if any money remained, it might be

had for us. All however despaired of our recovering any; not

because the man was dishonest, for he was never suspected of

that, but because when he drank he became quite extravagant.

In the morning I walked out and saw the ship, the Margaret

ofClyde, fairly pass by with a number ofemigrants on board. It

was a kind of melancholy sight. After breakfast we walked to

see a subterraneous house about a short mile off. Mr. John-

son and Ullinish rode to it. It was upon the side of a rising

ground. It was discovered by a fox’s having taken up his abode

in it, and in chasing him they dug into it. It was ten sticks long,

following a very gentle curve till we reached the upper end,

where it was choked up by the digging. However, it seemed to

have been not much longer, for we got a man with a crooked

spade to dig a little beyond that, and he did not find the ap-

pearance of its continuance. Besides, just adjoining to where

they had dug for the fox at that end (for they had dug at both

ends), we found the foundations of little stone houses, which

seemed to be four feet wide, and three feet high. Ullinish’s serv-

ant went in with a candle, and we followed. Mr.Johnson crept

into it wonderfully. It has been fairly dug in the earth; the

sides of it are faced with pebbles or whinstones of the ordinary

size. The roof is formed offlagstones laid across, as in the sub-

terraneous place at Raasay. Mr. Macqueen, who is always for

making everything as ancient as possible, boasted that it was

the habitation ofsome ofthe first inhabitants ofthe island, and

what a curiosity it was to find a specimen of the houses of the

aborigines here, which he believed could be found nowhere

else. Mr. Johnson well observed that they who made this were

not in the rudest state, for that it was more difficult to make it
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than to make a house; therefore, to be sure, those who made it

had houses, and had this only as a hiding-place. This seems

clear. It appeared to me that the vestiges of houses just by it

confirmed Mr. Johnson’s opinion.

We then proceeded a little way farther, to the top of a ris-

ing ground on which are the remains of what is said to have

been the first residence ofLeod, the ancestor ofthe MacLeods.

We found a circular wall often feet in thickness, built without

mortar, of very large whinstones, for raising which it seems

certain that machinery had been employed. The wall is admir-

ably built, and the stone is everlasting. Some of it seemed to be

almost iron. One ofthe stones, which composed one side ofthe

door or entry, had the very look almost ofsolid iron, and when

I struck it, it sounded like a smith’s anvil. I saw on each side of

the entry an opening in which the bolt of this fortress had run.

It was found some years ago sunk in the ground. It was ofiron,

very thick and long, A coulter for a plough and several spades

were made of it. It was a pity to destroy it. The diameter ofthe

circle within thewalls is forty feet. (When I amprecise in dimen-

sions, it is from actual measurement.) Mr. Johnson believed it

to be only a temporary retreat. Indeed, we could not perceive

a well, but that may be filled up.We saw, however, the vestiges

offive different houses or apartments within it. Mr. Macqueen

conjectures that these were inhabited, and that the circular

wall defended them. From this old tower, or dun or whatever it

shall be called, is a grand view ofthe mouth ofLoch Bracadale,

and at a distance, Barra and South Uist; and on the land side,

the Guillin, a prodigiousrange ofmountains, capped with rocks

like pinnacles in a strange variety of shapes, somewhat thus:’^

They resemble the mountains near Gorte, of which I have a

print. They make part of a great forest for deer. Martin erron-

eously writes the name' Quillin.

Many heavy showers fell when we were out. When we got

* Sketch omitted. There is a fine plate showing these mountains in Dr. Hill’s Foatslepf of
Dr. Johnson, facing p. 904.
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homcj dinner was on the table; so instead ofsetting out for Talis-

ker, as we intended, without dining, we took a good meal, aftei’

which we were going to take boat to depart; but it was recon-

sidered, and found too late. Upon which we determined to

employ the afternoon in seeing what we could here, Ullinish

carried us in his boat down to the shore ofan island® possessed

by him, but to which there is access by land when the sea is

out. The coast is an exceeding high rock. But there is first a stra-

tum of rocky substance, not very high. We scrambled up that

and went into an immense cave, an antrum immune indeed,

much more so than that of the Sibyl to which that description

is annexed by Virgil. It is one hvmdred and eighty feet long,

thirty feet broad where it is broadest, and from twenty to

thirty in other places. Mr. Johnson thought it only twenty feet

high, but most ofus thought it thirty; some, forty. By throwing

stones to the roofofit, I guessed it to be at least thirty. Near to

it is another large cave, parallel with the sea and open at both

ends; and nearer Ullinish, another in the same direction with

the immense one, very near a circle, but not high in the roof. I

forget its size, but it was considerable. The immense cave, we
were told, had a remarkable echo, butwe found none. They said

it was owing to the great rains having made it damp. There

were several continued droppings, or rather runnings, from

the roof. We sailed a little farther down the shore, and saw a

singular appearance: a piece ofrock standing by itselflike the

front wall ofan old castle, with an opening like a window quite

through it, which has been made by the beating of wind and

rain within these seven years; for Ullinish and his son both re-

member when it was not there.

Mr.Johnson had never catched any fish in the sea. Two litde

girls were fishing from a rock. We borrowed their lines, and

Mr. Johnson drew one or two cuddies, but he let them go

again.® I saw as we walked from the shore a mineral spring,

• The Island of Wiay.
•Johnson’s fishing, withmuch elsein thispartofthe MS,was omittedfrom the printed Tour.
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very strong of steel, or rather kon. There is a plentiful garden

at Ullinish, and several trees; andjust above the house is a hill,

called
,
“the hill of strife,” where Mr. Macqueen says jus-

tice was ofold administered. It is like the monsplaciii, the Moots

hill of Scone, or those laws, as we call them on the south of Tay,

such as North Berwick Law and several others. It is curious

that it should happen now to be just by the sheriff’s residence.

While we were at dinner, snow had fallen on Cuillin, so that

the mountainous parts were white; and there was a good deal

of hail while we were on the sea. I was glad to get safe home,

for some of the boatmen, whether in earnest or not I cannot

tell, said, before we took boat, that they heard an English

ghost cry; and my superstition and fear are both easily excited.

The sheriff had excellent peats, and the evening went on

admirably. Mr. Johnson said the Lords Orrery, till this, have

been writers. The first wrote several plays. The second* was

Bentley’s antagonist; the third® wrote the Life of Swift, and

several other pieces. His son Hamilton, Earl of Orrery, wrote

several papers in the Adventurer and World, He said he knew
well Swift’s Lord Orrery. He was a feeble-minded man. He
was much hurt by the counter-Life written by Delany. Mr.

Johnson comforted him by saying they were both right. He
had seen most of the good side of Swift, my lord of the bad.

MacLeod asked ifit was not wrong in Orrery to expose the de-

fects of a man with whom he lived in intimacy, mr. Johnson.

“Why no, sir, after the man is dead, and it is done histori-

cally.” He said if Lord Orrery had been rich, he would have

been a very liberal patron. That his conversation was like his

writing, neat and elegant,but without strength.That he grasped

at more than his abilities could reach. Tried to pass for a bet-

ter talker, and a better writer, and a better thinker than he
was. He said there was a quarrel between him and his son

Hamilton, in which "my lord was criminal, because it arose

* Actually the fourth earl; Boswell or Johnson was,mistaken«
* Actually the fifth eavl.



Ullinisk} as September 1773 303

from Hamilton’s not allowing his wife to keep company with

my lord’s mistress. My lord showed his resentment in his will®

—leaving his library by his son, because he could not make use

of it, or something to that purpose.^

I mentioned my lord’s affectation of ending all his letters

about Swift in differentways, and never “I am, etc.,” (an obser-

vation which I have heard Sheridan make)
;
and that a foreign

lady said to me that this was peculiar to, or at least most fre-

quent among, the English. I took up a volume ofDryden, con-

taining The Conquest of Granada, Ambqyna, The Assignation, etc.,

and all of the dedications had such conclusions. Mr. Johnson

said it was more elegant than “I am.” He said when address-

ing the Duke of York, the mode Dryden used was more respect-

ful. I agreed that there it was better. It was making his escape

from the royal presence with a genteel sudden timidity, in place

ofhaving the resolution to stand still and make a formal bow.

Orrery’s attack on his son in bis will led us to talk ofthe dis-

positions a man should have when dying. I said I did not see

why aman should alter his behaviom to thosewhom he thought

ill ofwhen well, merely becausehewas dying. Mr.Johnson said,

“I should not scruple to speak against a party when dying,'

butnot againstanindividual.”Hesaid itwas toldofSixtusQuin-

tus that on his death-bed, in the intervals of his last pangs, he

signed death-warrants. Mr. Macqueen said he should not do so.

He would have more tenderness of heart. Said Mr. Johnson,

“I believe I should not either; but Mr. Macqueen and I are

cowards. It would not be from tenderness of heart, for the heart

• There is an error here, corrected in the printed Tmtr, which reads: "There was a quar-

rel between him and his father, in which bis father was to blame; because it arose from
the son’s not allowing his wife to keep company with his father’s mistress. The old lord

showed his resentment in his will,” etc.

' Groker quotes the relevant section of the will: "Having never observed that my son

hath showed much taste or inclination, eithiw for the entertainment orknowledge which
study and learning afford, I give and bequeath all my books and mathematical instru-

ments . . to Christ Church College in Oxford, &c.: my said,son, within two years next

after my decease, taking thereout, and which I do hereby give him for his sole use and
benefit, such books relating to the English constitution and parliamentary affairs, as he

shall think fit to make choice of.”
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is as tender when a man is in health as when sick, though his

resolution may be stronger. Sixtus Quintus was a sovereign as

well as a priest, and if the criminals deserved death, he was

doing his duty to the last. You would not think ajudge died ill

who should be carried offby an apoplectic fit while pronounc-

ing sentence of death. Consider a class ofmen whose business

it is to distribute death—soldiers, who die scattering bullets. No-

body thinks they die ill on that account.”

Talking of biography, he said he did not know any literary

man’s life in England well-written. It should tell us his studies,

his manner of life, the means bywhich he attained to excellence,

his opinion of his own works, and such particulars. He said

he had sent Derrick to Dryden’s relations, and he believed

Derrick had got all he should have got, but it was nothing. He
said he had a kindness for Derrick, and was sorry he was dead.

His notion as to the poems given byMacpherson as the works

of Ossian, was confirmed here. Mr. Macqueen always evaded

the point, saying that Mr. Macpherson’s pieces fell far short of

what he knew in Erse, and were said to be Ossian’s. Said Mr.

Johnson, “I hope they do. I am not disputing that you may
have poetry of great merit, but that Macpherson’s is not a

translation from ancient poetry. You do not believe it. I say

before you, you do not believe it, though you are very willing

that the world should believe it.” Mr. Macqueen could not an-

swer to this. Said Mr. Johnson, ‘T look upon Macpherson’s

Fingal to be as gross an imposition as ever the world was trou-

bled with. Had it been really an ancient work, a true specimen

how men thought at that time, it would have been a curiosity

of the first rate. As a modern production, it is nothing.”

Mr. Johnson said he could never get the meaning ofan Erse

song. They told him the chorus was generally unmeaning. ‘T

take it,” said he, “they are like a song which I remember. It

was composed in Queen Elizabeth’s time on the Earl of Essex,

and the burthen was

Radaratwo, radarati, radaratadara tandore.”
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“But,” said Mr. Macqucen, “there would he words to it wliich

had meaning.” Said Mr. Johnson, “I recollect one stanza:

O then bespoke the prentices all,

Living in London both proper and tall.

For Essex’s sake they would fight all.

Radaratwo, radarati, etc.”®

When Mr. Macqueen began again upon the beauty of Os-

sian’s poetry, Mr. Johnson cried, “Ay, radaratwo, radarati.”

Mr. Rorie MacLeod, son to the sheriff, said he believed Mac-
pherson’s book to be a forgery; for that the Erse songs of Os-

sian which he had heard had no resemblance to Maepherson’s

English. Mr. Macqueen is the most obstinate man I ever found.

He has not firnmess of mind sufficient to break. He is like a

supple willow. No sooner is he pressed down than he rises again,

just where he was. He always harped on this: “Maepherson’s

translations are far inferior to Ossian’s originals.” “Yes,” said I,

“because they are not the same. They are inferior as a shilling

is to a guinea, because they are not the same.” It was really

disagreeable to see how Macqueen shuffled about the matter.

THURSDAY 23 SEPTEMBER. I took Ossian down to the

parlour in the morning and tried a test proposed by Mr. Rorie.

Mr. Macqueen had said he had some ofhim in the original. I

made him read what he had, which was a passage on page 50,

quarto edition, and Rorie looked on with me on the English,

and said it was pretty like. Butwhen Mr. Macqueen read a de-

scription of Guchullin’s^ sword, with a verse translation by Sir

James Foulis, Rorie said that was much liker than Maepher-

‘ “This droll quotation, 1 have since found, was from a song in honour of the Earl of

Essex, called Queen Elizabeth’s Champion, which is preserved in a collection of Old Ballads,

in three volumes, published in London in different years between ijgo and 1730. The
full verse is as follows.

‘Oh I then bespoke the prentices all,

Living in London, both proper and tall,

In a kind letter sent straight to the Queen,

For Essex’s sake they would fight all,

Raderer loo, tandaro te,

Radcrer, tandorer, tan do re.’
”

—Boswbll,
' Inserted later in the MS.
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son’s. Mr. Macqueen repeated in Erse a description of one of

the horses in Guchullin’s car. Rorie said Maepherson’s English

was nothing like it.

When Mr. Johnson came down, I told him that Mr. Mac-

queen had repeated a passage pretty like; and that he himself

had required Maephexson’s Ossian to be no Hker than Pope’s

Homer. “Well,” said he, “this isjust what I always said. He has

found names, and stories, and phrases—nay passages in old

songs—and with them has compounded his own compositions,

and so made what he gives to the world as the translation ofan

ancient poem.” “But,” said I, “it was wrong in him to pretend

that there was a poem in six books.” Johnson. “Yes, sir. At a

time too when the Highlanders knew nothing of hooks and

nothing of six—or perhaps were got the length of counting

six. We have been told, by Gondamine, of a nation that could

count no more than four. I’d tell Monboddo that. It would

help him. There’s as much charity in helping a man downhill as

in helping liim uphill.”boswell.'T don’t thiixk there’s as much
charity.” JOHNSON. “Yes sir, if his tendency be downwards. Till

he’s at the bottom, he flounders. Get him to it, and he’s quiet.

Swift teUs that Stella had a trick, which she learnt from Addi-

son, to encourage a very absurd man in absurdity, rather than

strive to pull him out of it.”

Mr. Macqueen evaded our questions about Ossian in so

strange a manner that I said if Maepherson was capitally tried

for forgery, two such witnesses would hang him; because the

truth that comes from an unwilling witness makes the strong-

est impression, gives the fullest conviction. Mr. Johnson said,

“I should like to see Mr. Macqueen examined in one of our

courts of justice about Ossian.” Said I, “Were he to evade as

he has done now, in one of our courts, he would be commit-
ted.” JOHNSON. “I hope he would. Sir, he has told Blair a litde

more than he believes, which is published; and he sticks to it.

Sir, he is so much at the head of things here that he has never

been accustomed to be closely examined; and so he goes on
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quite snaoothly boswell.“He has never had anybody towork

him,”JOHNSON. “No, sir. And a man is seldom disposed to work

himself; though he ought to work himself, to be sure.” Mr.

Macqueen stood patiently by while all this passed.®

Mr. Johnson told us that Garrick, though accustomed to face

multitudes, was so disconcerted by a new mode ofappearance

—as a witness in Westminster Hall—that he could not under-

stand whatwas asked. Itwas a cause where a man claimed a.free

benefti that is to say, a benefit without paying the expense of

the house; but the meaning of it was disputed. Garrick was

asked, “Sir, have you a free benefit?” “Yes.” “Upon what terms

have you it?” “Upon—the—terms—of—a free benefit.” He was

dismissed for stupidity. Mr. Johnson is often too hard on Gar-

rick. When I asked him, going from Forres to Nairn, why he

did not mention him in the Preface to Shakespeare, he said,

“I would not disgrace my page with a player. Garrick has been

liberally paid for mouthing Shakespeare. If I should praise

him, I should much more praise the nation who paid him. He
has not made Shakespeare better known,® He cannot illustrate

Shakespeare. He does not understand him. Besides, Garrick

got me no subscriptions. He did not furnish me with his old

plays. I asked to have them, and I think he sent me one. It

was not worth while to ask again.* So I have reasons enough

• “I think it but justice to say, that I believe Dr. Johnson meant to ascribe Mr. Mao«
queen’s conduct to inaccuracy and enthusiasm, and did not mean any severe imputa-

tion against him.”

—

Boswell.
* “It has been triumphantly asked, *Had not the plays of Shakespeare lain dormant for

many years before the appearance ofMr. Garrick? Did he not exhibit the moat excellent

of them frequently for thirty years together, and render them extremely popular by his

own inimitable performance?’ He undoubtedly did. But Dr. Johnson’s assertion has

been misunderstood. Knowing as well as the objectors what has beenjust stated, he must
necessarily have meant, that Mr. Garrick did not as a critic make Shakespeare better

known; he did not illustrate any one passage in any of his plays by acuteness of disquisi-

tion, or sagacity of conjecture; and what had been done with any degree of excellence

in that way was the proper and immediate subject of his preface. I may add in support

of this explanation the following anecdote, related to me by one of the ablest commenta-

tors [Malone] on Shakespeare, who knew much ofDr. Johnson: ‘Now I have quitted the

theatre,’ cries Garrick, ‘I will sit down and read Shakespeare.’ ‘"Tis time you should,’

exclaimed Johnson, ‘for I much doubt if you ever examined one of his plays from the

first scene to the last.’”

—

^Boswell.

^Johnson’s complaint was suppressed in the published Xaur, but reappeared in the Life
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against mentioning him, were reasons necessary. There should

be reasons/or it.” I mentioned Mrs. Montagu’s high praises of

Garrick.JOHNSON. “It is fit she should say so much, and I should

say nothing.” He said Reynolds was fond of her book, and he

wondered at it; for neither he nor Airs. Thrale nor Beauclerk

could get through it.®

Last night Mr.Johnson gave us an account of the whole proc-

ess oftanning, and ofthe nature of milk and the various oper-

ations upon it, as making whey, etc. His variety ofknowledge

is quite amazing, and it gives one much satisfaction to find

such a genius bestowing his attention on the useful arts. Ullin-

ish was much struck with his knowledge; “and,” said he, “he

is a great orator, sir. It is music to hear this man speak.” A
strange thought struck me: to try ifhe knew anything ofan art

(or invention, or whatever it should be called), which is no

doubt very useful in life, but which certainly lies far out of the

way ofa philosopher and poet—I mean the trade ofa butcher.

I began with observing that Banks tells us the art was not

known in Otaheite; for instead ofbleeding their dogs to death,

they strangle them. This he told me himself; and I supposed

that their hogs would certainly be slaughtered in the same

way. Mr.Johnson said, “This would be owing to their not hav-

ing knives, though they have sharp stones with which they can

aj Johnson, Boswell says that Garrick assured him that he had made Johnson welcome
to his library at any time; but evidentlyJohnson wanted to have the plays sent to him.

Upon this, Boswell remarks aptly; “But indeed, considering the slovenly and careless

manner in which books were treated by Johnson, it could not be expected that scarce

and valuable editions should have been lent to him” {Lift, ii.iga).

‘ Boswell’s long note in his third edition, in reply to Mrs. Thrale’s observation on this

passage in her Anecdotes oj Dr. Johnson, is here omitted. She had maintained that, on the

contrary, she had always commended Mrs. Montagu’s Essay on Shakespeare, Boswell
pointed out, first, that the remark was Dr. Johnson’s, not his own; secondly, that Dr.
Johnson had read the Journal, and had pointed out no inaccuracy in the paragraph in

question; and thirdly, that Mrs. Thrale herself had read the Journal and had at that
timemade no comment. He added that he cancelled her name in the proofs for the first

edition, but restored it on the advice of a friend (probably Malone) who said he should
not deprive Mrs. Thrale of the honour of having her opinion mentioned with that of

Johnson and Beauclerk. As a matter of fact, Mrs. Thrale’s name is cancelled in the MS.
Boswell either forgot where he made the cancellation, or else he restored the name in the
first proofs and cancelled it in the revises.
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cut a carcass in pieces tolerably.” By degrees, he showed that

heknewsomething even of butchery.Hesaid an ox was knocked

down and a calf stunned, but a sheep had its throat cut with-

out anything done to stupefy it. That the butchers had no view

to the ease ofthe animals, but only to make them quiet, which

they did not mind with sheep.® He said Hales was of opinion

that every animal should be blooded without having any blow
given to it, because it bleeds better. I said it would be cruel.

Mr.Johnson said, “No, sir. There is not much pain if thejugu-

lar vein be properly cut.” He said the kennels of Southwark
run with blood two or three days in the week. That he was
afraid there were slaughter-houses in more streets in London
than one thinks—speaking with a kind of horror of butchering.

And yet he said that any ofus would kill a cow rather than not

have beef. I saidwe couldnot. “Yes,” said he, “any one may. The
business of a butcher is a trade indeed; that is to say, there is

an apprenticeship served to it. But it may be learnt in a month.”
I mentioned a club in London at the Boar’s Head in East-

cheap, the very tavern where Falstaff and his joyous com-
panions met;’^ and the members of it all assume Shakespeare’s

characters. One is Falstaff, another Prince Henry, another Bar-

dolph, and so on. Mr.Johnson said, “Don’t be of it. Now that

you have a name, you must be careful to avoid many things

not bad in themselves, but which will lessen your character.®

This,” said he, “every man who has a name must observe. A
man who is not publicly known may live in London as he

pleases without any notice being taken of him. But it is won-

derful how a person of any consequence is watched. There

was a Member of Parliament® who wanted to prepare himself

' The MS is defective, and the last two words have been supplied by the editors.

’ Boswell is mistaken here; the original tavern was burned down in the great fire, but
was rebuilt in 1668.
’ “I do not see why I might not have been of this club without lessening my character

But Dr. Johnson’s caution against supposing one’s seif concealed in London, may be
very use&l to prevent some people from doing many things, not only foolish, but crimi-

nal.”

—

Boswelu
• Possibly W. G. ("Single-Speech”) Hamilton, as Croker conjectured.
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to speak on a question that was to come on in the House, and

he and I were to talk it over together. He did not wish it should

be known that he talked with me; so he would not let me

come to his house, but came to me. Some time after he made

his speech in the House, Mrs. Gholmondeley, a very airy lady,

told me, ‘Well, you could make nothing of him, —naming the

gentleman, which was a proof that he was watched. I had

once some business to do for Government,^ and I went to Lord

North’s. It was dark before I went. Yet a few days after, I was

told, ‘Well, you have been with Lord North.’ That the door

of the Prime Minister should be watched is not so wonderful;

but that a Member of Parliament should be watched, or my
door should be watched, is wonderful.”

We set out this morning in Ullinish’s boat, having taken

leave of him and his family. There was an ease in his house, an

appearance as if everything went on daily just as we saw it,

that was very agreeable. It made one quite free of the idea

that our company was any burden. As we sailed along, Mr.

Johnson got into one of his fits of railing at the Scots. He owned
that we were a very learned nation for about loo years, from

about 1550 to about 1650. But that we lost our learning during

the Civil War and had never recovered it. He said we afforded

the only instance of a people among whom the arts of civil life

did notadvance in proportion with learning
;
thatwe had hardly

any trade, any money, or any elegance before the Union. That

it was strange how with all the advantages that other nations

have, We had not any of those arts which are the fruit ofindus-

try, till we came in contact with a civilized nation. “We have

taught you,” said he; “and we’ll do the same in time to all bar-

barous nations~to the Gherokees—and at last to the orang-

outangs’ —laughing as if Monboddo had been present. I said

we bad wine before the Union. “No sir,” said he; “you had
some weak stuff, the refuse of France, which would not make

“Ctoker guessed that this had to do with Johnson’s pamphlet about the Falkland
Islands.
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you drunk.” boswell. “I assiire you, sir, there was a great deal

of drunkenness.” Johnson. “No, sir; there were people who
died ofdropsies which they contracted in trying to get drunk.”

I must here glean some ofhis conversation at Ullinish, which

I have omitted. He said for five years ofhis life he made him a

bowl ofpunch every night. He repeated his remark that a man
in a ship was worse than a man in a jail. “The man in a jail,”

said he, “has more room, better food, and commonly better

company, and is in safety.” “Ay, but,” said Mr. Macqueen, “the

man in the ship has the pleasing hope of getting to shore.”

JOHNSON. “Sir, I am not talking of a man’s getting to shore,

but of a man while he is in a ship; and then, I say, he is worse

than a man while he is in a jail. A man in a jail may have the

pleasing hope ofgetting out. A man confined for a certain time

has it.” MacLeod mentioned his schemes for carrying on fish-

eries, with spirit, and how he would wish to understand well

the construction of boats. I said he might go to a dockyard

and work, as Peter the Great did. “Nay,” said Mr.Johnson, “he

need not work. Peter the Great had not the sense to see that

the mere mechanical work may be done by anybody, and
that there is the same art in constructing a vessel whether the

boards are well or ill wrought. Sir Christopher Wren might as

well have served his time to a bricklayer, and first indeed to a

brickmaker.”

There is a beautiful little island in the Loch of Dunvegan,

called Isay. MacLeod said he would give it to Mr. Johnson,

on condition of his residing on it three months in the year,

nay, one month. Mr. Johnson was highly pleased with the

fancy. I have seen him please himself with little things, even

with mere ideas, as this was. He talked a great deal of this

island—how he would build a house, how he would fortify it,

how he would have cannon, how hewould plant, how he would
sally out and take the Isle ofMuck; and then he laughed with

a glee that was astonishing, and could hardly leave off. I have

seen him do so at a small matter that struck him, and was a
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sport to no one else. Langton told me that one night at the

Club he did so while the company were all grave around him;

only Garrick in his smartmanner addressed him/ ‘Mighty pleas-

ant, sir; mighty pleasant, sir.” Poor Langton’s Will was a sport

of this kind; but there I own Mr. Johnson carried me along

with him, as he made it really most ludicrous; and perhaps

the contrast of Chambers’s gravity, who had helped Langton

to make the Will, gave additional keenness to our risibility.

MacLeod humoured Mr. Johnson finely as to his island; told

him that as it was the practice in this country to name every

man by his lands, he begged leave to drink him in that man-

ner: ''Island Isay, your health!” Ullinish, Talisker, and Mr.

Macqueen all joined in their different manners, while Mr.

Johnson bowed to each in excellent good humour.

We had a fine sail this day. There cannot be a finer harbour

than the basin which we saw sheltered from every wind. Mac-

Leod showed us an arm of the sea which runs up with very

deep water for a mile, upon which he intends to build a town.

We sailed up another mm. The shore was varied with hills and

rocks and cornfields, and natural wood or bushes. We landed

near to the house of Fernilea. He himself was waiting on the

shore, with a horse for Mr. Johnson. The rest of us walked up.

We found at Fernilea a very comfortable house. His wife is

daughter to Bernera. When I took off my scalck, with hearty

readiness he said, “Fare fa’ youl’’^^ His parlour was paved with

flagstones, not in squares, but just in the shapes which they

naturally had in the quarry. I liked this better. It had more
variety. I preferred it by the same rule that Mr.Johnson pre-

fers the variety of the English conclusions of letters to the com-
mon style, “I am, etc.” We had here an excellent diimer, in

particular a remarkable leg of boiled mutton with turnips and
carrots. MacLeod hm really shown us a chief and his clan.We

“Fair fall you.” Bums, To a Haggis; “Fair fa’ your honest, sonsie face.” In fare,
Boswell may be attempting to reproduce a Hebridean pronunciation, or he may have
confused the word with the first syllable oifartwell.
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saw some of them with him at Dunvegan. We now saw him

with some of them. On both sides there was the most agreeable

kindness. I expressed to MacLeod the joy which I had in see-

ing this. Said he, “Government has deprived us of our ancient

power, but it cannot deprive us of our domestic satisfactions.

I would rather drink a bottle ofpunch in one of their houses”

(meaning his people) “than a bottle of claret in my own.”

Here he said at once what every chieftain should think. All

that he can get by raising his rents is more luxury in his own
house. Is it not far better to share the profits of his estate to

a certain degree with his kinsmen, and so have both social in-

tercourse and patriarchal influence? Fernilea seemed to be a

worthy, sensible, kind man.

We had a very good ride for about three miles to Talisker,

thoughwehad showers from time to time.AtTaUsker,we found

Mrs. MacLeod, the Colonel’s lady, a civil genteel woman. She

had some resemblance ofTom Davies’s “mighty pretty wife”;^®

at least she put me in mind of her. We found here too Donald

Maclean, the young Laird of Coll (nephew to Talisker). I had

a letter to him from his uncle. Professor MacLeod at Aber-

deen. Mr. Johnson said he was a fine fellow. He was a little

brisk young man, had been a good deal in England studying

farming, and was resolved to improve his father’s lands with-

out hurting the people or losing the ancient Highland fashions.

He had seen^^ Donald MacLeod at Loch Bracadale, who had
been paying some small debts which he owed to some of the

emigrants, but had £21 ofour money remaining, and was try-

ing to muster up what he had given away of it. This was so far

good news.

Talisker is really a fine place. It is situated in a rich bottom,

containing acres. Before it is a wide expanse of sea, on

** "With him came mighty Davies.—On my life,

That Davies hath a very pretty wife

!

Statesman all over!—In plots famous grown !

—

He mouth.s a sentence, as curs mouth a bone.”—Churchill’s Rosciad.

” The M.S is defective; “had seen” is supplied by the editors.
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each hand ofwhich are immense rocks. On the left there is a

rock ofconsiderable size, quite detached, standing in the sea.«

A good way to the are three columnal rocks rising to

sharp points, also detached from the main rock, and advanced

before each other into the sea, thus;“ the outermost being the

lowest; the middle one the next lowest; and the innermost of

an immense height, and (what is remarkable) higher than the

main rock. They are called “MacLeod’s Maidens.” On the up-

per end ofthe valley or bottom is a large black rock feet

from the level of the bottom. Mr. Johnson said it was like a

haystack, which is indeed the appearance which it has from

Talisker. The end of it there is quite round; but it goes back-

ward a good way and has a considerable body to its head, as

Arthur’s Seat has. Mr. Pennant took a drawing off it.“ The

billows break with prodigious force and noise on the coast of

Talisker. There are here a good many trees, mostly planted

by the late Talisker, and some of them by this gentleman.

They are very well grown. Talisker is an extensive farm. The

possessor of it has for these generations been the next

heir to MacLeod, as there has been but one son always in the

family; and no rent ever was paid for Talisker till the distress

of the family obliged this gendeman to pay £100 a year. The

courtbefore thehouse ismostinjudiciouslypavedwith theround

bluish-grey pebbles which are found upon the seashore, so that

you walk as ifupon cannon-bullets driven into the ground. The
house is a very bad one. However we found a comfortable par-

lour, paved like the one at Fernilea; and the bedrooms, though

small, were furnished with so much contrivance of conven-

ience and neatness that we did very well. Mr. Johnson had a

room to himself, MacLeod and I one between us. I had a very

** Frobabljr thfe “lofty insulated rock," “pyramidal and inclining,” which Pennant calls

Stack in nuchidar.

“Boswell'a sketch is canitted. See the fine plate in Dr. Hill’s Footsteps oj Dr. Johnson,
facing p. 206.
»• Not reproduced in Ua Tour-, but the hiU (Preshal) is fully described there. He compares
its structure to that of the Giant’s Causeway.
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clever bed raised some feet from the ground, that a large chest

might be kept under it, and MacLeod had a cradle.’-'^ Our tea

was in good order, and we had a genteel supper. The Colonel

had claret, port, sherry, and punch, with porter in abundance.

Though he was depressed by lowness of spirits, he disturbed

nobody with his complaints. He was attentive and polite. Only

I missed that vivacity which I found about him at Edinburgh.

We talked of the assiduity of the Scotch clergy in visiting

and privately instructing their people, and how in this they

excelled the English clergy. Mr. Johnson would not let this

pass. He tried to turn it off by saying, “There are different

ways of instructing. Our clergy pray and preach.” MacLeod
and I pushed the subject, upon which he grew warm, and

broke forth, “I do not believe your people are better instructed.

If they are, it is the blind leading the blind, for your clergy are

not instructed themselves. There is Macaulay—the most igno-

rant booby and the grossest bastard.”^® (Coll says Mr. John-

son said Macaulay was as obstinate as a mule and as ignorant

as a bull, but I do not recollect this.) Mr. Johnson took him-

self“ well, and said, “When I talk of the ignorance of your

clergy, I speak of them as a body. I do not mean that there

are not individuals who are learned” (looking at Mr. Mac-
queen). “I suppose there are in Muscovy. The clergy of Eng-

land have produced the most valuable books in support of

religion, both in theory and practice. What have your clergy

done since you sunk into Presbyterianism? Can you name one

book ofany value in religion written by them?” We could not.

Said he, “I’ll help you. Forbes wrote very well, but I believe

he wrote before Episcopacy was quite extinguished”; and then

” Boswell probably means a cot-bed; possibly a hammock. This portion of the MS was
omitted in the published Tour.

Since the reader will naturally be somewhat incredulous at finding such language as-

signed to Johnson, it seems incumbent upon the editors to testify that the reading rests

upon no conjecture. The MS at this point is as legible as a printed book. It must ^so be
remembered that Johnson read the Journal and did not request a correction.
“ “Ghecked himself”—a dialectal usage common in Boswell’s letters and journals.
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pausing a little, he said, “Yes, you have Wishart against re-

pentance.”*" “But, sir,” said I, “we are not contending for the

superior learning of our clergy, but for their superior assidu-

ity.” He bore us down again with thundering against their ig-

norance, and said, “I see you have not been well taught, for

you have not charity.” He had been in a manner forced into

this, for when he began, he said, “Since you will drive the nail.”

He again thought of good Mr. Macqueen, and taking him by

the hand, said, “Sir, I did not mean any disrespect to you.”

Here I must observe that he conquered by leaving the argu-

ment, which was just where I put it. The assiduity of the Scot-

tish clergy is certainly greater than that of the English. His

taking up the topic of their not having so much learning, was,

though most ingenious, yet a fallacy in logic. It was as if there

should be a dispute whether a man’s hair is well dressed, and

Mr.Johnson should say, “Sir, his hair cannot be well dressed,

for he has a dirty shirt. No man who has not clean linen has

his hair well dressed.”

He used tonight an argument against the Scottish clergy

being learned which I doubt was not just. Said he, “As we
believe a man dead till we know that he is alive, so we believe

men ignorant till we know that they are learned.” Now our

maxim in law is to believe a man alive till we know he is dead.

However, indeed, it may be answered that we must first

know that he is aKve, and that we have never known the

learning of the Scottish clergy. Mr. Macqueen, though he was

of opinion®^ that Dr. Johnson had deserted the point really in

M “This was a dexterous mode of descripdon, for the purpose of his argument; for what
he alluded to was a sermon published by the learned Dr. William Wishart, formerly

Principal ofthe college at Edinburgh, to warn men against confiding in a death-bed n-
fiaitanci^ of the inefficacy ofwhich he entertained notions very different from those ofDr.
Johnson.”

—

Boswbu.,
At this pcuut four pages (357-60) are missing from the MS, and the text is supplied

from the first edition. Two paragraphs of this material are omitted, because they appear
elsewiuTe in the MS. What is peculiar to fiie printed text by no means fills enough space
to account for all that must have been in the missing pages. The lost portion, however,
may have been no more than Boswell’s expatiation on the “luxitty of the little-house at
Talisker.” See the beginning of the entry for 3. October.
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•

dispute, was much pleased with what he said, and owned to

me he thought it very just; and Mrs. MacLeod was so much
captivated by his eloquence that she told me I was a good ad-

vocate for a bad cause.

FRIDAY 24 SEPTEMBER. This was a good day. Dr. John-

son told us at breakfast that he rode harder at a fox chase than

anybody. “The English,” said he, “are the only nation who
ride hard a-hunting. A Frenchman goes out upon a managed

horse, and capers in the field, and no more thinks of leaping

a hedge than of mounting a breach. Lord Powerscourt laid a

wager, in France, that he would ride a great many miles in a

certain short time. The French academicians set to work, and

calculated that, from the resistance of the air, it was impos-

sible. His lordship, however, performed it.”

Talisker, Mr. Macqueen, and I, walked out, and looked at

no less than fifteen different waterfalls near the house, in the

space ofabout a quarter of a mile.We also saw Guchullin’s well,

said to have been the favourite spring of that ancient hero. I

drank of it. The water is admirable. On the shore are many
stones full of crystallizations in the heart.

Though our obliging friend,Mr.Maclean, was but the young

laird, he had the title of “Coll” constantly given him. After

dinner he and I walked to the top of Preshal, a very high rocky

hill, from whence there is a view of Barra, the Long Island,

Bernera, the Loch of Dunvegan, part of Rum, part of Raasay,

and a vast deal of the Isle of Skye. Coll, though he had come
into Skye with intention to be at Dunvegan and pass a consid-

erable time in the island, most politely resolved first to conduct

us to Mull and then to return to Skye. This was a very fortunate

circumstance, for he planned an expedition for us ofmore vari-

ety than merely going to Mull. He proposed we should see the

islands of Eigg, Muck, Coll, and Tyree. In all of these islands

he could show us everything worth seeing; and in Mull he said

he should be as if at home, his father having lands there, and
he a farm.
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SATURDAY 25 SEPTEMBER. It was resolved that we

should set out, in order to return to Sleat, to be in readiness

to take boat whenever there should be a fair wind. Talisker,

having been bred to physic, had a tincture of scholarship in

his conversation which pleased Dr.Johnson, and he had some

very good books; and he had introduced the ease and polite-

ness of the Continent into this rude region, in consequence ofi

his and Mrs. MacLeod’s having been abroad and improved in

the art of living. Mr.Johnson wrote a letter today; and it was

long before we could get him roused to depart. He did not

come to breakfast, buthad it sent to him.When he had finished,

it was twelve o’clock, and we should have been away by ten.

He said to me, “Do you remember a song which begins,

Ev’ry island is a prison

Strongly guarded by the sea.

Kings and princes, for that reason,

Pris’ners are as well as we?”

I suppose he had been thinking of our situation. He would

fain have had a boat from this, in place ofriding back to Sleat.

A scheme for it was proposed. He said, “We’ll not be driven

tamely firom it.” But it proved impracticable.

Last night we talked of Dr. Birch. Mr.Johnson said he knew

more small particulars than anybody, I said Percy knew a

great many; that he flowed with them, like one of the brooks

here. But said he, “If Percy is like one of the brooks here,

Birch was like the River Thames. Birch excelled Percy in that,

as much as Percy excels Goldsmith.” He was not pleased with

Lord Hailes for publishing only such memorials and letters as

were unfavourable for the Stuart family. He said, “If a man
fairly warns you, T am to give all the ill, do you find the good,’

he may. But ifhe publishes to give a view of a reign, let him
tell all the truth. I would tell truth of the two Georges, or of

that scoundrel King William.” He said Granger’s Biographical

^ The entry for 35 September, up to this point, is taken from the printed Towr, but has
been modified by the editors to connect with the MS, Which now begins again.
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Dictionary might have been better done. He said, “The dog

is a Whig, I do not like much to see a Whig in any dress. But

I hate to see a Whig in a parson’s gown.”

We took leave of MacLeod and the family of Talisker, and

set forward. Young Coll was now our leader. Mr. Macqueen

was to go with us half a day more. We stopped at a little hut

where we saw one old woman grinding with the quern, the

ancient Highland implement which it is said was introduced

by the Romans. It consists oftwo circular whinstones like iron

plates, roughened by having holes made in them by a pickaxe.

These stones are placed one above another. In the centre ofthe

upper one is an opening in which a frame ofwood, which serves

as the hopper, is fixed, and into which the grain is thrown.

There are four holes in the upper stone by way of uniformity,

but only one is necessary, viz., that into which a stick is fixed

by which the stone is turned about. The upper end of the

stick is supported by being placed in a little semi-circular

opening formed ofstraw-rope, fixed to the wattling ofthe roof.

The woman turned about the stick, and the upper stone had a

pin ofwood near the middle fixed in the under one, on which

pin it moved as on an axis. The upper stone is convex, and
the under concave, by which the meal falls down on all sides

of it from the centre, I cannot draw it. But young GoU has

promised to send me one from Mull, as he has set up a mill on
his estate there, and is abolishing the quern, which is a very

poor and tedious implement. I must try if Mr. Johnson can

describe it. Generally two women work at it. They can grind

a boll in a day, as young Coll told me.

The cottages in Skye are frequently built by having two
stone walls at several feet distance filled up with earth, by
which a thick and very warm wall is formed. The roof is gen-

erally bad. The couples, such as they are, do not reach to the

extremity of the wall, but only rise from the inner side of it;

so that the circumference of the roof is a good deal less than

that of the walls of the
,
house, which has an odd appearance
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to strangers; and the storm finds a passage between the roof

and the wall, as the roofdoes not advance so as to project over

the wall. They are thatched sometimes with straw, sometimes

with heath, sometimes with ferns. The thatch is fixed on by

ropes of straw or ofheath; and to fix the ropes there is a stone

tied in the end of each. These stones hang round the bottom

of the roof, and make it look like a lady’s head in papers; but

I should think that when there is wind they would come down

and knock people on the head. I observed a good many kind

of enclosures in Skye, by earthen dikes or mounds of a great

thickness, the making of which must have cost much labour.

When a road passes through them, there is a little rude gate,

thus ’.®A tree is fixed in a hole in the ground, so as to turn about

as on an axis, and it is loosely fixed both above and below to

the dike by ropes of heath.® From it issue horizontally several

smaller trees with unequal ends just as they grow, and across

them are some small bars or branches interwoven. They open

very easily, by the slightest pull at one of the trees, and fall

back again to their former situation. I find I can do nothing in

the way of description of any visible object whatever. Whether

it is owing to my not seeing with accuracy, or to my not having

the use ofwords fitted to such sort ofdescription, I cannot say.

We had some pretty good natural road for miles, till

we got to Sligachan, within a mile of Sconser, which was steep

and rocky. We had a full view of Raasay, just opposite to us.

It was pleasing to see it again. At Sconser I received a letter

from my dear wife, of date the 8th current. I can hardly ex-

press the comfort which it gave me. But it made me impatient

to be home, when I found that she was under continual ap-

prehensions. I wrote to her from Sconser.*We had here an inn

in a poor state, James Macdonald the landlord being about

* Sketch omitted.
’ The MS is defective; la turn about and both above and have been supplied by the editors.

Boswell’s sketch indicates the general sense.
* “Her letter told thatJoseph’s wife had got a son, which wasjoyful news to him, and as

we ail liked him, we were all glad.” (Interlinear addition maHp. by Boswell in the MS,
apparently at the time ofrcvising for the printer, later struck out.)
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to emigrate. Our landlady was Mr. Macqueen’s daughter. We
sent our horses round a point of land, that we might shun

some very bad road, and go by boat. We here took leave of

Mr. Macqueen. Mr. Johnson said, “Dear sir, do not forget

me.” I promised to write to him from time to time letters full

ofquestions concerning the Isle of Skye, which he promised to

answer, and so by degrees he would write an account of it.

Mr. Johnson wished he would, and I thought this the best way
to lead him on insensibly. Mr. Johnson promised to look over

the papers. He saidMr.Macqueen should tell all that he could,

distinguishing what he knows, what is traditional, and what

is conjectural.

It was seven when we took our boat. We had many showers,

and it soon grew pretty dark. Mr. Johnson sat silent and pa-

tient. Once he said, as he looked on the black coast of Skye-
black as being composed of rocks seen in the dusk—“This is

very solemn.” Our boatmen were bad singers. It was like hear-

ing wild Indians when they sung. A very little imagination was

necessary to give one the impression of being upon an Ameri-

can river. We landed at Strollamus, from whence we got a

guide to walk before us two miles to Coirechatachan. We could

get no horse for our baggage. So I took one portmanteau be-

fore me, andJoseph another. We hadjust one star that seemed

to afford us light. It was about eleven when we arrived. We
were most hospitably received by the master and mistress, who
were just going to bed, but with unaffected ready kindness got

a good fire on, and at twelve o’clock at night had supperi^ on

the table.

James Macdonald, of Knockhoe, Kingsburgh’s brother,

whom we had seen at Kingsburgh, was there. He showed me
a bond granted by the late SirJamesMacdonald, to old Kings-

burgh, the preamble of which does so much honour to the

feelings of that much-lamented gentleman that I thought it

worth transcribing. It was as follows:

* Slxpages (367-73) arehereznissingfrom the MS.Thetextissupplicdfrom thefirsteditiDn.
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“I, SirJames Macdonald ofMacdonald, Baronet, now, after

arriving at my perfect age, from the friendship I bear to Alex-

ander Macdonald of Kingsburgh, and in return for the long

and faithful services done and performed by him to my de-

ceased father, and to myself during my minority, when he was

one ofmy tutors and curators; being resolved, now that the said

Alexander Macdonald is advanced in years, to contribute my
endeavours for maMng his old age placid and comfortable”—

therefore he grants him an annuity of fifty pounds sterling.

Dr. Johnson went to bed soon. When one bowl ofpunch was

finished, I rose, and was near the door, in my way upstairs

to bed; but Goirechatachan said it was the first time Coll had

been in his house, and he should have his bowl; and would

not I join in drinking it? The heartiness of my honest land-

lord, and the desire of doing social honour to our very oblig-

ing conductor, induced me to sit down again. Coil’s bowl was

finished; and by that time we were well warmed. A third bowl

was soon made, and that too was finished. We were cordial,

and merry to a high degree; but of what passed I have no rec-

ollection with any accuracy. I remember calling Goirechata-

chan by the familiar appellation of “Corry,” which his friends

do. A fourth bowl was made, by which time Coll and young
Mackinnon, Goirechatachan’s son, slipped away to bed. I con-

tinued a little with Gorry and Knockhoe, but at last I left them.

It was near five in the morning when I got to bed.

SUNDAY a6 SEPTEMBER. I awaked at noon with a se-

vere headache. I wzis much vexed that I should have been

guilty of such a riot, and afraid of a reproof from Dr.Johnson.

I thought it very inconsistent with that conduct which I ought
to maintain while the companion of the Rambler. About one

he came into my room, and accosted me, “What, drunk yet?”

His tone of voice was not that of severe upbraiding; so I was
relieved a little. “Sir,” said I, "they kept me up.” He answered
“No, you kept them up, you drunken dog.” This he said with

good-humoured English pleasantry. Soon afterwards, Goire-
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chatachan, GoU, and other friends assembled round my bed.

Gorry had a brandy bottle and glass with him, and insisted I

should take a dram. “Ay,” said Dr. Johnson, “fill him drunk

again. Do it in the morning, that we may laugh at him all day.

It is a poor thing for a fellow to get drunk at night, and skulk

to bed, and let his friends have no sport.” Finding him thus

jocular, I became quite easy; and when I offered to get up, he

very good-naturedly said, “You need be in no such hurry

now.”i I took my host’s advice and drank some brandy, which

I found an effectual cure for my headache. When I rose, I

went into Dr. Johnson’s room, and taking up Mrs. Mackin-

non’s prayer-book, I opened it at the twentieth Sunday after

Trinity, in the epistle for which I read, “And be not drunk

with wine, wherein there is excess.” Some would have taken

this as a divine interposition.

Mrs. Mackinnon told us at dinner that old Kingsburgh, her

father, was examined at Monkstadt by General Campbell as

to the particulars of the dress of the person who had come to

his house in woman’s clothes, along with Miss Flora Mac-
donald, as by this time the General had received intelligence

of that disguise. The particulars were taken down in writing,

that it might be seen how far they agreed with the dress of

the Irish girl who went with Miss Flora from the Long Island.

‘ "My ingenuously relating this occasional instance of intemperance has I find been
made the subject both of serious criticism and ludicrous banter. With the banterers I

shall not trouble myself, but I wonder that those who pretend to the appellation of seri-

ous critics should not have had sagacity enough to perceive that here, as in every other
part of the present work, my principal object was to delineate Dr. Johnson’s manners
and character. Injustice to him I would not omit an anecdote, which, though in some
degree to my own disadvantage, exhibits in so strong a light the indulgence and good
humour with which he could treat those excesses in his friends, of which he highly dis-

approved.

"In some other instances, the critics have been equally wrong as to the true motive of

my recording particulars, the objections to which I saw as clearly as they. But it would
be an endless task for an author to point out upon every occasion the precise object he
has in view. Contenting himself with the approbation of readers of discernment and
taste, he ought not to complain that some are found who cannot or will not understand
him.”

—

Boswell. Boswell has principally in mind Dr. Wolcot ("Peter Pindar”), whose
Bozty and Pioj^ treats this episode with a good deal of wit:

“'Alas!’ says I, ‘the sinner that I am!’
And having made my speech, I took a dram.”
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Kingsburgh, she said, had but one song, which he always

sung when he was merry over a glass. She dictated the words

to me, which are foolish enough:

Green sleeves and pudding pies.

Tell me where my mistress lies,

And I’ll be with her before she rise,

Fiddle and aw’ together.

May our affairs abroad succeed,

And may our king come home with speed.

And aU pretenders shake for dread.

And let his health go round.

To all our injured friends in need.

This side and beyond the Tweed!

—

Let all pretenders shake for dread.

And let his health go round.

Green sleeves, etc.

While the examination was going on, this Talisker, who was

there as one of MacLeod’s militia, could not resist the pleas-

antry of asking Kingsburgh, in allusion to his only song, “Had
she green sleevesV* Kingsburgh gave him no answer. Lady Mar-
garet Macdonald was very angry at Talisker forjoking on such

a serious occasion, as Kingsburgh was really in danger ofhis life.

Mrs. Mackiimon added that Lady Margaret was quite adored

in Skye. That when she rode through the island, the people ran

in crowds before her, and took the stones off the road, lest her

horse should stumble and she be hurt. Her husband. Sir Alex-

ander, is also remembered with great regard. We were told that

every week a hogshead ofclaret was drunk at his table.

This was another day ofwind and rain, but good cheer and

good society helped to beguile the time. I felt myselfcomfort-

,able enough in the afternoon. I then thought that my last

night’s riot was no more than such a social excess as may hap-

pen without much moral blame; and recollected that some
physicians maintained that a fever produced by it was, upon
the whole, good for health: so different are our reflections on
the same subject at different periods, and such the excuses with

which we palliate what we !^ow to be wrong.
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' MONDAY 27 SEPTEMBER. Donald MacLeod arrived

this morning. He looked miserably^ both from distress ofmind
and from the great fatigues ofriding over the country in quest

ofmoney and us. He brought withhim two-and-twenty pounds,
which I was glad to get. He said he had given eight in pay-

ment ofdebt to a poor family ofemigrants, and he expected to

get some money which was owing to him. The difference be-

tween losing eight pounds and thirty was such as made me easy,

though he should not get the eight which he said he would.

The plenty at Goirechatachan was wonderful, and the neat-

ness with which things were set down. Yet I had still some

squeamishness when I thought of the dirtiness of the lower

Highlanders. My immediate fears of the itch were now off, for

the pimples on the palm ofmy hand had almost disappeared.

Besides, Mr. Johnson treated the distemper lightly, as a thing

that might pass off in a few days. I saw a closet here, with a

good many more books than what were lying about. Mr.John-
son told me he found a library in his room at Talisker, and
observed that it was one of the remarkable things ofSkye that

there were so many books in it.

One thing is strange. Goirechatachan, with all his abun-

dance, has no garden at all, not even a turnip or carrot or cab-

bage—in short, literally no garden. At dinner they talked of

the crooked spade, and maintained that it was better than

the usual garden spade, and that there was an art in tossing

it, by which those used to it could work very easily with it.

“Nay,” said Mr. Johnson, “it may be useful in land where
there are many stones to raise, but it certainly is not a good

instrument for good land. A man may toss it, to be sure, but

he will toss a light spade much better. Its weight makes it an

encumbrance. A man may dig any land with it, but he has no

occasion for such a weight in digging good land. You may

' The preceding sentence and these three words are supplied by the editors (with some
help from the printed Tour) to make a transition to the MS, which begins again at this

point.

Q
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take a field-piece to shoot span*ows. But all the sparrows you

can bring home will not be worth the charge.”

I had a good cup of coffee this afternoon. Dr. Macdonald’s

wife, “Mrs. Dr. Roy” (i.e., red Doctor), as Malcolm MacLeod
toasted her, was a neat, pretty little girl. She sat down upon

Mr. Johnson’s knee, and upon being bid by some of the com-

pany, put her hands round his neck and kissed him. “Do it

again,” said he, “and let us see who will tire first.” He kept her

on his knee some time, while he and she drank tea. He was

now like a buck indeed. All the company laughed in great glee,

and they were all pleased to see him have so much good hu-

mour. To me it was a very high scene. To see the grave phi-

losopher—the Rambler—toying with a little Highland wench!®

There was a coincidence of opposed ideas. But what could

he do? He must have been surly, and weak too, had he not

behaved as he did. He would have been laughed at, and not

more respected, though less loved.

He read tonight, as he sat in the company, a great deal of

this volume of my Journal, and said to me, “The more I read

of this, I think the more highly of you.” “Are you in earnest?”

said I. Said he, “It is true, whether I am in earnest or no.”

I went to bed at two in the morning, but the rest of the com-

pany sat still. They drank on and sung Erse songs till near

five. I lay in great uneasiness. I was quite sombre in the dark,

and could get no rest. I tried to think how long I had been

free now, but all the gloomy chances that imagination can

figure disturbed me. I had the utmost impatience to get home.

I was tormented for some time, till at last those who lay in the

same room with me came up. Unluckily Coll found a bottle of

punch standing; upon which in tumbled all the company, and

they drank it, and another which Goirechatachan brought.

’ Margaret M. Williamson, great-great-grand.niece of Macdonedd ofKingsburgh, gives

the following version of this story: “Mrs. Mackinnon’s daughter, Margaret Mac^ster,
then a young bride of sixteen, havingjust married Dr. Macdonald of Gillen, took a bet
with some sprightly young ladies that she would sit on Dr. Johnson’s knee in the
drawing-room and kiss him. These young ladies had dared her to do it, saying he was
too ugly for any woman to kiss” Qifoles and Qturits, ser. to, vol. X.147).
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They made many apologies for disturbing me. I said I once

thought of rising and going down to them. Honest Corry said

that to have had me do that, he would have given a cow. I

thought I suffered so much tonight that the scene would make

a figure in my Journal, but it makes but a wretched one.®

TUESDAY 28 SEPTEMBER. The weather was worse than

yesterday. I felt as if imprisoned. Mr. Johnson said it was irk-

some to be detained thus. Yet he seemed to have less uneasi-

ness or more patience than I had. What made our situation

worse here was that we had no rooms that we could com-

mand, for the good people here had no notion that a man
could have any occasion but for a mere sleeping place; so,

during the day, the bedrooms were common to all the house.

Servants eat in Mr. Johnson’s, and mine was a kind ofgeneral

rendezvous for all under the roof, children and dogs not ex-

cepted. The ladies indeed had no place during the day but

Mr. Johnson’s room, except the parlour. I had always some

good quiet time to write in it, before Mr. Johnson was up;

and by degrees I accustomed the ladies to let me sit at my
Journal, and not mind me.

Mr. Johnson was this morning for going to see as many is-

lands as we could, never minding the uncertainty of the sea-

son, which might detain us in one place for many weeks. He
said to me, “I have more the spirit ofadventure than you.” For

my part I was anxious to get to Mull, from whence we might

almost any day reach the mainland.

It was between eleven and twelve before we breakfasted to-

day. This was certainly very disorderly living in a farmer’s

family; and I . . . t the table, which was kept . . . constantly

full. Yet it . . .^ She offered me even the Paris-plaster medallion

• Boswell has written in the margin, "Insert the ludicrous scene ofJoseph and the . .

.”

The MS being defective, we shall never know what the "ludicrous scene” was. He later

decided against putting it into the printed Tour.
t Both lower corners of this page are defective. The next leaf (pp. 377-8) is missing alto-

gether, and the printed text contains notlung corresponding to it. After mmtdand, above,
Boswell directed the printer to “go to 379.” The sentence with which p. 379 begins

shows that Boswell had been talking with Mrs. Mackinnon about Prince Charles. Per-
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of the Prince. She told me the print of Mrs. Brooks was bought

by her husband at the sale ofone of the emigrants.

Happily the weather cleared up between one and two, and

we got ready to depart. But they would not let us go without

a snatchy as they called it, which was in truth a very plentiful

dinner.

I must not forget that in the morning Mr. Johnson told us

that the few ancient Irish gentlemen who remain have the

highest pride of family. Mr. Sandford, a friend of his, whose

mother was Irish, told him that O’Hara, who was true Irish

both by father and mother, and he, and Mr. Ponsonby, son to

the Eaii of Bessborough, the greatest man of the three, but of

an English family, went to see one of those ancient Irish; and

that he distinguished them thus: “O’Hara, you are welcome.

Mr. Sandford, your mother’s son is welcome. Mr. Ponsonby,

you may sit down.”

He talked both of threshing and thatching. He said it was

very difficult to determine how to agree with a thresher. “Ifyou

pay him by day’s wages, he’ll thresh no more than he pleases,

though to be sure the negligence of a thresher is more easily

detected than that of most labourers, because he must always

make a sound while he works. If you pay him by the piece,

by the quantity ofgrain which he produces, he will thresh only

while the grain comes freely, and though he leaves a good deal

in the ear, it is not worth while to thresh the straw over again;

nor can you fix him to do it sufficiently, because it is so diffi-

cult to prove how much less a man threshes than he ought to

do. Here then is a dilemma. But formy part, I’d engagehim by
the day. I’d rather trust his idleness than his fraud.” He said a

roofthatched with Lincolnshire reeds would last seventy years,

as he was informed. He told it to a great thatcher in London,
who said he believed it might be true. This showed that Mr.

Johnson is at pains to get the best information on every subject.

haps the missing leafcontstlned some of the material from which he constructed his nai^

radve of the Prince’s escape.



Coirechatachan] 28 September 1773 229

He said it was difficult for a farmer in England to find day-

labourers, because the lowest manufacturers can always get

more than a day-labourer. “There is no matter,” said he,“how
high the wages of manufacturers are, but it would be of very

bad consequence to raise the wages of those who procure the

immediate necessaries of life, because that would raise the

price of provisions. Here, then, is a problem for politicians. It

is not reasonable that the most useful body ofmen should be

the worst paid, yet it does not appear how it can be ordered

otherwise. It were to be wished that a mode for its being other-

wise were found out. In the mean time, it is better to give tem-

porary assistance to poor labourers, at times when provisions

are high, than to raise their wages; because if wages are once

raised, they’ll never get down again.”

While we were at dinner, Mr. Johnson kept a close whisper-

ing conference with Mrs. Mackinnon about the particulars

that she knew of the Prince’s escape. The company were en-

tertained and pleased to observe it. Upon that subject there

was a warm union between the soul of Mr. Samuel Johnson
and that of an Isle of Skye farmer’s wife. It is curious to see

people, though ever so much removed from each other in the

general system of their lives, come close together on a particu-

lar point which is common to each. (I could illustrate this by a

variety of instances from the ancient and modern world, but

must be sparing of my paper, my own two books being now
exhausted, and this small one which Mr.Johnson gave me be-

ing all that remains.) We were merry with Goirechatachan on

Mr.Johnson’s whispering with his wife. She cried, “I’m in love

with him. What is it to live and not love?” So she humoured
our merriment. At the same time, she was really most heartily

taken with his conversation.Upon her saying something, which

I did not hear or cannot recollect, he seized her hand keenly

and kissed it. Here was loyalty strongly exemplified.

She told us a very extraordinary dream which she had dur-

ing her first marriage. She saw the late Sir Alexander Mac-
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donald; but recollecting that he was dead, she asked him if it

was not so. “No,” said he, “I am not dead. I am alive.” Said she,

“You mean, sir, that you are alive in another state—in heaven"

(or “happiness”). “Yes,” said he; “and Til tell you anything

that you’ll ask me.” “Why, then,” said she, “sir, will you tell me
if this unfortunate man will ever be restored to the throne of

Britain?” “Yes,” said he. “He certainly will.” There was some-

thing so generous in her making this her first question—in

her loyalty going before her concern for her family and every-

thing else—that I was touched in a most sensible manner,

and took hold of her hand across the table, shook it eagerly,

and made her health go round. She had then nine children,

and the smallpox of a very fatal kind was raging in Skye. She

asked how her children would come off. He said she would lose

but two; and those that survived would be a great comfort to

her. This has exactly happened. She asked if Lady Margaret

would marry again. He said, “No.” She asked what kind of

man Sir James would be. He said, “He’ll be the best man
you ever had, while you have him”; which meant that they

would not have him long. She said that everything else which

Sir Alexander told her in this dream has turned out so exactly

that she had a firm faith in the restoration which was also told.

Mr. Johnson said to me afterwards that he did not believe this

dream; “for,” said he, “she has dreamt something, and has al-

ways added to it, as she told it.”

Last night I showed Goirechatachan in Baker’s Chronicle two

passages of King James Vi’s (or rather I’s, as it is an English

book) character that apply to Mr.Johnson; his method of rid-

ing, and the accuracy of his extemporaneous discourse.^

As we were going, the Scottish phrase of “honest man,”
which signifies kindness and regard, was often and often re-

* Boswell preilxed the second of these passages (somewhat inaccurately transcribed) to

the printed Tour, as a sort of motto. See p. a of this volume. The reference to James’s
riding immediately precedes: "It is said he had such a fashion in riding that it could not

so properly be said he rode, as that his horse carried him; for he made but little use of

his bridle; and would say, *A horse never stumbled but when he was reined.”’
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peated by many of Mr.Johnson. I myselfwas shown as much

kindness and regard as I could desire; and I must take some

merit from my assiduous attention to him, and the happy art

which I have of contriving that he shall be easy wherever he

goes, that he shall not be asked twice to eat or drink anything

(which always disgusts him), that he shall be provided with

water at his meals, and many such little things, which, if not

attended to, would fret him. I have also an admirable talent

of leading the conversation; I do not mean leading as in an

orchestra, by playing the first fiddle, but leading as one does in

examining a witness; starting topics, and making the company

pursue them. Mr. Johnson appeared to me like a great mill,

into which a subject is thrown to be ground. That is the test

ofa subject. But indeed it requires fertile minds to furnish ma-

terials for this mill. It vexes me when I see it unemployed, but

sometimes I feel myself quite barren, and have nothing to

throw in. I know not if this mill be a good figure; Pope makes

his mind a mill for turning verses.® It is fine to see how the non-

sense is thrown off from Mr. Johnson’s mill, or specious error

crushed.

We set out about four. Young Coirechatachan went with us.

We had as fine an evening as I ever saw, and arrived at Ostaig,

the house of Mr. Martin Macpherson, minister of Sleat. It is a

pretty good house, built by Ms father upon a farm near the

church . . as I ever saw anywhere. Coll went to pay a visit at

Camascross, and was not to come up till next day.We had here

Mr, and Mrs. Macpherson and Miss Mackinnon, all ofwhom
we had seen at Coirechatachan. Mr. Johnson and I and young
Mr. Mackinnon and James Macdonald, the factor or bailie,

made up the company. Miss Macpherson sung lively Erse songs

® "This subtle thief of life, this paltry time,

What will it leave me if it snatch my rhyme?
If ev’ry wheel of that unwearied mill

That turn’d ten thousand verses, now stands still?”

Second Epistle of the Second Book ofHorace, 76-9.
* Two lines, or about fourteen words, are lost here. There is nothing corresponding in
the printed Tottr,
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to US.® Mr. Johnson had a good room to himself with a press

stored with books, Greek, Latin, and French and English, most

of which had belonged to the learned Dr. Macpherson. The

Bailie and young Mackinnon in one bed, and I in another, had

the room opposite to Mr. Johnson’s.

WEDNESDAY 29 SEPTEMBER. After a very good sleep,

I rose more refreshed than I had been for some nights. We
were now nearer the shore, and saw the sea from the windows,

which made our voyage seem nearer, and there was more con-

venience for us here than at Goirechatachan. I altered my
opinion of Mr. Macpherson. I saw that what I have censured

in him at Goirechatachan was only mistake or inaccuracy. He
said there was an Erse Bible, confounding Erse with Irish. He
said there were Erse manuscripts, thinking modern writings

were understood. At least I viewed him now with a most fa-

vourable eye, because I saw real goodness of character in him.

He was a young man with his own hair cut short and round,

with a pleasing countenance and most unaffected kindness.He
said Mr. Johnson was an honour to mankind, and if the ex-

pression might be used, was an honour to religion.

GoU and Donald MacLeod got up to us at breakfast, after

which the Bailie went home. The day was windy and rainy;

so that we had just seized a happy interval last night. We had

very good entertainment here, and time enough to ourselves.

The day slipped along imperceptibly.We talked of Shenstone.

Mr. Johnson said he was a good layer out of land, but would
not allow him excellence as a poet. He said he had, he be-

lieved, tried to read all his Love Pastorals, but did not get

through them. I repeated the stanza.

She gazed as I slowly withdrew.

He said, “That seems to be pretty.” I said he seemed to have

had thought,from his short maximsin prose.Mr.Johnsonwould
not allow him that merit. Mr. Macpherson said Garrick had

‘ This passa^ is expanded in the printed Tour. “Miss Macpherson . . . pleased Dr.
Johnson much. ... He afterwards sent her a present of his Rasselas.”
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written a very pretty epitaph, for him.^ Mr. Johnson here was

too severe, as usual, on Garrick, for he said, "Then if he could

get up, he should pull it down. He was above having an epi-

taph upon him by Garrick.” When I defended Garrick, Mr.

Johnson said, “The next subject you talk to him of, ’tis two to

one he is wrong.”* He agreed however with Shenstone, that it

was wrong in the brother of one of his correspondents to burn

his letters;* “for,” said he, “Shenstone was a man whose cor-

respondence was an honour.” He said Hammond’s Elegies were

poor things. He called HanburyWilliams a wretched scribbler,

and said he had no fame but from boys who drank with him.

He looked at a Latin paraplrrasc of the Song ofMoses in the

Scots Magazine, by Dr. Macpherson, and said it did him hon-

our; that he had a great deal of Latin, and good Latin. I men-

tioned to him a droll Scottish poem which I had just seen on

occasion of his being entertained by the professors at St. An-
drews. He desired to hear it. I read it all but two lines about

skaitwhichwere rather indecent, and explained it.^Helaughed,

but said nothing. I asked him ifhe had never been accustomed

to wear a night-cap. He said, “No.” I asked if it was best not

to do it. He said he had that custom by chance; “and perhaps

no man shall ever know whether ’tis best to sleep with or with-

out a night-cap.” Something occurred where he was laughing at

some deficiency, I fancyin the Highlands, and said,
''One might

' Thla epitaph, inscribed on an urn erected in Halesowen churchyard, in memory of

Shenstone, was erroneously attributed in the newspapers to Garrick. It was composed,
and the urn was erected, by Richard Graves. It begins:

“Whoe'er thou art, with rev’rcncc tread

The sacred mansions of the dead. . .
.”

’ This petulant remark was omitted in the published Tour.
* Shenstone’s corrc.spondcnt was Anthony Whistler ofWhitchurch; the brother wasJohn
Whistler.

< This poem, by Robert Fergiuison, “To the Principal and Professors of the University

of St. Andrews, on their superb treat to Dr. Samuel Johnson,” Boswell found in the

Weekly Magazine (Edinburgh) for a September 1773 (xxi.305-6). The author refers with

scorn to the dainty dishes with which Johnson was probably regaled; and then recom-

mends a homelier bill of fare as more appropriate, including a haggis and sheep's

head and trotters. The lines to which Boswell refers are as follows:

“Then neist whan Sarny’s heart was faintin’.

He’d lang’d for scate to mak him wanton,”
Skate was apparently considered to have aphrodisiac'properties.
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as well go without ” (I forget what), “or without shoes

and stockings.” I, thinking to have a little hit at his own defi«

ciency, ventured to say, “or without a night-cap'" But I had as

well have let it alone, for he was at me directly, “I do not see

the connexion there” (laughing), and then, “Nobody before

was ever foolish enough to ask whether it was best to wear a

night-cap or not. This comes of being a little wrong-headed”

—and he carried the company along with him. And yet the

truth is that if he had always worn a night-cap, as is the com-

mon practice in England, and found the Highlanders not do-

ing itj he would have had a sally at their barbarity; so that I

had him fair enough.

THURSDAY 30 SEPTEMBER. There was as great a storm

ofwind and rain as I have almost ever seen. Mr. Johnson said

he did not grudge Burke’s being the first man in the House of

Commons, for he was the firstman everywhere; but he grudged

that a fellow who makes no figure in company, and has a mind

as narrow as the neck of a vinegar cruet, should make a fig-

ure in the House of Commons merely by having the knowl-

edge of a few forms, and being furnished with a little occa-

sional information.^ He said the first time he saw Dr. Young
was at Mr. Richardson’s {Clarissa), He was sent for to come to

him, that the Doctor might read to him his Conjectures on Orig-

inal Composition, which he did, and Mr. Johnson made his re-

marks; and he was surprised to find the Doctor receive as nov-

elties what Mr. Johnson thought very common thoughts. He
said he believed Young was not a great scholar, nor had stud-

ied regularly the art of writing. He said there were very fine

things in his Night Thoughts, though you could not find twenty

lines together without some extravagance.® He repeated two

* “He did not mention thename of any particular person; but those who are conversant
with the political world will probably recollect more persons than one to whom this

observation may be applied.”—

B

oswell.
“ Boswell could not recall the exact word and left a blank. Filled in by Malone at the

time ofrevision.
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passages from his Love ofFame—^e characters oP Brunetta and

Stella. He said Young pressed him much to come to Welwyn.

He always intended it, but never went. He was sorry when he

died. He said the cause of quarrel between Young and his son

was that his son insisted that Young should turn away a clergy-

man’s widow who lived with him, and who, having great in-

fluence over the father, was saucy to the son. Mr. Johnson said

she could not conceal her resentment at him for saying to

Young that an old man should not resign himself to the man-
agement of anybody. I asked him if there was any improper

connexion between them. “No sir, no more than between two

statues. He was past fourscore, and she, a very coarse woman,
I suppose made his coffee and frothed his chocolate, and did

such things as an old man wishes to have done for him.” This

is ano.ther proof thatWilson, the barber at Stevenage, who pre-

tended to know Dr.Young well, and told me he kept a mistress,

which I have mentioned in my Journal, spring 1772, was a

lie,* I once spoke of it to Percy, who said there was no more

foundation for such a suspicion than between Mr.Johnson and

Mrs. Williams.

Mr. Johnson said Dr. Doddridge was author of one of the

finest epigrams in the English language. It is in Orton’s Life of

him. He repeated it. The subject is his family motto, Dum vivi-

mus vivamus. I shall copy it.®

I should have mentioned that we had MacLeod’s horses all

the way to this place. We sent them back yesterday. Each ofus

’ Eight or nine words have been cancelled here so heavily as to be partially indecipher-

able, Brunettawas a ladywho neglected trifles, Stcilaabeauty who nevertheless had sense.

* Such anacolutha occasionally appear in Boswell’s journals, especially where (as here)

a sentence is carried over to a second page. They result from his habit of interrupting

his writing at the foot of a page rather than at the end of a sentence.
* “Live, while you live, the epicure would say.

And seize the pleasures of the present day.

Live, while you live, the sacred preacher cries,

And give to God each moment as it flies.

Lord, in my views let both united be;

I live in pleasure, when I live to thee,"
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wrote him a letter. I have transcribed a paragraph ofmine on

the last leafof the second volume of this Journal."

I asked if it was not strange that Government should permit

so many infidel writings to pass without censure. Mr. Johnson

said, “Sir, it is mighty foolish. It is for want of knowing their

own power. The present family on the throne came to the

crown against the will of nine-tenths of the people. Whether

these nine-tenths were right or wrong is not our business now to

inquire. But such being the situation of the Royal Family, they

were glad to encourage all who would be their friends. Now
you know every bad man is a Whig; every man who has loose

notions. The Church was against this family. They were, as I

say, glad to encourage any friends; and therefore, since the

accession of this family, there is no instance of any man being

kept back on account of his bad principles—and hence this

inundation ofimpiety.”

There was something not quite serene in his humour to-

night after supper, for he spoke of hastening away to London

without stopping much at Edinburgh. I said he had General

Oughton and many others to see. “Nay,” said he; “I shall

neither go in jest, nor stay in jest. I shall do what is fit.” “Ay,

but,” said I, “all I desire is that you will let me tell you when
it is fit.” JOHNSON. “Sir, I shall not consult you.” Yet he was

very good company upon the whole. Donald MacLeod insisted

to have an extraordinary bowl of punch tonight. I humoured
him. He gave a very good gradation as to Mr. Johnson. “First,

when you see him,” said he, “you are struck with awful rev-

erence; then you admire him; and then you love him cor-

dially.” Poor fellow, I thought this meritedmy sitting up a little

longer with him than was quite agreeable to me, and made up
for the £8 of our money which he had failed to bring us.

I read a very pretty ode by Dr. Macpherson, written from

* Not preserved in the MS as we have it. The leaves were removed from thdir bindings
at the time of revision for the printer, and are now all loose. Johnson’s letter is still pre-

served at Dunvegan. See Dr. Hill’s edition ofJohnson’s Letters, i.a6o-r

.
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Barra, when he was minister there.’ I looked a little atVoltaire’s

War, IJ4I, read Lord Karnes against hereditary indefeasible

right,
^
and some of Congreve. If a man would keep an exact

account of everything that he reads, it would much illustrate

the history of his mind. I would have every minute circum-

stance marked: what a man reads, how much, at what times,

and how often the same things. Mr. Johnson told me that from

twenty-one to fifty-six he had read no Greek; at least not above

five chapters of the New Testament. He saw a Xenophon’s

Cyropaedia^ in Mr. Thrale’s library, and took it down; and he

was not sensible that he had lost anything of it. He read all

the New Testament that year, and has since read a good deal

of Greek. Coll and Mr. Mackinnon slept in my room, and

Donald MacLeod on a bed on the floor.®

FRIDAY I OCTOBER. There was pretty good weather.

The Bailie came up, and asked us to go to Armadale, which

we agreed to do. I was very placid at Ostaig. The green hills

and the brooks of Sleat had a kind of superior value when I

recollected SirJames Macdonald.

I showed to Mr. Johnson venses in a magazine on his Dic-

tionary, composed ofuncommon words taken fi'om it:

Little of Anihropopatf^ has he,i etc.

He read a few of them, and said, ‘T’m not answerable for all

In the printed Tour Boswell quotes four stanzas, with a conunentary, at the end of the

entry for s8 September.
* "Xenophon’s Cyropcadvi' was inserted later.

’ The last sentence was added later.

^ Boswell found these lines, which were written by his friendJohn Madaurin, later Lord

Dreghorn, in the Weekly Magadne (Edinburgh) for 14 January 1773 (vol. xix.Bi-a).

They ran, in part, as follows: On Johnson’s Dictionary.

In love with a pedantic jargon,

Our poets now-a-days are far gone;

So that a man can’t read their songs,

Unless he has the gift of tongues.

(He proceeds with a warning to young poets to use Johnson with care, distinguishing

Greek and Latin words from English, and using only English, or the res^t may be such

as this specimen;) Little of anihropepathy has he,

Who in yon fiilgid rwTjrfe reclines

Alone; while I, depauperated bard I

The streets pedestrious scour; why, with bland voice,

Bids he me not his veetitation sh^? etc.
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the words inmy dictionary.” I told himhow Garrickkept abook

of all who had either praised or abused him. Mr. Johnson, on

the subject of his own reputation, said, “Now that it has been

so current a topic, I wish I had done so too.” But he said it

could not well be done now, as so many things are scattered

in newspapers. I told him I would try to collect all. He said

he was angry at the boy of Oxford* who wrote in his defence

against Kenrick; because it was doing him hurt to answer

Kenrick. He said the boy was to come to him to ask a favour.

He first thought to treat him rudely on that account. But then

he considered, he had meant to do him all the service in his

power; and he took another resolution, told him he would do

what he could for him in the affair, and did so; and the boy

was satisfied. He said he did not know how his pamphlet was

done, as he had read very little ofit. The boy made a good fig-

ure at Oxford, but died. He said attacks on authors did them

much service. “A man who tells me my play is very bad, is less

my enemy than he who lets it die in silence. A man whose busi-

ness it is to be talked of, is much helped by being attacked.”

Garrick, I said, had been so helped. “Yes,” said he; “though

Garrick has more opportunities than almost any man to keep

the public in mind ofhim, by exhibiting himself to such num-

bers, he would not have had more reputation than others, had

he not been so much attacked. Every attack produces a defence;

and so attention is engaged. There is no sport in mere praise

when people ^e all of a mind.” “Then,” said I, “Hume is not

theworse for Beattie’s attack.” “Yes,” said he, “because Beattie

has confuted him. I do not say but that there may be some

attacks which will hurt an author. Hume was the better of

other attacks.” (He certainly could not include those of his old

preceptor Dr. Adams, and Tyder.) Talking of loose men being

all Whigs, I mentioned Hume as a Tory. “Sir,” said he, “Hume

*James Barclay, of Balliol College, who took the degree of B.A. in 1768. Kenrick had
written a slashing review ofJohnson's Shaktsptore.
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is a Tory by chance,® as being a Scotsman, but not upon prin-

ciple ofduty; for he has no principle. Ifhe is anything, he is a

Hobbist.” I said Goldsmith was the better of attacks. “Yes,”

said he; “but he does not think so yet.” He said the Critical re-

viewers, on occasion ofhe and Goldsmith doing something to-

gether (i.e., publishing each a book at the same time, Mr.John-

son the Idler) ,* let them know that they might review each other.

Goldsmith was for accepting. He said, “No. Set them at defi-

ance.” He told me he said to old Bentley, upon the attacks

against him, “Why, they’ll write you down.” “No, sir,” said

he. “Depend upon it, no man was ever written down, but by
himself.” Mr. Johnson observed to me that the advantage of

attacks to authors was in matters of taste, where you cannot

confute, as so much may be said on either side. He told us he

did not know who was the author of the Adventures ofa Guinea;^

but that the bookseller had sent the first volume to him in

manuscript to have his opinion if it should be printed, and he
thought it should.

Mr. Johnson had a horse to carry him to Armadale, and Mr.

Macpherson and Donald MacLeod and I walked at his foot.

Coll and the Bailie attended the ladies, who were eiU to be

with us. When we got to it, we found Mr. Archibald Mac-
donald, who had taken a lease of it, and a Mr. Simson from

Islay, who had a vessel along with him of twelve tons, and

readily agreed to land us in Mull. This was a much better op-

portunity for us than going in Sir Alexander’s open boat. Miss

Katie, the Bailie’s sister, and Captain MacLeod, whom we

® In his last interview with Hume “when he knew himself to be dying,” Boswell became
nettled at Hume’s imperturbable scepdcism, and repeated this remark ofJohnson. "I
am sorry that I mentioned this at such a time. I was off my guard.”
* The passage in parentheses was inserted later. But Boswell revised it once more for the

printed text, omitting there the title of the Msr> either because he was not sure that he

Was quoting Johnson exactly, or else because he had neglected to asewtain what it

was that Goldsmith published. The first collected edition of the Idltr was published in

October 1761. The last letter in Goldsmith’s “Citizen of the VVorld” scries was published

in the Public Ledger on r4 August 1761. The collected edidon'was published in May 176a. ,

^CAiysal, or the Adventures oj a Guinea (1760-5), was written by Charles Johnstone.
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formerly saw, were here. The house had quite a different air

from what it had in Sir Alexander’s time. We made a company

of fourteen. We had a good dinner, excellent strong beer got

on purpose for me, tea in good order, and a fiddler and a dance

at night; then a good supper; and both at dinner and sup-

per, excellent punch. At night both brandy punch and rum
punch. The Bailie had much ofmy friend Hallglenmuir’s man-

ner. He was most attentive and obliging. He had a chest of

books carried up to Mr.Johnson’s room, who observed it would

have been long before Sir Sawney would have thought ofit. His

factor’s hospitality disgraced the knight. We had many Erse

songs . Mr.Johnson had always been merry with Miss Macpher-

son; asked her to go to London, and said many little jocular

complimentary things to her which afforded us amusement.

Her brother (hscovered veins of pleasantry. He imitated Mr.

Johnson’s method of talking surprisingly well. He even said a

thing a little in his way tonight. He had a dispute with Coll.

Said Coll, “I’ll bet a guinea.” Said Macpherson, “But, sir, till

you win your bet, we shall not be convinced.” Macpherson

danced freely. I saw in Skye thatclergymenmaywithout offence

live much as other people do, who live innocently cheerful. At

Dunvegan Mr. Bethune danced very well on Saturday night,

and next morning preached very well; and there did not seem

to be any incongruity, Mr. Johnson was now in good humour
at Armadale, and I was very much so.

SATURDAY a OCTOBER. I was quite as I could wish here.

I had my former room, withJoseph to sleep in a bed by me; so

that I had a home, while all but Mr. Johnson were crowded

into common rooms. I had now got the habit of taking a scalck

or dram every morning. It really pleased me to take it. They
are a very sojaer people, the Highlanders, though they have

this practice. I always loved strong liquors. I was glad to be in

a country where fashion justified tasting them. But I resolved

to guard against continuing it after leaving the isles. It would
become an article of happiness to me. I thought with satisfac-
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tion when I got up that it waited me, as one thinks of his break-

fast; so much is a man formed by habit.^

I told Mr. Johnson this morning that Sir Alexander said to

me once that he left Skye with the blessings of his people. Said

Mr. Johnson, “You’ll observe this was when he left it. It is only

the back ofhim that they bless.” He said SirAlexander should

have come and lived among them, and made his house the

court of Skye, had he and his lady been fit for it. They should

have had so many ofthe gentlemen’s daughters to receive their

education in the family, to learn pastry and such things from

the housekeeper, and manners from my lady. That was the

way in the great families in Wales—at Lady Salusbury’s, Mrs.

Thrale’s grandmother’s, and at Lady Philipps’s. He designed

the families by the ladies, as he spoke of what was properly

their province. There were always six young ladies at SirJohn
Philipps’s .When one was mai'ried, her placewas filled up.There

was a large school room where they learned needlework, etc,

I observed that at the courts in Germany young people were

educated. There is an academy for the pages. Mr.Johnson said

that manners were best learnt at these courts. “You are ad-

mitted with great facility to the Prince’s company, and yet

must treat him with great respect. At a great court, you are

at such a distance that you get no good.” I said, “Very true.

A man sees the court of Versailles, as if he saw it in a theatre,”

He said the best book that ever was written upon good breed-

ing grew up at the little court of Urbino—II Cortegiano by Gas-

tiglione. He said I should read it, which I shall do. I am glad

always to have his opinion ofbooks. At Macpherson’s, he read

some of Whitby’s Commentary, which he commended; said he

had heard him called rather lax, but he did not perceive it.

He had looked at a novel called TheMan of the World at Raasay,

but thought there was nothing in it. He said today while read-

ing my Journal, “This will be a great treasure to us some years

hence,” He told me before that he was to copy part of it about

‘ This paragraph was omitted in the published Tour.

R
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Raasay, which he had not. I said I wished he would translate

it. “How?” said he. boswell. “Into good English.” johnson.

“Sir, it is very good English.”

He said today that Sir Alexander exceeded UAvare in a farce.

I said he was quite a character for a play. Foote would take

him finely. The best way to make him do it would be to bring

Foote to be entertained at his house for a week, and then it

would htfacit indignatio? Said Mr. Johnson, “I wish he had

him. I, who have eat his bread, will not give him him; but I

should be glad he came honestly by him. Nay,” said he; “they

are both characters.” And then he took offmy lady: “Thomson,

some wine and water,” with her mouth full; adding, “People

are generally taught to empty their mouths ofmeat before they

call for drink. She wants to be whipped in a nursery.”

He said he was angry at Thrale for sitting at General Ogle-

thorpe’s without speaking. He censured a man for degrading

himself to nonentity. I observed that Goldsmith was on the

other extreme, for he spoke at all ventures. “Yes,” said he;

“Goldsmith, rather than not speak will talk ofwhat he knows

himself to be ignorant, which can only end in exposing him. I

wonder if he feels that he exposes himself.”® “If,” said I, “he

was with two tailors—” and was going on. Mr. Johnson took

itup—“Or with two founders, he’d fall a-talking on tlie method

ofmaking cannon, though both ofthem would soon see that he

did not know what metal a cannon was made of”We were very

social and merry in his room this forenoon. We had again a

good dinner, and in the evening a great dance. We made out

five country squares without sitting down; and then we per-

formed with much activity a dance which I suppose the emi-

gration from Skye has occasioned. They call it “America.” A
brisk reel is played. The first couple begin, and each sets to one

—then each to another—then as they set to the next couple, the

* . facit Indignatio versum,” i.e,, Foote’s anger would furnish the inspiration. Juve-
nal, Satires, I.7g.

® In the MS this sentence was originally ascribed to Johnson, but in revision was trans-

ferred to Boswell.
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second and third couples are setting; and so it goes on till all

are set a-going, setting and wheeling round each other, while

each is making the tour of all in the dance. It shows how emi-

gration catches till all are set afloat. Mrs. Mackinnon told me
tliat last year when the ship sailed from Portree for America,

the people on shore were almost distracted when they saw their

relations go off; they lay down on the ground and tumbled,

and tore the grass with their teeth. This year there was not a

tear shed. The people on shore seemed to think that they would

soon follow. This is a mortal sign.

I recollect another anecdote, which Dr. Donald Macqueen

told me he had from the late Sir Alexander Macdonald. When
Lord Lovat came in sight as a prisoner, Sir Everard Fawkener

said to Sir Alexander, “Raro antecedentem scelestum deseruitpoem

pede claudo”^ This happened at Fort Augustus.

I had written letters all forenoon. It was a very bad day,

and at night there was a great deal of lightning. I was really

fatigued with violent dancing. I do not Uke dancing. But I force

myself to it, when it promotes social happiness, as in the coun-

try, where it is as much one of the means towards that end as

dinner; so I danced a reel tonight to the music ofthe bagpipe,

which I never did before. It made us beat the ground with

prodigious force. I thought it was better that I should engage

the people of Skye by taking a cheerful glass and dancing with

them rather than play the abstract scholar. I looked on this

tour to the Hebrides as a co-partnery between Mr. Johnson
and me. Each was to do all he could to promote its success;

and I am certain that my gayer exertions were of much serv-

ice to us. Mr. Johnson’s immense fund of knowledge and wit

was a wonderful source of admiration and delight to them.

But they had it only at times; and they required to have inter-

stices agreeably filled up, and even little elucidations of his

grand text. Besides, they observed that it was I who always “set

* Horace, Oda, III.li.31-a. “Rarely docs punishment, though she seems to halt, fail to

overtake a scoundrel.”
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him a-going.” The fountain was locked up till T interfered. (I

want a word here, as Macklin used to say when lecturing on

oratory.) It was curious to hear them, when any dispute hap-

pened when Mr. Johnson was out of the room, saying, “Stay

till Mr. Johnson comes. Say that to him." Had they been bar-

barians, he was an Orpheus to them. But I caimot give them

that character with any justice.

I should mention that on Sunday last, Raasay sent his boat

to Sconser for us, begging to have us again in his island, and

if it was not convenient, he would come over and spend the

evening with us. So Mr. Donald MacLeod informed me.

Yesterday Mr.Johnson said, “I cannot but laugh to think of

myself roving among the Hebrides at sixty. I wonder where I

shall rove at fourscore.” This evening he disputed the truth of

what is said as to the people of St. Kilda catching cold when-

ever strangers come. He said, “How can there be a physical

effect without a physical cause?” He laughed and said that the

arrival of a ship full of strangers would kill them; “for,” said

he, “if one stranger gives them one cold, two strangers must

give them two colds; and so in proportion.” I wondered to

hear him ridicule this, as he had praised Macaulay for putting

it in his book. He said the evidence was not adequate to the

improbability of the fact. That if a physician, rather disposed

to be incredulous, should go to St. Kilda and report the fact,

he would begin to look about him. They said it was annually

proved by MacLeod’s steward. He turned jocular then and

said, “The steward always comes to seek something from them,

and so they fall a-coughing. I suppose the people in Skye all take

a cold when Sir Alexander comes.” They said Sir Alexander

came only in summer. Johnson. “That is out of tenderness to

you.Badweather and he, at thesame time,would be too much.”

SUNDAY 3 OCTOBER. Mr. Johnson told me there were

two faults in myJournal: one was expatiating too much on the

luxury of the little-house at Talisker.^ This fault, however, he

’Tl^passagehasunfortunately disappeared from the MS. See onto, p. ai6, n. 31.
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mentioned as ifhe liked it—as ifmy expatiating had been con-

genial with his own feelings. The other fault was in my repre-

sentation of the dispute about the Scottish clergy {vid. suprdF)',

“for,” said he, “I did not say the man’s hair could not be well

dressed because he had not a clean shirt, but because he was
bald.”

We did not get up till ten o’clock. Joseph said the wind was
still against us. Mr. Johnson said, “A wind, or not a wind?
that is the question,” for he can amuse himself at times with a

little play of words, or rather of sentences. I remember when
he turned his cup at Aberbrothock, he muttered, '^‘Clauditejam

rivos, pum." I added, '‘Sat prata biberunt''^ I am most scrupu-

lously exact in this Journal. Mr. Johnson said it was a very

exact picture of his life.

Whilewe were chatting in the indolent style ofmen who were
to stay here all day at least, we were suddenly roused with be-

ing told that the wind was fair, that a little fleet of herring ves-

sels was passing by for Mull, and that Mr. Simson’s vessel was

lying off the shore for us. Hugh Macdonald, the skipper, came
to us, and we were hurried to get ready, which we soon did. I

just wrote a few lines to my wife. I felt my heart light at the

thoughts of getting away. Breakfast was got ready for us. Mr.

Johnson with composure and solemnity repeated the observa-

tion of Epictetus, that, “As man has the voyage of death be-

fore him, whatever he does, he should always be ready at the

Master’s call; and an old man should never be far from the

shore, lest he should not be able to be in readiness.” He had a

horse, and I and the other gentlemen walked about an Eng-

lish mile to the shore, where the vessel was. Donald MacLeod,

poor man, gave me a good bill upon Mr. MacLeod of Ose for

the deficient £8. Mr. Johnson said he should never forget Skye,

and returned thanks for all civilities. We were carried to the

vessel in a small boat which she had, and we set sail very briskly

*p. 216.
• “Dam up the ditches, boys; the meadows have drunk enough.” Virgil, Eclogues, III. in.
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about one o’clock. I was much pleased with the motion for

many hours. Mr. Johnson grew sick, and retired under cover,

as it rained a good deal. I kept above, that I might have fresh

air. I eat bread and cheese, and drank whisky and rum and

brandy. The worthy Bailie had sent with us half a sheep and

biscuits and apples and beer and brandy. There was a little

room or den at the forecastle, with two beds, and a fire in it.

Dinner was dressed, and I was persuaded to go down. I eat

boiled mutton and boiled salt herring, and drank beer and

punch.^ I exulted in being a stout seaman, while Mr. Johnson

was quite in a state of annihilation. But I soon had a change;

for after imagining that I could go with ease to America or the

East Indies, I turned woefully sick, and was obliged to get

above board, though it rained hard.

I regretted that we passed the island of Eigg, where there is

a very large cave in which all the inhabitants were smoked to

death by the MacLeods. They had murdered some MacLeods

who were sailing near their coast. MacLeod and a number of

the clan came to revenge the murder. The people ofEigg saw

them coming, and all retired into this cave, which has a low

and narrow entry, so that but one man can get in it at a time,

but afterwards becomes spacious and lofty like a church. Mac-

Leod and his people landed, and could not find a soul. They

might perhaps have gone away. But one of the Eigg people,

after waiting a long time in the cave, grew impatient, and

went out to see what was become of the enemy. Perceiving

them not gone, he returned. There was a deep snow upon the

ground, by which means he was tracked by the print of his

feet. The MacLeods came to the mouth of the cave. Nothing

could be done in the way offighting, because but one man at

a time could either go out or in, and would be killed directly.

MacLeod called in to them that if they would give up the

murderers, he would be satisfied. This they refused to do. Upon

* Boswdl’a illness is mendoned in the published Tow, but the account gains more point
when we learn what he had eaten and drunk.
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which he ordered a quantity ofpeats to be laid in the moutli of

the cave and to be set on fire, and thus tlie people ofEigg, man,

woman and child, were smoked to death. Young Coll told us

he has been in the cave, and seen great quantities of bones in

it; and ho said one can still observe where families have died,

as big bones and small, those of a man and wife and children,

are found lying together. This happened in time.®

I was also sorry that we passed by the Isle of Muck. But Mr.
Simson wanted to get forward; and besides, we knew that the

Laird could not be yet at home, on account ofcontrary winds.

I saw on the southeast as we sailed along, Morar, the present

Laird of which had Prince Charles delivered to his care by
Mackinnon. I wished much to have seen him, because it is

said he owns that he has the second sight, which is hereditary

in his family.

On the same quarter I saw Loch Moidart, into which the

Prince entered on his first arrival, and within which is a lesser

loch called Lochninua,® where the Prince actually landed.

The hills around, or rather mountains, are black and wild in

an uncommon degree. I gazed upon them with much feeling,

There was a rude grandeur that seemed like a consciousness of

the royal enterprise, and a solemn dreariness as if a melan-

choly remembrance of its events had remained.

Mr. Simson was brisk in his hopes for a while, for the wind

was for a while for us. He said if it continued so, he would

land us at 'T” (i.e., Icohnkill) that night. But when the wind

failed, it was resolved we should make for the Sovmd of Mull,

and land in the harbour of Tobermory. We got up with the

five herring vessels for a while. But four ofthem got before us,

and one little wherry fell behind us. When we got in full view

' The xnassacre took place probably in 1577, in the time ofNorman, i r th ChiefofMac-
Leod, It is said that 395 people died in the cave. In the following year a band of the

Macdonalds ofClan Ran^d, to which the Macdonalds ofEigg belonged, landed on Skye

at Watemish, seeking vengeance. They set fire to a church at the time of worslup and

made other depredations, but were finally captured and slaughtered by the MacLeods.
• Loch nan Uamhi It is not where Boswell says it is, however, but opens from the Sound

of Arisaig, several miles north of Loch Moidart.
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of the point of Ardnamurchan, the wind changed, and was

full against our getting to the Sound. We were then obliged to

tack, and get forward in that tedious manner. As we advanced,

the storm grew greater, and the sea very rough. Coll then be-

gan to talk of making for Eigg or Ganna or Coll. Macdonald,

our skipper, said he would get us into the Sound. We struggled

a good while for this. Then he said he would push forward

tillwe were near the land of Mull, where we might cast anchor

till the morning; for although before this there had been a

good moon, and I had pretty distinctly seen not only the land

of Mull, but up the Sound, and the country of Morvern as at

one end of it, the night was now grown very dark. Our crew

consisted of old Macdonald our skipper, a man with one eye,

and another sailor. Mr. Simson himself, Coll, and Hugh Mac-

donald his servant, all helped. Simson said he would willingly

go for Coll if young Coll or his servant would undertake to

pilot us to a harbour, but as the island is low land, it was dan-

gerous to run upon it in the dark. Coll and his servant seemed

a little dubious. The scheme of running for Ganna seemed

then to be embraced, but Ganna was ten leagues off, all out of

our way; and they were afraid to attempt the harbour of Eigg.

All these different plans being in agitation, I was much fright-

ened. The old skipper still tried to make for the land of MuU;
but then it was considered that there was no place there where

we could anchorin safety.Much time was lost in striving against

the storm. At last it became so rough, and threatened to be so

much worse, that Goll and his servant took more courage, and

said they would undertake to hit one of the harbours in Goll.

“Then,” said the skipper, “let us run for it, in God’s name,” and
instantly we turned towards it. The little wherry which had
fallen behind us had hard work. The master begged that, ifwe
made for Goll, we should put out a light to him. Accordingly

one ofthe sailors waved a glowing peat for some time, I had a

short reliefwhen I found we were to run for a harbour before

the wind. But it was very short, for I soon heard that our sails
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were very bad, and were in danger of being torn in pieces,

in which case we would be driven upon the rocky shore of

Coll. It was very dark indeed, and there was a very heavy

rain almost incessantly. The sparks of the peat-fire in the boat

flew terribly about. I dreaded tliat the vessel might take fire.

Then, as Coll was a sportsman, and had powder on board, I

figured that we might be blown up. Simson and he both ap-

peared a little frightened, which made me more so; and the

perpetual talking, or rather shouting, which was carried on in

Erse, alarmed me. A man is always suspicious ofwhat is saying

in an unknown tongue; and if fear be his passion at the time,

he grows more afraid. The boat often lay so much to a side

that I trembled lest she should be overset; and indeed they

told me afterwards that they had run her sometimes to within

an inch of the water, so anxious were they to make what haste

they could before the night should be worse. I saw tonight what
I never saw before, a prodigious sea with immense billows com-
ing upon a vessel, so as that it seemed hardly possible to escape.

There was something grandly horrible in the sight. I am glad

I have seen it once. Amidst all these terrifying circumstances,

I endeavoured to compose my mind. It was not easy to do it,

for all the stories that I had heard of the dangerous sailing

among the Hebrides, which is proverbial, or at least often men-

tioned, came full upon my recollection. It distressed me to

think how much my dearest wife would suffer should I now be

lost, and in what a destitute, or at least wretchedly dependent,

state she would be left. I upbraided myself as not having a suf-

ficient cause for putting myselfin such danger. Piety afforded

me a good deal of comfort. I prayed fervently to Gon, but I

was confused, for I remember I used a strange expression: that

if it should please him to preserve me, I would behave myself ten

times better. Be the expression what it may, I shall never forget

—at least I hope so—the good resolutions which I then formed.

While I prayed, I was disturbed by the objections against a

particular providence and against hoping that the petitions of
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an individual would have any influence with the Divinity; ob-

jections which have been often made, and which Dr. Hawkes-

worth has lately revived in his preface to the Voyages to the South

Seas; but Dr. Ogden’s excellent doctrine on the efficacy of in-

tercession prevailed. I was really in very great fear this night.

It was half an hour after eleven before we set ourselves in

the course for Coll. As I saw them all busy doing something, I

asked Coll with much earnestness what I could do. He with a

lucky readiness put into my hand a rope which was fixed to

the top of one of the masts, and bid me hold it fast till he bid

me pull. This could not be ofthe least service; but by employ-

ing me, he kept me out of their way, who were busy working

the ship; and at the same time diverted my fear to a certain

degree, by making me think I was occupied. There did I stand

firm to my post while the wind and rain beat upon me, always

expecting a call to pull my rope.

The man with one eye steered. Old Macdonald and Coll and

his servant lay upon the forecastle looking sharp out for the

harbour. It was necessary to carry much cloth, as they termed

it, that is to say, much sail, in order to keep the vessel off the

shore of Coll, This made terrible plunging in a rough sea. At

last they spied theharbour of Lochiern,^ and GoU cried,
‘‘Thank

God, we’re safe!” We run up till we were opposite to it, and

then were wafted, I may say, though not gently, into it, where

we cast anchor.Thecomfortwhich I feltmay easilybeimagined.

Mr. Johnson had all this time been quiet and unconcerned.

He had lain down on one of the beds, and having got free of

sickness, was quite satisfied.® Once during the doubtful consul-

tations he asked whither we were going; and upon being told

that it was not certain whether to Mull or Coll, he cried, “Coll

for my money.” I now went down, with Coll and Simson, be-

^ Probably Loch Eatharna.
* At this point in the published Tour Boswell adds; "The truth is, he knew nothing ofthe

danger we were in.” Boswell had been dissatisfied with Johnson’s account of this storm
in his In his "Remarks” on that book, which he sent to Johnson, he said, "You
treat the storni too lightly. Coll and all the islanders thought we were really in danger.”
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side him. He was lying in pliik>.st>phic Irauquillily, with a grey-

hound of Coil’s at his back keeping him warm. Coll is quite

thejMoenw quigaudet cardbus. He had when we lefl Taliskcr two

greyhounds, two terriers, a pointer and a large Newfoundland

water-dog. He lost one of his terriers by the road, but had five

dogs still with him. I was miserably sick and very desirous to

get to shore. When I was told that I could not get ashore that

night, as the storm had now increased, I looked woefully, as

Coll informed me. Shakespeare’s phrase, which he puts into

the Frenchman’s mouth, of the English soldiers when starved:

“Piteous they will look, like drowned mice,”® might have been

applied to nie. There was in the harbour before us a Campbel-
town vessel, the Betty, Kenneth Morison master. She was tak-

ing in kelp at Coll, and was bound for Ireland. This was a

lucky opportunity for us to get across to Mull in a strong ship

after seeing Coll, which we could do while she took in the rest

ofher loading, part ofwhich she was to getjust at Coil’s house.

She was about twenty yards from us. Coll and Simson sent our

boat to beg beds in her for two gentlemen, and that she would
send her boat, which was larger.^ They were to go and leave

me with Mr. Johnson in our vessel. I was so veryuneasythat I

imagined I should be better in the other vessel; so went witii

them, and flattered myself with finding a spacious cabin. But

behold, there was only a little confined place. I wished to re-

turn to the former vessel, but was ashamed to give more trou-

ble. I began to think it was wrong for me to leave Mr. John-

son. But I considered that he was quite well; that I had left

Joseph to take care of him; that the crew would have more

room to warm themselves by my being away; and that my ex-

treme sickness was a sufiicient excuse for my trying everything

I could for relief. Morison very genteelly yielded his bed to

Simson. Coll and I had the other, for the cabin held jnst two.

It was a vc^ small one, and we were squeezed into it-in a very

• I Henry. VI; I.ii.
'

'“The remaindCT of this entry was omitted in the published Tew.;
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uneasy manner, I was soaked to the skin all this time, for I had

a short greatcoat which defended me little. I threw off tonight

only my hoots and greatcoat.^^ I lay in considerable pain, for

though the ship was at anchor, there was a great rolling, which

made my sickness continue; and as the storm grew much worse

and beat furiously upon the ship, I could not help being fright-

ened that she might be set to sea again. I recollected reading in

the newspapers ofships being driven from their moorings. I got

some broken slumbers. My head was very cold, as having only

my wig for a night-cap. In themorning I fellupon the expedient

ofwrapping my coat around it, which made me warm enough.

MONDAY 4 OCTOBER. Between eight and nine I got up

and went above deck. By this time, Mr. Macdonald from

Campbeltown, another ofthe owners ofthe ship (she belonged

toMorison and himjointly) was come on board from the shore,

where he had been all night. We soon got ready, and were car-

ried in the ship’s boat alongside ofSimson’s vessel.We saw noth-

ing of the poor wherry and were afraid.We took in Mr.Johnson

andJoseph, and Simson’s boat carried Coil’s servant, the dogs,

and the baggage. Mr. Johnson was quite well, though he had

not tasted victuals, except a dish of tea without bread, since

Saturday night, I was happy that he was not angry at my leav-

ing him. I may here mention thatwhen he lived in the Temple,

and had no regular system ofliving, he has fasted for two days,

that is to say from Sunday night till Wednesday morning. He
went about and visited, though not at meal-times. He drank

tea during that time, but ate no bread. This was not intentional

fasting, but happened just in the course of a studious life or a

literary life.

There was a little poor public house close upon the shore,

to which we would have gone had we landed last night. But

this morning Coll resolved to take us directly to the house of

A comer ofa leaf is missing, and several words in the preceding three sentences have
been supplied by conjecture. Those which are doubtful are “into it,” “soaked,” “a
short,” “little,” and “boots and great— Instead of “a short” we should perhaps read
“only a.”
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Captain Lauchlan Maclean, a descendant of his family, who
had made money in the East Indies, and come home and

taken a farm in Coll. We had about an English mile to go to it.

Coll andJoseph and some other men, I forget whether part of

the crew or people of the island, ran to some little horses that

were going on a field, and catched one ofthem. We had a sad-

dle with us which was clapped upon it, and a straw halter was

put on his head. Mr. Johnson was then mounted, and Joseph
very slowly and gravely led the horse. I said to Mr. Johnson I

wished the Club saw him in this attitude.^

It was a prodigious rain, and I was wet to the skin, both at

the neck and legs. Captain Maclean had but a poor temporary

house, or rather hut,just a little larger than the common coun-

try house. However, it was a very good haven to us. He gave

me a dry shirt and dry stockings directly. There was a blazing

peat-fire, and Mrs. Maclean, daughter of the minister of the

parish, got us tea. I felt still the motion of the sea. Mr.Johnson
said it was not imagination, but a continuation of motion in

the fluids, like that of the sea itself after the storm is over.

There were some books on the board which served as a

chimney-piece. Mr. Johnson took up Burnet’s History of His

Own Times. He said the first part of it was quite dramatic:

while he went about everywhere, saw everywhere, and heard

everywhere. He said by the first part he meant so far as it ap-

peared that Burnet himself was actually engaged in what he

narrated; and this he said one might easily distinguish. The
Captain censured him for his high praise of Lauderdale ha a

^ “This curious exhibition may perhaps remind some of my readers of the ludicrous

lines, made, during Sir Robert Walpole’s administration, on Mr. George (afterwards

Lord) Lyttelton, though the figures of the two personages must be allowed to be very

different:
. ...

‘But who IS this astnde the pony;

So long, so lean, so Isink, so bony?

Dat be de great orfitor, Lytteltony.’’’

—

^Boswell.

“Here I first mounted a little Highland steed; and if there had been many spectators,

should have been somewhat ashamed ofmy figure in the march. The horses of the Is>

lands, as of other barren countries, are very low; they are indeed muscular and strong,

beyond what their size gives reason for expecting; but a bulky man upon one of their

backs makes a very disproportionate appearance" (Johnson’s jowno').
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dedication, when he shows him in his history to have been so

bad a man. Mr. Johnson said, “I do not think myself that a

man should say in a dedication what he could not say in a

history. But there is a great difference; for the known style ofa

dedication is flattery. It professes to flatter. There is the same

difference between what a man says in a dedication and a

history, as between a lawyer pleading a cause and reporting it.”

Mr. Macdonald from the ship was now with us. He had been

here last night. The day slipped along easily enough. We had

a very good dinner: the best shortbread just baked by Mrs.

Maclean, and pleasant rum punch soured with lemon shrub.

I had not tasted lemon for more than a month.The wind turned

fair for Mull in the evening, and Mr. Simson resolved to sail

next morning. It was so fair that I began to waver whether we
should not go with him; and Mr.Johnson said to me, “I’ll do

what you please.” However, I considered that it would be weak

just to land on Coll, and run away from it without seeing the

old castle or anything else; and as we had the Campbeltown

vessel to take us to Mull in a day or two, I determined to stay.

At night I was a little disconcerted. There were but three

rooms or divisions in the house. The Captain and Mrs. Mac-

lean had one. Mr. Johnson had another, with Joseph on a

straw-bed beside him. And in the room where we sat all day

were two beds. Simson and Macdonald had the one. The other

was for young Coll and me. I have a mortal aversion at sleep-

ing in the same bed with a man; and a young Highlander was

always somewhat suspicious as to scorbutic symptoms. I once

thought of sleeping on chairs; but this would have been un-

civil and disobliging to a young gentleman who was very civil

and obliging to us. Upon inspection, as much as could be with-

out his observing it, he seemed to be quite clean, and the bed
was very broad. So I lay down peaceably, kept myself sepa-

rated from him, and reposed tolerably.®

TUESDAY 5 OCTOBER. Simson went off about seven. I

* This paragraph was omitted in the published Tour.
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rose and wrote my Journal till about niiiCj and then went to

Mr. Johnson, who sat up in bed and talked and laughed. I

said it was curious to look back ten years to tlie time when we
first talked of visiting the Hebrides. How distant and improb-

able the scheme then appeared! Yet here we were actually

among them. "Sir,” said he, "people may do anything almost

by talldng of it. I really believe I could talk myself into build-

ing a house upon island Isay, though I’d probably never come
back again to see it. I could easily persuade Reynolds to do it.

There would be no great sin in persuading him to do it. Sir,

he’d reason thus: ‘What will it cost me to be there once in two

or three summers? Why, perhaps £500, that is, £150 a year;

and what is that in comparison ofhaving a fine retreat to which

a man can go, or to which he may send a friend?’—and he’d

never find out thathemayhave this within twenty miles ofLon-

don. Then I’d tell him that he may marry one ofthe Miss Mac-
Leods, a ladyofgreat family. Sir, it is surprising how people will

go to a distance for what theymay have at home. Mrs. Langton

came up to Knightsbridge with one ofher daughters, and gave

fiveguineas aweek fora lodging and having awarm bath, thatis,

merewarm water. That, youknow, could not be had in Lincoln-

shire. They said it was made either too hot or too cold there.”

The house here was built of stone without mortar, and had

no plaster or finishing at all. It was as cold as a stable. The
Captain is going to build. Before the house where he now lives,

there is like a rampart ofwhinstone upon the ridge of a rising

ground running to the sea.We were here about four miles from

the east end of the island.

After breakfast Mr. Johnson and I and Joseph mounted

horses, and GoU and the Captain walked with us about a short

mile across the island. We called for Mr. Hector Maclean, the

minister.^ His parish consists of Coll and Tyree. He was about

‘ A note on the margin of this page (431) of the MS reads, “Mem; the minUteis named
by their Christian names, Mr. Donald, Mr. Martin, etc.” More than once in his jour-

nals Boswell refers to the Rev. Mr. George Reid, Lord Auchinleck’s old tutor, as “Mass
George.”
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seventy-seven, a decent old man in a full suit of black and a

black wig. He was like a Dutch minister or one ofthe assembly

of divines at Westminster. Mr. Johnson said he was a fine old

man—was as well dressed and had as much dignity in his ap-

pearance as the dean of a cathedral. We saw his wife and an-

other daughter. A glass ofwhisky and cheese and barley-bread

were served about by Miss, who was dressed in a clean printed

linen gown. The old gentleman, we were told, has a valuable

library, though he has but poor accommodation for it. He has

no manse, only a small farm-house; and his books are kept in

large chests. Coll says he is determined to purchase the library

when the old man dies. It was curious to see him and Mr.John-

son. Neither ofthem heard very quickly; so each ofthem talked

in his own way, and at the same time. Mr. Hector said he had

a confutation of Bayle by Leibnitz. Said Mr. Johnson, “What

part of Bayle do you mean? The greatest part of his writing is

not confutable. It is historical and critical.” Mr. Hector said,

“The irreligious part,” and proceeded to talk of Leibnitz’s con-

troversy with Clarke, callinghim a great man. Mr.Johnson said

that Leibnitz persisted in affirming that Newton called space

the sensorium numinis, notwithstanding he was corrected and de-

sired to observe that Newton said quasi sensorium numinis. “No,”

said he, “Leibnitz was as paltry a fellow as I know. As he was

patronized by Qpeen Caroline, Clarke treated him too well.”

During the time that Mr. Johnson was thus going on, old

Mr. Hector was standing with his back to the fire, cresting up

erect, pulling down the front of his periwig, and talking what

a great man Leibnitz was. To give an idea of the scene would

require a page with two columns; but it could not be quite well

represented but by two players. The old gentleman said Clarke

was very wicked for going so much into the Arian system. “I

will not say he was wicked,” said Mr. Johnson; “he might be

mistaken.” Said Mr. Hector,“He was wicked to shut his eyes

against the Scriptures;” adding, “worthy men since, in Eng-
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land, have confuted him to all intents and purposes.” “I know
not,” said Mr. Johnson, '^who has confuted him to all intents and

puiposes.” Here again there was a double talking,

I regretted that Mr. Johnson did not practise the art of ac-

commodating himself to different sorts of people. Had he been

softer with this venerable old man, we might have had more

conversation. But Mr. Johnson’s forcible spirit and impetuos-

ity ofmanner may be said to spare neither sex nor age. I have

seen even Mrs. Thrale stunned. But I have often maintained

that it is better so. Pliability ofaddress I take to be inconsistent

with that majestic power which he has, and which produces

such noble effects. A bar of iron nor a lofty oak will not bend

like a supple willow, or like many plants between those. What
though he presses down feeble beings in his course? They get

up again like stalks of ripe grass.

He told me afterwards he liked firmness in an old man, and

was pleased to see Mr, Hector so orthodox. “At his age,” said

he, “it is too late for a man to be asking himself questions as to

his belief.”*

Mr. Hector said he had taken up a list of his parishioners

between seven and seventy by order of the General Assembly,

and found nine hundred. According to this there must be

about 1,200 souls in Coll. There must be two hundred under

seven, and I should think fifty may be reckoned above seventy.

The island is computed to be twelve English miles long, and

three broad at an average. It is very populous. The inhabit-

ants live mostly in little rural villages, for so I may call a num-

ber of houses close to each other, almost; at least with but

small interstices. I saw at one place near the west end of the

island, a village where I counted above thirty houses, and saw

tlaey would exceed forty. Fifty-eight families lived in it. Their

stacks of corn were not much unlike their thatched houses.

The village looked at a little distance like a very full barn-yard.

’From this point foiward, the account of Coll was greatly cut in the published Tour,
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The people in Coll live more comfortably than those in Skye;

for each has a little garden—a kale-yard, which few have in

Skye; and the people here appeared to be better dressed.

It was very agreeable, as we went along, to see all the people

come from their work and shake hands with the young laird.

Mr. Johnson wished that he had more conversation than that

of a mere farmer; and indeed he seemed to be just a young

country lad who had been a while in England. He had worked

there with his own hands, while he lived at farmers’ houses in

Hertfordshire, in^ order to learn to improve his paternal acres,

or rather miles. Mr. Johnson said that was like the Czar of

Muscovy. By this, however, his manners were not those of a

chieftain in point of dignity. But if he had not reverence from

his people, he had their affection. I could find no traces of

learning about him; though he had been educated under the

care of his uncle, the professor at Aberdeen. But he had a con-

stant good humour, and readiness of conversation upon com-

mon things.Then he had a clear sharp voice, and was not afraid

to talk to Mr. Johnson; informed him as to many particulars,

and stuck to his point whenMr.Johnson opposed what he said,

until very handsomely driven off. With all this he had as much
civility as could be wished, and very great attention to have

everything right about Mr.Johnson.
We rode near to the shore opposite to the Captain’s on the

north of the island. There we saw the ruins of a church or

chapel. The place is called Kilymaik or the Kirktown. It has

not been large; the wall remains for about the highth of four

feet all along, without any gap. The inside was covered with

water. Beside it was a place of graves. There were two stones

over lairds of Coll, and not many other stones. The family has

never had any built burial place; and this place here has never

been so much as enclosed. I could see no vestige that it has.

We returned to near the minister’s. The Captain walked a litde

farther with us, and then turned back.

• Preceded by a blank in the MS, probably for a place-name or an indication of time.
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We went on about two miles till we came to Grishipoll, or

the rough pool. It isjust on the seaside, and the waves beat very

high. It is about the middle ofthe island on the north side. On
the beach here there is a singular variety of globular stones. I

picked up one, which I called a Siberian turkey’s egg, and an-

other which was very like a small cucumber. By the by, Mr.

Johnson told me that Gay’s phrase, “as men should serve a cu-

cumber,” in the Beggar's Opera^ has no waggish meaning with

reference to men flinging away cucumbers as too cooling, which

some have thought; for it has been a common saying in Eng-

land ofevery great physician, that he prescribed that a cucum-

ber should be well sliced and dressed with vinegar, and then

thrown out, as good for nothing. So the phrase is just a . . .

beauty as people should always serve a cucumber—in conform-

ity with the ordinary prejudice. This is my commentary.*

I saw here growing in the sand on the sea-shore and among
small pebbles, a large green plant very like to kale or cole-

worts. It has a salt taste. It is purgative. The cattle will not eat

it. Indeed it has rather a harshness on the palate.

We found at Grishipoll an excellent slated house of two sto-

reys. It was built by the present Coll while his eldest brother

was alive; andjust as it was finished he succeeded to the estate.

The tenant, withwhom we dined, was Mr. McSweyn. His pred-

ecessors had been in Skye from a very remote period, upon

the estate belonging to MacLeod; but probably before the

MacLeods had it, as the name is certmnly Norwegian, from

Sueno, King of Norway. This Mr. McSweyn left Skye upon

MacLeod’s raising his rents. He then got this farm from Coll,

whom he hadfostered, I must explain what is meant by foster-

ing. It has been a custom in the Highlands and isles for substan-

tial farmers or tacksmen to take the children of the lairds into

* Folly Peachum’s mother, on discovering her secret marriage to Macheath, remarks

that ^ter all the pains they have taken to dress her “with care and cost, all tempting,

fine, and gay, As men should serve a cucumber, she flings herself away.’' This passage

in Boswell, which was written in a cramped hand at the very bottom of a page, has

been rendered more difficult by being heavily scored out in the revision. The undeci-

phered portion may contain eight or nine letters.
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their houses, a little after they are weaned, and keep them till

they are fit for education; and then they gave them by way

of portion a number of cattle, which were called mackalw^

catde.The custom I fancy may still prevail; at least it did lately.

This same young Coll was fostered by a Campbell in the island

of Tyree, and got forty mackaJive cattle. It seems it has not

been required that the fosterers should be of the same clan

with the children. Young Coll should be a hero, for he may be

said to have been fostered by a wolf, as Romulus and Remus
were nursed. The Macleans have suffered so much from the

ravages ofthe Campbells that his being fostered by a Campbell

may be compared to the Roman emblem. Girls were given to

be fostered as well as boys. The present Lady Coll, sister to

Talisker, was also fostered by Mr. McSweyn, It is a strange

custom.

McSweyn was now about seventy-seven, but looked as fresh

and was as stout as a man of fifty. His son Hugh really looked

older, and as Mr.‘Johnson observed, had more the manners of

an old man than he. I had often heard of such instances, but

never saw one before. Mrs. McSweyn was a decent old gentle-

woman, not much failed, though she had been above fifty years

married. She was dressed in tartan, and could speak nothing

but Erse. She said she had taught Sir James Macdonald Erse,

and would teach me soon. I could now sing a verse of the

words to Hatyinfoam eri,^ upon Allan, the famous captain of

Glanranald, who fell at Sheriffmuir, and ofwhom his servant

who lay on the field watching his dead body, being asked next

day who that was, answered, “He was a man yesterday”; and

I had picked up I suppose thirty words.

We had here the best goose that I ever eat. Mr. Johnson was
triuch pleased witli it; and we had whisky in a clam-shell, ac-

‘ Properly maekallow, from Gaelic maealadh, “fostering.”
• Boswell’s phonetics are English, and would be less ambiguous if written Ha eheenfoam
airy. The Gaelic spelling is Tha iighinnfodham iiridh. These words constitute a refrain,

frequently repeated, the meaning being, "It comes upon me to arise”—i.e., for the

Jacobite cause.
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cording to the ancient Highland custom. Mr.Johnson drank a

little water out of it.

In the forenoon Mr.Johnson said that it would require great

resignation to live in one ofthese islands. don’t know,” said

I
;
“I have felt myself at times in a state of almost physical

existence, satisfied to eat, drink and sleep, and walk about and
enjoy my own thoughts; and I can figure a continuation of

this.” “Ay, sir,” said he; “but if you were shut up here, your

own thoughts would torment you; you would think of Edin-

burgh or London, and that you could not be there.”

We were entertained at McSweyn’s with a primitive hearti-

ness. He and Coll got a horse; and McSweyn, Junior, walked

before us to Breacacha, the family seat, where his wife was

waiting to be landlady to us. It is called Breacacha, or the spot-

ted field, because in summer it is enamelled with clover and

daisies, as young Coll told me. I should have mentioned that

at Grishipoll the hearths were formed ofthe round sea-pebbles,

such as those with which the court at Talisker was paved, but

as it was most inconvenient at the latter, it was very rational

at GrishipoU; because, as Mr. Johnson observed, it kept the

fire, which is always made in these islands upon the hearth,

from moving, and so served both as hearth and fender. As we
rode along in the forenoon, we saw a wonderful plenty ofwhin-

stone upon the surface of the earth. Mr. Johnson said, “I see

a plain of stone.” There are however innumerable spots of

earth between them, on which corn grows; and when it is

cut, they set it up on tlie stony places to dry. I observed that

the corn in Coll is very short, so that there is less straw pro-

duced than I ever saw anywhere else. We rode from Grishipoll

aslant the island to the southwest. We passed by a place where

there is a large lump of whinstone, I may call it a rock—“a

vast weight for Ajax.” The tradition is that a giant threw such

a lump at his mistress up to a hill or little mountain at a small

distance to the southwest, and that she in return threw this

lump down to him. It was all in sport:
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Malo me petit lasciva puella.’

The hill is called Ben Hogh, the hill of Hogh, a neighbour-

ing farm. Coll said that each of these stones is supported by a

number ofsmall ones. I got offmy horse and inspected the one

below. I did perceive stones under it, but I could not be sure

but they were pieces of itself. I could however put my cane

a great way under it. Mr. Johnson said there was no matter

whether there were stones under it or not. It could hardly faU

anywhere here that it would not rest upon stones. The ques-

tion was, had it a root in the earth? I really thought not. Coll

said the one on the hill was much more plainly detached. How
this has happened it is difficult to say. There is no large rock

near ofwhich it could have been a part. Perhaps some violence

of nature has burst or pounded a large rock originally here,

and so scattered its fragments around. At present the appear-

ance is like the pieces ofa broken loafofsugar. No loaf is to be

seen, only bits ofsugar of different sizes. A little farther on, we
came to two triangular flagstones A A placed I imagine about

ten yards from each other. (I afterwards measured: fourteen

of my paces.) They have probably been a Druidical temple.

Of latter times they are used for putting a trick on any stranger

who is passing that way. He is desired to He down behind the

easternmost one (or westernmost, according to the route he is

on) and told that he will hear everything that is said by the

company, who stand at the other stone; and while he is lying

in patient attention, the company get off and leave him; and

when he at last gets up, he finds himself all alone. The stones

are called Sgeulachdan, that is to say, “Long tales.” Coll said

if it had not been too late, he would have made me go through

the ceremony.

There is a curious custom at Coll. On the last night of the

old year, a man puts upon him a cow’s skin and runs round
the house, while a number of people make a noise chasing him
and beating upon the skin, which sounds Hke a drum; This

*“The wanton girl throws an apple at me."—^Virgil, JSeloptes, in.64.
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brings out the strangers who are in the house to see what is

the matter; and most ofthe family go out to decoy strangers, or

for their diversion. Then the door is shut, and nobody gets in

without repeating a verse of their own composition. It need

not be extemporary. Some will be preparing for it all the year.

When they are all got in, the evening is spent in great merri-

ment, and the verses ofeach are criticized with emulation. Mr.

Johnson, who is for all old customs, said he would keep up this.

About ten days at Christmas time the people in Coll make
merry. All the men in the island are divided into two parties.

Each party is headed by a gendeman. The Laird perhaps heads

one, and Captain Maclean another; or other two gentlemen of

the family are leaders. There is a ball thrown down in the mid-

dle ofa space above the house, or on a strand near it; and each

party strives to beat it first to one end of the ground with clubs

or crooked sticks. The club is called the shinny. It is used in the

low-country of Scodand. The name is from the danger that

the shins run. We corrupt it to shinty. The leader of the party

which prevails receives the bet which the opposite leader has

lost to him, and gives it to the people to drink.

As we advanced, we came to a large extent ofplain ground.

I had not seen such a place for a long time. Coll and I took a

gallop upon it byway ofrace. Itwas very refreshing to me, after

having been so long taking short steps in hilly countries. It was

like stretching a man’s legs after being cramped in a short bed.

We also passed close by a large extent of sand hills, I dare say

near two miles square. Mr. Johnson was like to be angry with

me for being pleased with them. I said I saw only dryness and

cleanliness. He said he never had had the image before. It was

horrible, if barrenness and danger could be so. I heard him,

after we were in the house of Breacacha, repeating to himself

as he walked about the room,

“And smother’d in the dusty whirlwind, dies.”

I suppose he had been repeating the whole of the simile in

Cflto, as the sandy desert had struck him strongly. The sand
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has blown of late over a good deal of meadow. But it is not

so thick but that grass grows in summer. It is very alarming.

People in the island tell that their fathers told them they saw

ploughed land over most ofthe space which is now covered with

sand. Coil’s house is situated on a bay called Breacacha Bay,

from the place where the family residence has always been.

We found here a neat gentleman’s house with four rooms on

a floor, three storeys and garrets. The dining-room and the

other three rooms on that floor were well wainscoted with

good fir, and were very snug in dry weather. The storm, which

beats on the front ofthe house and on one end, from the south-

west, has hurt the timber of the windows much, so that they

let in rain. There are two neat wings or pavilions to the house.

On our arrival here, we felt ourselves very comfortable.There

was in the dining-room a map of the world and many tables,

one large, one covered with wax-cloth. We had not been in so

good a house since we were in Lord Erroll’s. Mr.Johnson rel-

ished it much at first, but soon remarked that there was noth-

ing becoming a chiefabout it. It was quite a tradesman’s box.

It was at present a kind ofwaste® house. However, young Coll

did very well. McSweyn, Junior, and his wife were busy to get

things right; and a very clever girl, a Maclean, a native of the

island, who had been five years a servant-maid at Glasgow and

was come home on a visit to her relations, was got to officiate.

Mr. Johnson seemed quite at home. He told me he could easily

enough say “Lady Raasay,” but could not bring his tongue to

pronounce readily the address to a laird by his title alone, as

“MacLeod,” “Raasay.” By this time he had improved, for he

called, “Now, GoU, ifyou could get us a dish of tea.” We had
it direcdy, and we had a very good supper served on china.

We had a bold tune from the piper, a decent comely fellow

with a green cloth waistcoat with silver lace; and then he helped

to serve at table. His name was Neill Rankin. These Rankins
have been pipers to the family of Maclean for many genera-

* Unoccupied.
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tions. They used to have a college in Mull foi* teaching the

bagpipe, but it has not been in practice now for sixteen years.

I forgot to mention that there was a college for the bagpipe in

Skye kept by the MacCrimmons, the hereditary pipers of the

Laird of MacLeod. It subsisted in a certain degree till last year,

that an admirable piper went to America. MacLeod’s present

piper, whom we heard every day, is yet no professor, though

he has a good ear, and plays very well.®

Mr. Johnson and I had each an excellent bedroom on the

dining-room floor. We had a dispute which of us had the best

curtains. He rather had, as his were linen. But I insisted that

I had the best posts, which was undeniable. Said he, “Ifyou

have the best posts, we’ll have you tied to ’em and whipped”

—and so he got the better ofme. As he did in this mere trifle,

he will do at times in disputes of serious import. I can never

forget Goldsmith’s lively saying, the fruit ofmany a severe de-

feat which he has suffered. Said he one day when we dined

at Colman’s, “There’s no arguing with Johnson, for if his pis-

tol misses fire, he knocks you down with the butt-end of it.”

WEDNESDAY 6 OCTOBER, After a sufBciency of sleep,

we assembled at breakfast. We were just as if in barracks. Ev-

erybody was master.! We went and viewed the old castle of

Coll, which is about two gun-shots from the present house, very

near to the shore, and founded on a rocky bottom. The late

Coll, brother to the present laird, lived in it till within

• “MacLeod’s hereditary piper is called MacCrimmon, but the present holder of the of-

fice has risen above his profession. He is an old man, a lieutenant in the army, and a

most capital piper, possessing about 200 tunes and pibrochs, most ofwhich will probably

die with him, as he declines to have any of his sons instnicted in his art. He plays to

MacLeod and his lady, but only in the same room, and maintains his minstrel privilege

by putting on his bonnet so soon as he begins to play. These MacCrimmons formerly

kept a college in Skye for teaching the pipe-music. MacLeod’s present piper is of the

name, but scarcely as yet a deacon of the craft. He played every day at dinner.”—Sir

Walter Scott, in Lockhart’s Memoirs, 24 August 1814.
^ The emendation muster'd has been suggested, but the MS shows that master is correct.

Boswell means that Coil’s manner was not that ofa host, but of a companion, and that

nobody paid him any particular deference. Boswell has the same comparison in his

Journal for 9 March 1^77, where, speaking of Trccsbank, he says, “It was a picture of

desolation to find both Master and Mistress gone; yet I know not how, there was a sort

of feeling of ease, as in barracks.”
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years of his death. He died in 1754. There were thirty cows

lulled for his funeral, and about fifty sheep. There were gentle-

men at it from the mainland as well as the neighbouring islands.

We surveyed the old castle very minutely. It was more entire

than any that I ever saw. It has never been a large feudal resi-

dence, Coll being but a second son of the Maclean family.

There was a wall had gone all round; and one square tower

was plainly very ancient, as was also a round tower which had

an arched roof, and a parapet wall around the top. It served

as a spying place towards the sea. There were battlements to-

wards the east. There were two doors or gates to the castle on

the ground. Above each was a place for throwing stones down

in case ofan attack. On the second storey we saw a vault which

was, and still is, the family prison. There was a woman put

into it by the Laird for stealing peats, within these ten years;

and any offender would be put in yet, for from the necessity of

the thing, as the island is remote from any power established

by law, the Laird must exercise his jurisdiction to a certain de-

gree. There were several other pieces of building within the

walls, I know not ofwhat age. All the roofs of all the different

buildings here were covered with slates of an uncommon size.

One of them was as long as my cane, and they were also un-

commonly broad and thick. The walls, as in all old castles,

were ofan immense thickness. There was a bedroom, as it was

called, and indeed it was used as such, in the thickness of the

wall. It had two slits by way of windows. Mr. Johnson exam-

ined all this remaining specimen ofancient life with wonderful

eagerness. It was very inconveniently arranged. There was one

narrow passage which he tried to get through, but found it

would not do. He persisted however; opened his waistcoat and

pressed through. There was in the thickness of the walls on the

southwest what GoU called a closet. It was a narrow passage

or stripe to the southwest comer, and then it run at a right

angle to the north for a little way. Mr.Johnson had first looked

at it from the entry into it. I went in and reported that it was a
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circular closet. I was mistaken, to be sure, in every sense; for

the line which it formed had nothing of the circle. Coll agreed

with me. This incited Mr. Johnson’s curiosity to a keener pitch,

as he was almost positive we were wrong, from the cursory

view he had taken. “How the plague is it circular?” said he;

and back he went, and proceeded into it, and confuted us.

This old castle exemplified Gray’s verses on one:

Huge windows that exclude the light

And passages that lead to nothing.

Besides the two doors on the ground, there was one to the

square tower from the battlements.

In the prison, which is a good large vault, we were shown

in a comer a hole into which Coll said greater criminals used

to be put. It was now filled up with rubbish of different kinds,

particularly broken bottles. Coll said it was of a great depth.

“Ay,” said Mr,Johnson. “All such places that arefilled up were

of a great depth.” He is very quick in showing why he does

not give credit to what he is told, when that is the case. Since

we came into Coll, somebody told him of 10,000 somethings,

I do not recollect what. He said to me, “Why, sir, you know
10,000 is an even number.” He made a similar observation

on the number of people in the parish of Sleat being given

him without any small fractions, as I may say (such as 1555),

but in round hundreds. I think this was one of his instances

ofshrewd correction, and to be sure it is hardly to be believed

that exact regular numbers will happen; so, when a man men-
tions such, it is probable he has not been exact. Mr. Macpher-
son at Sleat told us there had not been above looo^ Highland-

ers engaged abroad in the last war. He must be mistaken, I

should imagine. After seeing the castle, we looked at a small

house, just a hut, built to the north of it, touching the wall.

It is called Teigh Franchich,^ i.e., the Frenchman’s house. Coll

could not tell what was the history of it. A poor man with a

® The first digit is somewhat doubtful: perhaps 4.
• Better, faigh an Pkrangaich.
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wife and children now lived in it. Mr. Johnson walked

into it and we followed. He gave some charity. There was one

bed for all the family. It was very smoky. When he came out,

he said to me, ^‘Et hoc secundum sententiam philosophorum est esse

beatus.^'^ I said the philosophers, when they placed happiness

in a cottage, supposed cleanliness and no smoke. He said they

did not think about either.

We walked a little in the garden, a piece ofground enclosed

with a stone dike, and well stored with garden stuff. But not a

tree is to be found in Coll. They have triedmany in the garden,

hut as soon as they got higher than the dike, they died. We
saw a few very young fruit-trees on the southwest wall, and a

nursery of firs. Mr. Johnson prescribed sowing the seeds of

hardy trees, such as birch. Coll showed us four very good

rooms on the ground floor. One of them was a charter-room.

The papers were confusedly kept. He without scruple opened

both a little trunk and a cabinet where they lay, and let me
look. I shall afterwards mention some of them.

He and I went and took a ride, I upon a black stoned-horse,®

he on a bay mare followed by a foal which sucked her when
there was any halt. We saw a very pretty turnip-field near the

house, which young Coll hoed all with his own hand. He had

one last year. These have been the first in the Western Isles.

We rode along a fine strand on the south, or rather southwest,

side of the island, for it lies southeast and northwest.The strand

may be a mile and a half, admirable airing ground. Young
GoU has tried to make roads in the island. We saw two pieces

very well executed. The day was clear and only a little windy.

We saw Mull, Icolmkill, Fladda, the Dutchman’s Gap (the

two last small islands between CoU and Mull), as also Gairn-

bulg, a rock in the sea on which was a fortification of old.

We came to a farm called Crossapoll, i.e., the pool of the

* “And that, according to the opinion of philosophers, is happiness.” The last three
words were added at the time of revision for publication.
'i.e., a stallion.
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Gross. The tenant, Maclean, is a most industrious man. He has

ten children. He gives a college education at Aberdeen to his

eldest son, who in the vacation keeps a school here, having so

much paid him by the gentlemen of the island. We were now
within about a mile and a half of the west end of the island.

We crossed over to the north side and looked at an appearance

of lead, which seemed very promising. It has been long known,

for I found in Coil’s cabinet letters to the late laird from Sir

John Erskine and Sir Alexander Murray, respecting lead—Sir

John’s directly so, and Sir Alexander’s so as mentioning it in

such a way as I understood it—and I fancy Coll never had any

other view of lead but this. We passed along through a great

extent ofground blown over with sand, till we came to another

very good airing strand on the north side of the island; then

turned to the right by the village of Foill, where I counted so

many houses, and so got home.

After dinner came Mr. Maclean of Gornaig, brother to Isle of

Muck, who is a cadet of the family of GoU. He possesses the

two ends of GoU, which belong to the Duke ofArgyll, as part

ofthe estate of Maclean, which the Duke has, but which is now
contested at law by Sir Allan Maclean. The two ends of Coll

were church lands belonging to IcolmkUl. At the Reformation

Maclean got them back. Coll used to have a lease of the two

ends. The last rent was £45. Upon the Duke’s demanding a

high rent. Coll would no longer be tenant; so this gentleman,

Gornaig (which is the name ofthe principal place on the lands),

took them in 1771 for nineteen years at £105. His brother. Isle

of Muck, has a share with him. Gornaig told me they were re-

solved to go the length of their tether rather than let a Campbell

into Coll; and the Campbells had offered near as much. Mr.

Johnson well observed that landlords err much when they cal-

culate merely what their land may yield. “The rent must be in

a proportionate ratio of what the land may yield, and of the

power ofthe tenant to make it yield. A tenant cannot make by

his land but according to the corn and cattle which he has.
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Suppose you should give him twice as much land as he has, it

does him no good unless he gets also more stock. It is clear

then,” said he, “that the Highland landlords who let their sub-

stantial tenants go, are infatuated; for the poor small tenants

cannot give them good rents, from the very nature of things.

They have not the means of raising more from their farms.”

Gornaig was a tall stout man with grey hair, tied, but he was

but middle-aged. Mr.Johnsonfound him the most distinctman
that he had met with in these isles. He said he did not shut

his eyes or put his fingers in his ears, which he seemed to think,

with justice too,was a good deal the mode with most ofthe peo-

ple whom we have seen of late. At night came CrossapoU and

his eldest son, really an ingenious lad. He had taken a pretty

good view of Staffa.We werejovial tonight. Gornaig sung Erse

songs. We had no liquor but whisky punch without souring.

The cellars of Coll were quite empty. I came to like it well

enough. I sat till after three in the morning with them, and

then left them to finish anew bowl.This day was fair but windy.

THURSDAY 7 OCTOBER. CaptainMacleancame to break-

fast. CrossapoU and his son had set out early. There came on a

dreadful storm of wind and rain, which continued all day,

and rather increased at night. The windows ofthe dining-room

let in a deal of rain; and as^ the wind was from the southwest,

it was directly against our getting toMull,We were in a strange

state ofabstraction from the world.We could neither hear from

our friends, nor write to them. It gave me much uneasiness to

tliink of the anxiety which my dear wife must suffer. Coll had

brought Lucas On Happiness, Daill6 On the Fathers, and More’s

Dialogues, from the minister’s, and Burnet’s Own Times with

Salmon’s Remarks, from the Captain’s; and he had of his own
some books of farming and Gregory’s Geometry. Mr.Johnson
read a good deal of Burnet and ofthe latter, and he even made
notes in the end of hisjournal about geometry. I read a little of

^ Omitted inadvertently.
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Young’s Six Weeks^ Tour through the Southern Counties. I wrote a

deal ofjournal today.

We got up late, and the day moved on without my being at

all splenetic. I am grown a hard-minded fellow. Mr. Johnson

when we were at Captain Maclean’s, on my talking of Gar-

rick’s having rye-bread on his table at breakfast, said he had

probably seen it at some great man’s; and he observed how
strangely people are swayed by what others tell them, and

how few have the resolution to say plainly that they like wheat-

bread best. “I could undertake,” said he, “to make Langton eat

all the kinds ofgrain in bread, and think each best.”. . .isetous;

for he ... t which he grate*® . . . and so made it more palatable.

We were to have gone with Mr. Johnson this morning to the

mine. He said, when the storm was raging, “We may be glad

we are not damnati ad mtalla.^'^ This book which he gave me
will soon be done. But he bid me not contract my Journal,

and rather beg some paper.*

FRIDAY 8 OCTOBER. The Campbeltown ship was to come

down to the harbour here to take in nine tuns of kelp, but could

not get forward. Coll was of opinion that Mr. Johnson and I

had better freight* her to set us down in Mull, which might be

done with a wind that would not bring her hither. And sup-

posing her here, she must wait a day for her ladening, and then

the wind might come contrary again; so that by taking her

directly from Lochiern, we had several more chances to get

away, Morison and Macdonald, the two Masters, came here

today. Mr. Johnson was clear for freighting them. He felt to-

day the weight of this barren way of passing time. He said, “I

“ Both lower corners of this leaf are defective, the lacunae (wWch involve perhaps fifteen

or sixteen words) being too extensive to permit restoration with any degree of confi-

dence. The editors’ guess is thatJohnson was having difficulty with the island fare, and
was furnished something “which he grated over his food, and so made it more palat-

able.”
* "Condemned to the mines.”
* Johnson, in his Journ^, says tliat Bosweii was able to purchase paper at a shop in Coll.

^ i.e., hire.
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want to be on the mainland, and go on with existence. This is

a waste of life.” He has talked little here.

I shall here insert, without regard to chronology, some of his

sayings. He told us that a man had been well received for two

years among the gentlemen of Northamptonshire by calling

himself his brother. At last he grew so impudent as by his influ-

ence to get tenants turned out of their farms. Allen the printer,

who is of that county, came to Mr. Johnson, asking him with

much appearance of doubtfulness if he had a brother; and up-

on being assured he had none alive, he told Mr.Johnson of the

imposition, and immediately wrote to the country and the fel-

low was dismissed. Mr. Johnson said it pleased him that so

much was got by using his name. Said he, “It is not every

name that can carry double; do both for a man’s self and his

brother” (laughing). “I should be glad to see the fellow.” He
said a man could have no redress for his name being used, or

ridiculous stories told ofhim in the newspapers, except he could

show he had suffered damage. Some years ago some foolish

piece was published “by S. Johnson.” Some of Mr. Johnson’s

friends wanted him to be very angry about this. He said it

would be in vain, for the answer would be,
“
‘S. Johnson’ may

be Simon Johnson, or Simeon Johnson, or Solomon Johnson;
and even if it had been full Samuel Johnson, it might be

said, Tt is not you. It is a much cleverer fellow.’
”

He and Beauclerk and Langton, and Lady Sydney Beauclerk,

mother to our friend, were one day driving in a coach by Gu-

per’s Gardens, which were then let to nobody, Mr. Johnson for

a joke proposed he and Beauclerk and Langton should take

them; and they amused themselves scheming how they would
all do. Lady Sydney grew angry, and said an old man should

not put such things in youn^ people’s heads. Mr,Johnson said

she had no notion of a joke; had come late into life, and had a

mighty unpliable understanding.

He said Carte’s Life of the Duke of Omonde was considered as

a book of authority, but it was ill-written; the matter diffused
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in too many words; no animation, no compression, no vigour;

that two good volumes in duodecimo might be made out of

the two in folio.

Joseph informed us that he found several lice upon our shirts

when we threw them off. This was very disagreeable. Mr.John-
son made himself merry with the Scots. “I remember,” said

he, “a song against them, I think inJames ist’s time:

Your waistcoats and doublets were but thin,

Where many a louse was shelter’d in.”

But he owned that this poet did not know the meaning of a
doublet, which is the same with waistcoat.

I observed of our confinement here that this was just what
Seneca complains so grievously ofwhile in Corsica. “Yes,” said

Mr.Johnson, “and he was not farther from home than we are.

The truth is, he was much nearer.”^

Captain Maclean went home today. It rained at times, and

the wind was still contrary. Gornaig attended me while I

rummaged through the cabinet and looked at all the papers.

I shall now put down some anecdotes of the family and intro-

duce some curious things which I found in the cabinet. The
first laird of Coll was a younger son of the family of Maclean.

His father gave him the middle part of Coll for his patrimony,

but made it the jointure lands of Lady Maclean. MacNeil of

Barra married her, and came and lived in Coll. Young Coll

was so impatient to get possession that he got some ofthe clan

to assist him against MacNeil. They killed him at Grishipoll,

and then Coll took the estate. Some generations after, Mac-
lean wanted to resume Coll, and there was a bloody battle,

or skirmish rather, in which Coll prevailed; and since that

time his chief never disturbed him.

Coll had the £20 land of Lochiel. He was living there. The
Camerons came upon him and killed him. His lady was with

> In the published text, the last sentence is not included in the quotation. But in the MS,
the quotation marks, added in revising for the printer, do enclose it. The punctuation of

the published text is probably correct.
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child. She was put under the care of Cameron, called Mac-

lonich, with orders that if she bore a son, he should be put to

death; ifa daughter, she might be allowed to live. Maclonich’s

wife and Lady Maclean were brought to bed at the same time,

the former of a daughter, the latter of a son. Maclonich gen-

erously made the children be exchanged; so that young GoU

was saved. Thus the young laird of Coll had the same good

fortune with Gyrus. Perhaps both the stories are fables. There

is, however, for Coil’s story all that tradition can go.® When
young Coll grew up, he came home to this island and was

joyfully received by his people. Ever since that time there has

been the greatest kindness shown by Coil’s family to all the

Maclonichs. Poor boys ofthat tribe from Lochaber would beg

their way to GoU and be brought up about the kitchen till

able to work for themselves. The chief of the tribe has always

been educated by Coll. The present chief was with Coll at

Aberdeen getting education. He would be a soldier. Coll could

not get him a commission, so he is a sergeant in the train of

artillery. I saw above the door upon the battlements of the old

castle a vacant place where was a square stone, with an inscrip-

tion in Erse bearing that if a Maclonich should come there at

midnightwith a man’s head in his hand, he should be protected.

The meaning was, ifhe should even be a murderer. So late as

the year 1737 this privilege was demanded. I found the foUow-

ing letter:
To The Laird of Coll

Dr Sir,—The long standing tract of firm affectionate fiiendship ’twixt

your worthy predecessors and ours affords us such assurance as that we
may have full relyance on your favour and undoubted firiendship in recom-

mending the bearer, Ewen Cameron, our Cousin, son to the deceast Dugall

McConnill ofInnermaillie, sometime in Glenpean, to your favour and con-

duct; who is a man ofundoubted honesty and discretion, only that he has

the misfortune ofbeing alledged to have been accessory to the killing ofone
of McMai tin’s family about fourteen years ago, upon which alledgeance

the McMartins are now so sanguine on revenging that they are fully re-

solved for the deprivation of his life, to the preventing of which you are

relyed on by us, as the only fit instrument and a most capable person.

• i.e., “can attain to.” Boswell probably became confused between two constructions.
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Therefore your favour and protection is expected and intreated during his

good behaviour, and fsiiling ofwhich behaviour you’ll please use him as a

most insignificant person deserves.

Sir, he had upon the alledgeance foresaid been transported at Lochiel’s

desire to France to gratify the Macmartins; and, upon his return home
about five years ago, married. But now he is so much threatened by the

Macmartins that he Is not secure enough to stay where he is, being Ard-

murchan, which occasions this trouble to you. Wishing prosperity and hap-

piness to attend still yourself, worthy Lady, and good family, we are in the

most affectionate manner, Dr Sir, your most obliged, affectionate, and
most humble servants,

Duigall Cameron of Strone.

Dugall Cameron of Barr.

Dwgali. Cameron of Inviriskvoulline.

Dugall Cameron of Invinvalic.
Strone, 11 March 1737

Ewen Cameron was protected, and his son has now a farm

from the Laird of Coll, in Mull.

I take the oldest charter of Coll which the family has, to be

one granted by James V at Edinburgh, i December 1528:

Jacobus, Dei gratia Rex Scotorum, omnibus probis hominibus totius terre

sue, clericis ct laicis, salutem. Sciatis quia quondam Johannes Makclane,

avus predilccti nostri Johannis Makclane de Coill, terras subscriptas sibi

pertinentes habuit ipsi per quondam nobilissimum progenitorem nostrum

Jacobum secundum Scotorum Regcra bone memorie, cuius anime pro-

pitictur Dbus, concessasj ct quod sue litere et evidentic terrarum per

suos inimicos dcstruuntur et earundem registriun combustum . . .*

The family of Coll was very loyal in the time of the great

Montrose, from whom I found two letters in his own hand-

writing. The first is as follows.

For my very lovingfriend the Laird ofCoall

Strethearne ao Jan 1646

Sir,— must heartily thank you for all your willingness and good affec-

tion to his Maje.sty’s service, and particularly the sending along of your

* A leaf (pp. 453-54.) is missing from the MS at this point. Boswell did not include this

charter in the published Tour. What follows down to the point indicated by the next

footnote is supplied from the printed text. The fragment of the charter may be trans-

lated as follows: “James, by the grace ofGod King of Scots, to all good men of all his

realm, clerks and laymen, greeting. Know ye, that because the late John Maclean,

grandfather of our beloved John Maclean of Coll, held as his property the lands below

mendoned, which were granted to him by our late most noble ancestor, James the

Second, King of Scots, of good memory (whose soul Gon rest), and because his papers

and his proofs to the tide of the lands are destroyed by his enemies and the register of

the same burned” [therefore the King grants Joim Maclean a new charter].
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sons, to who I will heave ane particular respect, hopeing also that you will

still continue anes goode instrument for the advanceing ther of the King’s

service, for which, and all your former loyal carriages, be confident you

shall fynd the effects of his Mas favour, as they can be witnessed you by

your very faithfull freinde,
Montrose.

The other is

For the Laird o£' Coall

Petty, 17 April 1646

Sir,—Having occasion to write to your fields, I cannot be forgetful of

your willingness and good affection to his Majesty’s service. I acknowledge

to you, and thank you heartily for it; assuring, that in what lies in my
power, you shall find the good. Meanwhile I shall expect that you will con-

tinue your loyal endeavours, in wishing those slack people that are about

you to appear more obedient than they do, and loyal in their Prince’s serv-

ice, whereby I assure you you shall find me ever your faithful friend,

Montrose.

These are honourable documents, and should be carefully

preserved. I have written the firstjust after the original. From
the second letter it would seem that Coil’s zeal had rather

failed a little, for the style is not so warm as that of the first.

It gently hints complaints.

I found a contract ofmarriage in 1649 between Sir Lachlan

MacLain of Dowart, as taking burden for his sister Finvoll

(it should be Finvola, which they say is the same with Flora)

and John MacLain, Laird of Coll. The knight gives with her

nine score head ofkeye (cows) ;
and she is to have as herjointure

eighteen score, and (as I read it) the halfofthe house—thus,®—

and the halfofall future conquests, i.e., what should be gained.

I found a curious piece on the death of the present laird’s

father; “Nature’s Elegy upon the death of Donald Maclean

of Coll.”^ Mr, Johnson read the whole of this curious piece,

and he wondered who wrote it. I suppose it has been some

country schoolmaster. He said the epitaph was not so very bad.®

‘ Here the MS begins again,
• Boswell here traces the letters of the doubtful word.
' Again at this point there is at least one leaf of MS missing, on which Boswell tran-

scribed the “curious piece."

“Nature’s minion, Virtue’s wonder,
Art’s correedve here lies under."

(From printed Taw.)
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I asked whac ‘"art’s corrective” meant. “Why,” said Mr. John-

son, “that he was so exquisite that he set art right when she was

wrong.”

I found among the Coll papers a copy ofa letter from the late

MacLeod to the late Kingsburgh, in which he tells him that the

Young Pretender will probably pay him a visit in expectation

of his protection; that he knows the danger of assisting him,

and the reward oifered by Government, by which he may ag-

grandize his family beyond many in Scotland; and hopes he

will do his duty to himself, family, and country. What a shock-

ing exhortation! He also uses the name of Sir Alexander Mac-

donald, and says he can assure Kingsburgh his sentiments are

the same with his (MacLeod’s). I cannot justly convict him of

writing this infamous letter, as I have not seen the original; but

I take it to be genuine, since I do not see that a forgery would

have been laid up by the late laird of Coll, to whom I found

many original letters from MacLeod. I also found a copy of a

letter from Lochiel and Keppoch to Invernochiel, dated Glen-

ivask,® 20 March 1746, desiring to communicate their senti-

ments to the leading men among the Campbells; upbraiding

them for their cruelty in burning houses, and attacking women,
children, and cattle. But I shall transcribe it.

Yesternight we had a letter from Glunie, Younger, giving an account of

the success of the party sent by his R. H.“ under the command of Lord
George Murray. A part of that letter we thought proper to send you en-

closed, as you happen for the present to be stationed contiguous to the

Campbells. It is our general desire that you instantly communicate to

Airds, the Sheriff, and other leading men amongst them, our sentiments

(which, God willing, we are determined to execute) by transmitting this

our letter and the copy enclosed, to any most convenient to you.

It is our opinion that, of all men in Scotland, the Campbells had the

least reason ofany to engage in the present war against his R. H.’s interest,

considering that they had always appeared in opposition to his royal family

since the reign ofKingJames the 6th, and have been guilty ofso many acts

• i.e., Glennevis.

Itmust beremembered thatthis letterwas written byaCameronand aMacdonald,who
wereJacobites, and that the Campbells always supported the line of Hanover. Therefore
“his royal highness” is Prince Charles Edward (the“Young Pretender”), and “his present

majesty” is his fatherJames (the Chevalier de St. George or the “Old Pretender”).
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of rebeEion and barbarity during that time that no injured prince but

would endeavour to resent it when God was pleased to put the power in

his hand. Yet his present Majesty and his R, H. the Prince R. are gra-

ciously pleased by their respective declarations to forgive all past miscar-

riages to the most virulent and inveterate enemy, and even bury them in

oblivion, provided they returned to their aUegiance. And though they

should not appear personally in arms in support of the royal cause, yet

their standing neuter would entitle them to the good graces oftheir injured

sovereign. But in spite of aU the lenity and clemency that a prince could

show or promise, the Campbells have openly appeared with their wonted

zeal for rebellion and usurpation, in a most officious manner.

Nor could we ever form a thought to ourselves that any men endowed

with reason and common sense could use their fellow creatures with such

inhumanity and barbarity as they do; and ofwhich we have daily proofby

their burning ofhouses and stripping ofwomen and children and exposing

to the open field and severity ofthe weather, burning ofcorns (i.e., corn or

grain), houghing of cattle, and kilUng of horses. To enumerate the which

would be too tedious at this time. They must naturally reflect that we can-

not but look on such cruelty with horror and detestation and hearts full of

revenge. Will certainly endeavour to make reprisals, and are determined to

apply to his R. H. for leave and orders to enter their country with full

power that wc are to act at discretion; and ifwe are so lucky as to obtain

it, we shall show them that we are not to make war against brute creatures,

but against men. But as God was pleased to put so many of their people in

our custody, we hope to prevaU with his R. H. to hang a Campbell for

every house that shall hereafter be burnt by them.

Notwithstanding the scandalous and malicious aspersions contrived by
our enemy against us, they have never, since the commencement of the

war, charged us with any act of hostility, or with the least tendency to

cruelty as they exercised against us, though we had it in our power. It’s

barbarous enough to exert it, when courage fails, against men. It betrays

cowardice to a degree to vent their spleen against brutes, houses, women,
and chfldren, who cannot resist. We are not ignorant of this villainous in-

tention, by the intercepted letter from Airds to the Sheriff, which plainly

discovers ffiat it wasby application that their General Cumberland granted

orders for burning, which he could not be answerable for to the British

ParEament; it being most certain that such barbarity could never be coun-
tenanced by any Christian senate. We are, sir, your most humble servants,

Donald Cameron ofLochiel.

Alex. Macdonald ofKeppoch.

P. S. I cannot omit taking notice that my people have been the first that

have felt the cowardly barbarity ofmy pretended Campbell friends. I shaB
only desire to have an opportunity ofthanking them for it in the open field,

Donald Cameron,
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I read this letter to Mr. Johnson and called it a good one.

Said he, “It is a very good one, upon their principles.” Since

I mentioned MacLeod’s letter to Kingsburgh, Hugh Mc-
Sweyn (i.e., the younger McSweyn) told me that he was pres-

ent when MacLeod wrote a letter to Kingsburgh, but whether

it was the same with the copy, he could not tell. He said the

Duke of Cumberland was by while MacLeod wrote, so that

the letter was quite under his direction. This MacLeod alleged

as his excuse.

In the year 1745 the Laird of Coll assisted Government by

sending sixty militia to Inveraray, which he raised at his own
expense. They were sent home, as the Argyllshire battalion

was made up before they arrived. Coll never had the least

acknowledgment from Government for his service and ex-

pense. I found a copy of a letter from him to General Camp-
bell, explaining how arms from the Prince’s party had been

brought into Coll. He tells the General that a brother of his,

Lauchlan, whom he describes as of a very idle, odd charac-

ter, and whom indeed he disinherited, had got these arms

from an Irish officer; “This Wade,” says he, “got them from the

League Young Coll told me that Lauchlan was a pretty fel-

low, and a poet, though very wild. All the boats in Coll were

destroyed, except one for the laird’s use, lest the Prince should

escape in one.

I found many excellent letters to Coll from Mr. John Mac-

Leod of Muiravonside, who had a pension of £40 Scots as

lawyer for the family. I found the bond of pension discharged.

There was one very religious letter on the death of Coil’s lady.

He talks in his letters with great affection of his son,“ whom
he calls “my dear absent friend,” and says he must be sup-

plied at any rate; and he mentions his hope as to the good cause

—^he plainly means so, with much faith. It would seem from

these letters that though the laird sent sixty men, he was in

his heart of the principles which warmed the breast of his an-

Alexander MacLeod—^“McCruslick.”
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cestor, Montrose’s correspondent. I found some letters from

the present LordJustice-Clerk when at the bar, exceedingly full

and accurate with respect to some of Coil’s family settlements.

I found a copy or scroll of an agreement among the in-

habitants of Tyree, mentioning that they were oppressed by

strangers coming among them, from a belief that their island

was more fertile than others, and begging grain from them;

by giving away quantities of which, they were impoverished,

and were also burdened with the maintenance ofthe strangers,

as they were often stopped by storms; and therefore they re-

solved to give nothing to strangers, under a penalty which I

forget. This agreement, I was told, never took place. Mr.

Johnson said he was glad of it.

Young Coll, whom I called “Rum,” as Raasay’s eldest son

is called “Rona,” said that he intended to make the inhabit-

ants ofRum enter into such an agreement; for strangers im-

poverish them by coming and getting wool in gifts, and live

long upon them at times. I found a letter from President Dun-

can Forbes—nothing in it but something about the two ends

of Coll, which the laird and he understood. It is a pity that

the Duke of Argyll has them. He would exchange them for

some of Coil’s lands in Mull; but Coll will not do that, because

the lands in Mull are some of the best and , .

I found several letters to the late Coll from my father’s old

companion at Paris, Sir Hector Maclean, one of which was

written at the time of settling the colony in Georgia. It dis-

suades Coll from letting people go there, and assures him there

will soon be an opportunity ofemploying them better at home.

Hence it appears that emigration from the Highlands, though

not in such numbers at a time as of late, has always been prac-

tised. Dr. Johnson observed that instead of improving their

country, they diminished their people.

There are several districts ofsandy desert in Coll. There are

“ Here again a leaf or more is missing from the MS, and the text is taken from the pub-
lished Tour.
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forty-eightlochs offresh water,butmany ofthem are very small,

mere pools. About one-half of them, however, have trout and
eel. There is a great number of horses in the island, mostly of

a small size. Being overstocked, they sell some in Tyree, and
on the mainland. Their black cattle, which are chiefly rough-

haired, are reckoned remarkably good.The climate being very

mild in winter, they never put their beasts in any house. The
lakes are never frozen so as to bear a man, and snow never lies

above a few hours. They have a good many sheep, which they

eat mostly themselves, and sell but a few. They have goats in

several places. There are no foxes; no serpents, toads, or frogs,

nor any venomous creature. They have otters and mice here,

but had no rats till lately that an American vessel brought

them. There is a rabbit-warren on the northeast of the island,

belonging to the Duke of Argyll. Young Coll intends to get

some hares, of which there are none at present. There are no

black cock, moor-fowl, nor pzirtridges; but there are snipe, wild

duck, wild geese, and swans, in winter; wild pigeons, plover,

and great numbers of starlings, of which I shot some, and

found them pretty good eating.Woodcocks come hither, though

there is not a tree upon the island. There are no rivers in Coll,

but only some brooks, in which there is a great variety of fish.

In the whole isle there are but three hills, and none of them

considerable for a Highland country.

The people are very industrious. Every man can tan. They
get oak and birch bark and lime from the mainland. Some
have pits, but they commonly use tubs. I saw brogues very

well tanned, and every man can make. them. They all make

candles ofthe tallow of their beasts, both moulded and dipped;

and they all make oil of*^ fish. The little fish called cuddies

produce a great deal. They boil their livers to make it. They

sell some oil out of the island, and they use it much for light

in their houses, in little iron (or unpainted black metal) lamps,

most of which they have from England; but of late their own

” Here the text is resumed from the MS.
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blacksmith makes them. He is a good workman; but he has

no employment in shoeing horses, for they all go barefooted

here, except some better ones ofyoung Coil’s, which were now

in Mull. There are two carpenters in Coll; but most of the

inhabitants can do something as boat-carpenters. They can

all dye. They use heath for yellow; and for red, a moss which

grows on stones. They make broadcloth, and tartan and linen,

oftheir own wool and flax, enough for themselves, as also stock-

ings. Their bonnets come from the mainland. There is a man
goes every year with a boat to Greenock and brings home a

quantity of hardware, ribbons, and other small things; and

keeps a little shop at the small village, where is the house in

which public worship is held, as there is no church. It is a

wretched hut, pretty long, with four little windows one way

and two another, glass in none of ’em; only a bunch of straw

is used to stop them in case ofrain. There are also two people

in the island who occasionally act as pedlars. In these par-

ticulars they are more improved than the Skye people; for

there the pedlars are strangers, and I could hear of no shop

except that of a glover at Portree, who, as Ullinish told me,

makes very good gloves remarkably cheap. I did not think the

luxury of gloves had been in Skye till he informed me. They

have much need of them when they are to shake hands with

strangers. In Coll it is a practice to have cottars who are obliged

to furnish two horses each for work, as also a third of the seed-

corn; and for this and their work through the year, they have a

third of the crop and three milk-cows grazed. This is a good

method to make servants have a common interest with their

masters. The plough is a good deal used here, but they have

also a spade for digging corn land upon steep places and among
rocks. It is different from the Skye crooked spade, being much
straighter;!^ I have drawn it the wrong way, and too straight.

The Skye one is: I have seen many as crooked.^ The is

rnade of one piece ofwood, both in Skye and Coll.

,** Boswell’s sketches are omitted. i.e., as the sketch.
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The inhabitants of Coll have increased considerably within

these thirty years; for I find that when application was made
to the Lords for disuniting it and Tyree, which were then one

parish, Coll was said to contain between seven and eight hun-

dred examinable persons; and the highest number would be

given upon that occasion. Now, the minister told us, there are

nine hundred examinable persons. There are but three con-

siderable tacksmen^ on Coil’s property here: MeSweyn, Gap-

tain Maclean, and Mr. Maclean of Knock; and they only have

cottars, as above. The rest is let to small tenants, who pay four,

three, or even two guineas. Grossapoll has the highest rented

farm of any of them. His rent is £7. Upon this he has always

lived creditably for one of his station. He has seven daughters

and three sons, and his wife iswith child. His eldest son (Donald)

he has educated for the Church of Scotland. He was taught by
the tutor of Coil’s sons. (Coll has eight sons and a daughter.)

He then went to Aberdeen, where he gained a burse in King’s

College, upon a competition. Coll has now procured him a

burse for four years as a student of divinity. He goes to Aber-

deen from the opposite mainland, and returns on foot; and

when at home, teaches his sisters and brothers to read and

write. Mr. Johnson said there was something noble in a young

man’s walking two hundred miles and back again, every year,

for the sake of learning. He said he would send him his small

Dictionary. He did not know his merit when he was with us,

or he would have talked to him. I talked a little to him. He
teaches a few other children besides his father’s. He told me
he taught them first to read English, and then Erse was easily

learnt. He can read the Irish character too. His father is like a

judge among his neighbours.

Cornaig left us after dinner. I saw in the morning a good

number of people who had come to Coll with complaints of

each other’s trespasses. Cornaig told them,“Ifyou do not agree,

“ A middleman who leases directly ftom the proprietor of an estate a large piece ofland

which he sublets in small farms.
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we have the lawyer here from Edinburgh, who will take you to

task” (or some such phrase) . They said they were never used to

take that way. They hoped Coll would settle matters himself.

SATURDAY 9 OCTOBER. We had agreed with the Camp-

beltown ship to put us in Mull for three guineas. The wind was

still unfavourable, but it was a fine morning. Coll and I rode

out first as far as our horses could go up the hill where the stone

thrown up by the giant lies. Mr.Johnson satdown on the ground

with a whin-rock at his back, and his hat tied down with his

handkerchief, and read old Gataker on Lots and on the Chris-

tian Watch, a very learned book of the age of ^ which

Coll found in the garret. Mr. Jolmson said it was a treasure

here. He had a most eremitical appearance. He sat there while

Coll and I walked up to the stone. It is really a curious sight.

It is of a triangular form, or rather like a huge coffin. I meas-

ured it with my handkerchief, and marked with a pencil how
many lengths of that, and to a knot which I made on it. I put

down the measurement with a lead pencil, and when we got

home reduced it to feet by a foot-rule. It lies east and west. It

is on the south side above nine feet long. Breadth, west end,

about five feet; breadth, east end, four hands and a half. In cir-

cumference, tracing all its turns, about twenty-two feet. Highth,

about four feet. It is clearly detached from the earth or any

rock. The top ofthe hiU is rocky, but it is supported upon three

stones of no great size. I saw two others lying loosely under it.

Perhaps they have also been supports, but it does very well

without them. There is all the appearance that it has been set

up artificially; yet it is difficult to conceive how it has been

done. It is a very hard granite, and has over much of it a crust

of crystallized substance, as many of the stones in CoU; and it

has a great deal of the two kinds of moss with which CoU
abounds growing upon it. I pulled a little of the moss and

picked off a little of the crust, and put them up. The other

* These were two books by Thomas Gataker, Oj Ihtjfoture and Use of Lots and The Sfiirip-

uall Wakh, both published in 1619, and here evidently bound together.
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Stone lying below, which I have mentioned already, is much
larger. I have now measured it with my cane, which giVes me
a rough computation. It is three canes and more than one in

highth (for I could not reach the top)—four broad~six long.

It really seems to be as much detached as the one on the hill,

and to have stones for supporters; but as it rests upon earth, it

has sunk; while the other has kept up, as it rests on rock. Goll

says tradition is not clear which of them was thrown by the

giant, which by his mistress. When a compound ratio is taken

of the smaller one being thrown up, and the larger thrown

down, the difficulty of performing either will be pretty equal.

Mr. Johnson was so much engaged with Gataker that he said

he did not miss us.

We returned by the house, where I refreshed myself with a

glass ofwhisky and a bit of bread. Mr.Johnson two days ago

very justly reproved me for taking the scalck or dram every

morning. He said, “For shame!” and that it was now really

become serious. It was lucky that he corrected me. I refrained

from it since, as a regular morning mode; but this forenoon I

was fatigued with walking up the hill, and it was a reasonable

indulgence.^

We resolved at last to go and see the lead mine in company.

It was curious to see Mr. Johnson mounted on the large bay

mare, without shoes and followed by a foal. He and I had a

good gallop on the south strand. When we came to Crossa-

poU, I alighted and viewed the burying place. Goll had told

me that there never was a church or chapel there. I was going

to write on a very singular thing which I had found in Goll—

a burying ground not at all connected with the sanctity of a

religious edifice, which seemed to be a token of uncommon
coldness of mind, of a deficiency in a principle or prejudice

which all nations have had. But before I had time to write

down this piece of curiosity, young Maclean ofCrossapoll told

me that there were vestiges of what was said to have been an

* Tiiis paragraph was omitted in the published Tour.
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old chapel. He showed me today the roots of the walls of the

chapel, and also of a wall which had enclosed the consecrated

ground. I fancy the place has its name from a cross having

been there; Grossapoll, the Pool of the Gross. There has been

a very ancient burying place here; I saw some very ancient

tombstones, one with a broadsword engraven upon it with a

kind of foliage:® It was of a blue slate. I saw also many very

recent ones, and graves without stones. It serves for a burying

place equally with the one beside the ruins of the chapel near

the minister’s.

I forgot to mention that at the minister’s, Mr. Johnson asked

if the people here had any superstitions. The minister said,

^‘No.” Their not choosing to cut peats at the increase of the

moon was mentioned by somebody. “There,” said Mr. John-

son, “is a superstition.” Said the minister, “It’s not a supersti-

tion. It’s a whim.” The correction I thought not amiss. How-

ever, Mr. Johnson maintained that there arc superstitions not

connected with religion.

We went to the mine. The sea rose very high in foaming

waves on the shore. Mr. Johnson contemplated it intensely.

He looked at the mine, and young Maclean and I dug some

pieces of ore with a pickaxe, which were very heavy. We rode

with Mr. Johnson through a long tract of sand-hills. Coll and

Maclean said there were vestiges of houses which had been

blown over with sand. Mr. Johnson would not believe it. I

desired we might be shown them. This led us a strange zigzag

journey among the sand-hills. There was a good deal ofwind,

and good deal of sand was blown in our faces. I cried, “This

is quite Arabian.” It was easy riding; for our horses could trot

down apparent precipices without danger, the sand always

sliding away from their feet. Mr. Johnson observed that if the

sand had been dry, it would have been impossible to ride here.

We came at last to what they said was a house blown over.

Mr. Johnson said it was a house abandoned and the stones

’ Boswell’s sketch is omitted.
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taken away for other purposes. He bid me observe the large

stones, which form the foundations of the houses here, were

still standing higher than the sand; and that if they were not

blown over, it was clear nothing higher than they could be

blown over. This was quite convincing to me. But it made not

the least impression on Coll, young Maclean, and another man.

The sky overcast and threatened a storm. We hastened home
by the north strand, turning at Foill.

We did not sit down to dinner till between six and seven.

We really lived plentifully here, and had true welcome; as Mr.

Johnson said, we were in nobody’s way. We had a spring from

the piper at breakfast, at dinner, and at supper. The peats were

good and made a cheerful fire.Those at Dunvegan, which were

damp, Mr. Johnson called “a sullen fuel.”* I slept admirably

here; and my room came to be like a home, from being ac-

customed to pass time comfortably in it. We had wheat bread,

both loaf and biscuit, from Captain Maclean’s. There was

abundance of cream both at dinner and supper. I said yoimg

Coil’s want of dignity made him seem rather a favourite serv-

ant of the laird’s than the young laird himself. He was quite

companionable with all the people. But I observed they all

kept themselves uncovered when they spoke with him. Perhaps

he is right to be thus easy. He is of a very diminutive figure,

and better adapted for being liked than reverenced. We had

to serve us at table, the piper, Allan Maclean the gardener, a

very decent-looking man, and Hugh Macdonald, his own serv-

ant. Joseph also attended. Everybody seemed happy.

Mr. Johnson told me he had never seen Blenheim. He had

not gone formerly; and he would not go now just as a com-

mon spectator for his money. He would not put it in the power

of some man about the Duke of Marlborough to say, “John-

son was here. I knew him, but I took no notice ofhim.” This

is a very proper pride in one who has arrived at his conse-

quence. He said he would be very glad to see Blenheim ifprop-

*See ante, p, 173, n. i.
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erly invited, which in all probability would never be the case,

as it was not worth his while to seek for it. He had a prudent

and delicate resolution against asking Beauclcrk® to carry him

there, which I should not have thought of, but have asked him

slapdash, “I doubt,” said he, “if Beauclerk be on that footing

with the Duke as to carry anybody there; and I would not

give him the uneasiness to see that I knew it, or even to put

himself in mind of it.”® I must study to have more of this kind

of delicacy. It is the same to many men with regard to the mind

as to the body. I would not strip myself naked before every

one, and would be shocked to occasion another being so ex-

posed. Mental nakedness should be avoided with equal scru-

pulousness.

The sky predicted well. There came on a very extraordinary

storm. I went to bed snug, as being in a good warm place;

was quite well as to immediate existence, and had no uneasi-

ness but the recollection that my wife would be in impatience

and fear. I had Ovid’s Epistles with me, which I bought at

Inverness, and sometimes looked at, particularly those ofPen-

elope and Ulysses.

SUNDAY 10 OCTOBER. We had one of the most terrible

storms of wind and rain that I ever remember. There was a

kind of dismal quietness in the house. When Mr.Johnson won-

dered who had written the “Elegy on Coll,” he sziid it was the

Ghost of Ossian. I said Ossian would have had grander im-

ages; for that it could not be denied that there were some

in Fingal. But I said there was a certain sameness^ in Fingal,

though every one is not sensible of it.That it was like the paper

with which aroom is finished,whereyou have anumber of birds

and a number of figures and a number of trees and a number
of flowers; and as there is a variety of objects, one does not at

once perceive that the finishing is composed of pieces all ex-

* Beauclerk was the Duke’s brother-in-law.
* The remainder of this entry is omitted in the published Tour,
* “A certain samenesa” is a conjecture of the editors’, the MS being defective at this

point.
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actly the same. By the time your eye has made the round of

the pattern, you forget what you first looked at. So is it with

Ossian’s poetry to a considerable degree. I said this from a very

imperfect recollection of them. But I take it to be just. I shall

try at some idle time ^

The day was passed without much conversation; only, upon
my observing that there must be something bad in a man’s

mind who does not hke to give leases to his tenants, but to keep

them in a perpetual wretched dependence on his will, Mr.

Johnson said I was right. “It is a man’s duty,” said he, “to ex-

tend comfort and security among as many people as he can.

He should not wish to have his tenants mere ephemerae—
mere beings of an hour.” I objected that they might grow in-

solent, which was very disagreeable; and I put him in mind
that he had said that an English tenant would throw his rent

at his landlord. “Depend upon it,” said he, “it is the land-

lord’s own fault if it is thrown at him.A man may always keep

his tenants under dependence enough, though they have leases.

He must be a good tenant, indeed, who will not fall behind in

his rent, if his landlord will let him; and ifhe does fall behind,

his landlord has him at his mercy. Indeed,” said he, “the poor

man is always much at the mercy of the rich,no matter whether

master or tenant. If the tenant lets his landlord have a little

rent beforehand, or has lent him money, then the landlord is

in his power. There cannot be a greater man than a tenant

who has lent money to his landlord; for he has under subjec-

tion the very man to whom he should be subjected.”®

I had lain awake a good while last night, and had thought

much ofmy long absence from home. Imagination suggested

a variety ofgloomy ideas. It was really heavy, it was distress-

ing, to consider that I might be shut up here for another week

or even a fortnight; and that after I got to Mull and Icolmkill

I might be detained by storms in either ofthose places, I knew

> Boswell foigot to complete this sentence.
‘ The temainder of this entry is omitted in the published 7 />iir,
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not how long. I grew quite impadcntj and resolved to make

for the mainland directly. All this day I ruminated on my noc-

turnal uneasiness. I found tlie enamel of philosophy which I

had upon my mind, broke, worn off, or worn very thin, and

fretfulness corroding it.

I talked with Coll, and found by his calculation that going

to Icolmkill would probably consume ten days. I considered

that in that case we should not reach Auchinleck before the

sitting down of the Session; so that I should lose having Mr.

Johnson at the romantic seat ofour family, and withmy father,

and upon my own land of Dalblair, all which was of much

more value than our being at Icolmkill. But I was against men-

tioning my objections to Mr.Johnson, for fear he should fix me
down; for I still had a great desire to be at Icolmkill. It had

been in my mind from the first time that Mr. Johnson and I

talked of visiting the Hebrides. I had mentioned too to many
people that we were to see “that ancient seat of religion and

learning.” I read Martin’s account of it over again, and was

in doubt how to determine. Then I had heard Coll talk of our

visiting Sir Allan Maclean, his chief, in a pretty island in our

way to Icolmkill; and Lochbuie, a curious laird who has a large

old castle, in our way from it. At last the arguments against

going preponderated, and I fairly tabled my intention for the

mainland to Mr.Johnson. He said,“But don’t say that I would

not go with you to Icolmkill.” This piqued my spirit, and set

me up again. “Poor Iona!” said I. “It is lucky that though

sometimes the one is against going thither, sometimes the

other, we are never both at a time against it.” I now thought I

would keep my mind in a sort of indecision whether to go or

not, just as I found it agreeable after we were loose from Coll.

I had with me on thisjaunt a Bible which I had in a present

firom Lord Mountstuart when we were in Italy together.* I

value it highly, and always have it with me. I read in it fre-

quently. I also read this day Dr. Ogden’s fourth sermon.
* See p. 38, n. a.
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MONDAY 11 OCTOBER. The morning was fine and the

wind fair and moderate. My mind was sound as ever, and the

enamel of philosophy entire. It had not been broke, I take it,

for it is not easily repaired. Coll was in a hurry to get us down
to the harbour where the ship lay. But he was too late of be-

ginning. We did not get away till about eleven. It seems young
McSweyn and his wife live in the house here to take care ofit.

She was one of the hardest-favoured women that I ever saw,

swarthy and marked with the smallpox, and of very ungainly

manners.

She had never been upon the mainland. Mr. Johnson said

of her and before her, “That is rather being behindhand with

life. I’d go and see Glenelg,” Jind he laughed.“Why,” said I,

“you have never seen, till now, anything but your native is-

land.” “But,” said he, “by seeing London I have seen as much
of life as the world can show.”“You have not seen Pekin,” said

I. “Sir,” said he in a sort of anger, “what is Pekin? Ten thou-

sand Londoners would drive all the people of Pekin. They’d

drive them like deer.”^

I should have mentioned that in the old castle here is a

little-house. I rebuked Coll, as I did Raasay, by observing that

his ancestors were more civilized than the family now is in

that very essential particular; for there is not one at the new
house. Coll promised to me that he would erect one soon. Mr.

Johnson and I talked of it. I called it now Dmus Taliskeriana.

Mr. Johnson said I had that much at heart. He said if ever a

man thinks at all, it is there. He generally thinks then with

great intenseness. He sets himselfdown as quite alone, in the

first place. I said a man was always happy there, too. Mr.

Johnson said he did not know that. I told him of an elegant

one at the Dutch ambassador’s,^ when I was at Paris—quilted

seats, etc. “Sir,” said he, “that is Dutch; quilted seats retain

^ The next two paragraphs were omitted in the publbhed Tour. Fart of the first sentence

has been restored by conjecture, the MS being defective. “Is a little-house" may not

have been Boswell’s words, but theie is no doubt as to his meaning.
’ Mattheus Lestevenon, Heer van Berkenrode.
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a bad smell. No, sir, there is nothing so good as the plain

board,” I was for having books and prints. He did not insist

for that. He told me he knew a gentleman who had a set of the

Spectator in that place.

I find myself insensibly acquiring some of Mr. Johnson’s

expressions, such as beginning a sentence with “Why, sir.”

Lord Hailes and I had once a serious dispute whether I should

introduce that expression in quoting Mr,Johnson in my Tour

to Corsica. I have the letters by me upon it. I have even learnt

a more curious expression, which is to resume a subject with

“No, sir,” though there is no negation in the case. As thus he

will say, after having talked of Langton and praised him, “No,

sir, I know no better man than Langton.” It . .

We set out about eleven for the harbour; but before we

reached it, so violent a storm came on that we were obliged

again to take shelter in the house of Captain Maclean, where

we dined and passed the night.

TUESDAY 12 OCTOBER. After breakfast, we made a sec-

ond attempt to get to the harbour; but another storm soon

foi'ced us^ to turn. Coll and I had walked down before. We
met Mr. Johnson and the baggage and Joseph, and turned

them. Coll had said to me that ifwe were stopped, we should

go up to MeSweyn’s and wait. I insisted on doing it directly.

When we returned to the Captain’s, of whom we had taken

leave, it was not a very cordial meeting on either side.® I was

wet to the skin, and resolved to have one drying for all. So

Coll and I walked, and Mr.Johnson followed us on horseback.

’ Eight or ten letters are missing at the end of this page, and then an endre leaf (pp.

475~6) of the MS is gone. The published Tour gives o^y the briefest of summaries for

the remainder of the entry, but under date of j 8 October it preserves a little of the con-

versation at Captain Maclean’s; “On Monday we had a dispute at the Captain’s,

whether sand-hills could be fixed down by art. Dr. Johnson said, ‘How the devil ceui you
do it?’ but instantly corrected himself, ‘How can you do it?’ I never before heard him
use a phrase of that nature.’’

' Here the text is resumed in the MS. “Forced us” has been supplied by the editors, as

the whole sentence was revised in publicadon.
* In the published Tour he says that Captain Maclean’s house was “in some confusion,

on account of Mrs. Maclean’s being expected to lie-in.”
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By the road, I fell into a brook and wet myself to the middle

very much. My boots were almost filled with water. I stood

in two lochs, as they would say here, where a loch is used to

denote pieces of water of any size. Mr. Johnson said in Eng-

land they have several gradations: pits, pools, meres, lakes.

When we reached Grishipoll, I got myself all shifted—got on

waistcoat and breeches ofJoseph’s, and a good Highland coat

of old McSweyn’s, of black cloth with hollow silver buttons,

which had lasted him fifty years, and which pass from genera-

tion to generation in the Highlands. It was a short coat. Mr.

Johnson said I looked much better in it, and if I were to go a-

courting, should wear such a coat. I had taken hardly any

breakfast, for fear of being sick at sea; so was keenly hungry.

I had some barley bread and cheese, on which I feasted. A
strange resolution was taken in the family that we should have

no dinner till late in the evening, and tea in the mean time.

Mr, Johnson opposed the tea till after dinner', but they per-

sisted, and he took it very readily. He said to me afterwards,

“You must consider, sir, a dinner here is a matter ofgreat con-

sequence. It is a thing to be first planned and then executed. I

suppose the mutton was brought some miles off, from some

place where they knew there was a sheep killed.” His minute

observation strikes me with wonder.

He said life had not got at all forward by a generation in

McSweyn’s family; “for," said he, “the son is exactly formed

upon the father. What the father says, the son says; and what

the father looks, the son looks.” He was disgusted with the

coarse manners here. He said to me, “I know not how it is, but

I cannot bear low life. And I find others, who have as good

a right as I to be disgusted, bear it better, by having mixed

more with different sorts ofmen. You would think that I have

mixed pretty well, too.”

He read a good deal of myJournal in the little book which

I had from him, and was pleased; for he said, “I wish thy

books were twice as big.” He helpedme to supply blanks which
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I had left in first writing it, when I was not quite sure ofwhat

he had said; and he corrected any mistakes that I had made.

He said, “They call me a scholar. And yet how very little liter-

ature is there in my conversation.” “Sir,” said I, “that must

be according to your company. You would not give literature

to Coll and McSweyn. Stay till we meet Lord Elibank.”

We had a tolerable little chat by ourselves this evening. Old

Mrs. McSweyn did not appear till supper. Mr. Johnson said

when he thought that she could not read, it was strange. There

was something shocking in it. We had a very decent supper,

after which a glass of whisky punch, while Mr. Johnson and

old Mrs. McSweyn drank tea. I have not seen him drink tea

at night since he left Edinburgh. By Coil’s advice, Mary Mac-

donald, a comely black girl who had been three years at Glas-

gow, washed my feet with warm water, which was Asiatic

enough; and then I lay down in clean sheets upon a bed of

straw, which I preferred to one of their feather-beds. Coll had

a bed in the room with me. I soon feU asleep.

WEDNESDAY 13 OCTOBER. Coll called me up, with in-

telligence that it was a good day for a passage to Mull; and

just as we rose, a sailor from the vessel arrived for us. We got

all ready with dispatch. Mr. Johnson was displeased at my
bustling and walking quickly up and down. He said it did not

hasten us a bit. It was getting on horseback in the ship. “All

boys do it,” said he; “and you are longer a boy than others.”

He himself has no alertness, or whatever it may be called; so

he may dislike it, as Oderunt fdlarem tristes}

Let me here mark a few detached things. There are what

may be called rivers which run into Loch Eirach.^ One upon
the left, as you enter it, comes in quite fresh. The one upon
the right, which runs by Captain Maclean’s house, is met by

a loch, or arm of the sea, so that salmon go up it a Uttle way.

^'Horace—^‘Gloomy people hate a merry fellow.”
* This must be Loch Ealharna again, though it is hard to explain how Boswell, whose
ear was uncommonly accurate, could have gone so far wrong. Perhaps he confused for

the moment Loch Eathama with Loch Airidh, a small inland lake in the vicinity.
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Neither are rivers of any size, comparatively speaking. I saw
at Grishipoll a fir tree which had been thrown ashore. There
adhered to it a number of shells in clusters, with kind of stalks

or branches of sea-ware connecting them to the timber. They
say a bird is hatched in each of these shells. I put up two or

three ofthem. There are many wrecks or things thrown ashore

in Coll. There was lately some excellent mahogany, and some
years ago there were some casks of Malaga. The country peo-

ple, finding it sweet and mild, drank of it without fear of intox-

ication, till they were mortally drunk. There is here the bird

called a curlew. It is a sucking bird, like a woodcock, but as

large as a wild duck. We had two to dinner one day. They
eat pretty well, and had no fishy taste. There is in the sand on

the seashore a plant which they call sea holly.Young Maclean
said it was eringo. It has prickly leaves, and they are at differ-

ent places formed into roses. Solan geese fly about Coll, but

do not breed here. The seamav« or gulls are very numerous.

So are the cormorants or scarts. The island has a good many
small birds,but I cannot be exact as to them. I saw larks enough.

There is a deal of the aromatic plant called gaul. There is no

tree whatever but dwarfjuniper and short willows. There is a

kind of plant grows on the hills and rocks, somewhat like ivy

till you come near it, when it is rather like willow.

Before we reached the harbour, the wind grew high again.

However, the small boat was waiting, and took us on board.

We waited for some time in a kind of uncertainty what to do.

At last it was determined that, as a good part of the day was

over, and it was dangerous to be at sea at night, we should

not sail till the morning, when the wind would probably be

gentler with the first of the tide. We resolved not to go ashore

again, but lie here in readiness. Mr.Johnson and I had each a

bed in the cabin. Coll sat at the fire in the forecastle, with the

two captains and Joseph and his servant and the two sailors.

They eat mutton and potatoes and drank whisky. I licked

some oatmeal, ofwhich I found a barrel in the cabin. I had not
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done this since I was a boy. Mr.Johnson lold me he used to be

fond of it when a boy. I note this because I can tell him that he

too had somewhat of an oatmeal education.He and I eat some

roasted potatoes at night. He indeed eat only one. Captain

Macdonald pressed him much to eat mutton or butter or cheese

—^in short, pressed him to all that was on board. He made

Mr. Johnson grow surly. Mr. Johnson said to me, “I know not

whether a man should blame himself for not making a proper

return to awkward civility. Here now is this man who thinks he

is doing the best he can to me, and I can hardly use him well.”

I got some ofOvid’s Epistle from Penelope to Ulysses by heart,

which served well to divert the tedious hours; and there was a

Belfast newspaper in the ship, ofno very old date, which was to

my hungry mind as Irishmeal is to a townwhen meal is scarce.

THURSDAY 14 OCTOBER. I had slept pretty well. Mr.

Johnson had been up twice. Between six and seven the day

was just as we could wish. We hauled in our anchors, which

was a tedious operation, and at last set sail from Coll. We had

a fine breeze. Mr. Johnson was very uneasy for a while. He got

up, and looked out of the cabin hatchway, and was pale as

death. He then went to bed again, and was quiet all the time.

We descried offRum a vessel making fine sail towards us. She

came up quickly. It was cheerful to see her approach. At first

our captains took her to be one of the desperate armed Irish

smuggling vessels, which they called buckers. But she proved to

be a king’s culler commanded by Mr. Craufurd. She came close

up to us, after having first hailed us with a speaking trumpet.

She asked, “From whence?” “From Coll.” “Where are you

bound for?” “Larne.” “With what are you loaded?” “Kelp.”

“What news in GoU?” "None.” Her strength and the excellence

of her rigging gave one a feeling of security; and seeing about

twenty men above deck was a more lively scene than I had
seen for some time. She soon left us, and run before us for .

.

‘ A leaf ofthe MS (pp 485-6) Is here missing. A portion of the text is supplied fiom the

printed Towr, with slight re-arrangement.
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When Dr. Johnson awaked this morning, he called,

having, I suppose, been thinking of Langton, but corrected

himself instantly, and cried, He has a way of con-

tracting the names of his friends. Goldsmith feels himself so

important now as to be displeased at it. I remember one day
when Tom Davies was telling that Dr.Johnson said, “We are

all in labour for a name to Goldy's play,” Goldsmith cried, “I

have often desired him not to call me Goldy.'*

I must endeavour to recollect what I may have omitted on

former occasions.—When I boasted at Raasay ofmy independ-

ency of spirit, and that I could not be bribed, he said, “Yes,

you may be bribed by flattery.”—He has particularities which

it is impossible to explain. He never wears a night-cap, as I

have already mentioned; but he puts a handkerchief on his

head in the night.—The day that we left Tahsker, he bade us

ride on. He then turned the head of his horse back towards

Talisker, stopped for some time; then wheeled round to the

same direction with ours, and then came briskly after us.

—

He sets open a window in the coldest day or night, and stands

before it. It may do with his constitution; but most people,

amongst whom* I am one, must say, with the frogs in the

fable, “This may be sport to you, but it is death to us.”—It

is curious to hear the Highlanders always calling him honest

man. By honest, they, as the Scotch in general, mean good or

worthy in general. Old McSweyn used it in another sense; for

when his son told that he saw Mr. Johnson with his handker-

chief tied on his head, bringing peats to himself in a stormy

night, the old man said that was main honest.~lt is in vain to

try to find a meaning in every one of Mr.Johnson’s particulari-

ties, which I suppose are mere habits contracted by chance;

ofwhich every man has some which are more or less remark-

able. His speaking to himself, or rather repeating, is a com-

mon habit with studious men accustomed to deep thinking;

and ofcourse they will laugh by themselves ifthe subject which

‘ Here the text is resumed from the MS.
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they are musing on is a merry one. Smith the moral theorist

has this habit much. Mr. Johnson is often uttering pious ejacu-

lations when he appears to be talking to himself; for sometimes

his voice grows stronger, and parts of the Lord’s Prayer are

heard. I have sat beside him with more than ordinary rever-

ence on such occasions.® Last night, when I told him I was go-

ing to sleep, he said, “God bless you, for Christ’s sake.”

We got safely and agreeablyinto theharbour of Tobermory,

before the wind, which for some days has always risen about

noon, came onward.* Tobermory is really a noble harbour. An
island® lies before it; and it is surrounded by a hilly theatre.

The island is too low; otherwise this would be quite a secure

port. But as the island is not high enough, some storms blow

very hard here. Not long ago, fifteen sail of vessels were blown

from their moorings. There will sometimes be sixty or seventy

sail here. There was today twelve or fourteen vessels. To see

such a fleet was the next thing to seeing a town. The vessels

were from different places: Clyde, Campbeltown, Newcastle,

etc. One was returning to Lancaster from Hamburg. After

having been shut up in Coll, the sight of such an assemblage

of moving habitations, containing such a variety of people en-

gaged in different pursuits, gave me much gaiety of spirit, Mr.

Johnson said, “Boswell is now all alive. He is like Antaeus; he

gets new vigour whenever he touches land.” I went to the top

of a hill fronting the harbour, and took a good view of it.We
had here a tolerable inn, kept by a Mr. McArthur. Mr.John-
son had owned to me this morning that he was out of humour.

Indeed, he showed it a good deal in the ship; for when I was

expressing joy on being landed in MuU, he said he had no

joy when he thought it would be five days before he should

get to the mainland. I was afraid he would now take a sudden
* “It is remarkable that Dr. Johnson should have read this account of some of his own
peculiar habits, without saying anything on the subject, which I hoped he would have
done.”

—

^Bosweli,.
* The bottom of the leaf on which this sentence begins is missing, and fourteen words
have been adapted from the published Tour to fill the gap.
‘ Calve.
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resolution to give up seeing Icolmkill. A dish oftea, some good

wheaten cakes (scones) and fresh butter did him service, and

his bad humour went off. I told him that I was diverted to

hear all the people with whom we were as we travelled, say,

“Honest man! he’s pleased with everything. He’s always con-

tent!” “Little do theyknow,”said I. He laughed and said,“You
rogue.”

We sent to find horses to carry us forward for Sir Allan Mac-
lean’s. Dr. Maclean, who is married to Coil’s aunt, was not at

home, or we were to have gone to his house at Erray, which

is but a mile off. Coll went and drank punch with the two cap-

tains and Joseph and one Nisbet, master of a Newcastle ship.

Mr. Johnson and I sat and talked a good deal. I told him
how I had seen in Leandro Alberti’s Tour of Italy a good deal

of what Addison says. Mr. Johnson said that the collection

of passages from the classics had been made by another man
than he. “But,” said he, “it is impossible to detect a man as a

plagiary in such a case, because all who set about making such

a collection must find the same; but,” said he, “if you find the

remarks in another, then Addison’s learning in that book
tumbles down.” He said it was a tedious book, and if it were

not attached to Addison’s previous reputation, one would not

think much ofit. Had he written nothing else, his name would
not have lived. He said, “Addison does not seem to have gone

deep in Italian literature. He shows nothing of it in his subse-

quent writings. He shows a great deal of French learning.”

Mr. Johnson said, “There is perhaps more knowledge circu-

lated in the French language than in any other. There is more
original knowledge in English.” “But the French,”said I,“have

the art of accommodating literature.” “Sir,” said he, “we have

no such book as Mor6ri’s Dictionary.” “Their Ana," said I,

“are good.” He said few of them were; and we have one book

of that kind better than any of them: Selden’s Table Talk, “As

to original literature,” said he, “the French have a couple of

tragic poets who go round the world, Racine and Corneille;
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one comic pod, Moli6rc.” I mentioned Fcnelon. “Why,” said

he, ^'^Telmachus is pretty well.” I mentioned Voltaire. Said he,

“He has not stood his trial yet. And what makes Voltaire

ehiefiy circulate is collection—as his Universal History.^’ I men-

tioned the Bishop of Meaux. He said, “Nobody reads him.”®

He would not allow Massillon and Bourdaloue to go round

the world. He praised the French industry.

He asked me if he had mentioned in the Rambler the descrip-

tion in Virgil of the entrance into hell, and applied it to the

press; “for,” said he, “I do not much remember them” (i.e.,

the papers in the Rambler). I told him no. Upon which he re-

peated it. “Now,” said he, “almost all these apply exactly. All

these are about a printing-house.” I would have had him to dic-

tate an essay on it, and I would write. He would not then, but

said perhaps he would write a paper on it.

The Sunday evening that we sat by ourselves at Aberdeen,

I asked him several particular of his life from his early years,

which he readily told me, and I marked down before him.

This day I proceeded inmy inquiries, also marking before him.

I have them on separate leaves of paper. I shall lay up au-

thentic materials for The Life of Samuel Johnson, ll.d.,

and ifI survive him, I shall be one who shall most faithfully do

honour to his memory. I have now a vast treasure of his con-

versation at different times since the year 1 762’ when I first

obtained his acquaintance; and by assiduous inquiry I can

make up for not knowing him sooner.®

Nisbet, the Newcastle man, would be in to sit a while with

us. He was much in liquor, and spoke nonsense about his being

a man for “Wilkes and Liberty,” and against the ministry. Mr.

‘ “I take leave to enter my strongest protest against this judgment. Bossuet I hold to be
one of the first luminaries ofreligion and literature. If there are who do not read him,
it is full time they should begin."—^Boswelu
^ It is sb'ange that Boswell here wrote i ySa for 1 763, and never corrected it.

“Ut is no small satisfaction to me to reflect that Dr. Johnson read this, and, after being
apprised of my intention, communicated to me, at subsequent periods, many particu-

lars of his life, which probably could not otherwise have been preserved.”—Boswsu-.
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Johnson was angry that a fellow should come into our company

who was fit for no company. He left us soon.

Coll had gone up to see his aunt, and she insisted that we
should come to her house that night, and horses were sent. Mr.

Campbell, the Duke ofArgyll’s factor in Tyree, came. He was

a genteel agreeable man. He was going to Inveraray, and

promised to put letters in the post office for us. Mr. Johnson

now showed that anxiety to have an opportunity to write

made him so impatient to get to the mainland. We had tongue

and fowls and greens to dinner about seven o’clock, and a little

brandy punch, and then we set out for Dr. Hector Maclean’s.

Mr. Johnson was mounted on a little strong Mull sheltie,

and another sheltie carried the baggage. Coll and I and the

servants walked. A Highlander led Mr. Johnson’s horse, and
Coil’s servant walked, holding a candle which burned till we
saw the light of a candle at Dr. Maclean’s. It was a curious

procession for about a mile. We arrived at a strange confused

house built by Mackinnon the proprietor about sixty years

ago. We had been refreshed by the sight of two or three trees

near the inn. We perceived several here. We were conducted

through a large unfinished cold kitchen to a narrow timber

stair, and then along a passage to a large bedroom with a coach

roof, ornamented with, some bad portraits, prints of several

eminent physicians and others, and a piece ofshell-work made
by Miss Maclean, the Doctor’s daughter. We were received by

Mrs. Maclean, a litde briskbid woman in & bedgown with a.

brown wig, and Miss Maclean, a little plump elderly young®

lady in some dress which I do not recollect farther than that

she had a smart beaver hat with a white feather. Dr. Maclean

had been above thirty years at Glasgow, so that his wife, and

daughter were not mere Highland ladies .We had here too Mr,

Angus Maclean, a third cousin of the Doctor’s, a fine old gen-

• Sk. If, as Carruthers says, she lived until 1826, the “elderly" should be deleted. Or did '

Boswell mean that her manners were those of an elderly woman?
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tleman of seventy-nine with little or no failure. He had been

at the battle of Sheriffmuir. He was a tall comely man, a wid-

ower; had been imlucky in the world and now lived among

his relations, chiefly with Dr. Maclean. Mr. Johnson observed

when he heard his history that he had not now long to struggle

with difficulties. Though dressed in a shabby kilt with shabby

tartan hose, a coat and waistcoat of coarse dark brown cloth

grown old, a wig too little for his head, with no curls, also

aged, and a coloured handkerchief about his neck, he had the

air of a gentleman. One could not but have a respect for him.

Mr. Johnson was taken with the appearance of the room. He

cried to me, “You’re not observing. This is the prettiest room

we have seen since we came to the Highlands.” We had beef

collops, potatoes, sowans and cream for supper. Mr. Johnson

took sowans and cream heartily. We had a bowl ofrum punch,

After supper when we were by ourselves, Mr. Johnson asked

me to give him paper to write letters. I begged he would write

short ones and not expatiate^ as we should set off early. He
turned in bad humour; said, “What must be done, must be

done; the thing is past a joke.” “Nay, sir,” said I, “write as

much as you please; but do not blame me ifwe are kept six days

before we get to the mainland. You was very impatient in the

morning, but no sooner do you find a good room with a few

prints than you do not think of moving.” I got him paper

enov^h, and we parted quiedy.

Let me bring up all with me. In the morning I said to him

before we landed, “At Tobermory we shall see Dr. Maclean,

who has written the history of the Macleans.” Johnson. “I have

no great patience to stay to hear the history of the Macleans.

I’d rather hear the history of the Thrales.” When on Mull I

said, “Weil, sir, this is the fourth of the Hebrides that we have

been upon.” johnson. “Nay, we cannot boast of the number
we have seen. We thought we should see many more. We
thought of sailmg about easily from island to island; and so

we should, had we come at a better season; but we, being wise
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men, thought it should be summer all the year where we were.

However, sir, we have seen enough to give us a pretty good

notion of the system ofinsular life.”

Coll and I had each a bed in a room at the other end ofthe

passage. There was a parrot in it which Mrs. Maclean had had

for sixteen years. She said it could speak very well in Glasgow,

but it had rusted in Mull, where the family had now been for

seven years. Mr.Johnson had his favourite coach-roofed room.

Let me not forget that at Gapt. Maclean’s he read a good deal

in The Charmer, a collection of songs. I read some in it too.

When I was going to bed, Joseph perceived that the sheets

were not clean.^® I looked at them, and was shocked at their

dirtiness. I threw off only my boots and coat and waistcoat,

and put on my greatcoat as a night-gown, and so lay down.

The mixture of brandy punch at the inn and rum punch here,

joined with the comfortless bed, made me rest very poorly.

FRIDAY 15 OCTOBER. After I had tossed long in weari-

ness, Joseph came and called me and let in Kght. I would have

risen, but was afraid to put my hand anywhere in the dark, for

fear of spiders, or some uncleanly circumstance of sloth. I was

not well at all, but I got up, sat down to myJournal, and soon

was better. Another damp to my gay prospect of advancing

with celerity occurred. There was a violent storm ofwind and

rain. We should have been wet to the skin immediately had

we set out; but it was absolutely impossible for us to get for-

ward, because the rivers were swelled. There was no help for

it. We were doomed to stay here all this day. I could hardly

keep from repining indecently. Mr. Johnson said, “Now that

I have had an opportunity to write to the mainland. I’m in no

such haste.” I wrote to my dear wife. It was a relief to me to

think that she would hear of me, though I could not hear of

her till I got to Inveraray. I also wrote to my father. I told him

that, having been now for some time in countries where great

attention is paid to dreams, I had been gloomy from having

“This, and a great deal more from this entry, was omitted in the published Tour,



304 15 OCTOBER 1773 [jBn-oji

dreamt that I had lost him.* I hoped in God he was well, and

longed much to see him. It gives me pain to consider that

there is much doubt ifhe has now that warm affection for me
which he once had, and which I really have for him, I have

now made up to him for all the uneasiness which my follies

gave him. The satisfaction which I feel on his living till that

was the case, is very great. I shall do my part now as well as I

can; and shall never check my sincere affection for him (an

affection which has much ofthe tenderness of a child) though

he should appear cold.

At breakfast we had currant jelly,® which led Coll to talk of

Sir Alexander Macdonald’s having treacle to breakfast as a

sweetmeat, which I told him, as I was witness to it. Mr. John-
son said, “We had it not at Armadale. We had nothing there

but the animated looks of his lady.The difference between that

woman when alive, and when she shall be dead, is only this.

When alive she calls for beer. When dead she’ll call for beer no

longer.”

I wrotejournal a good part ofthe forenoon, and looked at a

manuscript history of the Macleans by the Doctor, Tytler’s

Qy^en Mary, and the Account of Montrose’s Funeral. Mr.John-
son looked into the manuscript. We had a roasted turkey and

some other things for dinner, by. candlelight. When I spoke of

having great resolution in going forward, Mr. .

.

Dr.Johnson asked in the evening to see Dr.Maclean’s books.

* No such dream is recorded in theJournal as now preserved, but it may well have been
in ono of the misdng portions.

’ Boswell was so fond of currant jelly that he once published some verses on it, of which
the following are a specimen:

"Long ere the cups were fill’d. I’d eager rise,

(The love ofjelly flaming in my eyes),

A slice of nicest cut, and spoon, would seize.

And, with my usual much-becoming ease,

Would the ambrosia plentifully spread

In mode genteel upon the wheaten bread.”
Alexander Donaldson’s Colleetion of

Original Poems by Scotch Gentlemen, ii.89.

* Here occurs a great gap in the MS (pp. 507-64), only about a third of which can be
supplied from the printed Tour,
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He took down Willis De Anima Brutorum and pored over it a

good deal.

Miss Maclean produced some Erse poems byJohn Maclean,

who was a famous bard in Mull, and had died only a few

years ago. He could neither read nor write. She read and
translated two ofthem: one, a kind of elegy on Sir John Mac-
lean’s being obliged to fly his country in 1715; another, a dia-

logue between two Roman Catholic young ladies, sisters,

whether it was better to be a nun or to marry. I could not per-

ceive much poetical imagery in the translation. Yet all of our

company who understood Erse seemed charmed with the orig-

inaL There may perhaps be some choice of expression and

some excellence of arrangement that cannot be shown in

translation.

After we had exhausted the Erse poems, of which Dr.John-

son said nothing. Miss Maclean gave us several tunes on a

spinet, which, though made so long ago as in 1667, was still

very well toned. She sung along with it. Dr. Johnson seemed

pleased with the music, though he owns he neither likes it nor

has hardly any perception of it. At Mr. Macpherson’s, in Sleat,

he told us that he knew a drum from a trumpet, and a bagpipe

from a guitar, which was about the extent of his knowledge of

music. Tonight he said that ifhe had learnt music he should

have been afraid he would have done nothing else than play.

It was a method ofemploying the mind, without the labour of

thinking at all, and with some applause from a man’s self.

We had the music of the bagpipe every day at Armadale,

Dunvegan, and Coll. Dr.Johnson appeared fond of it, and used

often to stand for some time with his ear close to the great drone.

The penurious gentleman* ofour acquaintance, formerly al-

luded to, afforded us a topic ofconversation tonight. Dr.John-

son said I ought to write down a collection of the instances of

his narrowness, as they almost exceeded belief. Coll told us

that O’Kane, the famous Irish harper, was once at that gen-

< Sir Alexander Macdonald.
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tleman’s house. He could not find in his heart to give him any

money, but gave him a key for a harp, which was finely orna-

mented with gold and silver and with a precious stone, and

was worth eighty or a hundred guineas. He did not know the

value ofit; and when he came to know it, he would fain have

had it back, but O’Kane took care that he should not. John-

son. “They exaggerate the value; everybody is so desirous that

he should be fleeced. I am very willing it should be worth eighty

or a hundred guineas, but I do not believe it.” boswell. “I

do not think O’Kane was obliged to give it back.” Johnson.

"No, sir. If a man with his eyes open, and without any means

used to deceive him, gives me a thing, I am not to let him have

it again when he grows wiser. I like to see how avarice defeats

itself; how, when avoiding to part with money, the miser gives

something more valuable.” GoU said the gentleman’s relations

were angry at his giving away the harp-key, for it had been

long in the family. Johnson. "Sir, he values a new guinea more

than an old friend.”®

Coll also told us that the same person having come up with

a sergeant and twenty men working on the high road, he en-.

tered into discourse with the sergeant, and then gave him six-

pence for the men to drink. The sergeant asked, "Who is this

fellow?” Upon being informed, he said, “If I had known who
he was, I should have thrown it in his face.” Johnson. “There

is much want of sense in all this. He had no business to speak

with the sergeant. He might have been in haste and trotted on.

He has not learnt to be a miser; I believe we must take him

apprentice.” boswell. “He would grudge giving halfa guinea

‘ Lord Macdonald's own version of this story, related in his letter to Boswell of a6 No-
vember t785, differs considerably from Goll’a: . . O’Kane, the drunken blind harper,

. . . after having slurred over some tunes for a week at my house under the inordinate in-

fluence of Bacchus, was dismissed with two guineas in his pocket and a key which he
valued more than one hundred guineas, made ofcommon agate. His reason for putting
so extraordinary a value upon it was because he said it belonged to Roderick O’Kane, a
famous harper in King Charles II’s time; being apprehensive; of losing what he deemed
a preeious relic during his drunken vagaries, I am informed he deposited it afterwards
in the hands ofa relation ofmine,who 1 am confidentwould restore it to me if 1 thought
it of importance to claim it.”
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to be taught.” JOHNSON. “Nay, sir, you must teach him gratis.

You must give him an opportunity to practise your precepts.”

Let me now go back and glean Johnsoniana. The Saturday

before we sailed from Sleat, I sat awhile in the afternoon with

Dr. Johnson in his room, in a quiet serious frame. I observed

that hardly any man was accurately prepared for dying, but

almost every one left something undone, something in confu-

sion; that my father, indeed, told me he knew one man (Car-

lisle ofLimekilns), after whose death all his papers were found

in exact order, and nothing was omitted in his will. Johnson.

“Sir, I had an uncle® who died so, but such attention requires

great leisure and great firmness of mind. If one was to think

constantly of death, the business of life would stand still. I am
no jfriend to making religion appear too hard. Many good peo-

ple have done harm by giving severe notions of it. In the same

way as to learning: I never frighten young people with difficul-

ties; on the contrary, I tell them that they may very easily get

as much as will do very well. I do not indeed tell them that they

will be Bentleys.”

The night we rode to Coil’s house, I said, “Lord Elibank is

probably wondering what is become of us.” Johnson. “No, no;

he is not thinking of us.” boswell. “But recollect the warmth

with which he wrote. Are we not to believe a man when he

says that he has a great desire to see another? Don’tyou believe

that I was very impatient for your coming to Scotland?” John-

son. “Yes, sir, I believe you was; and I was impatient to come

to you. A young man feels so, but seldom an old man.” I how-

ever convinced him that Lord Elibank, who has much of the

spirit of a young man, might feel so.—He asked me if our jaunt

had answered expectation. I said it had much exceeded it, I

expectedmuch difficultywith liim, and had notfound it. “And,”

he added, “wherever we have come, we have been received

like princes in their progress.”

He said he would not wish not to be disgusted in the High-

• Dr. Joseph Ford.
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lands, for that would be to lose the power of distinguishing,

and a man might then lie down in the middle of them. He
wished only to conceal his disgust.

At Captain Maclean’s, I mentioned Pope’s friend Spence.

JOHNSON. “He was a weak conceited man.”’' boswell. “A good

scholar, sir?” johnson. “Why, no, sir.” boswell. “He was a

pretty scholar.” johnson. “You have about reached him.”

Last night at Ae inn, when the factor in Tyree spoke of his

having heard that a roofwas put on some part ofthe buildings

at Icolmkill, I unluckily said, “It will be fortunate ifwe find a

cathedral with a roof on it.” I said this from a foolish anxiety

to engage Dr. Johnson’s curiosity more. He took me short at

once. “What, sir? How can you talk so? Ifwe shall

a

cathe«

dral roofed! As ifwe were going to a terra incognita", when every-

thing that is atIcolmkill is so wellknown. You are like someNew
England men who came to the mouth ofthe Thames. ‘Gome,’

said they, ‘let us go up and see what sort of inhabitants there

are here.’ They talked, sir, as if they had been to go up the

Susquehanna, or any other American river.”

SATURDAY 16 OCTOBER. This day there was a new

moon, and the weather changed for the better. Dr. Johnson

said of Miss Maclean, “She is the most accomplished lady that

I have found in the Highlands. She knows French, music, and

drawing, sews neatly, makes shell-work, and can milk cows; in

short, she can do everything. She talks sensibly, and is the first

person whom I have found that can translate Erse poetry lit-

erally.”—We set out, mounted on little Mull horses. Mull cor-

responded exactly with the idea which I had always had of it:

a hilly country, diversified with heath and grass, and many
rivulets. Dr. Johnson was not in very good humour. He said it

’ “Mr. Langton thinks this miut have been the hasty expression of a splenetic moment,
as he has'heard Dr.Johnson speak of Mr. Spence’sjudgment in criticism with so high a
degree of respect as to show that this was not his settled opinion of him. Let me add
that, in the preface to the Prfctpiar, he recommends Spence’s Essay on Pops's Odyssey, and
that his admirable Lives of the English Poets are much enriched by Spence’s anecdotes
of Pope.’’—^Boswell.'
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was a dreary country, much worse than Skye. I differed from
him. “Oh, sir,” said he, “a most dolorous country!”

We had a very hard journey today. I had no bridle for my
sheltie, but only a halter; andJoseph rode without a saddle. At
one place, a loch having swelled over the road, we were obliged

to plunge through pretty deep water. Dr. Johnson observed,

how helpless a man would be were he travelling here alone

and should meet with any accident, and said he longed to get

to “a country of saddles and bridles.” He was more out of hu-

mour today than he has been in the course of our tour, being

fretted to find that his little horse could scarcely support his

weight; and having suffered a loss, which, though small in

itself, was of some consequence to him while travelling the

rugged steeps of Mull, where he was at times obliged to walk.

The loss that I allude to was that ofthe large oak-stick, which,

as I formerly mentioned, he had brought with him from Lon-

don. It was of great use to him in our wild peregrination; for,

ever since his last illness in 1766, he has had a weakness in his

knees, and has^ not been able to walk easily. It had too the

properties of a measure, for one nail was driven into it at the

length ofa foot, another at that ofa yard. In return for the serv-

ices it had done him, he said this morning he would make a

present of it to some museum, but he little thought he was so

soon to lose it. As he preferred riding with a switch, it was en-

trusted to a fellow to be delivered to our baggage-man, who
followed us at some distance; but we never saw it more. I

could not persuade him out of a suspicion that it had been

stolen. “No, no, my friend,” said he, “it is not to be expected

that any man in Mull who has got it will part with it. Con-

sider, sir, the value ofsuch piece of timber here!”

As we travelled this forenoon, we met Dr. Maclean, who ex-

pressed much regret at his having been so unfortunate as to be

absent while we were at his house.

We were in hopes to get to Sir Allan Maclean’s at Inchken-

^ Inadvertently omitted in the first edition; supplied in the second.
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neth tonight; but the eight miles of which our road was said

to consist were so very long that we did not reach the opposite

coast of Mull till seven at night, though we had set out about

eleven in the forenoon; and when we did arrive there, we

found thewind strong againstus . Colldetermined thatweshould

pass the night at MacGuarie’s, in the island of Ulva, which

lies between Mull and Inchkenneth, and a servant was sent

forward to the ferry to secure the boat for us; but the boat

was gone to the Ulva side, and the wind was so high that the

people could not hear him call, and the night so dark that they

could not see a signal. We should have been in a very bad situ-

ation had there not fortunately been lying in the little sound of

Ulva an Irish vessel, the Bonetta, of Londonderry, Captain Mc-

Clure, master. He himself was at MacGuarie’s, but his men
obligingly came with their long-boat and ferried us over.

MacGuarie’s house was mean, but we were agreeably sur-

prised with the appearance of the master, whom we found to

be intelligent, polite, and much a man of the world. Though
his clan is not numerous, he is a very ancient chief, and has a

burial place at Icolmkill. He told us his family had possessed

Ulva for nine hundred years; but I was distressed to hear that

it was soon to be sold for payment of his debts.®

Captain McClure, whom we found here, was of Scotch ex-

traction, and properly a MacLeod, being descended of some

ofthe MacLeods who went with Sir Norman of Bernera to the

battle of Worcester, and after the defeat ofthe royalists, fled to

Ireland, and, to conceal themselves, took a different name. He
told me there was a great number of them about London-
derry, some of good property. I said they should now resume
their real name. The Laird of MacLeod should go over and
assemble them, and make them all drink the large horn full,

and from that time they should be MacLeods, The Captain in-

• Carruthera says that MacGuarie sold Ulva in 1777. Though he was then sixty-two
years of age, he entered the Army, served with distinction for many years, and died in

i8i8, at the great age of 103. The first purchaser of Ulva was a Campbell. In 1835 it

was sold to a Lowlander, F. W. Clark.
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formed us he had named his ship the Bonetta out of gratitude

to Providence; for once, when he was sailing to America with

a good number ofpassengers, the ship in which he then sailed

was becalmed for five weeks, and during all that time, num-
bers of the fish bonetta* swam close to her and were catched

for food; he resolved therefore that the ship he should next get

should be called the Bonetta.

MacGuarie told us a strong instance ofthe second sight. He
had gone to Edinburgh and taken a man-servant along with

him. An old woman who was in the house said one day, “Mac-
Guarie will be at home tomorrow and will bring two gentle-

men with him”; and she said she saw his servant return in red

and green. He did come home next day. He had two gentle-

men with him; and his servant had a new red and green livery,

which MacGuarie had bought for him at Edinburgh upon a

sudden thought, not having the least intention when he left

home to put his servant in livery; so that the old woman could

not have heard any previous mention of it. This, he assured

us, was a true stoi^.

MacGuarie insisted that the Mercheta Mulierumt mentioned

in our old charters, did really mean the privilege which a lord

of a manor or a baron had to have the first night of all his

vassals’ wives. Dr. Johnson said the belief of such a custom

having existed was also held in England, where there is a tenure

called Borough-English, by which the eldest child does not in-

herit, from a doubt of his being the son of the tenant.'^ Mac-

Guarie told us that still, on the marriage ofeach of his tenants, a

sheep is due to him, for which the composition is fixed at five shil-

lings. I supposeUlva is the onlyplacewhere this custom remains.

Talking of the sale of an estate of an ancient family, which

was said to have been purchased much under its value by the

confidential lawyer of that family, and it being mentioned

’ The bonito or striped tunny, a fish common in tropical seas.

<“Sir William Blackstone says in his Commentaries that he cannot find that ever this

custom prevailed in England; and therefore he is of opinion that it could not have given

rise to Borough-English.''

—

Boswell.
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that the sale would probably be set aside by a suit in equity.

Dr. Johnson said, “I am very willing that this sale should be

set aside, but I doubt much whether the suit will be successful,

for the argument for avoiding the sale is founded on vague and

indeterminate principles: as that the price was too low, and

that there was a great degree ofconfidence placed by the seller

in the person who became the purchaser. Now, how low should

a price be? or what degree of confidence should there be to

make a bargain be set aside? a bargain, which is a wager of

skill between man and man. If, indeed, any fraud can be

proved, that will do.”

• When Dr. Johnson and I were by ourselves at night, I ob-

served of our host, ^'Aspectum genmsum habet'' generosum

animum)* he added. For fear of being overheard in the small

Highland houses, I often talked to him in such Latin as I could

speak, and with as much of the English accent as I could as-

sume, so as not to be understood in case our conversation

should be too loud for the space.

We had each an elegant bed in the same room; and here it

was that a circumstance occurred, as to which he has been

strangely misunderstood.From his description of his chamber,®

it has erroneously been supposed that his bed being too short

for him, his feet, during the night, were in the mire; whereas

he has only said that when he undressed he felt his feet in the

mire: that is, the clay floor ofthe room, on which he stood be-

fore he went into bed, was wet, in consequence ofthe windows
being broken, which let in the rain.

SUNDAY 17 OCTOBER. Being informed that there was

nothing worthy of observation in Ulva, we took boat and pro-

ceeded to Inchkenneth, where we were introduced by our

friend Coll to Sir Allan Maclean, the chief of his clan, and to

* “The house and the furniture are not always nicely suited. We were driven once, by
missing a passage, to the hut of a gentleman, where, after a very liberal supper, when I

was conducted to my chamber, I found an elegant bed of Indian cotton, spread with
fine sheets. The accommodation was flattering; I undressed myself, and felt my feet in
the mire.”—Johnson’s Journ^.
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two young ladies, his daughters. Inchhenneth is a pretty little

island, a mile long and about halfa mile broad, all good land.

As we walked up from the shore. Dr. Johnson’s heart was
cheered by the sight of a road marked with cart-wheels, as on
the mainland; a thing we had not seen for a long time. It gave

us a pleasure similar to that which a traveller feels when,

whilst wandering on what he fears is a desert island, he per-

ceives the print of human feet.

Military men acquire excellent habits ofhaving all conven-

iencies about them. Sir Allan Maclean, who had been long

in the Army, and had now a lease of this island, had formed a

commodious habitation, though it consisted but of a few small

buildings, only one storey high. He had, in his little apart-

ments, more things than I could enumerate in a page or two.*

Among other agreeable circumstances it was not the least to

find here a parcel ofthe Caledonian Mercury
^
published since we

left Edinburgh, which I read with that pleasure which every

man feels who has been for some time secluded from the ani-

mated scenes of the busy world.

Dr.Johnson found books here. He bade me buy Bishop Gas-

trell’s Christian Institutes^ which was lying in the room. He said,

“I do not like to read anything on a Sunday but what is theo-

logical; not that I would scrupulously refuse to look at any-

thing which a friend should show me in a newspaper, but in

general, I would read only what is theological. I readjust now
some of Drummond’s Travels, before I perceived what books

W’^ere here. I then took up Derham’s Physico-Tkeology.^'

Every particular concerning this island having been so well

described by Dr. Johnson, it would be superfluous in me to

present the public with the observations that I made upon it

in my Journal.®

Dr. Johnson here showed so much of the spirit of a High-

* The enumeration no doubt did occupy some of the missing pages of the MS.
* This undoubtedly accounts for the greater part ofwhat was in the missing pages of the

MS. Boswell’s description of Coll was similarly shortened, as a comparison with the

published text will show.
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lander that he won Sir Allan’s heart; indeed, he has shown it

during the whole of our tour. One night in Coll he strutted

about the room with a broadsword and target, and made a

formidable appearance; and another night I took the liberty

to put a large blue bonnet on his head. His age, his size, and

his bushy grey wig with this covering on it, presented the im-

age ofa venerable sennachiei and, however unfavourable to the

Lowland Scots, he seemed much pleased to assume the ap-

pearance ofan ancient Caledonian. We only regretted that he

could not be prevailed with to partake of the social glass. One

of his arguments against drinking appears to me not convinc-

ing. He urged that in proportion as drinking makes a man dif-

ferent from what he is before he has drunk, it is bad, because it

has so far affected his reason. But may it not be answered that

a man may be altered by itfor the better) that his spirits may be

exhilarated without his reason being affected? On the general

subject of drinking, however, I do not mean positively to take

the other side. I am dubius, non improbus.

Some days earlier I had been in great indecision as to the

trip to Icolmkill. Mr. Johnson, however, appeared to be plac-

idly indifferent. I had attempted to rouse him to a decision

by stating the case for both sides. “Sir,” said I, “if we include

Icolmkill in our tour, it will take us a week® to go to it, and we
may perhaps not be able to get to Auchinleck before the Ses-

sion, which would be losing something more valuable to me—
seeing you upon om: old castle. But, on the other hand, I have

always had Icolmkill as a capital object in my mind, since we
first talked ofvisiting the Hebrides. We should think our tour

imperfect, and have a regret, ifwe did not see it. I may go at

another time, but then I should not see it with you. Gome,
what do you say?” Johnson. “Sir, you have put it very well on
both sides. I can only say, ‘Pfon nostrum est tantas comporiere

* At this point the text is resumed from the MS. The preceding portion of this paragraph
has been supplied by the editors to make a transition.
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“But,” said I, “give your opinion. Be my council. I

shall be king, and determine after I have heard you.” He said,

“Do as you will.” This day what had appeared so difficult and

dubious seemed easy and clear. Sir Allan said if the weather

was good he would conduct us by sea, if bad, by land; that was

to say, he would either take us all the way by sea, or cross over

to Mull, ride along to the Point of Ross, and from thence cross

over to Iona. MacGuarie made a kind of promise of coming

with his boat and going with us, but Sir Allan was the man on

whom we depended.

I was quite easy with Sir Allan almost instantaneously. He
knew the great intimacy that had been between my father and

his predecessor, Sir Hector, and I suppose knew my character.

He talked with a strange unaccountable sort of hesitation

whether he was to go with us or not; though he observed at

the same time that we should be very ill off without him. Said

I, “Is it not curious to hear him express uncertainty, when he

knows it is certain he is to go with us? You had better do it

with a good grace.”

I love little peculiar circumstances about any place. When
I mentioned the track of cart-wheels, I should have marked

that one of the young ladies had been overturned on the road

a day or two before. It seems they rode in a cart, as the only

carriage that they could get to take an airing in. Mr. Johnson

marked in his journal that in the islands they call a gentle-

man’s boat his carriage. He did this because Mr. Donald Mac-

queen, in his card to me, called Raasay’s boat so; but upon

inquiry I found that it was not a common mode ofspeech, and

set Mr. Johnson right. It was just a conceit of Mr. Macqueen’s,

and Mr.Johnson took it to be a general phrase.Thus it is that

travellers generalize both as to phrases and customs.

Sir Allan said he had got Dr. Campbell about a hundred

subscribers to his Britannia Elucidata, of whom he believed

* "It is not for me to settle a controversy ofsuch importance” (Virgil, Eclogues, III. 1 08)1
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twenty were dead. Mr. Jolinson said he believed the delay of

publication was owing to this; that after publication tlrere

would be no more subscribers, and few would send the addi-

tional guinea to get their books; in which they would be wrong,

for there would be a great deal ofinstruction in tlie book. He
said he thought highly of Campbell. “In the first place, he has

very good parts. In the second place, he has very extensive read-

ing; not, perhaps, what is properly called learning, but history,

politics, and in short that popular knowledge which makes a

TTijin very useful. In the third place, he has learnt much by

what is called the vox viva. He talks with a great many people.”

Mr.Johnson told us at Raasay a good story of Dr. Campbell

and him. He called on Dr. Campbell, and they talked of Tull’s

Husbandry. Dr. Campbell said something. Mr.Johnson began

to dispute it. “Gome,” said Dr. Campbell, “we do not want to

get the better ofone another. We want to increase each other’s

ideas.” Mr.Johnson took it in good part, and the conversation

then went on coolly and instructively.

I was agreeably disappointed in Sir Allan. I had heard of

him only as an officer in Lord Eglinton’s Highland regiment,

and as a great companion ofthe Earl’s, so I apprehended that

I should find a riotous bottle companion and be pressed to

drink; in place ofwhich, the Knight was as sober after dinner

as I could wish, and let me do as I pleased. And what sur-

prised me still more agreeably, though he swore, as Dr. Camp-
bell does, he was a man of religion like Dr. Campbell. He said

he always made his daughters read prayers every Sunday eve-

ning, as he thought it of great consequence that they should

keep in mind their duty to God. He spoke warmly in favour

of the Episcopal Church—said that his father had a chaplain of

the Church of England, and that the people chose to attend

worship with him rather than go to the Presbyterian kirk. Mr.

Johnson said they would all do so in the isles ifthey had an op-

portunity. Sir Allan agreed they would; and he said ifhe pre-

vailed in his cause, he would build several chapels. We had
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our tea comfortably; and at night prayer-books were brought.

Miss Maclean read the evening service with a beautiful de-

cency. We read the responses and other parts that congrega-

tions read. When she came to the prayer for the royal family,

she stopped. I bid her go to the prayer for the clergy. She did

so, Mr. Johnson pointed out to her some prayers, which she

read. After all, she and her sister sung the Hymn on the Nativ-

ity of our Saviour. It was the igth® Sunday after Trinity. I

shall ever remember it. Mr.Johnson said it was the most agree-

able Sunday evening that he had ever passed in his life. We
were all in a good frame. I was truly pious.®

I walked out in the dark to the cross, knelt before it, and
holding it with both my hands, I prayed with strong devotion,

while I had before me the image ofthat on which my Saviour

died for the sins of the world. The sanctity of venerable Co-

lumbus'^ filled my imagination. I considered that to ask the in-

tercession ofa departed saint was at least innocent, and might

be ofservice. I indulged my inclination to what is called super-

stitious prayer. I said, “Sancte Columbe, orapro me, O Columbus,

thou venerable Saint, as we have all the reason that can be to

believe that thou art in heaven, I beseech thee to pray God
that I may attain to everlasting felicity.” I cannot be sure of

the exact words (I am now writing at Glasgow, October 28).

But what I said was to the above purpose. I felt a kind ofpleas-

ing awful confusion. I was for going into the chapel; but a

tremor seized me for ghosts, and I hastened back to the house.®

It was exceedingly dark, and in my timorous hurry I stepped

suddenly into a hollow place, and strained a sinew on my
right foot. It was painful a while; but rubbing it with rum and

vinegar cured it by next day at breakfast.

I should have mentioned that after prayers I read to the

° Boswell neglected to fill a blsmk here.

“ Everything that follows in this entry was omitted in the published Tb«r.

' i.e.) Columba. Martin had used this spelling of the name.
* “Boswcllj who is very pious, went into it [the chapel] at night to perform his devotions,

but came back in haste, for fear ofspectres" (Johnson to Mrs. Thrale, 23 October 1 773).
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company Dr. Ogden’s 2d and gth Sermons. I promised to send

a copy of them to Miss Maclean.

Sir Allan had made an apology at dinner that he had neither

red wine nor biscuits, but that he expected both. Luckily the

boat arrived with them this very afternoon. We had a couple

of bottles of port and hard biscuits at night, after some roasted

potatoes, which is Sir Allan’s simple fare by way of supper.

Sir Allan and Coil had each a bed in the room where I

dressed. Mr. Johnson and I had each one in the room where

we passed the day. Mine was the camp-bed of the Hon. Roger

Townshend, who was killed in America,® and whose monu-

ment is in Westminster Abbey. Sir Allan’s camp equipage was

destroyed by a bomb. General Amherst desired him to take

Colonel Townshend’s, as he had been intimate with him, and

settle as to the value of it with Lord Townshend, when he

went to England. Sir Allan, when in London, begged my lord

to accept ofa £100 bank bill, but my lord would by no means

have anything. There was something curious in sleeping in a

camp-bed which had actually been in service in America. My
old soldierly inclinations revived.'®

MONDAY 18 OCTOBER. We had agreed to pass this day

with Sir Allan; and he engaged to have everything in order

for our journey tomorrow.' Before breakfast, I repaired to the

chapel, knelt at the ruined altar, and prayed in a pleasing holy

frame, “with sense of gratitude and joy,” as Parnell says. I

thought I had so steady, so certain a prospect of celestial felic-

ity that I should never again be vicious and could die with

perfect peace. Lord, grant that when the period ofmy disso-

• At Ticonderoga, 25 July 1759.
“ Boswell’s trip to London at the end of 1762 was made ostensibly for the purpose of

seeking a commission in the Guards, but he admitted later in his memoirs that he was
motivated chiefly by a love of the metropolis. His memoranda for that period, however,
which are preserved among the Malahide papers, show that for a time at least he did

make a serious though futile attempt to ingratiate himselfwith such people as he thought
could assist him in Ids quest: the Countess pfNorthumberland, Lord Adam Gordon, the

Duke of Queensberry, etc.

tThe remainder of this paragraph was omitted in the printed Tour.
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lution arrives, I may be in the same state! “Thou wilt keep
him in perfect peace, whose mind is stayed on thee,” etc.

The night we were at TJlva, I told how Coll prescribed to

me to have my feet washed and take a warm drink immedi-
ately, by which the cold which I contracted by being wet
lasted only a quarter of an hour. Said Mr,Johnson, “Coll does

everything for us. We’ll erect a statue to Coll.” “Yes,” said I,

“and we’ll have him with his various attributes and charac-

ters, like Mercury or any other ofthe heathen gods. We’ll have
him as a pilot. We’ll have him as a physician—and so on,”

I this morning got a spade and dug a little grave in tlie floor

of the chapel, in which I carefully buried what loose bones

were there. I said, “Rest in peace, so far as I can contribute to

it.” I said I hoped somebody would do as much for me. John-

son. “Well said.” He praised me for what I had done, though

he said he would not do it. He showed, in the chapel at Raasay,

his horror at dead men’s bones. He showed it again at Coil’s

house. In the charter-room there was a remarkably large sliin-

bone of a man, which was said to have been a bone ofJohn
Garve,® one of the lairds. The present Coll, with a strange

unnaturality, took it home from the family burial-place, and

now it is just a show, which is using an ancestor oddly. I de-

sired young Coll to have it put back to its place. Mr.Johnson

would not look at it, but started away from us. I lifted the

bones today with my bare hands quite easily, conscious that I

was doing a kind of pious office.

At breakfast I asked, “What is the reason that we are angry

at a trader’s having opulence?” “Why, sir,” said Mr.Johnson,

“the reason is (though I don’t undertake to prove that there

is a reason), we see no qualities in trade that should entitle a

man to superiority. We are not angry at a soldier’s getting

riches, because we see that he possesses qualities which we

have not. Ifa man returns from a battle, having lost one hand

and with the other full of gold, we feel tliat he deserves the

John Garve Maclean, the first Laird of Coll,
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gold; but we cannot think that a fellow, by sitting all day at

a desk, is entitled to get above us.” “But,” said I, “may we not

suppose a merchant to be a man of an enlarged mind, as the

Spectator makes Sir Andrew Freeport?” Johnson. “Why, sir,

we may suppose any fictitious character. We may suppose a

philosophical day-labourer, who is happy in reflecting that

by his labour he contributed to the fertility ofthe earth and to

the support of his fellow-creatures; but we find no such philo-

sophical day-labourer. A merchant may, perhaps, be a man
of an enlarged mind; but there is nothing in trade connected

with an enlarged mind.”

I was very much taken with Inchkenneth. I said I was re-

solved to have it for an elegant retreat for our family during a

month or two in summer. Sir Allan said, if he recovered it from

the Duke ofArgyll, I should have it on my own terms. I really

indulged serious thoughts of buying it. My brother David al-

ways talked of purchasing an island. “Sir,” said Mr. Johnson,

“so does almost every man, till he knows what it is.” Sir Allan

and he and I walked awhile on the shore under the houses. We
looked at a cave or cleft or recess ofa rock, in which Sir Allan

keeps his peats dry. We looked at a bed of oysters, which I had

never seen anywhere before. I took up one, broke it between

two stones, and eat it, by way of having a proof how I could

live if I were thrown upon a coast where I could get only raw

shell-fish; and I thought I could do. Mr. Johnson and I were

also occupied in gathering little yellow shells like a more ele-

gant species of whelks. Mr. Johnson gathered for little Miss

Thrale, I for my father.

I mentioned that I had heard Solander say he was a Swedish

Laplander. Johnson. “Sir, I don’t believe he’s a Laplander.

The Laplanders are not much above five® feet high. He is as

tall as you; and he has not the copper colour ofa Laplander.”

BOSWELL, “But what motive could he have to make himself a

Laplander?” johnson. “Why, sir, he must either mean the

'Inserted by Malone at the time of revision. The published text reads Jour,.
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word Laplander in a very extensive sense; or may mean a

voluntary degradation of himself: ‘For all my being the great

man that you see me now, I was originally a barbarian’ ; as

if Burke should say, ‘I came over a wild Irishman,’ which he

might say in his present state of exaltation.”

Coll and his dogs and Joseph were busy seeking for otters,

of which this island has many. Sir Allan, Mr. Johnson and I

sailed in a little boat with two oars to a small island called

Sannaland or Sandyland,^ very near Inchkenneth, in order to

be on another isle, and to look for more shells. We found a

great many ofthe small yellow whelks, and a good many small

silver buckies, of which there are some on the coast of Inch-

kenneth. Mr. Johnson lay down and gathered, as he is short-

sighted. Sannaland is a small spot. It has, as Mr. Johnson said,

three parts: sand, rock, and rock covered with a little earth

and grass upon it. It feeds a riding horse® in summer. It is an

appendage to Inchkenneth, so I am to have it; and I am also

to have a right ofgame over all Sir Allan’s lands in Mull. In

summer I can have goats for milk, as there is a variety of fine

herbage upon it. It is a kind of objection to Inchkeimeth that

sometimes the sea between it and Mull is at one place so shal-

low that people may wade over. This breaks the natural secu-

rity of being surrounded by the sea. But it is a very rare thing

to have so shallow a sea; and even then there are none can pass

but people particularly well-acquainted with the place, as there

are quicksands. I can have a battery ofcannon on that quarter.

Mr.Johnson said I should build me a fortification, if I came
to live on Inchkenneth; “for,” said he, “if you have it not,

what should hinder a parcel of ruffians to land in the night

and carry off what things you have in the house, which in a

remote country would be more valuable than some of your

cows and sheep; and this besides the danger of having your

throat cut,” I said I would have a large dog, “So you may,”

'* i.e., Sandland.
‘ There is a blank in the manuscript after this word.

X
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said he. “But a large dog is ofno use but to alarm.” He how>

ever, I apprehend, thinks too lightly of the power of that ani-

mal. I have heard him say he would be afraid ofno dog. He
would take him up by the hinder legs, which would render him

quite helpless, and then knock his head against a stone and

beat out his brains. Beauclerk told me that at liis house in

the country two large dogs were fighting. Mr. Johnson looked

steadily at them for a little, and then, as one would separate

two little boys who are foolishly hurting each other, he ran up

to them and cuffed their heads till he had them asunder from

one another. But few men have his intrepidity, Herculean

strength, or contrivance.Mostthievesor robberswouldbe afraid

to encounter a mastiff.

Mr.Johnson takes akind ofpleasure in laughing at his friends

in trifles. There was a mere black barren rock in our view to-

day as we sailed. He called to me, “This shall be your island,

and it shall be called Inch Boswell”; and then he laughed,

with a strange appearance of triumph.

Coll was busy digging for rabbits after he could not find ot-

ters, being desirous to have rabbits in his lands of Quinish in

Mull. I say his lands; for he always says “my,” and not “my
father’s” lands; and indeed the old gentleman gives him full

scope. There has been a custom in this family that the laird

resigns the estate to his eldest son when he comes of age, re-

serving to himself only a certain life-rent. So young Coll told

me. He said it was a voluntary custom. But I think I found an

, instance in the charter-room that there was such a resignation

in consequence ofa contract of marriage. I must get a copy of

the clause, as I neglected to attend to it exactly. If the custom

was voluntary, it was only curious; but if by any obligation, it

was dangerous; for Banks told me that in Otaheite, whenever
a child is born (a son, I think) the father loses his right to the

estate and honours, and this unnatural, or rather absurd, cus-

tom—as property is not natural either in one way or another—
occasions the murder of many children.
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Young Coll told us he could run down a greyhound; “forj”

said he, “the dog runs himself out of breath by going too

quick, and then I get up with him and beat him at speed.”

Mr. Johnson observed that I explained the cause of this, by re-

marking that Coll had reason, and knew to moderate hi.s pace,

which the dog had not sense to know. Indeed, Coll is not a

philosopher. Mr. Johnson said, /‘He is a noble animal. He is

as complete an islander as mortality can figure. He is a farmer,

a sailor, a hunter, a fisher; he will run you down a dog. Ifany
man has a tail, it is Coll. He is hospitable; and he has an in-

trepidity of talk, whether he understands the subject or not.”

Mr. Johnson observed that there was nothing of which he

would not undertake to persuade a Frenchman in a foreign

country. Said he,“I’llcarry a Frenchman to St. Paul’s Church-

yard, and I’ll tell him, ‘Sir, by our law you may walk half round

the church, but ifyou walk round the whole, you will be pun-

ished capitally’; and he’ll believe me at once. Now, no Eng-

lishman would readily swallow such a thing. He’d go and in-

quire at somebody else.” I said the Frenchman’s credulity must

be owing to his being accustomed to implicit submission;

whereas every Englishman reasonsupon the laws ofhis country,

and instructs his representatives who compose the legislature.

Mr. Johnson sailed near to the house to avoid walking. Sir

Allan and I took a walk. I went to the beach where we landed

yesterday, and looked for transparent white stones, but found

hardly any pure ones. The gloss of being wet makes them

all look transparent. Gathering pebbles is a gentle, pleasing

amusement. I thought a pretty poem might be made upon it.

We dined cheerfully and drank tea, after which Mks Maclean

played several tunes on the harpsichord very well. I proposed

a reel; so Miss Sibby® and Coll and I danced, while Miss Mac-

lean played, which was making the most of it. As I have for-

merly observed, my exertions as a dancer are all forced by a

reflex desire to promote lively good humour.

* Sir Allan’s second daughter was named Sibella.



324 1 9 OCTOBER 1773 [Imhkennetli

TUESDAY 19 OCTOBER. It was this day, and not yester-

day, that I buried the bones.^ The day was charming for a voy-

age to Icolmkill. When I went out, I met Miss Maclean, who
said, “I have been employed for you this morning. I have been

scrambling among the rocks to get petrifications for you.” She

gave me a few, but none of them were curious. I once more

paid my devotions to God in the old chapel.

After breakfast we took leave ofthe young ladies, and ofour

excellent companion Coll, to whom we had been so much
obliged. He had now put us under the care of his chief, and

was to hasten back to Skye. There was a kindly regret at part-

irvg withhimwhichwas bothproper and pleasing. He had been
a kind of banker to me, in supplying me with silver. There

remained six-and-sixpence due by me to him on settling our

accoimta today. He desired that I should purchase with it a

cap toJoseph’s young son. A small circumstance shows benev-

olence. He and Joseph had been often companions.'*

Sir Allan had a good boat with four stout rowers. One of

them, Lauchlan Dow— was a remarkably strong and

clever fellow, either at sea or at land. All of them, and he in

particular, took a great liking for me before we parted, as Sir

Allan told me by interpretation. We coasted along Mull till we
reached Gribon, where is what is called Mackinnon’s Gave,

zxi anirum immane indeed, to which the one at Ullinish is noth-

ing. It is in a rock of a great highth just upon the sea. Upon
the left ofits entrance there is a cascade, almost perpendicular

from top to bottom of the rock, of no great size, but very

pretty. There is a tradition that it was conducted thither arti-

‘ In the printed Tour, however, the account occurs in the same place as in the MS.
* The following passage occurs here in the printed Tb«r: “We parted from him with

very strong feelings of kindness and gratitude, and we hoped to have had some future

opportunity of proving to him the sincerity of what we felt; but in the following year he
was unfortunately lost in the Sound between Ulva and Mull; and this imperfectmemo-
rial, joined to the high honour of being tenderly and respectfully mentioned by Dr.

.
Johnson, is the only return which the uncertainty of human events has penrutted us to

make to this deser^ng young man.”
’ Boswell did not catch the man's family name. Dow is his spelling for Gaelic dubh,

“black,"betterknown toEnglishreadersintheform adopted bySirWalterScott—“Dhu.”
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ficially, to supply the inhabitants of the cave with water. Mr.

Johnson gave no credit to this tradition. As his faith in. the

Christian religion is firm upon good grounds, he is incredulous

when there is no sufficient reason for belief, being in this just

the reverse ofmodern infidels. Lord Hailes said that somebody
should write an '‘Essai sur la credulitS des incrMules.”

The highth of this cave I cannot tell with any tolerable ex-

actness, but it seemed to be very lofty, and to be a pretty regu-

lar arch. After advancing a little, we found it to be forty-five

feet broad. Afterwards we found a passage or gallery about

four or five feet broad—for we did not measure it. Then we
came to a place fifteen feet broad. There we found a large stone

table lying on the floor. Sir Allan said it had stood on sup-

porters or pillars, and we saw some broken stones near it, but

Mr. Johnson was of opinion that machinery sufficient to raise

it could not be erected in the cavej so that there was a mis-

take as to the pillars. Sir Allan said there were stone benches,

too, around the table. I think I saw some stones which may be

called such. Where the table is, the floor of the cave is a good

deal elevated above the floor of the entrance, by gradual pro-

gression. The floor is sometimes of loose pebbles; sometimes of

a fine dry sand; sometimes embarrassed with large stones, I

suppose fragments of the rock. As we advanced, the arch of

the roofbecame less regular, the rock filling up a considerable

part ofthe space on the left, but so as a man could clamber up

it. A yard or two beyond the table, we found another heap of

fragments, beyond which I could perceive that I might go;

but as we had but one candle with us, to be a proofwhen the

air should grow bad, and to give us light, we did not choose to

risk its going out. Tradition says that a piper and twelve men
advanced into the cave, nobody knows how far, but never re-

turned. At the heap to which we went, which was 485 feet

from the entrance of the cave, the air was quite good, for the

candle burnt freely without the least appearance ofthe flame’s

growing globular; and there was as much light from the large
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mouth, though distant, as that a man would not find himself

quite in a dismal state, and would find his way out tolerably

well. Mr, Johnson said this was the greatest natural curiosity

he had ever seen.

We saw the Island of StafFa, at no very great distance, but

could not land upon it, the surge was so high on its rocky coast.

We sailed close to a point called Ardtun, on the Mull coast,

where we saw a miniature specimen of the Giant’s Causeway,

and some of the same kind of natural pilasters on rock as are

described to be at StafFa. Sir Allan said people who had seen

both were of opinion that the appearances at Ardtun were

better than those at StafFa; prettier or finer, he said. Ifso, there

must have been wondrous puffing about StafFa. He said ifwe
had seen it, we should have had a controversy.

Sir Allan, anxious for the honour of Mull, was always talk-

ing of woods that he said were upon the hills of tliat island,

which appeared at a distance as we sailed along. Said Mr.John-

son, “I saw at Tobermory what they called a wood, which I

unluckily took for heath. If you show me what I shall take for

furze, it will be sometliing.”

Our rowers sung Erse songs, or rather howls. Sir Allan said

the Indians in America sung in the same manner when row-

ing. We passed by the mouth of a large basin, arm of the sea,

or loch, caUed Loch Scridain, upon the shore of which Mr.

Neil MacLeod, minister of Kilfinichen, lives. I had a letter to

him from Kenneth Macaulay; and he was the best man we
could get to show us Icolmkill with knowledge. But we were

not sure offinding him at home, and thought it at any rate im-

prudent to go out of our way much, as we might lose a good

day, which was very valuable. I however insisted that we
should land upon the shore of Loch which we came to

a little after, but which, not being very farback into the coun-

try, cost us but a httle deviation.My reason for insisting to land

was to get some whisky or rum for our boatmen. The fellows

* Left blank in the MS. Probably Loch na Lathaich.
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were rather for pushing straight for Iona. But I could not be
easy unless they had a scalck. Besides, the nearest public house

was kept by Lauchlan Maclean,® lately servant to Sir Allan;

and we proposed to take him with us both as an additional

rower and as quartermaster at Icolmkill, for which he was
well fitted, having been with Sir Allan not only in the best

parts of Scotland, but in many parts of England,

Sir Allan, like all other officer, who, though by their pro-

fession obliged to endure fatigues and inconveniencies, are pe-

culiarly luxurious, expatiated in prospect on the expertness

with which Lauchlan would get on a good fire in a snug barn,

and get us clean straw for beds, and dress us, along withJoseph,

an Austrian campaigner, a tolerable supper. I take it the suf-

fering, or at least the contemplating of hardships, to which of-

ficers are accustomed (for from Sir Allan’s account even of the

American expeditions, it appeared that though the poor com-

mon soldiers are often wretchedly off, the officers suffer little,

having their commodious camp equipage, and their chocolate,

and other comforts carried along in litde room, and prepared

by their men, who are most subservient beings), makes them

fonder of all indulgences.

We went ashore upon a little rising ground, which is an is-

land at high water.We sat down upon a seat of rock, and took

a repast of cold mutton, bread and cheese and apples, and

punch. Lauchlan Dow in the mean time ran to Lauchlan

Maclean’s house. When he returned with Lauchlan Maclean,

we had the disappointment of finding that no spirits of any

kind were to be found. A burial some days before had ex-

hausted them. Mr. Campbell of ,
a tacksman of theDuke

ofArgyll’s, lived not far off. Sir Allan sent the two Lauchlans

thither, begging the loan oftwo bottles ofrum. We got them,

with a message that Mr. Campbell had expected us to dinner,

having heard that we were to pass; that he was sorry he had

not then seen us, and hoped we would be with him next day.

‘ Boswell left a blank for Lauchlan’sfamilyname atevery occurrence except that cmp. 33a.
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We refreshed our crew. The weather grew coldish. I proposed

an expedient to keep our feet warm, which was to strew the

boat plentifully with heath, the chief production of the island

where we dined. Accordingly I fell to work and pulled, as did

some of our men, and Mr. Johnson pulled very assiduously.

Sir Allan, who had been used to command men, and had no

doubt superintended soldiers making roads or throwing up

ramparts or doing some other kind of work, never stopped, but

stood hy grieving us (the Scottish expressive term for overseeing

as a taskmaster, an overseer being called a grieve; as my lord

Loudoun tells, a countryman said to him, Mr. Dun our minister

was grieving my father, who was busy gathering stones to mend
a road). We made ourselves very comfortable with the heath.

The wind was now against us, but we had very little of it.

We coasted along Mull, which was on our left. On our right

was the Atlantic, with Staffa and other islands in it for some

part of the way. Then we came to a large black rock in the

sea; then to Nun’s Island,® which it is said belonged to the

nuns of Icolmkill, and that from it the stone for the buildings

of Icolmkill was taken; as the rocks still there are of the same

kind of stone, and there is none such in Icolmkill, It became

very dusky, or rather dark, about seven; for our voyage, by

going along the turnings ofthe coast, would be, Sir Allan said,

forty miles from Inchkenneth to Iona; so that we were be-

nighted. Mr.Johnson said, as we were going up the narrow

sound between Mull and Nun’s Island, with solemn-like rocks

on each side of us, and the waves rising and falling, and our

boat proceeding with a dancing motion, “This is roving among
the Hebrides, or nothing is.” A man has a pleasure in apply-

ing things to words, and comparing the reality with the pic-

ture of fancy. We had long talked of “roving among the Heb-
rides.” It was curious to repeat the words previously used, and

which had impressed our imaginations by frequent use; and
then to feel how the immediate impression from actually rov-

• i,e., Etlean natn Ban, “isle of women.”
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ing differed from the one in fancy, or agreed with it. It will

be curious too, to perceive how the impression made by read-

ing this my Journal some years after our roving will affect the

mind, when compared with the recollection of what was felt

at the time. Mr. Johnson said I should read my Journal about

every three years.Joseph made a very good obseivation. “Your
journey,” said he, “will always be more agreeable to you.”

I often do not observe chronology, for fear of losing a thing

by waiting till I can put it in its exact place. Joseph said this

one night as I was going to bed, and was resuming to him
with much complacency some of our past scenes on this ex-

pedition. He meant what I have often experienced: that scenes

through which a man has gone improve by lying in the mem-
ory. They grow mellow. It is said, ^^Acti labores suntjucundi."’'

This may be owing to comparing them with present ease. But

I also think that even harsh scenes acquire a softness by length

of time;® and many scenes are like very loud sounds, which

do not please till you are at a distance from them, or at least

do not please so much; or like strong coarse pictures, which

must be viewed at a distance. And I don’t know how it is,

but even pleasing scenes improve by time, and seem more ex-

quisite in recollection than when they were present, if they

have not faded to dimness in the memory. Perhaps there is so

much evil in every human enjoyment when present, so much
dross mixed with it, that it requires to be refined by time; and

yet I do not see why time should not melt away the good and

the evil in equal proportions, why the shade should decay and

the light remain in preservation. I must hear Mr. Johnson

upon this subject.

The boat had so much motion tonight that I had a renewal

of the uneasiness of fear at sea; and I wondered how I could

so soon totally forget what I had endured when driven to Coll.

* “Past labours are sweet” (Cicero’s De Finibus),

• "I have lately observed that this thought has been elegantly expressed by Cowley:

‘Things which offend when present, and affright.

In memory, well painted, move delight,’”—^Boswell.
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People accustomed to sail give every little direction with so

loud a tone that a fresh-water man is alarmed. Sir William

Temple’s observation on the boisterous maimers of seamen^

from their being used to contend with a boisterous element,

will apply in some degree to all “who go down into the sea”—

at least while they are upon it. Coll talks loud at sea, and Sir

Allan talks loud at sea. I asked if we should not be quieter

when we were in the Sound between Mull and Icolmkill, Sir

Allan said no. We should have a rougher sea, as we should

then have a stronger current against us, and have the Atlantic

quite open from each end of the Sound. I yielded so much to

fear as to ask ifit would not be better that we should go ashore

for that night on Mull, and cross the Sound in the morning

with daylight. Sir Allan was for going on. Mr. Johnson said,

“I suppose Sir Allan, who knows, thinks there is no danger.”

“No, sir,” said Sir Allan. Mr.Johnson was satisfied. I there-

fore had nothing to say, but kept myself calm. I am so much a

disciple of Dr. Ogden’s that I venture to pray even upon small

occasions if I feel myself much concerned. Perhaps when a

man is much concerned, the occasions ought not to be called

small. I put up a petition to Gon to make the waves more still.

I know not if I ought to draw a conclusion from what hap-

pened; but so it was, that after we had turned the point of

Nun’s Island and got into the Sound of Icolmkill, the tide was

for us, and we went along with perfect smoothness, which

made me feel a most pleasing tranquillity.®

In a little, I saw a light shining in the village at Icolmkill.

All the inhabitants of the island, except perhaps a few shep-

herds or rather cowherds, live close to where the ancient build-

ings stood. I then saw the tower of the cathedral just discern-

ible in the air. As we were landing, I said to Mr. Johnson,

“Well, I am glad we are now at last at this venerable place,

which I have so long thought that you and I should visit. I

:

“ Boswell’s petition—and a great deal besides in this entry—^was omitted in the pub-
lished Tout.
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could have gone and seen it by myself. But you would not have

been with me; and the great thing is to bring objects to-

gether.” ‘'It is so,” said he, \vith a more than ordinary kind

complacency. Indeed, the seeing of Mr. Samuel Johnson at

Icolmkill was what I had often imaged as a very venerable

scene.A landscape or view of any kind is defective, in my opin-

ion, without some human figures to give it animation. What
an addition was it to Icolmkill to have the Rambler upon the

spot! After we landed, I shook hands with him cordially.

Upon hearing that Sir Allan Maclean was arrived, which

was announced by his late servant Lauchlan whom we dis-

patched into the village, which is very near to the shore, the

inhabitants—who still consider themselves as the people of

Maclean, though the Duke of Argyll has at present possession

of the ancient estate—ran eagerly to him. We went first to the

house of Macdonald, the most substantial man among
them. Sir Allan called him the Provost, He had a tolerable hut

with higher walls than common, and pretty well built with

dry stone. The fire was in the middle of the room. A number

of people assembled. What remained of our snuffwas distrib-

uted among them. Sir Allan had a little tobacco, ofwhich he

gave several of them a little bit each. We regretted that there

was not a drop ofspirits upon the island, for we wished to have

given them a hearty cup on occasion ofa visit from Sir Allan,

who had not been there for fourteen years, and in the interval

had served four years in America, The people seemed to be

more decently dressed than one usually finds those of their

station in the isles.

Icolmkill pays £150 ofrent. They sell about forty cattle and

more than 150 bolls of barley; and what is remarkable, they

brew a good deal of beer, which I could not find was done in

any of the other isles. I was told that they imported nothing

but salt and iron. Salt they might soon make. It is a very fertile

island, and the people are industrious. They make their own

woollen and linen webs, and indeed I suppose everything else,
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except auy hardware for which they may have occasion. They

have no shoes for their horses.

After warming ourselves in Mr. Macdonald’s, we were in-

formed that our barn was ready, and we repaired to it. There

was a fire in the middle of the floor, but the smoke was ceased

before we went into the barn. We had cuddies and some oys-

ters boiled in butter, that we might say we had fish and oyster

sauce. Mr. Johnson eat none of that dish. We had roasted

potatoes, of which I think he eat one; and he drank a mug
of sweet milk. The fire was then carefully removed, and good

hay was strewed at one end of the barn. Mr. Johnson lay

down with all his clothes and his greatcoat on. Sir Allan and

I took off our coats and had them laid upon our feet. But we

had also a pair of clean sheets which Miss Maclean had put

up, and some very good blankets from the village; so that we

had a tolerably comfortable bed. Each had a portmanteau for

a pillow. Mr. Johnson lay next the one wall, I next the other,

Sir Allan in the middle. I could not help thinking in the night

how curious it was to see the chief of the Macleans, Mr. Sam-

uel Johnson, and James Boswell, Esq. lying thus. Our boat-

men were lodged somewhere in the village. Joseph, Lauchlan

Maclean, and Donald MacDougal, a fine smart little boy-serv-

ant to Sir Allan, lay across the barn, at a little distance from

our feet. It was just an encampment. There was a good deal

ofwind blew through the barn, so that it was rather too cool.

WEDNESDAY 20 OCTOBER. Between seven and eight we
rose and went to see the ruins. We had for our cicerone ,

who calls himself the descendant of St. Columbus’s cousin. It

is said their family has from time immemorial had ten acres

ofland in Icohnkill rent free, till it was lately taken from them

by the Duke ofArgyll. Sir Allan said ifhe recovered the island,

they should be restored to their old possession. We had also a

number ofmen following us. Our cicerone was a stupid fellow.

We first viewed the monastery of the nuns. The church has

been a pretty building. Mr.Johnson took a very a.ccurate in-
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spection of all the ruins, and will give a very enlarged account

of them in the Tour, or whatever he shall call it, which the

world will gain by this expedition, to which I have had the

merit of persuading him. I shall therefore only mention such

circumstances as struck me on a cursory view.

It shocked one to observe that the nuns’ chapel was made a

fold for cattle, and was covered a foot deep with cow-dung.

They cleared it offfor us at one place and showed us the grave-

stone ofa lady abbess. It was of that bluish stone or slate which
is frequent in Highland churchyards. At one end was carved

the abbess with her crosier at her side,^ and hands folded on

her breast. At another, with theheads in an opposite direction,

aVirgin and babe.® I think the figures at each end were entire,

whole lengths. Round the stone was an inscription telling who
the lady was.—But I am, I find, growing minute when I write,

though for the reason which I have mentioned it is unneces-

sary; and besides, I did not give exact attention to the nuns,

as I considered that so many people had examined them: Dr.

Pococke, Dr. Walker, Mr. Banks, Mr. Pennant; and when I saw

Mr. Johnson setting himself heartily to examine them, my
mind was quiescent, and I resolved to stroll among them atmy
ease, take no trouble to investigate, and only receive the gen-

eral impression of solemn antiquity and the particular ideas

of such objects as should of themselves strike my attention.

We walked from the monastery ofnuns to the great church

or cathedral, as they call it, along an old pavement or cause-

way. They say that this was a street, and that there were good

houses built on each side, Mr.Johnson doubted if it was any-

thing more than a paved road for the nuns. Some small houses

now stand at various distances on each side of it. Mr. Johnson

said if there were houses there formerly, he did not imagine

* Boswell (who was writing from memory) was mistaken about the croaier, which he

shows also in his crude sketch. The grave-slab commemorates the Prioress Anna, daugh-

ter of Donald McTearlach. She died in 1543. Some time after Boswell’s visit the slab

was broken,

* Sketch omitted.
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they were better. Indeed, when we saw how small a house the

bishop had, it was not probable that inferior houses were bet-

ter than what we now think poor cottages. Indeed, the houses

here are all built of stone, as the inhabitants have without

scruple made quarries of the walls of the religious buildings.

The convent of monks, tlie great church, Oran’s Chapel, and

four more, are still to be discerned. Of some, more remains;

of some, less. I restrain myself from saying anything in par-

ticular ofthem. I was struck with a noble long cross called St.

Martin’s® Cross. But I must own that Icolmkill did not come

up to my expectations, as they were high, from what I had

read of it, and still more from what I had heard of it and

thought of it, from my earliest years. Mr.Johnson said it came

up to his, because he had taken his impression from an ac-

count of it subjoined to Sacheverell’s History of the Isle ofMan,

where it is said there is not much to be seen. Both he and I

were disappointed when we were shown what are called the

monuments of the kings of Scotland, Ireland, and Denmark,

and of a king of France.^ There are only some gravestones flat

on the earth; and we could see no inscriptions. How far short

was this ofmarble monuments, like those in Westminster Ab-

bey, and which I had imaged here! The gravestones of Sir

Allan Maclean’s family, and of that of MacGuarie, had as

good an appearance as the royal ones; if they were royal,

which Mr. Johnson doubted.

We were shown St. Columbus’s well. I drank out of it. Mr.

Johnson had his drink from it last night. We were told that

here, as at Inchkenneth, the water was conveyed in leaden

pipes. All that I could observe was that at the well the water

came out of a flat freestone with a springing motion, as if con-

ducted to the orifice by a pipe. But whether there was a lead

8 “Martin’s” is 'supplied by the editors to fill a blank in the MS. For a photograph and
description of this cross, see R. Jafiray’s Iona (1907), pp. 1 3-14.
* According to Martin, there were forty-eight kings of Scotland, eight kings of Norway,
and four kings of Ireland buried in Iona.

'
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pipe or not is a moot point. We also looked at the

which has been inconsiderable.

We walked down again to our barn, where breakfast was pre-

pared-milk, cheese, eggs, bread and butter. I slipped away
and returned to the cathedral and its environs to perform

some pleasing serious exercises ofpiety. I knelt before St. Mar-
tin’s® Gross and said a short prayer. I went to the black stone

on which the islanders of old used to swear. I had been .shown

a greyish piece of freestone, which they said was it; and I

adopted their inaccurate information. I put my knees to this

greyish freestone and said, "I here swear with all the solem-

nity that any honest, honourable, and brave man ever swore

upon this stone, that I will stand by Sir Allan Maclean and

his family.” I had told Sir Allan that I would swear a covenant

with him upon the black stone. I could not easily get him with

me privately; so I went alone, and told him what I had done,

which pleased him mightily; and I hope I shall have it in my
power to convince him of my sincerity and steadiness.®

My easiness to receive information in the isles was too great.

Had not Mr, Johnson been with me, I might have brought

home loads offiction or of gross mistakes. No wonder that he is

in a passion at the people, as they tell him with such readiness

and confidence what he finds, upon questioning them a little

more, is not true. Sir Allan told me plainly that the greyish

fireestone which stood like a stone at the end of a grave, near

the wall ofthe monastery,^ was the famous black stone. I, either

not attending to the striking objection that it was not black, or

thinking that the epithet "black” might have been given to if

from its solemn purposes and not from its colour (for I do not

‘ Supplied by the editors to fill a blank in the MS.
• This paragraph was omitted in the published Tour. Boswell’s professions of fidelity

were not a meaningless whim. He was Sir Allan’s lawyer in the case against the Duke
of Argyll.

’ Boswell left a blank here. Pennant describes the black stone (he says ’’stones") as be-

ing in a corner of the ruins of the monastery, by which he means the house of the monks

—distinguishing that of the nuns by the term “nunnery.”
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dearly remember how I believed implicitly), very gravely

thought myself kneeling on that stone where so many chiefs

and warriors had knelt. Sir Allan told me afterwards, of his

own accord, that the black stone was quite sunk into the earth.

However, I found (if Sir Allan could be credited as an anti-

quary a second time) that the black stone was sunk quite close

to where the greyish stands; so that I really was upon the black

stone while I swore to stand by Maclean.

I then went into the cathedral, which is really grand enough

when one thinks of its antiquity and of the remoteness of the

place; and at the end, I offered up my adorations to God.

I again addressed a few words to Saint Columbus; and I

warmed my soul with religious resolutions. I felt a kind of ex-

ultation in thinking that the solemn scenes of piety ever re-

main the same, though the cares and follies of life may prevent

us from visiting them, or may even make us fancy that their

effects were only “as yesterday when it is past,” and never

again to be perceived. I hoped that ever after having been in

this holy place, I should maintain an exemplary conduct. One
has a strange propensity to fix upon some point from whence

a better course of life may be said to begin. I read with an

audible voice the fifth chapter of St. James, and Dr. Ogden’s

tenth sermon. I suppose there has not been a sermon preached

in this church since the Reformation. I had a serious joy in

hearing my voice, while it was filled with Ogden’s admirable

eloquence, resounding in the ancient cathedral of Icolmkill.®

I had promised to write to my worthy old friend Grange*

from Icolmkill. I therefore wrote a short solemn letter to him
here. While I was writing it, Mr. Johnson entered, that he

‘ The prjiyer to St. Columba and the readings from St.James andOgden were reduced in

the published Tour to a bare reference to"devout meditation.” This paragraph is perhaps
the mostamusing, and at thesame time themost touching passagerecovered from theMS.
* i.e.,JohnJohnston of Grange, an Edinburgh attorney, one ofBoswell’stwo closestfriends,

the other being the Rev. W. J. Temple. It was a whim of Boswell’s to write letters to

. his friends from solemn or sacred places. At Wittenberg in 1764 he wrote a letter to

Johnson using the tomb of Melanchthon as a table; but it was not until 1777 that he
found the courage to send it.
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might attentively view and even measure the ruins. I left him
there, as I was to take a ride to the shore where Columbus
landed, as it is said, and where the green pebbles called Icolm-
kill stones are found, I eat some eggs for breakfast, while Sir

Allan sat by me. MacGinnis, whose horse I was to ride,

came in. Sir Allan had been told that he had refused to send

him some rum which he had; at which Sir Allan was in great

indignation. “You rascal,’’said he, “don’t you know that I can
hang you if I please?” I, not adverting to the chieftain’s ven-

eration from his clan, was supposing that Sir Allan had known
of some capital crime that the fellow had committed, which

he could discover and so get him condemned; and I said,*‘How
so?” “Why,” said Sir Allan, “are they not all my people?”

Sensible of my inadvertency, and most willing to contribute

what I could towards the continuation of feudal authority,

“Very true,” said I. Sir Allan went on: “Refuse to send rum
to me, you rascal! Don’t you know that if I ordered you to

go and cut a man’s throat, you are to do it?” “Yes, an’t please

your honour,” said MacGinnis; “and my own too, and hang

myself too.” The poor fellow denied that he had refused to

send the rum. His making these professions was not merely a

pretence in presence of Sir Allan. After he and I were out of

Sir Allan’s reach, he told me, “Had he sent his dog for the

rum, I would have given it. I would cut my bones for him.”

It was something very remarkable to find such an attachment

to a chief, though he had then no connexion with the island.

I was highly pleased with it, and so was Mr. Johnson when

I told him of it. Sir Allan, by way of upbraiding the fellow,

said, “I believe you are a Campbell” MacGinnis is the name

of a tribe of the Macleans.

I had a pleasant ride over some fertile land, while Mac-

Ginnis run before me. I saw on the right three rocks on the

shore, which looked like haystacks, as the mountain at Talis-

ker does; till upon getting to the ofthem, they were seen

not to be of a round form on all quarters. The shore is about
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two miles from the village. They call it Portawheny,^^ from the

wherry in which Columbus came, as I suppose; though when

you are shown the length ofa vessel as marked on the beach by

a heap of stones at each end of the space, they say, "Here is the

length of the cwrocA,”—using the Erse word.

I had from my earliest years been shown by my father an

Icolmkill stone, and then been told of the venerable antiqui-

ties ofthat place. So I was curious to gather some ofthe stones

myself. I did so, and was in a fine placid humour. I knelt on

the beach and offered up a short prayer, supposing it to be

actually the place where the holy man landed. It was far in

the forenoon when I got back to the village. But Sir Allan and

Mr. Johnson did not scold much. I put up a stone of the wall

of the cathedral, to be preserved as a memento for devotion,

and a stone for the convent of monks, as a talisman for chas-

tity. The former was red; the latter, black. It seems there is no

peculiar words in English to signify the distinction between a

sacred society of females and one of males. I thought a con-

vent had been appropriated to monks, a monastery to nuns.

Mr. Johnson said no; for a monastery signified a segregation

from the world of a society of either sex.

We had a goodly number of the people to launch our boat;

and when we sailed, or rather rowed, off, they took off their

bonnets and huzza’d. I should have observed a striking cir-

cumstance: that in this island which once enlightened us all

there is not now one man that can read, and but two that can

speak English. There is not a school in it. There is, near the

village, a hill upon which St. Columbus took his seat and

meditated and surveyed the sea. Icolmkill struck me as not

so remote as I had imagined, there being so small a sound be-

tween it and the large island of Mull. But on the quarter

where Columbus landed, it seems far enough in the western

ocean; and besides, being nearMull in old times was being near

'*> Port na Curaich. Boswell mistook the pronunciation, and was thus led into unneces-
sary etymologizing.
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a very rude country, and is so to a certain degree to this day.

We had a fine passage upon the sea today. We set Lauchlan
Maclean ashore at Ardtun. It has its name from two holes,

which are called tuns. They are frona the top of a rock ofmod-
erate highth, down to the sea. If a stone is thrown into one
of them, it makes its way downwards till it bursts or plunges

out upon the sea with a great noise; or I should rather say a

considerable noise, for the account of it appeared exagger-

ated, after Lauchlan made the experiment.

We wished to have called on Mr. Campbell, who was so

polite to us yesterday, but found it would make us too late; so

we pulled away along Loch Scridain till we landed near to Mr.
Neil MacLeod’s, to whose house we walked. He met us, hav-
ing heard ofour landing from Donald, whom we sent forward.

He came to meet us. His first appearance was taking, He had
a black wig and a smart air, like an English parson; and he
had his hat covered with wax-cloth, which showed an attention

to convenience. With him was a Lieutenant Hugh Maclean.

His house was a good farm-house of one storey, dry and well

furnished. His wife a very well-behaved woman. She was the

daughter of the former minister; so, as Mr. Johnson said, she

knew how to live in the minister’s house. We had tea first,

and then an excellent supper. Mr. MacLeod talked sensibly

and distinctly. Mr. Johnson said he was the cleanest^-headed

man he had met in the islands. He said to Mr.Johnson, “Sir,

I have been often obliged to you, though I never had the

pleasure ofseeing you.” Our evening went on well. Sir Allan,

Mr. Johnson, and I had each a good clean bed in tlie room
where we supped. There were some good books here, and

good pens and ink, which was no small rarity.

Mr. MacLeod told us he had lived for some time in St.

It has been suspected that cleanest in the published Tour should have been clearest.

Since Boswell’s “n’s” and “r’s” are generally identical, the MS is incapable of settling

the question. We have preferred to read cleanest, because Boswell allowed that reading

to pass through three editions. As Carrulhers points out, one of Johnson’s definitions of

c/«an is ‘‘elegant,notunwteldy; notencumberedwith anythinguseless, ordisproportioned.”
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Kilda, under the tuition ofthe minister or catechist there, and

had there first read Horace and Virgil. Their scenes would be

strongly contrasted with what was around him.

THURSDAY 21 OCTOBER. Mr. Johnson said the saying

Mtimur in vetitum?- was not true; for that forbidding a thing did

not make us have a greater liking for it. He said, “Pulteney

was as paltry a fellow as could be. He was a Whig who pre-

tended to be honest; and you know it is ridiculous for a Whig

to pretend to be honest. He cannot hold it out.” He called Pitt

a meteor; Sir RobertWalpole, a fixed star. He said, “It required

all the force ofGovernment to preventWilkes from being chosen

the Ghief Magistrate of London, though the liverymen know

he’d rob their shops, know he’d debauch their daughters.”^*

I said the history of England was so strange that ifwe had

it not so well vouched as it is, itwould hardly be credible. “Sir,”

said Mr. Johnson, “if it were told as shortly, and with as little

preparation for introducing the different events, as the his-

tory of the Jewish kings, it would be equally liable to objec-

tions of improbability.” Mr. MacLeod was pleased with the

justice and novelty of the thought. Mr. Johnson illustrated

what he had said by mentioning Charles the First’s conces-

sions to his Parliament, in proportion as they grew more in-

solent and less deserving of trust.

Ovid, Amorss, UI.iv.17. ‘‘We strive for what is forbidden ns.”
*
‘‘I think it incumbent on me to make some observation on this strong satirical sally

on my classical companion, Mr. Wilkes. Reporting it lately from memory in his pres-

ence, 1 expressed it thus:—-‘They knew he would rob their shops, if he durst', they knew
he,would debauch their daughters, if he could'; which, according to the French phrase,

may be said renchhir on Dr. Johnson; but on looking into my Journal, I found it as

above, and would by no means make any addition. Mr. Wilkes received both readings

with a good humour that I cannot enough admire. Indeed both he and I (as, with

respect to myseif, the reader has more than once had occasion to observe in the course of

thisJournal) are too fond of a bon mot not to relish it, thoughwe should be ourselves the

object of it.

"Let me add, injustice to the gentleman here mentioned, that at a subsequent period,

he luas elected Ghief Magistrate of London, rmd discharged the duties of that high
ofBce with great honour to himself, and advantage to the city.—Some years before Dr.

Johnson died, I was fortunate enough to bring him and Mr. Wilkes together; the conse-

quence of which was, that they were ever afterwards on easy and not unfriendly terms.

The particulars I shall have great pleasure in relating at large in my Life of Dr. John-
son.”—^Boswell.
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Sir Allan began to brag that Scotland had the advantage
of England, by its having more water. “Sir,” said Mr.Johnson,
“we would not have your water, to take the vile bog.s which
produce it. You have too much. A man who is drowned has
more water than either of us”—and then he laughed. (But

this was surely robust sophisti’y; for the people of taste in

England who have seen Scotland, own that its variety ofrivers

and brooks makes it naturally prettier than England in that

respect.) “Sir,” said Mr.Johnson, pursuing his victory over Sir

Allan, “your country consists of two things: stone and water.

There is indeed a little earth above the stone in some places,

but a very little; and the stone is always appearing. It is like

a man in rags; the naked skin is always peeping out.”

He took leave of Mr. MacLeod, saying, “Sir, I thank you

for your entertainment and your conversation.”

Mr. Campbell, who had been so polite yesterday, came up
this morning on purpose to breakfast with us. He was a civil,

jolly-looking man. Mr. MacLeod thought as Mr. Johnson did

of Icolmkill. Mr. Campbell had with him a manuscript ac-

count of it, by Mr. Campbell, the schoolmaster of the parish.

Mr. MacLeod promised that a copy of it should be sent to me
for Mr.Johnson. Mr.Johnson said, “If I shall find that I can

make any use ofit in case I publish anything about Icolmkill,

may I do it? Or,” said he, “I shall try to get Mr. Campbell

something for it from a bookseller, and let it be published as

it is; and then I may make what use I please of it in the way

of extract, as all the world may do.” This was approved of by

Mr. MacLeod. Mr.Johnson said, “I dare say I may get him five

guineas for it; perhaps ten.”® This was the first indication that

Mr. Johnson gave of a design to give the world an account of

his tour with me. I rejoiced at the thought.

We were furnished with horses here by Mr. MacLeod and

Mr. Campbell; and I had a very pretty bay galloway belong-

•The account seems never to have been published. Johnson docs not refer to it in his

Journey.
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ing to Dr. Alexander Maclean, another physician in Mull. We
advanced well, till we came to this other physician’s. He was

one of the stoutest and most hearty men that I have seen,

more of the farmer than of the doctor. He had a dinner pre-

pared for us, so we could not refuse to stay and eat it. His wife

did very well. We had a very good dinner.

Mr. Johnson said of the Turkish Spy, which lay in the room,

that it told nothing but what everybody might have known

at the time; and that what was good in it did not pay you for

the trouble of reading to find it. He said it was written in

London by ^ and Dr. Maclean said, “This man is

just a hogshead of sense.” He and I took much to one another.

We had travelled on tolerably plain road in the forenoon,

along the northern® shore, at least in view of it. After dinner,

we struck away to the southeast, and ascended a high moun-

tain, from whence, had the weather been clear, Sir Allan said

I might have seen Islay and Jura, besides many more smaller

islands. We proceeded till we descended a sloping pathless

moor or marshy meadow, and then came to a glen wilder in

my mind than either Glenmoriston or Glen Shiel. It must be

an excellent place for deer. It is part of Lochbuie’s territory.

We had sent on Donald to Moy, his seat, which is in a good

plain on a branch of the sea called Loch Buy. As buy signifies

yellow, I conjectured ingeniously that "theYellow Loch’ ’ might

be said as well as "the Red Sea” for it seemed not easy to ex-

plain how a loch came to be called yellow. But Sir Allan told

me that a hill above the plain in which the house stands is

called Ben“ Buy firom its being of a yellowish hue, and from

it the loch has been named.

We arrived between seven and eight. We had heard a great

* It is unfortunate that Boswell neglected to fill these blanks, for the authorship of the

Turkish Sfiy, a collection of pseudo-foreign letters first published late in the Seventeenth
Century, remains unknown. It has been attributed to William Bradshaw.
® i.e., of the Ross of Mull. This word, and ‘'southeast” below, have been supplied by
the editors to fill blanks in the MS.
* Boswell left a blank for this word. Ben Buy (835® ft.) is more than a "hill,” but must
be the elevation to which Boswell refers.



LadMel 21 October 1773 343

deal of Lochbuie’s being a great roaring braggadocio, a VinH

of SirJohn FalstafF both in size and manners. But it appeared

that they had swelled him up to a fictitious size and clothed

him with imaginary qualities. Coll said he was quite a Don
Quixote, and that he would ^ve a great deal to see him and
Mr.Johnson together. But the truth was that Lochbuie proved

to be only a bluff, hearty, rosy old gentleman, of a strong

voice and no great depth ofunderstanding. He was not taller

than the common size. He was a good deal like Graigengillan,

but had a longer face. His wife, Sir Allan’s sister but much
older than him, was a strange being to be a lady at the head

of a family which I was told has £1000 a year. She had on a

mean bed-gown, and behaved like the landlady of an ale-

house. Sir Allan said they werejust antediluvians.Their daugh-

ter was as wild as any filly in Mull, at least had as little notion

of good-breeding. Mr. Johnson tried to talk with her. But it

would not do. The poor thing knew nothing. Though about

seventeen, she had never read a play. Mr.Johnson said my com-

paring of her to a filly was not just, for she had not the frisk-

iness of a wild animal. Lochbuie has spent a great deal ofmoney
in lawsuits. It was strange to see a man of his fortune, and

one whose guineas have been liberally distributed to counsel,

have a poor house, though oftwo storeys indeed. The dining-

room, wherewe sat, had a bed in it; and neither the ceiling nor

the walls were plastered, though they were prepared for it. We
had tea, which was an immediate comfort. Lochbuie bawled

out to Mr. Johnson, “Are you of theJohnstons of Glen Croe,

or of Ardnamurchan?” Mr. Johnson gave a curious look. Sir

Allan and I told Lochbuie that Mr.Johnson was notJohnston,

but Johnson, and that he was an Englishman.

Lochbuie tried not long ago to prove himselfa fool, or what

we call a facile man, in order to set aside a lease wliich he had

granted to Gillean Maclean, his natural son; but it did not do,

though I suppose there were foolish things enough proved.

Mr. Johnson told me that in England they will not allow a
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mao to stultify himself,'' as they term it. Lochbuic some yeari

ago was fined in 500* merks, or paid that sum by way ofdam-

ages to some gentlemen whom he imprisoned in the dungeon

of his old castle. Sir Allan said he still imagines that he has

an heritable jurisdiction. I must do Lochbuie the justice to

mention that he was very hospitable. Our supper was indeed

but a poor one. I think a sort of stewed mutton was the prin-

cipal dish. I was afterwards told that he has no spit, and but

one pot, in which everything is stewed. It is probable enough.

He had admirable port. Sir Allan and he and I drank: each

a bottle of it. Then we drank a bowl of punch. I was seized

with an avidity for drinking, and Lochbuie and I became

mighty social. Another bowl was made. Mr. Johnson had gone

to bed as the first was finished, and had admonished me,

“Don’t drink any more poonch”^ I must own that I was re-

solved to drink more, for I was by this time a good deal in-

toxicated; and I gave no answer, but slunk away from him,

with a consciousness ofmy being brutish and yet a determina-

tion to go somewhat deeper. What I might have done I know

not. But luckily before I had tasted the second bowl, I grew

very sick, and was forced to perform the operation that An-

tony did in the Senate house, if Cicero is to be credited; so

that Mr. Johnson’s admonition to drink no more punch had

its effect, though not from any merit ofmine. I went to bed in

the dining-room, which was my chamber; and my stomach

being clear, I fell asleep immediately, while Sir Allan and

Lochbuie finished the bowl beside me.'®

FRIDAY 22 OCTOBER, It humbled me to find that my
1 “This maxim, however, has been controverted. See Blackstone’s Commentaries^ Vol.

II, p. ag®! til* authorities th^re quoted.”

—

^Bosweli..
* Bosv/ell neglected to fill in this figure. Besides the fine of 500 marks Scots, equivalent
to less than thirty pounds sterling, Lochbuie had to pay £180 ofdamages and expenses.
The gentlemen whom he imprisoned were Hector Maclean of Killean and Allan Mac-
lean of Kilmory (J. P. MacLean, Hist, oj the Clan Maclean, pp. 344-5).
’ Boswell always delighted in pointing out this relic of Staffordshire pronunciation in

Johnson’s speech.

Lochbuie’s one pot and Boswell’s bout of drinking were denied admittance to the
published Tour.
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holy resolutions at Icolmkill had been so ineffectual that the

very day after having been there I had drank too much. I

went to Mr. Johnson befoi'e he was up. He first said none of

our Club would get drunk, but then, taking himself, he said

Burke would get drunk and be ashamed of it; Goldsmith

would get drunk and boast of it, if it had been with a little

whore or so, who had allowed him to go in a coach with her.^

Before Mr. Johnson came to breakfast. Lady Lochbuie said

he was a “dungeon of wit,” a very common phrase in Scot-

land, though Mr. Johnson told me he had never heard it. She

proposed that he should have some cold sheep-head for break-

fast. Sir Allan was very angry at her vulgarity. “I think,” said

I, "it is but fair to give him an offer of it. If he does not choose

it, he may let it alone.” “I think so,” said the lady. When Mr.

Johnson came in, she called to him, “Do you choose any cold

sheep-head, sir?” “No, madam,” said he, with a tone of sur-

prise and anger. “It’s here, sir,” said she, as ifhe had refused

it to save the trouble of bringing it. He confirmed his refusal

sufficiently; and I was entertained to see the ludicrous cross-

purposes.

We walked in the garden after breakfast. Sir Allan anxiously

called the attention of Mr.Johnson to some trees growing in

it. Ashes, I think. We walked down to the old castle, which is

very near the present house, and surveyed it attentively. Loch-

buie roared out, what excellent cellars he had in the vaults!

Mr. Johnson was offended at being disturbed in his antiqua-

rian researches, or rather meditations, and said, “I don’t care

about cellars.” We viewed the pit for which Lochbuie had

been fined by the Court of Justiciary. He said to me, “Your

father has heard of this” (or “knows this”).

We then set out for the ferry, by which we were to cross to

the mainland of Argyllshire. Lochbuie and Sir Allan accom-

' The references to Burke and Goldsmith were deleted. At this point Boswell interrupted

the writing of the Journal, and did not resume it until 1 7^9, as a note in the MS shows.

He wrote less than a page at that time, however, for at the top of the next page (64a)

he noted that he was writing on 83 August tyBo,
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panied us. We were told much ofa war-saddle on whic^li Loch-

buie used to be mounted. But wc did not see it, for the young

laird had it at one ofthe fairs for black cattle, Falkirk, I think.

(I am glad to find that I remember so many particulars after

,

the lapse of almost seven years. My Journal cannot have the

same freshness and fullness when written now as when written

recently after the scenes recorded. But I hope I shall preserve

some valuable remains or fragments.)

Webid adieu to Lochbuieand to our kind conductor SirAllan

Maclean on the shore of Mull, and then got into the ferry-

boat, the bottom ofwhich was strewed with branches of trees

or bushes, upon which we sat.We saw the old Castle of Duart

at a distance, while we sailed. I do not recollect distinctly any

other objects, We landed at Oban, having had a good day

and a fine passage. Sir Allan had given us a card to introduce

us to the Laird of MacDougall. But as we understood from

his way of speaking, whether rightly or not, that the Laird

would not be very willing to entertain us, we did not go to

his castle, though very near. Sir Allan had recommended us

to an inn at Oban, where we would get the best entertain-

ment. But I think it was full, for we could not be accommo-

dated. It was a thatched house of one storey. We went to

another inn in this small village, if a very few houses should

be so called. It was a slated house oftwo storeys, and we were

well enough entertained; at least we were satisfied, though we
had nothing like what is to be found in good inns upon a fre-

quented road.

Here we found a newspaper, in which I read an account of

the death ofAlexander, Earl ofGalloway, which affected me in

a pretty sensible manner, as I had from my early years viewed

him as a Great Man who had seen much of the world; and

when I came to be well acquainted with him, had found him
to be remarkably knowingin the affairs of life, lively, and like a

man of fashion. There is a pleasure in being to a certain degree

agitatedby events. This I experienced on the present occasion.
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It was comfortable to Mr. Johnson and me, after so many
states of uncertain confinement in islands, to be now on the

mainland, and sure^ if in health, to get to any place in Scot-

land or England in so many days. I remember hone of the

conversation this night.

SATURDAY 23 OCTOBER. (Writing on 23 August 1782.)

After a good night’s rest, we breakfasted at our leisure. We
talked of Goldsmith’s Traveller, of which Mr. Johnson said, I

think, he had not written more than twenty lines.^ He spoke

highly in praise of it; and while I was helping him on with his

greatcoat, he began to repeat from it the character of the Eng-

lish,* which he did with great energy.

We could get but one bridle here, which, according to the

maxim detur digniori, was, to be sure, appropriated to Mr.

Johnson’s sheltie. My servant and I rode with halters. I ought

to have put myself before my servant in this narrative. But I

am not sure but he rode before me in the march. We had a

fourth sheltie for the baggage. There came on a heavy rain.

I recollect nothing of the country through which we passed.

We crossed, I think, Loch AwCj a pretty wide lake, in a ferry-

boat; and on this side of it, just on the shore, found a hut for

our inn. We were much wet. I changed my clothes in part,

and was at pains to get myself well dried. Mr. Johnson reso-

lutely kept on all his clothes, wet as they were, letting them

steam before the smoky turf fire. I thought him in the wrong.

But his firmness was a species of heroism.

I remember but little of our conversation. I mentioned

Shenstone’s saying of Pope that he had the art of condensing

sense more than anybody. Mr. Johnson said, “It is not true,

'Johnson gave various estimates of the ntimber of lines of The Tramller which he had

written. He told Reynolds that he had contributed not more than eighteen lines. In

1783 he marked as his own, at Boswell’s request, only nine lines of which he said he

could be sure. Hawkins remarks that he bad been heard to say that he had written only

three or four lines,

“ Boswell quotes the lines in the published Tma. One couplet will suffice:

“Pride in their port, defiance in their eye,

I see the lords of human kind pass by.’’
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sir. There is more sense in a line of Cowley, than in a page"

(or a sentence, or ten lines~l cannot be quite certain of the

very phrase) “of Pope.” He maintained that Archibald, Duke

ofArgyll, was a narrow man. I wondered at this; and observed

that his building so great a house at Inveraray was not like a

narrow man. “Sir,” said he, “when a narrow man has resolved

to build a house, he builds it like another man. But Archibald,

Duke of Argyll, was narrow in his ordinary expenses, in his

quotidian expenses.”

The distinction is very just. It is in the ordinary expenses of

life that a man’s liberality or narrowness is to be discovered. I

never beforehad heard the word “quotidian” for “daily,” and I

imagined it to be a word ofMr.Johnson’s own fabrication. But

I have since found it in Dr.Young’s Might Thoughts^ Night Fifth;

Death’s a desU’oyer of quotidiaii prey.

It rained very hard as we journeyed on after dinner,® I rec-

ollect the wind and rain and roar of brooks, which have since

been so nobly described in the Journey to the Western Islands.^

We got at night to Inveraray, to a most excellent inn. Even

here Mr. Johnson would not change his clothes. I put on a suit

of our landlord’s.

The sight of good accommodation cheered us much. We
supped well; and after supper, Mr. Johnson, whom I had not

seen taste any fermented liquor during all our expedition, had

a gill of whisky brought to him.“Gome,” said he, “let me know

what it is that makes a Scotsman happy.” He drank it all but

a drop, which I begged leave to pour into my glass, that I

might say we had drank whisky together.® I proposed Mrs.

* On October s8 Johnson wrote to Mrs. Thrale; “In all September we had, according
to Boswell’s repster, onlyone day and a half of fair weather; and October perhaps not

more.”
* “The night came on whiie we had yet a great part of the way to go, though not so

dark but that we could discern the cataracts which poured down the hills on one side,

and fell into one general channel that ran with great violence on the other. The wind
was loud, the rain was heavy, and the whistling of the blast, the fall of the shower, the

rush, of the cataracts, and the roar of the torrent, made a nobler chorus of the rough
music of nature than it had ever been my chance to hear before” (Johnson’s Journ^).

.

* "I never tasted whisky, except once for experiment at the inn in Inveraray, when I
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Thrale should be our toast. He would not have her drank in

whisky, but rather some insular lady; so we drank, I think,

Miss Macpherson. He owned tonight that he got as good a

room and bed as at an English inn.

I had here the comfort ofa letter from my dear wife, ofwhom
I had not heard for many weeks; and I had the regale ofa letter

from Mr. Garrick, in answer to mine to him from Inverness.®

My feelings this night were as agreeable as can be imagined.

SUNDAY 24 OCTOBER. (Writing on 24 August 1782.)

We passed the forenoon calmly and placidly. I prevailed on

Mr. Johnson to read aloud Ogden’s Sixth Sermon on Prayer,

which he did with a distinct and agreeable solemnity. He
praised my favourite preacher: his language, his acuteness,

and said he fought infidels with their own weapons.

He wished to have more books; and upon inquiring if there

were any in the house, he was told the waiter had some. They
were brought to him. But I recollect none of them but Her-

vey’s Meditations. Mr. Johnson thought slightingly of this ad-

mired book. He treated it with ridicule, and would not even

allow the scene of the dying husband and father to be pa-

thetic. I am not an impartial judge. For Hervey’s Meditations

were the delight of my dear, pious mother, and engaged my
affections in my early years.* He read a passage concerning

the moon ludicrously, and showed how easily he could, in the

same style, make reflections on that planet, the very reverse of

Hervey’s, representing her as treacherous to mankind. He did

this very well. But I have forgotten the particulars. He then

played himselfin making a Meditation on a Pudding, ofwhich

thought it preferable to any English malt brandy” (Johnson’s J'oi/rn^). Boswell had for-

gotten that Johnson drank some brandy at Dunvegan {ante, p. 173).

“ The two letters were printed at this point in the published Tour.

^James Hervey’s Meditations and Contemplations composed one of the most popular

religious books of the Eighteenth Century. Their character is indicated by some of the

separate titles: “Meditations among the Tombs,” "A Descant upon Creation,” “Con-

templations on the Starry Heavens.” In the Scots Magazine for December 1758 appears

“A Contemplative Walk at Moffat, on a Summer Night. A Sketch in Imitation of

Hervey’s Style,” which appears to have been from Boswell's pen. He was then eighteen

years old.
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I, a little after he had ended, wrote down an imperfect note,

the original of which I have preserved, and place as a loose

leaf between this page and the opposite one.

A Pudding

Flour that once waved in the golden grain and drank the dews of the

morning. Milk pressed from the swelling udder by the gentle hand of the

beauteous milkmaid, whose beauty and innocence might have recom-

mended a worse draught; who, while she stroked the udder, indulged no

ambitious thoughts of wandering in palaces, formed no plans for the de-

struction ofher fellow-creatures. Let us consider: can there be more want-

ing to complete the Meditation on a Pudding? If more is wanting, more
may be found. Salt which keeps the sea from putrefaction, that salt which

is made the image ofintellectual excellence, contributes to a pudding; and
milk is drawn from the cow, that useful animal which eats the grass of the

field, and supplies us with that which made the greatest part ofthe food of

mankind in that age which the poets have agreed to call golden. It is made
with an egg, that miracle of nature which the theoretical Burnet has com-

pared to creation. An egg contains waterwithinits beautiful smooth surface.

An vmformcd mass, by the incubation of the parent, becomes a regular

animal with bones and sinews and covered with feathers.

In a magazine, I think the Edinburgh weekly one, I found a

saying of Mr. Johnson’s, something to this purpose: that the

happiest part of a man’s life is what he passes lying in bed in

the morning. I read it out to him. He said, "I may perhaps

have said this, for nobody talks more laxly than I do.” I think

I ventured to suggest to him that this was dangerous from one

of his authority.

I spoke of living in the country, and upon what footing one

should be with neighbours. For my own part, I said I would

not wish to be too easy, for then a man’s time is never his own.

He said it depended much on what kind ofneighbours a coun-

try gentleman has, whether he should be on an easy footing or

not; and to be sure it is plain there can be no general rule as

to this. I told him a strange characteristic sally of Sir John
Dalrymple upon this subject. He said to me, he never was happy
in the country till he was not on speaking terms with any of

his neighbours, which he contrived in different ways to bring

about. “Lord Adam Gordon stuck long,” said he. “At last the
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fellow poinded^my pigs, and then I got rid ofhim.” “Nay, sir,”

said MrJohnson, “Lord Adam got rid of SirJohn, and showed
how litde he valued him, by putting his pigs in the pound.”

I told Mr. Johnson I was in some difficulty how to act at

Inveraray. The Duchess of Argyll, I knew, hated me, on ac-

count ofmy zeal in the Douglas Cause.® But the Duke ofArgyll

had always been very civil to me, and had paid me a visit in

London. They were now at the castle. Should I go and paymy
respects there? Mr. Johnson was clear that I ought. But in his

usual way, he was very shy ofdesiring to be there himself. His

pride of character has ever made him keep alooffrom any ap-

pearance of courting the great. Besides, he was impatient to

get to Glasgow, where he expected letters. At the same time,

he was secretly not unwilling to have attention paid him by so

great a chieftain and so exalted a nobleman. He insisted I

should not go to the castle this day before dinner, as it would
look like asking an invitation. “But,” said I, “if the Duke asks

’ A Scots legal term; the published Tom has the English equivalent pomded.
‘ The complications of the Douglas Cause can hardly be unravelled in a footnote, but
the text requires some elucidation. Lady Jane Douglas, sister of the Duke of Douglas,

after remaining single until she was forty-eight, secretly married in 1 746 Col.John Stew-
art, later baronet of Grandtully, but at that time a penniless Jacobite adventurer. It

was maintained that on 1 0 July 1 748, at Fans, LadyJane had given birth to twin sons,

Archibald and Sholto. Sholto died in his fifth year, but on the death of the Duke of

Douglas, Archibald was declared heir to the estates and assumed the name of Douglas.

An action was brought by the Duke of Hamilton, the heir-male, contending that

Archibald Stewart Douglas was not the son of Lady Jane, but was a French child

named Mignon, abducted by Col. Stewart fi:om his parents in Paris. Both parties to

the suit were minors, the true moving spirits being the dowager duchesses of Douglas

and Hamilton. The Duchess of Douglas, Archibald Douglas’s protector, was an old,

shrewd, eccentric Scotswoman; the Duchess of Hamilton, a young and impulsive Irish

girl, whose fabulous beauty, in the days when she was Elizabeth Gunning, had caused

mobs to follow her in London. In July 1767 the Court of Session, by the casting vote

of the Lord President, found Archibald Douglas to be ml the child of Lady .Jane

Douglas. An appeal was made to the House of Lords, which on 37 February 1769

reversed the decision after strong speeches for Douglas by Lord Chancellor Camden and

Lord ChiefJustice Mansfield. Douglas was later raised to the peerage. Boswell, from

the moment of his admission to the bar in 1 766, had been a convinced and intemperate

advocate of Douglas. He filled the newspapers with Infiammatory paragraphs and pub-

lished a short “novel,” Dorando, a thinly veiled allegory of the Douglas Cause, in which

uncomplimentary remarks were made concerning the Duchess ofHamilton. It remains

only to add that the Duchess of Argyll ofour text is the Duchess of Hamilton. Widowed
in 1758, she had married in 1759 Col. John Campbell, who in 1770 succeeded to the

Dukedom of Argyll.
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US to dine with him tomorrow, shall wc accept?” “Yes, sir,”

said he. I think he added, “to be sure.” But he said,“He won’t

ask us.” I mentioned how disagreeable my company would be

to the Duchess. Mr. Johnson treated this objection with a

manly disdain. “That, sir,” said he, “he must settle with his

wife.” We dined well. I went to the castle just about the time

when I supposed the ladies would be gone from dinner. I sent

in my name, and was introduced. Found the amiable Duke

sitting at the head of his table, with Campbell of Airds and

several more gentlemen. I was very graciously received, drank

some claret, and gave some particulars of the curious journey

which I had been making with Dr. Johnson. When we rose

from table, the Duke came close to me, and said, “I hope you

and Dr. Johnson will dine with us tomorrow.” I thanked his

grace, but told him Mr. Johnson was in a great hurry to get

back to London. The Duke, with an obliging complacency,

said, “He will stay one day; and I will take care he shall see

this place to advantage.” I said I should be sure to let him

know his grace’s invitation. This was as well as could be wished.

As I was going away, the Duke said, “Mr. Boswell, won’t you

have some tea?” I thought it as well to put over the meeting

with the Duchess this night; so respectfully agreed. I was con-

ducted to the drawing-room by the Duke, who announced my
name. But the Duchess took not the least notice of me. I did

not mind this, as the Duke was exceedingly civil. Lady Betty

Hamilton* made tea, and I had some. Miss Sempill, with whom
I was pretty well acquainted, hardly acknowledged me, I sup-

pose for fear of offending the Duchess. Miss Campbell of Gar-

rick talked a little with me.
I was accompanied to the inn by Mr. David Campbell,

Writer to the Signet, one of the clan, whom I found at his

chiefs board. He sat a good while with Mr. Johnson and me,

and seemed to relish much Mr, Johnson’s forcible conversa-

* The Duchess’s only daughter by her first husband. She later made an unhappy mar-
riage with the Earl of Derby.
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tion. The Ayrshire election was mentioned. I told Mr, John-
son there were some gentlemen in the county who, from a

notion of independency, resolved to oppose every candidate

who was supported by the peers. “Foolish fellows,” said he.

“Don’t they see that they are as much dependent upon the

peers one way as t’other? The peers have only to oppose a can-

didate to get him success. It is said the only way to make a pig

go forward is to pull him back by the tail. These people must
be treated like pigs.” He was much pleased with the Duke’s

invitation, and most readily accepted it.

MONDAY 25 OCTOBER. My acquaintance, the Rev. Mr.

John Macaulay, 1 one ofthe ministers of Inveraray and brother

to Mr. Kenneth at Cawdor, came to us this morning, and I

think breakfasted with us. We then, accompanied by him,

walked to the castle, where I presented Mr. Johnson to the

Duke. We were shown through the house; and I never shall

forget the enchanting impression made upon my fancy by
some of the ladies’ maids tripping about in neat morning

dresses. After seeing nothing for a long time but rusticity, their

elegance delighted me; and I could have been a knight-errant

for them.* Such is my amorous constitution.

We then had a little low one-horse chair, in which I drove

us about the place, Mr. Macaulay riding before us on a good

large horse. Mr, Johnson was much pleased with the remark-

able grandeur and improvements about Inveraray. He said,

“What I admire here is the total defiance of expense.” He
thought the castle too low, and wished it had been a storey

higher. I need not have said “he wished.” It was only his opin-

,

ion. We did not ascend Duniquoich.

When we came in before dinner, we found the Duke and

some gentlemen in the hall. Mr. Johnson was much pleased

with the large collection of arms, which are excellently dis-

‘ Lord Macaulay’s grandfather.

2 “On reflection, at the distance of several years, I wonder that my venerable fellow-

traveller should have read this passage without censuring my levity.”

—

^Bosweu,.
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posed there. I told what he had said to Sir Alexander Mac-

donald of his ancestors’ not suffering their arms to rust.“Well,”

said the Doctor, “but let us be glad we live in times when arms

may rust. We can sit today at his grace’s table without any risk

of being attacked, and perhaps sitting down again wounded.”

(He expressed being wounded or maimed, by words which I

do not precisely remember.) The Duke placed him by himself

at table. I happened to sit in the middle, so that it was my duty

to give about the soup, which I did with all imaginable ease,

though conscious of the Duchess’s peevish resentment. I was

in fine spirits, and offered her grace some. I was in the right

to be quite unconcerned, if I could. I was the Duke ofArgyll’s

guest, and he had nothing to do with the Duchess of Hamil-

ton’s foolish anger.

I knew it was not the rule here to drink to anybody. But

that I might have the satisfaction for once to look the Duchess,

in the face, with a glass in my hand, I rose a little and with a

respectful air addressed her: “My lady Duchess, I have the

honour to drink your grace’s good health.” I think I repeated

all these words audibly and with a steady countenance. This

was rather too much. But she had set me at defiance.

She was very attentive to Mr. Johnson. I know not how a

middle state came to be mentioned. She asked Mr. Johnson

something about it.“Madam,”said he,“your own relation Mr.

Archibald Campbell can teU you better about it. He was a

bishop of the Nonjurant Communion, and wrote a book upon

that subject.” He engaged to get it for her grace. He gave a

full history of Mr. Archibald Campbell, which I am sorry I do

not recollect particularly He mentioned his saying of Lord

Townshend, “For though a Whig, he had humanity.” He said

he had been bred a violent Whig, but afterwards kept better

•When Boswell was with Johnson at Oxford in the summer of 1784, Johnson wrote a

note on Campbell in a blank page of Boswell’s Journal, This note, which Boswell dated

15 June 1784 (though under 9 June in life, IV. a86), is preserved with the MS, page

667 verso, See the facsimile. There are no verbal differences between the MS and the

text as Boswell printed it, except that the nonsensical "He lived in 1 743 or —44” of

the published text reads correctly in the MS, “died,”
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company, and became a Tory. He said this with a fine smile,

in pleasant allusion, as I thought, to the opposition between
the political principles of the Duke’s clan and his own.
Luxury was introduced. He defended it. "We have now,”

said he, “a splendid dinner before us” (or words to that effect)

.

"Which of all these dishes is unwholesome?” The Duke as-

serted that he had observed the grandees of Spain diminished

in their size by luxury. Mr. Johnson politely acquiesced in any
observation which the Duke himself had made, but said that

man must be very different firom all other animals if he is di-

minished by good living, for the size of all other animals is

increased by it. I said something of my belief in the second

sight. The Duchess said, “I fancy (or“I suppose”) you will be a

Methodist.” This was the only sentence she ever deigned to

utter to me; and I take it for granted she thought it a good hit

on my credulity in the Douglas Cause.

A Colonel Livingstone was there, the Member for the County

ofArgyll. He talked a bit vaguely; and the result was that Mr.

Johnson afterwards remarked of him, “A mighty misty man,

the Colonel.”* I told Mr. Johnson a remark which I made.

The Duke wanted to show a specimen of marble. He sent the

Colonel for it, who brought a wrong piece; upon which he

had to go back again to the other room, where it lay. He was

conscious of an appearance of servility, but could not rebel.

As he walked away, he whistled, to show his independency.

Mr. Johnson thought this a nice trait of character.

He talked a great deal, and was so entertaining that Lady

Betty Hamilton went and placed her chair next his, leaned

upon it, and listened eagerly. It would have made a fine pic-

ture to have drawn the sage and her at this time in their sev-

eral attitudes. He did not know all the while that it was a

princess ofthe blood who thus listened to him. I told him after-

wards. I never saw him so gentle and complaisant as this day.

‘There is a large defect at the bottom of this page (669), involving this sentence and the

preceding. There is no doubt as to Boswell's meaning or as to the identity of the person

mentioned, but some of the words here printed may not be his own.
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We went to tea. The Duke and I walked up and down the

drawing-room, conversing. The Duchess persevered in her

aversion to me, for which I I'eally made allowance, consider-

ing how deeply she was interested for her son’s cause, which

I had opposed most heartily in every respect.

She made Mr. Johnson come and sit by her, while® she

served him with tea. I heard her say something® of people be-

ing bad, and not what he thought them. He did not under-

stand her, but I well knew it referred to me. I told him after-

wards, and he thought it poor. She asked him why he made

his journey so late in the year. “Why, madam,” said he, “you

know Mr. Boswell must attend the Court of Session, and it

does not rise till the twelfth of August.” She said, with spite,

“I know nothing of Mr. Boswell.” I heard this, and despised it,

It was weak as well as impertinent. Poor Lady Lucy Douglas,

to whom I mentioned it, observed, “She knew too much of Mr.

Boswell.”’ I shall make no remark on her grace’s speech, I in-

deed felt it as rather too severe; but when I recollected that my
punishment was inflicted by so dignified a beauty, I had that

kind of consolation which a man would feel who is strangled

by a siLken cord. Dr. Johnson was all attention to her grace. I

never saw him so courtly. He had afterwards a droll expression

upon her dignity of three titles: Hamilton, Brandon, Argyll.

He called her a Duchess with three tails.®

He was well pleased with our visit to the Duke, who was ex-

ceedingly polite to him; and upon his complaining ofthe shel-

ties, which he had hitherto rode, being too small for him, his

gracetold himheshould haveagood horse to carryhim nextday.

' The bottom of this page is musing, and cannot be supplied from the printed Tmr.

The words between “while” and “something” are an editorial guess.
' At the top of this page (679) appesu^ a note indicating that Boswell was writing on

97 August 178a.
^MS defective. The next two sentences are supplied from the printed Tour’, but the

missing passage in the MS was probably only about half as long as this.

* The Buchess’s first husband was Duke of Hamilton in the peerage of Scotland and
Duke of Brandon in the peerage of Great Britain. Besides bung a baroness in her own
right, she was successively the wife of two dukes and the mother of four—^probably a

record.
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Mr. John Macaulay passed the evening with us at our inn.

. . . “ at this, and challenged him hotly—“Mr. Macaulay, Mr.
Macaulay! Don’t you know it m very rude to cry eh! eh! when
one is talking?” Poor Macaulay had nothing to say for him-
self. But the truth is, it was a sin of ignorance, or mere rus-

ticity. Afterwards, when Mr. Johnson spoke of people whose
principles were good but whose practice was faulty, Mr. Mac-
aulay said he had no notion ofpeople being in earnest in their

good professions, whose practice was not suitable. The Doctor
grew angry, and said, “Are you so ignorant of human nature,

sir, as not to know that a man may“ be very sincere in good
principles, without having good practice?”

Dr. Johnson was unquestionably in the right; and whoever

examines himselfcandidly will be satisfied of it, though the in-

consistency between principles and practice is greater in some

men than in others.

I recollect very little of this night’s conversation. 1 am sorry

that indolence came upon me towards the conclusion of our

journey, so that I did not write down what passed with the

same assiduity as during the greatest part of it.“

TUESDAY a6 OCTOBER. Mr. Macaulay breakfasted with

us, nothing hurt or dismayed by his last night’s correction. Be-

ing aman ofgood sense,he had ajust admirationof Dr.Johnson.

Either yesterday morning or this, I communicated to Dr.

Johnson, from Mr. Macaulay’s information, the news that Dr.

Beattie had got a pension of two hundred pounds a year. He
sat up in his bed, clapped his hands, and cried, “O brave we!”

—a peculiar exclamation of his when he rejoices.^

’ Defect in the MS. “At our inn” is supplied from the printed text j but there are thirty

or forty more words missing, to which &ere is nothing corresponding in the published

Tour.

“ Here theMS ends, and the remainder ofthe text is that of the third edition ofthe Tour.

It should be noted that Boswell in the printed Tour makes no reference to the fact that

he was writing this portion years after the events. Apparently he had kept some kind

of memoranda, but his observation in the entry for S9 October (ante, p. 346) shows

that they must have been very imperfect. He had, however, the benefit ofJohnson’s

perusal through this portion.

^ “Having mentioned, more than once, that my Journal was perused by Dr. Johnson,
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As we sat over our tea, Mr. Home’s tragedy oi Douglas was

mentioned. I put Dr. Johnson in mind that once, in a coffee-

house at Oxford, he called to old Mr. Sheridan,“How came you,

sir, to give Home a gold medal for writing that foolish play?"

and defied Mr. Sheridan to show ten good lines in it. He did

not insist they should he together, but that there were not ten

good lines in the whole play. He now persisted in this. I en-

deavoured to defend that pathetic and beautiful tragedy, and

repeated the following passage:— Sincerity,

Thou first of virtues! let no mortal leave

Thy onward path, although the earth should gape,

And from the gulf of hell destruction cry,

To take dissimulation’s winding way.

JOHNSON. “That will not do, sir. Nothing is good but what is

consistent with truth or probability, which this is not. Juvenal,

indeed, gives us a noble picture of inflexible virtue;

Esto bonus miles, tutor bonus, arbiter idem
Integer: ambiguae si quando citabere testis,

Inccrtacque rei, Phalaris licet imperet, ut sis

Falsus, et admoto dictet perjuria tauro,

Summum crede nefas animam praeferre pudori,

Et propter vitam vivendi perdere causas.’’*

He repeated the lines with great force and dignity; then

added, “And after this, comes Johnny Home with his earth

gapingi and his destruction pooh!”®

I think it proper to informmy readers that this is the last paragraph which he read.”

—

Boswell. It is the editors’ impression that the remainder of the Journal was not written

out until the summer of 1785, when Boswell was revising his MS for the printer.

*“An honest guardian, arbitrator just,

Be thou; thy station deem a sacred trust.

With thy good sword maintain thy country’s cause;

In every action venerate its laws;

The lie suborn’d if falsely urg’d to swear,

Though torture wait thee, torture firmly bear;

To forfeit honour, think die highest shame,
And life too dearly bought by loss of fame;
Nor, to preserve it, with thy virtue give

That for which only man should wish to live,”—^Boswell. He attributes the translation to a “friend,” i.e., Malone.
3 “I am sorry that I was unlucky in my quotation. But notwithstanding the acuteness

of Dr. Johnwn’s criticism, and the power of his ridicule, the tragedy of Dtuglas still

continues to be generally and deservedly admired.”

—

Boswell.
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While we were lamenting the number of ruined religious

buildings which we had lately seen, I spoke with peculiar feel-

ing of the miserable neglect of the chapel belonging to the

Palace of Holyrood House, in which are deposited the remains

ofmany of the kings of Scotland, and ofmany of our nobility.

I said it was a disgrace to the country that it was not repaired,

and particularly complained that my friend Douglas, the rep-

resentative of a great house and proprietor of a vast estate,

should suffer the sacred spot where his mother lies interred to

be unroofed, and exposed to all the inclemencies ofthe weather.^

Dr. Johnson, who, I know not how, had formed an opinion on
the Hamilton side in the Douglas Cause, slyly answered, “Sir,

sir, don’t be too severe upon the gentleman; don’t accuse him
ofwant of filial piety! LadyJane Douglas was not kis mother.”

He roused my zeal so much that I took the liberty to tell him
he knew nothing of the cause, which I do most seriously be-

lieve was the case.

We were now “in a country of bridles and saddles,” and set

out fully equipped. The Duke of Argyll was obliging enough

to mount Dr.Johnson on a stately steed from his grace’s stable.

My friend was highly pleased, andJoseph said, “He now looks

like a bishop.”

We dined at the inn at Tarbet, and at night came to Rossdhu,

the beautiful seatofSirJames Golquhoun,®on the banks ofLoch

Lomond, where I, and any friends whom I have introduced,

have ever been received with kind and elegant hospitality.

WEDNESDAY 27 OCTOBER. When I went into Dr.John-

son’s room this morning, I observed to him how wonderfully

courteous he had been at Inveraray, and said, “You were

quite a fine gentleman, when with the Duchess.” Heanswered,

* The earliest of Boswell’s publications to be traced is a blank-verse poem, “An Evening

Walk in the Abbey Church of Holyrood-house,” which appeared in the Scots Magazine

shortly before his eighteenth birthday. It expresses exactly the same sentiments as the

present passage. Douglas resented the publication of these remarks in the Toar, and

thereafter treated Boswell with great coldness.

* The father of Boswell’s Kitty Colquhoun, to whom he had written verses and with

whom he was at one time seriously in love.
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in good humour, ‘‘Sir, I look upon myself as a very polite

man”; and he was right, in a proper manly sense of the word.

As an immediate proof of it, let me observe, that he would not

send back the Duke ofArgyll’s horse without a letter ofthanks,

which I copied.

To his Grace the Duke ofArgyll

Rosadhu, Oct. 1773.

My Lord,—^That kindness which disposed your grace to supply me with

the horse, which I have now returned, will make you pleased to hear that

he has carried me well.

By my diligence in the little commission with which I was honoured by

theDuchess, I will endeavour to showhow highly I value the favours which

I have received, and how much I desire to be thought, my lord, your

grace’s most obedient, and most humble servant,

Sam. Johnson.

The Duke was so attentive to his respectable guest that on

the same day he wrote him an answer, which was received at

Auchinlcck;

To Dr, Johnson, Auehinleek, Ayrshire

Inveraray, Oct. 37, 1773.,

Sir,—I am glad to hear your journey from this place was not unpleasant,

in regard to your horse. I wish 1 could havesupplied you with good weather,

whidi I am afraid you felt the want of.

The Duchess of Argyll desires her compliments to you, and is much
obliged to you for remembering her commission. I am, sir, your most

obedient humble servant,

Argyll.

I am happy to insert every memorial of the honour done to

my great friend. Indeed, I was at all times desirous to preserve

the letters which he received from eminent persons, of which,

as of all other papers, he was very negligent; and I once pro-

posed to him that they should be committed to my care, as his

custos rotulorum. I msh he had complied with my request, as by
that means many valuable writings might have been pre-

served that are now lost.^

'This letter and the next are erroneously dated “Oct. a9” in the text.
• “Aa a remarkable instance of his negligence, I remember some years ago to have found
lying loose In, his study, and without the cover, which contained the address, a letter to

him from Lord Thurlow, to whom he had made an application as Chancellor, in be-
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After breakfast, Dr. Johnson and I were furnished with a

boat, and sailed about upon Loch Lomond and landed on
some of the islands which are interspersed. He was much
pleased with the scene, which is so well known by the accounts

of various travellers that it is unnecessary for me to attempt

any description of it.

I recollect none of his conversation, except that, when talking

of dress, he said, “Sir, were I to have anything fine, it should

be very fine. Were I to wear a ring, it should not be a bauble,

but a stone ofgreat value. Were I to wear a laced or embroid-

ered waistcoat, it should be very rich. I had once a very rich

laced waistcoat, which I wore the first night ofmy tragedy.”

Lady Helen Colquhoun being a very pious woman, the con-

versation after dinner took a religious turn. Her ladyship de-

fended the Presbyterian mode of public worship; upon which

Dr. Johnson delivered those excellent arguments for a form of

prayer which he has introduced into his Journey, .1 am myself

fully convinced that a form of prayer for public worship is in

general most decent and edifying. Solemnia verba have a kind

of prescriptive sanctity, and make a deeper impression on the

mind than extemporaneous effusions, in which, as we know
not what they are to be, we cannot readily acquiesce. Yet I

would allow also ofa certain portion of extempore address, as

occasion may require. This is the practice ofthe French Prot-

estant churches. And although the office of forming supplica-

tions to the throne ofheaven is, in my mind, too great a trust to

be indiscriminately committed to the discretion of every min-

ister, I do not mean to deny that sincere devotion may be ex-

perienced whenjoining in prayer with those who use no liturgy.

We were favoured with Sir James Golquhoun’s coach to

convey us in the evening to Cameron, the seat of Commissai7

half of a poor literary friend [Alexander Macbean]. It was expressed in such terms of

respect for Dr. Johnson that, In my zeal for his reputation, I remonstrated warmly with

him on his strange inattention, and obtainedhU permission to take a copy ofit; by which

probably it has been preserved, as the original I have reason to suppose is lost.”

—^Bo.swell.
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Smollett. Our satisfaction of finding ourselves again in a com-

fortable carriage was very great. We had a pleasing eonviction,

of the commodiousness of civilization, and heartily laughed at

tlie ravings of those absurd visionaries who have attempted to

persuade us of the superior advantages of a state of nature.

Mr, Smollett was a man ofconsiderable learning, with abun-

dance of animal spirits; so that he was a very good companion

for Dr. Johnson, who said to me, “We have had more solid

talk here than at any place where we have been.”

I remember Dr. Johnson gave us this evening an able and

eloquent discourse on the origin of evil, and on the consistency

ofmoral evil with the power and goodness of God. He showed

us how it arose from our free agency, an extinction of which

would be a still greater evil than any we experience. I know

not that he said anything absolutely new, but he said a great

deal wonderfully well; and perceiving us to be delighted and

satisfied, he concluded his harangue with an air of benevolent

triumph over an objection which has distressed many worthy

minds: “This then is the answer to the question, Triflei/ ri /to/cii-?”®

Mrs. Smollett whispered me that it was the best sermon she

had ever heard. Much do I upbraid myself for having neg-

lected to preserve it.

THURSDAY 28 OCTOBER.Mr. Smollett pleased Dr.John-
son by producing a collection ofnewspapers in the time of the

Usurpation, from which it appeared that all sorts of crimes

were very frequent during that horrible anarchy. By the side

of the high road to Glasgow, at some distance from his house,

he had erected a pillar to the memory of his ingenious kins-

man, Dr. Smollett; and he consulted Dr. Johnson as to an

inscription for it. Lord Karnes, who, though he had a great

store of knowledge, with much ingenuity and uncommon ac-

tivity of mind, was no profound scholar, had, it seems, recom-

mended an English inscription. Dr. Johnson treated this with

great contempt, saying, “An English inscription would be a

* “Whence is evil?”
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disgrace to Dr. Smollett”; and in answer to what Lord Karnes

had urged as to the advantage of its being in English, because

it would be generally understood, I observed that all to whom
Dr. Smollett’s merit could be an object of respect and imita-

tion would understand it as well in Latin; and that surely it

was not meant for the Highland drovers, or other such people

who pass and repass that way.

We were then shown a Latin inscription proposed for this

monument. Dr. Johnson sat down with an ardent and liberal

earnestness to revise it, and greatly improved it by several ad-

ditions and variations. I unfortunately did not take a copy of

it as it originally stood, but I have happily preserved every frag-

ment of what Dr. Johnson wrote.^

We had this morning a singular proofof Dr,Johnson’s quick

and retentive memory. Hay’s translation of Martial was lying

in a window. I said I thought it was pretty well done, and

showed him a particular epigram, I think of ten, but am cer-

tain of eight, lines. He read it, and tossed away the book, say-

ing, “No, it is not pretty well.” As I persisted in my opinion, he

said, “Why, sir, the original is thus” (and he repeated it)
;
“and

this man’s translation is thus”
;
and then he repeated that also,

exactly,thoughhe had never seen itbefore,and read it overonly

once, and that too without any intention of getting it by heart.

Here a post-chaise, which Ihad ordered from Glasgow, came

for us, and we drove on in high spirits. We stopped at Dum-
barton, and though the approach to the castle there is very

steep, Dr. Johnson ascended it with alacrity, and surveyed all

that was to be seen. During the whole of our tour he showed

uncommon spirit, could not bear to be treated like an old or

infirm man, and was very unwilling to accept of any assist-

ance; insomuch that, at our landing at Icolmkill,’ when Sir

Allan Maclean and I submitted to be carried on men’s shoul-

ders from the boat to the shore, as it could not be brought quite

‘ Boswell proceeds to give the'Vragments” byJohnson, and in a footnote prints the entire

epitaph. Johnson’s corrections were somewhat altered; as Boswell hints, for the worse.
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close to land, he sprjuig into the sea and waded vigorously out.

On our arrival at the Saracen’s Head Inn at Glasgow, I was

made happy by good accounts from home; and Dr. Johnson,

who had not received a single letter since wc left Aberdeen,

found here a great many, the perusal ofwhich entertained him

much. He enjoyed in imagination the comforts which we could

now command, and seemed to be in liigh glee. I remember, he

put a leg up on each side of the grate, and said, with a mock

solemnity, by way of soliloquy but loud enough for me to hear

it, “Here am I, an English man, sitting by a coal fire.”
.

FRIDAY 29 OCTOBER. The professors of the university

being informed of our arrival, Dr. Stevenson, Dr. Reid, and

Mr. Anderson breakfasted with us. Mr. Anderson accompa-

nied us while Dr. Johnson viewed this beautiful city. He had

told me that one day in London, when Dr. Adam Smith was

boasting of it, he turned to liim and said, “Pray, sir, have you

ever seen Brentford?” This was surely a strong instance of his

impatience and spirit ofcontradiction. I put him in mind of it

today, while he expressed his admiration of the elegant build-

ings, and whispered him, “Don’t you feel some remorse?”

We were received in the college by a number of the profes-

sors, who showed all due respect to Dr.Johnson; and then we

paid a visit to the principal, Dr. Leechman, at his own house,

where Dr. Johnson had the satisfaction of being told that his

name had been gratefully celebrated in one of the parochial

edngregations in the Highlands, as the person to whose influ-

ence it was chiefly owing that the New Testament was allowed

to be translated into the Erse language. It seems some political

members ofthe Society in Scotland for Propagating Christian

Knowledge, had opposed this pious undertaking, as tending to

preserve the distinction between the Highlanders and Low-
landers. Dr. Johnson wrote a long letter upon the subject to a

friend,^ which being shown to them, made them ashamed, and

^ William Druuunond, bookseller m EidiaburgHr Boswell printed the letter in the lAft
- under its date, 13 August 1766,
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afraid ofbeing publicly exposed; so they were forced to a com-
pliance. It is now in my possession, and is, perhaps, one of the

best productions of his masterly pen.

Professors Reid and Anderson, and the two Messieurs Foulis,

the Elzevirs of Glasgow, dined and drank tea with us at our
inn, after which the professors went away; and I, having a let-

ter to write, left my fellow-traveller with Messieurs Foulis.

Though good and ingenious, men, they had that unsettled

speculative mode of conversation which is offensive to a man
regularly taught at an English school and university. I found

that, instead of listening to the dictates of the sage, they had

teased him with questions and doubtful disputations. He came
in a flutter to me and desired I might come back again, for he

could not bear these men.“0 ho! sir,” said I, “you are flying

to me for refuge!” He never, in any situation, was at a loss for

a ready repartee. He answered, with quick vivacity, "It is of

two evils choosing the least.” I was delighted with this flash

bursting from the cloud which hung upon his mind, closed my
letter directly, and joined the company.

We supped at Professor Anderson’s.The general impression

upon my memory is that we had not much conversation at

Glasgow, where the professors, like their brethren at Aberdeen,

did not venture to expose themselves much to the battery of

cannon which they knew might play upon them. Dr. Johnson,

who was fully conscious of his own superior powers, afterwards

praised Principal Robertson for his caution in this respect. He
said to me, “Robertson, sir, was in the right. Robertson is a

man of eminence, and the head of a college at Edinburgh. He
had a character to maintain, and did well not to risk its being

lessened.”

SATURDAY 30 OCTOBER. We set out towards Ayrshire.

I sent Joseph on to Loudoun, with a message tliat, if the Earl

was at home. Dr. Johnson and I would have the honour to

dine with him. Joseph met us on the road, and reported that

the Earl “jumped forjoy,” and said," I shall be very happy to



366 30 OCTOBER 1773 ILotidowi

see them.” Wc were received with a most pleasing courtesy by

his lordship, and by the Countess his mother, who, in her

ninety-fifth year, had all her faculties quite unimpaired. Tliis

was a very cheering sight to Dr.Johnson, who had an extraor-

dinary desire for long life. Her ladyship was sensible and

well-informed, and had seen a great deal of the world. Her

lord had held several high offices, and she was sister to the

great Earl of Stair.

I cannot here refrain from paying a just tribute to the char-

acter of John, Earl of Loudoun, who did more service to the

county of Ayr in general, as well as to individuals in it, than

any man we have ever had.^ It is painful to think that he met

with much ingratitude from persons both in high and low rank;

but such was his temper, such his knowledge of “base man-

kind,”* that, as if he had expected no other return, his mind

was never soured, and he retained his good humour and be-

nevolence to the last. The tenderness of his heart was proved

in 1745-6, when he had an important command in the High-

lands, and behaved with a generous humanity to the unfortu-

nate. I cannot figure a more honest politician; for, though his

interest in our county was great, and generally successful, he

not only did not deceive by fallacious promises, but was anx-

ious that people should not deceive themselves by too sanguine

expectations. His kind and dutiful attention to his mother was

unremitted. At his house was true hospitality; a plain but a

plentiful table; and every guest, being left at perfect freedom,

felt himselfquite easy and happy. While I live, I shall honour

the memory of this amiable man.
At night,we advanced a few miles farther, to the house ofMr.

Campbell of Treesbank, who was married to one ofmy wife’s

sisters,and were entertained veryagreeably by a worthycouple.

SUNDAY 31 OCTOBER. We reposed here in tranquillity.

Dr. Johnson was pleased to find a numerous and excellent col-

^He was Gommander-in-Ghief of the Forces in America, 1756-7.
* ‘“The unwilling gratitude of base mankind.’—

P

ope” (Boswell).
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lection of books, which had mostly belonged to the Reverend
Mr, John Campbell, brother of our host.^ I was desirous to

have procured for my fellow-traveller today the company of

Sir John Cuninghame of Caprington, whose castle was but

two miles from us. He was a very distinguished scholar, was
long abroad, and during part of the time lived much with the

learned Cunningham, the opponent of Bentley as a critic upon
Horace. He wrote Latin with great elegance, and, what is very

remarkable, read Homer and Ariosto through every year. I

wrote to him to request he would come to us, but unfortunately

he was prevented by indisposition.

MONDAY I NOVEMBER. Though Dr.Johnson was lazy

and averse to move, I insisted that he should go with me and

pay a visit to the Countess ofEglinton, mother of the late and

present Earl. I assured him he would find himself amply rec-

ompensed for the trouble, and he yielded to my solicitations,

though with some unwillingness. We were well mounted, and
had not many miles to ride. He talked of the attention that

is necessary in order to distribute our charity judiciously, “If

thoughtlessly done, we may neglect the most deserving ob-

jects; and, as every man has but a certain proportion to give,

if it is lavished upon those who first present themselves, there

may be nothing left for such as have a better claim. A man
should first relieve those who are nearly connected with him,

by whatever tie; and then, if he has anything to spare, may
extend; his bounty to a wider circle.”

As.we passed very near the castle of Dundonald, which wa,s

one of the many residencies of the kings of Scotland, and in

which {Robert the Second lived and died, Dr.Johnson wished

to survey it particularly. It stands on a beautiful rising ground,

which is seen at a great distance on several quarters, and from

whence there is an extensive prospect of the rich district of

Cunninghame, the western sea, the Isle ofArran, and a part

^ One of Boswell’s early publications was an epitaph on the Rev. John Campbell. See

Scots Magazine^ April 1761 (xxiii.a04).



36B I NOVKMUKK J 7 7 a [Auchm

of the northern coast of Ireland. It has long been unroofed;

and, though of considerable .size, we could not, by any power

of imagination, figure it as having been a suitable habitation

for majesty. Dr.Johnson, to irritate my old Scottish enthusi-

asm, was veryjocular on the homely accommodation of “King

Bob,” and roared and laughed till the ruins echoed.

Lady Eglinton, though she was now in her eighty-fifth year,

and had lived in the retirement of the country for almost half

a century, was still a very agreeable woman. She was of the

noble house of Kennedy, and had all the elevation which the

consciousness of such birth inspires.^ Her figure was majestic,

her manners high-bred, her reading extensive, and her con-

versation elegant. Shehad been die admiration ofthe gay circles

of life, and the patroness of poets.® Dr. Johnson was delighted

with his reception here. Her principles in church and state

were congenial with his. She knew all his merit, and had

heard much of him from her son, Earl Alexander, who loved

to cultivate the acquaintance of men of talents in every de-

partment.

All who knew his lordship will allow that his understanding

and accomplishments were ofno ordinary rate. From the gay

habits which he had early acquired, he spent too much of his

time with men, and in pursuits, far beneath such a mind as his.

He afterwards became sensible of it, and turned his thoughts

to objects of importance; but was cut off in the prime of his

life,® I cannot speak but with emotions ofthe most affectionate

regret, of one in whose company many ofmy early days were

passed, and to whose kindness I was much indebted.

Often must I have occasion to upbraid myselfthat soon after

our return to the mainland, I allowed indolence to prevail over

^ Boswell here pays a compliment to his Influential friend Lord Cassillis, who was a

Kennedy, and a nephew of the Countess of Eglinton.
® Especially of Allan Ramsay, who presented her with an autograph MS of Tht GtoUt

Shepherd, which she gave to Boswell in 17J7.
*Lord Eglinton was shot and killed by Mungo Campbell, a poacher on his estate, in

1769, at the age of forty-six. It was Eglinton who, in 1760, introduced Boswell “into

the circles of the great, the gay, and the ingenious.”
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me so much as to shrink from tlie labour of continuing my
Journal with the same minuteness as before;* sheltering my-
self in the thought that we had done with the Hebrides, and
not considering that Dr.Johnson’s memorabilia were likely to

be more valuable when we were restored to a more polished

society. Much has thus been irrecoverably lost.

In the course of our conversation this day, it came out that

Lady Eglinton was married the year before Dr.Johnson was
born; upon which she graciously said to him that she might

have been his mother, and that she now adopted him; and
when we were going away, she embraced him, saying, “My
dear son, farewell!”® My friend was much pleased with this

day’s entertainment, and owned that I had done well to force

him out.

TUESDAY 2 NOVEMBER. We were now in a country not

only “of saddles and bridles,” but of post-chaises; and having

ordered one from Kilmarnock, we got to Auchinleck before

dinner.

My father was not quite a year and a half older than Dr.

Johnson,but his conscientious discharge of his laborious duty as

ajudge in Scotland (where the law proceedings are almost all

in writing), a severe complaint which ended in his death, and

the loss of niy mother, a woman of almost unexampled piety

and goodness, had before this time in some degree affected his

spirits,, and rendered him less disposed to exert his faculties;

for he had originally a very strong mind and cheerful temper.

He assured me he never had felt one moment ofwhat is called

low spirits, or uneasiness without a real cause. He had a great

^ There ia a lapse of memory here, for, as wc have seen (p. 345, n. i) it was at Loch»

buie’s in Mull that Boswell left off writing his Journal. This passage, one at the close

of as October, and another after the entry for 1 1 November, show that he kept rough

notes for at least a part of the remainder of the tour, and ofJohnson’s second visit to

Edinburgh, through 1 1 November.

“Johnson preserves a bit which Boswell had forgotten; “She called Boswell the boy.

‘Yes, Madam,* said I, 'we will send him to school.’ ‘IJe is already,’ said she, 'in a good

school’; and expressed her hope of-hia improvement” (Johnson to Mrs. Thi’ale, 3 Nov.

*773)- AA,
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many good stories, which he told uncommonly well, and he

was remarkable for“humour, incoliimi Lord Mon-

boddo used to characterize it. His age, his office, and his char-

acter had long given him an acknowledged claim to great

attention, in whatever company he was; and he could ill brook

any diminution of it. He was as sanguine a Whig and Pres-

byterian as Dr.Johnson was a Tory and Church of England

man; and as he had not much leisure to be informed of Dr.

Johnson’s great merits by reading his works, he had a partial

and unfavourable notion of him, founded on his supposed po-

litical tenets, which were so discordant to his own that, in-

stead of speaking ofhim with tliat respect to which he was en-

titled, he used to call him “a Jacobite fellow.” Knowing all

this, I should not have ventured to bring them together, had

not my father, out of kindness to me, desired me to invite

Dr.Johnson to his house.

I was very anxious that all should be well; and begged ofmy
friend to avoid three topics, as to which they diffei'cd very

widely: Whiggism, Presbyterianism, and—Sir John Pringle.^

He said courteously, “I shall certainly not talk on subjects

which I am told are disagreeable to a gentleman under whose

roof I am; especially, I shall not do so to yourfather."

Our &st day went off very smoothly. It rained, and we

could not get out; but my father showed Dr. Johnson his li-

brary, which, in curious editions of the Greek and Roman
classics, is, I suppose, not excelled by any private collection in

Great Britain. My father had studied at Leyden and been very

intiinate with the Gronovii and other learned men there. He
was a sound scholar, and, in particular, had collated man-

uscripts and different editions ofAnacreon, and others of the

Gredc lyric poets, with great care; so that my friend and he

had much matter for conversation, without touching on the

fatal topics of difference.

^ Sir John Pringle’s liberal religious views and his friendship with Benjamin Franklin
Were probably the reason for Johnson’s pxgudice agidnst Mm. They never became
acquainted.
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Dr. Johnson found here Baxter’s Anacreon, which he told

me he had long inquired for in vain, and began to suspect

there was no such book. Baxter was the keen antagonist of

Barnes. His life is in the Biographia Britannica. My father has
written many notes on this book, and Dr.Johnson and I talked

of having it reprinted.

WEDNESDAY 3 NOVEMBER. It rained all day, and gave
Dr. Johnson an impression of that incommodiousness of cli-

mate in the West, of which he has taken notice in his Joumey\

but, being well accommodated and furnished with variety of

books, he was not dissatisfied.

Some gentlemen of the neighbourhood came to visit my
father, but there was little conversation. One of them asked

Dr.Johnson how he liked the Highlands. The question seemed

to irritate him, for he answered, “How, sir, can you ask me
what obliges me to speak unfavourably of a country where I

have been hospitably entertained?Who can like the Highlands?

I like the inhabitants very well.” The gentleman asked no more
questions. 1

Let me now make up for the present neglect by again glean-

ing from the past. At Lord Monboddo’s, after the conversation

upon the decrease of learning in England, his lordship men-

tioned Hermes by Mr. Harris of Salisbury, as the work ofa liv-

ing author for whom he had a great respect. Dr.Johnson said

nothing at the time, but when we were in our post-chaisc, told

me he thought Harris “a coxcomb.” This he said of him not

as a man but as an author; and I give his opinions ofmen and

books, faithfully, whether they agree with my own or not. I do

admit, that there always appeared to me something ofaffecta-

tion in Mr. Harris’s manner of writing; something of a habit

of clothing plain thoughts in analytic and categorical formal-

ity. But all his writings are imbued with learning; and all

breathe that philanthropy and amiable disposition, which

distinguished him as a man.^

1 “This gentleman, though devoted to the study of grammar and dialectics, was not so
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At another t-iinc during; our tour, he drew the character ofa

rapacious Highland chief with Ihe strength of Theophrastus

or La Bruyere; concluding with these words; “Sir, he has no

more the soul ofa chiefthan an attonicy who has twenty houses

in a street, and considers how much he can make by them."^

He tliis day, when we were by ourselves, observed, how

common it was for people to talk from books; to retail the

sentiments of others, and not their own; in short, to converse

without any originality of thinking. He was pleased to say,

“You and I do not talk from books.”

THURSDAY 4 NOVEMBER, 1 was glad to have at length a

very fine day, on wliich I could show Dr.Johnson the Place

ofmy family, which he has honoured with so much attention

in his Journey. He is, however, mistaken in thinking that the

Celtic name, Auchinleck, has no relation to the natural appear-

ance of it. I believe every Celtic name of a place will be found

very descriptive. Auchinleck docs not signify a stony field

i

as he

has said, but afield offlagstones; and this place lias a number of

rocks which abound in stiata of tliat kind. 'I’hc “sullen dignity

of the old castle,” as he has forcibly expressed it, delighted him

exceedingly. On one side of the rock 011 which its ruins stand

runs the river Lugar, which is here of considerable breadth.

absoifaed in it as to be without a sense of pleasantry, or' to be offended at his favourite

topics being treated ligfhtly. I one day met him in the street, as I was hastening to the

House of Lords, and told him I was sorry I could not stop, being rather too late to

attend an appeal of the Duke of Hamilton against Douglas. ‘I thought,’ said he, ‘their

contest had been over long ago.’ I answered, ‘The contest concerning Douglas's filia-

tion was over long ago; but the contest now is, who shall have the estate.’ Then, assum-
ing the air of ‘an ancient sage philosopher,’ I proceeded thus: 'Were I to priAealt con-

cerning him, I should say, the contest formerly was, What is he? The contest now is,

What Aif he?’—^"Rlght,’ replied Mr Harris, smiling; ‘you have done with qutdtty, and
have got into qaanlUy' ”—Boswux.
’ The reader will recognize this paragraph and the preceding as repetitions. They were
not, of course, repetitions in the published Tout, for Boswell deleted them (the first in

the MS, the second after the text was set up) under the dates of their occurrence. (See
ante. pp. 58 and 117.) Their inclusion here means (probably) that he had run back
through the entire MS and reconsidered his deletions The ultimate inclusion of the
anecdote concemmg Sir Alexander Macdonald Is important, for it seems to have been
to remove this very passage that Boswell cancelled leaf M4. He was therefore somewhat
less than candid when he assured Macdonald that rm offensive passage had been re-

moved, Actually, he had merely transferred it to another place in the volume and pre-
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and is bordered by other high rocks, shaded with wood. On
the other side runs a brook, skirted in the same manner, but on
a smaller scale. I cannot figure a more romantic scene.

I felt myself elated here, and expatiated to my illustrious

mentor on the antiquity and honourable alliances ofmy fam-

ily, and on the merits of its founder, Thomas Boswell, who was
highly favoured by his sovereign, James IV of Scotland, and
fell with him at the battle of Flodden Field

;
and in the glow of

what, I am sensible, will, in a commercial age, be considered

as genealogical enthusiasm, did not omit to mention what I

was sure my friend would not think lightly of, my relation^ to

the Royal Personage, whose liberality, on his accession to the

throne, had given him comfort and independence. I have, in a

former page, acknowledgedmy pride ofancient blood, in which

I was encouraged by Dr. Johnson; my readers therefore will

not be surprised at my having indulged it on this occasion.

Not far from the old castle is a spot ofconsecrated earth, on

which may be traced the foundations of an ancient chapel,

dedicated to St. Vincent, and where in old times “was the place

of graves” for the family. It grieves me to think that the re-

mains ofsanctity here, which were considerable, were dragged

away and employed in building a part ofthe house ofAuchin-

leck of the middle age, which was the family residence till my
father erected that “elegant modern mansion,” of which Dr.

Johnson speaks so handsomely. Perhaps this chapel may one

day be restored.

Dr. Johnson was pleased when I showed him some vener-

able old trees under the shade of which my ancestors had

walked. He exhorted me to plant assiduously, as my father had

done to a great extent.

As I wandered with my revered friend in the groves of

sented it without Macdonald’s name. But no reader could ever have had any doubt as

to the identity of the “rapacious Highland chief.”

t Through his mother’s family, the Ersklnes, Boswell was descended from John, 3rd

Earl of Lennox, grandfather of Lord Damley. Damley’s son, James I of England, was

the common ancestor ofGeorge III and Prince Charles Edward. See n. 6, a/tfc, p. 163.
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Aiu'hinleck, I ttiUl him Ih.tl ii 1 surviveil hiiUj it wiis my inten-

titm to erect ii mouumeut to him here, tunoitg scenes wludi,

in my inintl, were all classical; foi in my ytnith 1 had appro-

priated to them many of the dc'sciiptions of tlu' Roman poets.

He could not bear to have death presented to him in any

shape, for his constitutional melancholy made the king of ter-

rors more frightful. He turned off tlic subject, saying, “Sir, I

hope to see your grandchildren!”

This forenoon he observed some cattle without horns, of

which he has taken notice in his Journey

^

and seems undecided

whether they be of a particular race. His doubts appear to

have had no foundation, for my icspcctablc neighbour, Mr.

Fairlie, who, with aU his attention to agriculture, finds time

both for the classics and his friends, assures me they are a dis-

tinct species, and drat, when any of their calves have horns, a

mixture of breed can be traced. In conlinnalion of his opinion,

he pointed out to me the following passage hi Tacitus; “jVe

amentis quidm suus honors mt gloriaJtonHs*'^ {De Mo).Germ. §5),

which he wondered had escaped I)r. Johnson.

On the front of the house of Auchinlcck is this insciiption:

Quod pelis, hie est;

Est Ulubiis; animus si te non deficit aequus.’

It is characteristic ofthe founder; but the animus aequus is, alas!

not inheritable, nor the subject of devise. He always talked to

me as if it were in a man’s own power to attain it; but Dr.

Johnson told me that he owned to liim, when they were alone,

his persuasion that it was in a great measure constitutional, or

the ejBfect of causes which do not depend on ourselves, and

that Horax:e boasts too much when he says, ^'Mqwm mi anirmm

ipse parabo^*

FRIDAY 5 NOVEMBER. The Reverend Mr. Dun, our

* "Even the cattle have not their usual beauty or noble ”
’ What you seek is here, even in Ulubiae, if your mind is firm” (Horace, Eptstlts, I

» 29~3o) "Ulubrae, a town near the Pontine marshes of Latium, had been a byword
a^ngtheLatm authors foritsremoteiiessfromRome”(a B Tinker, roans'SffJwrt.p. 9)-
’ Horace, Eptsilts, 1 xvm i la.
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parish minister, who had dined with us yesterday with some
other company, insisted that Dr. Johnson and I should dine

with him today. This gave me an opportunity to show my
friend the road to the church, made by my father at a great

expense for above three miles on his own estate, through a
range ofwell-enclosed farms, with a row of trees on each side

of it. He called it the Via sacra^ and was very fond of it. Dr.

Johnson, though he held notions far distant from those of the

Presbyterian clergy, yet could associate on good terms with

them. One of them^ discovered a narrowness of information

concerning the dignitaries of the Church of England, among
whom may be found men ofthe greatest learning, virtue, and
piety, and of a truly apostolic character. He talked before Dr.

Johnson of fat bishops and drowsy deans; and, in short, seemed

to believe the illiberal and profane scofRngs of professed sati-

rists or vulgar railers. Dr.Johnson was so highly offended that

he said to him, “Sir, you know no more ofour church than a

Hottentot.” I was sorry that he brought this upon himself.

SATURDAY 6 NOVEMBER. I cannot be certain whether

it was on this day or a former that Dr. Johnson and my father

came in collision. If I recollect right, the contest began while

my father was showing him his collection of medals; and

Oliver Cromwell’s coin unfortunately introduced Charles the

First, and Toryism. They became exceedingly warm and vio-

lent, and I was very much distressed by being present at such

an altercation between two men, both ofwhom I reverenced;

yet I durst not interfere. It would certainly be very unbecom-

ing in me to exhibit my honoured father and my respected

friend as intellectual gladiators, for the entertainment of the

public; and therefore I suppress what would, I dare say, make

an interesting scene in this dramatic sketch—this account of

the transit ofJohnson over the Caledonian Hemisphere.*

^The Rev. Mr. Dun himself, as the first edition shows. Boswell later suppressed the

name out of consideration for the feelings of his old friend and tutor.

“ Sir Walter Scott furnished Croker with a detailed and brilliant account of this con-

versation, but like all Scott’s Boswelliam, it should be read as historical fiction, not as a
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Yet I tliiiik 1 may, without impropriety, mention one cir-

cumstance, as an instance ofmy father’s atUlvcss. Dr.Johnson

challenged him, as he did us all at Taliskcr, to point out any

theological works of merit written by Presbyterian ministers

in Scotland. My father, whose studies did not lie much in that

way, owned to me afterwards tliat he was somewhat at a loss

how to answer, but that luckily he recollected having read in

catalogues the title ofDurham on the Galatians', upon which he

boldly said, “Pray, sir, have you read Mr. Durham’s excellent

commentary on the Galatians?” “No, sir,” said Dr. Johnson.

By this lucky thoughtmy father kept him at bay, and for some

time enjoyed his triumph; but his antagonist soon made a re-

tort, which I forbear to mention.

In the course of their altercation, Whiggism and Presbyteri-

anism, Toryism and Episcopacy, were terribly buffeted. My
worthy hereditary friend, SirJohn Pringle, never having been

mentioned, happily escaped without a bruise.

My father’s opinion of Dr.Johnson may be conjectured from

the name he afterwards gave him, which was “Ursa Major.”

But it is not true, as has been reported, that it was in conse-

quence of my saying that he was a constellation of genius and

literature. It was a sly abrupt expression to one of his brethren

on the bench of the Court of Session, in which Dr. Johnson

was then standing, but it was not said in his hearing.

SUNDAY 7 NOVEMBER. My father and I went to public

worship in our parish-church, in which I regretted that Dr.

Johnson would notjoin us; for, though we have there no form

ofprayer nor magnificent solenmity, yet, as God is worshipped

in spirit and in truth, and the same doctrines preached as in

the Church of England,my friendwould certainly have shown
more liberality had he attended. I doubt not, however, but he

employed his time in private to very good purpose. His uniform

record of fact. According to Scott, when Johnson challenged Lord Auchinleck to say
what good Cromwell had ever done to his country, the old judge replied, *‘God,
Doctor I he gart kings ken that they had a lith in their neck.’* (He taught king^ that
they had a joint in their necks.)
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and fervent piety was manifested onmany occasions during our
tour which I have not mentioned. His reason for not joining

in Presbyterian worship has been recorded in a former page.^

MONDAY 8 NOVEMBER. Notwithstanding the alterca-

tion that had passed, my father, who had die dignified cour-

tesy of an old baron, was very civil to Dr. Johnson, and po-

litely attended him to the post-chaise which was to convey us

to Edinburgh.

Thus they parted.—They are now in another, and a higher,

state of existence; and as they were both worthy Christian

men, I trust they have met in happiness. But I must observe, in

justice to my friend’s political principles and my own, that

theyhave met in a place where there is no room forWhiggism.

We came at night to a good inn at Hamilton. I recollect no

more.

TUESDAY 9 NOVEMBER. I wished to have shown Dr.

Johnson the Duke of Hamilton’s house, commonly called the

Falace of Hamilton, which is close by the town. It is an object

which, having been pointed out to me as a splendid edifice from

my earliest years, in travelling between Auchinleck and Edin-

burgh, has still great grandeur in my imagination. My friend

consented to stop and view the outside of it, but could not be

persuaded to go into it.

We arrived this night at Edinburgh, after an absence of

eighty-three days, For five weeks together, ofthe tempestuous

season, there had been no account received ofus. I cannot ex-

press how happy I was on finding myselfagain at home.

WEDNESDAY lo NOVEMBER. Old Mr. Drummond, the

bookseller, came to breakfast. Dr.Johnson and he had not met

for ten years. There was respect on his side, and kindness on

Dr. Johnson’s, Soon afterwards Lord Elibank came in, and

* The passage referred to is not in the original MS as we have it. WhenJohnson agreed

to hear a Presbyterian prayer at Cawdor manse, Boswell writes in the published Toter;

“This was a pleasing surprise to nac; for he refused to go and hear Principal Robertson

preach. ‘I will hear him,’ said he, ‘if he will get up into a tree and preach; but I will

not give a sanction, by my presence, to a Presbyterian assembly.’"
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was much pleased at sei'iuf' Dr.Joliiisou in Scollaiul. His lord-

ship said, hardly anything seemed to him mare improbable.

Dr.Johnson had a very high opinion of him. Speaking of him

to me, he characterized him thus; “Lord Elibank has read a

great deal. It is true, I can find in books all that he has read;

W he has a great deal ofwhat is in books, proved by the test

of real life.” Indeed, there have been few men whose conversa-

tion discovered more knowledge enlivened by fancy. He pub-

lished several small pieces of distinguished merit, and has left

some in manuscript, in particular an account ofthe expedition

against Cartagena, in which he served as an officer in the

Army. His writings deserve to be collected. He was the early

patron of Dr. Robertson the historian, and Mr. Home the

tragic poet; who, when they were ministers of country par-

ishes, lived near Iris scat. He told mc,“l saw lhc.se lads had tal-

ents, and they were much with me.” I hope they will pay a

grateful tribute to his memory.
The morning was chiefly taken up by Dr. Johnson’s giving

him an account ofour tour. The subject of difference in polit-

ical principles was introduced. Johnson, “ll is much increased

by opposition. There was a violent Whig, with whom I used to

contend with great eagerness. After his death I felt my Tory-

ism much abated.” I suppose he meant Mr.Walmesley of Lich-

field, whose character he has drawn so well in his Life of

Edmund Smith,

Mr. Nairne came in, and he and I accompanied Dr. John-

son to Edinburgh Castle, whichhe owned was “a great place,”

But I must mention, as a striking instance of that spirit of con-

tradiction to which he had a strong propensity, when Lord

Elibank was some days after talking of it with the natural ela-

tion of a Scotchman, or of any man who is proud of a stately

fortress in his own country. Dr.Johnson affected to despise it,

observing that “it would make a good prison in England,”
Lest it should be supposed that I have suppressed one ofhis

sallies against my country, it may not be improper here to cor-
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reel a mistaken aceount that has been cireulatecl as to his con-
versation this day. It has been said that, being desired to at-

tend to the noble prospectfrom the Castle Hill, he replied, “Sir,

the noblest prospect that a Scotchman ever sees is the high road
that leads him to London.” This lively sarcasm was thrown
out at a tavern in London, inmy presence, many years before.^

We had with us today at dinner at my house, the Lady
Dowager Colville and Lady Anne Erskine, sisters ofthe Earl of
Kellie; the Honourable Archibald Erskine, who has now suc-

ceeded to that title; Lord Elibank; the Reverend Dr. Blair;

Mr. Tytler, the acute vindicator of Mary Queen of Scots, and
some other friends.®

Fingal being talked of, Dr.Johnson, who used to boast that

he had, from the first, resisted both Ossian and the Giants of

Patagonia, averred his positive disbelief of its authenticity.

Lord Elibank said, “I am sureit is not Maepherson's. Mr.John-
son, I keep company a great deal with you; it is known I do.

I may borrow from you better things than I can say myself,

and give them as my own; but if I should, everybody will

know whose they ai'e.” The Doctor was not softened by this

compliment. He denied merit to Fingal^ supposing it to be the

production of a man who has had the advantages that the

present age affords, and said, “Nothing is more easy than to

write enough in that style if onceyou begin.”® One gentleman^

* At the Mitre, on 6 July 1763.

* The first edition reads, “and his son, the advocate.”

’“I desire not to be understood as agreeing entirely with the opinions of Or. Johnson,

which I relate without any remark. The many imitations, however, o£Fingal, that have

been published, confirm this observation in a considerable degree.”—'BoswEtt,

' Alexander Fraser Tytler (later Lord Woodhousclee). The entire passage was softened

after the first edition, which reads; “Young Mr. Tytler stepped briskly forward, and

said, ‘Fingal is certainly genuine; for I have heard a great part of it repeated in the

original.* Dr. Johnson indignantly asked him, ‘Sir, do you understand the original?*

TyTLBR. ‘No, sir.’ johnson. ‘Why, then, we see to what tliis testimony comes. TTjus it

is.’ He afterwards said to me, ‘Did you observe the wonderful confidence with which

young Tytler advanced, with his front ready brazed^’ ” Tytler resented tliis, and seems

to have written Boswell an insulting letter. On 18 November lyfifii Boswell consulted

Malone and Courtenay, who told Wm that he must have an apology. He wrote, and

on 30 November received a satisfactory reply. Meanwhile he had become involved in

the much more serious controversy with Lord Macdonald.
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in company cxprcssiiiff his opinion that Fitifral was certainly

genuine, for ihul he had hcaicl a great part of it repeated in

the original, Dr. Johnson indignantly asked him whether he

understood the origmal; to which an answer being given in

the negative,“Why the.n,“ said Dr.Johnson, “wc see to what

this testimony comes*.—thus it is.”

I mention this as a remarkable proof how liable the mind of

man is to credulity, when not guarded by such strict examina-

tion as that which Dr. Johnson habitually practised. The tal-

ents and integrity ofthe gentleman who made the remark, are

unquestionable; yet, had not Dr.Johnson made him advert to

the consideration that he who docs not understand a language

cannot know that something which is recited to him is in that

language, he might have believed, anil roj^orted to this hour,

that he had “heard a great part of Fii\{ial repeated in the

original.”

For the satisfaction ofthose on the north of the Tweed, who

may think Dr. Johnson’s account of Caledonian credulity and

inaccuracy too strong, it is but fair to add that he admitted the

same kind of ready belief might be found in his own country.

He would undertake, he said, to write an epic poem on the

story of Robin Hood, and half England, to whom the names

and places he should mention in it are familiar, would believe

and declare they had heard it from their earliest years.

One of his objections to the authenticity of Fingal, during

the conversation at Ullinish, is omitted in my Journal, but I

perfectly recollect it. “Why is not the original deposited in some

public library, instead of exhibiting attestations of its exist-

ence? Suppose there were a question in a court ofjusticewheth-

er a man be dead or alive. You aver he is alive, and you bring

fifty witnesses to swear it; I answer, ‘Why do you not produce

the man?’ ” This is an argument founded on one of the first

principles of the law of evidence, which Gilbert would have
held to be irrefragable.

I do not think it incumbent on me to give any precise de-
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aided opinion upon this question, as to which I believe more
than some, and less than othei-s. The subject appears to have
now become very uninteresting to the public. That Fingal is

not from beginning to end a translation from the Gaelic, but
that some passages have been supplied by the editor to connect

the whole, I have heard admitted by very warm advocates for

its authenticity. If this be the case, why are not these distinctly

ascertained? Antiquaries and admirers of the work may com-
plain that they are in a situation similar to that ofthe unhappy
gentleman whose wife informed him, on her death-bed, that

one oftheir reputed children was not his; and, when he eagerly

begged her lo declare which of them it was, she answered,

^^That you shall never know,” and expired, leaving him in ir-

remediable doubt as to them aU.

I beg leave now to say something upon second sight, of

which I have related two instances, as they impressed my
mind at the lime. I own I returned from the Hebrides with a

considerable degree of faith in the many stories of that kind

which I heard with a too easy acquiescence, without any close

examination of the evidence; but since that time my beliefin

those stories has been much weakened by reflecting on the

careless inaccuracy of narrative in common matters, from

which we may certainly conclude that there may be the same

in what is more extraordinary. It is but just, however, to add

that the beliefin second sight is not peculiar to the Highlands

and Isles.

Some years after our tour, a cause® was tried in the Court of

Session, where the principal fact to be ascertained was whether

a ship-master, who used to frequent the Western Highlands

*The cause ofJohn Wilson, iionmonger in Glasgow, wrriH Archibald Maclean, mer-

chant in Laggan, Mull, was tried in the Ctonrt ofSession In July 1 776. WiJaon brought

£ua action for payment of goods furnished by him to Maclean in lyyt. Maclean pro-

duced a receipt signed by Captain John White, showing that the goods had been p^d
for. Wilson however alleged that the receipt was a forgery, Captain White having

been drowned in 1770. Eighty witnesses gave evidence, supported by fifteen pieces of

writing, that While was not drowned until October 17713 but a great many other*

swoie that he had died twelve months earlier.
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and Isles, was drowned in one pariieulu year oi in the year

after. A great number of witm\sso.s from those parts were

examined on each side, and swore directly contrary to each

other upon this simple question. One of them, a very respect-

able chieftain, who told me a stoiy of second sight which I have

not mentioned but which I too implicitly believed, had in this

case, previous to this public examination, not only said, but

attested under his hand, that he had seen the ship-master in

the year subsequent to that in which the court was finally

satisfied he was drowned. When interrogated with the strict-

ness of judicial inquiry, and under the awe of an oath, he rec-

ollected himself better, and retracted what he had formerly

asserted, apologizing for his inaccuracy by telling the judges,
‘

‘Aman will sqy> what he will not sweat .
” By many he was much

censured, and it was maintained that every gentleman would

be as attentive to truth without the saitctioii of an oath, as

with it. Dr. Johnson, though he himself was distinguished at

all times by a scrupulous adherence to truth, controverted

this proposition; and, as a proof that this was not, though it

ought to he, the case, urged the very difiTcrenl decisions of elec-

tions under Mr. Grenville’s Act from those formerly made.

“Gentlemen will not pronoxmcc upon oath what they would

have said, and voted in the House, without that sanction.”

However difficult it may be for men who believe in preter-

natural communications, in modern times, to satisfy those who

are of a different opinion, they may easily refute liie doctrine

of their opponents who impute a belief in second sight to su-

perstition. To entertain a visionary notion that one sees a dis-

tant or future event, may be called superstition; but the cor-

respondence ofthe fact or event with such an impression on the

fancy, though certainly very wonderful, ifproved, has no more
connexion with superstition than magnetism or electricity.

After dinner various topics were discussed, but I recollect

only one particular. Dr.Johnson compared the different tal-

ents of Garrick and Foote as companions, and gave Garrick
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greatly the preference for elegance, though he allowed Foote

extraordinary powers of entertainment. He said, "Garrick is

restrained by some principle, but Foote has the advantage of

an unlimited range. Garrick has some delicacy of feeling; it is

possible to put him out; you may get the better of him; but

Foote is the most incompressible fellow that I ever knew: when
you have driven him into a corner, and think you are sure of

him, he runs through between your legs, orjumps over your

head, and makes his escape.”

Dr. Erskine and Mr. Robert Walker, two very respectable

ministers of Edinburgh, supped with us, as did the Reverend

Dr. Webster. The conversation turned on the Moravian mis-

sions, and on the Methodists. Dr.Johnson observed in general

that missionaries were too sanguine in their accounts of their

success among savages, and that much of what they tell is not

to be believed. He owned that the Methodists had done good,

had spread religious impressions among the vulgar part of

mankind; but he said they had great bitterness agdnst other

Christians, and that he never could get a Methodist to explain

in what he excelled others; that it always ended in the indis-

pensable necessity of hearing one of their preachers.

THURSDAY II NOVEMBER. Principal Robertson came

to us as we sat at breakfast; he advanced to Dr. Johnson, re-

peating a line of Virgil, which I forget. I suppose, either

Post varies casus, per tot discrimina reium,

—

or —^multum ille et terris jactatus, et alto.i

Everybody had accosted us with some studied compliment on

our return. Dr.Johnson said, "I am really ashamed of the con-

gratulations which we receive. We are addressed as ifwe had

made a voyage to Nova Zembla, and suffered five persecutions

in Japan.” And he afterwards remarked that to see a man

‘"Through various hazards and events we move."

"Long labours both bv aea and land he bore.”—"DRVDtH” (Bowvbti.).
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come up with u fonnal air and a Lulin line, when wc had no

fatigue and no tlanger, was provoking, 1 told him he was not

sensible of the danger, having lain under cover in the boat

during the storm; he was like the chicken that hides its head

under its wing, and then thinks itself safe.

Lord Elibank came to us, as did SirWilliam Forbes.The rash

attempt in 1745 being mentioned, I observed that it would

make a fine piece of history. Dr. Johnson said it would. Lord

Elibank doubted whether any man of this age could give it

impartially. Johnson. “A man, by talking with those of dif-

ferent sides who were actors in it, and putting down all that

he hears, may in time collect the materials of a good narra-

tive. You are to consider, all history was at first oral. I sup-

pose Voltaire was fifty years in collecting his Louis XIV, which

he did in the way that I am proposing.” robertson. “He did

so. He lived much with all the great people who were con-

cerned in that reign, and heard them talk of everything; and

then either took Mr. BoswelFs way, of writing down what he

heard, or, which is as good, preserved it in his memoiy; for he

has a wonderful memory.” (With the leave, however, of tins

elegant historian, no man’s memory can preserve facts or say-

ings with such fidelity as may be done by writing them down

when they are recent.) Dr. Robertson said it was now full time

to make such a collection as Dr. Johnson suggested; for many

of the people who were then in arms were dropping off; and

both Whigs and Jacobites were now come to talk with mod-

eration. Lord Elibank said to him, “Mr. Robertson, the first

thing that gaveme a high opinion ofyou, was your saying in the

Select Society,2while parties ran high, soon after the year 1745,

that you did not thinkworse ofa man’s moral character for his

having been in rebellion. This was venturing to utter a liberal

s^timent while both sides had a detestation of each other.”

® “A so(nbty for debate in Edinburgh, consUting of the most eminent men.’*"”BoswELL.

,

Later in hia memoira (reprinted from the European Maga^e for 1791 in F* A. Pottlc^s

EoswtlVs Idiwary Care^^ ^ 9^9) he tells us that he .was himself a member of this society*
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Dr. Johnsoti observed that being in rebellion from a notion

ofanother’s right, was not connected with depravity; and that

we had this proof of it, that all mankind applauded the par-

doning of rebels, which they would not do in the case of rob-

bers and murderers. He said, with a smile, that he wondered

that the phrase of unnatural rebellion should be so much used,

for that all rebellion was natural to man.

As I kept nojournal ofanything that passed after this morn-

ing,^ I shall, from memory, group together this and the other

days till that on which Dr. Johnson departed for London.

They were in all nine days: on which he dined at Lady Col-

ville’s, Lord Hailes’s, Sir Adolphus Oughton’s, Sir Alexander

Dick’s, Principal Robertson’s, Mr. Maclaurin’s, and thrice at

Lord Elibank’s seat in the country, where we also passed two

nights. Pie supped at the Honourable Alexander Gordon’s,

now one of our judges by the title of Lord Rockville; at Mr,

Nairne’s, now also one ofourjudges by the title oiLord Dun-

sinane; at Dr. Blair’s, and Mr.Tytler’s; and atmyhouse thrice:

one evening with a numerous company, chiefly gentlemen of

the law; another withMr . Menzies of Ouldares, and LordMon-

boddo, who disengaged himself on purpose to meet him; and

the evening on which we returned from Lord Elibank’s, he

supped with my wife and me by ourselves.

He breakfasted at Dr. Webster’s, at old Mr. Drummond’s,

and at Dr. Blacklock’s; and spent one forenoon at my uncle

Dr. Boswell’s, who showed him his curious museum; and, as

he was an elegant scholar, and a physician bred iii the school

of Boerhaave, Dr,Johnson was pleased with his company.

On the mornings when he breakfasted at my house, he had,

from ten o’clock till one or two, a constant levee of various

persons, ofvery different characters and descripdons. I could

not attend him, being obliged to be in the Court of Session;

iHe had a better reason than usual for the lapse in hw recorf.

the Court began on 12 November, and he no doubt found that Iw^dhttle tune for

writing after discharging bis professional duties and enteriainuig Johnson.
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but my wife was so good as to devote the greater part of the

morning to the endless task of pouring out tea for my friend

and his visitors.

Such was the disposition of his time at Edinburgh. He said

one evening to me, in a fit of languor, “Sir, we have been har-

assed by invitations.” I acquiesced.“Ay, sir,” he replied; “but

how muchworsewould it havebeen ifwe had been neglected?”

From what has been recorded in this Journal, it may well be

supposed that a variety of admirable conversation has been

lost, by my neglect to preserve it. I shall endeavour to recol-

lect some of it, as well as I can.

At Lady Colville’s, to whom I am proud to introduce any

stranger of eminence, that he may sec what dignity and grace

is to be found in Scotland, an officer^ observed, that he had

heard Lord Mansfield was not a great English lawyer. John-

son. “Why, sir, supposing Lord Mansfield not to have the splen-

did talents which he possesses, he must be a great English law-

yer from having been so long at tire bar and having passed

through so many of the great ofixees of the law. Sir, you may

as well maintain that a carrier who has driven a pack-horse be-

tween Edinburgh and Berwick for thirty years does not know

the road, as that Lord Mansfield does not know the law of

England.”

At Mr. Nairne’s he drew the character of Richardson, the

author of Clarissa, with a strong yet delicate pencil. I lament

iriiuch that I have not preserved it: I only remember that

he expressed a high opinion of his talents and virtues; but

observed, that his perpetual study was to ward off petty in-

conveniendes and procure petty pleasures; that his love of

continual superiority was such that he took care to be always

surrounded by women, who listened to him implicitiy and did

not venture to controvert his opinions; and that his desire of

* Colville’s brothtts; either Captain Archibald Ewkine, later 7*.
Earl of Kellie, or Lieutenant Andrew Erskine, Boswell’s old companion and literayy
collaborator, who, however, had resigned his lieutenancy in 1769.
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distinction was so great that he used to give large vails to

the Speaker Onslow’s servants that they might treat Him with
respect.

On the same evening, he would not allow that the private

life of ajudge in England was required to be so strictly deco-
rous as I supposed.“Why then, sir,” said I,“according to your
account, an English judge may just live like a gentleman.”

JOHNSON. “Yes, sir—if he

At Mr. Tytler’s, I happened to tell that one evening, a great

many years ago, when Dr. Hugh Blair and I were sitting to-

gether in the pit ofDrury Lane playhouse, in a wild freak of

youthful extravagance I entertained the audience prodigiously

by imitating the lowing of a cow. A little while after I had
told this story, I differed from Dr.Johnson, I suppose too con-

fidently, upon some point which I now forget. He did not

spare me. “Nay, sir,” said he, “if you cannot talk better as a

man, I’d have you bellow like a cow.”*

At Dr. Webster’s he said that he believed hardly any man
died without affectation. This remark appears to me to be well

founded, and will account for many of tiie celebrated death-

bed sayings which are recorded.

On one ofthe evenings atmy house, when he told that Lord

Lovat boasted to an English nobleman that though he had

not his wealth, he had two thousand men whom he could at

any time call into the field, the Honourable Alexander Gordon

observed that those two thousand men brought him to the

block. “True, sir,” said Dr. Johnson, “but you may just as

well argue, concerning a man who has fallen over a precipice

to which he has walked too near, ‘His two legs brought him

to that.’ Is he not the better for having two legs?”

• “As I have been scrupulously exact in relating anecdotes concerning other persons,

I shall not withhold any part of this story, however ludicrous.—I was so successful in

this boyish frolic, that the universal cry of the galleries was, 'Eneort the cow! Encore the

cow!’ In the pride ofmy heart, I attempted imitations ofsome other animals, but with

very inferior effect. My reverend friend, anxious for myfame, with an air of the utmost

gravity and earnestness, addressed me thus; ‘My dear sir, I would catfim myself to the

fowl”’—^Boswbix.
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At Dr. Blair’s I left him in order to attend a consultation,

during which he and his amiable host were by themselves.

I returned to supper, at which were Principal Robertson,

Mr. Nairne, and some other gentlemen. Dr. Robertson and Dr.

Blair, I remember, talked well upon subordination and gov-

ernment; and, as my friend and I were walking home, he said

to me, “Sir, these two doctors are good men, and wise men.”

I begged of Dr. Blair to recollect what he could of the long

conversation that passed between Dr. Johnson and him alone

this evening, and he obligingly wrote to me as follows:

March 3, 1785.

Dear Sir,—As so many years have intervened since I chanced to have
that conversation with Dr. Johnson in my house, to which you refer, I have
forgotten most ofwhat then passed, butremember that I was both instructed

and entertained by it. Among other subjects, the discourse happening to

turn on modern Latin poets, the Doctor expressed a very favourable opin-

ion ofBuchanan, and instantly repeated, from beginning to end, an ode of

his entitled Calendae Maine (the eleventh in his Mimllammnn Liber), begin-

ning with these words, “Salvete sacris deliciis sacrae,’' with which I had for-

merly been unacquainted; but upon perusing it, the praise which he be-

stowed upon it as one ofthe happiest ofBuchanan’s poetical compositions,

appeared to me very Just. He also repeated to me a Latin ode he had com-
posed in one of the Western Islands, from which he had lately returned.

We^ had much discourse concerning his excursion to those islands, with

which he expressed himself as having been highly pleased; talked in a fa-

vourablemanner ofthe hospitality ofthe inhabitants, and particularly spoke
much of his happiness in having you for his companion; and said that the

longer he knew you, he loved and esteemed you the more. This conversa-
tion passed in the interval between tea and supper, when we were by our-

selves. You, Rnd the rest ofthe company who were with us at supper, have
often taken notice that he was uncommonly bland and gay that evening,
and gave much pleasme to allwho were present. This is all that I can rec-

ollect distinctly of that long conversation. Yours sincerely,

Hugh Blair.

At Lord Hailes’s, we spent a most agreeable day, but again
I must lament tbat I was so indolent as to let almost all that

passed evaporate into oblivion. Dr. Johnson observed there

that it is wonderful how ignorant many officers of the army
are, considering how much leisvire they have for study arid

the acquisition of knowledge. I hope he was mistaken, for he
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maintained that many of them were ignorant of things be-
longing immediately to their own profession; “For instance,

many cannot tell how far a musket will carry a bullet”; in proof
of which, I suppose, he mentioned some particular person, for

Lord Hailes, from whom I solicited what he could recollect of
that day, writes to me as follows:

As to Dr. Johnson’s observation about the ignorance of officers in the
length that a musket will carry, my brother, Colonel Dalrymple, was pres-
ent, and he thought that the Doctor was either mistaken, by putting the
question wrong, or that he had conversed on the subject with some person
out of service.

Was it upon that occasion that he expressed no curiosity to see the room
at Dunfermline, where Charles I was bom? “I know that he was born,”

said he; “no matter where.” Did he envy us the birth-place ofthe king?

Near the end of his Journey, Dr, Johnson has given liberal

praise to Mr. Braidwood’s academy for the deaf and dumb.
When he visited it, a circumstance occurred which was truly

characteristical of our great Lexicographer. “Pray,” said he,

“can they pronounce any long words?” Mr. Braidwood in-

formed him they could. Upon which Dr. Johnson wrote one

of his sesquipedalia verba,which was pronounced by the scholars,

and he was satisfied. My readers may perhaps wish to know
what the word was, but I cannot gratify their curiosity. Mr.

Braidwood told me it remained long in his school, but had

been lost before I made my inquiry.*

Dr. Johnson one day visited the Court of Session. He
thought the mode of pleading there too vehement, and too

much addressed to the passions ofthejudges. “This,” said he,

“is not the Areopagus.”

At old Mr. Drummond’s, SirJohn Dalrymple quaintly said

* “One of the best critics of our age ‘docs not wish to prevent the admirers of the in-

correct and nerveiess style which generally prevailed for a century before Dr. John-

son’s energetic writings were known, from enjoying the laugh that this story may pro-

duce, in which he is very ready to join them.’ He, however, requests me to observe, that

‘my friend very properly chose a long word on this occasion, not, it is believed, from any

predilection for polysyllables (though he certainly had a due respect for them), bvtt in

order to put Mr. Braidwood’s skill to the strictest test, and to try the efficacy of his

instruction by the most difficult exertion of the organs of his pupils.”’—Boswxn..

Probably Malone is the critic quoted.
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the two noblest animals in the world were a Scotch High-

lander and an English sailor. “Why, sir,” said Dr. Johnson,

“I shall say nothing as to the Scotch Highlander, but as to

the English sailor, I cannot agree with you.” Sir John said he

was generous in giving away his money. Johnson. “Sir, he

throws away his money, without thought and without merit.

I do not call a tree generous that sheds its fruit at every breeze.”

SirJohn having affected to complain of the attacks made upon

his Memoirs, Dr. Johnson said, “Nay, sir, do not complain. It

is advantageous to an author that his book should be attacked

as well as praised. Fame is a shuttlecock. If it be struck only

at one end of the room, it will soon fall to the ground. To keep

it up, it must be struck at both ends.” Often have I reflected

on this since; and, instead of being angry at many of thosewho

have written against me, have smiled to think that they were

unintentionally subservient to my fame, by using a battledore

to make me virum volitare per ora?

At Sir Alexander Dick’s, from that absence ofmind to which

every man is at times subject, I told, in a blundering maimer.

Lady Eglinton’s complimentary adoption of Dr, Johnson as

her son; for I unfortunately stated that her ladyship adopted

him as her son, in consequence of her having been married

the year after he was born. Dr.Johnson instantly corrected me.

“Sir, don’t you perceive that you are defaming the Countess?

For, supposing me to be her son, and she was not married till

the year after my birth, I must have been her natural son.””

A young lady of quality,^ who was present, very handsomely

said, “Might not the son have justified the fault?” My friend

was much flattered by this compliment, which he never for-

got, When in more than ordinary spirits, and talking of his

journey in Scotland, he has called to me, “Boswell, what was

' "Fly to and fro on the lips of men.”—Virgil, Georgies, III. 9.
' ® As a matter of fact, notwithstanding Lady Bglinton*s assertion that she was married
"in the year eight,” the Scots Peerage says that her marriage occurred in June 17091 only
three months before Johnson’s birth.
’ Lady Anne Lindsay, later Barnard, according to a note by Malone in his copy of the
Tour. She was the author of the well-known ballad, Auld Robin Gray.
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it that the young lady .of quality said ofme at Sir Alexander
Dick’s?” Nobody will doubt that I was happy in repeating it.

My illustrious friend, being now desirous to be again in the

great theatre oflife and animated exertion, took a place in the
coach which was to set out for London on Monday the aad
of November. SirJohn Dalrymple pressed him to come on the

Saturday before to his house at Cranston, which being twelve

miles from Edinburgh, upon the middle road to Newcastle (Dr.

Johnson had come to Edinburgh by Berwick, and along the

naked coast), it would make his journey easier, as the coach

would take him up at a more seasonable hour than that at

which it sets out. SirJohn, I perceived, was ambitious of hav-

ing such a guest; but, as I was well assured that at this very

time he had joined with some of his prejudiced countrymen

in railing at Dr.Johnson, and had said he wondered how any

gentleman of Scotland could keepcompany with him, I thought

he did not deserve the honour; yet, as it might be a conven-

ience to Dr. Johnson, I contrived that he should accept the in-

vitation, and engaged to conduct him.® I resolved that, on our

way to Sir John’s, we should make a little circuit by Rosslyn

Castle and Hawthornden, and wished to set out soon after

breakfast; but young Mr. Tyder came to show Dr. Johnson

some essays which he had written, and my great friend, who
was exceedingly obliging when thus consulted, was detained

so long that it was, I believe, one o’clock before we got into

our post-chaise. I found that we should be too late for dinner

at Sir John Dalrymple’s, to which we were engaged; but I

would by no means lose the pleasure of seeing my friend at

Hawthornden—of seeing Sam Johnson at the very spot where

Ben Jonson visited the learned and poetical Drummond.

“Boswell’s original dislike for SirJohn Dalrymple was increased by an incident which

he records in his journal for as January 178a! *'He published a scurrilous pamphlet

agaimt Lord Barrington and then refused a challenge from his lordship, which I think

should exclude him from the company of every gentleman.” (The pamphlet was Thret

LeUers to the Right Hon. Viscount Barrington, 1778.) It was really not very daring of Bosr

well to attack Sir John in print so violently, since he knew there was no danger of a

challenge from that quarter!
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We surveyed Rosslyn Castle, the louiantic scene aro\ind it,

and the beautiful Gothic chapel, and dined and drank tea at

the inn; after whichwe proceeded to Hawthornden and viewed

the caves; and I all the while had Rate Ben in iny miird, and

was pleased to think that this place was now visited by another

celebrated wit of England.

By this time “the waning night was growing old,” and we

were yet several miles from Sir John Dalrymple’s. Dr. John-

son did not seem much troubled at our having treated the

baronet with so little attention to politeness; but when I talked

of the grievous disappointment it must have been to him that

we did not come to the feast that he had prepared for us (for

he told us he had killed a seven-year-old sheep on purpose), my
friend got into a merry mood, and jocularly said, “I dare say,

sir, he has been very sadly distressed. Nay, we do not know

but the consequence may have been fatal. Let me try to de-

scribe his situation in his own liistorical style. I have as good a

right to make him think and talk as he has to tell us how people

thought and talked a hundred years ago, of which he has no

evidence. All history, so far as it is not supported by contempo-

rary evidence, is romance.—Stay now.—Let us consider!" He
then (heartily laughing all the while) proceeded in his imita-

tion, I am sure to the following effect, though now, at the dis-

tance of almost twelve years, I cannot pretend to recollect all

the precise words;

Dinner being ready, he wondered that his guests were not yet come. His

wonder was soon succeeded by impatience. He walked about the room in

anxious agitation; sometimes he looked at his watch, sometimes he looked

out at the window with an eager gaze of expectation, and revolved in his

mind the various accidents ofhuman life. His family beheld him with mute
concern. "Surely,” said he, with a sigh, "they will not fail me.” The mind
ofman can bear a certain pressure; but there is a point when it can bear

no more. A rope was in his view, and he died a Roman death.®

* ‘Essex was at that tune confined to the same chamber of the Towex from which his

father Lord Capell had been led to death, and in which his wife’s grandfather [actually

great-gran^ather] had inflicted a voluntary death upon himself. When he saw his

ihend carried to what he reckoned certain fate, thdr common enemies enjoying the

spectacle, and reflected that it was he who had forced Lord Howard upon the con-
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It was very late before we reached the seat of SirJohn Dal-
rymple, who, certainly with some reason, was not in very good
humour. Om conversation was not brilliant. We supped, and
went to bed in ancient rooms which would have better suited

the climate of Italy in summer than that of Scotland in the
month of November.

I recollect no conversation ofthe next day worth preserving,

except one saying of Dr.Johnson, which will be a v^uable text

for many decent old dowagers, and other good company in

various circles to descant upon. He said, “I am sorry I have
not learnt to play at cards. It is very useful in life; it generates

kindness and consolidates society.” He certainly could not

mean deep play.

My friend and I thought we should be more comfortable

at the inn at Blackshiels, two miles farther on. We therefore

went thither in the evening, and he was very entertaining; but

I have.preserved nothing but the pleasing remembrance, and

his verses on George the Second and Cibber,^® and his epitaph

on Parnell,^ which he was then so good as to dictate to me.

We breakfasted together next morning, and then the coach

carnc and took him up. He had as one of his companions in

it as far as Newcastle, the worthy and ingenious Dr. Hope,

botanical professor at Edinburgh. Both Dr. Johnson and he

used to speak of their good fortune in thus accidentally meet-

ing; for they had much instructive conversation, which is al-

ways a most valuable enjoyment, and, when found where it

is not expected, is peculiarly relished.

I have now completed my account of our tour to the Heb-

rides. I have brought Dr.Johnson down to Scotland, and seen

fidence of Russell, he retired, and by a Roman death, put an end to hw misery.’ Dalrym-

ple’s Memoirs of Great Britain and Ireland, Vol. I, p. —Boswell.

“ Printed in the Ufe of Johnson in the brief account of the year 1740:

“Augustus still survives in Maro’s strain,

And Spenser’s verse prolongs Eliza’s reign;

Great George’s acts let tuneful Cibber sing;

Por Nature form’d the Poet for the King.”

"Also printed in the Life of Johnson, in the discussion of the Life of Parnell, under the

year 1781,
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him into the coach which in a iew hotirs carried him back

into England. He said to me often that the time he spent in

this tour was the pleasantest part of his life, and asked me if

I would lose the recollection of it for five hundred pounds, I

answered I would not; and he applauded my setting such a

value on an accession ofnew images in my mind.

Had it not been for me, I am persuaded Dr. Johnson never

would have undertaken such ajourney; and I must be allowed

to assume some merit from having been the cause that our

language has been enriched with such a book as that which

he published on his return; a book which I never read but

with the utmost admiration, as I had such opportunities of

knowing from what very meagre materials it was composed.

Butmy praise may be supposed partial; and therefore I shall

insert two testimonies not liable to that obj ection, both written

by gentlemen ofScotland, to whose opinions I am confident the

highest respect will be paid: Lord Hailes and Mr. Dempster,

To James Boswell^ Esq.

New Hailes, 6th Feb. 1775.

Sir,— have received much pleasure and much instruction from pe-

rusing the Joum^ to the Hebrides.

I admire the elegance and variety of description, and the lively picture

ofmen and manners. I always approve of the moral, often of the political,

reflections. I love the benevolence of the author.

They who search for faults may possibly find them in this, as well as in

every other work of literature.

For example, the friends of the old family say that the era of planting is

placed too late, at the Union of the two kingdoms. I am known to be no

friend of the old family, yet I would place the era of planting at the Res-

toration, after the murder of Charles I had been expiated in the anarchy

which succeeded it.

Before the Restoration, few tre« were planted, unless by the monastic

drones; their successors (and worthy patriots they were), the barons, first

cut down the trees, and then sold the estates. The gentleman at St. An-
drews, who said that there were but two trees in Fife, ought to have added
that the elms of Balmerino were sold within these twenty years to make
pumps for the fire-engines.

In J. Major De GesUs Scotonm, L. i. G. a., last edition, there is a singular

.
passage;
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“Davidi Granstoneo conterraneo, dum de prima Theologiae licentia
foret, duo ei consocii et familiares, et mei cum eo in artibus auditores,
scilicet Jacobus Almain Senonensis, et Petrus Bruxcellensis, Praedicatorii
Ordinis, in Sorbonae curia die Sorbonico coram commilitonibus suis pub-
lice objecerunt, quod pane avenaceo plebeii Scoti, sicut a quodam religioso

intellexerant, vescebantur, ut virum, quern cholericum noverant, honestis
salibus tentarent, qui hoc inficiari tanquam patriae dedecus nisus est.”*’^

Pray introduce our countryman, Mr. Licentiate David Cranston, to tlie

acquaintance of Mr. Johnson.
The syllogism seems to have been this:

They who feed on oatmeal are barbarians;

But the Scots feed on oatmeal:

Ergo

The licentiate denied the minor. I am, sir, your most obedient servant,

Dav. Dalrymple.

To James Boswell, Esq., Edinburgh

Dunnichcn, 1 6th February, 1775.

My dear Boswell,—I cannot omit a moment to return you my best

thanks for the entertainment you have furnished me, my family, and
guests, by the perusal of Dr. Johnson’s Joum^ to the Western Island; and
now formy sendments of it. I was weU entertained. His descriptions arc ac-

curate and vivid. He carried me on the tour along with him. I am pleased

with the justice he has done to your humour and vivacity. “The noise of

the wind being all its own,” is a bon mot that it would have been a pity to

have omitted, and a robbery not to have ascribed to its author.^*

There is nothing in the book, from beginning to end, that a Scotchman

need to take amiss. What he says of the country is true, and his observa-

tions on the people are what must naturally occur to a sensible, observing,

and reflecting inhabitant of a cotmenienl metropolis, where a man on thirty

pounds a year may be better accommodated with all the little wants of life

than Coll or Sir Allan. He reasons candidly about the second sight, but I

wish he had inquired more before he ventured to say he even doubted of

“ “When my fellow-countryman, David Cranston, was taking his first course of theol-

ogy, he had as fellow-students and bosom-friends James Ahnain of Sens and Peter of

Brussels, a Dominican, who along with him attended the arts class under me. These

men, in the course of a discussion on Founder’s Day in the courtyard of the Sorbonne,

taunted him publicly before his fellows by maintaining that the common people of

Scotland (as they had been assured by a certain religious) ate oaten bread. This they

did, knowing him to be quick-tempered and purposing to tease him with a fair joke;

but he strove to repel the charge as if it had brought disgrace on his country.” (Trwsla-

tion by Archibald Constable, revised, fui. SeoUish Hist. See,, x. 10. Two mistakes in the

Latin have been silently corrected.)

“ “The winter in Coll is never cold, but very tempestuous. I know not that I ever heard

the wind so loud in any other place; and Mr. Boswell observed that its noise was all its

own, for there were no trees to increase it”(Johnson’s Journey),
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the possibility ofsuch an unusual and useless deviation from all the known

laws of nature. The notion of the second sight I consider as a remnant of

superstitious ignorance and credulity, which a philosopher will set down as

such till the contrary is clearly proved, and then it will be classed among the

other certain, though unaccountable, parts of our nature, like dreams, and

—I do not know what.

• In regard to tlic language, it has the merit of being all his own. Many
words offoreign extraction are used, where, I believe, common ones would

do as well, especially on familiar occasions. Yet I believe he could not ex-

press himself so forcibly in any other style. I am charmed with his re-

searches concerning the Erse language and the antiquity of their manu-

scripts. I am quite convinced; and I shall rank Ossian and his Fingals and

Oscars amongst the nursery tales, not the true history of our country, in all

,

time to come.

Upon the whole, the book cannot displease, for it has no pretensions.

The author ndther says he is a geograiiher, nor an antiquarian, nor very

learned in the history ofScotland, nor a naturalist, nor a fossilist. The man-

ners ofthe people and the face ofthe country are all he attempts to describe

or seems to have thought of. Much were it to be wished that they who have

travelled into more remote, and of course more curious, regions, had. all

possessed his good sense. Ofthe state oflearning, his obseivations on Glas-

gow University show he has formed a very sound judgment. He under-

stands our climate too, and he has accurately observed the changes, however

slow and imperceptible to us, which Scotland has undergone in conse-

quence of the blessings of liberty and internal peace. I could have drawn

my pen through the story ofthe old woman at St. Andrews, being the only

silly thing in the book. He has taken the opportunity ofingrafting into tire

work several good observations, which I dare say he had made upon men
and things brfore he set foot on Scotch ground, by which it is considerably

enriched.!* ^ longjourney, like a tall May-pole, though not very beautiful

itself, yet is pretty enough when ornamented with flowers and garlands; it

furnishes a sort of cloak-pins for hanging the furniture ofyour mind upon;

and whoever sets out upon a journey without furnishing his mind previ-

ously with much study and useful knowledge erects a May-pole in Decem-
ber, and puts up very useless doak-pins.

I hope the book will induce many of his countrymen to make the same

jaunt, and help to intermix the more liberal part of them still more with

us, and perhaps abate somewhat ofthat virulent antipathy which many of

them entertain against the Scotch; who certainly would never have formed
those combinations which he takes notice of, more than their ancestors, had
they not been necessary for their mutual s^ety (at least for their success) in

Orme, one of the ablest historians of this age, is of the same opinion. He said

to me, 'There are in that book thoughts; which, by long revolution in the great mind
of Johnson, have been formed and polished—like pebbles rolled in the ocean 1’

BoswEtL.,



GONOLUSION 397

a country where they are treated as foreigners. They would find us not de-
ficient, at least in point of hospitality, and they would be ashamed ever
after to abuse us in the mass.

So much for the tour.—I have now, for the first time in my life, passed a
winter in the countryj and never did three months roll on with more swift-

ness and satisfaction. I used not only to wonder at, but pity, those whose
lot condemned them to winter anywhere but in either of the capitals. But
every place has its charms to a cheerful mind. I am busy planting and tak-

ing measures for opening the summer campaign in farming; and I find I

have an excellent resource, when revolutions in politics perhaps, and revo-
lutions of the sun for certain, will make it decent for me to retreat beliind

the ranks of the more forward in life.

I am glad to hear the last was a very busy week with you."* I see you as

counsel in some causes which must have opened a charming field for your
humorous vein. As it is more uncommon, so I verily believe it is more use-

ful than the more serious exercise ofreason; and, to aman who is to appear
in public, more 6clat is to be gained, sometimes more money too, by a bon

mot than a learned speech. It is the fund of natural humour which Lord
North possesses that makes him so much the favourite ofthe House, and so

able, because so amiable, a leader of a party.

I have now finished my Tour of Seven Pages. In what remains, I beg
leave to offer my compliments, and those ofma iris ehhre to you and
Mrs. Boswell. Pray unbend the busy brow and frolic a little in a letter to,

my dear Boswell, your affectionate fiiend,

George Dempster.”

I shall also present the public with a correspondence with

the Laird of Raasay, concerning a passage in the Journey to the

Western Islarids,\i\a.ch. shows Dr.Johnson in averyamiable light.

To James Boswell, Esq.

Raasay, April loth, 1775.

Dear Sir,—I take this occasion ofreturning you my most hearty thanks

for the civilities shown to my daughter by you and Mrs. Boswell.'* Yet,

though she has informed me that I am under this obligation, I should very

”“Thi8 was a busy and a gainful week to mr. I received twenty-seven guineas in fees,

two more than I had ever received in one week before” (Boswell’s Journal, 1 1 Febru-

ary 1775).
i» Dempster had married Rose Heming in September 1774-

w “Every reader will, I am sure, join with me in warm admiration of the truly patriotic

writer of this letter. I know not which most to applaud,—that good sense and liberality

of mind, which could see and admit the defects of his native country, to which no man

is a more zealous friend; or that candour, which induced him to g[ive just praise to the

minister whom he honestly and strenuously opposed.”

—

^Bosweli..

“ Flora MacLeod visited Edinburgh during the winter and spring of 1 775, as we find

in Boswell’s Journal for that period.
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probably have deferred troubling you with making xny acknowledgments

at present if I had not seen Dr. Johnson’s Journey io the ]\^esletn Isles, in

which he has been pleased to make a very friendly mention ofmy family,

for which I am surely obliged to him, as being more than an equivalent for

the reception you and he met with. Yet there is one paragraph I should

have been glad he had omitted, which 1 am sure was o\ving to misinforma-

tionj that is, that I had acknowledged MacLeod to be my chief, though my
ancestors disputed the pre-eminence for a long tract of time.

I never had occasion to enter seiiously on this argument with the present

laird or his grandfather, nor could I have any temptation to such a renun-

ciation from either of them. I acknowledge, the benefit of being chief of a

clan is in our days of very little significance, and to trace out the progress

of this honour to the founder ofa family ofany standing, would perhaps be

a matter of some difficulty.

The true state of the present case is this: the MacLeod family consists of

two different branches: tlie MacLeods of Lewis, ofwhich I am descended,

and the MacLeods of Harris. And though the former have lost a very ex-

tensive estate by forfeiture in King James the Sixth’s time, there arc still

several respectable families of it existing, who would justly blame me for

such an unmeaning cession, when they all acknowleclgc me head of that

familyj which though in fact it |je but an ideal point of honour, is not

hitherto so far disregarded in our country but it would determine some of

my friends to look on me as a much smaller man than cither they or myself

judge me at present to be. I will, llicrcfore, ask it as a favour of you to

acquaint the Doctor with the difliculty he has brought me to. In travelling

among rival clans, such a silly tale as tins might easily 1)C whispered into

the ear of a passing stranger; but as it has no foundation in fact, I hope the

Doctor will be so good as to take his own way in undeceiving the public—

I

principallymeanmy friends and connexions, who will be first angry at me,

and next sorry to find such an instance ofmy littleness recorded in a book

which has a very fair chance of being much read. I expect you will let me
know what he will write you in return, and we here beg to make offer to

you and Mrs. Boswell of our most respectful compliments. I am, dear sir,

your most obedient humble servant,

John MaoLeod.

To the Laird of Raasay

London, May 8, i775'

Deae. Sir,

—

^The day before yesterday I had the honour to receive your

letter, and I immediately communicated it to Dr. Johnson. He said he

loved your spirit, and was exceedingly sorry that he had been the cause of

the smallest uneasiness to you. There is not a more candid man in the

world than he is, when properly addressed, as you will see from his letter

to you, which I now enclose. He has allowed me to take a copy of it, and
he says you may read it to your clan, or publish it ifyou please. Be assured.
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sir, that I shall take care ofwhat he has entrusted to me, which is to have
an acknowledgment of his error inserted in the Edinburgh newspapers.
You will, I dare say, be fully satisfied with Dr. Johnson’s behaviour, He is

desirous to know that you are; and therefore when you have read his ac-

knowledgment in the papers, I beg youmay write to me; and ifyou choose
it, I am persuaded a letter from you to the Doctor also will be taken kind.

I shidl be at Edinburgh the week after next.

Any civilities which my wife and I had in our power to show to your
daughter. Miss MacLeod, were due to her own merit, and were well repaid
by her agi'eeable company. But I am sure I should be a very unworthy
man if I did not wish to show a grateful sense of the hospitable and genteel

manner in which you were pleased to treat me. Be assured, my dear sir,

that I shall never forget your goodness, and the happy hours which I spent
in Raasay.

You and Dr. MacLeod were both so obliging as to promise me an ac-

count in writing of all the particulars which each of you remember con-

cerning the transactions of 1745-6.“ Pray do not forget this, and be as mi-

nute and full as you can; put down everything; I have a great curiosity to

know as much as I can, authentically.

I beg that you may present my best respects to Lady Raasay, my compli-

ments to your young family, and to Dr. MacLeod, and my hearty good

wishes to Malcolm, with whom I hope again to shake hands cordially. I

have the honour to be, dear sir, your obliged and faithful humble servant,

Jambs Boswell.

Advertisement, written by Dr. Johnson, and inserted by his

desire in the Edinburgh newspapers:—referred to in the fore-

going letter.**®

The author of the Jotmuy to the Western Islands, having related that the

MacLeods of Raasay acknowledge the chieftainship or superiority of the

MacLeods of Skye, finds that he has been misinformed or mistaken. He
means in a future edition to correct his error, and wishes to be told ofmore,

if more have been discovered.

Dr. Johnson’s letter was as follows:

To the Laird ofRaasay

Dear Sir,—Mr. Boswell has this day shown me a letter in which you

rm-nplain of a passagc in the Joum^ to the Hebrides. My meaning is mis-

taken. I did not intend to say that you had personally made any cession of

the rights ofyour house, or any acknowledgment ofthe superiority ofMac-

“See p. 150 n. a6.
“ “The original MS is now in my possession.”

—

^Bosweli.. It is not among the Malahide

papers.
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Leod ofDunvcgan. I only designed to express what I thought generally ad-

mitted: that the house of Raasay Jillowed the superiority of the house of

Dunvegan. Even this I now find to be erroneous, and will therefore omit

or retract it in the next edition.

Though what I had said had been true, if it had been disagreeable to

you, I should have wished it unsaid, for it is not my business to adjust pre-

cedence. As it is mistaken, I find myself disposed to correct, both by my
respect for you and my reverence for truth.

As I know not when the book will be reprinted, I have desired Mr. Bos-

well to anticipate the correction in the Edinburgh papers. This is all that

can be done.

I hope I may now venture to desire that my compliments may be made,

and my gratitude expressed, to Lady Raasay, Mr. Malcolm MacLeod, Mr.

Donald Macqueen, and all the gentlemen and all the ladies whom I saw

in the island ofRaasay; a place which I remember with too much pleasure

and too much kindness not to be sorry that my ignorance or hasty persua-

sion should, for a single moment, have violated its tranquillity.

I beg you all to forgive an undesigned and involuntary injury, and to

consider me as, sir, your most obliged, and most humble servant,

London, May 6, 1 775.

It would be improper for me to boast of my own labours,

but I cannot refrain from publishing such praise as I received

from such a man as Sir William Forbc.s of Pitsligo, after the

perusal ofthe original manuscript ofmyJournal.

To James Boswell, Esq.

Edinburgh, March 7, 1777*

Mv OEAB. Sir,— ought to have thanked you sooner for your very oblig-

ing letter, and for the singular confidence you are pleased to place in me,

,

when you trust me with such a cuiious and valuable deposit as the papers

you have sent rnc.^ Be assured I have a due sense of this favour, and shall

faithfully and carefully return them to you. You may rely that I shall

neither copy any part, nor permit the papers to be seen.

““Raasay was highly gratified, and afterwards visited [in August 178a] and dined

with Dr, Johnson, at his house in London.”—^Bo3WEI.l,
•» “In justice both to Sir William Forbes and myself, it is proper to mention that the

papers which were submitted to his perusal contained only an account of our tour from
the time that Dr. Johnson and' I set out from Edinburgh (p. [3a]), and consequently

,
did not contain the elogium on Sir William Forbes (p. [13]), which he never saw till

this book appeared in print; nor did he even know, when he wrote the above letter,

that this Journal was to be published.”—Boswell. This note was added in the second
edition in consequence of a remark in Lord Macdonald’s letter to Boswell of a6 Novemr

[785' "
-

;

Having read a letter from a respectable person annexed to your pub-
licauqh who, gives his sanction and approbation to the work in which he must have
discovered his own just panegyric, I think it is time to justify myself. . .

.”
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They contain a curious picture of society, and form a journal on the
most instructive plan that can possibly be thought of; for I am not sure
that an ordinary observer would become so well acquainted either with
Dr. Johnson, or with the manners of the Hebrides, by a personal inter-

course, as by a perusal of your Journal.
I am very truly, dear sir, your most obedient and affectionate humble

servant,

William Forbes,

When I consider how many ofthe persons mentioned in this

tour are now gone to “that undiscovered country, from whose
bourne no traveller returns,” I feel an impression at once aw-
ful and tender .—Requiescant in pace!

It may be objected by some persons, as it has been by one
of my friends, that he who has the power of thus exhibiting

an exact transcript ofconversations is not a desirable member
of society. I repeat the answer which I made to that friend:

“Few, very few, need be afraid that their sayings will be

recorded. Can it be imagined that I would take the trouble

to gather what grows on every hedge, because I have collected

such fruits as the nonpareil and the bon chrHienT'^

On the other hemd, how usefiil is such a faculty if well ex-

ercised! To it we owe all those interesting apophthegms and

memorabilia of the ancients, which Plutarch, Xenophon, and

Valerius Maximus have transmitted to us. To it we owe all

those instructive and entertaining collections which the French

have made under the title of Ana, affixed to some celebrated

name. To it we owe the Table Talk of Selden, the Conversation

between BenJonson andDrummond ofHawthornden, Spence’s

Anecdotes of Pope, and other valuable remains in our own

language. How delighted should we have been if thus intro-

duced into the company of Shakespeare and of Dryden, of

whom we know scarcely anything but their admirable writ-

ings! What pleasure would it have given us to have known

their petty habits, their characteristic manners, their modes

of composition, and their genuine opinion of preceding writ-

“ Defined in Johnson’s Dictionary as, respectively, a kind of apple and a kind of pear.
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ers and ol'lhoir coulcmpovavies! All tl»“se art' uf>w irrecover-

ably lost. Clousidering bow many of the strongest and most

brilliant efFusious of exallcil intellect iimst luive perished, how

much is it to be regretted that all men ofdislinguishecl wisdom

and wit have not been attended by friends, of taste enough to

relish and abilities enough to register their conversation:

Vixcrc fortes ante Agaiucinnona

Multi, sed oinnes illacryinal)ik's

Urgentur, ignolique longa

Nocte, carenl quia vate sacro.?*

They whose inferior exertions arc recorded, as serving to

explain or illustrate the sayings of such men, may be proud

of being thus associated, and of ihcir names being transmitted

to posterity, by being appended to an illustrious character.

Before I conclude, I think it proper to say that I have sup-

pressed*’’ everything which 1 thought could really hurt any one

now living. Vanity and sclf-coneeiL indeed may sometimes

suffer. With respect to what is related, 1 considered it my duty

to “extenuate nothing, nor set down aught in malice*’; and

s* “Great men lived, many of them, before Agummiiionj but unwept and unknown,

they are all buried in eternal night, lacking their bar(l.’’~IToraec, Odes, IV, iK. 25-8.

“ “Having found on a revision of the first edition of tliis work tljat, notwithstanding

my best care, a few observations Itad escaped me which arose from the instant impres-

sion, the publication of which might perhaps be considered os passing the laounds of a

strict decorum, I immediately ordered that they should be omitted in the subsequent

editions, I was pleased to find that they did not amount in the whole to a page, If any

of the same kind are yet left, it is owing to inadvertence alone, no man being more un-

willing to give pain to others than I am.
“A contemptible scribbler, of whom I have learned no more than that, after having

disgraced and deserted the clerical character, he picks up in London a scanty livelihood

by scurrilous lampoons under a feigned name, has impudently and falsely asserted that

the passages omitted were dejamatsny, and that the omission was not voluntary but

compulsory. The last insinuation I took the trouble publicly to disprove; yet, like one

of Pope’s dunces, he persevered in ‘the lie o’erthrown.’ As to the charge of defamation,

there is an obvious and certain mode of rchiting it. Any person who thinks it worth
while to compare one edition with the other, will find that the passages omitted were
not in the least degree of that nature, but exactly such as I have represented them in

the fomer part of this note, the hasty effunon ofmomentary feelings which the delicacy

of politeness should have suppressed.”-

—

Boswell. The "contemptible scribbler” was
John Wolcot, who wrote under the pseudonym of Peter Pindar. Boswell’s “public dis-

prooP’ was a letter published in the Gentleman’s Magazine for April, 1786, and earlier m
the newspapers. Wolcot had made the charge in his Poetical and Congratulatory Epistle

to James Sosuiell', he “persevered in the lie o’erthrown” in his Bozzy and Piozsi’
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with those lighter strokes of Dr. Johnson’s satire, proceeding

from a warmth and quickness of imagination, not from any

malevolence of heart, and which, on account of their excel-

lence, could not be omitted, I trust that they who are the sub-

ject ofthem have good sense and good temper enough not to

be displeased.

I have only to add that I shall ever reflect with great pleas-

ure on a tour which has been the means ofpreserving so much
of the enlightened and instructive conversation of one whose

virtues will, I hope, ever be an object ofimitation, and whose

powers of mind were so cxtraordinajry that ages may revolve

before such a man shall again appear.
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[See pp 6 and 157.I

James Boswell to Lord Elihank

London, aa Apiil 1773.

My Dear Lord,—^Thia letter is intended as a happy ptologue to a swelling
act. It is to announce to your lordship that I do now seriously believe that
our illustrious friend Mi. Samuel Johnson will visit Scotland this ycai. I

know your lordship’s high respect for him, and your warm admiration of
his wonderful genius; and therefore I need only hint to you that your
throwing out to me a little ofwhat you feel in abundance will, when lead
to him with my enthusiasm, foitify that resolution, which, I flatter myself,

is already veiy strong. He talks of coming to Edinburgh about the begin-

ning ofAugust, that he mayjust sec our courts of justice, and then he and
I may set out directly on a tour through Scotland, particularly to see the

Highlands and some of the Islands; after which we shall return to Edin-

burgh, where (and at your lordship’s country seat) we must try to keep
him as long as we can. I shall not be many more weeks in London at this

time, so I beg that your lordship may send me an epistle full of insensible

attraction for Mr. Johnson without delay. I have often told your lordship

what influence you have wdth him; and my Johnsoniana contain compli-

ments by him to your lordship more valuable than any titles which princes

confer. I have the honour to be, my dear lord.

Your obliged humble servant.

Lord Elihank to James Boswell
August 9iat, 1773.

Dear Boswell,—I flew to Edinburgh the moment I hemd ofMr. John-

son’s arrival; but so defective was my intelligence that I came too late.

It is but justice to believe that I could never foigive myself, nor deserve

to be forgiven by others, if I was to fail in any mark ofrespect to that very

great genius.—I hold him in the highest veneration; for that very reason I

was resolved to take no shaic in the merit, perhaps guilt, of enticing him

to honour this country with a visit.— could not persuade myselfthere was

anything in Scotland worthy to have a summer of Samuel Johnson be-

stowed on it; but since he has done us that compliment, for heaven’s sake

informme ofyour motions. I will attend them most religiously; and though

I should regret to let Mr. Johnson go a mile out ofhis way on my account,

old as I am, I shall be glad to go five hundred miles, to enjoy a day of his

407
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company. Have tlic charily to send a council-post > vvllli int«'IH{>('ucc; the

post does not suit us in the country. At any rale write to me. I will attend

you in the North, when I shall know where to Ihul yon. 1 am, my clear

Boswell, yonr .sincerely obedient humble servant,

Hmbank.

' term in .Scotland for a special messenger, such as was formerly sent with dispatches
by the lords of the council.”

—

Boswell,
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General subject headings are digested alphabetically and grouped in nvo
articles: Scotlanu and the Scotch and Johnson, Samuel, Part II (Say-
ings and Opinions)

.
(In devising these subject headings we have received

much assistance from Dr. R. W. Chapman’s admirable index to the Tour
to the Hebrides.) Observations on persons and places should be looked for

under the proper names in question. Churches, inns, colleges, mountains,
etc., are not grouped under larger territorial designations, but are given
separate articles. Peers and peeresses, Lords of Session and their wives are

indexed under titles, the titles chosen being usually those proper to 1785;
but this rule has been broken when a person is better known by an earlier

title or a family name (e.g., Lady Jane Douglas, Francis Bacon). The fol-

lowing abbreviations are employed: D. (Duke), E. (Earl), M. (Marquess),

V. (Viscount), JB (James Boswdl), SJ (Samuel Johnson).

Aberbrothock. Sa Arbroath

Abercairney (person). See Moray
Abercom Arms, Paisley, 33 n.a

Aberdeen, William Gordon, and E. of, g6
Aberdeen, JB and SJ visit, sS-dS; men-

tioned, 5, 69 n.3, taa, 157, 313, 258,

a6g, 383, 300, 364, 365
Aberdeen University: see Maiischal Col-

lege and King’s Coilege;—^Library, 1 14
, n.i

Abernethy, John, Presbyterian divine, 46.

Adams, Wiiliam, D.D., 89 n.i, 038
Adderbury, 160 n.i

Addison, Joseph, 37, 64, 6g, ao6; Gale, 57,

363; Remarks on Several Parts oj Italy, agg:

see also Spectator

Adventurer, The, aoa

Adventures of a Guinea. Johnstone

Advocates’ Library. See National Library

of Scotland

Alberti, Leandro, Tour oj Italy, agg

Alemoor (Andrew Pringle), Lord, gg
Allen, Edmund, printer, 373

Allen, Ralph, of Prior Park, 56

Almain, James, of Sens, 395 and n.i a

Alves, James, miniaturist, 96

America (Americans), 5 n.5, 161 n.4i 242-

3, 318, 336, 366 n.i; see also emigration,

s.v. Scotland and the Scotch

Amherst, Jeffrey Amherst, ist Baron, 318

Amsterdam, 13 n.a

Anacreon, 370, 37

1

Ancient and Historical Monuments of Scotland,

m n-S

Anderson, Mrs. (tile Mackinnon), g8
Anderson, John, professor of natural phi-

losophy, 364, 365
Anna (Maclean), prioress of Iona, 333
and n.i

Annual Register, na n.8
•

Anoch, 104 n.3, 159, 191

Antony, Mark, 344
Arabia, 93
Arbroath, 48, 245
Arbuthnot, John, 16, 37

Arbuthnot, Robert, of Haddo, 16, r8

Ardnamurchan, 347, 343
Ardtun, 336, 339
Argyll, Archibald Campbell, 3rd D. of, 348
Argyll, Elizabeth Gunning, Duchess of,

351 and n.3, 35a, 354-6, 360
Argyll, John Campbell, and D. of, i6o

n.i

Argyll,John Campbell, 4th D. of, 333, 279
Argyll, John Campbell, 5th D. of, owns

part of Coll, 369, of Iqna, 331, 33a; JB
and SJ visit, 351-6; letters between ^
and, 360: mentioned, 380, 281, 3t>i|

380, 337
Argyllshire, 379. 345
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Ariosto, Lutlovko, 66 11.4, 367

Arhaig, Sound of, 34.7 n.6

Armadale, JB and SJ visit, it 3-19, 839-

45; mentioned, 337, 304, 303

Arran, 70, 71, 367
Arthur’s Sent, Edinburgh, toB n,4, 3:4

Auchinleck (Alexander Boswell), Lord,

“pressed” JB into Law, 33; followed JB
to London in 1760, 48 n.3; JB’s likeness

to, 59! Highlanders’ regard for, 65, loa;

JB writes to, his dream of, his relations

with, 303-4; JB characterizes, 369-70;

entertains SJ at Auchinleck, 370-7;

mentioned, 52, 57, 70, 75, 88, 98, 167,

855 290. 315. 380. 328, 345
Auchinleck (Euphemia Erskine), Lady,

369
Auchinleck, estate, 88, 163, 290, 314, 3G9-

77
Auehnashiel, 107-9

Ayr, 95
Ayrshire, 198, 353, 365, 366

Bacon, Prancis, 64, 188; Essays, 193; His-

tory 0/ Henry VH, 18

1

Bacon, Roger, 35
Badcnoch, Alexander Stewart, Lord of, 8a

Baker, Sir Richard, Chronicle of the Kings of

England, 2, lOi, 230
Baldwin, Henry, printer, ix

Balmerino, 394
Balmuto, 47
Banff, 79
Banks, Sir Joseph, 208, 322, 333
Bankton (Andrew MacDowall), Lord, fit-

slitule of the Laws of Scotland, 198

Barber, Prancis, 33
Barclay, James, Examination of Mr. Ken-

riclds Reoiew, 238 and n.3

Baretti, Joseph, ii n.15, 89
. Barnes, Joshua, Greek scholar and anti-

.
quary, 371

Barra, aoo, 217, 237
Barrington, William Wildman Barring-

ton-Shute, and V., 391 n.8

Bartholomew, J. G., Adas of Scotland, xii

n.4; iSliCBsy Gaietteer of the British Isles, xii

n.4

Bath, William Pulteney, ist E. of, 340
Bavarian Ohapel, London, 48 n.3

• Baxter, Richard, Presbyterian divine, 64
-Baxter, William, edition of Anacreon, 371
Baxter’s Tavern, Dover Street, London,

79

Bay (penstm). .Vrr Mad.md, John
Bay (place), 179
Baylf, Pierre, 256; lyictioimiy, 13 n.a

Beaton, David, arclilii.Hhop of St. Andrews!,

42
Beattie, James, F ,L.D.,JB writes to, 4; cor-

re.spondcnce between JB and, 5-6; SJ’s

high opinion of, 16-17; Kssar on Truth,

t6 n.9, 238; Ode on Lord Hay's Birthday,

76; SJ applauds pension, 357; men-

tioned, 65 n.i

Bcauclerk, Lady Mary (Norris), 272
Beauclerk, Topham, keenness of mind, 53;

“Professor of Natural Philosophy,” 78;

could not read Mrs. Montagu’s Shake-

speare, 208; his footing with D. of Marl-

Ixirough, 288; mentioned, 74, 163, 175,

272, 322
Beam' Stralagem (George Farqiihar), too

Bedford, Francis Russell, 8tli D. of, 193

Bcinn a Chapnill, 137 n.;j

Belfast, 296
Ben Buy, 3.4a

Ben Hogl), u(iu

Ben-iui-Caillieh, lao

Henbcculu, 88

Bentley, Richard, scholar and critic, 140,

202, 239, 3C7

Bernera (person). See \(tid.eod, Donald

Berncra (place), 111,217
Berwick, 386, 391
Bessborough, William Ponsonby, 2nd E.

of, 228

Bethune, Rev.John, minister of Harris, 1 75

Bcthunc, Rev. William, minister of Duir-

inish, 167, 188, 240
Betty (ship), 251
Bible, 237, 290, 364
Biographia Brilatmica (Andrew Kippis), 371

Birch, Thomas, D.D., ai8'

Birkenhead, Sir John, 37 n.8

Blacklock, Thomas, blind poet, 29, 385

Blackshiels, 393
Blackstone, Sir William, Commentaries, 311

n.4, 344 n.7

Blair, Hugh, D.D., eloquence, 24; com-

poses slowly, 45; Critical Dissertation on

the Poems of Ossian, 206; at dinner with

SJ andJB, 379; SJ sups with, 385; anec-

dote ofJB’s lowing like a cow, 387; let-

ter about y, 388; mentioned, vili

Blenheim Park, 287
Boar’s Head Tavern, Eastcheap, London,

209
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Boerhaave, Hermann, physician, 385
Boethius, Hector, lai

Bologna, 83
Bombay, 35 n.4

Bonetta (ship), 310-11

Booth, Barton, actor, 93
Bossuet, Jacques B6nigne, 300

Bosville, Oapt, William, 1
1 4 n.3

Boswell, Alexander. See Au^inleck, Lord

Boswell, Euphemia. See Auchinleck, Lady

BoswcU, James, son of Dr. John Boswell,

55 n.7

Boswxll, James
[Part I, Character; Part II, Writing and

Bubliealim of Hebridean Journal; Part III,

Other Writings.]

I. Character. Citizen of the world, 10;

proud of ancestry, 13 n.a, 163, 373; pi-

ety, 16, 38 n.i, 43, 105, 14a, 249-50,

317 and n.8, 318-19, 330, 336; has old

Scottish sentiments, 23-4; self-portrait,

32-3; hypochondria, 37 n.g, 84, 118,

laa, aa6-7, 289-90; Roman Catholi-

cism, 48 0.3, 83 n.6; natural good hu-

mour, 53; warmth of feeling for distin-

guished persons, 74, for Jacobite cause,

106-7, 113, 162-3; fear ofghosts, 75)845

little taste for rural beauties, 8 1 ; interest

in executions, 84; called “Paoli,” 90;

fondness for military life, 92; regard for

his wife, 95, 12a, 149, 194, 249, 270; has

all the old principles, 98; feudal enthu-

siasm, 103, 183-5; abhorrence of ver-

min, 106; "deficiency in expressing vis-

ible objects,” 1 14, 148, 1535 cries at

mention of Sir James Macdonald, 116;

love of drink, itg, 160, 222-3, 340-1,

285, 344-5; dances on Duncaan, 137;

“fit to lead on Highlanders,?’ 140; SJ’s

'‘cusios Toiulorm,” i57, 360 ;
“facilityof

manners,” 9 n.12, 159; a Tory, 162-3,

377; forwardness, 175-6, 3545 "firmer

metal than Langton,” 177; supersti-

tious, 202:for JB’s interest in second sight

see superstitions r. v. Scotland and the

Scotch; attention to SJ, 230-1 ; dislikes

dancing, 243; “sets Johnson a-going,”

243-4; acquires SJ’s expressions, 292;

"Hke Antaeus,” 298; affection for his

father, 303-4; receives information too

easily, 335; writes letters from sacred

places, 336 n.8; intemperate in Douglas

Cause, 351 n.3, 356; amorousness, 353;

docs not talk from books, 372; lacks the

413

“animus aefuus,” 374; views on record-

ing conversations, 384; lows like a cow,

387
II. Writing and Publication of Hebridean

Journal. Discovery of MS, \d; descrip-

tion of MS and account ofJB’s method
in posting, vii-viii: see also F.A. and M.S.
Potde, The Private Papers of James Bos-

well ..., a Catalogue, Item 33; full Jour-
nal not begun until some days after

leaving Edinburgh, la; JB begins Jour-
nal in bound notebook, 32 n.i; Journal
becomes fully written, 56; JB’s care for

accuracy, 29 n.i, 54 n.4 ("the very

Journal which Dr.Johnson read”), 245;
“like a cake of portable soup,” 165; JB
unable to take down SJ’s “full strain of

eloquence,” 170; a task of time and la-

bour, 188; SJ does not wish contracted,

271 ; JB looks forward to reading in the

future, 329; SJ praises, 188, 1 93, 226,

241-2, 245, 293-4: finds fault with, 244-

SSjB’s indolence in posting, 357, 368-9,

385, 386, 388; MS lent to Mrs. Thrale,

58 n. It
, 1 76 n.3, 208 n.5, to Sir William

Forbes, who praises, 400-1; editorial

discussion of JB’s revision for publica-

tion, viii-xi, 54 n.4, 58 n.n, 59 n.i, 81

n.3, 83 n.7, loi n.4, 114 n.3, rr8 n.2,

121 n.i, 176 n.3; criticism and ridicule

of, 9 n.ti, 223 n.i, 402 n.25;JBjustifies

recording of conversations, 401—2, his

, reason for including his own remarks, 6;

says he has suppressed everything that

could hurt any one, 402-3

III. Orttf Writings, Account of Corsica,

sgs; Account of Kirk of Scotland: sec

infra Shetch of the Constitution qf the Church

. of Scotland; Campbell, Rev. John, epi-

taph on, 367 n.i; “A Contemplative

Walk at Moffat,” 349 n.i; Critical Stric-

tures on .. . Elvira, 140 n.8; “Currant

Jelly,” 304 n.4; Dorando, 351 n.3; “An
' Evening Walk in the Abbey Church of

Holyrood-housc,” 359 n.4; The Idfe of

SamuelJohnson, ii.D.tJB plans to write,

300, mentioned, g8 n.5, 197 n.g, 207 n.
,

4, 340 n.a, 393 nn.io, ii; Sheich of the

Constiliitian of the Church ScBtltmd, 171

n,3; projected writings, 65 n,a

Boswdl, John, M.D., 30, 55 n.% 385

Boswell, Margaret (Montgomerie), wife

ofJB, serves late tea to SJ, la, and givra

up bedchamber to, 13; no female curl-
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oi-iiy. 34; mi'A'yf t'oncpnuni?, n',.

149, 194, *49, ayn; jlVs ieg,utl foi', laj;

JB has Icuer isfi, :m9 . JU
writes to, 303; mterUins SJ’s visiuiis in

Edinburgh, 38G: mcniionetl, u ii.tG,

a?. 3G61 397i 398, 399
Boswell, Thomas, ist Laird ofAiu'hinlcck,

163. 373
Boswell, Thomas David, JB’s In other, 330

Boswell, Veronica, JB’s daughter, 13-14,

14 n.3, 87-8, 149, 156

Boswell Papers, 3 n.3, 17 n.l t, 154 notes 3

and 3
Boswelliana, 48 n.3

Bourdaloue, Louis, 30a

Bower, William, driver of chaise, 79
Bowles, Thomas and Carrington, print-

sellers, 167

Boyd, Hon. Charles, 6g n.3, G9-73, 76-7

Boyd, Mis, Charles, wife of preceding, 70
Bracadale, 17a, 185, 198, at3

Bradshaw, William, 34a n.4

Braldwood, Thomas, teacher of deaf and
dumb, 389

Branldmo, Pierre dc Bourdeilles, Seigneur

de,36
Breacacha, a6i, 963

Brcacacha Bay, 964.

Breck, John. See MacLeod, John Brcck

Brewsc, M^or John, 90-2

Broadford, 119
Brochel Castle, 139 n.5, 146-7

Brodle, Alexander, of Brodle, lord lyon of

Scotland, 166, 167
Brodie, Capt. David, 166

Brodle, Mary (Sleigh), wife of Alexander
Brodie, 166

Brooks, John, engraver, 12 1 n.i

Brooks, Mrs. John, actress, wife ofthe pre-

ceding, 1 31, 328
Brown, Alexander, keeper of Advocates’

Library, 24
Brown, William, professor of divinity, 42
Browne, Isaac Hawkins, De Anim Im-

morialitate, iig

Bruce, Robert de VIII, « 3 n.a

Brussels, 395 and n.12

Buccleuch, Henry Scott, 3rd D. of, 1 08 n.4
Buchanan, George, 38, 157; Calendae

Maiae, 388
Budgell, Eustace, 35
Buffon, Georges Louis LeClerc, Comte de,

igo and n.4

Bullers of Buchan, 71-9

Ihnke, Sir lieinaid, I mtleiKleniiy, 13a n,i4

HuiLf, I'.tliniind, .Sj piaivts hut denies he
h.w wit, to; putist", JH’s good humour,

.93; piefris Vhgll ui Homer, 53 n,6;

“PtoffSsDi 111 l^llitll^ and Eltxiuence,"

78; not .1 hawk hut a beetle, 171-a;

“fustman evet ywbn e,” 33 1 ;“wild Irish-

man,'’ 331; would get diunk and be

ashamed of it, 343; mentioned, 8i 0.17

Bmnet, Gilbert, Hisimy of My Own Times,

»3 n-«. a.5.3“4» a7t>

Burnet, Thomas, Sacred Theory oj the Earth,

350
Burnett, Arthur, son of Loid Monboddo,

56
Burnett, Jame.s. See Monboddo
Burney, Dr. Charles, History of Mvtie, 50

Burns, Robcit, “To a Haggis,’’ 213 n.ii

Bute, John Stiuirt, 3rd E. of, 38 n.a

Bute, John Stuart, ist M. ol. Set Mount-

stiiurt

Butler, Jtweph, bishop ofDurlmm, Analog)'

of litUpm, 29
Butler, .Samuel, 37 n.Bj Uudtkras, tB6; Re-

main\, lx, 37

Cndogan, Wlllimn, M.I)., Dineitatm on

the (rout, t6U 9
Cairnbulg (i.e.. Claim Burgh Hcg), 268

Caledonian Meimy, 313
Calve, 29O and 11,5

Camaseross, 331

Camden, Charles Pratt, ist E., 351 n,3

Cameron, Donald, of Loeliiel, 377, 278

Cameron, Dugall, of Barr, 273
Cameron, Dugall, of Invinvalic, 375
Cameron, Dugall, of Invlriskvoulline, S75

Cameron, Dugall, of Strone, 273
Cameron, Ewen, 274-5
Cameron House, 361-3
Campbell, Mr., factor toD . ofArgyll, 301

,

308, 341
Campbell, Mr., tacksman of D. of Argyll,

3*7 . 339
Campbell, Mr., of Airds, 352
Campbell, Miss, of Garrick, 35a

Campbell, General, .ftsArgyll,JohnCamp-
bell, 4th D. of

Campbell, Gen. Sir Archibald, 35 n.4

Campbell, Hon. Archibald, bishopofAber-
deen, viii; Doctrines of a Middle State,

3S4-5
Campbell, David, writer to the signet, 352
Campbell, 7Donald, of Airds, 877» *7®
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Campbell, Dugalcl, schoolmaslcr of Kil-

finichen, 341
Campbell, Ewan, servant, 10‘j

Campbell, Rev. George, principal ofMar-
ischal College, 64

Campbell, James, of Treesbank, 365 n.i,

366-7
Campbell, John, Political Sumy of Great

Biitain {Britatmia ^ucidata), 315-16
Campbell, Rev. John, 367
Campbell, Mary (Montgomerie), wife of

James Campbell, 365 n.i, 366
Campbell, Mungo, 368 n.3

Campbell family, 377-8
Campbeltown, 351, 353, 354, 371, 384, 398
Canada, iis n.8

Canna (person). Su MacLeod, Donald,
“late of Canna”

Canna, island, 348
Capell of Hadham, Arthur Gapell, Baron,

393 n-9

Carlisle, Mr., of limekilns, 307
Carlisle (place), 83 n.4

Camegic, Alexander, 157
Caroline, Q,ueen Consort ofGeorge II, 356
Carr, Rev. George, 15

Carruthers, Robert, editor of Tour to the

'Hebrides, xiii, 98 n.6, 103 n.3, 104 n.3,

135 n-i) tyo “-ii 301 ”-9. 310 “-at 339
n.ii

Cartagena, 378
Carte, Thomas, Life of the Duke of Ormonde,

373-3
Cassillis, David Kennedy, loth E. of, 368

n.i

CastigHoni, fialdassare, 11 Cortegiam, 341

Castle Hill, Edinburgh, 379
Catherine Street, Strand, London, igi

Cave, William, lives of the Fathers, lai

Cawdor, 86-90, 377 n.i

Cawdor, Casde of, 86-7

Celts, 186

Chambers, Sir Robert, 6, 10, 44, 79, 312

Chambers, Sir William, Dissertation on Ori-

ental Gardening, 160

Chamier, Anthony, 78

Chapman, R. W., xiii, 19 n.15, g8 n.i,

106 n.t, 41

1

Chapone, Hester, 33 n.i

Charing Gross, London, iGa

Charlcmont,James Caulfeild, ist E. of, 78

Charles 1
, 340, 389, 394

Charles II, 31, 306 n.5

Charles Edward (“Young Pretender”), at

415

Kingsburgh, 134-5; ™ Raasay, 139-31,
13a; SJ sleeps in bed of, 160; Flora Mac-
donald’s, adventures with, 16 1; proper
style for, 163 n.6; his landing-place,

347; mentioned, 106, 113, lar, 126,

134, 140, 154 n.3, 163, 337 n.ij 337-8,

330, 377, 377-8, 379, 373 n.i

Chamer, The, 303
Chatham, William Pitt, ist E. of, 340
Cherolcees, sio
Chesterfield, Philip Dormer Stanhope,

4th E. of, 97“8; Letters to His Son, 74 n 9
Cheync, George, M.D., English Malady, 1 69
Ghcynell, Francis, 30
Chitty, SirThomas, lord mayor ofLondon,

163

Cholmondeley, Mary (Woffington), 210

Christ Church College, Oxford, 303 n.7

Churchill, Charles, Night, 3s; Roseiad, S13
n.i 3

Cibber, Colley, 393
Gibber, Mrs. Susannah Maria (Arne), act-

ress, 93
Cicero, 344; De Finibus, 339
Clanranald, 88

Clark, Francis William, 310 n.3

Clarke, Samuel, D.D., 356-7
Clive, Mrs. Catherine (Raftor), actress, gg
Club, The. See Literary Club

Clunie. See Maepherson, Ewen .

Clyde, river, 156, 398
Cocker, Edward, Arithmetic, 104 n.4

Coffey, Charles, “Ev’ry island is a prison,”

218
Coirechataehan (person). See Mackinnon,

Lachlan
Coirechataehan (place), JB and SJ visit,

119-37, 33 1-51; mentioned, vii, 135 n.i,

165, 333
Cole, landlord of Mitre Tavern, 105

Coll. See Maclean, Hugh
Coll (i.e., “young CoU”). See Maclean,

Donald
Coll, JB and visit, 350-96; mentioned,

vii, 168 n.i, 317, 348, 349, 305, 313 n.3 ,

329. 3950.13
. , ,

Collier, Jeremy, Eeelestastteal Htstoty of

Great Britain, lai

CoIIings, Samuel, caricaturist, 16 n.6, 75

n.io, 106 n.5, 137 n.a

Colman, George, elder, 78
Colqahoun, Catherine, dau. of followings

laUr Lady Mackenzie, 359 n.5

Colquhoun, LadyHelen (Sutherland), 361
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( lolmiUoiin, Sir Bai t ,
'((tt

ClolumUj, St. (A*, aihim/iut), 1

1

7< :i i-> U 1*

33fi. 137. ai8
Colville, Kli/abcth Kfskuw, ll.iiones^, ‘ijii,

38.3. 386
.

Cond.imine. AVe Lit Liiintl.iiniiie

Coniitable, AichilMlili 303

Cook, John, piofcwor of othics, 4a

Cooke, Thomas, <mthor, ai

Coote, Gen. Sir Eyre, O'. Q-*" ‘I

Coole, Lady (nee IliUehinson), 93-3

Cornaig. i'ee Maclean, Donald

Corneille, Pierre, agg

Coricgglo, Antonio Allegri da, 163 ii.t)

Corsica, jgy, 373; sec also Anaiiiit uj Cui-

siea, s,n, Boswell, James, Part III

Cortc, aoo

Court of Justiciary, la n.i8

Court ofSession, 33, 30, 351 n.3, 376, 381-

a, 389
Courtenay,John, politician, 1 1 4 •'3 . 37{)».‘l

Covington (Alexander lairklmrt), Loid,

65 n.a

Cowley, Abraham, 348; “Ode upon 1 lis

Mjgcsty’s Restoration and Return,” ‘.u})

n.8

Craig, James, architect, 43
Craigengillan. See MeAdum
Cranston, David, licentiate in theology,

395 and n, I a

Cranston (place), 391, 393
Craufurd, commander ofking’s cutter, agC

Ciilical Reoiew, 107 n.3, agg

Croket
,
John Wilson, editor ofLife ofJohn-

asR,xiii, 8030.7, aogn.g, a ion. 10, 375 n.a

Cromwell, Olivci, 59, 375 and n.a

Crosbie, Andrew, advocate, 10, 37-8

Crossapoll (person). See Maclean, Neil

Crossapoll (place), 368-9, 385-6

Crousaz, Jean Pierre de, Examen de I'Eimy

it M, Rope sur I'llamme, 45 n.O, 56
Cuchullin, ao5, so6, 317

Cuillin Hills, 166, aoo, 303

Cullen, Robert (lalei Lord Cullen), 6, 27
Cullen, William, M D

,
37-8

Cullen (place), 79-80
CuUoden, Bathe of, 106

Cumberland, Duke of. See William Au-
gustus

Cumming, Thomas, Quaker, 70, 73, iga

Cuninghame, Gapt. See Montgomeiic-
Cuninghame

Cuninghame, Sii John, Bart., 367
Cunningham, Alexander, historian, 367

I 'uiuiiughtiinc, thsnu t ul Avishlic, 367
fup.u, .17

t!n|ici\ <iaiih‘n\ jyj

t '(jin’i Ihh rli (AuiiifW Muh.iel Ramsay),

III)

Daillc, Jc.in, lientiie ini the l''atliei\, 370

D.ilbliiit, 11), ai|ii

Dallas, Miss. See Ridiltiih, Mis. James

Dallas, K.ue, ilaii of following, 6a

Dallas, Maigait't (Uaniillon), 63

D.illas, Stuait, 63

Daliyiiijile, Sir David. See Hailes

Dahyinplc, I.t.-Col. James, 389

Dalrym)>lc, Sir John, Bml., 350-1, 389-

iPi 39 *
'
3 !

SJemmn itf Gieat Bnlam and

helaml, 390, 39B n.g; 7 hee Letlen to Bar-

imi(tim, 31)1 n.8

D'Aiipf-, C-ipl. Isaac Augustus, 102

Daiiilry, llciiiy Stuait, Loid, 373 n.i

Davies, ’llionias, actor and iiookscllcr, 313,

31)7

Davies, Mis. Tlu>m.is (nfe Yanow), 313

netmui/ Ghmlmn I’m (I’Rli h.ucl Allcstiis'),

itm

Dclaiiy, Rev. I’aliick, Oh\nviiltum ii^wi

Swift, ana

Dempster, Ceoigc, )o n.), 394, 3‘).V 7 >

Cntieat Sliulliiei ujim f'linn, 140 n.B

Dempster, Ruse (Ilemiiig), wife of pieced-

ins. 397 n'H*

Uenmnrk, 334
Derby, Rdw.ud iSiniih-Stanley, lalh Is. of,

3 .')' >> 3 r

Derby, Elualicth Ihmiillon, Countess of.

See Hamilton, Lady Elizabeth

Derham, William, Phyiico-'l heoln^y, 313

Derrick, Samuel, author, 85, 304

Dick, messenger, 139

Dick, Sir Alexander, Bart., 30, 385, 39°“'

Dielionaiy oj Jfalianal Biograplyt, xii n.4

Dilly, Charles, publisher, viii

Dhleton (Sir John Nisbel), Loid, 17 '

Doddridge, Philip, D.D., 335 and n.5

Dodslcy, Robert, The Preceptor, 308 n.7

Donaldson, Alexander, Collectm oJ Onp-

nal Poems by Sioteh Gentlemen, 304 n.a

Dorchester, Countess of. See Sedley

Doubleday, Doran and Co., 93 n.5

Douglas, Archibald Douglas, Duke of, 351

n,3

Douglas, Archibald James Edward (later

ist Baron Douglas of Douglas), 351 ",3,

359) 37'n.r
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Douglas, Elizabeth, great-grandmother of

Lord Monboddu, 53
Douglas, Francis, author, 40
Douglas, LadyJane, wife ofSirJohn Stew-

art, 35 « n-Si 359
Douglas, Lady Lucy (Graham), wife of

Archibald James Edward Douglas, 356
Douglas, Margaret Douglas, Duchess of,

56, 351 n.3

Douglas Cause, 16, 351, 355, 356, 359
Dow (i.e., ihu, dubk), Lauchlan, 334, 337
Dreghom, Lord. Ste Maclaurin, John
Drummond, Alexander, Travels, 313
Drummond, George, loid provost of Edin-

burgh, a6
Drummond, William, of Hawthornden,

391 ; Conversations with Jonson, 400; Cy-

press Grove, 153
Drummond, William, Edinburgh book-

seller, 364 and n.l, 377, 385, 389
Drury Lane Theatre, 387
Dryden, John, J98, 304, 401; Aeneid, 383

n.ii Amboyna, 303; Assignation, S03; Con-

quest of Granada, 303 j
“Three poets in

three distant ages born,” 60 n.3

Dryer, Edwin J., Jr., xiv

Duart Castle, 346
Dublin, 3t n,so, 78 n.7

Du Boccage, Marie Anne le Page, Mme,
n n.ts

Du Bos, Jean Baptiste, Abbd, Rljlexions

Critiques sur la Poisie et la Peinture, 66-7

Duff, Miss, at Inverness, 96
Duff, Adam, baillie of Aberdeen, 157
Duff House, 79
Duirinish, 197
Dumbarton, 363
Dun, Rev. John, minister of Auchinleck,

338. 374
-
5, 375

Dunbar, James, professor ofmoral phum-

ophy, 65
Dunbuy, 71

Duncaan, 137, 144, i45, '4®

Duncan I, King <rf Scotland, 84

Dundas, Henry (later tst V. Melville), ix,

33 n.3

Dundas, Robert, lord president of Court

of Session, 351 n.3

Dundee, 48
Dundonald Castle, 367-8

Dunfermline, 369
Duniquoich, 353
Dunmore,John Murray, 4th E. of, 108 n.4

Dunsinane, Lord. See Naime, William

417

Dunvegan, JB and SJ visit, 166-97; men-
tioned, 1 16, 136, 158, 813, 238 n-C, 340,

287, 305, 348 n.5

Dunvegan Loch, an, 317
Durham,James, Commentaiy on the Galatians

(probably an error for Commentary on

Revelation), 376
Dutchman's Cap, 368

Dyer, Samuel, translator, 79

East India Company, 108 n,4

East Indies, 6, 35 n.4, 93, 253
Eastcheap, London, S09

Edinburgh, SJ in, rr-32, 377-91: other

references passim

Edinburgh Castle, to8 n.4, 378
Edinburgh High School, 140 n.8

Edinburgh University, 34 n.7, 25, si 6 n.30

Edward IV, 31 n.4

Egan, wigmaker, 48 n.3

Eglinton, Alexander Montgomerir, loth

E. of, 48 n.3, 65 n.3, 316, 367, 368
Eglinton, Archibald Montgomerie, tith

E. of, 367
Eglinton, Susanna Kennedy, Countess

of. 387-9. 390
Etgg. 187, a 1 7. 246-7. 248
Eilean nam Ban (Mm's Island), 328, 330
Elgin, 83-3

Elibank, Patrick Murray, 5th Baron, letter

to SJ from, 156-7; characterized, 377-8;

with SJ, 379-80, 384; his opinion of Dr.

Robertson, 384; SJ dines and visits at

country seat rf, 385; correspondence

with JB, 407-8; mentioned, 4, 6, 394,

307
Eh'zabetfa, Queen, S04, 203 n.8

Elliot, Sir Gilbert, Bart., n n.17

Ellon, 68

Elphinstone, Wiiliam, bishop ofAberdeen,

65
Epictetus, 345
Erray, 399, 301-8
Erroll, i6fh £. of. See Hay, George

Erroll, Isabella Carr, Countess of, 70-I,

73.76.96 ^ ^ ^
Erroll, James Hay, 13th E. of, 69 and n.3,

72. 73. 74-5. *64

Erroll, Mary Hay, Countess of, 74
Erskine, Hon. Andrew, 386 n.a; Oritieai

Strietms upon Elmra, 140 n.8

Erddne, Lady Anne, 379
Erskine, Hon. Archibald. See Kellie

Enkine, James. See Grange, Lord
no
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RtsWw, John, n.D., 383

h'liskinc, bir Jolm, 9()<)

lii skinc,Rat'hd Ohieslfy >
>*1^ Gi Jugc, I lacly

Ewox, Arthur Capril, Earl of, 39a n.9

Essex, ElirabetU I’ucy, Countess of, 30a

n,9

Essex, Robert Devereux, and E. of, 904,

905 n.8

Euripides, Hecuba^ 55

European Magazine, 384 n.a

“Ev*ry island is a prison** (from song by

Charles Coffey, “Welcome, welcome,

brother debtor”), 918

Fairlie, Alexander, of Fairlie, 374

Falconer, Alexander, 74

Falkirk, 346

Falkland Islands, 910 n.iu

Farqtihar, George, Beaw.' Slialagtni, too

Faulkner, George, bookseller, a6, 97

Fawkener, Sir Everard, 943

Fdnelon, Franjois dc Salignac de la Mothe,

Telemacfm, 300
Ferguson, Adam, LL.D., 97! Euay on the

History of Ckd Society, 95

Ferguson, James, astronomer, 114

Ferguson, John, captain of Put note, 139

Fergusson, James. See Pilfour

Fergusson, Robert, “To the Principal and

Professors of tlic University of St. An-

drews,” 933 n,4

Fern, George, master ol stores at Port

George, go-t, ga

Femey, 3
Fernilea (person), See MacLeod of Fernilca

Femilea ^lace), 912, 214

Fielding, Henry, Tom Jones, 99, 50 n.6

Fife, James Duff, and £. of, 79

Fifeshire, 394
Findlater, James Oj^lvy, 7th E. of, 80

Fingal. See Maepherson, James

Fladda, 147, 968

Flint, James, professor of medicine, 42
Flodden Field, 373
Foebaben, 83

Foill, 969
Foote, Samuel, ai, 51 n.i, 97, 249, 389-3

Forbes, Rev. David, minister of Laurence-

kirk, 59

Forbes, Duncan, lord president of Court

of Session, 93 n.3, 167, 980

Forbes, John, professor of divinity, 215
Forbes, Robert, bishop ofRoss and Caith-

ness, 162

Forites, VVilli.im, lutillie of Abmleen, 157

I'lnlies, ,Sii Williiiiu, Ihut
,

1 lunacter of,

13; with SJ, 13 15; publishes Cam's

srimniK,, l.>,, inlitidiH’CS lilafkloek to SJ,

ag; banking ci>nip.iny mentioned, 179;

with SJ tntd Jli, 384; letter toJB from,

.pio 1; mentioned, viii, 18, afi, 49

Fold, Dr. Joseph, 307

Formosa, iRB

Fovreis, 84, 907

Fort Augustus, 08, 98. loi-a, 106, 107,

lit, 243
Fort Gcoige, git-

4

Foulis, Sir James, Bart, 1
1 7, aoj

Foulis, Robeit and Andrew, publishers,

364
France, 48 11.3, 184, aio, at7, .334

Franklin, Benjamin, 370 n.i

Fraser, goatheid, too

Fraser, Mrs., wife of preceding, 99 -tot

Fraser, Mr., ofHalniiin, too

Fraser, Alexander, of .Striehen, 77-8

Fraser, Rev. Alex.inder, tninister nflnver-

ness, 98
Fraser, Dr. WilUani, 7«

_

Friedrich II of Ihussia, iRu

Fumair (sltlp), I3!) n'7

Galloway, Alexander Stewart, fith E. of,

34R

Gardenstonc (Francis Garden), Lord, 38

ii'8> 5®
Garrick, David, SJ disagrees with lucid-

ing about, 99; "See Garrick I” 29: “Pro-

feasor of Public Speaking,” 78, funeral,

79 n.8: universality, 93: failure in em-

phasis, 94; stupidityin court, 207; Shake-

speare and, 207-8; his supposed epi-

taph for Shenstonc, 239-3; keeps hook

of praise and abuse, and is helped by

attacks, 238; serves rye-bread for break-

fast, 271; JB receives letter from, 349;

SJcompares toFoote, 389-3; mentioned,

912

Gastrell, Francis, Christian Institutes, 313

Gataker, Thomas, Of the Mature and Use of

Lots, and The Spirituall Watch, 984

Gay, John, Beggar’s Opera, 199, 959

Gellius, Aulus, 193 n.i

Genllemeifs Magazine, 83 n.7, 197 u.9, 4®®

n.95

George I, 218

George II, 9 18, 393
George III, 99, 163 n.6, 373 and n.t



INDEX 419

Gerard, Alexander, D.D,, professor of di-
vinity, 64, 66-7, 97

Germany, 241

Gianfs Causeway, 214 n.i6, 326
Gifford, Rev. RieWd, author, 85
Gilbert, Sir Geoffrey, Law of Evidence, 380
Gilmour, SirJohn, lord president of Court

of Session, 171

Glasgow, JB and SJ visit, 364-5; men-
tioned, 9, 35, 301, 317. 351, 381 n.5

Glasgow University, 9 n.12, 48 n.3, 396
Glass’s Inn, St. Andrews, 37
Gleg, merchant, 50
Glen Groe, 343
Glen Shiel, 107, 342
Glenelg, 88, 107, 110, UI-13, rgi, agt

Glenmoriston, Laird of. See Grant, Patrick

Glenmoriston (place), 102-6, 342
Glennevis {Glenivcsk), 277
Glenpean, 274
Glover, Richard, Leonidas, 84
Goldsmith, Oliver, “Dr. Minor,” 69; “Pro-

fessor of Poetry and Ancient History,”

78; SJ compares to diamond, 1 04; heiped

by attacks, 239; his review for Critical,

239; Citizen ^ the World, 239 n.4; talks

at all ventures, 242; bon mot about butt-

end of pistol, 265; would boast of get-

ting drunk, 345; The Traveller, 347; men-
tioned, 66 n.3, 218, 297

Gooderc, SirJohn Dineley, Bart., 21 n.19

Goodere, Samuel, commander of Rttby, 21

n.19

Gordon, Lord Adam, 3:8 n.io, 350-1

Gordon, Hon. Alexander. See Rockville

Gordon, Alexander Gordon, 4th D. of, 83
n,6

Gordon, SirAlexander, Bart., 60-1 , 64,65-7

Gordon, Cosmo, baron of Court of Ex-

chequer, viii

Gordon, Capt. John, of Park, 74
Gordon, Thomas, professor of Greek, 59-

60, 6t, 64, 65
Gordon Castle, 83

Gory, servant, 57, 58

Graham, Rev. George, author of Telm-

achus, 6g
Grampian Hills, 51

Grange (James Erskine), Lord, 189 n.a

Grange (Rachel Chiesly), Lady, 189

Granger,James, Biographical History ofEng-

land, 218-19

Grant, Rev. Alexander, minister ofDaviot

and Dunlichity, 87, 97, 98

Grant, Patrick (Peter), of Glenmoriston,

104, 106

Grant, Rev. Patrick, minister of Nigg, 87
Graves, Richard, 233 n.i

Gray, Thomas, 6; A Long Story, 267
“Green sleeves and pudding pies” (song),

224
Greenock, 282
Gregory, David, Treatise of Practical Ge-

ometry, 270
Gregory, James, M.D., professor of medi-

cine, 30
Gregory, John, M.D,, professor of medi-

cine, 30
Grenville, George, statesman, 382
Greshomish, 164
Gribon, 324
Grimston, William Luckyn Grimston, ist

V., TheLaaynr^s Fortum, or Love ia a Hal-
low Tree, 94

Grishipoll, 259, 261, 273, 293, 295
Gronovius, Abraham, 370 n.a

Grodus, Hugo, De Salisjaclione Christi, 64
Gustavus III of Sweden, 175

Hadow, George, professor of Hebrew, 4a,

43
Hague, The, 13 n.a

Hailes (Sir David Dalrymple), Lord, Re-

marks on History of Scotland, and Annals

of Scotland, 22; SJ’s opinion of, 22; din-

ner and conversation with JB and SJr

recognises SJ’ s style, revises linesin Piwrfy

of Homan Wishes, 30-t; remark about

Inchkeith, 36; Catalogue of Lords of Ses-

sion, 1 71; memorials of Stuarts, aiO; .SJ

dines with, 385; his note on SJ’s day

with him, 389: letter toJB, 394~5; men-
tioned, 32 n.8, 82, 292, 325

Hales, Stephen, physiologist, 209
Halesowen, 233 n.i

Hall, ?Rcv. Wesley, 70
Hatlglenmuir. See Mitchell

Hallows, Mary, housekeeper to Edward
Young, 235

Hamburg, 298
Hamilton, Douglas Hamilton, 8th D. of,

26, 371 n.i

Hamilton, Duchess of. See Argyll, Ellaa-

beth Gunning, Duchess of

Hamilton, Lady Elizabeth (later Countess

of Derby), 352, 355
Hamilton, James George Hamilton, 7th

D. of, 351 n.3
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Hamilton, James HmniUon, lilli IX oX

35B n.8

Hamilton, John, of S\milriiin, m
Hamilton, William, of Itmigoui', .-In I'pi-

Uiph, 96

Hiunilton, William Gfriiril, aog n.g

Hamiltoia (pUii-c), 377

Hammond, James, Love J^egirs, a;!.!

Hampshire, 1 96

Hampstead, 184

Handel, George rredcrick, Messiah, 0

Hanover, family of, ilii 11.4, iGa, 236, 277

n.io

Hanvtay, Jonas, traveller, ta

Harris, James, 58, 371 ;
Dialogues on Poetry,

Musk, Painting, andHappiness, 58; Hermes,

Harris, island, 167, 175, 189 n.a

Harrison, captain of Nestor, 136,^ 158

"Hatyinfoam eri” (song), 127, 260

Hawkesworth, John, LL.D., Voyages in the

Southern Hemisphere, 230

Hawkins, Sir John, 347 tt-ti

toy oj Mitsie, 50
Hawthornden (person). See Drtuninontl,

William, of I-Iawthorndcn

Hawthomden (place), 391, loa

Hay, Charles (later Lord Newton), 18 n.13,

97 n.i2

Hay, George Hay, Lord (later iGth E. of

EiToU), 76

Hay, John, guide, 99, 104, 109-10

Hay, William, Marlialis Epigrammata Se-

leela, 363
, Henderland (Alexander Murray), Lord,

Hood, Keibin, ;i8t>

I liiiikf, Niuhanifl, Aii'oiintiif IhiviigerDuck-

e\s of MaithiOkingli, 141; Human Hislmy,

133.

1 Inpr.Jnlu\, M.IX, priifcssorot hutiiny,393

1 li-»iw,.Sir VVilli.ini,t Penring-Maslrr,

•w
Htwace, hpistles, ly,!). 294, 374 (his);

Odes, 7:1, 12a, 243. 4''J

HtM’iis, Inn at lnv(‘rni'.ss, 95
House of Commons, 934, 3()7

House i)fl.ords, 351 J1.3, 371 n.i

Howard of Escriek, William Howard, 3rd

Itnron, 39a n.()

Hume, David, 17-18, t3G, ailB. *38-9

Icolmkill. See Iona

Inchkeith, 33-6

Inchkenneth, Jll ami .SJ visit, 312-24; mcn-

tiuned, a<v>. 309- 1", 328, 334

India, iGlI

Inveraray, 88, 279, 301, 31,3, 348-59

Inverness, Gi, Ilti, 95 9, lo-I, 340

Inveittnehiel, Laird of, 277

loun (feolwkill), JH and SJ visit, 330-8:

ineiuioin'd, 88, i,'58, 187, 247, afill, sflo,

308, 314, Dtj). 324, 3“'’, 32’/. adi, ‘,)4L

38.3

Irt'UuHl, 251, 310, 334, :)l>8

I i-vine, Alexander, niDi nni, 70

Irving, Ruhert, of llonsliaw, 48 n-Q

Isay, 211, 912, 255

Isham, Lt.-Col. Rtilph H., v, vi

May, 239, 349
Italy, 189, 990, 393

Hertfordshire, 958 Jaffray, Robert, Iona, 334 n-S

Hervey, Rev. James, 156; Meditations and James, St., 336

ConUmplatkns, 349-50 James II of Scotland, 275

Hesiod, 91, 41 James IV of Scotland, 163, 373

Hesse, Landgrave of. See Philip James V of Scotland, 156, 275 .

Hill, Geprge, professor of Greek, 49, 43 JamcsIofEngland (James VlofSootlanci;,

Hill, George Birkbeck, editor of Life qf 230, 273, 277, 373 O'li 3?®

Johnson, xiii, 83 n.7, 129 n.i, 169 n.5: James H of England, 31, 101 n.3
^

pooisteps of Dr. Johnson, James Francis Edward ("Old Pretender ),

aoon,i,2i4n.i5;J'(iA)inia’j'i«h<w,936n.6 162, 277-8
- Hogarth, William, 74, 160 Japan, i CO, 383

Holbach, Paul Henry Tbiry, Baron d’, Jeans, Alexander, son of following, 114,

Systime de la Nature, 2^ 115,118 oft
Holyrood Abbey and Palace, 26, 359 Jeans, John, naturalist, 114, 115, 118, i9o

Home, Henry. See Karnes Jersey, 108 n.4

Home, John, 378; 194; Dpiff/ai, 358 John, St, 49 n.4
. w t„'>

Homer, 54, 55 n.6, K n.4, 129, 367 “Johnny Armstrong’s Last Good-Ntgnt

Hood, James, smith, 44 (song), s6



INDEX 421

Johnson, Esther (Swift’s “Stella”), ao6
Johnson, Michael, father of SJ, 3, 39, 174
Johnson, Samuel

[Part I, Character-, Fart II, Sayings and
Opinions; Part III, Writings.]

I, Character. JB’s character of, 6-10;

appearance, 14 (not horrid), 81 (com-
pared to elephant), la? (“like a mag-
nificent Triton”), 253 (on horseback),

284 ("eremitical”), 314 (in Highland
dress), 359 (like a bishop); liking for

post-chaises, 6; drinks no fermented

liquor, 1 1 , 43, gfi, 1 73-4: bid see 1 73 and
348-9; tea-drinking, 12; deafness, 15,

1 61, 256; reciter of scraps of verse, 26;

writes poetry more easily than Diction-

ary, 29; reverence, 41, 143; composes

rapidly, 45; inattention to established

manners, 47; silent in company, 50;

loudness ofvoice, 7-8, 53; politeness, 57,

359-60; strength and endurance, 58,

105, 217, 322, 363-4; bad humour, 68,

no, 112-13; respect for rank, 74, 355,

356; little taste for rural beauties, 8i;

talks “ostentatiously," 91; instructs him-

self in conversation, 96-7; imitates kan-

garoo, 98 n.6; eloquence, 102, 170; be-

nevolence, 103, 394: feudal, 103, tog;

mind not equipped to weigh minute

particulars, 1 10; resolution and tran-

quillity, 1 1 8, 250-1 , 347, 348; accuracy,

142; horror of bones, 143, 319; im-

patience, 158, 236; a "buck,” 159, 161,

165, 226; a Tory, not a Jacobite, 162-3;

wesikness of sight, 165, 321; laziness,

i6g, 192, 367; wears no night-cap, 173,

233-4, 297; melancholy, 174; variety of

knowledge, 174-5, =08; unwilling to

have birthdaymentioned, 183; contracts

names offriends, 1 89, 297; laughter, 211-

12,368,392; more spirit of adventure

thanJB, 227; “honest manj” 230^-1, 297,

299; “like a great mill,” 231 ;
fasted for

two days, 252; impetuosity, 257; scepti-

cal of round numbers, 267; minute ob-

servation, 293 : no alertness, 294; talks to

himself, 297-8; no ear for music, 305;

incredulous, 325; "hogshead of sense,”

342; "dungeon of wit,” 345; tralks laxly,

350; too proud to court the great, 351;

gentle and complaisant, 355; negligent

of his papers, 360; remarkaWe memory,

363; spirit of contradiction, 364, 378;
' readiness in repartee, 365; desire for long

life, 366; does not talk from books, 37a;
fear of death, 374; "Ursa Major,” 376;
refuses to attend Presbyterian woiship,

376~7 j‘ habit of strict examination, 380;
reverence for truth, 38a, 400; love of
long words, 389; candour, 398

II. Sayings and Opinions. Acting, ai-
2, 28-g, 93-4; anecdotes, loves, 22; ani-

mal substances uncleanly, 1 76; Atlantic,

crossed in open boat, 128; Atonement,
The, 63-4; authors, benefited by attacks,

238-9, 3905 —

)

competition good for,

50; biography, 55, 202, 204; "Borough-
English,” 311; butchery, 208-9;

playing, 393; charity, 367; chieftainship,

1 1 7;churchesandkirks,24;civilizedmen,

superiority of, 92-3 ; clergy, Scottish and
English, 215-16, 245, 375; composition,

23, 44-5! country gentlemen, 78; “coun-

try of saddles and bridles,” 309; creeds

and confessions, 87; cucumbers, 259;
cunning, 177-8; death, t55, 245, 307:
death-bed behaviour, 203-4, 387; dedi-

catlon5,253-4;“depeditation,"g7;“dog-

gedly,” 23; dress, 361; dressing, 45;
drinking, 39-^40, 119, 314: duel, trial by,

12-13; duelling, 190-1; education, 60,

71, 174, 241; emigration, 15, 54; end-

ings of letters, 203; “English man by a

coal fire,” 364; entails, 73; Erse poetry,

204-5; “Et hoe secundsim sentenliam philo-

sophorum est esse beatns," s68 ; evil, origin

of, 85, 362; fencing, 44; fools, spaniel

and mule, 187-8; fornication, 167-8;

fraud, difficulty of proving, 311-12;

French credulity, 323; — literature,

299-300; general terms, 76; good breed-

ing, 57; grace before breakfast, go; grat-

itude, 193; gunpowder, 91; Hanover,

house of, 236; happiness, 155, 268; he-

reditary offices, 87; history of the ’45,

384; “Inch Boswell,” 322; inscriptions,

English and Latin, 1 1 8, 363; intelligence

of Highlanders, 1 13; judges, private life

of, 387; judicial oaths, 382; language,

186; Latin, study of, 103; law and tragic

poetry, man could apply mind equally

to, 19-20; laziness, 192; learning, de-

crease of, 55-6; — in Scotland, .37-8;

legal ethics, 14-15; lepers, 36 n.6; liter-

ary property, 32, 49; literature and crit-

icism, 189, 299-300: “little-house!),”

291-2: see also “little-houses” s.v. Scot-

land AND THE Scotch; luxury, 335;
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muHncrs, chiinjft' of, I'WW"

nry, 4.5-(); men amt iiartii'st, ai : Methnd-

isls, 383; mist'is, tta; missuraarifs, 383;

monasteries and tlie monastic life, 41-a;

money, 40; natural goodness, 169-70,

1 74; naval music, 1 31 ;
navigation, 19O;

Necessity, 29-30; ncighhoura, 350-1 ; m-

, tifnur in veiitiim not true, 340; “no ainlri-

tious thoughts,’’ 160; "not every name
can cai-ry double,” 272; officers in the

Army, 388-9: orang-outang, 28; ortho-

doxy, likes in old men, 257; Osslan: see

Maopherson, James; Parliament, 37,

73; patronage, 38-9; peers, influence of,

37> 73j 353 i P“ple of consequence

watched in London, 209-10; “people

who died ofdropsies,” ai i
;
“peregrinity”

97; piazzas, Q^ipootwh, advisesJB not to

drink, 344; portraits, 180-1
;
prayer, aa,

46, go, 361; piYcepts and practice, 54,

169, 357; Presbyterians and Kpiscopa-

lians, 51; prescription in eases of mutv-

der, 12, 6a-3; present age better than

the last, 53; prize-fighting, igo; prop-

erty, 37; provisions, bad manners to

carry into another man’s house, 50J
"Qpantum eedat virtulibus mum," 1615

“quotidian expenses,” 348; rebellion,

385; Reformadon in Scotland, 41, 42;
relations, 76; respect for adversaries, 16-

17; “roving among the Hebrides,” 3a8;

rye-bread, 271; sailors, 390; savage and
shop-keeper, 56; 58; scepticism, ag;

Scotch broth, €i
;
Scotland,jokes on, 62

;

—
,
prejudice against, 5, 9-10, 94, 95,

210-11, 215-16, 341 ;
Scottish independ-

ency, 23-4; "seoundrelim" 77; sea pros-

pects, 34; second sight, 123; seraglios,

176-7; ship like ajall, 104, an; smok-
ing, 395 soldien, 103; "solid talk,” 36a;
sorrow, 42-3; stone circles, 99; subordi-

nation, 77;, subscription in universities,

, 43; suicide, 35; "summer all the year
where we are,” 302-3; Sunday, observ-
ance of, 46; “Ten. thousand Lmdoners
would drive the people of Pekin,” 291;
tenants, 289; thatching, aa8; threshing,

. 228; Tories and Whigs, 219 (“I hate to
a Whig in a parson’s gown”), 236,

238-9, 340, 354-5, 376; see also supra,

men and parties; tour to Hebrides the
pleasantest part ofhis life, 394; trade, 34,

38^) I 93 i 319-ao; transubstantiation,

48; trees in Scotland, 46-7, 51, 309;

Trinity, The, (>3; Union, bencfiis of, to

Si-iHlitncl, 95; veal in Scotlauil, 1 8; wages,

229; wcaltii, 76 7, ill -2, i(|2“3, 319-20:
Whigs: see .\npta, Tories tincl Whigs;
wliisky (“wliat it is tluit makes a Scots-

man liappy”), 34R; “wlio ‘an like tlte

Higlilands';’” 371; wickedness, 177-8;
wiirhcTaft, 27-8

III. Wrilitigs, Cronsaz,Jean Pierre dc,

A Commenlury on Mr. Pope's . . . Essay on

Man (trttn.slatii)n), n.8; Eiciiimary of

the English Language, 23 11.5, 29, 85 n.a,

97-8, 12 1, 237, 2D3; Dryden’s epigram

on Milton, Latin version of, 60; False

Alarm, The, 99; Hanway, Jonas, defence

of tea against (review in Littraiy Mag-
azine of Hamvay’s Essay on Tea), la;

The Idler, 185, 239; Journey to the Western

Islands 0/ Scotland, JB defends, 10, 394-

400, quoted or mentioned, 3, iG, 34, 44,

46, 46. 5 '» 79 «•<). !)“ »•:). 107 n-3 « m
11.6, 13211.12, 149 11.21,250 n.8, 253 n.i,

312 n.5, 333, 348 and notes 4 and 5,

361, 371 1 37a. :i?3 . 374. 389; <lf

Francis (Iheynelt (in The Student), ^0‘, Lives

oj the Poets, (i, 45 (/«'.«), 55 n.(i, 308 n.7,

378, 393 u.n i
JMidnn, a Poem, 99; Mac-

lattrln, Colin, ei>ittiph for, 31 ;
“Medita-

tion on a Pudding,” 350; “Ode upon

the Isle of Skye,” 136, 388; “Ode to

Mrs. Thrale,” 13C; Plays of William

Shakespeare, 'I he (Preface to), 207-O:

Preceptor, The (Preface to), 308 n.7,

Eambler, The, 99, 185, 300; Easselas, 232

n.5; Taxation no Tyraimv, 20 n.i6;

Thoughts on , , , Falkland's Islands, 210

n,io;VanityofHuman Wishes, 77i«, 3 1
, 8 1

,

153; vicious intromission, paper on, 30-!

Johnson, Sarah (Ford), mother of SJ, 192

Johnston, Arthur, poet, 68
Johnston, John, of Grange, 336
Johnstone, Charles, Chrysal, or the Ad-

ventures of a Guinea, 239
Jones, Sir William,, 78
Jonson, Ben, 39 1 , 392, 40

1

Jopp.Jantes, provost ofAberdeen, 65, 157

Joseph. See Ritter, Joseph
Jullienne, Jean de, 77
Jiira, 342
Justidary, High Court of, 12 n. 18

Juvenal, Satires, 242, 338

Karnes (Henry Home), Lord, 65 n.2, 362-

3; Upoti Hereditary and Indefeasible Right
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(appendix to Essays upon Several Stdijeels,

* 747). *37
Keithj JameSj collector of excise, 95, 96-8
Keith, Mrs. James, 96
Kellie, Archibald Erskine, 7th E. of, 379,

386 n.3

Kellie, Thomas Alexander Erskine, 6th E.

of. 379
Kennicott, Benjamin, Biblical scholar, 35
Kenrick, William, Review of Dr. Johnson's

Shakespeare, S38 and n.s

Keppoch. See Macdonald, Alexander

Ker, James, keeper of records, 94
Kettle, Rev. Thomas, minister ofLeuchars,

48 n.3

Kilfinichen, 396
Kilmarnock, William Boyd, 4th E. of, 75
Kilymaik (i.e., Killunaig), 958
Kincardine, Alexander Bruce, gnd E. of,

13 n.a

Kincardine, Veronica van Sommelsdyck,

Countess of, 13 n.9

King’s College, Aberdeen, 60, 61, 65

Kinghom, 36
Kingsburgh(person) ..?«Macdonald,Alex-

ander ("late Kingsburgh"), and Mac-
donald, Allan

Kingsburgh (place), 124, 154 and n.a,

*59-63
Kintail, lit

Kippis, Andrew, Biographia Britanrdca, 371

Kirby, John P., xiv

Knights Templars, 186

Knightsbridge, London, 955

Knox, John, 41, 43

La Bruy4re, Jean de, 372

La Oondamine, Charles Marie de, Account

of the Savage Girl, 80

Laggan, 381 n.5

Lancaster, agS

Langton, Bennet, his will, 13 n.19, aia;

takes offence easily, 64; “our Grecian,”

78; his house like a shirt, 177; easily

persuaded, 971; SJ praises, 292; men-

tioned, 55 n.6, 98, 272, 397, 308 n.7

Langton, Diana (Tumor), mother of pre-

ceding, 255 V

Larne, 296
Lauderdale,John Maitland, istD. of, 953

Laurencekirk, 5 *. 5*

La Valliftre, Louise Frangoise de, 31

Lawrence, T. E., Seven Rtllars of ft^isdom,

93 n.5

?Lawson, innkeeper at Forres, 84
Lawtie, John ("one Lawter”), 80

Leal, Kenneth, felon, 84
Leechman, William, principal of Glasgow

University, 46, 73, 364
Leibnitz, GottMed Wilhelm, Baron von,

956
Leith, 34-5
Lennox, John Stewart, 3rd E. of, 373 n.i

Lennox, Matthew Stewart, 4th E. of, 163

Leod, founder ofClan MacLeod, 194, 200

Leonidas (Richard Glover), 84
Leslie, John, professor of Greek, 65

Leslie, Robert, innkeeper at Elgin, 83

Lestevenon, Mattheus, Heer van Bcrken-

rode, 291 and n.a

Letch, Lt. Henry, 109

Leuchars, 47, 48 n.2

Lewis, t6i

Leyden, 370
Lichfield, 39, 78, 199

Lincolnshire, 355
Lindsay, Lady Anne (later Barnard), 390;

Auld Robin Gray, 390 n.6.

Literary Qub, 53, 78-9, 345
Livingstone, Adam, M.P., 355
Loch Airidh Mcall Bhrefde, 994, n.a

Loch Awe, 347
Loch Bracadde (town). See Bracadale

Loch Bracadale, 170, 200

Loch Buy, 349
Loch Eathama, 250, 271, 294

Loch Lomond, 359, 361

Loch Moidart, 947 and n,6

Loch na Lathaich, 396 n.4

Loch nan Uamh, 247 and n.6

Loch Ness, gg
Loch Scridain, 396, 339
Lochaber, 274
Lochbuic (person). Sec Maclean, John

Lochbuie House, vii, 342-6

Lochiel (person). See Cameron, Donald

Lochiei (place), 273

Locke, John, 67

Lockhart, Alexander. See Covington

Lockhart, John Gibson, Memoirs of Scott,

265 n.9

London, 139, *9*. *“9. 3*6 **•*•*. 34“:

other references passim

London Chronicle, 165 n.8

London Magaefne, 17* n.3

Londonderry, 310
. , , „ c

Long Island (Outer Hebrides;, 187, ig6,

217, 993
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I^onsfliilt', Sirjai'vs r.owlhor, ist F.. tif,

fla n.4

L<«'cl Chief Baron. Srr C )ril

Lorcljvisticc-Clcrk. AVr Milli.-r, Sir rhoina.s

Lord Mayor of London, lyafl- AVe Gliitty

Lord President of the Court of Session. Am
Dundas, Robert

Lome, 88

Loudoun, Hugh Campbell, 3rd E. of, 366

Loudoun, John Campbell, 4th E. of, 328,

365-6
Loudoun, Margaret Dalrymplc, Countess

of, 366

Louis XIV, 31 n.5

Lovat, Simon Fraser, nth Baron, igy,

a43 > 387
Lovat, Thomas Fraser, loth Baron, 197

Lowth, Robert, bishop of London, 56, 92

LiOwther, SirJames, Bart., of Whitehaven,

82

Lowthcr family, 8a n.4

Lucan (place), 78 n.7

Lucas, Richard, D.D., Enquiry afitr Ilapln-

MM, 270
Lugar Water, 373
Luther, Martin, 177

Lyttelton, George Lyttelton, ist Baron,

253 n.i

McAdam, John, of Craigcngillan, 65 n.a,

343
McArthur, innkeeper at Tobermory, 298
Macaulay, Rev. John, minister of Inver-

aray, 353, 357
Macaulay, Rev. Kenneth, minister ofCaw-

dor, 85-go, 1 13, 215, 244, 326, 353:
History of St. KMa, 86

Macaulay, Niel, son of preceding, 8g
Macaulay, Penelope (MacLeod), wife of

Kenneth Macaulay, 86, 8g
Macaulay, Thomas Babington Macaulay,

ist Baron, 85 n.3, 353 n.i

Macbean, Alexander, 360 n.2

McClure, captain of Borutia, 310-11
MacConnel, DugaU, of Invermallie, 274

;
MacCrail family, 194
MacCrimmon family, 265

.
McCruslick. See MacLeod, Alexander, of

Muiravonside

McCuUan, Euphan, 22-3

.

' Macdonald, Mr., in Iona, 331
Macdonald, Mr., of Breakish, 122, 124,

tQ'7

Macdonsdd, Mr., owner of Betty^ 252, 254

Marthiii.ilil, .MfX.uieln
,
of Keppoeh, 277

r;!!

Miu'iliiiudtl, Alf.'taiuh'r, uf Kingshurgh
('Tatf Kiiigsliiiii'h”), ie;(, 124,

am “2, aa;i
-i., 277, -‘79

MiU’dnnald, Hr. .Alexaiuler, of Gillen, lao,

124, 226 and n.a

Mnalonaid, .Sir Alexander, 7th Bart., 151,

165 n.7, 224, 229-30, 2.t3, 277
Macdonald, Sir .Alexander, i.st Baron, in-

vitation from, 4;JB and ,SJ visit at Arm-
adale, T 13-19; controversy withJB, 114

n.3: “an insect,” 125; tries to get rid of

JB and SJ, 138; suit against MacLeod
of Raa.suy, 150-1; his horses not re-

turned, 154; resents JB’s interest in

Flora Macdonald, 154 n.3,‘ his factor

more ho.spitablc than, 240; his people

bless his back, 241 ;
Foote ought to ridi-

cule, 242; ami hud weather, 244; rapac-

ity, aOo, 372 and 11,2; .serves treacle at

breakfast, 304; unetalotc of hurp-koy,

305-6; antjther inntaiiet' of miscrllncsii,

3oi)-7: letter to JH, .joo 11.22; men-

tioned, 65 n.a, no, m, 127, 136, 164,

i«4 . 839 . a.M. :i 79
Maedonald, Allan, of Clauranuld, 260

Macdonald, Allan, of Kingsluirgh, £500
advanced by MacLeod of Raasay to,

150; dress and person described, 159: in

debt, iCo; fights in America, i6i n.4:

conducts JB and .1(1 to Diinvegan, 164-

5; mentioned, 125, 154, aa6 n,2

Macdonald, Archibald, 239
Macdonald, Lt. Donald, 114, 115, 1 16,

118, 119
Macdonald, Sir Donald, 113, 165 n.7

Macdonald, Elizabeth Diana Bosvillc,

Baroness, jumps for joy, 113: would

sink a ship, 117; takc.s off, 121, 242;

should be sent to St. Kilda, might be

cut out of cabbage, 192; should be

whipped in nursery, 242; calls for beer,

304; mentioned, 1 14 n.3, 241

Macdonald, Flora (Macdonald), 139, 154,

159-62, i6i n.4, 223
Macdonald, Florence (MacLeod), wife of

Roderick Macdonald, 114, 115, 118

Macdonald, Hugh, servant, 248, 250, 252,

287
Macdonald, Hugh, skipper, 245, 248, 250,

296
Macdonald, James, factor, 118, 119, 231,

838. a3'7) 84o-5> 846



INDEX

Macdonald, Mrs. James (nfo MacLeod),
wife of preceding, 159

Macdonald, James, innkeeper at Portree,

1561 158, 199
Macdonald, Mrs. James, wife of preced-

ing, 158
Macdonald, James, innkeeper at Sconser,

aao
Macdonald, Mrs. James (nit Macqueen),

wife of preceding, aai

Macdonald,James, of Knockhoe, aai, aaa
Macdonald, SirJames, Bart., JB drinks to

memory of, 116; monument to, 118;

planned village, 158; granted bond to

Macdonald ofKingsburgh, aa i-a; men-
tioned, las, 150, ago, agy, a6o

Macdonald, John, of Morar, 131, 347
Macdonald, Professor John, xiv, 134 n. 19
Macdonald, Katie, dau. ofRoderick Mac-

donald, 119, agg
Macdonald, Margaret (Macalister), wife

of Dr. Alex. Macdonald, aaS and n.a

Macdonald, Lady Margaret (Montgom-
erie), 118 n.i, 161, aa4, ago

Macdonald, Mary, servant, 394
Macdonald, Norman, servant, 1 18

Macdonald, Ranald, of Clanranald, lai

Macdonald, Roderick, of Sandaig, 1 14, l t8

Macdonald, William, of Aird, 165 n.7
MacDougal, Donald, servant, gga, 339,

34a
MacDougall, Alexander, of MacDougall,

346
MacDowall, Andrew. Stt Bankton

Macfarlane, Walter, of Macfarlane, tig

n,i

MacGinnis, guide in Iona, 337
Maegregor, Galium, I8.n.i8

MacGuarie, Lachlan, 310-ia, 315, 334
Mackenzie, innkeeper at Inverness, 95
Mackenzie, visionary, 1 33
Mackenzie, Sir George, 1 73
Mackenzie, Henry, Tht Men oj the World,

341

Mackenzie, John, "member of Parlia-

ment,” 130

Mackenzie, Roderick, of Redcastle, g8

Mackinnon, Mrs., daughter-in-law of

Lachlan Mackinnon, lao

Mackinnon, Miss, niece of Lachlan Mac-

kinnon, 130, 331

Mackinnon, Anne (Macdonald), wife of

Lachlan Mackinnon, SJ and JB visit,

119-37, aai-31; mentioned, 343

4=5

Mackinnon, Charles, of Mackinnon, 13a,

136
Mackinnon, Charles, son ofLachlan Mac-

kinnon, ISO, lag, ia7, 333,331,333, 337
Mackinnon, Daniel, of Macldnnon, 301
Mackinnon, John, of Mackinnon (died

*758)1 ia6, 137, 139, 131, 247
Mackinnon, Lachlan, of Coirechatachan,
SJ andJB visit, 1 19-27, 331-31

Mackinnon’s Cave, 334-6
Macklin, Charles, 344
Maclaurin, Colin, mathematician, 31
Maclaurin, John (later Lord Dreghorn),

30, 385; Criminal Cases, 13 n.i8; On
Johnsotfs Dielionaty, 337 n.i

Maclean, farmer in Raasay, 137
Maclean, nephew of Hector Maclean of

Muck, t86

Maclean, Miss, niece of Hector Maclean
of Muck, 186

Maclean, Miss (later Mrs. Duncan Mac-
kenzie of Aros), 301, 305, 308

Maclean, Dr. Alexander, physician, 343
Maclean, Mrs. Alexander, wife of preced-

ing, 34a
Maclean, Allan, gardener, 387
Maclean, Allan, of Kilmory, 344 n.8

Maclean, Sir Allan, Bart,, his lawsuit vdth
D. of Argyll, aSg; SJ and JB visit at

inchkenneth, 313-34; conducts them to

Iona, 394-3B, and to Lochbuie, 338-46;

“said what he would not swear," 38a;

mentioned, 290, 299, 309, 363, 395
Maclean, Angus, at Erray, 301-2

Maclean, FAngus, of Knock, 383
Maclean, Archibald; merchant, 381 n.5

Maclean, Archibald, son ofJohn Maclean

of Lochbuie, 346
Maclean, Rev, Archibald, minister of Kil-

finichen, 339
Maclean, Catherine (Maclean), wife of

Dr. Hector Maclean, agg, 301, 303
Maclean, Donald, ofBrolas, 316
Maclean, Donald, of Coll (died 1729), 276

Maclean, Donald, of Coll (“young Coll”),

JB receives letter of introduction to, 68;

atTaliskcr, 213; acts as guide for SJ and

JB, 317-50; entertains SJ and JB in

Coll, 330-96; characterized, 358; at Er-

ray, 304; tells anecdote of Sir Alex.

Macdonald, 305-6; conducts SJ andJB
to Diva, 310; intr^uces SJ and JB to

Sir Allan Maclean, 31a; in Inchken-

neth, 318: SJ proposes statue for, 319;
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his fiitlu-r’s estatt' rrsiBiu-d to, ;{aa; “a

complete ishinder," 323; SJ antlJU

leave of, aa-t; tUowned in the Soimtl of

Ulva, 324 n.a; mentioned, a 15, uyc),

301. 321. 330, 343. 395
Maclean, ?Donuld, of Cornuig, adg-jo,

273. 283-4

Maclean, Rev, Donald, son of Neil Mac-

lean, 869, 870, aR3, a«5-7, 295

Maclean, Donald McTearlach, 333 n. i

Maclean, Finvola or Florence (Maclean),

876
Maclean, Fionnaghal (MacLeod), wife of

Lachlan Bronnach Maclean, 873

Maclean, Florence (Maclean), wife of

Gapt. Lauchlan Maclean, 353

Maclean, Gillcan, natural .son of John
Maclean of Lochbuic, 343

Maclean, Hector, of Coll, 359, 865-6, aCg,

877 , 279. 280

Maclean, Hector, of Killcitn, 544 n.8

Maclean, Hector, of Muck, t86, 187, 347,

a6g

Maclean, Dr. Hector, of Erray, 399, 301,

302> 304. 329
Maclean, Rev. Hector, minister of Coll,

255-7. 270, 883, a86

Maclean, Sir Hector, Bart, 315
Maclean, Hugh, of Coll, resigned estate to

son, saaj mentioned, 68, 8x7, 359, a66,

a69, 376, a8o, 319
Maclean, Lt. Hugh, 339
Maclean, Isabel (MacLeod), wife of Hec-

tor Maclean of Muck, i86, 187

Maclean, Isabella (Maclean), wife ofJohn
Maclean of Lochbuic, 343, 345

MacLean, J. P., History qf Clan MacLean,

344 a-8

Madean, Janet (Madean), wife of Rev.
Hector Madean, 356

Madean, Janet (MacLeod), wife ofHugh
Madean of Coll, 360

Madean, John, bard of Mull, 305
Madean, John, of Coll, 374, 375
Madean, John, of Lochbuie, ago, 343-6,

369
Madean, Sir John, Bart., 305
Madean, John Abrach, of Coll, 373
Maclean, John Carve, ist Laird of Coll,

273,375, 319
Maclean, John Carve, 7th Laird of Coll,

.

' - 376
Maclean, Lauchlan, brother of Hector
Madean of Coll, 379

MiU'leon, l.aiit lihin, innkreper in Mull,

327. 331. 332. 3'.i(»

Mai-lraii, Lauchlan, of Coll, '475 (1

Maclean, Capt. Lauchlan, .SJ and JB at

house of, 453, uga ; nirntioncd, 358, 363,

370, 87 1 , 383, S87, 3113, 30O
Maclean, Sir Lmichlnn, Bart., 376
Maclean, Lauchlan Bronnach, of Mac-

lean, 873
Maclean, fN'fnria, ilaii. of Sir Allan Mac-

lean, 313, 317, 318, 333, 384, 33a

Maclean, Mary (Caiupbcll}, wife ofHec-
tor Maclean of Coll, 279

Maclean, Neil, of Crossapolt, a6g, 270, 383
Maclean, Sibella, dau. of .Sir Allan Mac-

lean. 313, 317, 323, 384
Maclean of Coll, family, 273-80
MacLeod, rower, 127

MacLeod, Captuin, Wn Sutherland, 114

MacLeod, Mr,, of Fcrnilca, sia, 813

MacLeod, Mr,s., wife of preceding, ai9

MacLcud, Alexuntler, of Muiravunsidr

(“McCrusliek"), 13a, 133, 135, 154,

.tl>9, 879
MacLeod, Alcxamlce, of nilinish, 151,

170, if)il-'ato, at '2, alia

MacLeod, Capl, Alexander, of Hulmean-

ach, i()(), 939
MacLeod, Anne, dau. of John MacLeod
ofRausay, 13a

MacLeod, Anne (Martin), wife of Nor-

man MacLeod, iqth Laird ofMacLeod,
166

MacLeod, Bell, sister of Norman Mac-
Leod, aoth Laird of MacLeod, 196

MacLeod, Charles, brother ofJohn Mac-
Leod of Raasay, 138, 139

MacLeod, Christian, dau. of John Mac-

Leod of Raasay, 1 3a

MacLeod, ?Dondd, ofBcrncra, 2 is

MacLeod, Donald ("late of Canna”), at

Armadale, 114, 1 16, 118; acts as guide,

iig; at Coirechatachan, lai, 134; with

JB on jaunt over Raasay, 137; accom-

panies SJ and JB to Kingsburgh and

Dunvegan, 158-72; described, 172; JB
sends for money, 17a, fails to return

with it, 1 98-9, but did not spend it all,

213; brings £aa, 825; praises SJ, 236;

gives JB bill, 845; mentioned, 238, 237,

259, 844
MacLeod, Donald, of Talisker, S14
MacLeod, Rev. Donald (“Theophihis In-

sulanus”), Treatisf on Second Sight, 1 86
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MacLeod, Qmilia (Brodie), widow ofJohn
MacLeod of MacLeod, SJ and JB visit

at Dunvcgan, 166-97
MacLeod, Flora, dau. of John MacLeod

of Raasay, 13a, 153, 397, 399
MacLeod, Florence (Maclean), wife of

Col. John MacLeod, 313, 317, ai8
MacLeod, Isabella, dau. ofjohn MacLeod

ofRaasay, 133
MacLeod,James, son ofjohn MacLeod of

Raasay, 133, 380
MacLeod, Jane, dau. ofjohn MacLeod of
Raasay, 13s

MacLeod, Jane (Macqueen), wife ofjohn
MacLeod of Raasay, 133, 137, 138, 153,

399. 400
MacLeod, Janet, dau. of John MacLeod

of Raasay, 133
MacLeod, Janet (MacLeod), widow of
Malcolm MacLeod of Raasay, 138-9

MacLeod, John, son ofjohn MacLeod of

. Raasay, 133
MacLeod, John, of Bay, 167

MacLeod, PJohn, ofDrynoch, 113
MacLeod, John, of MacLeod, 166

MacLeod, John, of Muiravonside, 979
MacLeod, John, of Raasay, sheltered

Charles Edward, 199-30J SJ and JB
visit, 133-55: goes aboard Nestor, 156;

SJ and JB take leave of, 158; corre-

spondence with SJ and JB, 397-400;

mentioned, 1 14, 136, 344, sgt, 315
MacLeod, Col. John, of Tdisker, at Raa-

say, 133; goes to Sconser, 154; at Dun-
vegan, j66, 167: low-spirited, 175; says

JB ,
would speak to ICng of Sweden,

, 175-6; criticizes Pennant’s Tour, 189-3;

sets out from Dunvegan with SJ andJB,

197; entertains SJ and JB at Talisker,

313-19; jokes at Kingsburgh’s trial,

234; mentioned, 68, 173, 199, 9i9

MacLeod, John Breck, of MacLeod, 195

MacLeod, Julia, dau. ofjohn Macl-eod of

Raasay, 13s

MacLeod, Katherine, dau. ofJohn Mac-

Leod of Raasay, 13a

MacLeod, Magnus, of Claggan, 167

MacLeod, Malcolm, son of John Mac-

Leod of Raasay, 133 ,

MacLeod, Malcolm, of Brae, described,

196-7; with Charles Edward, 139-31,

140; accompaniesJB on tour ofRaasay,

137; his captivity in London, 139; tells

story of monster, 145; JB takes leave of.

427

58; mentioned, 136, 144, 146, 155,

399. 400
MacLeod, Malcolm, of Raasay, 134, 138
MacLeod, Mally, dau. of Rev. Donald
MacLeod, 186-7

MacLeod, Margaret, dau. ofjohn Mac-
Leod of Raasay, 13s

MacLeod, Margaret (Maclean), wife of
Rev. Neil MacLeod, 339

MacLeod, Maria, sister of Norman Mac-
Leod, aoth LaiM ofMacLeod, 166, 173,
196

MacLeod, Mary, dau. of John MacLeod
of Raasay, 13s

MacLeod, Dr. Murdoch, of Eyre, with
Charles Edward, 139-31; SJ and JB
meet, 13a; characterized, 150; SJ and
JB drink tea at house of, 15S-9; tells of

Jacobite attempt, 169; mentioned, 143,

155. 186, 399
MacLeod, Nannie, sister ofNorman Mac-

Leod, 30th Laird of MacLeod, 166, ig6

MacLeod, Rev. Neil, minister of KilBni-

chen, 396, 339-41
MacLeod, Norman, nth Laird of Mac-

Leod, 946, 347 n.5

MacLeod, Norman, 19th Laird of Mac-
Leod, his debts, 116; mentioned, 109,

166, 184, 194, 195, 196, 394,977, 979
MacLeod, Norman, 30th Laird of Mac-

Leod, invitation to SJ and JB, 4; his

debts not contracted by himself, 1 16; at

Raasay, 133; his relations with John
MacLeod of Raasay, 135, 398; SJ
praises, 151; SJ and JB visit atDunve-

gan, 166-97; accompanies SJ and JB to

Talisker, 197-319; mentioned, 107, in,

1 17. '37. '51. '54. *35. 285
MacLeod, Capt. Norman, 158

MacLeod, Sir Norman, of Bemera, 310
MacLeod, Roderick, son of Alex. Mac-
Leod of tJllinish, 301, 305-6

MacLeod, Roderick, D.D., principal of

Aberdeen Univeraity, 65, 68, 913, S58

MacLeod, Sir Roderick (^rieMore), 166-

7, 170-1, 175, 181, 184, 190, 195-6

MacLeod of Harris, family, 135, 3^
MacLeod of Lewis, family, 135, 3^ .

MacLeod of MacLeod, family, 397-9

MacLeod of Raasay, family, 135, 143,

397-9
. .

“MacLeod’s Maidens,” 314
Maclonich family, 374
Macmartin family, 274-5
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uf Ihiir.i, ay;)

I'AWW, (if t JKiuy, 1177

MiiciJii'inon, IsaIh’L, sistrr nl Rev, Martin

Mai'pherson, luu, a;ti, i.p), 341)

Marplu'rson, James, thihmic fuium; Sir

Adolphvis Oiitihton auil SJ (lispiite

about, ayj MS sbould l>e exhibited, tiy;

SJ dentes both aiultentieity and merit

of, tag, 304, 379-So; SJ disptites with

Mncqueen concerning, mid finds sup-

port in results of test, aog-fi; JB’s opin-

ion of, a88-g, 380-1 ; mentioned, 85,

198, 396
MaepKerson, John, D.D., CaiUici Momki

Paraphrasis

,

333; Crilieal Disstrtations m
t/w AacUnt Caledomans, las, 165; ode to

memory of Norman MacLeod, 336-7
Maepherson, Rev, Martin, minister of

Slcat, at Coirechutnehan, tao; poor
companion, iaa-3; SJ and JB visit at

Ostaig, 331-9! imitates SJ, 340; men-
tioned, 341, 367, 303

Maepherson, Mary (Maekinnon), wife of
Rev, Martin Maepherson, 18O, 331

Maequeen, landlord at Anoch, loq’ <1.

Macqviecn, stepson of Koticriek Mac-
donald, 1 14

Maequeen, tutor, 13a

Maequeen, Miss, relative of Hector Mac-
lean of Muck, 186

Maequeen, Miss, dau, of landlord at
Anoch, 104, 160

Maequeen, Rev. Donald, of Kilmuir, JB’s
card from, laS; disbelieves in second
sight, 138-9, iBg; defends Ossian, tag,

304-6; SJ praises, 133, 185s buys books,

133; defends graddaning, 135; with SJ
and JB at Fortree, 157, and at Kings-
burgh, 160; converses with ly, 177; ex-
hibits “Temple ofAnaitis,” 1 78-83 j dis-

cusses portraits, i8i; with SJ and JB at
Uilinish, 198; makes ruins ancient, tgg;
disputes with SJ about ships, an; takes
leave ofSJ and JB; aai; mentioned, 118,
i«7. 137. *44. i 54j 156, 158, 17a, 175,
185, t86, 303, 313, aij, at6, 316-7, 343,

, 315. 400
Maequeen, Donald, son of preceding, 137
Macqueeii. Rev. John, igg
Maequeen, Rev, William, minister of

Snizort, 133, 185
Maequeen, Mrs. Wlliihm {nii MacLeod),
v^e of preceding, 196

Macrae family, to^, :86

MfSwi-vii, Mr,, ill (;,« 839-61,
-*H5v aift, 81,17

MrSwryii, Nits,, wile ul prreeding, 360
'

304
MiSwryn, Hiiglt, .son of Mi. MtSweyn,

olio, Stii
, ‘4(14, 379, ugi

, ain, 31)7

Mt.S\vcyn, Mrs. Hugh, wife of precedlne.
al4. ai)i

®

Mudt'.i.s, 33 11.4

Magellan, Strait of, 18U

Majiir, Jolin, llisloria .Uajoris Btitamae,

394-5
Malahidc Castle, v, vi

Malahide Papers, 17 n.ii, 318 n.io, 399
n.3n

Mallet, David, 140-1; iffaVa, 14011.8

Malone, Edmond, assists JB in revising

anti annotating Tour to iht Hebrides, viii-

X, xiv, 9 11,1 1, ill n.ia, ig n.14, 54 n.4,

78 11.7, 81 11.3, lot n,4, 1O7 11. ij, ,73
n.i, 181 n.io, 33.4 11.3, ;|ao 11.3, 33B ii,3,

3711 “•'b 389 n.4

Mmu Kattiichan, 109 -10

Man, Isle of, 1(14

Mm oj tlu U'or/d (Ileury Mackenzie), 341

MmiKiicId, Williitin Murray, ist K. of, 13,

8‘h 35' n.3 , 3IW

MnriscUiil tlollrge, Aberdeen, 5, 64-5
Miii lbmongh, tieorge. Speiirer, 461 D, of,

387-8

MarlbraoiiKh, .John Clmrcliill, ist D. of,

140

Marlborough, SaraliJennings, Duchess of,

140-1

Marr, George, tmillie of Aberdeen, 157
Martin, George, of Clarmont, Reliquiae

Divi Andreas, 40
Martin, Martin, Description of the Western

Islands of Scotland, 3, 134, 143, 144, 155,

168 n.i, aoo, ago, 334 n.4
Mary, Queen of Scots, 34, a6, 36, 163, 379
Mason, William, Heroic Epistle to Sir Wil-

liam Chambers, 160
Massillon, Jean Baptiste, bishop of Cler-

mont, 63, 300
Melanchthon, Philipp, 336 n.g

Melville, lat V. See Dundas, Henry
Menzics, Archibald, of Culdarcs, 385
Middleton, Lady Diana, 6g n.3

Mignon, Nicolas and Marie, 351 n.3

Miller, Philip, gardener, 54
Miller, Sir Thomas, Bart., lord justice-

clerk, 380
Milton, John, 9, 198; Paradise Lost, 60 n,3
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Mitchell, Alexander, of Hallglennjuir, 240
Mitre Tavern, London, 170 n.i

Moidart, 113

MoU6ro, Jean Baptiste Poquelin, 300;
L’Avare, 242

Monboddo (James Burnett), Lord, Origin

of Language, 27 n.ii, 188; seeks men
with tails, 27; theory of orang-outangs,

28; on literary piracy, 49; SJ would go
out of way to see, 51 ; “Elzevir edition”

of SJ, 51 n,i ; SJ andJB visit, 53-8; jeal-

ous of his tail, 80; SJ calls “Mony,” t8g,

and helps downhill, 206, and sups with,

385; mentioned, 2 to, 370
Monboddo (place), 51, 53-8
Monkstadt, 161, 223
Monro’s Inn, Kinghom, 36 n.7

Montagu, Elizabeth, Essajy on Shakespeare,

208
Montesquieu, Charles de Secondat, Baron

de, 168

Montgomerie-Cuninghame, Capt. Alex-

ander, 94
Montgomery, Sir James William, Bart.,

16 n.4

Montrose, James Graham, ist M. of, 275-

6, 280; “Account of Funeral of” (prob-

ably appendix to Wishart’s Memoirs),

304
Montrose (place), 49-51
Morar (person). &e Macdonald, John
Morar (place), 131, 247
Moray, James, of Abercairney, 124

More, Henry, D.D,, Divine Dialogues, 270
Mor^, Louis, Historical Dietiorsary, 299 _

Morison,
,
Kenneth, master of Betty, 251,

25a, 271

Morvern, 248
Mount Edgeumbe, 73-4
Mountstuart, John Stuart, Lord {later 4th

E. and ist M. ofBute), 38, ago

Moy Castle, 342, 345
Muck, Laird of. See Maclean, Hector

Muck, island, 186, 187, 21 1, 217, 247

Mulgrave, Constantine John Phipps, 2nd

Baron, ig8

Mull, island, SJ and JB in, 298-310, 339”

46; mentioned, 88, 129 n.8, 136, 158,

217, 248. 265, 321, 324, 326, 330i 338:

other references passim

Mull, Sound of, 247-8

Munro, landlord at Glenelg, 1 1

1

Murchison, factor, 107, iii

Murdoch, Miss, at Inverness, 98

429

Murison, James, rector of St. Andrews
University, 42

Murray, Alexander. See Hcndcrland
Murray, Sir Alexander, Bart., 269
Murray, Lord George, 277
The Muses’ Welcome to King James, 37, 35,
56

Naim, 85, 207
Nairne, Lt.-Col. John, 46-7, 394
Nairne, William {later Lord Dunsinane),

introduced to ly, 21; accompanies SJ
and JB to St. Andrews, 34; wishes to re-

tire from world, 41 ; with SJ and JB,

378; mentioned, 36, 38, 385, 386
National Library ofScotland, 3 n.a, 23, 30

“•3

Nestor (ship), 156
Newcastle, 6, 62, 299, 391, 393
Newmarsh, Capt. Timothy, loi

Newmarsh, Mrs. Timothy, wife of preced-

ing, 101

Newton, Lord. See Hay, Charles

Newton, Sir Isaac, 20, 256
Nicholson, Sir George, of Kemnay, 171

Nicoll, John, treasurer of Aberdeen, 157
Nisbet, master of ship, 299, 300-1

Nisbet, Rev. Charles, minister of Mont-
rose, 50

Nisbet, Sir John. See Dirleton

North, Frederick North, Lord IfaUx 2nd £.

of Guilford), 210, 397
North Berwick Law, 202

North Carolina, 161 n.4

Northumberland, Elizabeth Seymour,

Duchess of, 318 n.io

Northumberland, Henry Percy, gth E. of,

39a n-9

Norway, 127, 334 n.4

Notes arid Qiieries, 114 n.i, 226 n,2

Nova Zembla, 383
Nugent, Christopher, physician, 78

Nugent, Thomas, translator of Du Bos’s

Inflexions, 66 n.4

Nun’s Island. See Eilean nam Ban

Oban, 346-7
“O’er the moor among the heather”

(song), 127

Ogden, Samuel, D.D,, Sermons on Prir/er,

16, 22, 38, 46, 63, 250, 290, 318, 330,

336. 349
Oglethorpe, Gen. James Edward, 85 n.2,

104 n.4, 242
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tJ’l-Iara, ?K.unf, aiift

O’Kanc, Eachmarcarh, harpiiit, 303- -ti

O’Kanr, Rodrrick, harpist, 3116 n.5

Old Det-r, 77
O’Leary, Father Arthur, aon.ih

Onslow, Arthur, speaker ofHouse ofCom-
mens, 387

Oran’s Chapel, Iona, 334
Orel, Robert, lord chief baron of Ofutrt of

Exchequer, tS-iS

Orme, Robert, historian, 396 n.14

Orrery, Charles Boyle, 4th E. of, aoa

Orrery, Hamilton Boyle, 6th E. of, aoa

Orrery, Henrietta Hamilton, Countess of,

ao3

Orrery, John Boyle, 5th E. of. Remarks m
Swfflt aoa, ao3

Orrery, Roger Boyle, tat E, of, aoa

Orton, Job, Memoirs of Doddridge, 035
Ossian. See Maepherson, James
Ostalg, a3i-9

Otaheitc. See Tahiti

Oughton, Lt.-Gcn. Sir Adolphus, a6, ay,

91-a, to8 n.4, 036, 383
Ourry, Capt. Lewis, loa

Ovid, Attmes, 34, 340; Heroides (lifktUs), 5
n.8, a88, ag6

Oxford English Dictionary, 03 n.3, 35 n.4, 71

n.6

Oxford University, viii, t6 n.g, at n.ao,

60, 89, 354 n.3, 358

Paisley, 33 n.a

Paris, i8g, 351 0,3

Parliament House, Edinburgh, 33-4
Parnell, Thomas, D.D., 318, 393
Patagonia, 379
Paufer, Mr., 83 n.7

Paul, St, 43
Pausanias, 181

..
Pearce, Zachary, bishop of Rochester, 97
Pekin, agi

Pembroke, Henry Herbert, i oth E. of, 7-8
Pembroke College, Oxford, 89 n.i

Pennant, Thomas, Tours in Scotland, gi,

15a n.i, igi, 814 n-«4, 335 "'7 ; SJ’s

“oraft’o^roPaitwntio,” 182-3; mentioned,
180, 178, 814, 333

Pennington, Cd. John, 99-4
Percy, Thomas, D.D., 79. ai8, 235
Perth, 75 . ,

Peter of Brussels, 395 and n.i 8
Peter I of Russia, an
Peterhead 'Well, 79

Philip, Limdgrnvc of llt'.ssc, 177
Philipps (Eli/.abcth .Shepherd), l.ady, 241
Philipps, .Kir.John, Hurt., 841
Philips, .Jolm, Cyder, a I'oem, 54
Phipp.s, (..‘uii.stimtinc,fohn. See Mulgrave
Pieiiv Leopohl Joseph, Grmul Duke of

‘ruscany, 83 n.li

Pindar, Peter. Rsewtorirmfor Wolcot, John,
7. r.

Fioazi, Hester I.ynch (Salusbury), reads

,}B's .Journal, viii, .<-,8 n.ii, 176 0,3;

urges SJ to go to Hebrides, 4| iMters to

andfrom Dr. Johnson, ay n.i i, 69 n.3, 317
n.8, 348 n.3, 369 n..5: SJ writes to, 79,

95 ! SJ touchy concerning, 105; SJ

writes Ode to, 136; untdile to get

through Mrs. Montagu’s Shakespeare,

208 and n.5; Anecdotes of Dr. Johnson, 208

n.5; stunned by ,5.], a.ijy; SJ refuses to

drink health in whisky, 3.49: mentioned,

189 n.3

I’iteaiene, Archiltald, plipshatin and poet,

I’itftiur (,) antes Fergiwson), l.iivil, G.r, n.a

Pill, Willkim, ehler. See ChiUhttm

Htt, William, younger, 3a

Winy, elder, 181

Plutarch, 401

l*ocockc, Riehoril, Il.tl.l',., 33;)

Ponsonhy, Hon. Mr., son of I’inrl of Bess-

borougli, 288

Pope, Alcxtinder, rehuitins with Warbur-

ton, .46: Spence’s antxdotcs of, 308 and

n.7; Cowley sttperior to, in condensing

sense, 347-8; Dunciad, 180; Essay m
Criticism, 19 n.14; on Man, 45 n.8,

56, g8; First Epistle of Second Book of

Horace, 366 n.a; Homer, 55 n.6, ao6;

Rape of tfre Lock, 6g; Second Epistle of Sec-

ond Book of Horace, 231 n.3; Verses Left by

Mr. Pope, 160 n.i ; mentioned, 4.02 n.95

Port na Curaich {Portawherry), 338
Portree,JB andSJ visit, 156-8; mentioned,

«a9i
> 31 , >54.

> 73, >86, i 99 .
>*43, *8?

Pottle, Frederick A., v, vi; Bosteell’s Uttr-

ary Career, 348 n.a

Pottle, Marion S., idv

Powell, L. F., xiii

Powenicourt, Edward Wingfield, and V.,

aiy

Preceptor, The (Robert Dodsley), 308 n.y

Preshal, a 14 n. 1 6, 2
1 7, 337

Pridcaux, Humphrey, D.D., Connexion,

>03
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Primrose, Anne Drelincourt, Viscountess,

139
Prince’s Tavern, Sackvillc Sti'eet, London,

79 ”-8

Pringle, Andrew, See Alemoor
Pringle, Sir John, Bart,, 69, 370, 376
Prior, Matthew, 38
Pritchard, Hannah (Vaughan), actress, 93
Prussia, King of. See Friedrich II
Public Advertiser

i

108 n,4

Public Ledger, 239 n,4

Pultency. See Bath

Quebec, 112

“Queen Elizabeth’s Champion” (song),

205 n.a

Queenaberry, Charles Douglas, 3rd D, of,

94, 318 n,io

Quinish, 392

Raasay (person). See MacLeod, John
Raasay, Lady. See MacLeod, Jane (Mac-

queen)

Raasay, island, SJ and JB in, 129-54;
mentioned, 116-17, tsi, 196, 198, 199,

990, 941, 997, 3‘9i 399
Racine, Jean Baptiste, 999
Rainie, William, dean of guild, Aberdeen,

•57
Ramsay, Allan, Highland Laddie, 159 n.g;

GenUe Shepherd, 368 n.2

Ramsay, Andrew Michael, Cyrus’s Travels,

103

Ramsay, John, of Oefatertyre, 48 n.3

Rankin, Neill, piper, 965, 287

Rattachan.'iSke Mam Rattachan

Read, Catherine, painter, 73

Red Lion Inn, -Elgin, 83 n.7

Redcastle, See Mackenzie, Roderick

Reed, Isaac, 37 n.8

Register Office, Edinburgh, 93

Reid, Rev. George, 955 n.i
,

Reid, Thomas, D.D., professor of moral

philosophy, 364, 365

Reynolds, Sir Joshua, invulnerable, 73;

“Professor of Painting,” 78; liked Mrs,

Montagu’s Shakespeare, 908; . could be

persuaded to build house on Isay, 955;

mentioned, 8 n.io, 65 n.9, 175, 347 n.i

Richardson, Samuel, Clarissa, 934, 386

Riddoch, Rev. James, minister of English,

, Chapdl at Aberdeen, 6t, 63, 65, 68'

Riddoch, Mrs. James {nie Dallas), 61-9,

65

431

Ritter, Joseph, JB’s servant, JB and SJ
draw character of, 33; contrasted with
Gory the black, 57; loses SJ’s spurs, 128;

accompaniesJB on tour of Raasay, 137;
learns of birth of son, 290 n.4; “an Aus-
trian campaigner,” 397; good remarks
°f> 3a9> 359! mentioned, 347, 365-6:
other references passim

Ritter, Mrs. Joseph, 990 n.4

Rizzio, David, 26

Robert II of Scotland, 367-8
Robertson, James, orientalist, 24 n.7, 25
Robertson, William, D.D., correspond-

ence between JB and, 4-5; History of

America, 5 n.5; conversations with SJ,

i8-2i, 99-3, 383-5; in company with

ly, 94-6; History of Scotland, 96; is right

not to argue with SJ, 365; SJ refuses to

hear preach, 377 n.i; patronized by
Lord Elibank, 378; mentioned, 171, 38B

Robertson, William, secretary to Lord
Findlater, 80-1

Rochester, John Wilmot, 9nd E. of, 160

n.i

Rockville (Alexander Gordon), Lord, 385
Rome, 48 n.3, 96, 108 n.4, 374 n.s

Rona, 139, 980

Rorie More. See MacLeod, Sir Roderick

Ross, John, professor of Hebrew, 64, 65
Ross of Mull, 342 n.5

Ross-shire, 153
Rossdhu, 359-61

Rosslyn Castle, 391, 399
Roubiliac, Louis Frangois, sculptor, 23 11.3

Rousseau, Jean-Jacques, 48 n,3

Rowlandson, Thomas, caricaturist, 16

n.6, 75 n.io, 106 n.5, 137 n.2

Royal Infirmary, Edinburgh, 24, 95-6
Royal Scottish Geographical Society, xii

n.4
,

Huby (ship), 9i n.i

9

Ruddiman, Thomas, 52, 65 n.9

"Ruins of Rome” (print), 167

Rum, island, 217, 280, 296
Russell, William Russell, Lord, 399 n.g

Sachcverdl, William, Account of the Isle of

Man, 334
St. Albans, Viscount. See Bacon, Francis

St. Andrews, JB and ly visit, 37-47; men-
tioned, i6, 34, 78, 88, 184, 394, 396

St. Giles’s Church, Edinburgh, 24
St. Giles’s Churchyard, 41 n.5
St. Kilda, 189, 199, 944, 339-40
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St. U’otwirrl's ColIeRf, St. Andri'w.'i, ;j(l

St. Paul’s Churrhyiu'd, Lontlim, ;iu;t

St. Peter's, Rome, .jB 11.3

St. Salvatuv's ColU'fti', St. Aiuliew.>i, .{.3

Sallu.st, 8t)

Salmon, Tltomas, Impartiul K\ammitii>ii u/

liis/iop Burnet’s IHsInrr, sja

Salusbuvy, Liuly, prnhiihly mi emirj'ur Lady
(Hester Salusbttry) Colton, a4i

Sandford, Mr., aa8

Sandland (.Sannalaml), 331

Saracen’s Head Inn, Glasgow, 364
Savage, Richard, 45
Scalpay, tsy

Scone, 303

Sconser, 154, sso, 344
Scotland and the Sciotcii. Address,

modes of, 103 n.i, tigmi, 139, 187,355
n.t; agriculture, 53-4, 134-5, 149-50,

197-8, 335-6, aOa; antiquities, 77-8, gg,

14a, 143-4, 170-1, 178-80, 181 -a, 195-

6, igg-qoo, 385-6, 333-8; castles, 86-7.

146-7, 194-6, 365-7, 373-31 caves amt
grottoes, 46-7, 67, 71-3, I 4.7

--
11 ,

i 5Ji,

aoi, 334-6; churches: see infra religion

and churches; clcunliness, luck uf, 1 1
"

' 9
. 24-'5 i 49

-
5<’. 194 , 99.5. 954, 3<'.8 !

courts: see iifra law cases uud courts;

ciMcling, 137-8; dancing, 133, 343 -3:

delicacy, want of, 134; diet, 18, 37, 33,

61, 79, 114-15, tao, 138, 133-3, 134-5,

173; domestic arts and industries, 59,

153, 319, 981-a; dreas, 35, 136-7, i59i

178, 303; education, 60: see alsa educa-
tion, j.u. Johnson, Samuel, Part II;

emigration, 54, 104. 13a, 156, 199, 342-

3; Erse songs, 137, 134. 153, 305, 336;
folk-lore, 145, 361-3; forts, 36, 91, 143,

boo; fostering, 359^-60; funerals, 197;
games, 363-3; grattoes; see supra caves

. and grottoes; harbours, 156, 398;
"hedges of stone," 51; heritable juris-

dictions, abolition of, 151-a; houses and
huts, 53, 99-101, 103, iig, 134, 137-8,
B19-30, 355, 364, 301, 31a; inns, It, 36,

37, 49-50, 58-9. 68-9, 79, 83, .84. 95,
101, ni-ia, 196, 330-1, 347, 349, 359,

• 377; landscape, 107, 131, 144-5; law
cases and courts, 13-13, i6, 93, 3°, 63-

,

’3. 343-4) 3SI n-3) 359) 38i-9 ) 3891
learning and its decline, 37-8, 53, 55,

,

,i57j hio; “little-houses,” 147,- 344-5,
agi-a; music, 364-5: see also supra Erse
songs; poverty, 35; quarries, 146; reli-

gitm a:i(l fliiirchi's, a.y 5, .tit- a, 43, 50-

». 59. 89 ‘.1. 8*' n-t. 95 d, ii8. i-ta-;),

358, ;; i
5

,
see iil\n supra amiqiiiiiej;

icuts, 1114, (3a, atliv yu; stiilck, the, 133,

3.p), g-ati '7: smiiui sight; tee infra supn--

.stitions; .sniiir ittul tuitmTii, loi, loS;

succic, luck of, 1 'I'i-y, KU|K‘rstitions, 40

11.4, 87 H, 133, '98, I ail 9, 136, i88-g,

2«ti, 311, 355, 381, 39,5' ti: lalilc man-
ners, iG-j-g: u-iuli*, 3.4-5; sre also trade,

s.e. JottN.soN, Sa.mi)i.;i., Part II; trees,

46-7, 113, 14a, 314, 9<j6, 398, 394; Un-
ion, 35, 40, 95; wheat bread, ttiO; ver-

min, igt and 11.5, 373
Scots Brigade (Ilolland), 109 n.5

Srnlt Magazine, 145, 333, 349' n.l, 359, 367

n.i

Scott, Geollrcy, v, is

Scott, Ilcw, Fasti Fetlrsiae .Smticanae, 87

n.6

Scott, .Sir Walter, 33 n.3, .;8 n.a, 117 n.l,

tat) n.U, 171 11.3, ati.'i tt.ji, ,375 11.3; Guv

Afamining, lu n.l.;

Scott, .Sir Williiun (later Lord Stowell), ti,

n, 1:1, 13, til, 39
Scottish History Society, 395 n.i a

Scythians, 188

ScHforth, Kenneth Macken/ie, 1st B. of,

toll n.4

Sedley, Gntharine, Cmtntes,s of DordiM-

tcr, mistre,ss ofJames II, 31

Seiden.John, Table Talk, 399,401
Select Society, Edinburgh, 384
Sempill, Miss, 353
Seneca, 373
.Sgculachdan, 362

Sgianadan, ia6

Shakespeare, William, spelling of name,

go; Garrick and, 307; Hamlet, 94: n

Henry IV, 106; i Henry VI, 351 and n.9;

King Lear, Ml
;
Macbeth, 4 n.4, 52, 84,

g6; mentioned, 401
Sharp, Miss, great-granddaughter of fol-

lowing, 45
Sharp, James, archbishop of St, Andrews,

28 n.s, 40, 43, 45
Shaw, Andrew, professor of divinity, 42,

48, 47
Shelley, Percy Bysshe, Necessity of Atheism,

Queen -Mab-, ag n,2

Shenstone, WiiUam, 233, 347; "Pastoral

BaUad," 333
Sheridan, Thomas, 203, 358
SherifEtnuir, Battle of, 360, 30a
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Shore, Jane, 31

Siinson, master of ship, 239, 24.5-54

Sinclair, SirJohn, Jlart., Statuiieal Account

of Scotland, 48 n.2

Sixtus Quintus (Felice Peretti), 203-4
Skene, Maj.-Gcn, Sir Robert, 108 n.4

Skye, Isle of, SJ and JB in, 113-27, 156-

243; mentioned, 6, 88, 133, 135, 144,
15O) 15I) s65i 282: other references

passim

Slains Castle, 69-77
Sleat, 1 13, 118, 1 19, 136, 154, 218, 237,

267, 305, 307
Sligachan, 220

Smith, Adam, 9 and n.t2, 17-18, 159, 298,

364
Smith, Edmund, poet, 378
Smith, John, lord chief baron of Court of

Exchequer, 15
Smollett, James, commissary, 361-3
Smollett, Mrs. James, wife of preceding,

362

Smollett, Tobias George, 362-3

Society for the Propagation of Christian

Knowledge, 364-5
Society of Antiquaries of Scotland, 141

n.g, 171 n.2, 1940.1, 1950.6
Solandcr, Daniel Charles, botanist, 320-1

Sommelsdyck, Francis Cornelius van

Aerssen van, 1 3 n.2

Sommelsdyck family, 1 3 n.2

Sorbonne, 395 and n.12

South Uist, 200
Southwark, 209
Spain, 355
Spectator, 103, 1:6, 320
Spence, Rev. Joseph, 308, 401 ; Essay on

' Pope's Odyssey, 308 n.7

Spooner, Rev. Mr., minister of English

Chapd, Montrose, 50
Stach in nuchidar, Talisker, 214 n.14

Staifa, 270, 326, 328

Staffordshire, 344 n.g

Stair, ?John Dalrymplc, ist E. of, 167

Stair, John Dalrymple, 2nd E. of, 366

Steele, Sir Rich^, 65 n.a

“Stella.” iSm Johnson, Esther

Sterne, Laurence, SermonsofMr. Torick, 188

Steven, William, History of the High School

of Edinburgh, 55 n.'j

Stevenson, Alexander, professor of medi-

cine, 364
Stewart, servant, 137

Stewart, Sir John, Bart., 351 n.3

Stewai't, Sholto, 351 n.3

Stoclcdalc, Rev. Percival, Memoirs, 66 11.3

Stone, Jerome, Albin and the Daughter of

Mry, 145 and n.13

Stowell, Lord. See Scott, Sir William
Strahan, William, printer, 17, 66
Strath, iig, tag

Strichen (Alexander Fraser), Lord, 78 n.6

Strichen (place), 77-8
StroUamus, 221

Stuart, James, translator, 1 23
Stuart, Margaret, Scottish Family History,

xii n.4

Stuart family, 161 n.4, 162-3, 218, 277-8,

394
Student, The, 30
Sueno, King of Norway, 259
Surinam, 13 n.2

Susquehanna, river, 308
Sweden, King of. See Gustavus III

Swift, Jonathan, 170, Q02, 203, 206; Gid-

liver’s Travels, 105; Tale of a Tub, 26-7

Sydenham, Thomas, physician, 67

Tacitus, De Origins et Situ Germaiiormn, 374
Tahiti, 208, 322
Tait, Mr., organist, 59 n.i

Tait, Rev. Mr., minister of English Chapel

at Inverness, 96
Talbot de Malahide, James Boswell Tal-

bot, 6th Baron, v
Talislmr (person). See MacLeod, Col. Jolm
Talisker (place), JB and SJ visit, 213-19;

mentioned, 201, 225, 244, 251, 261, 297,

337. 376
Tarbet, 359
Tay, 202

Temple, Sir William, Bart., 330
Temple, William Johnson, 336 n.g

Temple, London, 25a

"Tha tighinn fodham (iridh“ (song). See

"Hatyinfoam tr?‘

Thames, 218, 308
Thebes, 52
Theobtild, Lewis, 56
Theophilus Insulanus. See MacLeod, Rev.

Donald
Theophrastus, 372
Thomson, James, poet, 45
Thrale, Henry, 59, 97, 189 n.3, 242, 302

Thrale, Henry, son of preceding, 189 n.3

Thrale, Hester Lynch. See Piozzi

Thrale, Hester Maria, dau. of preceding

{later Lady Keith), 320
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Thurlow, Edward Thurlow, ist Haron,

360 n.s

Ticonderoga, 318 n.Q

Tillotson, John, arclihishop of Ganier-

bury, 48
Tinker, Chauncey B., I'miig Biwveil, 374

n.3

Tobermory, 247, 298, 302, 328

Tonson, Jacob, 60 n.2

Tormore, 118

Tower Hill, London, 75 n.io

Tower of London, 392 n.g

Townshend, Lt.-Col. Roger, 318

Townshend of Raynham, Charles Towns-

hend, and V., 354
Townshend of Raynham, Charles Towns-

hend, 3rd V., 318

Trapaud, Alexander, governor of Fort

Augustus, iot-2, 108

Trapaud, Mrs. Alexander, wife of pre-

ceding, lOI

Treaty of Union, 23 n.6

Treeabank, 265 n.t

Trinity College, Dublin, 2 1 n.ao

TuU, Jethro, New //(iriWfetirtg Uuslmi/iy,

316
Turk’s Head Tavern, Uerrard Street,

London, 79 n,8

Turkish Spy (?William Bradshaw), 342
Tuscany, Grand Duke. of. See Pierre Leo-

pold Joseph

Tweed, river, 380
Tyers, Thomas, author, 50
Tyree, 168 n.i, 217, 255, 260, a8o, 281,

283, 301

Tytlcr, Alexander Fraser {later Lord

Woodhouselee), 379-80, 379 n.4, 391
Tyder, William, historian, 238, 385, 387;

Ingwry into the Evidence against Mary
Queen oj Scots, 379

Uilinish (person). ifM MacLeod, Alexander

Ullinish (place), JB and SJ visit, 198-210;

mentioned, 185, 197, an, 324, 380
. Ulubrae, 374 and n.3

Ulva, 310-12, 324 n.a

Urbino, 241

Valerius Maximus, 193, 401
Vane, Anne, mistress of Frederick, Prince

of Wales, 31 .

' Vass, Lauchlan, guide, 99, 109
' Versailles, 241

,
Verulam, Lord. See Bacon, Francis

Vf.scy, Aginont Icsiunn, 78
Vincent, St., 373
Virgil, 34ti; Aewid, 38, aoi, 3(»n, 383;

migiies, a.t;i, alia, 3>4 -i.7: f'ceigiai 54.

:i!l«

Voltaire, Frani;ois Marie Aruiiet de, 3-4,

ag n.a, 138; Essay an Universal liisitiry,

300: Ilislnry oj the War of ly.ft, 237; hms
xn \ 314

Wade, Gen. George, 1
1 9 n. i

Walker, Jolin, D.D., professor of natural

Itistory, 333
Walker, Rev. Robert, 383
Waller, Edmund, poet, 60, 182

Waller, Edmund, grandson ofpreceding,60

Waller, Edmund, great-grandson of poet,

60

Walniesley, Gillicrt, 378
Walpole, Sir Robert, i.st E. of Orford, 253

n.i, 340
Warbuvton, Gertrude Cl'ueker), wife of

following, 58
Wurhurtou, Willimu, bishop of Glouces-

ter, ,58, (i() and n.3, pa

Witrton, Thonnw, Olmvatms an the Eaerie

Q/ieene, (ili -7

WaternisU, 247 n.,';

Wawon, Mi.ss, dun. of Rohert Watson, 38

Watson, George, xiv

Watson, Robert, historian unci professor of

logic, 38-40, 42, 43, 44-5, .i6, 47
Webster, Alexander, D.D., 32, 383, 385,

387
Weekly Magazine (Edinburgh), 237 n.t,

339 35“
Welwyn, 235
Wesley, John, 20, 66
Westminster Abbey, 318, 334
Westminster Hall, 207
Whistler, Anthony, Shcnstonc’s corre-

spondent, 833 and n.3

WWstler, John, brother of preceding, 233

and n.3

Whitby, Daniel, Paraphrase and Commen-

tary on Neui Testament, 241

White, Mr., factor, 89-90
White, John, captain of ship, 381 n.5

Whitefieid, George, 20
Whitehead, Paul, Manners, 84
Wiay, 201 n.a

Wilkes, John, 160, 300, 340
Wilks, Robert, actor, 93
William III of England, 218
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William Augustus, Duke of Cumberland,

278, 279
Williams, Anna, poetess, 70, 95, 235
Williams, Sir Charles Hanbury, 233
Williamson, Margaret M., 226 n,.2

WiUis, Thomas, M.D., Di Anima Bru-

torum, 305
Wilson, barber, 235
Wilson, James, of Haghouse, 30 n.3

Wilson, John, ironmonger, 381 n.5

Wishart, William, principal of Edinburgh
University, 216

Wittenberg, Albrecht, translator, 194 n.j

Wittenberg (place), 336 n.g

Wolcot, John ("Peter Pindar”), Bozzy and

Piozzi, 223 n.i, 40a n.a5; Poetical and

Congratulatory Epistle to James Boswell

IStj., 9 n.i r, 402 n.25

Wolfe, Gen. James, 112

435

Woodhouselee, Lord. See Tytler, Alexan-
der Fraser

Worcester, Eatde of, 310
Wordsworth, John, 82 n.4
Wordsworth, William, 82 n.4
World, The, 30, 97, 202
Wren, Sir Christopher, 2ti

Xenophon, 401; Cyropaedia, 237

York, 6a, 140
Young, Arthur, Six Weeks’ Tour through the

Soutkern Counties, 27

1

Young, Edward, 234-5; Conjectures on Orig-

inal Composition, 234; Love of Fame, 235;
Might TTiottghts, 234, 34O

Young, Frederick, son ofpreceding, 235
Young, WiUiam, baillie of Aberdeen, 157
Young Pretender. See Charles Edward
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