
IX

THE SCOT IN HIS HOME

MY endeavour now will be to give a plain, but

I trust not inaccurate, nor wholly unin-

teresting account of how my countrymen lived and

thought in the eighteenth century, and our method

will be to visit the country as a traveller might,

and to observe the ways of the people, as well as

to meet their leaders in the Kirk and in Letters.

It would be quite impossible, besides being very

wearisome, to enumerate all the authorities, yet it

may be convenient to mention half a dozen outside

statistical accounts, agricultural reports, county
histories and such like, to which every reader in this

century must be greatly indebted. One authority is an

English officer of Engineers, who was sent to Scotland

in connexion with public works about the year

1730, and who in a series of letters to a friend in

London gave an extremely frank account of the

condition of the Highlands of that time, with not a

little interesting information about the Lowlands
;

and as Captain Burt was a thorough Englishman,
with all the honesty and some of the superiority of

the national blood, his observations on Scotland

have the keener flavour to a Scot. Another is a
295
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Stirlingshire squire, Ramsay of Ochtertyre, who
was born less than thirty years after the Union,

and died the year before the Battle of Waterloo,

who had a keen eye for things, and knew many dis-

tinguished folk, and left behind him a mass of

manuscript with notes on every side of Scots life.

Selections from the bulk were published in 1887 in

two volumes, under the title of Scotland and Scotsmen

in the Eighteenth Century, and are a mine of treasure.

Every one, of course, knows Volume V in Boswell's

Life of Johnson, Clarendon Press Edition, so per-

fectly edited by Dr. Birkbeck Hill, wherein that

autocrat of Letters condescended to make a royal

progress of inspection and criticism through Scot-

land, even unto the Hebrides, and if any one will

read the autobiography of Dr. Alexander Carlyle,

parish minister of Inveresk, who was born in 1722

and died in 1805, and who left behind him memorials

of the men and events of his time, he will not weary
once through six hundred pages, and he will place him-

self within the Scots Kirk at a time when it con-

tained more men of literary distinction and world-

wide fame than it has ever done before or since.

Two other books may be mentioned, not because

either is well known, but because they are a sample
taken out of the sack, and represent that kind of

work which is not much thought of by the author,

and which may not have much literary excellence,

but which is of immense value because it affords

a picture of life in the former time, reflected without

addition or subtraction, just as it happened, on the
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mirror of an ordinary man's mind. One is Memora-

bilia Domestica ; or, Parish Life in the North of

Scotland," by the late Rev. Donald Sage, minis-

ter of Resolis, which gives a most vivid and instruc-

tive account of religious and social life in the North

of Scotland from the middle of the eighteenth

century to the first quarter of the nineteenth; and

the other is a collection of facts, together with a

number of good stories about the manners and

customs of the inhabitants of Perth during last

century, entitled The Traditions of Perth, by George

Penny. Captain Burt makes an apology for dealing

with such commonplace affairs as the habits of the

people, pleading that he himself would rather have

known how a burgher at Rome lived than a consul,

and it is a good thing for the generations following

that this ingenuous Englishman had so much human-

ity. Had he written on the constitution of the

Scots State, then his book would have been as dead

as Queen Anne, who had actually died a little

before ; but because he tells us what he endured in

inns, and how women washed clothes, with other

trivialities, his book is unto this day a living docu-

ment. Really, if any one with an observant eye and

an intelligible style would only take note in his day
of how people lived and what they paid for their

farms, of the customs of society, as well as the

famous people he met, his book would be material

of the last importance someday to a Gibbon or a

Macaulay.

Among the biographies of eighteenth century
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Scots the most weighty is Burton's Hume, and it

goes without saying that no one studying this century
can afford to neglect Buckle's brilliant book, although
he

. willfremember that its author had the defects of

his qualities, or the passages bearing on Scotland

in Mr. Lecky's lucid and judicial History of England
in the Eighteenth Century ;

and I desire to conclude

this brief indication of relevant literature by

acknowledging my deep indebtedness to the most

comprehensive, instructive, and vivacious book in this

department, which I earnestly recommend to every

person who may be moved to further study,

namely The Social Life of Scotland in the Eighteenth

Century, by Henry Grey Graham, in two volumes,

with a third volume more recently published by the

same author on the literary men of the century.

Perhaps one can best realize the almost magical

change which came over North Britain between the

beginning and end of the eighteenth century, if he

will only start from London, say about the year 1750,

and, like Captain Burt and Dr. Johnson, make an

adventurous tour. It was more daring then, and

far more uncomfortable than crossing Siberia to-

day, or visiting Khartoum, for if every Scot was

not a savage as the lower class English then believed,

the
"
petticoat men

"
of the Highlands were certainly

very fair barbarians, and no one need wonder that

Dr. Johnson was careful to equip himself with a

pistol as well as that wonderful
"
oak staff." Insect

powder and powerful disinfectants would unfortun-

ately have been far more useful, with tinned meats
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and a box of biscuits if such things could then have

been obtained. It is unfortunately with no favour-

able prejudices about the people that our party
can start, for from the days described in the Fortunes

of Nigel, when Scotland bestowed on England the
"
most high and mighty Prince James

"
and the

body of office seekers which followed in his trail,

there had been a steady invasion of London by
uncouth and hungry Scots till the capital hated the

name of Scots, and would have rung the city bells

and paid a considerable sum of money if the whole

tribe had gone home. They had committed the

unpardonable sin of a foreigner in being monstrously
successful in politics, where the Earl of Bute was a

ruling power ;
in medicine, where Pitcairn had one

of the largest practices ;
in business, where Andrew

Drummond of the Strathallen House had made a

fortune in banking ;
and in literature, where Smollett,

only in his twenty-seventh year, had just taken the

town by storm with Roderick Random.

Besides, they had added iniquity to iniquity ; for, as

John Bull complained by the mouth of his oracle

Dr. Johnson and by other people, the Scot always

brought some friend with him, and every Scot stood

by his countrymen, so that their settlement was one

huge conspiracy for spoiling the land and defrauding

simple-minded and straightforward Englishmen of

their rights. The Scot brought with him also his

national creed and his national habits, as well as a

profound and imperturbable satisfaction with him-

self. He also talked a jargon which might not be
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Gaelic, but was certainly not English, so that even

in '85 Allan Ramsay's Gentle Shepherd was "translated

into English by W. Ward," and in 1790 the same book

was "attempted in English by Margaret Turner."

Indeed the Scot, even of the better class, was so

remarkable-looking a personage that the Northern

Members of Parliament were described as
"
odd-

looking men "
; and held such strange views that

when that astounding Christian Lord Grange opposed
the relaxation of laws against witches he moved
the House to laughter ; and had such an accent that

when a Scots Law Lord went up to represent Scotland

in the matter of the Porteous Riot and was put
forward as spokesman because, as Ramsay says,

" He

spake a language peculiar to himself which he called

English," it is recorded,
"
De'il a word did anyone

understand." It is fair to add on the other side

that Englishwasnot very well understood in Scotland,

for when a gentleman's daughter from the country
was reproached for having gone to see the play of
" The Old Bachelor

"
because it was hardly proper

for young women, she replied with great simplicity,
"
They did nothing wrong that I saw and as for

what they said, it was high English, and I did not

understand it."

The journey from London to Edinburgh, if we

went as fast as the Mail, might be managed in six

days, for it travelled light in the eighteenth century
to the Northern Capital, where one letter carrier

distributed the whole correspondence, and it is re-

corded that the year after the Rebellion, the London
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bag had only one letter. This means, of course, that

we should ride, and that was the most comfortable

mode of travelling since Carlyle of Inveresk, having

adventured into a postchaise of that day, was so

shaken that he was glad to escape to the back of a

horse. Should you insist upon a postchaise you
must take it with you all the way, as the chances are

you will not find one to your hand in Scotland. The

Duke of Atholl's coach seems to have been the only

one in Perthshire in the year 1713, and Commissioner

Campbell astonished Argyllshire with a wheel carriage

in 1725, and it was not till after '50 that carriages

became at all common. For about 30, according

to a curious contract quoted by Mr. Graham, a

coach can be built, and the journey by coach would

take fourteen days. For this scarcity of wheel

conveyances in the North, and for the slowness of

travelling, which beyond the Tweed was portentous

about twelve hours from Edinburgh to Glasgow,

and the most of two days to Aberdeen there

was a reason, the state of the roads, or one may say

(having now, as it were, arrived in Scotland) the absence

of roads. Except the roads which Marshall Wade
had made through the Highlands for military

purposes, and about which Captain Burt naturally

was very enthusiastic, there were only tracks up to

the year 1750, which might be passable in summer

but were fearsome in winter so bad indeed that

the Selkirk carrier preferred the bed of Gala

Water in summer to what was called the road.

Goods were carried on horseback and farm produce
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on sledges. It was not till 1747 that the gentlemen
of Perthshire determined to put an excellent law of

Charles II. into action and make roads through their

country. And in those days it was not easy to

make roads, when the gravel for one important road

in Stirlingshire had to be carried from the mouth of

the Allan across the Forth in sacks on horseback.

Beyond the Highland border such conveniences

were regarded with deep resentment, as innovations

always have been by sound-minded Highlanders,
and one of them declared that he saw no use of

roads but to let burghers and redcoats into the

Highlands, none of whom in his father's time dared

venture beyond the Pass of Aberfoyle.

If truth be told, the roads in England were none

so good then, and, according to The Heart of Mid-

lothian, Johnson's pistol would have been as much
needed in Yorkshire as in the Hebrides

;
but we shall

suppose that one way or other we have reached the

Border and crossed the Tweed. And now we must

prepare ourselves for a great surprise in the matter

of landscape. The Lowlandsof the nineteenth century,
as we have seen them, did not then exist. The

gentlemen's seats, each with its
"
Policy," to use the

Scots word, of surrounding woods and rich pasture

fields ; the well-built farmhouses and steadings, with

their garden and smaller belt of trees, the fields separ-

ated by hedges or wire fences
;
the main roads fringed

by oaks and beeches; the comfortable little towns

with their workshops and factories ; and, not least,

that group of buildings in some chosen spot sheltered
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from the wind and facing the sun, where the church,

the manse and the schoolhouse make the heart of

the parish, were only beginning to be.

Apart from the original forests in the Highlands,

which were being cut down for English firms, like

Osbaldiston in Rob Roy, and the woods round a few

noblemen's castles, like Inverary and Cawdor, the

country was a treeless waste. Dr. Johnson declared

that a tree was as great a show in Scotland as a

horse in Venice, and Boswell, being upon his mettle,

could only recommend a certain tree for the great

man's approval, declaring that it was nothing to

another a few miles off
;
but Colonel Nairn rather

spoiled the effect by informing the traveller that

there were only two large trees in the county of

Fife. When Johnson lost that staff which was

something like himself in being not only of impervious
oak but also a foot and yard measure for all occasions,

he despaired of ever seeing it again.
"
Consider,

sir," he said to poor Boswell, who endured many
things during that tour,

"
consider, sir, the value

of such a piece of timber here." And it was a tradi-

tion that the first trees were planted in the large

district called the Isle of Menteith after the Restora-

tion. Scotland in those days certainly might be

described as a scenery of stone and water, and yet it

was the same Scotland, for after a rain of nine or ten

weeks they talked familiarly of
"
a shower," and

Boswell triumphantly records that his hero allowed

the peculiar merit of breakfast in Scotland.
"

If an

epicure could remove by a wish in*quest of sensual
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gratification, wherever he had supped he would

breakfast in Scotland."

As the night is falling and a Scots road of the

Eighteenth Century is hardly safe in darkness, let

us stop at this Inn. Be thankful that there is such

a thing, for a traveller in Queen Elizabeth's days

said,
"
I never did hear or see that they had any public

Inns with signes hanging out." He adds,
"
Citizens

of the better sort
'

Will entertain strangers on

entreaty,'
"
but warns that their ale

"
will distemper

a stranger's body.
"

It is therefore encouraging to see

mine host coming out to meet us, and to be attended

on the upper floor
"
by a handsome genteel man

who gives a kindly welcome." He will let us know

however, that he is a gentleman and does not employ
himself in anything so low as attendance

;
like many

other men of other centuries he leaves anything

disagreeable to his wife, who also has considerable

airs. But be thankful that you have not lighted

on a Highland public-house, where once a lady in

that century reprimanded the landlord for the

dirtiness of his house and his assurance in taking
the first glass of wine himself, whereupon the indignant
chieftain departed with his servants in a body and

would only return on condition of an apology ;
and a

Highland landlord of the same mighty kind used to

demand their word of honour from guests not to

complain of any kind of treatment they might meet

with in his house. For supper the landlady proposes

the excellent dish of potted pigeons, having first

astonished us with the offer of
"
a duke

"
or "a
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fool," which, however, only meant a duck or a fowl.

The cloth is not particularly clean, still we need not

touch it ;
but when it is evident that the pigeons

have been raked out of the butter by the cook's

hands, and we have had a glimpse of their

condition there are matters one can only hint at

in the most truthful account it may be better to

make our evening meal off a crust of bread and

some new laid eggs, for the butter is also too pro-

nounced. One thing, however, we get in quantity
and also quality, and that is claret, which is flowing

through Scotland at the absurdly low price of

is. 6d. a chopin.

Our bedroom has no carpet, for carpets only came

in with the latter part of the century, no paper on

the walls, no plaster on the roof, and, of course, no

bell. Fortunately the bed is not a cupboard in the

wall with a closing door, as it was in the days of

Queen Elizabeth. It stands out in the middle of

the floor, yet the curtains bear such marks upon
them of the servants' hands and we are still shud-

dering at those hands that with one of our travel-

lers we may well ask for which of our sins we have

been sent to this miserable country. It seems as if

self-respecting persons would have to sit up all night ;

but courage ! the linen is well spun, perfectly clean,

and thoroughly aired, and throughout Scotland in

that day travellers were astonished at the abundance

and excellence of the linen in the houses of ordinary

people. There was not a family which had not

its store of linen spun by careful women's hands and
S.E.C. s>n
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the linen industry was one of the most flourishing in

Scotland. One company, which wrought on a large

scale and rendered great service to manufacture,

became in the end a financial concern, and is now

known as the British Linen Company Bank. At the

date of our visit to Scotland this Bank had been

chartered three years, and, for those who can see,

there lies behind the poverty and squalor of the

land signs of enterprise and improvement the

beginning of a time.

Suppose, now, that next morning we are passing

through some agricultural district, neither one of the

best too scanty at that time, where an English

traveller admitted he had seen wheat as good as any
in England nor one of the worst say on the slope of

a bare hill where the soil is scratched to get a miser-

able growth of black oats, which never really ripens

but an average farm in the Scots Midlands. The

house is built of turf or, in the Scots tongue, divots,

and thatched with heather or with straw. The

doors of the stable and cattle houses are made of

wattles. The stable and byre are on one side of the

house and the barn on the other, and in the centre

of the square is the manure heap across which you
must go on stepping-stones. If you will risk the

hazard we shall enter the farmhouse of the eighteenth

century to find that it has two rooms, a
"
butt

"

and a
"
ben," and between them a pantry, or in

the Scoto-French tongue for we had much more to

do with France than with England at one time an

aumry. In the
"
butt

"
room that is, the kitchen
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the work of the family is done and the maids sleep.

The master and mistress, with the children, sleep in

the other room, and in both cases in closed beds

with doors on them. The floors of both rooms are

of earth, and in wet weather, for the house cannot

be kept properly dry, are apt to turn into mud.

The rafters are bare above, black with smoke and

apt to drip with moisture. The kitchen fire is near

the centre of the
" ben

"
room, and the farmer sits

on one side, and his men, if he has servants, on the

other. In the evening the maids spin, and when

each girl is engaged the quantity of yarn she has to

work each day is carefully stipulated. The clothes

of the whole family are spun and dyed at home,

except perhaps a great coat of English cloth which

the good man purchased as a luxury to wear on great

occasions or in storms of the first class. For break-

fast they have not yet reached porridge ;
two Stir-

lingshire farmers passing one morning through the

county town and seeing children eating oatmeal

pottage, said one to the other,
" When will we get

that to eat ?
"

They use bear meal and sometimes

have to condescend on mill dust. For dinner they
have kail, usually made without flesh and thickened

with grolls, and it would only be on a high occasion

there is flesh in the pot. For a dinner luxury they
have cheese, eggs, and sometimes onions, which

they do not grow. For supper they have sowens or

flummery. The family use no ale or spirits, a very
little whey, and occasionally sweet milk, but gener-

ally water. Whether the meal be kail or porridge
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it is, you will notice, placed in one dish on a stool in

the middle of the family, and from that dish every one

sups. A spoon serves all purposes, except for meat,

that rare delicacy, which the head of the household

cuts with a knife and the others discuss with their

fingers. It is a very homely interior, and the pinch

of hunger was not unknown there in bad seasons, yet

there was a friendly feeling round that fire which

did not continue when the farmer got his well-

built stone house with a parlour, and the men were

sent to a bothy. And it is right to add that if we

had come in at evening time we should have seen

the whole circle join in family worship, the head of

the household reading the Scriptures by the light

of the fire, or the fainter glimmer coming from an

iron cruizie.

Before we leave this farm it may interest you to

know the system of agriculture, which, indeed, was

a model of simplicity, ignorance and laziness. The

rotation of crops was of the simplest kind, for the

farmer only grew oats and barley ;
but he had one

distinction then which has happily been abolished.

The land round the homestead was called the
"
in

"

field and that he tilled with some care, and the rest

was
"
out

"
field which never got manure and was

only occasionally broken up. During winter that

is, between the ingathering of the crops and the

month of May the cattle wander over the country

at their sweet will, for there were no fences and no

herds. But we make our visit at an interesting

time, for the farmer has just begun to try the new
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crops of potatoes and turnips. Last winter he fed

some cattle for the first time on turnips, which

brought them to a preposterous fatness, and the

family have greatly relished their supper of potatoes,

substituted for bear meal. Except kail the farmer

grows nothing in his garden, for even his onions are

imported from the Low Country. His horses have

only cost him between 3 and 4, and he has not yet

reached, although he is thinking of, the convenience

of a wheel cart. He pays his ploughman forty

shillings a year, but he feeds and clothes him, and

possibly on the whole he is not so badly off, as a

tailor in the village is only getting 2d. a day. When
the good man and his wife go a journey, which be-

yond Kirk and market is very rare and never very far,

he takes her behind him on horseback. I am not sure

that she has shoes, but there is no doubt about the

saddle, which is a sod with a plaid laid over it.

If you please, we shall leave the road again and

visit the house of one of the smaller gentry. The

great nobles have been mostly ruined in the troubled

times, or are living at Court, and their castles, magni-
ficent specimens of the Scots architecture, are lying

empty. This is the home of a small squire, and

was built about the time of the Restoration. Battle-

ments and towers, of course, have been given up, but

the windows are narrow, as if the place still required

to be defended, and there are one or two turrets

and crow-foot gables. The rooms are small and

the roofs are low, and it is with a shock one finds

the manure heap, as well as the byre and stable,
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near the front door. The house has been set down

without any regard to view, but with a keen eye to a

Southern exposure.

A few years ago there was no garden and no

plantations, but recently the landlord, feeling

the breath of new times, has formed a kitchen

garden, and has planted the little hill behind his

house. The ceiling of the dining-room is thin deals,

and the walls are bare plaster; but a carpenter

is busy at the date of our visit replacing the dim

little windows, made of small pieces of glass joined

with lead, by windows hung with pulleys, and there

is some talk of wainscoting the walls. The furniture

was made by this very carpenter's father, of plane,

and is not particularly graceful. But just because

there is no carpet the woodwork of the floor is

excellent. The family has breakfasted at seven and

dines at one, and they would consider it a thing dis-

graceful both to them and us if we did not share

their midday meal, and we must be prepared to re-

sist much pressing, both to eat and to drink. The

arrival of a few guests gives the lady of the house no

trouble, for in winter time they have always salted

beef, and can supplement it with a couple of fowls,

whose death scream marks the arrival of a party ; and

in summer they have lamb, and would also add

salmon were it not considered food for servants.

There is always broth, and for the strangers a few

slices of wheat bread, which is a special delicacy.

As a rule, the family would have only ale to drink,

but on this occasion when guests have come in there
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will be claret and brandy. You can tell that this

is a Jacobite house because the ladies are wearing

Tartans and the very bed and window curtains are

also Tartan, and on great occasions our hostess will

wear a costly silk dress, and in her chests her marriage

finery is still lying. Very little money is spent on

millinery, and in 1720 Katherine Murray was the only

milliner in Edinburgh. There is one manservant,

who is also gardener and groom, and on whom a uni-

form sits somewhat strangely. Our welcome, how-

ever, is of the heartiest, and the manners of our host

and hostess are both kindly and stately, and if there

be a certain roughness in the details of life and a

want of modern luxuries, there is a sincerity and a

good breeding which are very taking.

It is fair, however, to call at another laird's house

of the better class, say such a man as Ramsay, to

whom we have been so much indebted, that we may
see the better circumstances in which some country

gentlemen live. His house will have a stuccoed ceil-

ing, or perhaps a piece of fine wood-carving done

by one of Cromwell's soldiers, who left an artistic

mark upon the Menteith district, and the walls will

be hung with tapestry. The classics of Greece and

Rome, as well as of our own tongue, are in his library,

and especially certain fine editions of Horace, to

whom Ramsay is much attached. Some fields are

enclosed before the house and he has pleasure walks.

Besides his orchard, which was the one redeeming
feature in every laird's place, he has a kitchen garden,

where the walls are faced with brick, on which he
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grows peaches, and very likely there is a pine house,

as his friend George Drummond had at Blair Drum-

mond. Ochtertyre, to call him by the name he

would, has the advantage of his position as a country

gentleman of good birth and extensive family con-

nexions, and the literary circles of Edinburgh and

the aristocratic Whig society of London are both

open to him.

He has also the benefit of his rural tastes, for

he lives among the people in the district of Men-

teith, where there are some fifty country gentlemen ;

watching with not unkindly eye the habits of his

fellow-lairds and the tenant farmers
; collecting racy

anecdotes of the generation passing away, the men
of the Rebellion

;
and noting with much acuteness the

progress of agriculture, the parties in the Kirk and

the literature of the day. And to those pledges of

interest and reliability this Scots laird added

another which was characteristic rather of the later

than the earlier part of the eighteenth century. He
is a man of broad and liberal views, Presbyterian in

religion, a Hanoverian in politics, and most friendly

to the faithful and suffering little Episcopalian com-

munion, and to the men who had fought and suffered

for the lost cause of Prince Charlie. He has a keen

sympathy with literature as well as with antiquity,

and it may interest you to know that before all is

over he will be visited at Ochtertyre by the two men
who in modern times have been the glory of Scots

literature. After that visit of Burns to Edinburgh,
which was so charged with irony, the Ayrshire plough-
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man will come to be guest at Ochtertyre, and this is

his host's judgment :

"
I have been in the company

of many men of genius, some of them poets ; but I

never witnessed such flashes of intellectual bright-

ness as from him the impulse of the moment,

sparks of celestial fire ;
I never was more delighted,

therefore, than with his company, two days' tete-

d-tete. In a mixed company I should have made

little of him ; for, to use a gamester's phrase, he did

not always knowwhen to play off and when to play on.'

He also will give that tempestuous soul some excel-

lent advice to avoid *' the thorny walks of satire,"

and
"
curious questions which seldom mend the heart

or temper," and will remind him that good morals

may be recommended in a comedy or even in a song.

Ramsay is much disturbed about Burns, as a man of

his type was sure to be, and declares him to be a mix-

ture of a Jacobite, an Arminian and a Socinian.

Ramsay will afterwards visit Burns at Ellisland

and be much pleased, as he says,
"
with his uxor

Sabina qualis
"

and the poet's modest mansion.

To Ochtertyre also in '93 will come Walter Scott

and find Ramsay .full of Highland stories and

keen upon antiquities. To his last years he will

wear the dress of former days, a blue coat with bright

metal buttons, and high collar and lace frills at the

wrist, breeches and blue stockings, with silver

buckles on his shoes, and as becomes the study for

Monk Barns, he sometimes forgets his garters. But

a gallant old gentleman to the last, although he had

never married, who loved to give young ladies peaches
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from his wall, but always exacted a kiss as his

reward. He chiefly loved his Horace and his garden ;

he left behind him Latin inscriptions in many a

Kirkyard of Stirlingshire, and I have dwelt thus

long upon this history of manners because the picture

of the man is in itself a contribution to my subject,

and the book in which he figures has been so large a

contributor to my information.

Were we anxious to visit the cleanest and best

laid out town in Scotland at the middle of the eight-

eenth century, or, as Burt would say," the most

uniform and prettiest," we ought to go to Glasgow,
for by the year '50 Glasgow had begun to revive

and enter upon its great career of commercial enter-

prise and prosperity ; but Edinburgh is the ancient

glory of Scotland, whose romantic situation is

exceeded by her romantic traditions. Until towards

the end of the eighteenth century the capital was

confined within a narrow space, partly because it

had been a walled city and because as yet it was not

fashionable to live beyond the gates or courts. The

city consisted of one street, running from Holyrood
to Edinburgh, with lanes or

"
closes

"
branching out

on either side like the ribs from the backbone. There

was also a parallel street of much lower degree called

the Cowgate, ending in the grass market. The

houses were therefore of preposterous height, and

Boswell showed Johnson one of thirteen floors, and

as each floor might contain three or four separate

dwellings a single building was a small village.

A leading lawyer would have a house of three
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rooms and a kitchen ; one his consulting-room, one the

family sitting-room and the other the bedroom. The

children with their nurse would use the consulting-

room at night for their bedroom ; the other woman-

servant would sleep in the kitchen, and a man-ser-

vant would live outside. The rooms were low

and narrow, but were sometimes redeemed by a

noble carved mantelpiece or some fine pannelling,

and on the walls there might be a picture by Jame-

sone, the great Scots artist.

Sanitary accommodation there was none, neither

in town houses nor country. The air was confined

and thick, having to filter up the close and then

rise between the high piles of buildings which

stood so near to one another that things could be

handed from one house to the other opposite

or perhaps even meander through narrow courts

before it reached the window. People were not

ambitious then in the matter of houseroom and

convenience, neither lords nor ladies, lawyers nor

men of letters.
"

It was easy to make rich when
I was at the Bar," said Lord-President Dalyrimple ;

"
though my practice brought me in twenty thou-

sand merks a year, I lived in a house rented at 8

6s. 8d., and I had only two roasts in the week,

Sunday and Thursday." Noble ladies will give

parties in their bedroom and invite their friends to

taste that new dish of tea which is just growing

popular, and will treat them to sugar which cost i8s. a

pound. Boswell is careful to pilot Johnson

through the narrow ways, for they are encompassed



316 THE SCOT IN HIS HOME

with great danger. Any time a window may open
and a maid,

:knowing not that she is speaking French,

cry
"
gardy loo

"
(Scots for Haud yir haund), and

then, if the passenger does not give heed unto him-

self, he will receive the sewerage of a household upon
his head. It is not wonderful that the servant's

cry was freely translated by an English maid,
"
Lord

have mercy upon us." Boswell could have wished

that his great friend had been without one of his

senses on those nights, for the Doctor used to grumble
as he went along,

"
I smell you in the dark" ; but

indeed it was not poor Boswell, but the air that he

was smelling. Yet Burt, on entering Edinburgh,
considered that he had never seen anything more

magnificent than the high streets of the city :

"
the

extreme height of the houses, which are for most part

built of stone and well sashed ; the breadth and

length of the street, and (it being dry weather) a

cleanness made by the high winds. I was extremely

pleased to find everything so unlike the descriptions

of that town which had been given me by some of my
countrymen." Which goes to show that the differ-

ence in Edinburgh in those days lay between Edin-

burgh clean and Edinburgh dirty.




