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sion, had previously characterised as “a super-
stitious dog ' ; but after hearing such a criticism
on Frederick the Great, with whom he was
then on bad terms, he exclaimed, “An honest
fellow !”

But I think the criticism much too severe;
for the “Memoirs of the House of Branden-
burgh” are written as well as many works of
that kind. His poetry, for the style of which
he himself makes a frank apology, “jargonnant
un Frangois barbare,” though fraught with
pernicious ravings of infidelity, has in many
places, great animation, and in some a pathetic
tenderness.

Upon this contemptuous animadversion on
the King of Prussia, T observed to Johnson,
“It would seem then, Sir, that much less parts
are necessary to make a king, than to make
an author: for the King of Prussia is con-
fessedly the greatest king now in Europe, yet
you think he makes a very poor figure as an
author.”

Mr. Levett this day showed me Dr. John-
son’s library, which was contained in two
garrets over his chambers, where Lintot, son
of the celebrated bookseller of that name, had
formerly his warehouse, I found a number
of good books, but very dusty and in great
confusion. The floor was strewed with manu-
script leaves, in Johnson’s own handwriting,
which I beheld with a degree of veneration,
supposing they perhaps might contain por-
tions of the “Rambler,” or of “Rasselas.,” 1
observed an apparatus for chemical experi-
ments, of which Johnson was all his life very

fond. The place seemed to be very favour-_

able for retirement and meditation. Johnson
told me, that he went up thither without men-
tioning it to his servant when he wanted to
study, secure from interruption; for he would
not allow his servant to say he was not at
home when he really was. “A servant’s strict
regard for truth,” said he, “must be weakened
by such a practice. A philosopher may know
that it is merely a form of denial; but few
servants are such nice distinguishers. If T ac-
custom a servant to tell a lie for me, have I
not reason to apprehend that he will tell many
lies for himself?” 1 am, however, satisfied
that every servant, of any degree of intelli-
gence, understands saying his master is not at
home, not at all as the affirmation of a fact,
but as customary words, intimating that his
master wishes not to be seen; so that there
can be no bad effect from it.

Mr. Temple, now vicar of St. Gluvias,

Cornwall, who had hbeen my intimate friend
for many years, had at this time chambers in
Farrar's buildings, at the bottom of inner
Temple-lane, which he kindly lent me upon
my quitting my lodgings, he being to return
to Trinity Hall, Cambridge. I found them
particularly convenient for me, as they were
so near Dr. Johnson’s.

On Wednesday, July 20, Dr. Johnson, Mr.
Dempster, and my uncle, Dr. Boswell, who
happened to be now in London, supped with
me at these chambers. Johnson: “Pity is not
natural to man. Children are always cruel.
Savages are always cruel. Pity is acquired
and improved by the cultivation of reason.
We may have uneasy sensations from seeing
a creature in distress, without pity: for we
have not pity unless we wish to relieve them.
When I am on my way to dine with a friend,
and finding it late, have bid the coachman
make haste, if I happen to attend when he
whips his horses, I may feel unpleasantly that
the animals are put to pain, but I do not wish
him to desist. No, Sir, I wish him to drive
Ol’l.”

Mr. Alexander Donaldson, bookseller of
Edinburgh, had for some time opened a shop
in London, and sold his cheap editions of the
most popular English books, in defiance of
the supposed common-law right of Literary
Property. Johnson, though he concurred in
the opinion which was afterwards sanctioned
by a judgment of the House of Lords, that
there was no such right, was at this time
very angry that the booksellers of London, for
whom he uniformly professed much regard,
should suffer from an invasion of what they
had ever considered to be secure; and he
was loud and violent against Mr. Donaldson.
“He is a fellow who takes advantage of the
law to injure his brethren; for, notwithstand-
ing that the statute secures only fourteen years
of exclusive right, it has always been under-
stood by the frade, that he who buys the copy-
right of a book from the author obtains a
perpetual property; and upon that belief, num-
berless bargains are made to transfer that
property after the expiration of the statuto
term. Now, Donaldson, I say, takes ad-
vantage here, of people who have really an
equitable title from usage; and if we consider

how few of the books, of which they buy the
property, succeed so well as to bring profit,
we should be of opinion that the term of
fourteen years is too short; it should be sixty
years.” Dempster: “Danaldson, Sir, is anxious
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for the encouragement of literature. He re-
duces the price of books, so that poor students
may buy them.” Johnson (laughing): “Well,
Sir, allowing that to be his motive, he is no
better than Robin Hood, who robbed the rich
in order to give to the poor.”

It is remarkable, that when the great ques-
tion concerning Literary Property came to be
ultimately tried before the supreme tribunal
of this country, in consequence of the very
spirited exertions of Mr, Donaldson, Dr.
Johnson was zealous against a perpetuity ;
but he thought that the term of the exclu-
sive right of authors should be considerably
enlarged. He was then for granting a hun-
dred years.

The conversation now turned upon Mr,
David Hume’s style. Johnson: “Why, Sir,
his style is not English; the structure of his
sentences is French. Now the French struc-
ture and the English structure may, in the
nature of things, be equally good. But if you
allow that the English language is established,
he is wrong. My name might originally have
been Nicholson, as well as Johnson: but were
you to call me Nicholson now, you would call
me very absurdly.” ;

Rousseau’s treatise on the inequality of
mankind was at this time a fashionable topic.
It gave rise to an observation by Mr. Demp-
ster, that the advantages of fortune and rank
were nothing to a wise man, who ought to
value only merit. Johnson: “If man were a
savage, living in the woods by himself, this
might be true; but in civilised society we all
depend upon each other and our happiness is
very much owing to the good opinion of man-
kind. Now, Sir, in civilised society, external
advantages make us more respected, A man
with a good coat upon his back meets with a
better reception than he who has a bad one,
.Sn',. you may analyse this and say what is there
in it? But that will avail you nothing, for it
18 part of a general system.” Pound St. Paul’s
church‘into atoms, and consider any single
atom; it is, to be sure, good for nothing; but
put all these atoms together and you have
St. Paul's church. So it is with human
felicity, which is made up of many ingredients,
each of which may be shown to be very in-
Significant. In civilised society personal merit
will not serve you so much as money will,
Sir, you may make the experiment. Go into
the street and give one man a lecture on
morality and another a shilling, and see which
Will respect you most.  If you wish only to sup-

port nature, Sir William Petty fixes your allow-
ance at three pounds a year; but as times are
much altered, let us call it six pounds, This
sum will fill your belly, shelter you from the
weather, and even get you a strong lasting
coat, supposing it to be made of good bull’s
hide. Now, Sir, all beyond this is artificial,
and is desired in order to obtain a greater
degree of respect from our fellow-creatures,
And, Sir, if six hundred pounds a year procure
4 man more consequence, and, of course, more
happiness than six pounds a year, the same
proportion will hold as to six thousand, and
S0 on, as far as opulence can be carried. Per-
haps he who has a large fortune may not be
80 happy as he who has a small one; but that
must proceed from other causes than from his
having the large fortune: for, caeteris paribus,
he who is rich in a civilised society must be
happier than he who is poor; as riches, if
properly used, (and it is a man’s own fault if
they are not,) must be productive of the
highest advantages. Mongy, to be sure, of
itself is of no use: for its only use is to part
with it. Rousseau, and all those who deal in
paradoxes, are led away by a childish desire
of novelty. When I was a boy I used always
to choose the wrong side of a debate, because
most ingenious things, that is to say, most new
things, could be said upon it. Sir, there is
nothing for which you may not muster up
more plausible arguments than those which
are urged against wealth and other external
advantages. Why, now, there is stealing:
why should it be thought a crime? When
we consider by what unjust methods property
has been often acquired, and that what was
unjustly got it must be unjust to keep, where
is the harm in one man’s taking the property
of another from him? Besides, Sir, when we
consider the bad use that many people make
of their property, and how much better use
the thief may make of it, it may be defended
as a very allowable practice. Yet, Sir, the ex-
perience of mankind has discovered stealing
to be so very bad a thing that they make no
scruple to hang a man for it. When I was
running about this town a very poor fellow, I
Wwas a great arguer for the advantages of
poverty; but T was, at the same time, very
sorry to be poor. Sir, all the arguments
which are brought to represent poverty as no
evil, show it to be evidently a great evil. You
never find people labouring to convince you
that you may live very happily upon a plenti-
ful fortune. — So you hear people talking how

I
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miserable a king must be, and yet they all
wish to be in his place.”

It was suggested that kings must be un-
happy, because they are deprived of the
greatest of all satisfactions, easy and unre-
served society. Johnson: “This is an ill-
founded notion. Being a king does not ex-
clude a man from such society. Great kings
have always been social. The King of Prussia,
the only great king at present, is very social.
Charles the Second, the last king of England
who was a man of parts, was social; and our
Henrys and Edwards were all social.”

Mr. Dempster having endeavoured to main-
tain that intrinsic merit ought to make the only
distinction among mankind. Johnson: “Why,
Sir, mankind have found that this cannot be.
How shall we determine the proportion of
intrinsic merit? Were that to be the only
distinction amongst mankind, we should soon
quarrel about the degrees of it. Were all
distinctions abolished, the strongest would not
long acquiesce, but’ would endeavour to obtain
a superiority by their bodily strength. But,
Sir, as subordination is very necessary for
society, and contentions for superiority very
dangerous, mankind, that is to say, all civilised
nations, have settled it upon a plain invariable
principle. A man is born to hereditary rank;
or his being appointed to certain offices gives
him a certain rank. Subordination tends
greatly to human happiness. Were we all
upon an equality, we should have no other
enjoyment than mere animal pleasure.”

I said, I considered distinction or rank to
be of so much importance in civilised society,
that if I were asked on the same day to dine
with the first duke in England, and with the
first man in Britain for genius, I should hesi-
tate which to prefer. Johnson: “To be sure,
Sir, if you were to dine only once, and it were
never to be known where you dined, you
would choose rather to dine with the first
man for genius; but to gain most respect, you
should dine with the first duke in England.
For nine people in ten that you meet with,
would have a higher opinion of you for having
dined with a duke; and the great genius him-
self would receive you better, because you had
been with the great duke.”

He took care to guard himself against any
possible suspicion that his settled principles
of reverence for rank and respect for wealth
were at all owing to mean or interested motives;
for he asserted his own independence as a
literary man. “ No man,” said he, “ who ever

lived by literature, has lived more indepen-
dently than I have done.” He said he had
taken longer time than he needed to have
done in composing his Dictionary. He re-
ceived our compliments upon that great work
with complacency, and told us that the Academy
della Crusca could scarcely believe that it was
done by one man.

Next morning I found him alone, and have
preserved the following fragments of his con-
versation, Of a gentleman who was men-
tioned, he said, “I have not met with any
man for a long time who has given me such
general displeasure. He is totally unfixed in
his principles, and wants to puzzle other
people.” I said his principles had been
poisoned by a noted infidel writer, but that
he was, nevertheless, a benevolent, good man.
Johnson: “We can have no dependence upon
that instinctive, that constitutional goodness,
which is not founded upon principle. I grant
you that such a man may be a very amiable
member of society. I can conceive him placed
in such a situation that he is not much tempted
to deviate from what is right; and as every
man prefers virtue, when there is not some
strong incitement to transgress its precepts, I
can conceive him doing nothing wrong. But
if such a man stood in need of money, I should
not like to trust him; and I should certainly
not trust him with young ladies, for there,
there is always temptation. Hume, and other
sceptical innovators, are vain men, and will
gratify themselves at any expense. Truth will
not afford sufficient food to their vanity: so
they have betaken themselves to error, Truth,
Sir, is a cow which will yield such people no
more milk, and so they are gone to milk the
bull. If I could have allowed myself to
gratify my vanity at the expense of truth,
what fame might I have acquired! Every-
thing which Hume has advanced against
Christianity had passed through my mind long
before he wrote. Always remember this, that
after a system is well settled upon positive
evidence, a few partial objections ought not
to shake it. The human mind is so limited,
that it cannot take in all the parts of a sub:
ject, so that there may be objections raised
against anything. There are objections against
a plenum, and objections against a vacuum;
yet one of them must certainly be true.”

I mentioned Hume’s argument against the
belief of miracles, that it is more probable that
the witnesses to the truth of them are mistaken,

or speak falsely, than that the miracles should =3
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be true. Johnson: “Why, Sir, the great dif-
ficulty of proving miracles should make us
very cautious in believing them. But let us
consider; although God has made Nature to
operate by certain fixed laws, yet it is not un-
reasonable to think that he may suspend those
laws, in order to establish a system highly
advantageous to mankind. Now the Chris-
tian religion is a most beneficial system, as
it gives us light and certainty where we were
before in darkness and doubt. The miracles
which prove it are attested by men who had
no interest in deceiving us; but who, on the
contrary, were told that they should suffer per-
secution, and did actually lay down their lives
in confirmation of the truth of the facts which
they asserted. Indeed, for some centuries the
heathens did not pretend to deny the miracles;
but said they were performed by the aid of evil
spirits. This is a circumstance of great weight.
Then, Sir, when we take the proofs derived
from prophecies which have been so exactly
fulfilled, we have most satisfactory evidence.
Supposing a miracle possible, as to which, in
my opinion, there can be no doubt, we have as
strong evidence for the miracles in support of
Christianity as the nature of the thing admits.”

At night, Mr. Johnson and I supped in a
private room at the Turk’s Head coffee-house,
in the Strand.-. “I encourage this house,” said
he, ““for the mistress of it is a good civil woman,
and has not much business.”

“8ir, I love the acquaintance of young people;
because, in the first place, I don’t like to think
myself growing old. In the next place, young
acquaintances must last longest, if they do last;
and then, Sir, young men have more virtue
than old men; they have more generous senti-
ments in every respect. I love the young dogs
of this age; they have more wit and humour
and knowledge of life than we had; but then
the dogs are not so good scholars, Sir, in my
early years I read very hard. It is a sad re-
flection, but a true one, that I knew almost as
much at eighteen as I do now. My judgment,
to be sure, was not so good, but I had all the
facts. I remember very well when I was at
Oxford, an old gentleman said to me, ‘Young
man, ply your book diligently now, and acquire
a stock of knowledge; for when years come
upon you, you will find that poring upon books
will be but an irksome task.’”

This account of his reading, given by him-
self in plain words, sufficiently confirms what I
have already advanced upon the disputed ques-
tion as to his application. It reconciles any

seeming inconsistency in his way of talking
upon it at different times; and shows that
idleness and reading hard were with him rela-
tive terms, the import of which, as used by him,
must be gathered from a comparison with what
scholars of different degrees of ardour and as-
siduity have been known to do. And let it be
remembered that he was now talking sponta-
neously, and expressing his genuine sentiments;
whereas at other times he might be induced from
‘his spirit of contradiction, or more properly from
his love of argumentative contest, tospeak lightly
of his own application to study. It is pleasing
to consider that the old gentleman’s gloomy
prophecy as to the irksomeness of books to men
of an advanced age, which is too often fulfilled,
was so far from being verified in Johnson, that
his ardour for literature never failed, and his
last writings had more ease and vivacity than
any of his earlier productions.

He mentioned to me now, for the first time,
that he had been distressed by melancholy,
and for that reason had been obliged to fly
from study and meditation, to the dissipat-
ing variety of life, Against melancholy he
recommended constant occupation of mind,
a great deal of exercise, moderation in eating
and drinking, and especially to shun drinking
at night. He said melancholy people were apt
to fly to intemperance for relief, but that it sunk
them much deeper in misery. He observed,
that labouring men who work hard, and live
sparingly, are seldom or never troubled with
low spirits.

He again insisted on the duty of maintaining
subordination of rank. “Sir, I would no more
deprive a nobleman of his respect than of his
money. I consider myself as acting a part in
the great system of society, and I do to others
as I would have them do to me. T would,
behave to a nobleman as I should expect he
would behave to me, were I a nobleman, and
he Sam. Johnson. Sir, there is one Mis.
Macaulay, in this town, a great republican.
One day when I was at her house, I put on
a very grave countenance, and said to her,
‘Madam, I am now become a convert to your
way of thinking. Tam convinced that all man-
kind are upon an equal footing; and to give
you an unquestionable proof, Madam, that I
am in earnest, here is a very sensible, civil, well-
behaved fellow-citizen, your footman; I desire
that he may be allowed to sit down and dine
with us.” I thus, Sir, showed her the absurdity
of the levelling doctrine. She has never liked
me since. Sir, your levellers wish to level down
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as far as themselves; but they cannot bear
levelling #p to themselves. They would all
have some people under them; why not then
have some people above them?”

I mentioned a certain author who disgusted
me by his forwardness, and by showing no
deference to noblemen into whose company
he was admitted. Johnson: “Suppose a shoe-
maker should claim an equality with him, as he
does with a lord: how he would stare. ‘Why,
Sir, do you stare?’ says the shoemaker, ‘I do
great service to society. 'Tis true I am paid
for doing it; but so are you, Sir; and I am
sorry to say it, better paid than I am, for doing
something not so necessary. For mankind
could do better without your books than with-
out my shoes.” Thus, Sir, there would be
perpetual struggle for precedence, were there
no fixed invariable rules for the distinction of
rank, which creates no jealousy, as it is allowed
to be accidental.”

He said Dr. Joseph Warton was a very agree-
able man, and his “Essay on the Genius and
Writings of Pope” a very pleasing book. I
wondered that he delayed so long to give us
the continuation of it. Johnson: “Why,
Sir, I suppose he finds himself a little disap-
pointed in not having been able to persuade the
world to be of his opinion as to Pope.”

We have now been favoured with the con-
cluding volume, in which, to use a parliamen-
tary expression, he has explained, so as not to
appear quite so adverse to the opinion of the
world, concerning Pope, as was at first thought;
and we must all agree that his work is a most
valuable accession to English literature.

A writer of deserved eminence being men-
tioned, Johnson said, “Why, Sir, he is a man
of good parts, but being originally poor, he has
got a love of mean company and low jocularity;
a very bad thing, Sir. To laugh is good, and
to talk is good. But you ought no more to
think it enough if you laugh, than you are to
think it enough if you talk. You may laugh
in as many ways as you talk; and surely every
way of talking that is practised cannot be
esteemed.”

I spoke of Sir James Macdonald as a young
man of most distinguished merit, who united
the highest reputation at Eton and Oxford,
with the patriarchal spirit of a great Highland
chieftain. I mentioned that Sir James had said
to me, that he had never seen Mr. Johnson,
but he had a great respect for him, though
at the same time it was mixed with some
degree of terror. Johnson: “Sir, if he were

to be acquainted with me, it might lessen
both.”

The mention of this gentleman led us to
talk of the Western Islands of Scotland, to
visit which he expressed a wish that then ap-
peared to me a very romantic fancy, which I
little thought would be afterwards realised.
He told me that his father had put Martin’s
account of those islands into his hands when he
was very young, and that he was highly pleased
with it; that he was particularly struck with
the St. Kilda man’s notion that the high church
of Glasgow had been hollowed out of a rock;
a circumstance to which old Mr. Johnson had
directed his attention. He said he would go
to the Hebrides with me when I returned from
my travels, unless some very good companion
should offer when I was absent, which he did
not think probable; adding, “There are few
people whom I take so much to as you.” And
when I talked of my leaving England, he said
with a very affectionate air, *“My dear Boswell,
I should be very unhappy at parting, did I
think we were not to meet again.” 1 cannot
too often remind my readers, that although
such instances of his kindness are doubtless
very flattering to me, yet I hope my recording
them will be ascribed to a better motive than to
vanity; for they afford unquestionable evidence
of his tenderness and complacency, which some,
while they are forced to acknowledge his great
powers, have been so strenuous to deny.

He maintained that a boy at school was
the happiest of human beings. I supported a
different opinion, from which I have never yet
varied, that a man is happier; “and I enlarged
upon the anxiety and sufferings which are
endured at school. Johnson: “Ah, Sir, a
boy’s being flogged is not so severe as a man’s
having the hiss of the world against him. Men
have a solicitude about fame; and the greater
share they have of it, the more afraid they are
of losing it.” I silently asked myself, “Is it
possible that the great Samuel Johnson really
entertains any such apprehension, and is not
confident that his exalted fame is established
upon a foundation never to be shaken?”

He this evening drank a bumper to Sir David
Dalrymple, “as a man of worth, a scholar,
and a wit.” “I have,” said he, ““never heard of
him, except from you; but let him know my
opinion of him: for as he does not show him-
self much in the world, he should have the
praise of the few who hear of him,”

On Tuesday, July 26, I found Mr. Johnson
alone. It was a very wet day, and I again
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complained of the disagreeable effects of such
weather. Johnson: “Sir, this is all imagina-
tion, which physicians encourage; for man
lives in air as a fish lives in water; so that if the
atmosphere press heavy from above, there is
an equal resistance from below. To be sure,
bad weather is hard upon people who are
obliged to be abroad; and men cannot labour
so well in the open air in bad weather as in
good; but, Sir, a smith, or a tailor, whose
work is within doors, will surely do as much in
rainy weather as in fair. Some very delicate
frames, indeed, may be affected by wef weather;
but not common constitutions.”

We talked of the education of children; and
I asked him what he thought was best to teach
them first. Johnson: “Sir, it is no matter
what you teach them first, any more than what
leg you shall put into your breeches first. Sir,
you may stand disputing which is best to put in
first, but in the meantime your breech is bare.
Sir, while you are considering which of two
things you should teach your child first, an-
other boy has learned them both.”

On Thursday, July 28, we again supped in
private at the Turk’s Head coffee-house.  John-
son: “Swift has a higher reputation than he
deserves. His excellence is strong sense; for
his humour, though very well, is not remark-
ably good. I doubt whether the “Tale of a
Tub’ be his; for he never owned it, and it is
much above his usual manner.”

“Thomson, I think, had as much of the poet
about him as most writers.  Everything ap-
peared to him through the medium of his
favourite pursuil. He could not have viewed
thos’e two candles burning but with a poetical
gye.”

“Has not — a great deal of wit, Sir?”
Johnson: “I do not think so, Sir. He is, in-
deed, continually attempting wit, but he fails,
And I have no more pleasure in hearing a
man attempting wit and failing, than in see-
Ing a man trying to leap over a ditch and
tumbling into it.”

_He laughed heartily when I mentioned to
him a saying of his concerning Mr. Thomas
Sheridan, which Foote took a wicked pleasure
to circulate. “Why, Sir, Sherry is dull, nat-
urally dull; but it must have taken him a great
deal of pains to become what we now see him,
Such an excess of stupidity, Sir, is not in Na-
ture,”” — “So” said he, “I allowed him all
his own merit.”

He now added, “Sheridan cannot bear me.
I bring his declamation to a point. I ask him

a plain question, ‘What do you mean to teach ?’
Besides, Sir, what influence can Mr. Sheridan
have upon the language of this great country,
by his narrow exertions? Sir, it is burning a
farthing candle at Dover, to show light at
Calais.”

Talking of a young man who was uneasy
from thinking that he was very deficient in
learning and knowledge, he said, “A man has
no reason to complain who holds a middle
place, and has many below him; and perhaps
he has not six of his years above him; — per-
haps not one. Though he may not know
anything perfectly, the general mass of know-
ledge that he has acquired is considerable.
Time will do for him all that is wanting.”

The conversation then took a philosophical
turn.  Johnson: “Human experience, which
is constantly contradicting theory, is the great
test of truth. A system built upon the dis-
coveries of a great many minds, is always of
more strength, than what is produced by the
mere workings of any one mind, which, of itself,
can do little. There is not so poor a book in
the world that would not be a prodigious effort
were it wrought out entirely by a single mind,
without the aid of prior investigators. The
French writers are superficial, because they are
not scholars, and so proceed upon the mere
power of their own minds; and we see how
very little power they have.”

“As to the Christian religion, Sir, besides
the strong evidence which we have for it, there
is a balance in its favour from the number of
great men who have been convinced of its
truth, after a serious consideration of the
question. Grotius was an acute man, a lawyer,
a man accustomed to examine evidence, and
he was convinced. Grotius was not a recluse,
but a man of the world, who certainly had no
bias to the side of religion. Sir Isaac Newton
set out an infidel, and came to be a very firm
believer.”

He this evening again recommended to me
to perambulate Spain. I said it would amuse
him to get a letter from me dated at Salamanca.
Johnson: “Ilove the University of Salamanca;
for when the Spaniards were in doubt as to
the lawfulness of their conquering America,
the University of Salamanca gave it as their
opinion that it was not lawful.” He spoke
this with great emotion, and with that generous
warmth which dictated the lines in his “Lon-
don,” against Spanish encroachment,

I expressed my opinion of my friend Derrick
as but a poor writer. Johnson: “To be sure,
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Sir, he is; but you are to consider that his
being a literary man has got for him all that
he has. It has made him king of Bath. Sir,
he has nothing to say for himself but that he is
a writer. Had he not been a writer, he must
have been sweeping the crossings in the streets,
and asking halfpence from everybody that
passed.”

In justice, however, to the memory of Mr.
Derrick, who was my first tutor in the ways
of London, and showed me the town in all
its variety of departments, both literary and
sportive, the particulars of which Dr. Johnson
advised me to put in writing, it is proper to
mention what Johnson, at a subsequent period,
said of him both as a writer and an editor:
“Sir, I have often said, that if Derrick’s letters
had been written by one of a more established
name, they would have been thought very
pretty letters.” And “I sent Derrick to Dry-
den’s relations to gather materials for his life;
and I believe he got all that I myself should
have got.”

Poor Derrick! I remember him with kind-
ness. Yet I cannot withhold from my readers
a pleasant humorous sally which could not
have hurt him had he been alive, and now is
perfectly harmless. In his collection of poems
there is one upon entering the harbour of
Dublin, his native city, after a long absence.
It begins thus:

*“Eblana! much loved city, hail !
Where first I saw the light of day.”

And after a solemn reflection on his being
“numbered with forgotten dead,” there is the
following stanza:

“Unless my lines protract my fame,
And those, who chance to read them, cry,
I knew him! Derrick was his name,
In yonder tomb his ashes lie—

which was thus happily parodied by Mr. John
Home, to whom we owe the beautiful and
pathetic tragedy of “Douglas™:

“Unless my deeds protract my fame,
And he who passes sadly sings,
I knew him! Derrick was his name,
On yonder ree his carcase swings!”

I doubt much whether the amiable and in-
genious author of these burlesque lines will
recollect them; for they were produced ex-
tempore one evening while he and I were

walking together in the dining-room at Eglin-
toune Castle, in 1760, and I have never men-
tioned them to him since.

Johnson said once to me, “Sir, I honour
Derrick for his presence of mind. One night,
when Floyd, another poor author, was wander-
ing about the streets in the night, he found
Derrick fast asleep upon a bulk; upon being
suddenly waked, Derrick started up, ‘My dear
Floyd, I am sorry to see you in this destitute
state; will you come home with me to my
lodgings?’” :

I again begged his advice as to my method
of study at Utrecht. “Come,” said he, “let us
make a day of it. Let us go down to Green-
wich and dine, and talk of it there.” The
following Saturday was fixed for this excursion.

On Saturday, July 30, Dr. Johnson and I
took a sculler at the Temple-stairs, and set out
for Greenwich. I asked him if he really
thought a knowledge of the Greek and Latin
languages an essential requisite to a good edu-
cation. Johnson: “Most certainly, Sir; for
those who know them have a very great ad-
vantage over those who do not. Nay, Sir, it
is wonderful what a difference learning makes
upon people even in the common intercourse
of life, which does not appear to be much con-
nected with it.” “And yet;” said I, “people
go through the world very well and carry on
the business of life to good advantage without
learning.” Johnson: “Why, Sir, that may be
true in cases where learning cannot possibly
be of any use; for instance, this boy rows us
as well without learning, as if he could sing the
song of Orpheus to the Argoflauts, who were
the first sailors.” He then called to the boy,
“What would you give, my lad, to know about
the Argonauts?” “Sir,” said the boy, “I
would give what I have.” Johnson was much
pleased with his answer, and we gave him a
double fare. Dr. Johnson then turning to me,
“Lir,” said he, “a desire of knowledge is the
natural feeling of mankind; and every human
being whose mind is not debauched, will be
willing to give all that he has to get knowledge.”

We landed at the Old Swan, and walked to
Billingsgate, where we took oars and moved
smoothly along the silver Thames. It was a
very fine day. We were entertained with the
immense number and variety of ships that were
lying at anchor, and with the beautiful country
on each side of the river.

I talked of preaching, and of the great
success which those called methodists have.
Johnson: “Sir, it is owing to their expressing
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themselves in a plain and familiar manner,
which is the only way to do good to the com-
mon people, and which clergymen of genius
and learning ought to do from a principle of
duty, when it is suited to their congregations;
a practice, for which they will be praised by
men of sense. To insist against drunkenness
as a crime, because it debases reason, the
noblest faculty of man, would be of no service
to the common people, but to tell them that
they may die in a fit of drunkenness and show
them how dreadful that would be, cannot fail
to make a deep impression. Sir, when your
Scotch clergy give up their homely manner,
religion will soon decay in that country.” Let
this observation, as Johnson meant it, be ever
remembered.

I was much pleased to find myself with John-
son at Greenwich, which he celebrates in his
“London” as a favourite scene. I had the
poem in my pocket, and read the lines aloud
with enthusiasm:

“On Thames’s banks in silent thought we stood,
Where Greenwich smiles upon the silver flood;
Pleased with the seat which gave Eliza birth,
We kneel, and kiss the consecrated earth.”

He remarked that the structure of Green-
wich hospital was too magnificent for a place
of charity, and that its parts were too much de-
tached, to make one great whole.

Buchanan, he said, was a very fine poet;
and observed, that he was the first who com-
plimented a lady, by ascribing to her the dif-
ferent perfections of the heathen goddesses;
but that Johnstone improved upon this, by
making his lady, at the same time, free from
their defects.

He dwelt upon Buchanan’s elegant verses
to Mary Queen of Scots, Nympha Caledoniae,
etc., and spoke with enthusiasm of the beauty
of Latin verse. ‘“All the modern languages,”
said he, “cannot furnish so melodious a line as
‘ Formosam resonare doces Amarillida silvas.’”

Afterwards he entered upon the business of
the day, which was to give me his advice as
to a course of study. And here I am to men-
tion with much regret, that my record of what
he said is miserably scanty. I recollect with
admiration an animating blaze of eloquence,
which roused every intellectual power in me to
the highest pitch, but must have dazzled me so
much that my memory could not preserve the
substance of his discourse; for the note which
I find of it is no more than this: — “He ran
over the grand scale of human knowledge;

advised me to select some particular branch to
excel in, but to acquire a little of every kind.”
The defect of my minutes will be fully supplied
by a long letter upon the subject, which he
favoured me with after I had been some time
at Utrecht, and which my readers will have the
pleasure to peruse in its proper place.

We walked, in the evening, in Greenwich
Park. He asked me, I suppose, by way of
trying my disposition, “Is not this very fine?”
— Having no exquisite relish of the beauties
of nature, and being more delighted with *“the
busy hum of men,” I answered, “Yes, Sir, but
not equal to Fleet-street.” Johnson: *“You
are right, Sir.”

I am aware that many of my readers may
censure my want of taste. Let me, however,
shelter myself under the authority of a very
fashionable baronet in the brilliant world, who,
on his attention being called to the fragrance of
a May evening in the country, observed, “This
may be very well; but for my part, 1 prefer
the smell of a flambeau at the playhouse.”

We stayed so long at Greenwich, that our sail
up the river, in our return to London, was by
no means so pleasant as in the morning; for
the night air was so cold that it made me shiver.
I was the more sensible of it from having sat
up all the night before recollecting and writing
in my journal what I thought worthy of pres-
ervation; an exertion which during the first
part of my acquaintance with Johnson, I fre-
quently made. I remember having sat up
four nights in one week, without being much
incommoded in the day-time.

Johnson, whose robust frame was not in the
least affected by the cold, scolded me, as if my
shivering had been a paltry effeminacy, say-
ing, “Why do you shiver?” Sir William
Scott, of the Commons, told me that when he
complained of a headache in the post-chaise,
as they were travelling together to Scotland,
Johnson treated him in the same manner:
At your age, Sir, I had no headache.” It is
not easy to make allowance for sensations in
others, which we ourselves have not at the time.
We must all have experienced how very dif-
ferently we are affected by the complaints of
our neighbours, when we are well, and when
we are ill. In full health, we can scarcely
believe that they suffer much; so faint is the
image of pain upon our imagination: when
softened by sickness, we readily sympathise
with the sufferings of others.

We concluded the day at the Turk’s Head
coffee-house very socially. He was pleased to
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listen to a particular account which I gave him
of my family, and of its hereditary estate, as to
the extent and population of which he asked
questions, and made calculations; recom-
mending, at the same time, a liberal kindness
to the tenantry, as people over whom the pro-
prietor was placed by Providence. He took
delight in hearing my description of the ro-
mantic seat of my ancestors. “I must be there,
Sir,” said he, “and we will live in the old castle;
and if there is not a room in it remaining, we
will build one.” I was highly flattered, but
could scarcely indulge a hope that Auchinleck
would indeed be honoured by his presence,
and celebrated by a description, as it afterwards
was, in his “ Journey to the Western Islands.”

After we had again talked of my setting out
for Holland, he said, “I must see thee out of
England; I will accompany you to Harwich.”
I could not find words to express what I felt
upon this unexpected and very great mark of
his affectionate regard.

Next day, Sunday, July 3, I told him I had
been that morning at a meeting of the people
called Quakers, where I had heard a woman
preach.  Johnson: “Sir, a woman’s preach-
ing is like a dog's walking on his hind legs. It
is not done well; but you are surprised to find
it done at all.”

On Tuesday, August 2, (the day of my de-
parture from London having been fixed for
the sth,) Dr. r]nhns,on did me the honour to
pass a part of the morning with me at my
chambers. He said, “that he always felt an
inclination to do nothing.” I observed, that
it was strange to think that the most indolent
man in Britain had written the most laborious
work, “The English Dictionary.”

I mentioned an imprudent publication by
a certain friend of his, at an early period of
life, and asked him if he thought it would hurt
him. Johnson: “No, Sir; not much. It may
perhaps be mentioned at an election.”

I had now made good my title to be a privi-
leged man, and was carried by him in the eve-
ning to drink tea with Miss Williams, whom,
though under the misfortune of having lost her
sight, I found to be agreeable in conversation,
for she had a variety of literature, and expressed
herself well; but her peculiar value was the
intimacy in which she had long lived with John-
son, by which she was well acquainted with his
habits, and knew how to lead him on to talk.

After tea he carried me to what he called his
walk, which was a long narrow paved court
in the neighbourhood, overshadowed by some

trees. There we sauntered a considerable
time, and I complained to him that my love
of London and of his company was such, that
I shrunk almost from the thought of going
away even to travel, which is generally so much
desired by young men. He roused me by
manly and spirited conversation. He advised
me, when settled in any place abroad, to study
with an eagerness after knowledge, and to
apply to Greek an hour every day; and when
I was moving about, to read diligently the great
book of mankind.

On Wednesday, August 3, we had our last
social evening at the Turk’s Head coffee-house,
before my setting out for foreign parts. 1 had
the misfortune, before we parted to irritate
him unintentionally. I mentioned to him how
common it was in the world to tell absurd
stories of him, and to ascribe to him very strange
sayings. Johnson: “What do they make me
say, Sir?” Boswell: “Why, Sir, as an in-
stance very strange indeed,” laughing heartily
as I spoke, “David Hume told me, you said that
you would stand before a battery of cannon to
restore the Convocation to its full powers.”
Little did I apprehend that he had actually
said this: but I was soon convinced of my
error; for, with a determined look he thundered
out, “And would I not, Sir? Shall the Pres-
byterian Kirk of Scotland have its General
Assembly, and the Church of England be
denied its Convocation?” He was walking
up and down the room while I told him the
anecdote; but, when he uttered this explosion
of high-church zeal he had come close to my
chair, and his eyes flashed with -indignation.
I bowed to the storm, and diverted the force of
it, by leading him to expatiate on the influence
which religion derived from maintaining the
church with great external respectability.

I must not omit to mention that he this year
wrote ““The Life of Ascham,” and the Dedica-
tion to the Earl of Shaftesbury, prefixed to the
edition of that writer's English works, pub-
lished by Mr. Bennet.

JUNIUS [? SIR PHILIP FRANCIS
(1740-1818)]
LETTER XII

TO HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF GRAFTON

May 30, 1760.
My Lord,
If the measures in which you have been most
successful had been supported by any tolerable
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appearance of argument, I should have thought
my time not ill employed in continuing to ex-
amine your conduct as a minister, and stating
it fairly to the public. But when I see ques-
tions, of the highest national importance, carried
as they have been, and the first principles of
the constitution openly violated without argu-
ment or decency, I confess I give up the cause
in despair. The meanest of your predecessors
had abilities sufficient to give a colour to their
measures, If they invaded the rights of the
people, they did not dare to offer a direct
msult to their understanding; and, in former
times, the most venal parliaments made it a
condition, in their bargain with the minister,
that he should furnish them with some plausible
pretences for selling their country and them-
seives. You have had the merit of introducing
a more compendious system of government
and logic. You neither address yourself to
the passions nor to the understanding, but
simply to the touch. You apply yourself im-
mediately to the feelings of your friends who,
contrary to the forms of parliament, never enter
heartily into a debate until they have divided.

Relinquishing, therefore, all idle views of
amendment to your Grace, or of benefit to the
public, let me be permitted to consider your
character and conduct merely as a subject of
curious speculation. There is something in
both, which distinguishes you not only from all
other ministers, but all other men. It is not
that you do wrong by design, but that you
should never do right by mistake. It is not
that your indolence and your activity have been
equally misapplied, but that the first uniform
principle, or, if I may so call it, the genius of
your life, should have carried you through every
possible change and contradiction of conduct
without the momentary imputation or colour
of a virtue, and that the wildest spirit of incon-
sistency should never once have betrayed you
into a wise or honourable action. This, I own,
gives an air of singularity to your fortune, as
well as to your disposition. Let us look back
together to a scene in which a mind like yours
will find nothing to repent of. Let us try, my
Lord, how well you have supported the various
relations in which you stood, to your sovereign,
your country, your friends, and yourself. Give
us, if it be possible, some excuse to posterity,
and to ourselves, for submitting to your admin-
istration. If not the abilities of a great minister,
if not the integrity of a patriot, or the fidelity
of a friend, show us, at least, the firmness of a
man, For the sake of your mistress, the lover
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shall be spared. I will not lead her into public
as you have done, nor will I insult the memory
of departed beauty. Her sex, which alone
made her amiable in your eyes, makes her
respectable in mine.

The character of the reputed ancestors of
some men has made it possible for their de-
scendants to be vicious in the extreme without
being degenerate. Those of your Grace, for
instance, left no distressing examples of virtue
even to their legitimate posterity, and you may
look back with pleasure to an illustrious pedi-
gree in which heraldry has not left a single good
quality upon record to insult or upbraid you.
You have better proofs of your descent, my
Lord, than the register of a marriage, or any
troublesome inheritance of reputation. There
are some hereditary strokes of character by
which a family may be as clearly distinguished
as by the blackest features of the human face.
Charles the First lived and died a hypocrite.
Charles the Second was a hypocrite of another
sort, and should have died upon the same
scaffold. At the distance of a century we see
their different characters happily revived and
blended in your Grace. Sullen and severe
without religion, profligate without gaiety,
you live like Charles II. without being an
amiable companion, and, for aught I know,
may die as his father did without the reputation
of a martyr.

You had already taken your degrees with
credit in those schools in which the English
nobility are formed to virtue when you were
introduced to Lord Chatham’s protection.
From Newmarket, White's, and the Opposition,
he gave you to the world with an air of popu-
larity which young men usually set out with
and seldom preserve —grave and plausible
enough to be thought fit for business, too young
for treachery, and, in short, a patriot of no
unpromising expectations. Lord Chatham was
the earliest object of your political wonder and
attachment. Yet you deserted him upon the
first hopes that offered of an equal share of
power with Lord Rockingham. When the
Duke of Cumberland’s first negotiation failed,
and when the favourite was pushed to the last
extremity, you saved him, by joining with
an administration in which Lord Chatham
had refused to engage. Still, however, he was
your friend, and you are yet to explain to the
world, why you consented to act without him,
or why, after uniting with Lord Rockingham,
you deserfed and betrayed him., You com-
plained that no measures were taken to satisfy
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your patron, and that your friend, Mr. Wilkes,
who had suffered so much for the party, had
been abandoned to his fate. They have since
contributed not a little to your present pleni-
tude of power; yet I think Lord Chatham
has less reason than ever to be satisfied; and
as for Mr. Wilkes, it is, perhaps, the greatest
misfortune of his life, that you should have so
many compensations to make in the closet for
your former friendship with him. Your gra-
cious master understands your character, and
makes you a persecutor, because you have been
a friend.

Lord Chatham formed his last administra-
tion upon principles which you certainly con-
curred in, or you could never have been placed
at the head of the treasury. By deserting those
principles, and by acting in direct contradiction
to them, in which he found you were secretly
supported in the closet, you soon forced him
to leave you to yourself, and to withdraw his
name from an administration which had been
formed on the credit of it. You had then a
prospect of friendships better suited to your
genius and more likely to fix your disposition.
Marriage is the point on which every rake is
stationary at last; and truly, my Lord, you may
well be weary of the circuit you have taken,
for you have now fairly travelled through every
sign in the political zodiac, from the Scorpion,
in which you stung Lord Chatham, to the hopes
of a Virgin in the house of Bloomshury. One
would think that you had had sufficient ex-
perience of the frailty of nuptial engagements,
or, at least, that such a friendship as the Duke
of Bedford's might have been secured to you
by the auspicious marriage of your late Duchess
with his nephew. But ties of this tender nature
cannot be drawn too close; and it may, pos-
sibly, be a part of the Duke of Bedford's am-
bition, after making her an honest woman, to
work a miracle of the same sort upon your
Grace. This worthy nobleman has long dealt
in virtue. There has been a large consump-
tion of it in his own family; and, in the way
of traffic, I dare say he has bought and sold
more than half the representative integrity
of the nation.

Ina political view this union is not imprudent.
The favour of princes is a perishable com-
modity. You have now a strength sufficient
to command the closet; and, if it be necessary
to betray one friendship more, you may set
even Lord Bute at defiance. Mr. Stuart
Mackenzie may possibly remember what use
the Duke of Bedford usually makes of his

power; and our gracious sovereign, I doubt not,
rejoices at this first appearance of union among
hisservants. His late majesty, under the happy
influence of a family connection between his
ministers, was relieved from the cares of gov-
ernment. A more active prince may perhaps
observe with suspicion by what degrees an artful
servant grows upon his master, from the first
unlimited professions of duty and attachment
to the painful representation of the necessity
of the royal service, and soon, in regular pro-
gression, to the humble insolence of dictating
in all the obsequious forms of peremptory sub-
mission. The interval is carefully employed
in forming connections, creating interests, col-
lecting a party, and laying the foundation
of double marriages; until the deluded prince
who thought he had found a creature prosti-
tuted to his service, and insignificant enough to
be always dependent upon his pleasure, finds
him at last too strong to be commanded and
too formidable to be removed.

Your Grace's public conduct as a minister
is but the counterpart of your private history;
— the same inconsistency, the same contra-
dictions. In America we trace you from the
first opposition to the Stamp Act on principles
of convenience, to Mr. Pitt’s surrender of the
right; then forward to Lord Rockingham'’s
surrender of the fact; then back again to Lord
Rockingham’s declaration of the right; then
forward to taxation with Mr. Townshend; and,
in the last instance, from the gentle Conway's
undetermined discretion to blood and com-
pulsion with the Duke of Bedford. Vet, if
we may believe the simplicity of Lord North's
eloquence, at the opening of next session you
are once more to be the patron of America.
Is this the wisdom of a great minister? or is
it the ominous vibration of a pendulum? Had
you no opinion of your own, my Lord? or was
it the gratification of betraying every party
with which you have been united, and of
deserting every political principle in which
you had concurred ?

Your enemies may turn. their eyes without
regret from this admirable system of provincial
government. They will find gratification
enough in the survey of your domestic
foreign policy.

If, instead of disowning Lord Shelburne,
the British court had interposed with dignity
and firmness, you know, my Lord, that Corsica
would never have been invaded. The French
saw the weakness of a distracted ministry, and
were justified in treating you with contempt.
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They would probably have yielded in the first
instance, rather than hazard a rupture with this
country; but, being once engaged, they can-
not retreat without dishonour. Common sense
foresees consequences which have escaped your
Grace's penetration. Either we suffer the
French to make an acquisition, the importance
of which you have probably no conception of,
or we oppose them by an underhand manage-
ment, which only disgraces us in the eyes of
Europe, without answering any purpose of
policy or prudence. From secret, indirect
assistance, a transition to some more open
decisive measures becomes unavoidable; till
at last we find ourselves principals in the war,
and are obliged to hazard everything for an
object which might have originally been ob-
tained without expense or danger. I am not
versed in the politics of the north; but this,
I believe, is certain, that half the money you
have distributed to carry the expulsion of Mr.
Wilkes, or even your secretary’s share in the
last subscription, would have kept the Turks
at your devotion. Was it economy, my Lord?
or did the coy resistance you have constantly
met with in the British senate, make you de-
spair of corrupting the Divan? Your friends,
indeed, have the first claim upon your bounty,
but if five hundred pounds a year can be spared
in pension to Sir John Moore, it would not have
disgraced you to have allowed something to
the secret service of the public.

You will say perhaps that the situation of
affairs at home demanded and engrossed the
whole of your attention. Here, I confess, you
have been active. An amiable, accomplished
prince ascends the throne under the happiest
of all auspices — the acclamations and united
affections of his subjects. The first measures
of his reign, and even the odium of a favourite,
were not able to shake their attachment. Your
services, my Lord, have been more successful.
Since you were permitted to take the lead we
have seen the natural effects of a system of
government at once both odious and contempt-
ible. We have seen the laws sometimes scan-
dalously relaxed, sometimes violently stretched
beyond their tone. We have seen the sacred
person of the sovereign insulted; and, in pro-
found: peace, and with an undisputed title, the
fidelity of his subjects brought by his own
servants into public question. Without abili-
ties, resolution, or interest, you have done more
than Lord Bute could accomplish with all
Scotland at his heels.

Your Grace, little anxious perhaps either for

present or future reputation, will not desire to
be handed down in these colours to posterity.
You have reason to flatter yourself that the
memory of your administration will survive
even the forms of a constitution which our
ancestors vainly hoped would be immortal;
and as for your personal character I will not,
for the honour of human nature, suppose that
you can wish to have it remembered. The
condition of the present times is desperate
indeed; but there is a debt due to those who
come after us, and it is the historian’s office
to punish though he cannot correct. I do not
give you to posterity as a pattern to imitate,
but as an example to deter; and, as your con-
duct comprehends everything thata wise or hon-
est minister should avoid, I mean to make you a
negative instruction to your successors forever.
Junius.

LETTER XV
TO HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF GRAFTON

July 8, 1769.
My Lord,

If nature had given you an understanding
qualified to keep pace with the wishes and
principles of your heart, she would have made
you, perhaps, the most formidable minister
that ever was employed under a limited mon-
arch to accomplish the ruin of a free people.
When neither the feelings of shame, the re-
proaches of conscience, nor the dread of punish-
ment, form any bar to the designs of a minister,
the people would have too much reason to
lament their condition, if they did not find
some resource in the weakness of his under-
standing. We owe it to the bounty of Provi-
dence, that the completest depravity of the heart
is sometimes strangely united with a confusion
of the mind which counteracts the most fa-
vourite principles, and makes the same man
treacherous without art, and a hypocrite with-
out deceiving. The measures, for instance, in
which your Grace’s activity has been chiefly
exerted, as they were adopted without skill,
should have been conducted with more than
common dexterity. But truly, my Lord, the
execution has been as gross as the design. By
one decisive step you have defeated all the arts
of writing. You have fairly confounded the
intrigues of opposition, and silenced the
clamours of faction. A dark, ambiguous sys-
tem might require and furnish the materials
of ingenious illustration; and, in doubtful
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measures, the virulent exaggeration of party
must be employed to rouse and engage the
passions of the people. You have now brought
the merits of your administration to an issue
on which every Englishman of the narrowest
capacity may determine for himself. It is not
an alarm to the passions, but a calm appeal to
the judgment of the people upon their own most
essential interests. A more experienced min-
ister would not have hazarded a direct invasion
of the first principles of the constitution before
he had made some progress in subduing the
spirit of the people. With such a cause as
yours, my Lord, it is not sufficient that you have
the court at your devotion unless you can find
means to corrupt or intimidate the jury. The
collective body of the people form that jury,
and from their decision there is but one appeal.

Whether you have talents to support you at
a crisis of such difficulty and danger should long
since have been considered. Judging truly of
your disposition, you have, perhaps, mistaken
the extent of your capacity. Good faith and
folly have so long been received for synony-
mous terms, that the reverse of the proposition
has grown into credit, and every villain fancies
himself a man of abilities. It is the appre-
hension of your friends, my Lord, that you have
drawn some hasty conclusion of this sort, and
that a partial reliance upon your moral char-
acter has betrayed you beyond the depth of
your understanding. You have now carried
things too far to retreat. You have plainly
declared to the people what they are to expect
from the continuance of your administration.
It is time for your Grace to consider what you
also may expect in return from their spirit and
their resentment.

Since the accession of our most gracious
sovereign to the throne we have seen a system
of government which may well be called a reign
of experiments, Parties of all denominations
have been employed- and dismissed. The ad-
vice of the ablest men in this country has
been repeatedly called for and rejected; and
when the royal displeasure has been signified
to a minister, the marks of it have usually been
proportioned to his abilities and integrity. The
spirit of the favourite had some apparent in-
fluence upon every administration: and every
set of ministers preserved an appearance of
duration, as long as they submitted to that
influence. But there were certain services to
be performed for the favourite’s security, or to
gratify his resentments, which your predecessors
in office had the wisdom or the virtue not to

undertake. The moment this refractory spirit
was discovered their disgrace was determined.
Lord Chatham, Mr. Grenville, and Lord
Rockingham have successively had the hon-
our to be dismissed for preferring their duty
as servants of the public to those compliances
which were expected from their station. A
submissive administration was at last gradu-
ally collected from the deserters of all parties,
interests, and connections; and nothing re-
mained but to find a leader for these gallant
well-disciplined troops. Stand forth, my Lord,
for thou art the man. Lord Bute found no
resource of dependence or security in the proud,
imposing superiority of Lord Chatham’s
abilities, the shrewd, inflexible judgment of
Mr. Grenville, nor in the mild but determined
integrity of Lord Rockingham. His views
and situation required a creature void of all
these properties; and he was forced to go
through every division, resolution, composition,
and refinement of political chemistry, before
he happily arrived at the caput mortuum of
vitriol in your Grace. Flat and insipid in your
retired state, but, brought into action, you
become vitriol again. Such are the extremes
of alternate indolence or fury which have gov-
erned your whole administration. Your cir-
cumstances with regard to the people soon
becoming desperate, like other honest servants
you determined to involve the best of masters
in the same difficulties with yourself. We owe
it to your Grace’s well-directed labours, that
your sovereign has been persuaded to doubt of
the affections of his subjects, and the people
to suspect the virtues of their sovereign, at
a time when both were unquestionable. You
have degraded the royal dignity into a base,
dishonourable competition with Mr. Wilkes,
nor had you abilities to carry even this last con-
temptible triumph over a private man, without
the grossest violation of the fundamental laws
of the constitution and rights of the people.
But these are rights, my Lord, which you can no
more annihilate than you can the soil to which
they are annexed. The question no longer
turns upon points of national honour and se-
curity abroad, or on the degrees of expedience
and propriety of measures at home. It was
not inconsistent that you should abandon the
cause of liberty in another country, which you
had persecuted in your own; and in the com-
mon arts of domestic corruption, we miss no
part of Sir Robert Walpole’s system except his
abilities. In this humble imitative line you
might long have proceeded, safe and contempt-
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ible. You might, probably, never have risen to
the dignity of being hated, and even have been
despised with moderation. But it seems you
meant to be distinguished, and, to a mind like
yours, there was no other road to fame but by
the destruction of a noble fabric, which you
thought had been too long the admiration of
mankind. The use you have made of the
military force introduced an alarming change
in the mode of executing the laws. The arbi-
trary appointment of Mr. Luttrell invades the
foundation of the laws themselves, as it mani-
festly transfers the right of legislation from
those whom the people have chosen to those
whom they have rejected. With a succession
of such appointments we may soon see a House
of Commons collected, in the choice of which
the other towns and counties of England will
have as little share as the devoted county of
Middlesex.

Yet, I trust, your Grace will find that the
people of this country are neither to be intimi-
dated by violent measures, nor deceived by
refinements. When they see Mr. Luttrell
seated in the House of Commons by mere dint
of power, and in direct opposition to the choice
of a whole county, they will not listen to those
subtleties by which every arbitrary exertion of
authority is explained into the law and privi-
lege of parliament. It requires no persuasion
of argument, but simply the evidence of the
senses, to convince them that to transfer the
right of election from the collective to the rep-
resentative body of the people contradicts all
those ideas of a House of Commons which
they have received from their forefathers, and
which they have already, though vainly per-
haps, delivered to their children. The prin-
ciples on which this violent measure has been
defended, have added scorn to injury, and
forced us to feel that we are not only oppressed
but insulted.

With what force, my Lord, with what pro-
tection, are you prepared to meet the united
detestation of the people of England? The
city of London has given a generous example
to the kingdom in what manner a king of this
country ought to be addressed; and I fancy,
my Lord, it is not yet in your courage to stand
between your sovereign and the addresses of
his subjects. The injuries you have done this
country are such as demand not only redress
but vengeance. In vain shall you look for
protection to that venal vote which you have

already paid for — another must be purchased;
and to save a minister, the House of Commons
must declare themselves not only independent
of their constituents, but the determined ene-
mies of the constitution. - Consider, my Lord,
whether this be an extremity to which their
fears will permit them to advance, or, if their
protection should fail you, how far you are
authorised to rely upon the sincerity of those
smiles which a pious court lavishes without
reluctance upon a libertine by profession. It is
not, indeed, the least of the thousand contra-
dictions which attend you, that a man, marked
to the world by the grossest violation of all
ceremony and decorum, should be the first ser-
vant of a court in which prayers are morality
and kneeling is religion. Trust not too far
to appearances by which your predecessors
have been deceived, though they have not
been injured. Even the best of princes may at
last discover that this is a contention in which
everything may be lost but nothing can be
gained; and, as you became minister by ac-
cident, were adopted without choice, trusted
without confidence, and continued without
favour, be assured that, whenever an occasion
presses, you will be discarded without even the
forms of regret. You will then have reason to
be thankful if you are permitted to retire to
that seat of learning which, in contemplation
of the system of your life, the comparative
purity of your manners with those of their high
steward, and a thousand other recommending
circumstances, has chosen you to encourage
the growing virtue of their youth, and to pre-
side over their education. Whenever the spirit
of distributing prebends and bishopricks shall
have departed from you, you will find that
learned seminary perfectly recovered from the
delirium of an installation, and, what in truth
it ought to be, once more a peaceful scene
of slumber and thoughtless meditation. The
venerable tutors of the university will no longer
distress your modesty by proposing you for a
pattern to their pupils. The learned dulness
of declamation will be silent; and even the
venal muse, though happiest in fiction, will
forget your virtues. Yet, for the benefit of
the succeeding age, I could wish that your
retreat might be deferred until your morals
shall happily be ripened to that maturity of
corruption at which the worst examples cease
to be contagious.
Junius.




