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INTRODUCTION


In the considered and utterly impartial opinion of the blithe souls who live there, Glasgow is without doubt the greatest city in the universe. It must be said at the outset that the evidence offered for this is more heart-felt than empirical. Glaswegians, however, are unshakeable in their view that they reside in a northern Shangri-la, albeit a rain-soaked, pewter-clouded version, and are amazed and outraged when anyone dares question the obviousness of this assumption. In Glasgow, its champions point out, you will find spectacular architecture, verdant gardens, high culture, sensational shopping, buskers galore, peerless panhandlers and all human life rubbing along more or less harmoniously. ‘For me,’ as Jack House, one of several contenders for the title ‘Mr Glasgow’, wrote, ‘Glasgow was the greatest town in the world from the moment I realised I was seeing it.’


As the mantra goes, people are what make Glasgow. Humour is the glue that binds them. Even in the worst of times, of which there have been a few, Glaswegians are not inclined to take themselves too seriously and accept whatever unjust gods throw at them with the forbearance of an audience tortured by the routine of a comedian who has forgotten his punchline. They know that Glasgow has a reputation as a place where such performers have been known to die an embarrassing and excruciating death and, to a degree, they are happy to play along with it, because it would be unmannerly to do otherwise. ‘What do I have to do to make you laugh?’ asked one frustrated comedian of the po-faced rabble in the stalls. ‘Try cracking a joke!’ cried a clown in the front row.


It sometimes seems there are as many Glasgows as there are Glaswegians, and I do not mean those towns called Glasgow in Kentucky, Montana and goodness knows where else. In the beginning was the Dear Green Place, which took its name from the Gaelic, Gles Chu. Or so we have been led to believe. Glasgow then was little more than a sylvan hamlet situated at the point where the Molendinar burn flowed into the River Clyde, hence the saw: ‘The Clyde made Glasgow and Glasgow made the Clyde.’ Why the Clyde is so called is another mystery the solution to which may be also be found in Gaeldom. There is, for example, the Gaelic name Cluaidh, but what it means seems to have confounded toponymists, etymologists, lexicographers and anyone else with a fancy handle. Was there a woad-smeared, cudgel-bearing chiel from the isles called Cluaidh? Perhaps. But if there was he is yet to poke his head above the parapet. Just as plausible, however, is the theory that the Clyde is derived from ‘clut’, which among the ancient Celts meant ‘the cleansing one’.


There is no lack of other theories, none any less valid – or more verifiable – than those already mentioned. What we can be certain of is that the Dear Green Place owes its primacy to a fine novel of the same name by Archie Hind which appeared as recently as 1966. In it, the author repeats the legend of St Mungo, Glasgow’s patron saint, recovering from the waters of the Molendinar a lost ring from the belly of a salmon. But even as we savour that magical image, Hind reminds us this was all in the distant past and that, ‘The little valley of the Molendinar is now stopped with two centuries of refuse – soap, tallow, cotton waste, slag, soda, bits of leather, broken pottery, tar and caoutchouc – the waste products of a dozen industries and a million lives, and it is built over with slums, yards, streets and factories.’


This is a description of the Glasgow that grew out of the Industrial Revolution, which led to it being titled the Second City of Empire. It was a dirty, teeming, pulsating, enterprising, inventive, unequal metropolis into which poured immigrants from the Scottish Highlands and Ireland. Meanwhile other Glasgows continued to emerge. The aforementioned Mr House recalled that it had been dubbed – by a Russian grand duke no less – ‘the centre of intelligence of Europe’, but no reliable source has been found for this extravagance. Then there is, in novelist William McIlvanney’s felicitous phrase, the ‘city of the stare’ where you have no idea where the next assault on your privateness is coming from. This is a place that ‘in spite of its wide vistas and areas of dereliction often seemed as spacious as a rush-hour bus’. No Mean City is yet another label which has attached itself, leech-like, to Glasgow. It, too, is indebted to a novel. First published in 1935, and reprinted frequently thereafter, No Mean City (from the Bible in which the apostle Paul announces: ‘I am a Jew of Tarsus in Cilicia, a citizen of no mean city . . .’) was a collaborative effort by a journalist, Herbert Kingsley Long, and an unemployed worker, Alexander McArthur. Set in the slum underworld where razor gangs ran amok, it made such an impression that eight decades later Glasgow is still bedevilled by its legacy.


Growing up in the douce east, I knew of this Glasgow only by its fearsome reputation. Untempered by personal knowledge, a teacher said that should we ever feel the need to go west we ought to be aware that we would be unlikely to return in one piece and that if we did we could expect to have scars of which a musketeer would have been proud. Glasgow, she added, in the superior tone of Jean Brodie, was an uncivilised, uncouth backwater where violence was by and large the norm and unchecked by the forces of law and order. In my young mind’s eye, it was Dodge City incarnate. It took no great leap of the imagination to picture bandy-legged loons bursting into saloons, demanding whisky and rye and eager to engage in fisticuffs. Moreover, it was where things were made. Furnaces burned round the clock and chimney stacks rose high into the sky belching acrid, asphyxiating smoke. Dickens’s Coketown, with its vile-smelling river, black and thick with dye, was how I saw it. There, runty men with no teeth and a fag stuck behind an ear got their hands dirty so that we, in Scotland’s pen-pushing, paper-driven, white-collar capital, didn’t have to.


I was so in thrall to what my teacher told me that when finally I left school and was offered a job in Glasgow I didn’t give it a second’s serious thought. For all I knew it was no more safe than a war zone, which was exactly how it was invariably portrayed by the ever-evil media. It was an untamed territory divided by unswerving loyalty to football teams: Rangers and Celtic, blue and green, Protestant and Catholic, Huns and Tims, who year in, year out cleared the trophy board much to the chagrin to those of us whose sympathies lay with less successful teams. It was said that if you dared to wear the wrong colour in the wrong part of the city you could expect terrible retribution. What, I wondered, if you happened to be colour blind? Would you be spared? Nor was it wise to park a green car in the vicinity of Ibrox, Rangers’ ground, or a blue one near Parkhead, Celtic’s home turf, for they would surely be vandalised.


This was alien to those of us who grew up in the environs of Edinburgh where class, not religion, was what divided society. It was not until 1977, when Alan Spence’s epiphanic collection of short stories, Its Colours They Are Fine, was published, that I began to comprehend the depth to which sectarianism influenced the lives of countless Glaswegians. Spence took his title from ‘The Sash’, the rousing Protestant anthem. Born in Glasgow in 1947, he wrote about a childhood that was primitive in its richness and roughness. ‘Gypsies ur worse than cathlicks!’ says Aleck, a young Protestant boy, adding: ‘Nae kiddin. They havnae a fuckin clue.’ Such pronouncements come naturally to Aleck, who has grown up in the kind of culture that is manna to anthropologists. The way Aleck speaks (‘’Mon wull go up tae mah hoose’n clean it aff’), what he eats (sausages and egg and fried bread is a favourite meal), what he reads (Oor Wullie, The Broons, Merry Mac’s Fun Parade), where he plays (waste ground, tenement closes, back streets), all contribute to a sense of otherness. Little wonder, therefore, that when visitors arrived in Glasgow they often reacted as if they had travelled deep into the Amazonian jungle and encountered a lost tribe speaking in a tongue they struggled to comprehend and enjoying rituals fathomable only to initiates.


In the second part of Spence’s book, however, adult life intrudes and the innocence and unquestioning of youth gives way to aspects of ‘adult’ life – an Orange walk, a wedding, violence at a dance-hall, an old woman living alone in a tower block, an old man who seeks refuge and warmth in the Kibble Palace. In the story that gives the collection its title, the main character, Billy, is preparing for ‘the Walk’, which is always held on the Saturday nearest the 12th of July, the anniversary of the 1690 Battle of the Boyne, which was won by William of Orange, aka King Billy. Spence writes,




Billy’s own walk was a combination of John Wayne and numberless lumbering cinema-screen heavies. He’d always been Big Billy, even as a child. Marching in the Walk was like being part of a liberating army. Triumph. Drums throbbing. Stirring inside. He remembered newsreel films of the Allies marching into Paris. At that time he’d been working in the shipyards and his was a reserved occupation, ‘vital to the war effort’, which meant that he couldn’t join up. But he had marched in imagination through scores of Hollywood films. From the sands of Iwo Jima to the beachheads of Normandy. But now it was real, and instead of ‘The Shores of Tripoli’, it was ‘The Sash My Father Wore’.





This is what Billy might call a celebration of tradition, a remembrance of a glorious past, keeping a flame alive. For others though, the Orange Parades, with their flute bands, Lambeg drums and banners, are provocative and intimidating, evidence of an aspect of Glasgow life they would rather was swept away. What cannot be denied, however, is that without them Glasgow would be a little less, well, Glaswegian. Of all the cities I have visited, none is as immediately characterful as Glasgow, as sure of itself, and at one with itself. You can be standing in a supermarket queue and chances are the person behind you will comment on the contents of your basket. In a pub, it is by no means unusual for a total stranger to offer to buy you a drink. This happened to me not so long ago and when I politely declined, my would-be benefactor asked ‘Whit’s wrang wi’ yi?’, in the tone of an aggressive doctor attempting to get to the bottom of a nasty stomach bug. In an attempt to divert the conversation, I said that I was from Edinburgh. ‘That explains everythin’,’ said the stranger, turning his attention elsewhere. On another occasion, early in my acquaintance with Glasgow, I was in the Horseshoe Bar in Drury Street in whose Gents I was approached by a man in a flat cap who, apropos nothing in particular, asked if I knew how many wonders in the world there are. I hazarded seven and started to list them. I got as far the Hanging Gardens of Babylon when I was imperiously interrupted. ‘Naw,’ said Mr Flat Cap contemptuously, ‘there’s eight.’ ‘Really. What’s the eighth?’ I asked. ‘That’s for me to know and you to find out,’ he said with a wink, and was gone before I could quiz him further.


Such encounters added to the frisson whenever I visited Glasgow, which I did more often after I started writing for the Herald. Back then, it was based in Albion Street, in the heart of the Merchant City. The HQ was a brutalist block which, in an earlier era, had housed the Scottish Daily Express, which in its pomp, so legend had it, was able in pursuit of a hot story to put more planes in the air than the Luftwaffe. On the ground level was the no-frills Press Bar. Once I was bidden there by my editor, a fellow who was so tall that when he stood next to me I couldn’t see where he stopped. As we got down to business one of the worse-for-wear regulars inveigled himself into our colloquy and was decked for his impertinence. The editor carried on talking as if nothing untoward had happened. When I pointed out that there was a barely conscious fellow lying on the floor he said, ‘He shouldn’t have interrupted me when I was talking.’ In the toilet there was another regular who appeared to have passed out mid-micturition. Concerned for his wellbeing I informed a barman who gave me a ‘what am I supposed to do about it’ shrug and continued polishing a glass. Throughout the afternoon people came and went as their duties demanded. A fêted contributor studied his watch, drained his nip, donned his fedora and breezed out the door. Apparently, he had a column to write. Less than an hour later he reappeared, having met his deadline, and resumed where he had left off.


In those days, as we entered the 1980s, Glasgow was a byword for decline. Many of the industries from which its grandeur had sprung were on their uppers and there was a feeling that its future was bleak. It was in a dark, dank, menacing place which the rain, which seemed to start as soon as you reached Harthill, midpoint on the M8 between Edinburgh and Glasgow, did nothing to temper. The news was full of strikes and closures, empty order books and unemployment. The Clyde, which had been as noisy as a nursery, fell quiet as one yard after another shut its gates. The Tories, led by Margaret Thatcher, were in power and impervious to the protests of left-leaning Scots. (Consequently, when Thatcher died in 2013 some Glaswegians regretted no statue had been erected to her so that they could tear it down, while others held street parties.) In 1981 I attended the launch for a novel at the Third Eye Centre – the predecessor of the Centre for Contemporary Arts – in Sauchiehall Street. The novel was Lanark by Alasdair Gray. In hindsight, it was one of those rare moments when a work of art is the agent for change. Ten years and more in the writing, it marked Gray’s debut. Part of Lanark is autobiographical, following its author’s upbringing in the 1930s and 1940s initially in a tenement in Bridgeton then in Riddrie, part of the first tier of what’s known as the three-tiered Addison Act. Unlike the two tiers that were to follow it, people were not piled on top of one another but were placed in low-density, semi-detached houses with gardens.


Duncan Thaw, Gray’s hero, progresses through school to art college, where he encounters a fellow student called Kenneth McAlpin, who has a moustache – a sure sign of social superiority – and lives in Bearsden, which is as alien to Duncan as Marseilles. On a morning ramble he and McAlpin venture into Cowcaddens to do some drawing. At the top of a hill they look across the city.




Travelling patches of sunlight went from ridge to ridge, making a hump of tenements gleam against the dark towers of the city chambers, silhouetting the cupolas of the Royal Infirmary against the tomb-glittering spine of the Necropolis. ‘Glasgow is a magnificent city,’ said McAlpin. ‘Why do we hardly ever notice that?’ ‘Because nobody imagines living here,’ said Thaw. McAlpin lit a cigarette and said, ‘If you want to explain that I’ll certainly listen.’





What follows is an impassioned analysis of why Glasgow is not comparable to great cultural centres such as Florence, Paris, London and New York, to all of which strangers can relate because they’ve ‘already visited them in paintings, novels, history books and films’. In contrast, Glasgow is by and large invisible, existing only as a music-hall song – presumably the drunks’ anthem, ‘I belong to Glasgow’ – and a few bad novels, one of which is doubtless No Mean City. ‘What is Glasgow to most of us?’ asks Thaw/Gray. ‘A house, the place we work, a football park or golf course, some pubs and connecting streets. That’s all. No, I’m wrong, there’s also the cinema and library.’


The period in which this scene is set is the mid-1950s, when Glasgow was undoubtedly in the doldrums and suffering from what looked like terminal decay. What used to be the place which made anything that was required to carry you from cradle to grave was so no longer, as cheap goods from the Far East saturated the market and caused local companies to bring down the shutters. Thaw’s mission, and that of Gray, his creator, is through paint and print ‘to give Glasgow a more imaginative life’. The irony was that when Lanark appeared many of the sentiments expressed in its pages were interpreted as a comment on the city as it stood at that moment. And to a degree that was understandable. Glasgow had yet to export a positive identity; it was still mired in many observers’ minds in a macho past where brawn triumphed over brain. It was of course a highly misleading image, but it persisted and proved remarkably durable. Tourists were few and many of those who did come arrived with their prejudices as part of their luggage.


One welcome counterpoint to the prevailing view was offered in 1983 by the acerbic American novelist and travel writer Paul Theroux, whom few tourist boards would adopt as a copywriter. Ostensibly following Britain’s coastline, he alighted in Glasgow after sojourning in Troubles-torn Belfast, an experience he was relieved to put behind him. In contrast, Theroux, much to his surprise, found Glasgow ‘peaceful, even pretty’. ‘The slums were gone, the buildings washed of their soot; the city looked dignified – no barricades, no scorchings. Well, I had just struggled ashore from that island of antiquated passions.’ Coincidentally, 1983 proved to be an annus mirabilis for the city, for it was in that year that the ‘Glasgow’s Miles Better’ campaign was launched. Inspired by ‘I ♥ New York’, dreamed up six years earlier to encourage tourists to visit the Big Apple, which had become a muggers’ playground, it was initially greeted with scepticism by many wags who asked, ‘Miles better than what?’ What Glasgow has never lacked, however, are people to hymn it and the slights and criticisms were brushed off with the contempt a heifer shows to ticks. The slogan soon entered the bloodstream and there was a discernible improvement in the mood of the natives and a measurable influx of visitors keen to see what all the fuss was about.


High on the list of the attractions they wanted to visit was the Burrell Collection, which opened the same year. It had been amassed by Sir William Burrell, scion of a family whose business was in shipping. When his father, also named William, died, William Junior and his brother George took over. Through astute buying and selling of their merchant fleets, the brothers amassed considerable fortunes. When in 1916 they finally disposed of their assets, Sir William was able to devote himself to building up his art collection, filling his Berwickshire castle with an extraordinary collection of paintings, sculptures, ceramics, carpets, tapestries, glassware, needlework and artefacts from around the globe. In the 1930s, he decided that he would like it all to be housed under one roof held in public ownership. It is said that he first offered it to the Tate Gallery, London, but it spurned the opportunity for lack of space. In 1944, Burrell handed it over to Glasgow. But worried about the damaging effects of the former Dear Green Place’s polluted air on his precious objects he quixotically stipulated that it must be housed on a site not less than sixteen miles from Wellington’s statue – the one invariably decorated with a traffic cone – in Royal Exchange Square, and not more than four miles from Killearn, Stirlingshire. In 1963, five years after their benefactor’s death, the Burrell trustees agreed to allow the collection to be housed in a building within the Pollok estate, a mere three miles south of the city centre. An international competition was announced to find architects to design a building specifically to contain Burrell’s gallimaufry. It was finally opened by the Queen in 1983 to a thunderclap of applause.


The Burrell was a signal that Glasgow was emerging from its begrimed past. Another was the Glasgow Garden Festival in 1988. The words ‘garden’ and ‘Glasgow’, like ‘cuisine’ and ‘Mexico’, had rarely been spied in the same sentence. Yet again this was a travesty of the truth, for where else is called the Dear Green Place? Indeed, Glasgow has what might be termed an embarrassment of parks and gardens, including Kelvingrove Park, which in the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries hosted three major exhibitions, and the Botanic Gardens, among whose treasures is a fine collection of exotic orchids. The Garden Festival, however, was located not in a park but on a 100-acre site in what had been Prince’s Dock on the south bank of the Clyde. Nearly four and a half million people attended its attractions. Two years thereafter came Glasgow’s reign as European City of Culture, the third such place, after Athens and Florence no less, to hold that title. Even ten years earlier that would have been – pace Gray’s Lanark – unthinkable and to many observers, especially residents of Edinburgh, the ‘Festival City’, it still was. Though some criticised the organisers for paying too little attention to Glasgow’s indigenous art and artists, there is no doubt that its tenure as City of Culture raised its profile and radically altered attitudes towards it. ‘Glasgow used to be perceived as a violent post-industrial city and now it is celebrated as a creative and cultural centre of European importance,’ was the judgement of Robert Palmer, who orchestrated the year-long programme of events. His assertion is borne out by many studies which have all shown that Glasgow 1990 had a dramatic impact in building city confidence. Moreover, had it not happened it is unlikely that the 2014 Commonwealth Games would have been given to Glasgow.


But the resilience of an unsavoury image – however misrepresentative – ought not to be underestimated. Nor is there any point in drawing curtains on a past that was undoubtedly grim. Countless impoverished Glaswegians lived in squalid, overcrowded, insanitary conditions and were as a consequence thrust into behaviour which we now deem antisocial. Infant mortality rates were on a par with those in the Third World and any men who reached three score and ten years, as the psalmist insisted was the norm, must have been fitness fanatics or have led very careful and prosperous lives. Districts like the Gorbals and Townhead were barely fit for human habitation and those who had the wherewithal escaped as fast as they could.


One such was Ralph Glasser. The son of immigrant Jews from Russia, Glasser grew up in the Gorbals between the wars. After years of night study, he won a scholarship to Oxford, to take up which he had to cycle hundreds of miles. When I met him many years later, he looked what he was: an eminent scholar and author, a psychologist and an economist. But as he spoke I could tell by his accent immediately where he came from. In his book Growing Up in the Gorbals, an unvarnished account of his childhood first published in 1986, Glasser relates how he left school when he was about eleven to work in a garment factory. His ‘only true home’ was the Mitchell Library, which allowed him to read the gamut of literature or philosophy and to dream of a brighter future. Yet as his career developed, and as he travelled around the world, he knew that while he might have ‘escaped’ the Gorbals and Glasgow, he was not free of them, and never would be. As a young man he was desperate to leave but as he grew older he began to appreciate the ‘presiding genius’ of his birthplace and that to have thought of it as a ‘malign influence’ was wrong.


In any case, on revisiting the city, Glasser soon discovered that it had changed utterly. In A Gorbals Legacy (2000), he wrote,




Now, even the physical Gorbals I knew has been destroyed, including much of the old street plan. When I go back it is almost impossible to identify the ground where former landmarks stood – Gorbals Cross and the darkly sculptured monument named after it, bearing under a clock the City of Glasgow arms and the motto ‘Let Glasgow flourish by the preaching of the word’, and stone benches on its walls where men in mufflers and cloth caps gathered on Saturday mornings to smoke and talk about the world; Cumberland Street railway bridge with its broad arches, workshop caverns for upholsterers, metal workers, machine shops; and the old Main Street library. On a visit to Glasgow a few years ago, when journalists wanted to have me photographed at Gorbals Cross, we drove round fruitlessly till I realised that these Glasgow men were lost. I got out of my car, stood on an unknown pavement and, helped by a sighting on the steeple of a surviving church, led them to where Gorbals Cross had stood. I was photographed standing on a windy piece of wilderness, Gorbals Cross. The true Gorbals is in the heart. Its demons will probably stay there forever, waiting to receive their quittance.





This is a reminder that Glasgow, like all cities, is inchoate. As a former Lord Provost told me, it will never be finished; change is the one thing of which you can be certain. Even in the short time I’ve known it Glasgow has undergone a spectacular transformation. The Merchant City, where I live, is unrecognisable from the area I used to walk through to get to the Herald. People, too, come and go, as they must, memory of them kept alive in the names of streets, buildings, institutions, shops: Archibald Ingram, John Glassford of Dougalston, John Anderson, Kate Cranston, George Hutcheson and many, many others. Glasgow: The Autobiography is an attempt to tell the city’s story through the words of those who witnessed it happening. By its very nature it is incomplete and subjective, but I hope that what emerges as one year succeeds another is a portrait that is sympathetic and true to its subject. With that uppermost in mind, I have selected material from diverse sources, including memoirs, newspapers and journals, historical documents, dictionaries, encyclopedias, travelogues, poetry and fiction, official reports and evidence given in court. The authors come from near and far. Many were born and bred in Glasgow, and were disinclined ever to leave. Others came and went in a day and were glad to see the back of it. It is often said of cities that they are characters in their own right. Glasgow’s character, readers will find, is much more complex than the stereotype. It envelops you in its embrace, it doesn’t attempt to be other than what it is, it loves to put on a show, it is resilient, optimistic, kindly, ambitious, it likes a good time, it won’t be put down or put upon, it is inferior to nowhere. There is, too, an edge to it which may be a legacy of its history of dissent and the championing of the underdog, of Red Clydeside and the World War One rent strikes and the award to Nelson Mandela of the ‘Freedom of the City’ when he was still incarcerated on Robben Island. It was encapsulated by Billy Connolly, without doubt the greatest comedian ever to come out of Anderston, in the aftermath of a terrorist attack on Glasgow Airport in 2007. It was in part thwarted by a baggage handler called John Smeaton who, spotting what was going on while puffing on a cigarette, leapt into action and set about one of the suicide bombers even as he attempted to blow himself up. ‘What were they thinking about, bringing terror to Glasgow?’ said Connolly, barely able to speak for laughing. It was one of those moments, added the Big Yin, that makes you swell with pride, that makes you want to tell the world you are a Glaswegian. ‘I come from there. That’s where I come from. Don’t you forget it.’ Expletives have been deleted to protect readers of a sensitive nature.




PROLOGUE


GLASGOW GOT ITS NAME
John and Julia Keay


How did Glasgow come to be called Glasgow? The likelihood, as John and Julia Keay point out below, is that it is Celtic in origin and probably Gaelic. Over the years its spelling has become anglicised but its pronunciation by locals often depends on which social class they belong to. ‘Glesca’ is preferred by those who do not wish to appear pretentious while those who dwell in rather more refined areas – Bearsden, Milngavie, Kelvingrove, etc – are apt to opt for ‘Glass-go’. Scots language experts suggest that ‘folk in the wast o Scotland ken it as Glesga or Glesca, and folk fae the east maistly caw it Glesga or Glesgae’. All of which may prove mystifying to visitors to the city who are often bamboozled by the native speakers. Not for nothing has Glaswegian been called the most impenetrable dialect in the United Kingdom. The story of the city’s origins is similarly obscure and freighted with myth.


The etymology of the name of Scotland’s largest city is warmly disputed. Its derivation is surely Celtic and probably Gaelic, but with anglicised spellings varying widely from glas-chu to glas-cun, the component words are uncertain, let alone their precise meaning. In the heyday of the 19th-century industrialisation glas was taken to mean ‘grey’, leading to such seemingly appropriate translations as ‘the grey blacksmith’ (‘gow’ suggesting gobha, a smith) or ‘the grey hound ferry’ cu, a dog). Currently the favoured derivations are more pastoral and cultural, with glas taken to indicate ‘green’ or ‘church’. Hence the popular ‘dear green place’, ‘green hollow’, ‘dear stream’, ‘green cloister’, ‘dear cloister’, ‘church within the enclosed space’, ‘church of Cun(tigernus) [Kentigern]’, etc.


A gift to the image-makers, such uncertainty accords well with the city’s occasional need to reinvent itself.




1597–1700


AN ARCHBISHOP’S SEAT


WITCHCRAFT, 1597
John Spottiswoode


The first recorded witchcraft cases in Glasgow date from 1597 and were described by John Spottiswoode, Archbishop of St Andrews (1565–1639), in his History of the Church and State of Scotland, published in 1655. In 1563, an Act regarding ‘witchcraft, sorcery and necromancy’ was passed by the Scottish Parliament. These were punishable by death and judges were expected to be unsparing of those who practised them. The goal was to eradicate evil in all its supposed forms. Around 80 per cent of the victims of witchcraft accusations and trials were women. It is estimated that there were 1,337 executions for witchcraft in Scotland. The last execution for this crime was that of Janet Horne in Dornoch in 1727.


This summer there was a great business for the trial of witches. Amongst others one Margaret Atkin [the great witch of Balwearie], being apprehended upon suspicion, and threatened with torture, did confess herself guilty. Being examined touching her associates in that trade, she named a few, and perceiving her dilations find credit, made offer to detect all of that sort, and to purge the country of them, so she might have her life granted. For the reason of her knowledge, she said, ‘That they had a secret mark all of that sort, in their eyes, whereby she could surely tell, how soon she looked upon any, whether they were witches or not’ and in this way she was so readily believed, that for the space of three or four months she was carried from town to town to make discoveries of that kind. Many were brought in question by her dilations, especially at Glasgow, where divers innocent women, through the credulity of the minister, Mr John Cowper, were condemned and put to death. In the end she was found to be a mere deceiver . . . and was sent back to Fife.
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HEAD COVERING, 1604
Glasgow Kirk Session


The influence of the Church of Scotland – the Kirk – has been incalculable and far-reaching. John Knox (1513–72) is often believed to have been at the root of much misogyny, famously inveighing against ‘the monstrous regiment [rule] of women’. Whether he is deserving of the considerable opprobrium that has been heaped upon him is debateable. What is clear, however, is that the history of Presbyterianism – like that of virtually all religions – has been male-dominated and that many of its more oppressive, and ridiculous, edicts have been directed at women.


No woman, married or unmarried, come within kirk doors, to preachings or prayers, with their plaids about their heads . . . The session considering that great disorder hath been in the kirk, by women sitting with their heads covered in time of sermon, sleeping that way, ordains intimation to be made that none sit with their heads covered with plaid in time of sermon.
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A CLOSET LINED WITH IRON, 1 JULY, 1636
Sir William Brereton


An English writer and politician, Sir William Brereton (1604–61) was a commander in the Parliamentary army in the English Civil war. Born in Manchester, he studied at Oxford. Interested in field sports, he built a duck decoy at Dodleston, Cheshire, which proved to be something of a commercial success. In 1636, he travelled through north-eastern England and lowland Scotland and thereafter to Ireland, recording his impressions as he went.


We came to the city of Glasgow, which is thirty-six miles from Edinburgh, eighteen from Failkirke. This is an archbishop’s seat, an ancient university, one only college consisting of about one hundred and twenty students, wherein are four schools, one principal, four regents. There are about six or seven hundred communicants, and about twenty thousand persons in the town, which is famous for the church, which is fairest and stateliest in Scotland, for the Toll-boothe and Bridge.


The church I viewed this day, and found it a brave and ancient piece. It was said, in this church this day, that there was a contribution throughout Europe (even Rome itself contributed) towards the building thereof. There is a great partition or wall ’twixt the body of the church and the chancel; there is no use of the body of the church, only divine service and sermon is used and performed in the quire or chancel, which is built and framed church-wise; and under this quire there is also another church, which carries the same proportion under this, wherein also there is two sermons every Lord’s day.


The Toll-boothe, which is placed in the middle of the town, and near unto the cross and market-place, is a very fair and high-built house, from the top whereof, being leaded, you may take a full view and prospect of the whole city. In one of these rooms or chambers sits the council of this city; in other of the rooms or chambers preparation is made for the lords of the council to meet in these stately rooms. Herein is a closet lined with iron: walls, top, bottom, floor, and door, iron; wherein are kept the evidences and records of the city: this made, to prevent the danger of fire. This Toll-booth said to be the fairest in this kingdom: the revenues belonging to this city are about £1000 per annum. This town is built: two streets, which are built like a cross, in the middle of both which the cross is placed, which looks four ways into four streets, though indeed they be but two straight streets; the one reaching from the church to the bridge, a mile long – the other which crosseth, that is much shorter.


We lodged in Mr David Weyme’s house; his wife’s name is Margrett Cambell (the wives in Scotland never change, but always retain, their own names), no stabling hereunto belonging; in the town we were constrained to provide stabling. I paid 5d. for pease straw, for my straw; no hay would be gotten. We paid for victuals, dinner, and breakfast, seven persons, two rix-dollars.
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O GLASGOW!, 1685
John Barclay


Glasgow has been the source of poetic inspiration from an early date. Before 597 St Columba, the great missionary of the Hebrides, paid a visit to the aged St Mungo at his cell on the banks of the Molendinar river. In memory of their conversation, in that green and holy place, it is said that the two old men exchanged staves and Columba composed a hymn. John Barclay, minister of Cruden in Aberdeenshire, composed the following lines which appeared, incongruously, in Skene’s Succinct Survey of the Famous City of Aberdeen in 1685.




Glasgow, to thee thy neighb’ring towns give place.


’Bove them thou lift thine head with comely grace.


Scarce is the spacious earth can any see


A city that’s more beautiful than thee.


Towards the setting sun thou’rt built, and finds


The temperate breathings of the western winds.


To thee the winter colds not hurtful are,


Nor scorching heats of the Canicular.


More pure than amber is the river Clyde,


Whose gentle streams do by thy borders glide.


And here a thousand sail receive commands


To traffic for thee unto foreign lands.


A bridge of polished stone doth here vouchsafe


To travellers o’er Clyde a passage safe.


Thine orchards full of fragrant fruits and buds


Come nothing short of the Corcyran woods,


And blushing roses grow into thy fields


In no less plenty than sweet pasture yields.


Thy pastures, flocks; thy fertile ground, the corn;


Thy waters, fish; thy fields the woods adorn.


Thy buildings high and glorious are, yet be


More fair within than they are outwardly.


Thy houses by thy temples are outdone –


Thy glitt’ring temples of the fairest stone.


And yet the stones of them however fair,


The workmanship exceeds, which is more rare.


Not far from thee the place of Justice stands,


Where senators do sit and give commands.


In midst of thee Apollo’s court is plac’t,


With the resort of all the muses grac’t


To citizens in the Minerva arts


Mars valour, Juno stable wealth, impairts.


That Neptune and Apollo did, ’tis said,


Troy’s famed walls rear, and their foundations laid;


But thee, O Glasgow! we may justly deem


That all the gods have been in esteem,


Which in the earth and air and ocean are,


Have join’d to build with a propitious star.







1701–1750


PRETENDING TO BE GENTLEMEN


A FISHY TALE, 1702
Thomas Morer


Thomas Morer (1651–1715) was an English chaplain to a Scottish army regiment. In 1778, five years after James Boswell and Samuel Johnson journeyed to the Western Isles, Boswell lent Johnson a copy of Morer’s A Short Account of Scotland, published in 1702. Johnson was far from impressed. ‘It is sad stuff, Sir, miserably written, as books in general then were. There is now an elegance of style universally diffused. No man now writes so ill as Martin’s Account of the Hebrides is written. A man could not write so ill, if he should try. Set a merchant’s clerk now to write, and he’ll do better.’ The bridge referred to by Morer was erected in 1350 (in place of the wooden bridge by which William Wallace crossed the river to attack the bishop’s palace) and widened and modernised in 1770.


Glasgow is as factious as it is rich. Yet the most considerable persons for quality are well disposed to the church. But the disaffected make up that defect with number, and sometimes call the hill men or field conventiclers to assist them.


Over the river Clyde is a very fine bridge, with a great number of arches; and on the other side is a little town, which is to the suburbs of Glasgow, as Southwark is to London. The sight of the river and the arms of Glasgow (being a fish with a ring in his mouth) put me in mind of this story, as the inhabitants report it.


A young lady being courted by a gentleman living not far from Glasgow, was presented with a ring, which after marriage, going over the river, she accidentally let fall into the water. A while after, the husband missing the ring grew jealous, and suspected she had given it to some other man whom she fancied better. This created great discontent, nor could the archbishop himself reconcile them, though he earnestly and often endeavour’d it; till one day walking in a green by the river-side, and seeing the fishermen drawing their nets, it so happened that the bishop made a purchase of the draught, and in the mouth of one of the fishes found the ring, which had occasioned so much animosity and quarrels between the man and his wife. The bishop immediately carries the ring to the husband, convinces him of his wife’s innocency, and so without much difficulty reconciles them again. And from the strangeness of the event, from this time forward, was made the arms of the town.
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CLEANEST AND BEAUTIFULLEST CITY IN BRITAIN . . . 1726
Daniel Defoe


Best known as the author of Robinson Crusoe (1719), Daniel Defoe (1660–1731) was born in London. Throughout his life he travelled widely. He was a prolific writer and pamphleteer, whose work included polemics, novels, biographies and curiosities such as The Complete Englishman, which did not appear until 1890. A Tour Through the Whole Island of Britain, from which the present extract is taken, was published in three volumes between 1724 and 1726. Previously, he was employed by Robert Harley, a prominent politician. In exchange for securing his release from prison, Defoe agreed to act as Harley’s emissary, travelling throughout Britain on fact-finding missions. Two years before the 1707 Union, Defoe spent considerable time in Scotland spying on Harley’s behalf, from where he wrote: ‘I am perfectly unsuspected as corresponding with anybody in England. I converse with Presbyterian, Episcopal-Dissenter, papist and Non-Juror, and I hope with equal circumspection. I flatter you will have no complaints of my conduct. I have faithful emissaries in every company and I talk to everybody in my own way. To the merchants I am about to settle here in trade, building ships etc. With the lawyers I want to purchase a house and land to bring my family and live upon it (God knows where there is money to pay for it). Today I am going into partnership with a Member of Parliament in a glass house, tomorrow with another in a salt work . . . I am all to everyone that I may gain some.’ It is worth noting that Glasgow, like most Scottish burghs, voted against the Union and that its ‘rabble’ took to the streets to make its opposition known.


With the division of Cunningham, I quitted the shire of Ayre, and the pleasantest country in Scotland, without exception: joining it to the north, and bordering on the Clyde itself, I mean the river, lies the little shire of Renfrew, or rather a barony, or a sheriffdom, call it as you will.


It is a pleasant, rich, and populous, though small country, lying on the south bank of the Clyde; the soil is not thought to be so good as in Cunningham: but that is abundantly supplied by the many good towns, the neighbourhood of Glasgow, and of the Clyde, and great commerce of both. We kept our route as near along the coast as we could, from Irwin; so that we saw all the coast of the Firth of Clyde, and the very opening of the Clyde itself, which is just at the west point, or corner of this country, for it comes to a narrow point just in that place. There are some villages and fishing towns within the mouth of the Clyde, which have more business than large port towns in Galloway and Carrick: but the first town of note is called Greenock; ’tis not an ancient place, but seems to be grown up in later years, only by being a good road for ships, and where the ships ride that come into, and go out from Glasgow, just as the ships for London do in the downs. It has a castle to command the road, and the town is well built, and has many rich trading families in it. It is the chief town on the west of Scotland for the herring fishing; and the merchants of Glasgow, who are concerned in the fishery, employ the Greenock vessels for the catching and curing the fish, and for several parts of their other trades, as well as carrying them afterwards abroad to market.


Their being ready on all hands to go to sea, makes the Glasgow merchants often leave their ships to the care of these Greenock men; and why not? for they are sensible they are their best seamen; they are also excellent pilots for those difficult seas.


The country between Pasely and Glasgow, on the bank of Clyde, I take to be one of the most agreeable places in Scotland, take its situation, its fertility, healthiness, the nearness of Glasgow, the neighbourhood of the sea, and altogether, I may say, I saw none like it.


I am now come to the bank of the Clyde: the Clyde and the Tweed may be said to cross Scotland in the south, their sources being not many miles asunder; and the two Firths, from the Firth of Clyde to the Firth of Forth, have not an interval of above twelve or fourteen miles. Nor can I refrain mentioning how easy a work it would be to form a navigation, I mean a navigation of art from the Forth to the Clyde, and so join the two seas, as the King of France has done in a place five times as far, and five hundred miles as difficult, namely from Thouloze to Narbonne. What an advantage in commerce this would be, opening the Irish trade to the merchants of Glasgow, making a communication between the west coast of Scotland, and the east coast of England, and even to London itself; nay, several ports of England, on the Irish Sea, from Liverpool northward, would all trade with London by such a canal.


I am now crossed the Clyde to Glasgow, and I went over dry-footed without the bridge; on which occasion I cannot but observe how different a face the river presented itself in, at those two several times when only I was there; at the first, being in the month of June, the river was so low, that not the horses and carts only passed it just above the bridge, but the children and boys playing about, went everywhere, as if there was no river, only some little spreading brook, or wash, like such as we have at Enfield-Wash, Chelston-Wash in Middlesex. But my next journey satisfied me, when coming into Glasgow from the east side, I found the river not only had filled up all the arches of the bridge, to the infinite damage of the inhabitants, besides putting them into the greatest consternation imaginable, for fear of their houses being driven away by the violence of the water, and the whole city was not without apprehension that their bridge would have given way too, which would have been a terrible loss to them, for ’tis as fine a bridge as most in Scotland.


Glasgow is, indeed, a very fine city; the four principal streets are the fairest for breadth, and the finest built that I have ever seen in one city together. The houses are all of stone, and generally equal and uniform in height, as well as in front; the lower storey generally stands on vast square Doric columns, not round pillars, and arches between give passage into the shops, adding to the strength as well as beauty of the building; in a word, ’tis the cleanest and beautifullest, and best-built city in Britain, London excepted.


Glasgow is a city of business; here is the face of trade, as well foreign as home trade; and I may say, ’tis the only city in Scotland, at this time, that apparently increases and improves in both. The Union has answered its end to them more than any other part of Scotland, for their trade is new-formed by it; and, as the Union opened the door to the Scots in our American colonies, the Glasgow merchants presently fell in with the opportunity; and though, when the Union was making, the rabble of Glasgow made the most formidable attempt to prevent it, yet, now they know better, for they have the greatest addition to their trade by it imaginable; and I am assured, that they send near fifty sail of ships every year to Virginia, New England, and other English colonies in America, and are every year increasing.


[image: Image]


NOTHING BUT GOOD LOOKS AND FINE CLOTHES, 1743
Alexander Carlyle


Alexander Carlyle (1722–1805), who was nicknamed ‘Jupiter’ because of his imposing demeanour, was born in East Lothian and educated at the universities of Edinburgh, Glasgow and Leiden. From 1748 until his death he was minister at Inveresk on the outskirts of Musselburgh. He had a wide circle of friends, including David Hume, Adam Smith and Tobias Smollett. Unlike many of his fellow clergy he was fond of the theatre, liked to dance and was a keen card player. Unsubstantiated rumours suggest that he once rode naked over the links at Musselburgh. His remembrance of Glasgow, which appeared in his posthumously published popular Autobiography, while fond and colourful, also displays the sense of innate superiority that is an enduring Edinburgh trait.


The city of Glasgow at this time, though very industrious, wealthy, and commercial, was far inferior to what it afterwards became, both before and after the failure of the Virginia trade. The modes of life, too, and manners, were different from what they are at present. Their chief branches were the tobacco trade with the American colonies, and sugar and rum with the West India. There were not manufacturers sufficient, either there or at Paisley, to supply an outward-bound cargo for Virginia. For this purpose they were obliged to have recourse to Manchester. Manufacturers were in their infancy. About this time the inkle manufactory was first begun by Ingram & Glasford, and was shown to strangers as a great curiosity. But the merchants had industry and stock, and the habits of business, and were ready to seize with eagerness, and prosecute with vigour, every new object in commerce or manufactures that promised success.


Few of them could be called learned merchants; yet there was a weekly club, of which Provost Cochrane was the founder and a leading member, in which their express design was to inquire into the nature and principles of trade in all its branches, and to communicate their knowledge and views on that subject to each other. I was not acquainted with Provost Cochrane at this time, but I observed that members of this society had the highest admiration of his knowledge and talents. I became well acquainted with him twenty years afterwards, when Drs Smith and Wight were members of the club, and was made sensible that too much could not be said of his accurate and extensive knowledge, of his agreeable manners, and colloquial eloquence. Dr Smith acknowledged his obligations to this gentleman’s information, when he was collecting materials for his Wealth of Nations; and the junior merchants who have flourished since his time, and extended their commerce far beyond what was then dreamt of, confess, with respectful remembrance, that it was Andrew Cochrane who first opened and enlarged their views.


It was not long before I was well established in close intimacy with many of my fellow-students, and soon felt the superiority of an education at the College of Edinburgh; not in point of knowledge, or acquirements in the languages or sciences, but in knowledge of the world, and a certain manner and address that can only be attained in the capital. It must be confessed that at this time they were far behind in Glasgow, not only in their manner of living, but in those accomplishments and that taste that belong to people of opulence, much more to persons of education. There were only a few families of ancient citizens who pretended to be gentlemen; and a few others, who were recent settlers there, who had obtained wealth and consideration in trade. The rest were shopkeepers and mechanics, or successful pedlars, who occupied large warerooms full of manufactures of all sorts, to furnish a cargo to Virginia. It was usual for the sons of merchants to attend the college for one or two years, and a few of them completed their academical education. In this respect the females were still worse off, for at that period there was neither a teacher of French nor of music in the town. The consequence of this was twofold; first, the young ladies were entirely without accomplishments, and in general had nothing to recommend them but good looks and fine clothes, for their manners were ungainly. Secondly, the few who were distinguished drew all the young men of sense and taste about them; for, being void of frivolous accomplishments, which in some respects make all women equal, they trusted only to superior understanding and wit, to natural elegance and unaffected manners.


The manner of living, too, at this time, was but coarse and vulgar. Very few of the wealthiest gave dinners to anybody but English riders, or their own relations at Christmas holidays. There were not half-a-dozen families in town who had men-servants; some of those were kept by the professors who had boarders. There were neither post-chaises nor hackney-coaches in the town, and only about three or four sedan-chairs for carrying midwives about in the night, and old ladies to church, or to the dancing assemblies once-a-fortnight.


The principal merchants, fatigued with the morning business, took an early dinner, and then resorted to the coffeehouse or tavern to read the newspapers, which they generally did in companies of four or five in separate rooms, over a bottle of claret or a bowl of punch. But they never stayed supper, but always went home by nine o’clock, without company or further amusement. At last an arch fellow from Dublin, a Mr Cockaine, came to be master of the chief coffeehouse, who seduced them gradually to stay supper by placing a few nice cold things at first on the table, as relishers to the wine, till he gradually led them on to bespeak fine hot suppers, and to remain till midnight.


There was an order of women at that time in Glasgow, who, being either young widows not wealthy, or young women unprovided for, were set up in small grocery-shops in various parts of the town, and generally were protected and countenanced by some creditable merchant. In their back shops much time and money were consumed; for it being customary then to drink drams and white wine in the forenoon, the tipplers restored much to those shops, where there were bedrooms; and the patron, with his friends, frequently passed the evening there also, as taverns were not frequented by persons with affected characters of strict decency.




1751–1800


WHAT TO DO WITH DUNG


THE SARACEN’S HEAD, 1755
Robert Tennant


Prior to the 1750s, according to one nineteenth-century chronicler, Glasgow ‘possessed no inns for the accommodation of travellers, except small public houses to which stabling was attached, and the signboard of these petty hostelries generally bore the well-known intimation to wayfarers of “Entertainment for men and horses here”.’ The first purpose-built inn in the city was the Saracen’s Head, built in 1755, with stones recycled from the nearby medieval archbishop’s palace. The land was donated by Glasgow magistrates. It had thirty-six rooms and a large meeting room which could accommodate one hundred people. It soon acquired a good reputation and was used by judges on the circuit. In 1779, the ‘Sarrie Heid’, as it soon became known, hosted a charity dinner, attended by members of the nobility and country gentry who were pleasantly surprised to see ‘fifteen or sixteen elegant young cooks, with white aprons’ acting as waitresses. Robert Tennant, its original owner, told the Glasgow Courant:


The bed-chambers are all separate, none of them entering through another, and so contrived that there is no need of going out of doors to get to them. The beds are all very good, clean and free from bugs.
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THE HUNT FOR THOMAS DIDDY, c. 1770s
Advert in a Glasgow paper


Glasgow’s – and Scotland’s – role in the slave trade has long been under-acknowledged, ignored and brushed under the carpet. While it is true that few vessels left Scottish ports for Africa to participate in this abhorrent business, and that Scots were at the forefront of the abolitionist movement, there can be no doubt that Scots in general and Glaswegians in particular were no innocent bystanders as human beings were treated like animals and traded like commodities.


From his master’s house in Glasgow, on the morning of Saturday 3d current, A NEGRO MAN. He is about 35 years of age, and 5 feet 9 or 10 inches high, pretty broad and stout made, broad faced, and somewhat yellowish complexioned. The white of his eyes are remarkably tinged with black, and he has a fairly gloomy aspect. His dress when he ran off, was an olive-coloured thickset coat, jacket and breeches, a black wig tied behind, and silver buckles in his shoes: but as they were all good, it is probable he would change them for worse, and thereby supply himself with cash.


His name is THOM, but sometimes he assumes the name of THOMAS DIDDY.


A Reward of FIVE GUINEAS, and payment of all reasonable charges, is hereby offered to secure said Negro in any jail in Scotland, so he may be kept safe, and delivered to his Master’s order. The money to be paid by Mr John Alston merchant in Glasgow, upon notice being sent to him of the Negro’s being secured.


All shipmasters are hereby cautioned against carrying the said Negro abroad; and if any person harbours him, or assists him in making his escape, they will be prosecuted therefor.
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BEST OF THE SECOND-RATE, 1771
Thomas Pennant


Hailing from Wales, Thomas Pennant (1726–98) combined his interests in the natural world and travelling, about which he wrote copiously. His travel writings were admired by Samuel Johnson and James Boswell, though the latter disapproving of his portrait of Scotland. Pennant, remarked Johnson, is ‘the best traveller I ever read; he observes more things than any one else does’. This, thought Boswell, ‘was too high praise of a writer who had traversed a wide extent of country in such haste’.


Reach Glasgow; the best built of any second-rate city I ever saw: the houses of stone, and in general well built, and many in good taste, plain and unaffected. The principal street runs east and west, is near a mile and a half long, but unfortunately not straight; yet the view from the cross, where the two other great streets fall into this, has an air of vast magnificence. The tolbooth is large and handsome, with the apt motto on the front:




Haec domus odit, amat, punit, conservat, honorat,
nequitiam, pacem, crimina, jura, probos.





Next to the exchange: within is a spacious room, with full-length portraits of all our monarchs since James I, and an excellent one, by Ramsay, of Archibald, Duke of Argyle, in his robes as Lord of Sessions. Before the exchange is a large equestrian statue of King William. This is the finest and broadest part of the street: many of the houses are built over arcades, but too narrow to be walked in with any conveniency. Numbers of other streets cross this at right angles.


The market-places are great ornaments to the city, the fronts being done up in very fine taste, and the gates adorned with columns of one or other of the orders. Some of these markets are for meal, greens, fish or flesh: there are two for the last which have conduits of water out of several of the pillars, so that they are constantly kept sweet and neat. Before these buildings were constructed, most of those articles were sold in the public streets; and even after the market-places were built, the magistrates with great difficulty compelled the people to take advantage of such cleanly innovations.


Near the meal-market is the public granary, to be filled on any apprehension of scarcity.


The guardhouse is in the great street; where the inhabitants mount guard, and regularly do duty. An excellent police is observed here; and proper officers attend the markets to prevent abuses.
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A MEDIOCRITY OF KNOWLEDGE, 1773
Samuel Johnson


James Boswell (1740–95) had long hoped to bring his hero, Samuel Johnson (1709–84), to his native Scotland and, in particular, to the Western Isles. Finally, in the autumn of 1773, he realised his ambition. The pair set off from Edinburgh – ‘a city too well known to admit description’ – and crossed the Firth of Forth, heading up the north-east coast before travelling westward, via Banff, Elgin and Inverness (where the intrepid duo bade ‘farewell to the luxury of travelling’), to the Highlands and Islands about which Johnson wrote with his usual forthrightness. Glasgow was one of the last stops on a journey that provided a template for countless future wayfarers.


To describe a city so much frequented as Glasgow, is unnecessary. The prosperity of its commerce appears by the greatness of many private houses, and a general appearance of wealth. It is the only episcopal city whose cathedral was left standing in the rage of the Reformation. It is now divided into many separate places of worship, which, taken all together, compose a great pile, that had been some centuries in the building, but was never finished; for the change of religion intercepted its progress, before the cross isle was added, which seems essential to a Gothick cathedral.
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