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DR. JOHN BROWN. 13

At one time he drove to Colinton two or three times a week,
and knew each separate tree on the road or stone in the wall,
and on suddenly opening his eyes could tell within a yard or
two what part of the road he had reached. For, if it were true
that he often closed his eyes as if to shut out sad thoughts, or,
as in listening to music, to intensify the impression, it was also
true that no keener observer ever lived. Nothing escaped him,
and to his sensitive nature the merest passing incident on the
street became a source of joy or sorrow, while in the same way
his keen sense of humour had endless play. Once, when driving,
he suddenly stopped in the middle of a sentence, and looked
out eagerly at the back of the carriage. ‘Is it some one you
know?’' 1 asked. ‘No,’ he said; ‘it’s a dog I don’t know.
Another day, pointing out a man who was passing, I asked him
if he could tell me his name. He merely glanced at him, and
then said, ‘ No, I never saw him before, but I can tell you what
he is—a deposed Established Church minister.’ Soon after 1
learned that this rapid diagnosis was correct.

He often used to say that he knew every one in Edinburgh
except a few new-comers, and to walk along Princes Street with
him was to realise that this was nearly a literal fact. How he
rejoiced in the beauty of Edinburgh! * She is a glorious creature,’
he said one day, as he looked toward the Castle rock and then
along the beautiful, familiar street shining in the intense, sudden
brightness that follows a heavy spring shower ; ‘ her sole duty
is to let herself be seen’ He generally drove, but when he






DR. JOHN BROWN. 15

with all his heart.
a cabman, late one evening—he often gave this as an address, the

‘ Drive this lady to Muttonhole,'! he said to

oddity of the name having a fascination for him. *Ay, Doctor,
I'll dae that, the man answered, as he vigorously closed the
door and prepared to mount without waiting for further instruc-
tions, knowing well what doctor he had to deal with. ‘You're a
capital fellow,” Dr. Brown said; ‘what’s your name?’ And doubt-
less there would be a kindly recognition of the man ever after.
In going to see him, his friends never knew what style of
greeting was in store for them, for he had no formal method ;
each thing he said and did was an exact reflection of the
moment’s mood, and so was a true expression of his character.
That it would be a hearty greeting, if ke were well, they knew ;
for, when able for it, he did enjoy the coming and going of
At lunch-time he might often be met in the lobby on
one of his many expeditions to the door, the ring of the coming

friends.

guest suggesting to the one in possession that he, or pessidly she,
must depart ; and, when encountered there, sometimes a droll
introduction of the friends to one another would take place.
Often he sat in the dining-room at the foot of the table with his
back to the door, and resolutely kept his eyes shut until his
outstretched hand was clasped.

! Davidson's Mains, a village near
Edinburgh, but its name of Muttonhole
is classical. It is referred to in a note
in Lockhart’s Zife of Sir Walter Scott :
‘ Lauriston, the ancient seat of the Laws,
so famous in French history, is very

near Edinburgh, and was in their pos-
session at the time of the Revolution. . . .
A brother of the Marquis of Lauriston
was styled Le Chevalier de Mutton Hole,
this being the name of a village on the
Scotch property.’
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ISABELILA CRANSTON BROWMN. 33

its ‘soul,’ on ‘one supremely scorching summer day, when the
sun was at its highest noon. Even then they felt the fascina-
tion which continued with them through life, of ‘ the sleep which
is among the lonely hills,’ and listened to the stillness, profound,
but for the murmur and tinkle of the burn, or perhaps the sudden
passing of a big, satisfied bee, whose hum breaks and yet com-
pletes the silence.

They had occasions, too, when their best dresses were needed ;
for Isabella used to describe the glories of ‘ white muslin frocks,
with neat little frills and blue sashes,” which she and Janet re-
joiced in, and in which ‘ Janet at least looked very pretty.’ But
I think the time she most distinctly remembered wearing hers
was not at a ‘dancing ball’ (I quote a well-known divine), but at
the family dinner at Callands, after the baptism of her cousin
and lifelong friend, Andrew Aitken.

I have seen letters of Dr. John's to her when she was quite
young, in which playful reference is made to her habit of repeat-
ing poetry, and she is advised to commit to memory ‘ Now came
still evening on’ One suspects that she fad committed it to
memory, and that perhaps her brothers had heard it oftener than
they desired. Then when she is paying a short visit to friends,
she is adjured to come home at once, and addressed as * Queen
of this our dwelling-place’ But in early letters the light in
which she is most frequently seen is that of a softening medium
between her brothers and grandmother, their mother's mother,

who took charge of them during their childhood and youth.
Cc


















ISABELLA CRANSTON BROWN. 39

It has been said that she had ‘a genius for friendship,” and
indeed she had. She had friends among ‘all sorts and conditions
of men,’ women, and children. Certainly children were not
passed over by her: her rapid glance, when it lighted on them,
paused and ended in a smile and nod. If her smile was re-
sponded to, ever so slightly, she felt as Mr. Erskine of Linlathen
did when he ‘used to fix a child’s eye by a look of kindness—
That child’s spirit and mine have communion.” But though she
might begin with the children, she did not end there ; the young
mother would be sympathised with, or the old man whose days
were nearly ended. Always, and everywhere, intercourse with
those about her was turned into a real lasting bond. 1 know
nothing as to her ‘calls, as offers of marriage were designated
by the maiden aunt of her friend, Dr. William Robertson of
Irvine, but I do not think there ever had been one that she
found it difficult to set aside. ‘Calls’ can sometimes, not
always, be averted, and she may have addicted herself to
this in early days, or perhaps her entire absorption in home-
life formed a kind of hedge around her. At any rate, she
found it difficult to picture to herself a love strong enough
to compete with that which drew her to her father, and made
her happy in ministering to him. Perhaps this may account
for the strange anomaly in her loving, sympathetic nature, that
a friend’s becoming ‘engaged’ seemed to discompose her, and
it was some time before she could quite adjust herself to the

new position. She seemed scarcely to understand or relish
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