DR JOHN BROWN.
.= . ) L e A it
Lsern. he //.'A.‘/hu/ ry e /I’(whje' Aeed, /.) fff P4

- Pt , L ; - - .
PP ST L . 4 . 4 e A R
1.-:-’?'4“"”/4&1- vy T Trrnele. (oo M LonTivt Valevnad” iiras Tuitery  wtemiindyh.



LETTERS OF
DR. JOHN BROWN

With Letters from
Ruskin, Thackeray, and Others

EDITED BY HIS SON

AND

D. W. FORREST, D.D.

WITH BIOGRAPHICAL INTRODUCTIONS

BY

ELIZABETH T. M‘LAREN

9]

LONDON
ADAM AND CHARLES BLACK
1907

sT Kk



Published October 1907



1 DEDICATE THESE LETTERS TO MY
CHILDREN, AND HOPE, AS THEY
READ THEM, THEY WILL COME TO
LOVE THEIR GRANDFATHER, WHOM
IT IS THEIR MISFORTUNE NOT TO
HAVE KNOWN IN LIFE.

J. B.
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TO DR. JOHN BROWN

Beyond the north wind lay the land of old,

Where men dwelt blithe and blameless, clothed and fed
With joy’s bright raiment, and with love’s sweet bread,—
The whitest flock of earth’s maternal fold.

None there might wear about his brows enrolled

A light of lovelier fame than rings your head,

‘Whose lovesome love of children and the dead

All men give thanks for : I far off behold

A dear dead hand that links us, and a light

The blithest and benignest of the night,

The night of death’s sweet sleep, wherein may be

A star to show your spirit in present sight

Some happier island in the Elysian sea

Where Rab may lick the hand of Marjorie.

A. C. SwiNBURNE.



PREFACE

TaE following letters form a sketch of my father’s life from
his own pen, and I hope that nothing in them will give
pain to his personal friends, but rather pleasure. To the
readers of his books, whom I venture also to call his friends,
they will, I think, give a more intimate knowledge of him
than can be gathered from his writings. It must be
remembered that the contents of this volume are in the truest
sense letters. The reader, therefore, should bear in mind
that the criticisms in them are in many cases not carefully
weighed opinions, but are considerably influenced by the
feelings of the moment and the character of the person to
whom the letter is addressed.

I have thought it best to give the letters from Dr. Brown
by themselves; in fact, to make them, as it were, an Auto-
biography. It will be seen that there are very few of the
letters addressed to him to which we have his answers.
Where this is the case the reference is given.

The letters addressed to Dr. Brown are selected partly
on account of their literary interest and partly as showing
the strong affection felt towards him by writers differing so
widely from each other in circumstances and in character.

The Rev. Dr. Forrest has rendered me valuable help in
the editing of the letters; and I am much indebted to Miss
M<Laren for having written the biographical introductions.
I have also to thank Professor Crum Brown, Mr. J. Irvine
Smith, Professor Hume Brown, the Rev. Dr. Alexander
M¢Laren, and Dr. J. Sutherland Black for advice and
assistance. Through the kindness of Lady Ritchie and
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Letters of Dr. John Brown

Messrs. Smith, Elder and Co., I have been able to make use
of the letters of Thackeray to my father, and for a similar
favour in the case of the Ruskin letters I am indebted to Mr.
Alexander Wedderburn. To Mr. Swinburne for his kind
permission to print his Sonnet, and to all who have sent
me for publication letters of my father, or have allowed me
to publish letters written to him, I return my sincere thanks.

JOHN BROWN.

EpinBureH, October 1907.
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INTRODUCTION

It has been often and truly said of John Brown that ¢ he came
of a good stock,” or in equally old-fashioned phraseology, that
“he had a godly ancestry.” In his character the influence of
heredity was most clearly marked. But while he believed as
firmly as did his forefathers in “ the things which are not seen,”
“the things which are seen,” the here and now, were more full
of interest to him than to them. He inherited a reverence
for “things true, honest, and just,” but he did not stop there.
“Things lovely,” the beauty of nature, the thrill of music, the
wonder of art, filled him with delight; and his relish for all that
was natural, pathetic, or queer in man, woman, child, or animal
made him an endlessly interested observer, sometimes joy, some-
times sorrow possessing his spirit. His intellectual powers were
great, his sense of humour keen, charming, but deepest of all
was his sweetness of nature, and this accounts, in larger measure
than all his other gifts, for his being, what pre-eminently he
was, a man greatly beloved.

In the remarkable tribute to his father's memory which he
has entitled “ Letter to John Cairns, D.D.,”! he gives not
only a vivid portrait of his father's mind and person, but by a few
masterly strokes he sketches the characters of his grandfather and
great-grandfather. They all bore the same name John Brown.
His great-grandfather, author of the Self-Interpreting Bible, he
calls “ Our King, the Founder of our dynasty.” A shepherd-boy
on the braes of Abernethy, whose father and mother died before
he was eleven, he taught himself Greek and much else. One
evening, asking a companion to take charge of his sheep, he set ~
out on a midnight journey to St. Andrews, twenty-four miles

1 This somewhat awkward title oﬂflnntnd in this way. When Dr.
Cairmns undertook to write the Life of the elder Dr. Brown, Dr. John
Brown promised to supply personal and family details. Broken health
and professional work prevented the fulfilment of his promise, and the
memoir was published without his contribution. It appeared in the
Second Series of Hore Subssciva in 1860.
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Letters of Dr. John Brown

distant. His purpose was to buy a Greek New Testament.
The bookseller to whose shop he went the next morning was
inclined to smile at his request, but a Professor coming in at
the time, asked the lad some questions, and finally told him that
if he could read a passage from the Testament he should have
the book for nothing. He did so, and this Testament is now in
the possession of his great-great-grandson. He had many
difficulties to overcome before he became a thoroughly educated
man, but he did overcome them all, so completely that he
brought upon himself a final one. A certificate of church
membership was withheld from him by the court of the congrega-
tion on “the allegation or suspicion that he had acquired his
learning through a compact with the devil.” His keen sense of
humour would have enabled him to relish his great-grandson’s
remark on the subject—¢ That astute personage would not have
employed him on the Greek Testament.”

He became a celebrated preacher, theologian, author, and to
this day the name of John Brown of Haddington is representa-
tive of all that is saintliest and shrewdest in Scottish character.

His son, John Brown of Whitburn, is spoken of in the Letter
to Dr. Cairns as “ fuller of love to all sentient creatures than any
other human being I ever knew,” and a quaint story is told of
his kissing first his grandson and then his grandson’s rabbits!

A well-known Edinburgh citizen, when a very little boy, was
sent for a few weeks to the manse at Whitburn to recover
strength after an illness. One morning, when in charge of “ the
boy who looked after the minister’s pony,” he was tempted to
buy a little dog, and expended on the purchase all the money in
his possession. On his return he gave a not entirely truthful
account of the transaction: there was a discrepancy between his
story and that of “the boy.” No question was asked or
suspicion hinted at, but the next morning, as Mr. Brown paced
up and down the garden, he called to him to come, and gently
stroking his head, said, * Robbie, ye'll be a guid boy and ye'll
grow up a guid man, an ye’ll never tell ony lees.” A lesson in
truthfulness was given on that summer day among the goose-
berry bushes which was never forgotten.

Mr. Brown never left Whitburn ; he was a minister there for
fifty years, but his influence for good spread far and wide. In
his time Linlithgowshire was not filled with smoky chimneys as
it is now, but through its roads cattle were driven, on their way
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Introduction

from north to south. He seems to have had the love his grand-
son possessed in a marked degree, of coming into touch with
even casual passers-by ; and, discovering that many of the drovers
were very ignorant, he took a principal share in the formation
of a “Gaelic Society,” which for long was the chief vehicle of
religious instruction in the Highlands.

Many still living can recall the appearance of his son (the
father of our John Brown), ¢ Dr. Brown of Broughton Place,” as
he was called in Edinburgh, where every one knew and honoured
him. His face once seen, with its “ blending of beauty, dignity,
and sweetness,” could never be forgotten. His whole bearing
was impressive, and marked him out, quite unconsciously, from
ordinary men. He was born at Whitburn in 1784, and from
earliest boyhood there were signs of his passionate love of books
and study, and above all, of his devout, religious spirit. He
seems never to have had any other thought about his life than
that he wished to consecrate it to “ the work of the ministry.”
Having completed his course of study at the Edinburgh
University, and Secession Hall, at that time meeting in Selkirk,
he was ordained in 1806, and began his ministry at Biggar,
a small town in Lanarkshire. In 1807 he married Jane,
daughter of William Nimmo, a surgeon of eminence in Glasgow.
She lived only till 1816. He remained at Biggar until 1822,
when he was called to Edinburgh, and there he lived and
died. By his own desire it is recorded on his tombstone in the
New Calton Burying-Ground, that he was “ Fifty-two years a
minister of the Gospel of Christ, sixteen years in Biggar,
Lanarkshire, thirty-six years in this city, and twenty-four years
one of the Professors of Theology to the United Presbyterian
Church.” As a Professor he was a pioneer in the accurate study
of the Bible, which has now become so marked a characteristic
of Scottish Theological training.

Our John Brown was born at the Secession Manse, Biggar,
on the 22nd September 1810. He was the second child but
eldest son of his parents, and there were a daughter and a son
younger than he. For vivid impressions of his childhood the
reader must be referred to the Letter to Dr. Cairns. The very
atmosphere of his home is breathed into its pages. The
darkening of the household by his mother’s early death, his
deep affection for his father, not unmingled with a touch of awe,
the son’s pride in the father’s talents, his beautiful face and
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simple, dignified bearing, all are there, while glimpses are given
of the quiet, but not narrow, life in the hill-surrounded little town.

To those who are unfamiliar with Scottish ecclesiastical
history, to whom the names of Ebenezer and Ralph Erskine
mean little, it may seem that to be born and brought up in a
“ Secession Manse "' ! tells of a lot far removed from intellectual
culture, and perhaps indicating restricted views of religion.
But to think this would be a mistake. The seeds of all that
John Brown became in after-life were sown in his childhood's
home. He had nothing to unlearn. His father’s library, while
abounding in Theology, included many standard works of general
literature, and from very early days his son gave himself up to
studying their contents. Wordsworth’s Poems (new then) were
hailed by him with delight, because when still a child he had
learned to love ¢ The sleep that is among the lonely hills,” had
leant his “ ear in many a secret place,” and had “felt a Presence
there.”

He was twelve years old when his father removed to
Edinburgh. He had been to no school up to this time : his father
had been his only teacher. But when enrolled as a pupil in the
Edinburgh High School he had no difficulty in taking a high
place among boys of his own age.

On leaving the High School he entered at once on his
University course, and, apparently without hesitation as to his
career, the profession of medicine was chosen. His education,
to use the word in its technical sense, was begun, continued, and
ended under his father’s roof.

During his course at the University, but before taking his
medical degree, he was “ apprenticed ”’ to the famous Professor
Syme. The practice of apprenticing young students was at that
time almost universal; it has now ceased entirely, at least in

! The ¢ Secession Church ” was a branch of the Presbyterian Church
of Scotland. It arose in 1733 by the Secession of four ministers and the
ter part of their congregations from the Church of Scotland. The
mssion was a protest inst the ** moderate " or rationalistic Theol
prevalent at the time. e movement was greatly aided by the opposi-
tion in many parts of Scotland to the tyrannical use of the new law of
Church Patronage.

In 1847 the Secession Church united with the ¢ Relief Synod,” a
similar and smaller body of Seceders, dating from 1761, to form the
United Presbyterian Church, with more than five hundred congregations.

In 1900 the United Presbyterian Church (then numbering 595 congrega-
tions) united with the great majority of the Free Church of Scotland to
form the United Free Church of Scotland.
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Scotland. Minto House Hospital, into which “ Rab walked
with that great and easy saunter of his,” had been fitted up by
Professor Syme as a Surgical Hospital, and it was in his capacity -
there as “clerk” that John Brown received “James the
Howgate Carrier when he lifted down Ailie his wife ”’ at its gate.

Minto House no longer exists. It was taken down when the
handsome modern Chambers Street was built, but its name will
not be forgotten by any reader of ¢ Rab and his Friends.”

John Brown never ceased to be grateful for the training he
got under Professor Syme. In the Preface to the first edition
of Hor@ Subsecive there is the following passage :—

I have to apologise for bringing in “ Rab and his Friends.” 1 did
80, remembering well the good I got then, as a man and as a doctor.
It let me see down into the depths of our common nature, and feel the
strong and gentle touch that we all need, and never forget, which
makes the whole world kin ; and it gave me an opportunity of introduc-
ing, in a way which he cannot dislike, for he knows it is true, my old
master and friend, Professor Syme, whose indenture I am thankful 1
poesess, and whose first wheels I delight in thinking my apprentice-fee
purchased, thirty years ago. I remember as if it were yesterday, his
giving me the first drive across the west shoulder of Corstorphine Hill.
On starting, he said, ¢ John, we'll do one thing at a time, and there
will be no talk.” I sat silent and rejoicing, and can remember the
very complexion and clouds of that day and that matchless view:
Dunmyat and Benledi resting coucbant at the gate of the Highlands,
with the blue Grampiaus, immane pecus, crowding down into the plain.

In 1831 John Brown went as assistant to a Scottish doctor who
had a large practice in Chatham, and remained there two years.
Returning to Edinburgh, he took his degree of M.D. in 1838, and
immediately began to practise, but still lived in his father's
house, 85 London Street. Some time during the year 1834 he
made the acquaintance of Catherine Scott M‘Kay, who afterwards
became his wife. She is spoken of in the letters as « Kitty.”

Till he went to Chatham, except for occasional visits to
relatives in or near Biggar, he had never left home. The
earliest extant letter is dated September 22nd, 1830,—his
twentieth birthday. At that time the family consisted of his
father, his maternal grandmother, Mrs. Nimmo—who since her
daughter’s death had taken charge of the household—his sisters
Janet and Isabella, and his brother William. His sister Janet
soon after married Mr. James Young. His uncle, William
Nimmo, too, was for a short time a member of the household.
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Letters 1830-1839

I. To mis SisTER IsaBELLA
[19 PiLrie StrEET, EnINBURGH], September 22d, 1830.

Deag IssL—I can only say that I can stand it no longer;
if you do not reappear in six days my existence will in all
probability be terminated. Grandmother and Janet and I
are not on speaking terms and my father has been —
and my uncle is seen dimly ascending to his dormitory at
12 r.M. and disappearing betimes in the morning, so that
to see three hairs of his head in the distance is a blessing.
Kyrsty or Kirsty has laid down her character as a rational
being and has appeared in her true colours; Her first exploit
was setting fire to the kitchen Lum on Tuesday, whereby my
frandmother was sorely bamboozled and alarmed. Jenny 1s

may say the only decent person in the house, always
exceptin, Tm whose 783d wag of the tail I have just
witnessed. r you have blown your nose and placed
yourself 8 yards from Elm Abomination Cottage, my father
orders you to go to Stitchell to Mr. Macleay’s—do you hear ?
No—do you see? Yes—then be quick—Ah me! {?Vell,as I
was saying, Thomas Dobie’s “ doag ™ was ill of the rheumatics
and Mr. Jas. Ellis lived with us the night before last, and we
had Henry Renton, Mr. Elliot, and that pretty-considerable-
think-a-good-deal-of-himself-sort-of-fellow .

As for the Synod it may be said to be fading away fast
. from all intellectual interest, the last case being a protest
from John Shaw’s wife against John Shaw, Weaver, protesting
that there should be enacted a law stating the necessity of
laying into the plate his (that is, John Shaw the Weaver's)
bawbec with the tail upperinost—(a lie).

The very last Roarings.

In a state of cold dripping wretchedness am at this
moment thinking of shaking my immortal wings and winnow-
ing my way to the land? of Dobie [illegible] the Cheesemonger.

And now, my dear Isabella, lose no opportunity of drinking
in and filling your whole soul with the beauties of pure un-

! A tenement divided into flats.
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1830] Letters of Dr. John Brown

diseased nature ; from “morn to dewy eve ™ be abroad, up to
welcome the sun when he looks in boundless ma_)esulg abroad,
while all the earth lies beneath his influences in gladness and .
deep joy—the glories of the moon and of the stars and the
coming on of still eve, when issue forth the first pale stars.
Walk as much as you can in these places in the wilderness
alone there where nature worships God.
Finally, commit the following lines to memory :—

Now came still evening on, and twilight gray
Had in her sober livery all things clad ;
Silence accompanied ; for beast and bird,

They to their y couch, these to their nests
Were slunk, all but the wakeful nightingsle ;
She all night long her amorous descant sung ;
Silence was pleased. Now glowed the firmament
With living sapphires ; Hesperus, that led

The starry host, rode brightest, till the Moon,
Rising in clouded majesty, at length

Apparent Queen, unveiled her peerless light,
And o’er the dark her silver mantle threw.!

I am, your most affectionately ludicrous Frére,
JouN Brown.

Say everything that is proper for me to say to Miss
Rentzn anesythe pale Chrital:ir!x)a.’pe Y

Thursday morning.—The very last roarings—Kyrstie
stark mad ; Mr. and Mrs. Robertson from London downstairs
—Murder, Murder! Ahme . ..

If you do not burn this immediately upon or before read-
ing it, I beg leave to say that I will have nothing further to
say to you.

Write me and pay postage.

II. To His GRANDMOTHER

Bacx SureerY [CHATHANM], Feby. 4th, 1831

My very DpEAR GraNpMoTHER—This comes in a box.
There is in it a larger t Testament which I think will
suit your eyes and which I wish you to keep for my sake,
and whenever you do read in the Is;w Testament read in my
one. . . . I have been particularly pleased with the large

1 Paradise Lost, IV. 598-609.
3 Christina Renton, wife of the late Duncan M‘Laren, M.P. for

Edinburgh,
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stockings; I find their comfort and warmth when riding.
You should not knit overmuch as it may hurt your wrist.
I am still very comfortable and as busy as ever, but I do
weary to get home. I have been thinking a deal about
ou all since the Cholera came among you. I hope God who
ins fed us and led us, so long and so indulgently, will con-
tinue to do so and spare us all a little longer. I have not
time to write a full letter to you and must now say some-
thing to Isabella.—Your loving Grandson, Jounn Brown.

On the same sheet as the above is the following :—

III. To m1s SisTER ISABELLA

My pEAR IsaBELLA—Your letter might have been longer,
but I was very well contented with what there was. I sﬁll
for want of news give you a full account of my outlays, my
extravagance, and my wardrobe. I seem inherently thought-
less of money, and it gives me often uneasiness to see how
very incorrigible I am in all these matters in spite of my
determination to be thrifty, although I do not think I have

nt one shilling on ret;tlndything vicious or even foolish, I do

ink, and when you the sequel you will also think, that
I might have been much more care

Expenses since I left Edinburgh
On board the steamboat, for Soda water . . . 1/6
To the Steward . . .. . . . 2/6
Porter at Blackwall . . . . . . 1/
Coach to Leadenhall Street . . . . . 8/
Breakfast . . . . . . . 1/
Ginger Beer . . . . . . . . 6d.
Porter to the Company’s Office . . . . 6d.
Dinner (very dear and exorbitant) . . . . 2/
Porter to Chatham Coach . . . . . 1/
Coach hire outside . . e e e 5/
Coachman . . . . . . . . 1/
Razor . . . . . . . . 2/6
Pens . . . . . . . . . 1/
Letters from William Nimmo, abou e 5/
Do. from home, about . . . . . . (i
Clogs—like my fathers . . . . . . 10/6
A pair of boots (quite necessary) . . . . £1:8/
A pair of Coloured Trowsers . . . . . £1:8/

8



18311 Letters of Dr. John Brown
Spurs (quite necessmz but perhaps I might have

got a chea) not so good a pair) . 10/
Quartu'ly collectlon at Ebenezer Chapl:;l . 2/
Subscription to the Temperance Society . . 8/6
Leeches for a poor miserable child . . 8/
To a woman . 2/

For a piece,! only now and then " we breakfast at
% past 7, nothin Euntnl 1, coffee without any bread

at 5, and porridge at 8 or 9, so that sometimes
I am rather hun gry,—n all . 8/
For Whatelys Loqc, 1t is a good book, ‘but in my
rcumstances I should not have bought it .12/
For readlng Sir Walter's Robert of Paris 1/6

This is the only novel of any kind which I have read
since I came.
Gloves—here I am sure you will be angry; I had
2 good pairs with me, and have bought 1 palr 3/6

Another . 1/6
Another . . . . . . . . 8/6
Another . 8/

Of this I am quite ashamed I seem to carry about
with me an unaccountable carelessness of these

things.

This is nearly all that I can recollect, and I give you it
plainly and fairly ; if you think I have been very wrong tell
me 30,

I have missed out washings altogether; about 14/6,
perhaps a little more—I get them very well done. Not one
of the stockings has a single hole! not one, all in excellent
condition. I have still my 8 silk handkerchiefs; my coats
are both rather shabby, one of course much more than the
other. It is almost impossible to escape wearing them here.
I have always to have a coat on, even in the Surgery,
and the making the medicine, spite of the apron, does not
improve them. My trowsers are very much worn in the
inside of the knees with the constant riding, they have been
mended repeatedly. I have got a pair of long leggings,
which if I the sense to have got at once, would have
saved me much trouble and expense. They are not yet paid
for, but I have just this day got them. I'have no accounts

except that and a pair of boots soled a day or two
ago, and I have called for the account, but it was not ready.

1 A light lunch.
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How do you get on with the household? Are there still
difficulties, perplexities, vexations, and accounts as of old?
I hope you 53 not fret or vex yourself overmuch about these
things. I do not think there are many girls who at your age
wouﬁ1 or could have managed as you have done. What
have you been reading? Are you often up at Janet's,! and
is she as happy as ever? And the wee little Jeannie can
it speak yet? I expect you will teach it a speech to be
delivered to me on my first ap nce. Are my Aunt
Aitken and all the rest well? John and James? Give my
best regards or remember me kindly (or any other appropriate

hrase) to Aunt Clarkson, Aunt Thomas, Aunt Patterson ;
khart particularly, kind-hearted girl that she is; all the
Blyths most particufnrly. Tell them that if it were at all
within the bounds of decorum I would write them a
“ Catholic™ Epistle. I had a letter to-day from William
Nimmo ; he is quite well—as affectionate and thoughtless as
ever. I have been and still am a good deal troubled with
something in my back, but I hope it will soon go away.
Kind love to Uncle Robert.

IV. To uis FATHER

CraTHAM, October 26th, 1831.

My pEaR FatuEr—I was very glad when, on answering
the door yesterday morning (for that is one of my many
offices), I found the postman with a letter for me from you.
Indeed ever since I put in my letter I have been grumbling
for yours. This is very unreasonable, but I think is owin
to the thorough and sudden separation from you all, an
before I had time to get anything like an equivalent amon
my friends here. I am now much more at home and shall
try to be as patient as possible. I have been constantly
employed since I came here. I get up about } past 7, go
downstairs and put the Laboratory in order. At eight we
have prayers which the Doctor reads in the morning (I think
they are Jay’s), then breakfast with beefsteaks, etc.  After
that for an hour or so I post the books, transferring the
medicines from the DaybooEoi:to the Ledger. By this time
the Gig is at the door and in we get, driving to Brompton,
which 18 about 2 miles off and consists almost entirely of
the dockyard, the two Hospitals, and the Barracks, and their

! His sister Mrs. Young.
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18311 Letters of Dr. John Brown

natural accompaniments Alehouses. Here there are a great
number very ill of a low fever which some would call typhus,
but which I do not think in any degree contagious. Then
he comes home about 4 past 11 and writes a page or two of
prescriptions and is off again, leaving me to make up the
medicines. This keeps me generally busy until } past 1,
when we have dinner, and you may tell grandmother a dinner
every day as much like in every res and as simple as
Janet's, with this imrrovement, that there is plenty of ﬁome-
brewed “Nutbrown™ ale. By the time that dinner is over
there are 10 or a dozen of patients waiting. These have all
to have their mizture or draught or powders, and they pay
to me. As soon as they are away and the morning’s medicine
sent, the Doctor gives me another page, and this is sufficient
for me till 5, when Coffee is announced. After that medicines
have to be filled up and the books arranged. I have generally
a little time to myself for reading the Newspapers before
supper and writing out cases. Dr. Martin gets the 7%mes
and is a thorouﬂ:going reformer in Church and State.
Supper is y at 9 and is as Scotch as can be,
idge and bread and cheese ; in fact, the Doctor is a most
incorrigible Annandale man, and has converted his lively
inglish wife so completely that her ways peep out only now
and then. They are very much attached to one another and
live very happily with their three children, a boy and two
girls. I’-'Ie is a very excellent man, I think, and very con-
sistent. When out with him he converses very freely on
medical subjects, and although not brilliant, he is a very
sensible and clear-headed men, with great simplicity of
thought and expression, and though sober there is an
occasional gleam of drollery which like everything about him
is perfectly unaffected. He is very modest and diffident
except in his profession, in which he 1s perfectly at home, and
as he is in many things self-taught his experience is very
valuable. Altogether I could scarcely conceive a more profit-
able situation. The young man who was in the shop when
I came left it a few days after that, and I have had all that
to manage, but there is a new Apprentice coming soon, who
in the course of a month or six weeks will be able, I hope, to
relieve me considerably. I can then profit by the Doctor’s
Library, which is extensive and very well selected. His
collection of the latest valuable medical works is very com-
plete, and as he has read through all the books he is very
well able to direct me, and although my great object is practice,
11
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I will find time for a little reading. I have seen very little
of the country except when sent out in the Gig to see patients.
It is, however, even yet most beautiful, the richness of every-
thing that has greenness is quite inconceivable by one who
has not seen it—the woods and coppices, the very grass are
different—and I sometimes think when I see the wooden
houses covered with the vine and loaded with grapes, with
the neat picturesque porch, the great trees and scrupulousl
tidy windows and benches before the door, with a Kentisﬂ
man with his pure white Smock frock, his half boots, odd hat,
and long waggoner’s whip, drinking his beer and chatting to
the neat an?gpretty la.mﬁady, that surely I am in France or
some different climate. I have been pretty well since I came,
but as it is a very damp situation, and as the Doctor lives in
the worst part of Chatham, I have had a slight cold. Iam
better to-(r:y. I have. been obliged by his orders to get a
hare skin for my breast, and a pair of Clogs. I give out
my clothes to a washerwoman, but do not yet know what it
will cost me. Mrs. Martin has made me a nice white apron,
bib and all, and she is every now and then looking in to see
how I am and that all is comfortable. Yesterday sie brought
me a bowl of Chocolate, and this morning I have devoured
several bunches of their own grapes. I have learned many
very interesting and very pleasing particulars about Henry’s!
death—he seems to have been as much loved here as with us.
They were very much gratified with the portrait. I hope
ou continue well, you say nothing about that in your letter.
%‘ell ndmother, Isabella and William, and Uncle Robert
that ﬂill try and have a letter for each of them next week.
They will be?rought by Mr. George, the Doctor’s Apprentice,
who comes to Edinburgh for the Winter, but as I am so busy
you must make some allowance for me. During the day I
manage to be very happy because I am very much engaged,
but when night comes and sleep I immediately return home
and am low-spirited enough; but even this 1s wearing off,
and although even yet I occasionally during the night when
I waken put out my hand and do not find you,® I have
reason to be very grateful that even there is this degree of
regret. 'Write me soon and be very particuLarR. Mr. S——
ed for me very soon after my arrival; he recollects you
completely, in fact your sermon at the Baptist Missionary

! Son of the Rev. Dr. Belfrage of Colinton. See Letter to Dr.

Cairns, Hore Subsecive, 2nd Series, p. 86. A. and C. Black.
* Ibid. p. 18,
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Meeting has given m quite-a name here. He preached
twice Sunday before He is a very good man, but getting
ﬁrrulous and dottled, eomeguently it is scarcely preaching,
t a good-humoured, soothing collection of sentences at
random strung and having no definite object ; in fact, there
is a great want of applicability and personality about them,
and nothing whatever of explaining or interpreting Scripture.
Notwithstanding all this the churci is well attended ; in fact,
he has very great influence, I think too much, over the
people. service was new to me and interesting; the
inging is the finest thing I have ever heard; it is general
and at the same time harmonious—far better conducted than
either St. George’s or St. Stephen’s band.?
I have had very little time for reading and can scarcely
more than 18 or 20 verses of the Greek Testament
and a bit of Butler every night. The Doctor has been very
kind and has introducet?’ me to a number of his friends, but
I do not intend going out any at all. I was in the country
about 9 miles lately and was delighted with the scenery.
There is_certainly something unapproachable in the “stately
homes of England.” The Doctor is making money very fast
—his income is upwards of £1200 a year. I am busy making
it for him too—gleeding and drawing teeth, going into the
country, etc.; bleeding is 2/6, teeth 2/ each, a journe
5/ or 7/, etc. There are 25 Surgeons here and all well
employed, in fact the people have as ravenous an appetite for
n.mf can as little do without medicine as without bacon or
beer. You must again excuse this letter as it has been
written in the back shop, each sentence alternating with a
knock at the door, which must be answered. Kind love to
ALL. Remember me to our next-door friends, and believe
me your affectionate son, JouN Brown.

V. To uis Broruer WiLLIAM

Cuataaym, 26th October 1831.

Dear WiLLiam—This will be given you by Mr. Edward
George, the Doctor’s apprentice. He is a good-natured young
man, with no great depth either of thought or feeling, but as
he has been very obliging to me, I would like him to come
down to breakfast occasionally and go up with you to
Hope's.® I do not mean, however, that you should make a

! Approaching dotage. 3 Choir.
3 Professor of Chemistry in the University of Edinburgh.
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companion of him, as I have known too little of him to
recommend him for that. Indeed, my dear William, the
fewer companions you have the better. Have one friend, one
steady moral friend, and I think Alexander Brown is such an
one. I have been very busy indeed, having had to do all
the work of the shop and also act as assistant. The Dr.
sends out on an average between £4 and £5 worth of
medicine. His income is upwards of £1200, and I draw for
ready money frequently 10 or 14 shillings a day. His
ractice is very simple and decided, and in some diseases
remarkably and uniformly successful, and as he is ve
communicative and very unassuming I get a great deal of his
knowledge. The new a})prentice comes on Monday and then
I shall have some relief—from answering the door, rubbing
down the patients who come for the vapour bath, etc. I have
had no time to examine the;f)]ants in the neighbourhood ; in-
deed they are almost all dead. I notice the Cichorsum Intybus
in very great abundance by the roadsides. From anything I
can see there is a wonderful exuberance of vegetation here.

I have not examined either the dockyard or the fortifica-
tions, both of which are full of interest. The castle is a fine
old baronial-looking building. The Cathedral is near it and
very neat but paltry. The river is very broad and smooth,
a.ndv in a fine clear day looks quite foreign with its broad
shallow barges with dark red heavy Lateen sails, hanging on
the wind, and the old Dutch-looking wooden houses standing
in the water, with their shmghgabﬁas and projecting storeys
with neat lattice windows. en there is the odd dress of
the sailors, with bright yellow worsted spencers and large
slouched hats; and the long strings of don{:zys carrying neat
little bags of white sand of the size and shape of Bologna
sausages (these are broufht from Brompton and are used for
sanding the floors), winding through the narrow streets, with
2 or 3 boys in their pure white or yellow frocks, are
very pretty. But amidst all this outside neatness and
cleanliness the people are very inferior to our peasantry in
intellect. They are more perfect animals, keep their bodies
cleaner, think more about their eating and drinking and
their little comforts than we do, but this is nearly all
There is also a want of that deeguenduring affection among
relations. I have never seen anything like it. If a daughter
or son continues lr:,f ill (they are very attentive for a day or
two) they get tired and almost wish him out of the way.
About a week ago I went 9 miles to see a young lady who

14
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had a brain fever; on going into the house and asking how
she did—it was near 11 o’clock—I was told the nurse had
said she was rather better. Her father had not seen her that
morning and her mother was away on a visit, and she was
left entirely to the care of 2 nurses. This is a specimen of
the kind of gffection. They are all very polite, but the death
of a friend makes a very transient impression; in fact, it is
not uncommon to go in, and being ushered into the dining-
room, to find the whole family enjoying a comfortable dinner,
with a nice pudding and some stewed apples, and on asking
how their father is you hear that he died that morning!

And now, my dear William, though I am 400 miles away
from you, my thoughts are often with you, and they are
sometimes anxious and sad, at others cheering and satisg;'ing.
My dear William, be assured that there is no real happiness
where there is the indulgence in guilt—that pure thoughts
and upright actions as assuredly and as consequently cause
real happiness as the sun light and heat. Keep this always
before you ; KNow the God of your fathers. Although I do
not think I am really religious—I fear I am not—I can see
from experience that the way of transgression is kard. In
everything you do think of its strict morality. When you
go to Mr. Syme’s! you will be exposed to great temptation,
and if you do not take high ground instantly you will never
be safe. Whenever you hear them talking impurely leave
the room instantly, and give them very soon to know
that you differ from them because God differs from them,
and when asked why you would not do so and so, never be
ashamed of saying God has forbidden it; the Bible says so
and so. I think you should get up about 7, read over a
little Chemistry, come down and not only attend but attend
to worship, then instead of loitering and wasting your time,
about nine o’clock get ready soon to go to Hope’s. Take a
notebook, but do not take anything ﬁut heads of Lectures;

y great attention to his lectures on Heat, try and get
Emlie and read some of it—if possible all the part where he
describes apparatus. He has a great talent in that way.
Also try to come at Sir H. Davy’s peculiar theory about the
materiality of heat. I wish you to give all your attention to
this, but as I find there is no more room I shall reserve my
letter for you until next week. Meanwhile, good-bye, my dear
William, and think of me now and then; and I earnestly
request you to set about seriously changing your manner

1 See Hore Subsscivaw, 1st Series, p. 360.
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towards our good old grandmother. I believe you mean
little ill, but that is of no consequence if she feels it as she
does. I am sure it is very little for you to bear with her who
has so often borne with the faults and ill-natured behaviour
of us all.—Yours truly, Joun Browx.

VI. To THE SAME

CHaTHAM, 27Tth Feby. 1832.

My pEar WiLLiaM—TI have been peculiarly pleased with
my father's and Isabella’s letters as giving me so much
information of my grandfather’sdeath. . . . I have read both
letters over and over, and when I come to ‘ where he was
heard to sing in a gentle manner,” etc., I cannot help it but
I cry like a child. There is a completeness, a consistency
in tlz'e whole event that is to me most beautiful, everythi
so peaceful, so full of kindness, so heavenly, so like himse!llg
I cannot tell you how I could have wished to have seen him,
even to bury him. The funeral must have been most inter-
esting. I daresay you will never forget it. It was a fitting
and worthy ending to his honoured life. . . .

I got your letter and read it, but why so short, so general ;
you have not time to get warm before you are done. Surely

ou might say a t deal more, and let your mind come a
ﬁttle closer, and be more hearty and confiding. In the four
months that have passed there was enough to fill the letter.
However I am very well pleased as it is. Tell Isabella that
as to her I am content though far from satisfied ; she has not
yet attained to the pouring forth. Surely when we do get
together again there will be no end of talking. I at least
am prepared for a most resolute chatter. I dreamt the
night before last that I had at length got home and had
made my way into the dining-room at night, with the lamp on
the table, when I was astonished at the coolness with which
grandmother looked up, aye merely looked up, and said
nothing. Then in comes my father, and after surveying the
room as is his way, turning over and scrutinising everything,
in his own quiet and silent manner, he turns round and says,
“ John, I wish you would come upstairs and put the books
in some sort of order™! This I hope is no type of what is
to take place in 2 months,—no cast-before shadow of the
coming event. I have of late been more #roubled with home
thoughts than ever; they become quite inveterate, and are
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coming over me with a sort of dwalm!® on all occasions. The
simple mention by Uncle Aitken in his letter, after telling
me that you had been at Callands,? that ¢ William has left us
to-day and Andrew and Robie are accompanying him up
the parish,”—the mere words up the parish went gi.rectly to
my E;.!-l't, and I was dismal for the next day. As the time
shortens the desire seems to increase. I suppose my father
has got Saturday Evening? 1 in a fit of thoughtlessness
have bought it and read it. It is all excellent, but I wish
you particularly to read the chapter on the means of mercy ;
perhaps the gvin statements of one non-Professional may
strike you. e have at last had a case of Cholera. On
Tuesday the Dr. came and told me there was a case of
Cholera. Away we went, and I was very much struck at the
first sight of the wretched patient; her visage was blue and
ghastly, and her eyes turned up so as to present nothing
ut the senseless inexpressive white. It was a most distinct
case in some respects,—the blue skin, the state of prostration
and collapse, cold extremities, etc., all told that death was
dealing with her. I was with her for 2 hours, and I saw her
in the evening 4 times, and about } past 11 at night.
She died at one next morning. She was a poor, ignorant,
obstinate Irishwoman, not a drunkard but a dram-drinker.
You can have no idea of the consternation the solitary case
has spread through all the towns: nothing else is talked of
and nothing thought of by many. All the medical men saw
her, along with military medical men, and they have been
disputing and fighting over the body ever since. . . .

e have no other case, although it is now a week
since it occurred. This in addition to many other—to me
satisfactory—reasons leads me to consider it non-contagious.
I think you have managed things remarkably well. T feel

uite proud when I see how much more wisely you have acted
amn almost any of the English Boards. The London one
has become a laughing-stock. Iam glad to see that you

1 .

3 % s was the home of his uncle b marriage, Mr. Aitken, a place
not far w, and associated with the days of early childhood.
After the of the Brown family to Edinburgh visits to Callands
were very frequent. The quiet days spent there were never forgotten,
but cherished as sacred memories to life’s end. In the Letter to Dr.
Cairns ** James Aitken of Callands” is mentioned as ** a man before his

class and his time, for long the only Whig and Seceder laird in Peebles-
shire, and with whom my father shared the Edinburgh Review from its

By sanc Taylor ; a book of much influence jn its day.
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continue to study; give your whole soul now to it and you
will not only have [no] agonising regrets of wasted time, but
you will find everything easy, plain, and open. Write me
soon and give me a particular account of your doings.—Your
affectionate brother, Joun Brown.

VII. To nis SisTeR ISABELLA

CuataayM, March 12th, 1832.

My peaR Isamerra —Twenty-four long, dreary days (and
nights) and not a single letter, not even from the fail-me-
never John Millar.! Really if you knew the unhappiness
and the vexation it gives me when Mrs. Martin day after
day asks me—*“ Well, what news from Home, Mr. Brown ?™
you would not grudge to send a letter at least fortnightly,
and now that there is only 2 months it will not fall very
hard on each of Five to write once. Whether you care about
hearing of me or not, most assuredly I care about hearing
of you, and not merely being told that all is going on as
usual,—that you are all well and that there is no new thing.
Every thing cannot be foing on as usual, and there must
be some new thing; and even supposing that there be no
change, surely there are enough of old thoughts to furnish
one letter from a sister to her brother. I daresay you may
think me silly from the way in which I run on a.m{ bother

ou with letters, but it is a silliness which I would far rather
Kave than silence. 1 say this in earnest. I particularly
refer to William’s letters, which I hoped to have been more
full, more thoughtful, and more brotherly than they have
been. Not that I think there is any want of affection, if
that were the case I would trouble myself very little about
the matter; but it is a species of indolence, a want of putti

forth into action what you are quite sure you possess, an

which perhaps for that very reason are so careless of
manifesting. You may think this is much ado about nothing,
but when you come to be as far away from home as I am,
and as much worried with labour, and having an opportunity
of hearing only once a fortnight, you woul«f find 1t not easy
to keep out sad and even an thoughts when that
fortnight was extended to fully 8 weeks. Have you
got the box? If you have I will thank you to send the

! Dux of Dr. Brown's class at the High School, referred to in Letter
of date 26th Nov. [1851}.
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letters and the jars away as soon as possible. I wish you
to consult and tell me what I ought to do after leavi
Chatham. I intend walking down to Canterbury alx.;ﬁ
Maidstone and some other places, and if you would it
me I would walk home. I can easily do it in 16 days
and at very little expense. I would wish very much to see
some of London, but as I have spent so much money here
I would not wish to spend more than I could possibly
E':vent. I wish very much my father had to come up to
ndon in May. I wish so much to let my friends Yxere
see him and he them ; but that I suppose is most unlikely.
As to the everyday work one day tells the other’s story
verbatim,—the same work, work, work, but I am upon
the whole very happy; everything is so quiet, snug, and
comfortable hge, tlll)ep ¥)r anmrs.gMartin l?inder thag ever,
and the children all pets, but Elizabeth the beautiful, the
clear-eyed, and the mischievous, being as yet in the ascendent.
She is a ect Puck. Often when I have a little time I
t into the Library and bhave a fine set to with the whole
on my back, making all the noise and fun we can.
You must see them. I think it not unlikely that, if Mr.
Dods pleases, the Dr. will bring them all down. But I have
altogether forgotten and have got out of the ap%ropria.be
temper for gl::ﬁ one and all of you a sturdy rebuke for
your—I leave of you to fill up. Really it /s too bad.

I long exceedingly, sometimes most pai , to be home.
Sometimes it comes upon me all at once. e sight of an
advertisement in the Journal as * Skirling townhead to let™
—“Linton market,” etc., sometimes makes me quite childish,
and the exquisite mornings we have had here and the joyous
:ﬁlr:ng all lead me far, far away. Now the only way to keep

is off is for you to keep up a constant fire of letters, letters,
letters. There is a large enough body of you to relieve one
another. Of course there are 10,000 things omitted in this
letter, but do you know I first intended to send you for your
conduct a carte blanche ?

VIII. To THE SaME

CuatuAM, 27th March 1832. °

My pEAR IsaBELLA—Your letter was most welcome, only
it might have been a little longer seeing my father has not
yet written. You make no mention of the long list of
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expenditure which I sent you. I am vexed at this because
I conclude you have been displeased—notwithstanding which
I now give you the conclusion, which 1 fear is more blameable
than the ot{ler.

“ Mr. Hathaway, £1:1/.” You, of course, ask who is
Mr. Hathaway and how came I to give him £1:1/. Mr. H.
is a very excellent Independent teacher in whom Dr. Martin
has taken a very great interest. He is a first-rate classic
and teaches (or rather taught) privately. Mr. George, our
Apprentice, was sent to him by Dr. M,, and one eveni
when the Dr. was talking about him I asked if he coul
teach Latin composition. The Dr. said he could and advised
me to go to him as a preparation for the ensuing graduation.
I y to please the Dr., partly to benefit myself, went and

-a 2 hours’ lesson, which was to be given once a week,
I in the interval having a long Latin theme to write. Bein
determined to be very generous and ve ntlemanly, I pai
him at once £1:1/. Y Igehave never ha? ag:other lessz'm. p;Ile
was shortly cast into prison for unavoidable debt, and wrote
to me promising if possible to return me the money wrHeN he
was liberated from Maidstone Jail! Of course there is no
hope of ever receiving it. In this matter I am certainly
guilty of very great inconsideration and thoughtlessness.

“ Whately's Logic, 12/.” For this I give no excuse, as it
is an excellent woﬁ: but I bought it without thinking.

“ Saturday Evening, 10/.” 'This is less objectionable as it
is a book of real worth, but a book which I was in no wise
called upon to buy.

¢ Bell’s Sur, , 6 Octavo volumes very well bound and in
excellent condition for 15/.” As this was a “ Bargain,” and
as it was a chance if ever I met in with so cheap and so good
a copy, I think I was right in buying it.

Also Cheselden’s Surgical Observations, 2/.

For 2 prints, 3/.

A pair of leather braces, 4/.

Washing a dozen shirts, etc., 5/.

Soleing boots, 5/.

Soleing and welting them, 7/.

For letters and parcels, 6/ or 7/, including those which I
have paid.

Paper and pens, 1/6.

Then comes the clothes’ account, and here I must preface
that imprimis I have been harassed continually with my coats
dnd waistcoats giving way at the seams ; they appear to have
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been very ill sewed. ain, my first pair of black trowsers
were elflry but s wﬁgn 1 cary;le herl:?l and my other pair
after a week’s riding were rapidly following them. ﬁe
coloured pair have worn out, but when I tell you that the
Dr. has repeatedly worn fairly out a pair in a f{)rtnight, you
will not be surprised that they have often needed mendm%;
Both black coats are now rather white at the elbows, so muc]
so that after wearing them until Dr. and Mrs. Martin looked
very queer at them, I got a surtout of dark green, which,
however, I have been as careful of as possible. The best
black coat has improved a good deal, and by dint of my
endeavours with soap, etc., to renovate it, is now tolerable. I
was also obliged to get a new waistcoat. The following is
the bill and it is large : —

Repairing trowsers . . . . . 6d.
Do?mbl:cgk do. . . . .. . 16
An extra superfine Invisible Green surtout  £3:18/6
A black cassimere waistcoat . . . . 14
iring black coat . . . . Y
Do. waistcoat and trowsers . . . . 2/6
A pair of milled drab overalls . . .. 15
Strapping cassimere trowsers . . . . 5/
£5:18/

I am afraid you are angry at this, as also will be m
father and ydmoth::.ry I gg’h I bad got the leggi {
sooner and that would have saved mu:l:h. I all:l as us ;: 1,
and, with here and there a gloomy day, as Yy, per
more 30 than I could expect. We%aveybad onepllx)wrepsase [(;?
Cholera. A very fine healthy fisherman of robust habit and
strictly sober was taken at half-past one in the morning of
Friday and died at eleven the same day. I could scarcel
conceive a more marked case. Remember me as usual to all.
—I am ever yours, Jonn Brown.

From His FATHER

Epivsuren, 19 PiLric STrEET, 234 April 1832.

My very pEAR SoN—For such you are, though my beinﬁ
so long in replying to your letters may tempt you to thin
otherwise. mve often Zlamed myself for not sooner writing
you, but you know my engagements are numerous, and when

21



Letters of Dr. John Brown [1sse

I have a few spare moments, I am often quite indisposed to
everything that requires even a slight mental exertion. Your
letters have given me much satisfaction. I trust that the
months spent away from home will turn out in their results
to be some of the most important months of your life. It
affords us all the greatest pleasure to think we are likely by
the goodness of providence soon to see again in the midst of
us one whom we all love. As to the mode of your return I
leave it in a good measure with yourself. Your Grandmother
is afraid that should you fatigue yourself by walking, Cholera,
which is prowling a{out many parts of the country, might
lay hold on her favourite Grandson and devour him, and
wishes you after having spent a few days in London to come
down direct by the Smack or the steamboat. I wish you to
avoid all danger, and all needless expense. In other thin

lease youx*sel%.e Let me know quam primum what sum wi
ge necessary for travelling expenses, and it will be immedi-
ately remitted. I will send by Mr. Dods a letter or two of
introduction to friends in London.

We are at present in the midst of the hurry and bustle of
the Synod. To-day is a day of intermission. We have a

t deal of business before us, but nothing of very peculiar
interest. Mr. John Crum was married a fortnight ago to a
Miss Brown from near Beith. The connection seems very
agreeable to all ﬂparties concerned, and promises to be a happy
one. What influence this marriage may have on another in
that family time will prove.! I hope it will be favourable.
When in London get one of Mr. Tassie’s Medallions of me,
not framed, but fixed on an agate like the one Isabella got,
and pay for it.

I was tly gratified with Mr. Young’s account of his
visit to Chatham. He seems exceedingly pleased with Dr.
Martin and his Family. I trust we soon wilf have an oppor-
tunity of getting better acquainted with them, as they intend,
I understand, by and by to visit Edinburgh. I do not know
if any of your correspondents have told you that when you
return it will not li{):ly be to Pilrig Street, or if to Pii'rig
Street it will only be as a wayfaring man to tarry for a night.
We remove to Claremont Crescent in a few weeks. I wish

ou may be home to help me in removing the library. The
ouse I have taken is that next to Mr. Laurie’s. Mr. Stone’s

! The Rev. Dr. Brown was engaged to Mr. John Crum’s sister, only
daughter of Alexander Crum of Thornliebank, near Glasgow. His
marriage to her took place in 1835.
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is on the other side. It is a very comfortable house, and the
view is magnificent. What you say about the state of your
mind does not rise me, and 1 trust that your views of
Christian truth will ere long exert a more distinctly felt in-
fluence both in tranquillising and purifying the mind and
heart. It wasa remark of a person in circumstances
somewhat similar to yours, “I see there is nothing for me
but my Bible and my knees.” A Mr. Holdsworth, paymaster
to the 82 Regt., just come to Edinburgh, has applied
for admission to the fellowship of our church. He s Ea of
Mr. Slatterie with much regard, and says he was for some
time a member of his church, or at any rate communicated
with him. Will you mention this circumstance to Mr. S.
and ask his opinion of Mr. Holdsworth. Mr. H. had been
in connection with a congregation under the care of a Mis-
sionary from the London Missionary Society at the Mauritius,
or Isle of France. William is getting on,.I trust, upon the
whole very well. . . . Mr. Dods speaks of leaving about the
end of this week or beginning of next. As soon as you fix your
lan of returning let me know. I saw Dr. Belfzage lately.
e thinks William should without delay be apprenticed to
Mr. Syme. I think it better to let that stand, at any rate
till you return. The Dr. is upon the whole in very good
health. The Synod meeting coming so near to the administra-
tion of the Lord’s Supper has occasioned me some incon-
venience. I expect Br Dick for my assistant on the 1st
Sabbath of May. We have greatly added to the Table Seats,
so that there will not likely be more than 4 Table services.
Dr. Belfrage of Falkirk preached last night the annual sermon
for the Scottish Missionary Society, and the Public Meeting is
to-day. Mr. Syme has got his class-room furnished, but I
have not yet seen it. I am obliged to hurry away to the
Missionary Meeting.—With kindest regards, and hoping soon
to hear from you, I am, my dear John, your affect. Father,
JonN Brown.

IX. To nis FATHER

CraTHANM, 27th April 1832,

My vEry DEAR Fataer—I have just received your letter,
and as there is no time to lose I shall forthwith answer it,
although it must be very hurriedly. I had hoped that I
should have been able to have brought myself home, but with
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my characteristic carelessness I have put this quite out of my
power, and I must again apply to one who has never yet
refused me. I have remaining £3:11/. I gave £1:7/ for
a hat, my old one being quite shabby. I have now only the
tailor’s bill to pay, which is £5:18/, so that I would require
two guineas to make it up. Then as to my expense in
London, that I do not think can be much. You do not say
where you wish me to live, whether in lodgings or not. I
rather think the latter would be upon the whole the cheaper,
and to me the more agreeable way. Mr. Young told me of
a very decent place near St. Paul’s in which he paid eighteen-
pence a night for his lodging. I do not wish to remain
above 3 or 4 days, and I only intend seeing all the
pictures I can in the different Exhibitions and Galleries, and
then walk and look about me. If I go down to Penrith by
the coach, I suppose the fare is £3:8/ all the way, so that
to Penrith it will probably be two-thirds of that, with the
usual allowances. From Penrith I think I could easily
to walk home at the rate of 4/ a day, or I daresa
less, and the whole could be managed in 4 days, and it
would be a very great gratification. Perhaps my contract
may appear to you too low, but I am persuaded I could
manage it ; but if you have any immediate need of me, or
any unwillingness that I should take this way, I shall of
course at once give it up.

I am very desirous to see Canterbury and Dover, and my
present plan is to go down to Canterbury by one of the night
coaches (6/ outside) so as to be there at 4 in the morning
and in plenty of time to walk to Dover, distance 16 miles.
After seeing it I shall walk to Ramsgate and Margate, and
take the coach from there to Canterbury, where I will remain
all night, and after spending the next day in seeing the
Cathedral, etc., return kome to Chatham in the evening, but
on this also I await your decision. If I were to return by
the smack directly wit[‘;out being more than a day in London,
£5 would suffice, INclusive of the £2:2/ for the Tailor’s bill.
I think I mentioned in my last that if I remained in London
and called on any of your friends, I would require a new pair
of trowsers. They will cost £1:7/.

I need not say that as the time draws near I long to be in
the midst of you. I have been very happy here, and I trust
not altogether unimproved in my profession, and if I had had
time I might have had many good friends. As it is, they
have been very kind, Mr. S.s family and Mr. Acworth’s
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especially. Dr. Martin is now fixed on coming to Scotland
in June. This has given me great pleasure, as I shall then
have an opportunity of making you al]).l mutually known. He
will bring down his whole household, and intends remaining
about a month. I look forward with fear and hope to the
emduing summer. I wish you would write me as soon as is

ible and give me my final destination.—With very

indest regards to yourself, I am yr. most affecte. son,

JouN Brown.

X. To uis Broruer WiLLiAM

CuaTHAM, June 25th, 1832.

My pEaR WiLLiaM—When shall I hear from any of you ?
When? I have not written partly because I have got sulky,
and partly because I have had more than usual anxiety and

work. . Dods and I are getting on very well, and keeping
as yet all the patients the Dr. left, and getting new ones. 1
have had more, of course, to perplex and me, but at the

same time my intercourse with a higher and more educated
class has given me more pleasure. took off a young man’s
arm on the morning the Dr. sailed. I found the operation
ridiculously easy, and the whole of the stump, with the
exception of the corner where the ligatures hung out, healed
primd intentione. Mr. Dods and I have the actual
Cautery three times, and I hope with success. The r
woman whose breast I removed is quite well. We Eﬁ:e
Cholera raging on board one of the Convict Ships here.
These have (they say) 90 cases and about 30 deaths. Its
appearance amo. em was entirely spontaneous, and is
ngt to be wond;:gd at. Above 900);1&%0 in one ship with
their hammocks huddled together between decks; they have
butcher meat only twice a week and bad bread, they
work twelve hours at hard labour, and are all broken down
by dissipation. Mr. Dods and I had one case in the
town last night; he died this forenoon, and I would not at
all be surprised at our having a very severe visitation of it.
Our poor patient was a worthless, dissipated man, and had
been under the complaint for 3 days and a half, and of
course our treatment was very inefficient. I will thank you
in your letter to givefme tlnlal latest informz}ti;]n about thg
tr 7 lan, specifying the quantities o t, etc., an

wm got it p;:lon);:sg much(? I shall certainly try it,
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and perhaps also the actual Cautery along the spine, after a
certain time; that is when the collapse has fairly set in. I
have little faith in anything, and I am sure that almost all
the cases have been over-treated in this stage.

July 10th,

It is rather singular that the foregoing subject has pre-
vented me until now from finishing my letter. We havegad
a most alarming visitation from Cholera. In our own practice
we have had upwards of 30 cases and 10 deaths, besides
many more through the towns. The poor convicts are still
dying, and several of the sergeants have dropped down at
drill and died in a few hours. The le here have been
very much alarmed, but they have all showed a fulness of
confidence in us that is very pleasing. In fact, we two are
the great Cholera doctors,! and ever and anon we are called in
as most learned physicians.

We have had for a week past most harassing work, and
although still able to hold on, the continual night work and
the constant state of suspense we are kept in about the
Dr.’s own particular patients has brought both of us down
considerably. How I shall luxuriate with you when I return!
You cannot conceive how precious and how refreshing to me,
in the midst of all this, is the prospect of soon being again
one of you. It has been of great use in kee&)ing me ur,
although we are quite able for our work, and willing to hold
on for a week or two longer. I think the Dr. will be up
soon, and then off I go to London, and bestriding the first
flash of lightning I meet, away, away. I have told you
nothing of London and I mean to tell you nothing until I
see you. Suffice it that my usual thoughtlessness “de
pecunid ™ followed me thither, and one way or other cost
me 5 or 6 pounds. Though I say this jokingly, my dear
William, I would have you to remember that I consider such
folly, though perfectly removed from vice or open sin, is in
itself sinf::ﬁ fewish I could feel this a great deal more than
I do; my money is like a continual dropping, it is always

1 Many years after Charles Dickens, at a private dinner-party in Edin-
burgh, told of the deep impression made on his mind by the conduct of
a young Scottish doctor at Chatham during the cholera epidemic. He
described his nmmti with a poor woman whom all had deserted,
ministering to her to the end, and then, overcome with fatigue, fallin
asleep, and being still asleep when in the morning the house was entered.

One of the party exclaimed, * That is Dr. John Brown!” Dr. Brown
himself was present.
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fliding away, never viciously but too often very thoughtlessly.
hope you will take warni b'y me and never spend any
money ex when really needful.

I think I shall return by Smack, as it is cheaper, but of
this you shall have timeous notice. Tell John Millar my
predicament, and that I shall write him speedily. Tell the
same to Mr. Young and give him my most grateful regards.
Remember me most affectionately to my beloved Father,
Grandmother, Janet, Isabella, Uncle Robert, and yourself.
“Quis desiderio sit pudor tam cari”? I am pretty well,
although a good deal worn out. Ihopeyouareafl'qm'lc
well, Grandmother especially.—Yours ever, my beloved
brother, Joun Brown.

XI. To mis SisTerR IsaBELLA
1834.

My BELOVED IsaBELLA—I came home about an hour ago
in one of those silent unkind moods in which I fear I too
often am. One of those desperate quarrels with poor old
Grandmother about nothing, in which much of our
temper has been many a time wasted, and in which I was
so much to blame as to wish I could ask her pardon, but
had been too proud, too cruel to do it; one of these petty
squabbles had sent me away gloomy, and I came home no
better, conscious so far that I was wrong, but not having
the courage to put all right. I sat down to write to you,
and the very idea that you were at Callands, and in all
probability blithe and merry, came and stole away my
sullenness ere I was aware. Marvellous transformation of
all things! Old Grandmother is looked upon more in pity
than in , and a few cheerful words sets all right again,
and before ? know where I am, there lies before me the mass
of ridiculous havering which in my joy I had dashed out.
And now instead of feeling veEry that there were so many
away from home who might never come back, I thought
of you with your cimpk,sh?k mind wandering at will among
Nature’s simple things and simple folk. I have no doubt
that you have been as happy as the day was long, and have
recovered somewhat of the old elastic mirthfulness and joy
of heart which many constant home vexations had almost
broken. I have been thinking a great deal about you and
about all of us, and although I have no hope that of myself
I can keep the often resolved resolution to be uniformly kind
to you, yet I hope, by the help of God, that Willie and I
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may yet do justice to our sister. Though it is true that
I love you as I think I love but very few, I have often felt
most malignant against you when in your straightforward
way you have caught me. Now, instead of saying a great
deal of all this, which is very fine, let us without any more
ado try what we can do for one another. Willie and you
and I must soon be left alone in the world, and surely it
is wise that we should do all we can to make ourselves happy
and good. My father, if he marries, as I hope he will, must,
oucHT to transfer much of his heart elsewhere. Janet Has.
Grandmother is fast decaying, and will soon leave us. We
have all, I am sure, a notion that we are very excellent sort
of people. Now think seriously what it is that has so long
hindered us from being to each other what we ought to be,
and the whole secret lies in a little—a very little self-denial.
For my part, I mean to begin immediately, with the hope
of doing a little. I am sure it will be but a very little; and
think of what we might do, what we might become, if we
were helpers one of another in love, for, after all, what under
the sun 1s to be compared to the quiet affectionate enjoyment
of brothers and sisters who have been all the world to one
another all their rLives long? I have been speaking to
William, and we shall see.

This is a queer concern, queerly written, but there is in it
truth, and I would wish you seriously to think on it. Remember
the watchwords are “ a conviction that I myself am sometimes
in the wrong,” and a conviction that by mutual forbearance,
though it ma.{ be painful for a while, much may be done.

Janet Aitken is up at Janet’s sewing her Drawing-room
mr}i‘et. We are going up to-night in a body to Hart Street
to Tea. I hope you are keeping your eyes open from morn
to dewy eve. What a blessing it is to be able to enjoy
these innocent plain things—a bit of green earth, of the sky,
a flower, a child’s eye twinkling from under the long eye-
lashes, these are the common things which I would not give
up for treasures of silver and gold, and neither would you.

I suppose you are not reading much. I do not think you
need. Look and do. . . .

Therefore let the morn
Shine on thee in thy solitary walk ;

And let the misty mountain winds be free
To blow against thee.

Good-bye. JoHN.
4 o’clock, Tuesday. )
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XII. To ALExANDER Scorr!

EpinBuren, Sept. 1835.

My pEar Sie—I have to thank you for your kindness
in sending Fanny Kemble’s Dramatic Sketch. I have read
it over and over, and ten times over in; it is a bit
of genuine, old-fashioned true love, so fresE in its wording,
as if she had found out the long-lost «well of Englli‘sﬁm
undefiled ” and drunk her fill of its strong, clear waters.
This I suppose is owing to her early and keen relish for
the old tists. By the way, have you read Ford?
If not, do as soon as you can, and tell me how you like
Pity She's a Whore. am just in the act of setting to
a thorough readmg of all these old fellows, with glorious Ben
to begin with. wish you were here to read them with.
I have taken the liberty of sending you Francis the First:
it is an amazing exploit for a “Wench™ of 16. What
a very true genius she is! Her journal lets this out more
than anything else, and how nimbly she runs from the deepest
bass of infinite melancholy to an absolute pinnacle of out-

us glee! As the Piano-maker would say, she has got
the extra additional keys in both directions.

I was somewhat disappointed at not getting the Tract on
Philip Von Artevelde a.nso the unpublished remainder of the
Journal. May we expect them soon ? If you could realise the
uproar of joy which an arrival from Uncle Alick makes, the
agonies of satisfaction, the multitudinous laughter of the 6
throats, you would be much more charitable in furnishing these
said throats with so cheap and so unexceptionable Fun-Diet.

I had some notion of telling you some of the ongoings at
the Terrace, but really there starts up such a myriad of
thoughts and things to be said and sung, “the which if they
should be written every one, 1 suppose that even the world
itself would not contain the Books that could be written.”
When the next Mail bag arrives I shall be very much gratified
if there be anything, however wee, for me.

Give my most affectionate regards to John Scott,? and tell
him that if to have taken possession fo the uttermost, of
sundry warm hearts, be an exploit worth his while, he has so
done.—Yours sincerely, Joun Brown.

1 Uncle of Miss M‘Kay, afterwards Mrs. Brown. He was a brother
of John Scott, Editor of the London Magazine, 1820-21, regarding whom

see Note to Letter CXXI. )
2 Son of John Scott of the London Magazine.
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XIII. To JouN TayrLor Browx

[Dr. John Taylor Brown is spoken of in the Preface to the first
edition of Hore Subsecive as ‘‘ my cousin and lifelong friend.” He
was the grandson of John Brown of Haddington, and so belonged to
an earlier generation than his friend. But, born in 1811, he was the
younger of the two cousins, whose friendshils bﬁm when both were
scholars at the Edinburgh High School. He edited newspapers in
different parts of the country, contributed a number of biogrlphies to the

ia Britannica and the Dictionary of National Biography, and
was the author of Bibliomania, a monograph greatly prized by book-
fanciers, and other works. His paper St. Pauls Thorn in the Flesh—
what was it? was inserted in the first edition of the Hore Subsecive,
and attracted the attention of Thackeray, who, not having obseerved
the reference to it in the Preface, regarded it as Dr. Brown’s own, and
praised it highly! In 1863 he returned to Edinburgh, and for the rest
of his life lived in a guaint old-fashioned house commanding a magnifi-
cent view of Arthur's Seat and Salisbury Crags. There he gathered
about him books (they must come first) and friends, and surrounded by
them—enjoying life to the end—he survived till his ninety-first year.

Dr. Taylor Brown’s tribute to his friend’s memory, Dr. John Brown,
a Biography and a Criticism, gives only a faint idea of what he wished
to accomplish, or of the hours and years which he spent stee; in
thoughts and recollections of the friend to whom from earliest days he
had confided all that to him was deepest and most sacred, and whose
:pv;n;'eiing affection he cherished as one of the greatest blessings of

is life.
Thursday [1st Octr. 1835).

My pear JoHN—TI would have written yesterday, but was
so engaged getting everything ready for sending off my mad
man, that I had no time. e is now away to Aberdeen to
an Asylum, with the conviction as strong as death that God
is the Devil, and in this way good and evil, joy and sorrow
are all accounted for in tie most satisfactory way. He

ed for a whole dayupon the impossibilit o?dea from
our being told to be always ready for it! It is impossible,
unless you saw him, to conceive the vigour, the nimbleness
with which he argues, and the needle-like subtlety of his
distinctions.

I am sure you would enjoy your Midnight and moon
walk, be it wet or dry. I wish I had so much of your
nonchalance in taking what comes and “thank you.” Did
you see the first uplifting of the EYE LIDS of the morning ?
and did you see “the Jocund Dawn stand tiptoe on the
Misty Mountain tops,” among the far Lammermuirs? If
{;u did, you were the richest man of Monday the 28th Sept.

ow cheap and how genuine these common things—these
little things are! Do you know these lines ?
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"Tis her privilege (Nature’s),
Through a# the years of this our life, to lead

From joy to joy ; for she can so inrorM (What a word !)
With quietness and beauty, and so feed

With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues

Nor judgments of rash men

Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all

The dreary intercourse of daily life

Shall e’er prevail against us, or disturb

Our cheerful faith that all that we behold

Is full of blessings.}

You understand something about ¢ the dreary intercourse of
daily life "—and  the heavy and the weary weight of all this
unintelligible world,” but you know also how it is lightened
and mafe’ easy. I often envy your very miseries, the thin
that drive you inwards into the Far in, where, self-sufficient
and self-contained, you may amid darkness—where the light
is as darkness—sit 1’ the centre and enjoy bright day. I am
ing out to Callands to-day for the no otﬁer P of

ﬂing all alone in the open air on the common rmr 5
hours, and have a long and full-length think with myself.
The other pu is to see a bairn of 8 years old, the
daughter of my Uncle’s ploughman’s wife, a perfect image of
sweet wildness. 1 wish you saw her with her long eyelashes
and her unfathomable eyes, and her eerie black blink. If

ou did you would understand some of my love for her. I
Lve wandered days with her among the hills, leading her
in my hand, and every now and then asking her to o
wide her eyes that I might stare into their depth. g;:
will kiss nobody in the world but her father, mother,
brothers and sisters, and me! but as usual I am running
wild.

Let me know what you have been doing, or rather what

ou have been thinking, which is after all the only real doing.
{{ave you looked into Saturday Evening? Read the chapter
“ The Recluse.” As for Coleridge, I know how you will be
sitting literally devouring him. Read “Mine eyes make
pictures,” and “ Youth and Age,” and “ All Nature seems at
work,” and the bits marked in “ Remorse.” Let me have a
perfect world of a letter. As for having an end of what
might be said between us, I sup even the world itself
could not contain the books tﬁ::e might be written.—
Yrs. in great haste, J. Brown.

1 Quoted from memory. See ;‘;ordsworth's ** Tintern Abbey."
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Recollect and give me a few more touches on the goings
on of human and Brure! life in your den.

We shall mutually, after enormous consideration, get up
a work entitled “ A Monograph of the Species of Man,
'Apwrroxpdrns, with drawings after the life,”’m —— being
the first.

XI1V. To THE SaME
18th November 1835.

My pear Joun—How delighted I am with your letter, so
prompt, and so plump into the heart of the business. I am
very proud of having you as a friend who can write as you do,
earnestly, strongly, heartily, and I am proud of having ]{o 2
as a friend, who can do anything that would make you think
and write as actively and as purposely as you have done. 1
do not think you are right about the bird; you have how-
ever said just the very things that were ordained from all
eternity to be said about the poem. Logan says he never in
all his existence felt more essentially flattered. I can assure
you he feels very truly all you have said, and has as much
increased his thought of you as of himself, and that is saying
no small say, for him. He will write you himself, and will, he
says, set vigorously to finish it, more to please and satisfy you
than from any other motive.

You are so full of Judas that you say nothing of your body
and how it fared in your darkness-trudge. Any new things
seen, heard, or imagined # Do you know, Logan says, and 1
say, you should be able, not to write poetry, because that Yyou
cannot help doing, but to drill poetic thoughts into melodious
chime. I wish very much you would think seriously about
this. You never can have such an opportunity as at present.
What would you think of doing into verse such an everyday
story of loving-kindness as the old Carrier and his wife ?
Write me at least a Sonnet on the things you see and hear at
this season.

1 Dr. Brown observed character in dogs as he did in men and women.
One day he saw a In.r%: doapass in dmrﬁ: of a coachman whom he knew.
** There goes good John,” he said, *‘ with that animal which people call
¢ a magnificent St. Bernard,’ but he is a complete intake, like many men
and some women ! He has a good face, handsome figure, and no drains
worth mentioning.” It has been told too that on coming home one day,
his first remark was, ‘* ] have seen such a conscientious dog ; his
muzzle had come off and he was bringing it home in his mouth.”

3 The late Alexander Logan, Sheriff of Forfarshire. See Hora Sub-
seciva, Srd Series, p. 274.
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I have got the beautiful edition of Byron in 6 volumes,
leet new, from Brown for 12/!!! Byron is only a sort of
ieutenant-Colonel in the army of Heaven, certainly not a

Field-Marshal. How true that his men are passions personi-
fied, not persons impassioned! A t proportion of the
worth of his poetry is in its furious ill-temper, and says very
little in pure serene thought or feeling. Now though poetry
is no one thing, but rather an attitude into which all things
may be put, still I think the essence or core of poetry lies
more in feeling than in passion. Eloquence belongs more to
the latter; indeed transcendent, downright passion in any-
body’s mouth is intensely interesting, iut not necessaril
poetical. Do you understand what I would be at? 1 shall
only repeat it—Byron's popularity is more owing to his tell-
ing stories of the terrible passions with fervent strength in
compact numbers, assisted very much by alliteration !

I send you out by Sam?® 2 Volumes of Wordsworth which
keep for my sake and his, and read them with reverence.

Bid you see the Firmament to-night (Novr. 18th)? It
was a transcendent fire-night. I never saw the Aurora so
insufferably bright, so profuse, so quick and powerful, so
sharp as a thousand swords. It often looked as 1f there were
great gashes made in Heaven, letting in the light from the
outside. I hope you saw it. If you did, tell me about it,
and write me a full account of the doings aloft in the lift.

How delighted I am with the Border Minstrelsy, and how
enraged I feel, that owing to these wretched things called
circumstances, I cannot and probably never will see the places,
or wander at will among the Hills. What a glorious tramp,
tramp along the land, they trudged ; What secrets which have
been hidden in the everI‘;:sting hills and in the fountains of
waters which move among them would we not reveal—the
day may yet come. But I am raving. I do not say anything
about your religious life, indeed so ashamed am I to say a
word about religion that this prevented me. I hope you are
more at with yourself and your Maker on this than
I am. Write me frankly about this as about all things, and
believe me, yours ever d’l"ectionately, JoHx Brown.

! Samuel Brown, M.D., grandson of John Brown of Haddington ;
author of Essays, Soientific and Literary (1858), on Chemistry, etc.
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XYV. To THE SAME
EpinBureH, 19¢th July 1836.

My pEaR JouN—I should have written 10 days ago.
Write me immediately, telling me when you mean to leave
Newhall. I am still strong to come out. Logan is keen to
come ; may I bring him? We could perhaps come out on
Friday evening, see you and your neighbourhood and ancient
walks, come in the early morning to Prestonpans, and come
home right filled with jest and youthful jollity. We 8 would
make tﬁe heavens ring with our multitudinous laughter.
Now, do write. I have been in rather a poor way since I
saw you, feeding miscellaneously and therefore trashily. 1
lie too long in bed and break my spirits for the coming day’s
drudgery. But I am a little better. 1 have been meditating
with some fixedness on a Medical Book which I mean to write
instantly, for my own and not for the public good. I have
already thought much of it; you will like it, I think, if ever
anything is (ﬁme to it. I know nothing would firm and gird
up my loins like doing some one thing, writing some one write.

I have been proving to-night that ¢“a thing of beauty is a
joy for ever.” I was down to see Kitty! and had a very
delicious talk with her. I hope soon to r¢ rogress, but
of this when I see you. I cannot write. I had a walk with
her the other day, and got her virgin, fresh thoughts on
Shakespeare and Milton. She is reading both. Her blunt,
sturdy remarks would have greatly amused you. She has
been reading the Midsummer Night's Dream, and was delicious
upon Puck and the uncouth joking of immortal Bottom, nor
did she miss the passion of Hermia, etc. . . .

I must end, so good-bye, write speedily.—Yrs. evermore,

Joux Brown.

Tuesday.

XVI. To THE SaME
[August 1836? ]

My pear Jonn—I am, as you may see, again at the old dirty
work of putting off. I got your lettersaguly. How regaled
I was with their strength in the midst of all the stale, flat,
and unprofitable dreariness of common things; but keep
steady, don’t get instantaneously delirious, let there be no
case of abduction, and understand the verb captivate in its

! Horew Subsecive, 2nd Series, p. 301; also Dr. John Brown, by J.
Taylor Brown, p. 87.
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primitive meaning; indeed, let it be a verb only as suffering,
not doing. 1 mean, don’t be in a hurry, else you may da

the whole business. Where have you found that text of
~ antique loveliness, “ an exquisite lady full of most blessed con-
ditions™?! Bressep Conprrions ! It is so utterly the thing,
that I gave it to my “exquisite lady ” for her judgment, and
she was all ear and boo(t it in, and will never through all
eternity forget it, as I know by the flash of her eye. l%y the
way, she is in Glasgow this very night; she has gone with
her father for 8 days’ fun, be with her. She intends
calling on Miss ——. By the way, I was asking William the
other day what he tho zt of Miss . He said she was
too proud for him, but that she was worthy of Milton’s sonnet
“Lady that in the prime of earliest youth,” and I believe
him right. But I beseech you, be not oo im%etuous, and
reckon not too much on the Almightiness of high poetry. I
rather think, though she may have the vision amf even the
faculty divine, they have been purposely neglected. But I
am talking worse than nonsense ; indeed, I am not sure how
guilty I am in encouraging and even pushing you on in this
glorious study of imagination. I should rather exhort you
to be “diligent in business ” than “fervent in spirit.” I am
rejoicing in Coleridge’s 4ids, Lion’s marrow, though some-
times in a vein of impracticable hardness or unsearchable
depth, still everything has the smell or savour of the afore-
sald Marrow, but with all this pleasure there is a hard, cruel
sorrow too at my own miserab?e bungling of an adult age.
Do let us try and mend each other. I am fundamentally
wrong ; now . . . if you will help me I will help you. I want
a principle within. My mainspring has been broken long ago,
and I just give the wheel a random shove, here a little, there
a mickle, and so I go without rhyme or reason.

I had one most exquisite day full of most blessed condi-
tions. On Friday, at 3 a.m., Isabella and I started for
Callands. I read “Comus™ as we walked, straight through.
Its length on the highway is 6 miles some odds, of “ Lycidas™
a mile, of “ Arcades™ barely one-half. I sometimes think I
should refrain from these ideal dainties, but were it not for
them and a being perhaps as ideal “1 wad dee,” and not mean-
ing to dee, I hold on and continue the Diet, immortal diet,
the very bottle of Salvation. Write soon, very soon. I have
read your last over and over. The Blessed Conditions! I
never tire of that.—YTrs. ever, JouN Brown.

! A blending of phrases from Othsllo, Act II. Sc. iii. and Act II. Sc. i.
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XVII. To ALEXANDER MACFARLANE !

April 4th, 1837.

My pear Avick—I should have written to you, as I pro-
mised, long, long ago—but better late than never, but better
soon than %abe, and when you are as old a man as your Edin-
burgh Doctor, you will know, that nothing is so well done as
when it should be done, and that putting off is a bad system.
You mind 2 our ride out to Morningside in the Noddy,? and
do you mind the big stone at the roadside which I promised
to tell you about? It is called the Hare Stone* or Stane, and
is now built into the wall, or rather the wall is built round
it, for it was there all by itself some hundred years before the
stones of the wall were dug out of their quarry. It is now
used as a milestone. Well, Alick, just about the same time
of the year that you passed it, 300 years and more before,
James the Fourth, King of Scotland, set up his Standard, a
long pole with a flag.

So here is the Hare Stane in 1513, with a soldier holding
the great banner of Scotland. James was gathering his army
together to make war against England. One hundred
thousand men saw the Banner waving from the Hare Stane,
and on the 9th Septr. the King and his nobles and many
thousand men died in the battle of Flodden Field. Flodden
field is near Coldstream, which is not far from Berwick. . . . I
hope you are very diligent, and very loving and obedient to
your Mother. You will never in this wide, big world find
anybody who will care half as much for you, and who will
have half as much right to be loved and served by you.
You have two Fathers, both we hope in Heaven, one whose
prayer you often say, but you will never have but one
mother ; mind this. My five-year-old hands held the cord of
my mother’s coffin, and I am everﬁ day knowing more and
more of my exceeding great loss. But she was happy to die,
and has Keen now twenty years in Heaven. You have
many friends there too. Your Grandmother,® who lived
very near its gates all her life, and was always with her
face towards it, has gone away there too, and is now seeing
God, and walking in His light. Perhaps she may sometimes
think of her grandson Alick, and hope that God may keep
him from sin and bring him by and by up to Himself and to

1 A young cousin of Mrs. Brown. 2 Remember. 3 Cab.
4 Or Bore Stone. ® Mrs. Scott.
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her and to Abraham and all the Bible worthies. But Alick
must not be heedless himself ; he must seek, if he would find.

I wish, my dear Alick, I were down in Aberdeen or you
up in Edinburgh, for it is sad, roundabout sort of work, this
writing ; and then, you see, if you serve me as I have you, I
shall get your answer in about half a year.

Write me if you please, and tell me all your news, what
you are doing, what reading, and so good-bye.—Your affec-
tionate Docror JonN.

XVIIL. To nis BrotHER WILLIAM

35 Lonpon StreeT, Sunday, July 15th [1838).

My pear WiLLiam—How I have been able not to write
you before this, is more than I can in anywise make out.
Something is wrong, but what I know not. On Monday
I walked from Linton to Callands, and as I walked past
the Frizell's house on Langstruther Burn, I was violently
seized with shame and contempt for all this—I felt the need
of you so shm;Ply, so unconditionally. Do you remember
the place? Of course you do; well, I only wish I had the
assurance of some day or other being there with you, and
scaring the whaups! and mosscheepers? with our exulting
laughter, our overrunning mirth. It will come to that.
But all this is away from the point. I wish I knew the
rationale of my not writing; it is not want of affection,
that’s Poz, nor want of material, nor want of time, than
which last there is no more miserable excuse, for no man
has no time to do what he ought to do. I read your letter
to Isabella. The ring and fair play for Paul is good.® I
mean to regale my father with it.

I wish I knew more fully what youdo. Write the history
of one day and send it down; that will give me some idea.
There are some things I wish you and I would immediatel
do. 1. Make up our minds on the matter of religion—settle
it one way or other, and if God be God follow Him ; if Baal
or the Devil or Nobody be God, then follow him. 2. Make
up our minds on Politics. This we do not so much need,
but we do very much. We lack K; nowlaige; we have lots of
opinions. 3. Some practicable theory of life—some scheme
which might be consistent enough to be one thing, and yet

1 Curlew. ? Marsh titmouse.

3 A reference to the boxing-ring. The idea evidently is, Let St. Paul
have fair play, and he will give a good account of himself.
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open enough for adaptation to occasional deviations. I mean
that we have some one thing or another which we shall do
our best to accomplish in our lifetime. I cannot give any one
an idea of the extent to which both of us, but especially
I, have bungled my capabilities and made void the end of
my existence—how I have missed the great mark. My work
has been a sort of orra thing—an affair of byeplay—how
little earnest, severe, ultimate thinking there has come out
of me upon anything, and above all on my profession. Do
you feel this, my own dearest brother ? and how do you think
we may mend matters, and will they ever be mended? I have
some ideas, but whether they go f{;rther than being painted
on the windows of my brain is another thing. One is a
treatise on Pain, including uneasy and abnormal sensations.
Another is on Symptoms as indications of disease. Another,
upon the essential and irreconcilable difference between

edicine and all other Sciences. I mean to read a great
deal now, and to endeavour to make out what I mean by
miopnesent practice. Will you try and do the same?
Above all, I am r to know what 1s my INSTANT, IMMEDI-
ATE puty and to doit. I have an essay for the “ Medical "
on the Moral Treatment of Insanity. I have been thinking
a little about it. . . .

I am in a queer state—very unsettled, and yet very far
from being prevailingly unhappy. I have got several very
good new patients, and have plenty to do. If you could
only come here, and if we two would but do what we could,
we might be just the very two happiest brothers in this or
any world. Why shouldn’t we ?

Now write me the History of a day,! and tell me about
your horse, and your trowsers, and your tout ensemble, and
the people you see, and the thoughts you think, and the
books you do not read but would lﬁ(e to read. I have been
at Sir Thomas Browne's Life again, delighted with it—quite.
I have got Gillman’s Life of S. T. Coleridge, but 1 read
almost none,—read Wordsworth for ever, and Milton and
Shakespeare—read “The Kitten and the falling leaves.”
I was at Callands seeing Maggy, who has been very ill.
I went down to Torbank and saw Mrs. Alexander’s son.
Uncle Aitken thinks Briggend would be a capital place
for a Surgeon. Poor Alexr. Brown ? has come home very ill.

S 1 Dr. William Brown was at this date at Otley, near Leeds, with Dr.
nce.

pe
2 Brother of John Taylor Brown.
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I have not examined him, but I fear it is all up with him.
He is a fine accomplished fellow—a little antic. . . .
1 do mean to see you at York and take Isabella with me.
Write me how much money you wish. Youn;i Spence does
not go till the first of August. The house! is tolerable,
the bookcase very good—the fender immaculate—everything
well enough but the Inhkabitant. Send the Ezaminer as
often as you like. I have given it up. Be economical,
as you value your peace of mind. Good-bye. I am so
sensible at this moment of wanting you, that I care not
to say another word.—Your own brother, Joun Brown.

This is a stupid, vacant sort of letter; better will be
soon. This is the Miscellaneous froth; the clear strong
liquor s and will be seen to be.

XIX. To THE SAME
[EpinBuren], October 1st, 1838.

My ownN pEaAR WiLLiam—Here I am once more, thanks
to the Almigh&y, Isabella, and Dr. Scott.? It has been
a strange, rapid, out-and-out sort of thing, but don't
think from this that I am thoughtless about it. Well,
when down at the Terrace on Friday night (Sep. 21st)
writing to Andrew, I felt my throat turn suddenl)'
sore and my breath get difficult, went home, couldn’t
sleep, got up, could not eat, went out, frequent pleasant
creepings over me, went into a bath at the Infirmary,
worse of this, all the blood inside, fought away till 3, went
home to bed, and sent for Sandie Peddie; no sleep; Sunday

ing on worse and worse; no sleep. Monday throat

esperate, getting afraid about myself, at 12 noon sent
for Scott, who looked very glum, 6 leeches had been put
on on Sunday, mustard, etc., no sleep. Tuesday, throat
ecstatically painful, Yulse very quick, all the time headache
very bad, alternately in badness with the throat. On
Tuesday afternoon 12 leeches behind the ear, no better,
bran poultices everlastingly, no good. Sent for Scott at 12
at night. He bled me to more than 16 ounces, with instant
relieg how delicious ! nothing in the world like it. He is
a wise wight that Scotus. He went off; a quiet but sleep-
less night, throat still very sore. Scott and Peddie saw me

1 He had just moved into the house from which the letter is dated.

2 See Hora Subsecive, 1st Series, p. 855.
39



Letters of Dr. John Brown [1sss

about 7. I told them I was sure ulceration had begun; so
it had with a vengeance, a hole I could 1313' my thumb in
on one side, and a smaller on the other. itrate of Silver
liberally applied, Dr. Scott looking black enough, muriate
of Morphia, slept from 9 till 11, awoke worse and worse,
ulceration, I fear, going on. Scotus sent for again at dead
of night, came, looked grimmer than ever, bled me till I
fainted, about 16 ounces. I awoke and saw him brooding
over the pulse with a face smiling with perfect delight.
This did the business, and all has been easy enough since.
It was a queer affair, not a common inflammatory sore throat,
but as if a Fever had been interrupted, aggravated, and
destroyed by virulent sore throat and then i¢ bled to death.
As for Scotus and Isabella I back them against the field.
Scotus is a wizard, a man of intuition and certainty, a man
who both kens and cans.

How we did miss you! I absolutely groaned for you, and
if it had not been so speedily ended I would have written
for you to come instanter. But now that it is ended, I am
very grateful for having been kept alive and allowed some
more time here. What a disrespectable thing it is to be so
unready for such a thing, so miserably behind with every-
thing t{nat is necessary for going through such a transaction !
I wish both of us would think a little more to the purpose
about this. This is a very selfish letter. I got yours and
was pleased with other tﬁings in it besides its ength. I
am doing nothing just now but reading and eating and bein
asked for, Syme and Scott looking in and laughing away an§
asking for you. I have read Southey’s Life of Bunyan,
the Elixir of the Devil, the Fifth volume of The Doctor, etc.,
besides lots of Shakespeare’s Poems, and Carlyle’s third volume
of the Revolution. It is glorious; and now I am regalin
myself with Midshipman Easy, a most exquisite book, an
then I mean to have at the King’s Own. I go out to
Callands on Friday, where I will be till that day week. I
shall need it, as I was not at all well for a long time before
this; but no more about me myself. I have fulfilled my
promise and sent you a medical letter. Alexander Brown 1s
off. Write him if you have time, and write me whether you
have or no. All your ideas about Breeks,! etc. etc., will be
punctually attended to. Give my best love to yourself and
nobody else, and write very soon.—Your own brother,

Joun Browx.
1 Trousers.
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I have no politics for you, but you shall see my thoughts
upon this soon in print. Michael, not the Archangel, but

omson is to be the Editor of the Pilot, and Coventry Dick
and I are to illuminate the world. Universal suffrage I wish,
because it is right a priori. Education to be as free as
religion, but no more.

XX. To Joun TavrLor Brown

CavLanDs [7th Oct. 1838].

My pearR Joun—Here I am in the heart of the Hills,
wandering about as I like in the stubble-fields and on the
Hillsides, filling myself with health as full as I can hold.
Nothing can be more delicious. A rapid, fierce, but clean
disease working its will for 8 or 4 days, 40 ounces of blood
lost, no sleep for 4 nights running, desperate pain, total
starvation, and then this ended at once, and health and a
clear inside setting to work to make up. The mind very
willing meanwhile to lie and rest in the serene and blessed
mood when pleasure lives to pay tribute to Ease, and to
exert itself merely in existing and in caring for the well-being
of its drudge, tﬁe poor damaged Body. Everything out
of doors, indeed beyond the skin, is in tune with all this.
The whole Earth and the whole Heavens possessed with
entire quiet—all things calm and the ableness beyond
. expression. 'The folk indoors without bustle, without news,
without any activity of thinking, but with ceaseless issues
of affection; and then to feel that one has a right to be
petted, and to be silly, and to go to bed early, and to do and
ﬁf] whatsoever one ﬁk&. I got your kind hearty note in

when I was recovering. Thank you for it. I shall not
see you in G w. I have a plan of going down the
Tweed to Berwick, for no other end but to see that Sweet-
heart, that wise fond creature who is living with her Aunt.!
She is well, though with a face of permanent substantial
thoughtfulness, caught at that point when it stops short of
sadness. When I was ill she wrote me several notes of the
most utter affection. I never read anything so perfectly
satisfying, and this all done with a sort of Maidenly shame-
facedness and a begging not to be thought forward. But
you will get all this yet, I hope—the sooner the better—the

3 The aunt of Catherine Scott M‘Kay was the wife of the Rev. Dr.
Balmer, Secession Minister at Berwick.
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more the better. How are you? Tell me fully. How is
she? What is she, tell me Kllly too. I wonder very much
what the state of her mind is, what is going on about and
in the Praecordia. Do you know, do you guess, or do you
let that wisely lie open? Perhaps this 1s best. Poor Sandie,
God be with him and heal him. He is one of the best and
most thorough thinkers I have seen. I wish I had you here
—to go with me one whole day to and fro among the sedate,
broad-shouldered, serious Hills that are lying about like
Mountain Cubs, as shapelessly shapely and as innocent and
strong as such Cubs might ﬂe expected to be. I have a
little stout pony on which I walk; it goes everywhere and
climbs like a goat ; and then I have a little Terrier of infinite
humour and glegness, running like a Whittret everywhere,
and killing everything it can discover—moles, land rats and
mice, and an occasional weasel. But I begin to w for
doing, and feel that I will very soon have no excuse for being
here. But I must be done, the Carrier is waiting, so good-
bye, my dear John.—Your ever true friend,

. JonN Browx.

XXI, To His BroTHER WILLIAM

[EpinBuran], 27th October [1838).

My pEar WiLniam—] am ashamed of myself. I meant to
have written from Berwick, but you know what the pavement
of Hell is. I am so angry at myself because you must think
it unkind, very unkind, but no more of this. I hope by this
time you have got your breeks, etc. I wonder how you are,
if you are very uncomfortable, if you have no sort of glee, if
it is really the dreary intercourse of daily life. Never fear.
Time the Healer is arriving quickly with healing under his
great wings. How I like Hartley Coleridge! I read him

y the fireside at Callands with the very greatest delight.
Do I vex you by telling you all this? I must give you my
story. I returned from Berwick on Saturday. First of all,
on yesterday 3 weeks, I settled myself in the Dumfries
Mail with Pea jacket (greatcoat) on, etc., and the new
Edinburgh Review in my hand. It was, as you must mind,
superb weather. I read the whole of the Thunderer’s article
on Fox, etc. Have you? It is as superb as was that day—
so free and powerful and frank and great-souled. I am
sticking up for Lord Brougham more than ever. He is quite
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right about Canada. Well, I read without ceasing, exceptin,
looking up now and then to identify the familiar places.
was at Callands for a week—very happy, riding about all
sorts of byeways on the pony. I was weak and slept ill, but
nevertheless I was very l}\): py. If you had only been there,
you and Kitty—and Isabella, who is above all price! I read
Macaulay’s Sir William Temple , not quite so splendid
as usual, but sound and powerful; you must read it. On
Friday I rode to Biggar, where I was till Saturday forenoon.
Robert Pairman went with me to Symington. All things
there continue as they were since the foundation of my world.
The place seems to dislike all change. I saw Thomas Spence
and Kis wife ;1 she asked as fondly for «“ William " as if she
was going to put you in your cradle. Away to Mr. Tweedie’s,
then cross to Thankerton, Quothquhan, etc., to Greenshields
to see James Archibald, then home to Mrs. Brown's to tea,
where I talked even on for some hours to my great relief,—I
was 80 overcome with memories of all kinds, but the prevailing
feeling was gladness that I recollected so much. Uncle
Johnston 2 is much better; he is out of his old home and has
sold it. He lives behind his mother’s. I do so like him.
My Aunt is well and jocose as ever. . . . Well, after seeing
innumerable people, I got off by 1 to Kirklaw hill and from
that by Broughton, Drummelzier, Stobo, etc. I was going
over al{ that mystical night walk to Moffat, our supping at
the toll gate, our breakfast at Crook. . . . I then rode to Rose-
bank, where I had to meet Dr. Craig. To my surprise alon
with him is Young, who frankly shook hands with me, an
delivered an urgent message from to kim and dine with
him, which I, having my cord-de-roi-coat on, could not do to
my sorrow. Up to Cah'ands all right, at home all Sunday
reading the Christian Repository. Monday down to Peebles to
Breakfast, and ran about with Craig for 2 or 3 hours, then
down to Innerleithen by the south side of the Tweed, dined
with W, Craig at Innerleithen, rode to Galashiels by Elibank,
Holylee, and Ashiestiel ; got the door opened by Big-Head ?
and was very hapgy with him. In the morning he got the
Flesher’s pony and rode with me to near Smailholme. He
was a rare sight on the white pony, with his Mackintosh
sheet on, dodging away right merrily. At Kelso I got a
coach to Berwick. I found Kitty and Mr. and Mrs. Balmer

1 See Letter to John Cairns, D.D., p. 8. 2 Ibhid. p. 16.
3 The Rev. James Henderson, D.D., Galashiels. See sketch of him,
sbid. pp. 84-90.
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waiting me at the end of the Bridge, and at 7 o’clock was in
the snug parlour Golden Square, getting my coffee and
relating my adventures, and being deliciously petted for my
delicate state of health! Here I stayed till Saturday morning.
I was very much the better of it, more so than of any other
bit of the fortnight. Kitty and I were constantly together,
and as happy as we had power to be. William, I charge
you, love truly, firnly, knowingly, and you will have such a
reward as is above all telling. 7hey went to bed at } past
9; we sat up as long as we liked. Poor body, she’s dull but
content—what W. W. calls “ sage content and placid melan-
choly.” T got a gig on Thursday, and away we two set to
NorlZam a.ngo'l‘wizeF and Flodden, and we two were away all
alone for 9 hours. It was a sour, wet, boisterous day, but
we were above it all. Don't be angry at this, and don’t think
I am forgetting you. I got home on Saturday; father well
but thin, Isabella well and fat. My father ver{' happy and
affectionate and talkative. Both he and Isabella know my
attachment to Kitty; I am glad they do. I often so weary
to see you and to know how you are at that very moment.
Oh I wish the winter were past, and the time of the singing
of birds and Psalm tunes by the two great Bilk brothers were
come. Good-bye, my own dear dear William,—Y ours ever-
more, J. B.

XXII. To THE SaME

[EpinBuren, 9th June 1839.]

John ‘[Taylor] Brown has got some very rare and glorious
Tracts of Sir Harry Vane. He got them in London when he
saw Andrew M‘Kay. . . . My head is running on Jedburgh,
and will not give it up. 'Try and get the know%edge of 'S
present income, etc. Oh, if I could make £400 a year there
and you the same or more, we would with the grace of God
and our 2 dear wives be Kensidderable Keemfortable. But
it is all a Dream, so down with it, but—be sure to get the
greatest possible information about it. Try and learn from
Reid when he means to go. I shall bring Wasp out with
me. I am somehow very void of thought to-night; I
often wonder what state I am in, whether I am in any
degree under the influence of God’s Almighty Spirit. I
fear I am not, yet I have great relish for religion and am
quite satisfied that there is nothing else worth anything.
But I go on from day to day always about to be, and I see
no likelihood of a change. . . .
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XXIII. To THE Same

Friday, 2 o'clock afternoon!! (14th June 1839.]

My pEaR BiLx—Here I am by a sort of miracle sitting
quietly at this time of day writing to you. You would be
again disappointed at no letter. I was in the Court of
Session to-day hearing the Kirk Culprits censured and re-
buked.! The Lord President gave it them stifly. . . . How
queerly Jeffrey was looking at the whole affair, Moncreiff as
sulky as a beaten Bulldog, Gillies like a Lion of 100 years,
untamed and vast, and Meadowbank like a cross between
a monkey and a small tiger. I was in the Gallery, and
on looking round whose eyes should I see surveying the
whole scene with quiet glee but the eyes of the Rev. John
Black, Liddesdale?2 He is to breakfast here to-morrow. I
saw Wasp yesterday. She had just been drawing a Badger,
to the admiration of all the knowing ones in the Grassmarket,
and to the perfect satisfaction and ilentulation of Sandie
Campbell. She first of all walked deliberately into the Box,
and after a long and serious discussion with the Recusant
Badger, perwailed on him to be dragged out ; then as he was
rushing in again, she instanter was after him, and after a
very brief interview perwailed again, and would have cheer-
fully performed it over and over and 10 times over again.

I purpose coming out on Friday next week and stayin
till Monday, and taking a long Sabbath Evening walk witﬁ
you anywhere, say to Bowden. I am not sure if it was very
wise to write to Nichol about ——, inasmuch as he ma
tell that I am thinking of leaving Edinburgh, which would
be a pity. Nevertheless I don’t much care; whenever you

t any information one way or another, be sure and write
me, that the dream may be ended. What a piece of work is
man! . . . You are well off, to have the everlasting hills
and the clear river in your eye all day. Howsomedever I
argue not against Heavens hand or will, believing that the
soul of good is in things evil and will one day be seen to
be so. . . . I feel more real interest in my profession than
ever, and I feel too that if my mind were relieved of these

! The Lethendy case. See Hanna's Memoirs of Dr. Chalmers, vol. iv.
p. 126 ff., and Lord Cockburn’s Journal, vol. i. p. 227.

¥ All through life Dr. Brown retained for the Rev. John Black the
deepest respect and friendship. At his death he wrote to his son, the

Rev. Dr. Armstrong Black, ** As regards literature your father opened
for me the gate beautiful.”
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daurned distresses personal and pecuniary, I would make some
real progress in knowing and managing disease. Like you I
am K\r %rom satisfied with my own state; indeed I do not
know what my state is, and would give anything to know.
I am so distinctly #wo persons, a good and an evil. 1 think I
realise the existence and character of the Almighty, and I do
feel a reverence and a Godly fear, and a certain intense desire
to be on His side. But, after all, this is only for a minute or
two, and then I am the same thoughtless, impure Fool as
ever. I believe it all arises from a want of belief in the truth
of the Bible, and a want of real love for the Bible God, but,
like you, I cannot order my thoughts by reason of darkness.
I have nothing that I can write. John Brown is here; he
goes to Stirling in a few days.

Half-past six. No letter from Kitty. I have just left
Coventry Dick. He has a t desire to go with me to
Melrose, so maybe we shall kim out. In that case we shall
stay in the Inn. Isabella has just come in and told me of
your letter. Really, mine own most all-dema.ndinﬁ brother,

ou are rayther furious. The tooth key I shall bring out.
{suppose you have one of Reid’s, in which case you cannot
be at a loss, as I hold that a good tooth-puller can pull with
any key or claw; at least I can! So there’s a piece of in-
solence for you. The pot of Electuary is for Mr. Henderson ;
s0 let him get it as soon as you can take it up to him. Tell
him that I shall probably be out on Friday, but that if he is
from home I shall not come, of which you can let me know.
I am wearying exceedingly for Reid’s going away. Try and
sound him. I mean to walk out and to wear your Corduroy!
so be composed. Janet Aitken is much better, and at this
moment is lying on the sofa. She sends you her best love.
Be sure you write instanter to let me know about Wasp. If
I come out on Friday, I shall bring her with me; she is in
beautiful condition, ready for anything earthly. Tell Reid
that he will get Chambers out whenever I get a clean copy.
Be sure and mind the pot. Good-bye just now—38 o’clock.

Best regards to Mr. and Miss Williamson, etc. etc. Tell
me all you want me to bring out, and I beseech you be

somewhat reasonable in your demands.
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XXIV. To Joun Tavror Brown

June 29th, and July 1st, 1839.

My pear JomN—I like it decidedly and everybody does;
even the Saturnine old man my father read it l';{u'ough and
said not one word against it,! which with him is great praise,
and your father, it seems, positively approved and glorified
it. {am really pleased with the whole look of the paper,
and especially with the first article. Iam exceedingly glad
for your sake. On my own part I never had any misgivings
about the matter, being sure of my man and as certain that
he would do the thing as that Willie’s Wasp would draw a
recusant Badger. But work hard and think g'eely, fully, and
firmly. I am busy just now making up my mind upon some
fundamental Doctrines, and maybe I sﬁall send you a set of
“ Letters™ on Civil Government, its Means and Ends. I am
off to the Eildons on Wednesday, where I have resolved to
be happy for 5 days. William 1s out, and I go to arrange
all matters and screw his door-plate on. There has been a
great discovery since you left, in the shape of a book called
Mad Moments, or Verse Attempts by a Born Natural® C. Dick
is all on fire about him, declaring him a cross between John
Milton and William Wordsworth. He is certainly a fine
fellow, with a heart and soul and vois of the true sort. There
isa t deal of first-rate original matter in his poems, and
his language is as natural as, and far more compact and
forcible than, Southey’s. Try and get a look at it. I was
at Harvey’s® at his farewell Bachelor’s dinner. We had great
fun. Allan the painter was there and was very delightful.
Will you send a copy of the Observer to me at Melrose,
directed Rev. Thomas Williamson? Good-bye just now,
mine own Familiar. You are getting fair play at last and
will yet be made manifest—so macte esto.—Yours ever
affectionately—very, Jonn Brown.

By the way, be as brief with lf'our articles as you can, and
I think you might head them all.

! John Taylor Brown was editor of The Stirling Observer from 1838 to
1844,

* See Hora Subsscivee, 1t Series, p. 813.
3 Afterwards Sir George Harvey, President of the Royal Scottish
Academy from 1864 to 1876.
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XXYV. To His BrotHER WILLIAM
Monday night. [Autumn 1839.]

Dear Trm—You didn’t pass the Chevy?! Oh no! I
didn’t sleep all the way in, and I didn’t find 37 things
to be done instanter immediately on my kimming home, and
I didn’t diskivver that I had left my slippers in the house of
the disgusting one. See you send them in this very day, or
else I will sell your copy of Burnett’s Specimens? to-morrow.
I am very duﬂy indeed. The quiet serenity of Melrose and
the sort of dignified ease of that glorious Bar 8 is really not
very good for one who comes home only to find that Mr.
C has not sent any money in the shape of Board,* and
that the term day is fast a-kimming. But never fear, married
I shall be, and a Householder you shall be, before this day
8 months. Try and get rid of the Gipsy at any price,
try and get into old Melrose ; try and do without any more
clothing for 8 months, till you buy the white Cassimere
waistcoat and get the Hessians ; Try and be

Diligent in business,
Fervent in Spirit,
Serving the Lord.

. . . I mean to keep up my soul, to take a ride out the length
of the Barness® Castle Ferry Inn, to spend the day in mutual
altercation and then come home. Alexander Brown is still
living, or rather dying. He told me yesterday that few
things delighted him more than thinking of the free clear
infinite range his thoughts would soon have about everything.
He is a noble fellow and deserves to live for ever. . . .

I had a letter from Kitty; she is very well, though very
anxious about this marriage, much more than about Prince
Albert and the Queen. I mean to write to Lord Brougham
telling him that if nobody else believes his word I do, and
that I consider him the biggest if not the greatest man of his
time, and conclude by suggesting to him the propriety of his

; ghe staj h Cheviot. Enalish Prose W the Earl
vy ! . itor iost
Timas to 5 Clow of the Seventoonth Contury, - o7+ /7o he Bartis
3 The * glorious Bar” was the parlour of the George Inn, Melrose,
kept by Mr. Davidson. He was a man of unusual intelligence, and a
keen \Jhig and voluntary. At the time of Dr. Brown’s visit to Melrose
political and religious questions were engmssinf;. and in the parlour of
the * George " they were frequently discussed. It was in respect of these
discussions that Dr. Brown makes use of the above phrase.

¢ At this time Dr. Brown took students as boarders.
8 Probably Blackness Castle, on the Firth of Forth,
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cutting Lyndhurst and the Roman-nosed “ Corporal™ and
walking into the Temple and flailing the moni{-changers, etc.
Thursday.—Write immediately and send the slippers.

XXVI. To THE SaME
Tuesday nicht.

Dear Rocer—To appease your fury, you will by the
Chevy receive some un{:eeman fine superfine cloth for our
bodies. Tell Walter that if he does not put his whole soul
into his shears and his needle, he may go and hang himself
on any convenient rafter in the neighbourhood. The white
Cassimere is not to be had for a week or two. Be sure and get
your coat made rather wide and something like a riding coat.

I wish you would see what Deans is about with that
eccentric table.! The Mirror of the Months? is not bound yet,
and moreover you will not get it unless you send in Daniel ;
there’s for you, my boy. Kitty is in London, which is cheer-
ing. You should 7eally write Maister Andro. I like your
words about and her gudeman. You Aze a fine fellow,
my mind is made up on that ultimately. . . .

I have not got Pickering’s delicious 2 Vols., 4/6 each,
of the Holy Living and Dying. Oh no!

I am gftlad you are busy. Write me very soon, that is,
this very day (Wednesday). My skunkdom requires only
to be known to be felt! TI'll send you out Lord Harry's
Dissertation on Political Philosophy. It is first-rate, I am
sure it is, though nobody told me. . . . I wish you would
write poor Isabella; in this you are more skunkish than I.
Now be sure and lay upon Walter the awful responsibility
under which he is laid.—Mine own familiar, yours ever more
and more.

XXVII. To THE SaME

[EpinBurcn,] Sabbath night [1839].

My peaR Bik—Yesterday was no go, and yet we did go.
John and I had a turn down to Portobello, I on the Drome-
dary, he on Solomon. We had a stiff gallop on the sands;
he rides beautifully. . . .

Alexander Brown is very much worse: I don’t know if he
will live out the month. Isata long time with him to-day

! The eccentric table was made by a local tradesman to the order of
Dr. Brown, and used by him for the rest of his life. It stood close to his
chair, and on it lay the books he was reading.

3 Mirror of the Months, published anonymously [written by P. G.
Patmore].
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It was during this period too that, without in the least
realising it, his life of authorship was beginning. He had
occasionally written letters and paragraphs in the Scotsman news-
paper, and as even his shortest and most casual notes had the
stamp of his personality, they arrested attention. It was Hugh
Miller, ¢ Geologist, journalist, man of genius,” who induced him
to write for the press. Miller was at that time Editor of the
Witness, an Edinburgh newspaper which under his guidance
exercised great influence. The Letters which follow tell the
story. Dr. Brown's busy professional life did not interfere
with his keen interest in the world of literature and of art.
No rising star escaped his observation. The productions
of Michael Angelo Titmarsh, both in pen and pencil, were
ardently hailed. But even at this early date, and taking as
he did very real delight in life, traces appear of the vein of
sadness, of self-depreciation, which later became only too
apparent. In the journal referred to there are self-reproaches—
“ Weak again,” “ Said no prayers,” ¢ Am I right in my way with
——?” «Is my failing of wishing to please not at work here? "
But joyousness triumphed. ¢ Away I set splashing through the
slush with J. T. B, talked largely about Keats, about every-
thing, felt myself clever and capable.” Sunshine prevailed as
yet; clouds were there, but they passed.

XXVIIL To nis BrotHErR WILLIAM

Monanday Nicht. [4th May 1840.]
Dear Bik—I am very glad you are so bus?'. This will
keep you more kimfertible than A ENY THING. You are
all wrong in thinking Kitty, or, as I call her now, KA TE,
is a tragedy queen, or has any heroic, savage beauties. She
is a soft-hearted, silly girl, who loves with her whole soul ;
8o, Master Tim, you must retract this imagination of

thine. . . .—Ever your own Fool, J. B.

XXIX. To THE SAME
MEeLrose, Monday. [1840. JMay?]

My prar WiLLiaM—Be sure and write me, and do in the
name of Universal humanity write so that at least each alter-
52



18] Letters of Dr. John Brown

1840-1849

During these years life was full of vivid interest to Dr. Brown.
For some time previous to 1840 he was engaged to Catherine
Scott M‘Kay. The long engagement tested and strengthened
their love. Partly owing to her father’s fault, money was scarce
in the M‘Kay family, and Catherine, bravely facing the fact,
insisted on doing what she could to support herself. At that
date to be a governess was in some degree to lose status, so she
had to fight her mother’s prejudice, but fight she did successfully,
and accepted a situation in a family in thé north of England.
She went by sea to Hull. In a journal kept during her absence,
—nmere jottings—and most of it addressed to herself, Dr. Brown
tells of his loneliness after leaving her on board and seeing the
vessel sail. Before parting they had exchanged Bibles, and he
tells her the first evening how he read in hers, adding, I shall
be so careful of all your flowers.” This paragraph follows: ¢ The
next morning, I went down to my father’s. I looked in at his
study, he looked up, with a very heavenly look, from his sermon
that he was quite full of, and asked how I was. I told him it
had been a wild night—without thinking to allude to him about
you. He said with such gentleness, ¢ Yes, but it was a land
wind and would do no harm at sea’ Wasn’t this good, dearest,
he had obviously been thinking of you?” At last their path was
made clear, and on June 4, 1840, they were married. His
practice was gradually increasing. He was true as ever to in-
timate friends, while his circle of acquaintances soon included
all who were in any way distinguished in Edinburgh society.
His wife’s beauty, her ability to take her full share in social
gatherings, and his humour and general delightfulness in
company made them welcome guests, and evening engagements
were numerous. Three children were born between 1841 and
1846, two daughters and a son, the second daughter dying before
she had completed her first year. In 1847 Dr. Brown was made
a Fellow of the Royal College of Physicians, Edinburgh, and for
a considerable time acted as librarian.
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It was during this period too that, without in the least
realising it, his life of authorship was beginning. He had
occasionally written letters and paragraphs in the Scotsman news-
paper, and as even his shortest and most casual notes had the
stamp of his personality, they arrested attention. It was Hugh
Miller, ¢ Geologist, journalist, man of genius,” who induced him
to write for the press. Miller was at that time Editor of the
Witness, an Edinburgh newspaper which under his guidance
exercised great influence. The Letters which follow tell the
story. Dr. Brown's busy professional life did not interfere
with his keen interest in the world of literature and of art.
No rising star escaped his observation. The productions
of Michael Angelo Titmarsh, both in pen and pencil, were
ardently hailed. But even at this early date, and taking as
he did very real delight in life, traces appear of the vein of
sadness, of self-depreciation, which later became only too
apparent. In the journal referred to there are self-reproaches—
“ Weak again,” “ Said no prayers,” ¢ Am I right in my way with
——?" «Is my failing of wishing to please not at work here? "
But joyousness triumphed. ¢ Away I set splashing through the
slush with J. T. B., talked largely about Keats, about every-
thing, felt myself clever and capable.” Sunshine prevailed as
yet; clouds were there, but they passed.

XXVIIL To uis BrotTHER WILLIAM
Monanday Nicht. [4th May 1840.]

Dgar Briig—I am ver{ glad you are so busy. This will
keep you more kimfertible than AENY THING. You are
all wrong in thinking Kitty, or, as I call her now, K ATE,
is a tragedy queen, or has any heroic, savage beauties. She
is a soft-hearted, silly girl, who loves with her whole soul ;
so, Master Tim, you must retract this imagination of
thine. . . .—Ever your own Fool, J. B.

XXIX. To THE SaME
MEeLrosE, Monday. [1840. May?]

My pear WiLLiaM—Be sure and write me, and do in the
name of Universal humanity write so that at least each alter-
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nate word may be obscurely guessed at. Yesterday I
delivered Captain Elliot of glee his shepherd’s wife.
The story was . I was sitting in the church when that
profane shrewd boy—I don’t know his name, but he herds
with Walter Cook and George the excusative—in rushed this
boy, and giving a comprehensive glance over the whole
church without the least special reference to me who was
within an inch of his lug, he shouted out, “ Where’s Doctor
Broon?™ Everybody heard it. Well, I had Captain
Elliot’s man on a nice grey pony waiting for me. She had
wished Clarkson,! but failing him, you were to be sent. How-
somedever, Master Curtis, wishing to do what England
ex?ecbed him to do, got upon the sorrel mare. I, however,
before this had got upon Cleareye, with my plaiden breeks
and corduroy gaiters, and was off like a shot. The mare felt
the greatness of the occasion, and trotted the whole way in
her great style, to the astonishment of Captain Elliot’s man,
who began with “That’s a gudeish trotter,” and ended with
“ Lordsake, she’s a deevil to gang,” he galloping the while on
the Captain’s blood pony. Sorrel had no chance. I was inand
had got the woman’s heart by the time Master Curtis arrived.
All went right, and from some passages since I would not
wonder you are called up to the ¢ Maister.” In the evening
I went up to Greathead and had my tea and a great deal of
fun. Milne is doing well enough. I took out the stitches
{esterday and strapped it. I saw Blaikie to-day and had a

ong crack.

XXX. To THE SamE
Berwick, Tuesday night [10th June 1840].

My pEar WiLLiam—How are you and what of the house?
All this must be asked by the pen not the tongue, bekase as
how we Dual are not akimming to Melrose. Bekase as how—
1st, Kitty feels queer in going to people she does not know;
2ndly, there is no possible way of getting our luggage sent
forward from Kelso. I think it will be far better to come
over to you as a separate affair. . . . We have been happ
here—very ; indeed I can sincerely say, I have never in
my life been so truly happy as I have been since I saw you.

e high and serious Doctrine is & joy for ever, but I shall
tell you about it. I have been a great deal with Dr. Johnston

1 Dr. Clarkson, Melrose ; ¢ Master Curtis ” was his assistant.
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Evening ; he, the Farmer, is sitting in his chair, the open
Bible with its cover of calf’s-skin on his knee, with his
homely, serious, thoughtful face, his comely wife beside him
with her sonsy infant asleep in her lap, the big key of the
door loosely held in his plump, sleepy hand. She is leaning
somewhat forward, and anxious that her bairns should do
well. They are standing in a sort of half-circle, all serious
but all childlike. They have been saying their “ Questions”
and are listening to their father explaining some of
Scripture. Behind them are the “ Man servant ans the maid
servant,” two rustic beauties. Through the window you see
day gently passing into night, the time when *comes still
evening on, and twilight grey has in her sober livery all
things clad,” when “silence accompanies™ and when in a
short while “Silence™ will be “pleased.” The whole picture
is full of meaning. The solemn Shadows of Eternity are
gathering over the family, as softly and yet as surely as the
shadows of night are falling on the earth and all its children;
and the father is seeing in his beloved children “ Beings
breathing thoughtful breath, Travellers between life and
death,” and after death the judgment; and beyond, that
undiscovered country from whose %:;ume none of these little
travellers will return; and he is telling them all this in his
own homely way, and they are listening with simple wonder-
ing seriousness. The whole picture is full of the beauty of
holiness without any fudge of sentimentality or overmuch-
ness ; it is delightfully toned. But this is, I must say, a most
outrageous way of entertaining you. It is like an article for
the Observer beginning, “our Townsman Mr. Harvey has,”
etc. I wish you saw it.

Write very soon. Kate the beloved sends her kind love
and so does her most jucund Spouse. Now be sure and write
thine own familiar, JouN Browx.

XXXIV. To THE SAME
Monday [14th March 1842].

My pEar Joun—I would have written you long ago, but
have been bedfast for nearly a fortnight with fever. It
looked ill at first, and I assure you it was no joke to think
of leaving this majestic world and my dear dear wife, and

oing I hardly knew where, all alone, cold and reluctant;
ﬁut 15 leeches at my lug did for the fever, and after 4 nights
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of entire sleeplessness I got some twinklings of oblivion,
but even yet I do not know what it is to get out of my depth.
I have been amusing myself reading in parallel lines Cowper’s
and Sir Walter Scott’s Lives, each giving the other’s interest.
I rather like this way of doing two things at once. What a
fine fellow Scott was! as shrewd, as queer, as game, as warm-
hearted, as Scotch as his Terriers. I have made one great
discovery, and that is that Solomon is right in his rating a
virtuous woman considerably above Rubies. For a sick,
silly, spoon-be-fed man nothing is so fit, so delicious as a
faithful, silent-stepping, everything-you-could-think-of-doing
wife. I have lain for hours meditating on this joy for ever.
Oh that you had one, mine own especial !

How are you? I did not get the Observer last week, whilk
was a great vex. I made Kitty read me the one before, which
was really good, both the political and the theological bit.
Our sturdy Isabella holds your views out and out. I thought
{our argument beautifully set out, firm, simple, sufficient. . . .

saw your father to-day. I have hardly had any politics in
my head for 8 weeks, but I am told Peel, that hummest of
Bugs, has rather done a neat thing in the way of Taxes.
This is more in his line than any great one thing. Nobody
will ever forget, I hope, how he wrote himself down an ass for
ever in that Corn-Speech of his. Write soon. I am going
about, but am very weak and in the worst of all states, neither
ill enough to be petted, nor well enough to be heroic and
self - sufficient, so send me a few of your gnarled thochts.
Kitty is out, but would certainly send you her best love.
Duchess sends her best tail wag. %aby Helen is growing like
a lily and eating like — just like anything!— Yours ever
affectionately, JouN Brown.

XXXYV. To CoveNtry Dick!
Wednesday, August 14th, 1844.

My peEar CoventrRYy—I was very glad to get your kind
letter and to hear that your beloved mother was somewhat
better. May God restore her a little longer to health and
her loving children. I have always admired and envied your
singular affection for her, which had all the simplicity and
strength and freshness of a child’s. You should be very
thankful that you have had such an opportunity of satisfying

1 Sheriff-Substitute of Bute.
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this part o:'egour nature. I never had, except during the
unremembered days of merest infancy, and fhave passed
through life with a constant sense of having a faculty and
wanting its fit object. My love for my mother has been
stirring unsatisfied in me” for 28 years, and will, I am
sure, never cease demanding its own till I meet her again. I
can remember standing at her grave, and wondering what sort
of odd trick this was gmt s0 many grave men were playing,
until they began pulling from me the little cord 1 ha.s in my
hand hording the coffin, and then I felt something of the
reality of my terrible loss, never to see her again and her
mild unchangeable eyes, and never to be near her and sleep
in her bosom.!

You are quite right. A man’s love for his wife is strong
enough, as a present thing stronger than any other, but there
is something peculiar and indestructible, and having its
beginnings unremembered and deep in our first consciousness,
in yours. Give my best regards to your mother. I always
liked her. . . .

Tell Robert I envy him his own delight and your grati-
tude for what he has done for the mother of you all. \%l.rite,
however shortly, how you are, and how she continues. Kitty
is away at Hamilton, but I send you her best regards on tic.
—Yours ever affectionately, JouN Browx.

XXXVI To Joux Tavror Brown
[January 1845 ?]

You must blow a trumpet and give Whigs, Rads, Tories,
Leaguers, and the Universal people a good hiding. I entirely
disapprove of the League making voters in the way it is. It
is against the rationale of all representation and might be
made to serve any purpose. 'The T'imes is right and Sairey
Gamp and her Crony are wrong. The Economist seems to
have more knowledge about it than any of them.

How much I liked g'our last notices; quite right to put
your heel on Ainsworth.

Do you see Fraser's Magazine? If you do, read M.
Angelo Titmarsh’s articles every one; you will like them.
He is the author of “ Jeames’s Diary " in Punch. Kitty and
your wee wifie send their loves. Write very soon.  J. B.

L See Letter to John Cairns, D.D., p. 9.
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XXXVIL. To tHE Rev. Dr. Joux Cairns
Epinpuren, 4th August [1845], 51 ALBANY STREET.

My pear Sie—My father left home this morning for
Glasgow, and he desired me to give you his best regards and
to say that it will be out of his power, greatly as he would
have liked it, to come to you sooner than Saturday.

I had some hopes of making the circuit with him and
hearing your first sermon,! but there is little chance of this.
I have, gesid&s my love for its inhabitants, a very peculiar
love for Berwick. It was the place I took my wife to on our
marriage journey, and it will ever have to me not a little « of
the glory and the freshness of a dream.” My father is well,
though wearied. He goes to Thornliebank to play himself,
by Synodical appointment. You would have been delighted
at the close of the Drama.? There was a Divine gentfeness
and peace came over the whole Synod, and every one felt in a
better sense than of old that Deus interfuit. liydon’t expect
to see many more impressive or unforgettable scenes.

You must take care of your health. You are a big and
powerful fellow, but you have a strong and relentless engine
at work inside of you, and you must have a care. May God
keep you long in this wor]g for His service and for speaking
His truth in its fulness and symmetry and power. Mrs.
Brown unites in kindest regards. We shall always look upon
you as a sort of Brother, so you know your riggts and your
duties.—Yours ever truly, Joux Browx.

XXXVIIL. To Jorn Tavror Brown
Monday, 20th Octr. [1845].

My pEar Joux—Have you room in the 4dvertiser for this
notice of Syme’s letter?® If not never mind—if so then you
must deal with it sovereignly and lick it into shape. The

1 Dr. Cairns was ordained as minister at Berwick on 6th August.
2 The reference is to a charge of heresy which had been brought
inst his father, the Rev. Dr. Brown, in the Supreme Court of the
nited Presbyterian Church. Two ultra-Calvinistic members of the
Court framed a ** libel,” accusing him of Arminian views. After a trial
which extended over four days, the Synod unanimously found that there
exists * no ground even for suspicion that he holds or has ever held any
opinion on g: points under review inconsistent with the Word of God or
e subordinate standards of this Church.” See Lifs of John Brown, D.D.,
Dr. Cairns, pp. 247 ff.
3 To Sir James Graham on Medical Reform.
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letter is really a good one and concerns that great Beast the
Public very vitally, if it but only knew it. I shall send your
Books to-morrow.

I have been in Stirling for a day and had a delicious drive
with Dr. Johnston along the Touch Hills, by Gargunnock
and the glorious Bexs overlooking in their grim beauty that
sea-like Carse with its creeping mists and scattered will
and farms and a wind-swept heaven overhead — beautiful
exceedingly, and comfortable to my man-wearied Soul.

Sydney Smith, in one of his Sermons which I have just been
reading, says something like this. It is good for a man to
Eet out from a great City and into places where he cannot

ut feel the force of an Invisible Dominion and an Unseen
Omnipotence, to see some things in the making of which
neither he nor his kind have any share. Did you ever see
these sermons ? They are very good, and often full of beauty
and godliness, with magnificent outbreaks of indignation and
scorn.

If you put in this notice of Syme, would you send me 6
copies on Saturday ? and write me at any rate to let me know
how you are. . . . Kitty sends her love and wee wifie alsl;).

J.B.

XXXIX. To THE SaME

8th Jan. [1846].

Dear Joun—Kitty has just given me a big lusty son,
fighting and roaring and doing immediate battle when he
was barely into this wild world of ours, quite a different
fellow from the gentle and blessed Jane,! who was like Words-
worth’s wonderful simile—*She was a dewdrop that the
morn brought forth, ill fitted to sustain unkindly shocks; or
to be trailed along the soiling earth; a gem that glitters
while it lives, and no forewarning gives;

But, at the touch of wrong, without a strife
Slips in a moment out of life.” *

You may wonder at it, but her small face and her dear eyes
have been more present to me the last hour than since her
death.

Kitty is now lying there as (again Wordsworth) «over

1 A daughter who died when scarcely a year old.
3 See Wordsworth, ** To Hartley goleridge."
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happy to be proud, over wealthy in the treasure of her own
exceeding pleasure.” But I must stay my ravings on conjugal
matters, till you are not only almost but altogether such as I
am by rEasoN of these bonds.

at a capital Bit that was in the Aduvertiser, your
Happy New Year, quite the thing—a sort of Scotch Charles
Ln.mgism about it, and a true John Taylor Brownism through
and through ; moreover, a most shame{ess and public making
of love to the great-eyed L.

I am delighted to hear from George Wilson that John
David is to have an article on the Vestiges in the British
Quarterly.

Miss H. Faucit is to be married to Theodore Martin in
June for certain.

XL. To THE SAME
[Jan. 20, 1846.]

My peaR JouN—. . . They are divine creatures these
children, and it was truly the Omniscient who said “unless
a man become as a little child he shall in no wise enter into
the Kingdom of Heaven,” or, in fact, into any kingdom worth
the entering. Did you ever read Whately on Christians
imitating children in their views of God as well as their
behaviour to Him ? It is first-rate. We have been getting
famous discourses from the clear-eyed, vehement old man,!
full of rich, inextricably bound together truth, and argu-
ments heated and softened and made irresistible by holy

jon. Give a man an absolutely right principle (a radical
one) and he can hardly be extravagant.

The other day, after a most beautiful and informative and
most human lecture on Mary, Lazarus’ sister, anointing Jesus
feet, Judas (whom my father did nof damn so outright and
extempore as many men delight to do), etc., and the High
Priests and the Rulers wishing to do for Lazarus to stop
Christ’s success, he suddenly, after reading in his best style
the 2nd Psalm, “ Why rage the Heathen,” etc., pushed up
his spectacles, and away his papers, and in his own old way
flung himself at the people in these words, ¢ Where is Jesus,
and where is Lazarus now? and where are these Priests and
Rulers of the people now? Jesus is gone up, and has sat
down, and shall for ever sit, on the throne OF the Universe,
and Lazarus is with Him, seeing Him as He is. Where

! Dr. John Brown's father.
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THEY are, in Heaven or in Hell, I know not; but this I do
know, that wherever they be, they are and shall for ever
be at or under His feet"—and then ended. I think we will
%et him now to publish his Discourses on Peter in 3 large
olumes.

But I am really running on about me and my father
at a pretty rate.

How gets on the Giant-minded, simple-hearted, always-by-
a-necessity-of-his-nature-in-the-right John Cairns? Now do
write me something long and something as good as the last,

which was as good as it was short. . . .—Yours ever,
Joun Browx.

I have some great projects to tell you, but of this again.

XLI. To THE SAME
(10 Feb. 1846.]

My pEAR JouN—I was much the better of your letters.
There is nobody writes to me as you do with such unstinted
love. But you must beware and not spoil me with your
praise; it is a dangerous thing as I feel 1it. I am inwardly
almost insanely vain, and it is this that makes me so
nervous, so diffident as to my being able in words to let
the world know all my miraculous gifts. This is literally
true. I seriously wish you would in your next say nothi
about what you like, and everything azout what you dislike,
either in thought or expression or general treatment. Now
I rely on you. You are quite right about my tendency
to excess In praise. This arises from 2 causes: 1st,
from my constitutional vice (for it amounts to one) of
wishing fo please at all hazards: this is one of my greatest
weaknesses. . 2nd, From a real e rative tendency,
arising from my passionate nature; this really interferes
very much with my trustworthiness as a critic. It strikes
me on reading my own writing, especially the one of to-day,
that there is a great sameness in the cadences of the sen-
tences, a want of long sentences, and of richness and round-
ness; too many exclamations, too many italics. Now tell
me all about this. The people here praise it without any
discrimination.

The sweetest praise I have got is my father’s and yours
and my own stunry -and delicious wife’s, all three honest and
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true as steel. They tell me thei')are greatly liked. David
Hill, I was very glad, liked Duncan’s character. Mrs.
Duncan too liked it. I go to Harvey next. I have sent
off Life in the Sick-Room. Tell me if Lizzy says anything
about them, if she reads them. What a capital review
of Miss Martineau, only a little too much praise for her
ladyship.

When are you coming in? You must see Wilkie’s pic-
ture ; it is not one bit too much praised.

Kitty sends her love.—YTs. ever, J. B.

XLII. To THE SaME
[10th February 1846.]

My pEaR JoHN—I hope by this time you have got my
Budget. If you think the notice can be put into your paper,
and if you can read it, then let it go; but if you ﬁndpasome
trouble, as I am sure you will, you may let it lie over for a
week and give me a progf; but don’t do one single thing
that will put you or anybody else to the smallest trouble.
If it appears on Saturday send me 6 copies. You know
my and my innocent (?) vanity.

. « . In Lowe’s last number Slick ! appears more dissolute in
thought and more nebulous in language than ever. Instead
of like the Vestiges® stars, concreting from a fire mist into
a nucleated bog;j,s Slick seems reverting from any body
he ever had into his primordial fire mist.

Our love to all our friends—to Aunty Balmer, with her

lentiful tea-talk and her hospitable face and voice ; to James
er,’ with his meek wisdom and placid melancholy, wait-

ing till he gets a new eye in a new world, and wearying
to join his mother and his brother; to John Cairns, who
is Augustine, Calvin, Jonathan Edwards, and kimself all in
one; to Home, who is a poet in posse, as he is a regular
“brick” and a first-rate quoit-{)layerin esse ; to his superb and
deep-bosomed and hearted wife, who is an Evangelical mother
of the Gracchi; to her daughters Prose and Poetry, the
Real and Ideal—Day and Night; to Dr. Johnston, the
smiling -teethed and benevolent laughingest of Euphrasian
Doctors ; to Mrs. Cunningham, the loving and timid mother of

1J Haliburton, the creator of * Sam Slick, the Clock-Maker.”

3 R. Chambers's Vestiges of the Natural History of Creation.
3 Dr. Balmer‘gmd ost the sight of one ey{.
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numberless children; to her robust Sister, who has a heart
and a fist and a fearless eye; and finally to yourself, who
are worth them all every one, and more than them, to me
at least.—Yours ever, J. B.

XLIII. To THE SaME

Monday night. [10th March 1846.]

My pEAR JoEN—You would be astonished to get the note
of our dearest Maggy’s death.! I would have written you
with it, but she was taken away in such a whirlwin«! of
suffering and in such haste that we were all confounded. As
John Johnston in his strong way said, “ the King’s command-
ment was urgent.” She had been ailing slightly all week,
but we had'no notion of danger till Friday night, and none
of immediate death till Saturday night. It was sore throat
extending into the windpipe. She had no power of resistance,
and made no struggle till the very last, when it was very
pitiful to see her sufferings. She died at 10 minutes to 10
yesterday morning. It has been a sore affliction for my
father and Isabella and us all. My father insisted on
preaching, which he did with great effect and extraordinary
com .
I have in the midst of all this to make a demand you ma
wonder at and perhaps be angry at. Some days ago
got a letter from Hugh Miller and his partner Fairley in the
Witness, enclosing £20! and requesting that I would give
them a few articles on the Exhibition, and giving as tileir
reason my notice of the Bible. I at first thought that I
could not undertake, chiefly from the honest belief (which I
still have) that I was unfit for the work. But the £20 in
hand tempted me, and settled Kitty, who was resolved to keep
it. My father and Harvey and David Hill all said I ought,
and I did on the condition that Miller would honestly tell
me if my introductory was not the thing. I was anxious to
do it very much on account of David Hill. I want to tell
the truth about him to himself and the public, and also to
give some notice of that noble fellow and true Artist, Duncan.
Now what I want and must have,—if not for love, for money !

! There were three children of his father's second marriage: Jane
Ewing, the wife of the Rev. J. Stewart Wilson, D.D., of New Abbey ;
Professor Crum Brown of Edinburgh University ; and the Maggy

mentioned here, who died when five years old.
3 See passage on this in Letter to John Cairns, D.D., p. 41.
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—your notes on Duncan. I shall steal so delicately that you
alone will know it ; only remember, if you wish to use them
yourself you must tell me so. If you are going to give them
to me, would you send them by first ? They were so
true and well put that I must have them. I fear I shall
make a bungle, but your giving me what I ask will not a
little lessen this chance. How are you? Tell me this when
you write. . . . Write soon. Kitty sends her love.—Yours
€ver as ever, J. B.

XLIV. To THE SaME
Wednesday [18 March 1846].

My pear Joun—1I send you a Witness. 1 wasso disgusted
with it last night that I begged of the editor to destroy it.
This morning when it came to me with its face washed (these
proofs madden me entirely) I thought not so ill of it, but
still far from well. I have, as you see, pilfered freely from
you. I have no continuity and thoroughness of thought, no
precision of standard to refer my likings or dislikings to,
and my style, if style it can be called, is the piebaldest,
oddandendest. Let me hear from you soon.

I mean, if allowed to go on, to set D. O. Hill above
Horatio! as a Poet or maker, Harvey above him, and Wilkie
above them all in pure spiritual fire of genius. I need not
::Zd that m vainbbit, and that tli]s no sma%ll bit, ;nll be

e quite our putting the notice o r, glorious,
genuix&a Dunc!;gyiny{he Edvmgwr. I have m Bgeen out
seeing M and her small pearl, a very fine comel
youngling. {Iow beautiful this world is! e Pentlands
with their snow, the clear Heaven, the genial sun. I ho
{ouwill be soon in, but do not walk in like a madman. Shall

order Life in the Sick-Room for you ? 1B

XLYV. To Coventry Dick
51 ALBany StrREET, Thursday, 17th July 1848.

My pEaR CovEnray—By all means do. It is a great and
a large and a new subject, for after all that has been written
about Walter Savage,? there has been no rationale given of

1 Horatio M*Culloch. 3 Walter Savage Landor.
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his merits and demerits. There was an article in the
Edinburgh some years ago, but it was a failure. You must
get the two double-columned Volumes immediately. He is
quite unique in everything, so you will not be troubled by
running him alongside of half-a-dozen other men, as is the
fashion nowadays, it being the way now to describe a man
not by what he is in himself, but by what he has in any
way resembling any one else. your hand at his poetry
—Gebir and some of his short pieces, and be sure to read
The Examination of Shakespeare and the Conversation
between Spenser and Essex, and his Pericles and Aspasia.
He is, you know, about 80 years old, a Tory and a Liberal,
a man of fortune. If you could get any authentic account
of him it would be very interesting, but I do not know how
that is to be had. r{)oes Robert know Forster of the
Ezaminer? He is very intimate with Landor. But by
all means set instantly about the thing; it will suit you and
ou it.

d You are assuredlyand without contradictability BETTER.
—Yours ever, J. B.

Catherine’s very sorry indeed she didn’t see you.

XLVI To ™ SaAME
CRierr, August 12th. The 12th! [1848.]

Dear Coventey—How gets on the Savage? and how
gets on the Critic of the Savage? Is he bettering more and
more? Here are we in an old cottage on the l%ill on the
“Cnoc™ of Crieff. This is the first day since we came,
which was on Thursday. The weather has been grim and

. Did you ever read a novel by Mrs. Opie, Adeline ?
If so read it again, if not read it twice; it is in its own way
quite exquisite.

This 1s the t slaughter, the St. Bartholomew of the
Grouse. Campbell of Monzie, that Freekirkman and purist,
has wagered that he slays 230 brace this day, besides
wounding and sending miserably into Eternit Sy times as
many. Have you heard from Maitland® lately? I had a
letter from him before I left asking me very urgently out

1 Edward Francis Maitland, a distinguished member of the Scottish
bar, who was elevated to the bench as Lord Barcaple in 1862. He was
born in 1808 and died in 1870, See Dict. Nat. Biog.
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to Broomland, and saying that to induce me to come he
would en, that one (or more) of the household would
hold themselves bound for having one or more true and
professional ailments, so that I might think I was in the
:iva of business :ﬁ wellalas d:{:ght. He is a fine fellow,
eficient in some thin to, er, but what is good is v
good and genuine. Iﬁ: aﬁ'ec%?onabe nature seems ve ﬁngy
Kitty and I are agoing off to-morrow to Loch Turrit, a
distance of 7 miles, she upon a Scandinavian Powney, and I
upon Mr. Shanks his gelding. We propose, if we get
ugh the morrow %al%:ntl , to set out to Glen Almond
on the same horses. the bye, if you will not tell I will
give Hvou a secret of the dreadfullest. Mr. Robertson of
the Head Inn here having been driven to distraction by the
myriads of the men of the 12th who came blaspheming and
full of gold, and mad to get each to their Moors, and having
already 30 horses out and all his Post Boys, obsecrated me
most affectingly to be his supernumerary Boy if need was,
and I had the scarlet jacket and leathern breeks all ready,
- but no demand! I was mortified, and how interesting mn
my spectacles and boots and swearing to the best of my
ability! Now remember this is a secret deep as Sir Robert
Peel. By the bye, is not he a redemptionless devil that Sir
Robert? What a speech that in defence and offence of the
Whigs on the Sugar duties! Will any man speak of him
as either good or true?
If you are so inclined, write. My regards to the double-
columned Savage.—Yours ever, J. B.

XLVIL To THE SAME
Munro's CorTace, CRierr, August 14th [1846].

My pear Covenrey—I got your welcome and fat letter
yesterday morning as I was in the act of driving Mrs. B.
m a gig through Crieff,! and I don’t know how better to
express my sorrow and affection for you than by telling you
that it took ten miles of this glorious country with its woods
and hills and waters and dappling sunshine and the excite-
ment of a brisk gig to clear away the depression and vexation
that came over me when I read the bit about yourself. I
am distressed for you and wonder you are so quiet and so con-
tented ; but you will yet get well and strong,(} feel persuaded
of this, and you and I may yet be in Glen Ogle and all that.

! See Horam Subucwa.ﬁ ?In‘l Series, pp. 391-402.
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Yesterday Catherine and I set off in the gig as aforesaid.
We got to St. Fillans about ten, having passed through the
woo£o of Ochtertyre, Lawers, and ugh Comrie, the
habitat of the Earthquakes (there was one last week), then
past Dunira. We left our horse to its corn and betook
ourselves to the hills, and lay among the heather half-asleep,
with the great mountains all lying about us in their
magnificent confusion and beauty; terrible fellows these
same Grampians, and not to be trifled with. They looked
as if they could have roared at us, and I daresay they do
this in the dark. After a genial chat with the Innkeeper,
who is very like Sir Walter Scott, about Grouse and Lord
Sefton the Great and his son the present Yerl, and the Free
Kirk and many other jocosities, we set off up Loch Earn
side, * beautiful exceedinglie,” Ben Voirlich the Big looking
down on us with a sort of surly smile of grim gratulation (!).
Then to Lochearnhead, where we put up our horse and
took a walk for 8 miles up Glen Ogle, a most savagely
beautiful pass. I left Mrs. %rown sitting on the banks of
the Ogle, with Duchy to and comfort her, and wandered
up among the rocks till I got quite terrified. Fancy myriads
o? huge rocks, cubical in shape, and many of them as big as
an Albany Street house, lying about on the hillside in all
conceivable ways,’and I a miserable Doctor wandering among
them, and in perpetual fear of falling into some hole finally
and for ever, and thinking I saw them slowly moving down
upon me. . . . This Glen Ogle is the most Heeland place we
have yet seen. We retumetf, and eat up with profound glee
two chuckies and two enormous cakes. We walked out,
and I discovered the Free Kirk Tent and learned from one
Dugald Sinclair, a kilted “Free” Heelander with a face as
keen as a terrier’s, that Dr. Clason and the Gaelic minister
had been here. Isaw in his hand No. 8 of the North British,
and to his great delight and at his request I wrote in pencil
the names of the Reviewers. He was a worthy and most
respectable-looking man.
en in Glen Ogle the Mountains, and especially Ben
Voirlich, got that look of intense blue, like the bloom of a
blaeberry, and gave us the sort of eery feeling that he was
much nearer us than many hills on this side of him. Do
you know the sort of thing ? “ a place,” as Wordsworth has it,
“not uninformed with phantasy and looks that threaten the
profane.” We then gigged it down the Lochside to Crieff,
and came home to our cottage hungry and happy, and
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satisfied with seeing and full of sleep as we could hold. This
is a very pleasant place, and our cot is the pleasantest
place in it. We are on the very forehead of the hill on
which Crieff stands, and have in our eyes a horizon of 60
miles or more, with these great fellows (the Grampians)
lying all about in glorious confusion and beauty. I fear I
am annoying you with all this expatiation; but you and I
shall yet have our journey into the Highlands, and possibly
we may be in the Smoo cave yet.

As for Libels and Literature and Politics and the Sunder-
land Election and the Inverness Assembly, what care I? I
did like Dr. Chalmers on the Savings Banks, and relished as

ou truly call it the glorious Bombast of Sir David (do you

now, he always suggests to me in his high passages the
stickit preacher). ler is powerful and expository in its
severe sense, but I thought it not pleasantly or unconsciously
written. Somehow they have not the knack of writing
genial, gnarled, undeﬂla{ English. The Quarterly beats us
all for that.

But I must end. I leave this on Monday or Tuesday. As
to coming to see you at Dunoon, I hope and fear. But you
will write me. f do so like to get your letters, with their

ages of Libels and Puppies, etc. Catherine sends her
g: regards. She is so sorry you are not strong.—Yours
ever affectionately, Joun Brownx.

What words they have here, they fill your mouth and are
cornery—just like as the mountains do your een—Ochtertyre,
Aberuchill, Ardvorlich, Dunira, Glenartney, Edinample,
Abercairney, ete. etc.

XLVIIL. To THE SAME
51 ALBANY STREET, Saty. [January 1847).

My pear Coventey—A Happy New Year to the Sher.-
Sub. of Bute—more health, more glee, more sleep, more
hunger, more of articulation (article making), more of to me
epistolary correspondence perfunction. You must, I hope,
have thought me a heartless devil, but I have been a half
delirious devil with this article making. Then did I send
off to Hanna 57 for which I paid 1/10, and I do
not know if out o t there can be hewn or clipped any-
thing that can pass. If it is ever born, you will see at the
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end some ferocious criticism, and just upon my own style.
My two cardinal vices are a tendency to preaching and fine
writing, and something which in any one else I would call
affectation ; and for not calling it so, I can give you no reason
except that I am not conscious at the time, but this you
know is not the test. If it does appear, you will, like an
honest friend, tell me what is bad, or at any rate what might
be made better, radical defects being hopeless and, like Mr.
’s nose, best let alone. What are you going to cook for
the Edinburgh? 1 am so delighted and self-complacent
about this. It was exactly my wish and indeed my expecta-
tion. . . .

Fling yourself carelessly in, and fling your flail fluently
about, a.ndy maul mercilessly. 1 have not got a Dog for you.
Charles the XIIL is too much like his namesake, madly
valorous.

Now write. I have some choice Edinr. Leeterary Gossi
for you, and a few fine malignities of the Sabbatarians an
their disgustingest Crew. Kitty sends best wishes. J. B.

XLIX. To THE SaME

Sunday [Feby. 22, 1847).
My pEAR CoveEnTrY—I have just got your goodest-natured
of notes. You did not need to write it if you thought 1 was
in any way hurt, as the saying is, at your Critique. I dont
know that I ever got a letter that gave me more real pleasure
than it did. The praise, though I knew it was excessive,
was and is and shall continue to be very delectable; the
blame was so appropriate, so nicely delivered, so wholesome,
so entirely in aocorrrance with my own judgment of myself,
that even from it I got more that was sweet than bitter. I
like your way of treatment much better than the somewhat
e(lluivoca.l compliment that Dr. Chalmers gave of its being “a
ﬁ;:irious article,” and then showing very innocently that he
misapprehended very freely the whole scope of it. As
to the Imitativeness, I am sure you are right, g(:lt how am I
to cure it, as it is done unconsciously ? But I am sick of this
said article; it is a drug now. I would have written to you
immediately, but, first, I was intimidated by your peremptory
command of let no man trouble me till I have polished the
Polity ; 2nd, I have been very much en, with busi-
nw‘ e e o
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Harvey’s “ Manse ” is going to be very good in his way ;
the landscape very good, no want of ideality in it. e
children and old men also very good; altogether it is full
of life and vigour, and not awanting in something higher, a
sort of moral beauty and sturdy intellectuality, but I do
desiderate more of Raphael in him, more love of the 73 xaAdv
for its own sweet sake. He has real imagination, as any one
may see by looking at his * Castaway ™ or his “ Muckraker”
from the Pilgrim’s Progress, but he wants musicalness of soul
—that something which makes everything be in tune with
the rest. As “the Graduate™! would say, he has Imagina-
tion Penetrative rather than Imagination Associative or
Contemplative. Now, he should have them all. The
“ Enterkin” has more of the highest qualities of a picture
than anything he has yet done. It is exquisite in its specific
sense, as a finished work of art. You should try and run
through and see our Exhibition. . . . There are two Turners
—one small one quite wonderful, and one large one in his early
manner, very beautiful, but unequal and wanting his later
enthusiasm and expression of infinity, which is to me the
most wonderful thing about him. There is a picture of
“ Oberon and Titania” by young Paton that everybody raves
about. It is astonishingly clever, and overflowing with mere
fancy. The Academy have bought it for £300.

I would rejoice if Maitland takes the box and the whip of
the old Blue and Yellow. He has many of the most sterlin
qualities of an Editor—courage, honesty, liberality, thoro E
breeding, strong-heartedness, and, 1 may add, genuine godli-
ness; perhaps he wants vivacity and power of appreciating
certain kinds of genius. I don’t know, for instance, if he
would fully relish the two odes on Psyché by our Born
Natural, or go into all the queer fancies and deep humours of
Charles Lamb. But you must be dead tired of me. Again
let me thank you most truly for your two letters. I am, as
the Highlandman delicately saig' of Rob Roy, “a man of
incoherent transactions,” but I am coherent enough in valuing
¢m and in missing your face and speech more and more.—

ours ever, J. B.

Write soon ; it is really a kindness and an excellent oil to
do so.

1 Ruskin.
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L. To THE SAME
Parapise, July 26th [1847].

My pear Covenrey—Here I am, and where the devil, say
you, is Paradise ? Write me forthwith and address at “ Para-
dise by Tranent,” and you will get an answer forthwith. It
is the house of the Freekirk schoolmaster of Ormiston, which
Ormiston is a beautiful and unknown village 24 miles from
Tranent, lying in the midst of corn and hayfields and woods
in the valley of the Tyne. I brought out the children here a
fortnight ago for Helen’s benefit. She is very delicate.

I have just come in, 10 o'clock, after lying leaning upon a
E}ﬁ looking at the moon wading through a glorified cloud,

ore me a dim grass field with the cattle browsing audibly
but unseen. What a sight it must be with you. Tell me
what you were about at 10 this night.

To-morrow I go home and get into the din and unrest of
the toun. Macaulay is to be spouting to-morrow. Cowan
is to oppose him, {mt I suppose with little chance unless
Duncan prevail on the Voluntaries and all the Ragamuffins to

join the Kirk and the anti-excisemen. However, it will
do Master Thos. Babington good, and put him on his
peremptors. . . .

I have been reading Lady M. W. Montagu's Letters.
They are capital as to manner, and occasionally as to matter,
but what a set of adulterers and adulteresses the Lords and
Ladies of England were 100 years ago.

I am reading what I amas{amed to say I never read before,
though I got it as a prize at the High School some 20 years
a%o, urke on the Sublime and Beautiful. It is quite worthy
of him and is most delightful reading.

What are you about ? Writing any? I have suddenly
become very sleepy and idiotic, so % -night. Write soon
and tell me particularly about yourself.—Yours ever,

J. Brown.

I write with the horridest of steel pens.

LI To Joun Tayror Brown
Saturday Evening [April 1849).
My pEAR JouN—I was so glad to get your letter. . . . Per-

haps you are rather hard on Lord John, but after all I have got
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tired of Whigs and Whiggery. 1t is a formula, and though
there is gOO(Fs in it, it must go the way of all formulas—to
the devil, and we must have a new Birth.

We had a humbug meeting a§ainst the Maynooth Grant,
in which that “fell wee Deevil” Candlish! by his craftiness
and intensig got the Voluntaries to sink (and in reality to
renounce) their principles and unite in pronouncing damna-
tion on the Papists, and conclude by petitioning Parliament
:fninst the Grant, on this ground, that Popery is error and

e Pope Antichrist—as if any Voluntary could go to any
Parliament gua a Protestant and allow to the Parliament
the faculty of judging of what is true or false in any religion.
The who{'e system of Sessions and congregations and
Presbyteries and meetings petitioning as religious bodies is
absurd, unless they allow the correlative that ge Civil power
has something to say to them on religious grounds.

. . . How true what you say about theological drivel!
That is a fine thing of Gilfillan’s,—some of it very fine. He
has the vision and the faculty divine, and like many others
is a gone man b‘\; being a minister. He is not a man to go
sweetly and meekly in harness, as all our clergy must.

There is to be a tremendous conflict in the Synod—a sort
of Armageddon. . . .

What a contrast from this strife of tongues is Turner’s
“Palestrina™! I don’t know what else couldggring it at this
moment into my head and eyes. What a glorious thing it
is—a joy for ever! It is the only Landscape I ever saw
which satisfies the desire of my mind and gives to this world’s
scenery “ an ampler &ther, a diviner air.” 'ﬂe other daysitting
opposite it I forgot it and then found myself wondering what
I would see when I got to the end of that chequered avenue,
and where that goat beside the steaming river would go
next. And so Blessings on that queer old lover of Lucre,
J. W. Turner, R.A.

1 Dr. Brown had a very deep respect for Dr. Candlish, notwithstand-
:xgathe questionable epithet applied to him in this letter. One Sunday
lunch at Rutland Street, his sister Jane and a friend announced their
intention of going to hear Dr. Candlish preach, and begged Dr. Brown to
go with them. At first he steadily refused, he *‘knew far too manl‘;
peogle at Free St. George's ; the elders at the plate will shake hands wit
me.” But his objections were overcome. He was deeply interested in
the whole service. The subject of the sermon was Prayer. On his way
home Dr. Brown said to his companions, * You were good girls to take
me there—it was splendid ; he first made you feel that you could ask for
anything, a five-pound note, and then he dared you to have any over-
mastering wish but ¢ Thy will be done.’”
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Write very soon and tell me how you are sleeping. Kitty
sends her love.—Yours and hers ever and ever, J. B.

LII. To Coventry Dick
Wednesday [ April 1849].

My pEar CoveEnrry—You are a good soul for writing so
soon and puttinf me easy, and a good soul for praising me,
even though I know that you have been trafficking at the
Shop of Friendship, beyond your means. Praise is very
pleasant ; praise from you is dulcedine dulcius. I by no
means give in about Tennyson. 1 detest as much as you
his affectation, his occasional amentia and frequent dementia,
but he is a true native poet; if you do not instantly give in
I shall send you (at your own expense) a copy of his Poems,
and if you don’t say that “(Enone,” “Love and Death,”
¢ The Miller’s Daughter,” “The Talking Oak,” “ Dora” are
true poems and akin to “Lycidas™ and “ Comus ™ and bits of
Paradise Lost, then am I a Dutchman. . . . I am in a funk
this day, having to read at the Harveian Society a notice of
John Locke’s Medical studies and life. I have got some very
curious facts from out-of-the-way places, showing that John
was much more of a Doctor all his s)ife than is supposed. . . .
There is an article of 50 pages by Croker in the Quarterly on
Macaulay, full of vigour, malignity, and good writing, and
though bad and wrong in the main, he hits home at times.
A tumid even a flatulent man is Macaulay and not one of
the immortals ; he wants the salts of genius and fine intellect
and pure ﬁrinciple—a sort of Rubens, not a Raphael, a Da
Vinei, or Hogarth.

Isabella is better upon the whole, but not well. My
father is disgusted and distressed at this sickening Sabbath
Question. 'When shall our sorrows have an end? Our joys
I long to see.—Yours ever, J. B.

LIII. To THE SAME
51 ALBaNY StREET, Wednesday [October 1849).

My pear Coventry—Has your little hairy absurdity
arrived? and what do you think of his rummest of mugs?
and that tail! I hope you mean to keep it right, by putting
it in a curl-paper every evening. He is the greatest oddity
I have seen for many a day. As far as I can judge, he 1s
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a genuine Skye, with a third of his vertebree omitted, and
all the marrow of the omission transferred to his tail, that
adunc tail. Cultivate him, study him, sing his praises and
his tail in a series of Sonnets.

I was very glad to get your letter, and to hear from my
father that you were so well. I hope the leg is better.
My father is off to Glasgow to the Alliance. . . . Did
I tell you that “Sydenham ™ is to be in the November
No. of the North British? Constable besought me for
some help and I offered it to him, being too much disgusted
with it to mend it for the Edinburgh. You will get it and
tell me what you think of it. I want you to set seriously
about your verses. I really am serious. Take up anything,
and write as you did in your letter to me. I know quite
well that a small volume of that would pay. Harvey is well
and busy. H has £4000 a year and a bad cold. I
would rather have my £400 a year and want the cold.

This is as absurd a letter as Wamba's tail. Catherine
joins me in kindest regards to your Sister and yourself.
‘Write soon.—Yours ever affly., J. Browx.

I am not joking a bit about your verses. It would do
you immense goog to set about it immediately. Make
Wamba your hero. J. B.

1850-1859

In 1851 Thackeray paid his first visit to Edinburgh, to read his
Lectures on the English Humourists, and Dr. Brown and he met
for the first time. In 1854 it was evident that Dr. Brown needed
complete change of scene and cessation from work, so in March of
that year, accepting the invitation of Mr. and Mrs. James Crum,
he left Edinburgh for a tour in Spain. His sister Jane and
two other nieces of Mr. Crum’s were of the party. In the first
edition of Hore Subsecive the « Story of Rab and his Friends
is dedicated to “My Two Friends at Busby, Renfrewshire, in
remembrance of a journey from Carstairs Junction to Toledo
and back.” In 1856 Thackeray returned to Edinburgh to
deliver his Lectures on The Four Georges, and the acquaintance
begun in 1851 ripened into friendship, and they saw much
of one another during Thackeray’s second visit.
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On July 27, 1857, Alexander Crum Brown writes to
his friend Wilson (afterwards his brother-in-law): “I was at
Biggar on Thursday hearing John (my brother) lecture to the
Biggar Athenseum. The subject of his lecture was ¢ The How-
gate Carrier, his Wife, and his Dog Rab’ Uncle Smith, in
announcing the lecture, had omitted the last word of the title,
and so John, at the commencement of his discourse, said that
he was sorry he was obliged to begin by a personal attack on
Dr. Smith, who had grievously insulted his friend Rab—there
was no doubt he was a dog, but he was a great deal more, he
was Rab, and he was more emphatically Rab than he was
a dog.”

In October 1858 Dr. Brown's father died. A few weeks
after, the first edition of Hore® Subsecive was published. In
1859 Mrs. Brown's health gave her husband great anxiety,
and in August, following medical advice, he took her to the
baths of Schwalbach in Germany. He had for travelling
companions Mr. Edward Maitland, at that time Solicitor-General
for Scotland, his niece, and Dr. Brown's sister Jane and his
brother Alexander.

LIV. To Joun TayrLor Browx
[23rd January 1850.]

I have just finished one of my rigmaroles for the North
British. Dr. Hanna and Constable begged me to give them
an article for February. I resisted manfully, but my vanity
came to their aid, and after a long and honest siege I
capitulated and gave them a queer article on Poetry in
ﬁneml, and Henry Vaughan,! “V,” ¢ The Bornnatural,” and

ilton and Festus (!) in particular. You would recognise
many of my pet doctrines and likings and dislikings. I fall
savafely upon Festus.

If you have 5/ to spare get Vaughan’s Poems from
Pickering. The article is too long for this number, and is
to go into the May one, if we live to see May.

Sydenham is, I believe, to be in the April Edinburgh.
Empson misled me about it and it was out of time. He
likes it, but it is sadly incomplete. I have no causality (to
speak of) in my brain ; great Comparison, great Ideality of

1 See Hora Subncm;,s 1st Series, pp. 279 ff.
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a sort, and a pretty good amount of conscientiousness. This
is a phrenological rationale of my merits and demerits as a
writer and & man. I wish I had an inch or two of your
causality and concentrativeness.

I am surprised at what you say about our Saviour Jesus
Christ, our God-man, our Fellow. ‘I have never had these
difficulties. My religion is really chiefly made up of love to
and belief in Him a person. My great want is want of
practical godliness and purity, but of His existence, and His
absolute moral ess and loveableness I never doubt.
All this I explain by my skull (and yet I am no more a
phrenologist tgm.n ever). I have large veneration—a great
appetite, or craving, for a God, large wonder, large Ideality,
small causality. I am often terrified at the amount of my
belief on the one hand, real belief, and the miserable want
of active personal goodness.

Poor Bob,! it is sad ; indeed one is puzzled and stupefied at
thinking on such a life as his, as if God had made him in
vain, as if his whole existence was a blunder, and that not of
his own making, but the burden and misery of which he has
to bear. He is a noble fellow.

What a humbug Miss must be and how vexatious!
but you can bear this sort of thing better now than 10 years

. As one gets on, one’s sensitiveness to these sort of
things gets kindly blunted, just when they get more frequent.
. .. Do write me soon about your health, and about
Wordsworth, and about everything. Kitty sends best and
biggest love.—YTs. ever, J. Brown.

LV. To CoveEntry Dick

51 ALBany StrEET, Tuesday [Feb. 1850].

My pear CoveEntey—I was so glad to get your letter.
It was very pleasant to me, and somehow had a vigour and
a cheerfulness about it that made me think the mind and
body of its author were in tolerable trim. I never am at
rest till I get your opinion about my Opuscules. I know
I will get something sincere as well as kind. I agree with
you about the quotation system. It is bad, and symp-
tomatic of weakness, but I know not how to change it;

1 Robert Callander, a fellow-student of Dr. Brown's, who died early of
consumption. v
i
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it is natural to me now, but I shall strive steadily against
it. In moderation it is E:od, as often what you mean to
say has been said in a better, and in the very best, way
before you. Wamba I was sure would be a joy for ever,
except 1n the matter of his bowels. We have an infant dog
at present called Puck, and it is dreadful the distraction we
are kept in between the deepest affection and disgust at the
little devil. . . . e book: 1

Have you got Shir et? It is a sin ok ; let
me knowyyomg'oopinioﬁfyit. I read veryg;;ttle; nothin,
interests me somehow. There are some things as g
as reading, sometimes better, and we will be going some day
soon where there are probably no books.

How is your health? There is a wonderful picture here
of Delaroche’s, “ Bonaparte before Abdicating™; it is reall
a bit of real genius. Jeffrey and his wife are exceedingly well.
Empson is better. . . . I heard from him very lately. John
Cairns has just been in at tea; he is a capital, sound-headed
fellow. . . .

LVIL. To Joun R. FiNpray
BrinGE oF ALLAN, 24th February [1850].

My bEaR Sik— Your welcome note reached me here
esterdaﬁ I left Edinburgh on Thursday, driven out of it
{ my Doctor in search of sleep, which I found in great
abundance here and have been revelling in it ever since. The
paper on Scott is by Lady Trevelyan, as well as the verses,
a.nge it deserves all you say of it. Mrs. Brown meant you
to send the proof of i¢ to Lady Trevelyan at 17 Melville
Street. Ishall be home at the farthest on Thursday and shall
see you soon afterwards.

Poor Sir William Allan is dead—another of our bright
and familiar lights gone out—another of our best and ablest
and most loveable men has “joined the famous nations of
the dead.” Did you know him? He was a rare bit of true
spirit and humour, gentleness, fortitude, and generosity. Up
to the last he was at work, with all his fire and industry, at
his picture of *“ Bannockburn.” The second last time I saw him
I came upon him before he saw me; it was a scene Wilkie
might have put all his powers into. The little rugEed,
wasted old man was lying on two chairs near the fire (like a
shipwrecked but undaunted sailor), his shepherd’s plaid round
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him, his bonnet on his brow, and his legs covered with some
of his Circassian and Moorish gear; he was lying there,
E:zding keenly all over his immense canvass, enjoying what he

one and kindling up at what he saw he could yet do.
You have no idea how picturesque the whole scene was. If
you have any notice of him in Wednesday’s paper, you should
get the Art Union Journal about a year and a half ago, and
you will find a most interesting life of him, written (the early
part of it) chiefly by himself.

I am rapidly recruiting here, but don’t feel myself, not
having seen the Scotsman since Wednesday. By the bye, I
am some of these days going to beg to be presented with an
orra copy of the dear old man, in mnsi£mtion of offices
which I mean to perform for his service.—Yours ever truly,

J. Brown.
Best regards to your Uncle and Russel.

LVII. To Covextry Dick
51 ALBaNY STREET, March 6th [1850].

My pEaR Coventry—It is needless for me to say any-
thing in mitigation. It is odd and distressing to myself,
how I can keep from writing you, for very few days pass in
which you are not in my mind, and in my heart too, as one
of the few whom I value most, and yet my affection goes no
farther than expressing itself to itself instead of to you.
Many a time do I think of the Sabbath evenings we had in
King Street, and many a time do I think of all you have
suffered and been deprived of since that, and yet I go on
from day to day and never send you a word of affection or cheer.

This has been an odd sort of winter to me. I have been
in indifferent health, my mind very irritable, many things
happening to please me, some to perplex and distress me.
In my profession I was making great progress, getting, I
daresay, inflated with silly pride, and the end of it all has
been an illness of more than a month, sleeplessness, headache,
biliosity, rheumatism, and a sort of shabby Scotch gout, all
running riot in my Eoor corpus. I am now, however, out of
the tempest, feeble but well, and one of my first acts is this
same writing to my old and dear friend. I am ashamed of
having said so much about myself after what I know you are
habitually suffering, but you will excuse this. How are you?
Let me have a short history of your state, and let me have
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some notion of how you pass your days, what you do, what
you read, what you think, and how you sleep. Would you
not be the better of coming here for a month? . . . Are you
able for much mental work? Could you indite a pamphlet
on this dreary Education affair about which everybog is
bungling? I wish you would if you are able; it would sell,
and mingit, indeed would, do goocz ..

Jeffrey’s death would affect you a good deal; me it did a
great deal—foolishly. I was under a sort of spell when I
met that bright old man. Empson sent for me after his
funeral, and for two hours poured out his affectionate and
promiscuous soul about his friend and father-in-law. He is
an odd womanish sort of creature Empson, with manly bits
here and there. . . .

I have been reading slowly Don Quizote; let me be
of you to do the same. I do not know that I ever enjoy
anything more. The madness of the Don is nearer nature
than anything in literature, not excepting Shakespeare, and
Sancho 1s unspeakable. Do read it and write me 4 Sonnets
upon it. Harvey has painted a picture, the “ Bowlers,” for
London, and has sold it for £400. Edward Maitland is
rising fast and surely, and so he may. But I must stop; let
me have a letter soon, and remember never to forget that in
spite of my silence I am as of old, yours, J. Brown.

Mrs. B. joins in best regards to your sister and in
obeisance to the omniscient

WAMBA.

Do you know this play upon the Tenses by Grotius?
Praesens imperfectum perfectum: plusquam perfectum
Futurum.

Did I tell you how delighted I was with Petronius
Arbiter? Try and get a copy and read him. He is full of
genius and mauck, but the genius is of the best.

Zephyrique TACENTIA ponunt
Ante meos sua flabra pedes.

Tacentia is very fine.

Emicuere ros®, violeque, et molle cyperon,
Albaque de viridi riserunT lilia prato.

These are some bits from him ; but his wit and nicety of
expression, and his startling bursts of seriousness and infinite
despair, are very striking.
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LVIIL. To Joun R. Finpray
51 ALBaNY StREET, Thursday, Tth March 1850.

My pEar Sie—My best thanks for your kind and welcome
letter, which was not long enough for my greedy con-
valescential appetite. It was exactly the sort of thing I was
wishing to get.

Many thanks also for your valuable gift of the Scotsman.
I am aszamed of my shamelessness in asking for it. But I
have never been rich enough to buy the Scotsman, though I
have always read it ; long before you were born I was suciing
in from its little double sheets the pure old Whi , its
sincere milk, and I have a filial love for everything about Zer,
Scotsman though she be. . . .

I am now greatly better, and hope to see you soon.

Happy Thalaba! is fishing at Cowdenknowes. I hear he
is constructing an article for the Edinburgh. Why do you
never write verses now ?

Do you remember Cowper’s lines on “ Yardley Oak”? I
read it the other day. Look at it.

Mrs. Brown to join her thanks with mine for the

resent of yourself.? She always grudged its leaving the
Eouse, as she, like a sensible woman, liked to take her time.
I send you Lord Jeffrey’s letter to Mrs. Sydney Smith. Read
it, and if you can, insert it to-morrow with the heading Lord
Jeffrey’s last Letter.

1t is so like him, and shows how entire he was to the end,
how full of honest industry, candour, and that quick, rich,
affluent intellect and affection which we will never again see
matched. It is a beautiful closing to the long, busy, brilliant,
useful, and happy day of that divine old man—

Whom never more shall we forget, or see.

But I am getting newspaperish. I may some day, when
you have room and I have time, give you a notice of Sydney
Smith’s Sketches. They are capital, witty of course, acute,
eloquent, and shrewd, and often strikingly serious, Common-
sense rampant throughout. They are a good antidote to the
transcendentalism and Nebular theories so much in vogue.—
Yours ever, J. B.

1 The late Alexander Russel, Editor of the Sootsman, called Thalaba
(after Southey’s * Thalaba the Destroyer”) in allusion to Russel’s fiery
attacks in the Scotsman on his political opponents.

3 The Scotsman. 81 6
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LIX. To Joun TayrLor Browx

51 ALBany StreET, Eninsuren [May 1850).

My pear JouN—You cannot think worse or so ill of me as
I do of myself. I often look upon myself as one sarcoma of
selfishness and indolence, not worth even my own caring for.
I got the money all safe, and ought of course to have acknow-
le%ed it. Andw. M‘Kay took the Arundel Subscription and
said he would send you a receipt. . . .

We are going on as usual, m{ practice increasing, but not
with alarming swiftness, my health much better, my position
improving. Sydenham and Locke have given me a lift more
than I or they (I mean the papers) deserve. But so it
always is; this world goes on per saltum in these matters.
The reason it was not in the Edinburgh was that Empson
sent it back wishing some changes, very slight, but my indo-
lence and pride refused. Then Constabfe asked me as a
desperate favour to give him, along with James Moncreiff and
a few others, a gratis paper. I furbished up Sydenham, and
added or rather prefixed the bit on John Locke, and glad to
get quit of it I sent it him. It has been much more liked
than I expected. You will see how deficient in all solid
qualities it is, but there are some things hinted at which I
had long desired to say. Don’t laugh at me for all this

loriation. Principal Lee mentioned it in his Introductory
ure and recommended it to the Students. Empson and
Rogers wrote about it, and best of all Sir William Hamilton
a.mﬁome of the best London Doctors. Sed jam satis hujusculi.

Tell me what you think of it. I know you will give me
both an honest and a kind word. . . .

You have no conception what a poor harumscarum brain
it is, and how little it is worth in that makes a man. I
:las);this in real earnest to you. I never said it to any one
John Cairns is going from strength to strength, deeper
and richer.

Now write me soon, saying you forgive me once more, and
will give me another chance.

tty joins in best affection to you, my own beloved
friend. J. B.
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LX. To Coventry Dick

23 RutLAND STREET, 13 June 1850.

My pear Coventey—Here we are sitting in the midst of
confusion. We left Albany Street this morning. I always
feel queer and dull on leaving any place where I have been
for some time, and in this case I feel it the more that in the
house I have left our dear little girl left us. I am so glad
to hear that you are better, that you are able to walk much
better. This is very encouraging. In addition to our
discomforts, we have lost our dog, Puck, a fellow of infinite
humour and affection and the very doggest of dogs. We
have proclaimed our sorrows in an emphatic Bill, in which
the word PU CK plays a great part. But seriously it is no
Jjoke losing a dog. I hope yours is still yours, and that it
18 waxing funnier and unaccountabler and transcendentaller
than ever.

My father has finished his new book.! I have read it all,
and though there is a great mass of excellent matter, a great
deal of true exposition, and occasional passages of manly
eloquence, I fear that it is heavy, like SOugh that is not
well risen. But this may not appear to others. The style
as a style is not good. Have you read Southey's 4 Vols. of
Life? What an impudent, pervicacious fellow he was, and
yet honest and warm-hearted and full of ideas, and what a
style! Have you got a sight of Tennyson’s In Memoriam ?
I think you would like it much more than otherwise ; some
of it is really exquisite. Let me hear what you think of it.
I am doing nothing but drudging away at my work. I am
going to eschew all philandering with the Belles Lettres.

I saw a capital article by your brother Robert lately on
Homceopathy. Did I tell }'ou that I have great hopes of
getting g:)m Lord Lovelace John Locke’s unpublished Diaries,
when a medical student? When you can, you may be sure I
will be glad to hear from or of you. Mrs. Brown sends her
best regards to yourself and Miss Catherine, as does also
yours ever very much, J. Brown.

1 'Zposition ‘nisrcessory or in.
1950)?”6‘? Ke‘;:)‘infof style, P g;rsomgrown vmteiJ ﬂ? NogElﬁEﬁ

before my father's death, he asked me to read to him one of his prin
sermons, bidding me stop when I came to anything I thought could be
better expressaf adding, *I know my style is not elegant ; your brother
John has a perfect style.””
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Did I tell you that Empson asked me togo out to Craigcrook
and choose a couple of Books from Jeffrey’s Library. 1 got
his favourite copy of Paradise Lost with his name and 7801
on it, and his Co ege Greek Testament.

Lord Cockburn is engaﬁed to write his Life and edit his
letters. Most people laugh at this, but if Cockburn do any-
thing to it, it will goo:gl or at least natural, which is a rare

thing.—Yours ever and hers too thy sister, J. Browx.

LXI. To THE SAME
23 RuTLanD STREET, July 8th [1850).

My pEAR CovENTRY—Your defiance came duly to hand
and was accepted to the extent of sundry pages of powerful (?)
writing, in which reason, wit, fancy, humour, and all the
talents were copiously displayed. But on looking over the
result, I burnt it, it being extravagant and altogether bad.
And now I have no furor to set me agoing, and would almost
from sheer inertia give in. I still, however, think I am
righter and you wronger ; perhaps I am right as 5 to 2, and

ou right as 2 to 5! this way of settling a critical dispute
ving the advan of brevity. But, In fine, get you In
Memoriam and it and then report. * Confusions of
a wasted youth™ refer, I should think, to the poems that
follow, and the feelings and history that they depict and
chronicle. But get the Book and get his other poems and
read “ (Enone ™ and the “ Gardener’s Daughter.”

Jeffrey, who was not given to like over-fanciful and un-
reasonable and fantastic poets, liked Tennyson very much
in spite of his faults and wants. . . . Harvey has painted a
portrait of Professor Wilson ; it is excellent. Dunlop (the
Advocate) is going to sit to him for his portrait. Harvey
often asks about you; he also is a true man. Write soon.
Love to your sister and self and W A M B A, J. B.

LXIL To s Rev. Dr. Joun Cairns!?
Sourn QUEENsFERRY, 26th September 1850.

My pEAR Sie—You must not be angry at my writing you
about your health. From Aunt Balmer’s and other accounts,.
I have got it into my head that you are not in a good way,

1 Published in the Life of Dr. Cairns by A. R. MacEwen,
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that you have overworked that big and hardy brain of yours,
and that if you do not call a halt you may get into general
bad health, or into some specific and serious ailment. I
write you, therefore, on my own selfish account, because a
t deal of my comfort, and much of my spiritual life,
mnds upon you. If you are sleeping ill, your memory
incompetent, your mind sluggish, irregular, indifferent, you
shoulﬁt once give mind and body a rest and a rejoicing,
and leave Berwii for a month. I am not joking. It is no
trifle when a Titan like you gets amiss. Those who are worst
to set wrong are also worst to set right. One thing you can
amend immediately, and that is gour late hours, and your
taking so little sleep. You should have 8 hours in your bed
out of every 24. If you speak to George Wilson,! who I
hope is with you, he will agree with me. We are all here.
The children have been for nearly two months, Kitty for
more than one, and I as often as I could. We were in
Aberdeen and up Dee to the Linn and enjoyed ourselves
greatly. . A
Kitty joins me in kindest regards. She is quite as
urgent on the health question as I am.—Yours ever affectly.,
Jonn Brown.

LXIII. To Joun R. Finoray

23 RurraND STREET, Wednesday [18th Decr. 1850).

My pEar Sie—My (or to speak in the dual sense) Our
biggest and best thanks for your review of Pen; it is worthy
of the Book, which involves no end of the best praise.
Your own remarks, and T. Campbell’s bit about Burns, go to
the quick of the matter; to make use of a perhaps too sacred
illustration, Thackeray is quick and powerful, he pierces to
the dividing asunder of the joints and marrow, and is a
discerner of the thoughts and intents of the heart ; once there,
he looks out and knows all things. I wish you had saved
Helen from utter softness, as if she had a weak, or no spine,
by referring to the true moral courage shown by her in the
matter of her first love. This should never be forgotten, and
the relation Laura (the spiritual one) bears to her in this way
is wonderfully subtle and fine. But you will think I am
going to write an article upon yours. I write chiefly to get

1 Professor of Technology in the University of Edinburgh. Thereisa
paper on him in Hore Subsecive, Qngbseries, p. 158.
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quit of our thanks, and to ask you to send a copy of the
Scotsman to Thackeray at Kensington. He needs and
relishes this sort of rational praise. I wish in next number
you would give us a paper on his style, both in itself and as
the medium of his mind.—~Yours ever truly, J. Brown,

LXIV. To Covextey Dick
23 RuTranD STREET, Sunday Morning [Decr. 1850).

My pear CovENTRY—Yours, and the mutilated and dis-
jected members of poor Tennyson, came safe to hand. I was
vex’d with both, you would wonder how much ; it quite filled
my mind all yesterday, and puzzled me not a little. Probably
the best way, where tastes so entirely differ, is to leave the
matter to time. I did not greatly admire the bit you sent,
but I did not dislike it in the way and to the d you do.
I am not a Tennysonian, as many are. I like him now, in
spite of my old dislike, and in spite of his many and great
faults ; but I have got more pleasure, and more thought, and
in a certain sense more Eood, from this little volume than
from any other book or thing for a long time. So you may
understand my disappointment in getting your anatomical
preparation yesterday,—not, as I have already said, because of
the bit itselg but because it made me hopeless of your ever
doing justice to the body of the book, the critic in you having
taken the upper hand of the poet in you, the reverse, I think,
being the normal way of going to work. First read the book
receptively and poeta and in a measure passively, giving
yourself up to the writer, trying to go with him and in his
spirit; then having got an unbroken impression, set about
judFing and bringing him up to you, and treat him accord-
ingly. But enough of this; you are entirely wrong in
thinking that I have nursed myself into a fit of admiration,
and that I must return to my natural state. I wish I could
grophesy with any measure of faith your getting out of your

elusion, but I know you of old as an oﬁlurate and much
dilected man.—Yours ever affectionately, J. Brown.

The poem you send is plainly an address to the second
Eerson of the Trinity; the orbs of light and shade are the
eavenly bodies either in or out of the sun.
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LXYV. To GeEorce Harvey

23 RuTLAND STREET, Friday [1851).

My peaR Harvey—Thanks for your unfailing ticket,! a
memorial to me of one of the best things I have met with—
your friendship. Wilson? is very greatly admired, and has
taken its place as the picture; only do bring back the ruddy,
heillthy colour. The other two pictures keep their ground
nobly.

A}; for the Two Turners® I cannot speak of them. That
tremendous sea is sounding in my ears, “ multitudes of waters,”
“ deep calling unto deep ™ « at the noise of his waterspouts, all
their %illows going over them,” and that boat sail in the bield
of the reeling transport, and the looks and screams and eyes
of terror that you find everywhere in the midst of the destruc-
tion,—what a picture! It has set my mind a-tossing and
tumbling and swelling, as that same sea. And that bit of the
steadfast green earth, “ The Vinm%e,” and that placid water !
such a contrast in everything, and yet how like nature and
himself. Probably this is even the finer picture, but at
present I am delivered over to that tempest of the sea and air.
—YTrs. ever Tempestuously but affectionately, J. B.

LXVI. To Lapy TrevrELYAN
23 RuTLAND STREET, 23rd June 1851.

My pEar Lapy TreveryaN—We are not so bad as we
seem, neither are we so as we would like Lady Trevelyan
to think us, but we have not yet attained that pitch of
“ depravity ” involved in our forgetting or neglecting to take
home and deal kindly by «“ A Study from Nature, by P. J.
Trevelyan™; no, I have not been so left to myself or to that
personage more remarkable for his talents than his virtues, as
that would amount to. My real reason for not writing is such
a magnanimous one that you would not give me credit for it.
I therefore keep it to myself. But, seriously, I have been by
one way or other hearing very often of you. I was very

1 To the Annual Exhibition of the Royal Scottish Academy.
2 Christopher North, author of Noctes Ambrosiana.
3 ¢«¢The Wreck of the Minotaur ” and ** The Vintage of Mécon.”
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anxious indeed about you—you looked so feeble and so sad,
when I last saw you at your door before setting off. And the
sight of your wntitnagk, and your cheerful words, have made me
very happy. Do take care of yourself, and keep out of the
reach of anlﬂnn like a Doctor. I heard that Sir Walter
was in London. %am tired of this eternal glorification of the
Exhibition, and am longing for a little of “the luxury of
disrespect.” I have some hopes that I may myself be the
unique mortal who will go into, and round, and through,
and out of that astonishing spectacle, with some measure of
Contempt and disdain. “ Poor creature,” you will say, “so
much the worse for you.” But I heard Jenny Lind and
cared nothing for her, I detest Mrs. Browning and Festus,
and prefer keray 10 times over to Dickens, and there-
fore I have some hopes, in this other universal point, of
differing from everybody else. I am glad John Igzskin is
comgl‘ﬁ back to his first and best love. I read The Stones
carefully last week ; it is a great work—in some respects his
test—but his arrogance is more offensive than ever, and

is savage jokes more savage than ever, and than is seemly or
edifying, and his nonsense (and his father’s) about Catholic
Emancipation most abundantly ridiculous and tiresome. I
once thought him very nearly a ; I find we must cross
the River before we get at our gods. He is surely wrong, or
at least not right, about the Cockney Perugino-ites. By the
way, I saw a picture by Etty last week, the “ Fleur de Lis,” for
which a friend of mine had paid the week before £1000, and
most astonishing of all, for which bit of insanity his wife, a
canny Scotswoman and the mother of a large family, applauded
him out and out. Poor old, miserable, magnificent Turner,
it is most lamentable and mysterious that such a gifted and
mighty creature should be such a wicked fool. Do you often
think of this—how seldom genius serves God, and how often
the Devil ? It is to me an amazing mystery. Since you are
not drawing from nature as you used to do, I wish you would
paint some word pictures, some studies from Nature as you
take your drives. But I must stop, for this is literally my last
bit of paper—scraps the two last. I need not say how glad T
will be and have been to hear from you. My wife is in the
country for a few days. If possible I will try and come up
and see you this Autumn, but I am bitterly intent on making
moneg",,and coaxing old ladies to “ employ” me. Have you
read Wuthering Heights—carefully? I did so last week, and
think it a work of the highest genius. If it had been in the
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form of a Tragedy, it would have been the noblest bit of
intensity and passion and human nature, in the rough and
wild, since Shakespeare—it is far above Jane Eyre. Ihave
not seen Dyce. You know I am a vile grovelling “ Voluntary »
in religion, in Education, in eve ing ; and therefore you
must (in that respect) detest and abhor me, and desire my
immediate extinction. I say this to prepare {{)’u for my dis-
liking the very things in Dyce that you like. What a harum-
scarum letter this is! It 1s a signal proof of my friendship,
my sending it to you! My best regards to Sir Walter. I
would like to have a note from him saying how he thinks you
are. Best regards to Miss Lofft.—Yours ever trulﬁ,
J. Brown.

I have not seen the Large Plates of The Stones of Venice—
I don’t believe there is a copy in Edinburgh.

LXVII. To CoveEntry Dick

23 RutrAND StReET, Sunday Evening [July 1851}

My pEar CoveEntry—Have you read a novel called King’s
Cope? It is two or three years old. If you have not,
and get it, and if you have, tell me how you liked it.
have been quite overcome by it in that old way which is now
so infrequent and so pleasant; it fairly beguiled me. I
often think you might amuse yourself and others by writing
a novel,—one of your own devising; you might play with it
and take your time, and could get out many things and
thoughts that are in you. I am not joking.

Are you sick of Lord John yet? Are you sick of all
Elblic men? Iam, except of Earl Granville, and Anastasius

ope, and Lord Palmerston. Who are your present pets?
Did I ask you if you had read the Life of the Bishop of
Norwich?! And did I tell you Kitty and I, instead of going
up to Londing, are going to lose ourselves in the Moor of
Rannoch? And are you progressing in Tennyson? And
have you read the 4th [i}ook of Paradise Lost lately?
And why are you writing me never and devil a word? And
how is Wamba and how his tail? Our friend Puck is in the
country; we did not like to hurt his muzzle and his feelings
by putting on the Municipal muzzle.—Yours ever, J. B.

1 Bishop Stanley.
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LXVIIL To Joun Tavror Brown
DaLuzxy, Monday, 16th Sept. [1851).

My pEar Joun—Your paper, with your handwriting, has
pricked my heart. I am glad you sent it, but for this
same pricking and for that paper on education—rem teti-

isti acu—you have hit the nail on the head. What is it
that we should desire to bring out of, and put into, the mind
of the lower classes of Englishmen ? El‘his question of
National Education seems to me to be getting more confused
than ever. Perhaps it is the preparatory mixture and fine
confusion that promises fermentation and a pure liquor,
which every man will accept as the true thing. What are
your rea] views on this matter, and how far do you think any
Government can go with effect ?

I have been in Glencoe since I saw you, and Kitty with
me. We had a famous round of it. She had first a fortnight
at Rannoch in a Chieftain’s house,! then I joined her there for
three days, and with £40 in hand we started for Kenmore,
Killin, Loch Awe, then back to Tyndrum, where we took the
coach to Fort William through the Marquis’ Deer Solitude
and Glencoe. It was a glorious day, and we were outside a
capital four-horse coach, and it was most delightful. The
Black Mount and the Shepherds of Etive and the glorious
Glencoe! I only wished we two could have sleg::l in it, as
Kou did, and heard the Spirits muttering at the back of the

ills. ' From Fort William we sailed up the Caledonian Canal
to Inverness, and from that into Ross-shire, purposing to get
to Skye, but that was not to be. We were three days
in a wild valley in Ross-shire, near Loch Monar. We then
returned home by the Perth road, staying at Aviemore two
days, and going to the top of Cairngorm in a day of terrific
wind. We creeped to the top of the precipice that overhangs
Loch A’an and looked down into its green and wizard depths.
What an unspeakable place that is! ... We then came
home, and have been ever since incessantly chattering about
our tour. We preferred doing this to going to the Exhibi-
tion, and we do not regret our choice.

We are all well—my Kitty is plump and brisk and the
children quite well. Write me soon. Kitty sends her love.

—Yours ever, J. Brown.
I had a very pleasant meeting at Lord Dunfermline’s with
old Hallam, a quiet, good man.

1 Dall ; Struan Robertson’s house. See notice of him in Hore Sub-
secives, Srd Series, p. 883,
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LXIX. To Lapy TRrEVELYAXN

23 Rutrann Streer, 20th Octr. [1851).

My pear Lapy TeeveLyan—Many thanks for that kind,
pleasant, and mindful letter of yours, notwithstanding of that
Satanic sting, in its tail, about the Doctors, of whom you seem
to think, what St. Paul said of the Cretans, and King David
(in his haste) of all men. I hope, however, that the despised
Doctors are right for this once, and that her Ladyship is
really and thoroughly well, and moreover that she means to
be here this winter and to make up for that hideous last one.
All here moves on its ancient way—the classes begin next
week, the Provost is elected, Hallow Fair happens, rents are
paid (or not), servants spend all their wages on Sunday
clothes and the Pious Sustentation Fund, the Concerts, of
which I hope you have heard, begin, Thackeray comes, and
writes his novel, and lectures, and dines, and is delicious. I
write a review of Bishop Stanley’s Life, in which I unfold a
new Doctrine for the regeneration of mankind, in which the
Theatre, Music, Dancing and the Fine Arts, Good Eating
and Drinking, and general jocosity are and have to be part
and parcel of the Christian Scheme. You are to write a
novel, an article on Art, and illustrate a new Edition of Pre-
Raphaelitism ; and Dr. Simpson is to give a course of Lectures
on the Apocalypse. So you see we are to have a jovial
winter.

We enjoyed our Highland tour very much. Isent Kitty u
to Rannoch a fortnight before me, to invigorate her. I join
her there, and had three days’ delightful prowling about—Big
Schiehallion haunting us for ever, looking at midnight in at
our bedroom window, and scowling and laughing at us when
we were deep in the grouse pie at breakfast. Were you ever
in Rannoch? One great beauty of it is that its roads all end
nowhere, the moor of Rannocz having never yet been ex-
plored, even by an exciseman. Then from Rannoch to Tay-
mnouth, then to Killin, spending a Sunday on the hills up tl{
Lochy, then Tyndrum and Dalmally and Loch Awe, then
back to Tyndrum, and on the top of a capital four-horse
Coach through the Black Mount Forest, past the Shepherds
of Etive, and down Glencoe in a glorious sunset, with the
hills of Morven bathed in heaven, and the gloom of night
pouring into the Corries. There was something quite unfor-
gettable in this ride; the spice of danger made it all the
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more keenly relished, it being something to drive down such
a Dantesque place as Glencoe at the rate of ten miles an
hour, with Eternity alongside of you all the way—for had
anything gone wrong with our coach we must have landed
there. Do you know the Shepherds of Etive? If not, you
and Sir Walyter must, before you leave this world, go and take
three days at Kingshouse and study these shepherds, and go
down Glen Etive. Then we drove along Loch Leven to Fort
William, and from that sailed up the Caledonian Canal to
Inverness, having that idiotic encourager of Art, Lord Ward,
as our fellow- nger to Invergarry. From Inverness we
went through Lord Lovat’s Forest and past Eilan Aigas and
the Dhruim to Loch Monar, where we stayed for three days
with the laird of Monar. Very happy days they were. We
had intended going on to Skye, but ? had to content myself
with a view, far off, of the Coolin Hills against a clear orange
sky. Then back to Inverness, and from that to Aviemore,
and up to the top of Cairngorm on a day of frantic wind,
such as William Davidson, the guide, had never encountered
—XKitty behaving like a Trojan and a Brick. Then home by
Perth. I left Kitty at Rannoch for a week, where she had
the fun of the Tilt Meeting. I fully intended being at the
close of the Exhibition, but Dr. Scott fell ill and I could not
go. I regret this, although I am Cynic enough to believe
that, though delighted and astounded with the idea of the
whole and with my ideas of it (!), I would have been annoyed
and enraged at many offences. Nevertheless, it is the great
event not only of the year but of the time.

I have wearied you with my nonsense, and must stop. I
like Pre-Raphaelitism all but 1its title, which is ugly, absurd,
and unkind. I need not say how glad I shall be to hear from

ou. By the bye, I have been 1mportuned by the gentle
i"‘ind lay of the Scotsman to review Pre-Raphaelitism. 1 cannot
do this. Will you? giving a short account of your own
estimate of the Brethren. Do, do this. Kitty unites with
me in best regards to yourself and Sir Walter.—Yours ever
truly, J. Brown.,

LXX. To THE SaME
23 RuTLAND STREET, 16¢h Novr. [1851].

My pear Lapy TreveLyaNn — Your letter was a great
pleasure, and all the more so from its having nothing in it—
reserving to myself the interpretation of “nothing.” It was
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very good of you to think of doing it, and still better and

r to do 1t. I shall now answer your queries. My I
1s now all right, and I never remember being in better health,
or having more of that pleasure in mere existence which is
one of God’s best blessings. It was not Brodie, but a very
different, indeed entirely a reverse man, , who gave the
Lectures on Sculpture. I did not hear them. He is a clever,
self-sufficient, easily pleased (with himself), overwhelming sort
of man, of whom I have some horror. He is himself, as he
makes all his men, women, and children, intensely muscular,
and seems to have all his muscles in violent action at all
times. An uncomfortable man, you will say, but with some
small particle of Divine fire. Do you know that I was asked
by the Philosophical people to deliver a course of Lectures on
the British Art of the past 50 {ears ?! Ideclined, like & man
of sense and discretion. . . . You will enjoy the Brewsters.
I envy you cantering about your moorlands on your pony in
these crisp, frosty days with ruddy sunrises and sets. g heard
that The Stones of Venice are to go on to twelve numbers,
which at two guineas each will be ruinous, besides keeping us
out of that third Volume.

. . . I would have thouﬁht John Ruskin too much a man
of genius to be always good-humoured. Shakespeare,I am sure,
was dangerous when he was writing King Lear and his bit of
The Spanish Tragedy. Is the Gainsborough your own; and
whose portrait 1s it? I admire more and more his two
portraits here.

What a charming book the Life of Constable is! You
know it. We were so delighted with it—there is so much of
the best affection and sense in him, and his love story is as
fine as Crabbe’s. . . . Good, readable books were never so
scarce; bad, stupid, impossible books never so plentiful.
Among the first is The Initials; if you have not rea.s it, you
will like it. The character of the strange, fine-natured girl is
to my eye exquisite. It is written by A. Z. herself. Mrs.
Combe knows %er.

Amongst the worst of the bad is Olive, by Miss Mulock—
or Miss Moloch, as she is pleasantly called—and Alton Locke,
a book which is my especial horror, as being one of the
“tremendous™ school of literature, everything at highest
pitch—words, sentiments, politics, religion, character (if it
deserves the name), conversation, all bursting most uncom-
fortably from excess of meaning (or its intention) and fury.
And to think that 4lton Locke is written by the author of
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The Saint's Tragedy, and a member of the Church of Eng-
land! This bit of fury of mine, at other people’s fury
and folly, brings something the opposite of both into my mind
—NMiss Block’s singing. Have you heard of her from her
Cousins? Such a voice for pureness, firmness, sweetness, and
power—and a certain speakingness—I have not for long, if
ever, heard. You don't think of the voice but as a perfect
medium, an exactest instrument, for telling and fulfilling the
inward mind. You would be delighted with herself as well
a8 her voice. She and her mother sing a song of Burns by
Mendelssohn—¢ Oh wert thou in the Cauld Blast, I'd shelter
thee, I'd shelter thee,” and she has a simple English air,
“ When thou art near me,” which is as fine as anything in
Tennyson, as pure and deep. Isabella Graham is singing all
the better of having such a rival, and La Petite Quartette is
getting on bravely.

But what a letter I am inflicting on you. . . .

Dr. Simpson is well, and as overwhelmed with work as
ever, and plunging about rejoicing in it, like any seal in the
Bay of Baffin.

I hope you continue well and strong. You are too hard
upon tE: High Sheriff, who, I have no doubt, is making
everything very nice and perfite. Mrs. Brown joins me in
best regards to yourself and him. We shall be very happy
to have another letter about such “ nothings ™ as the last’s.—
Yours ever truly, J. Brown.

LXXI. To James Crum
23 RutLAND STREET, 26th Nov. [1851].

My pear James—Thackeray may well be grateful to his
unknown friend. There has been nothing further from him
to-day. I mentioned to Wood what you say about an after-
noon lecture, and he said that no afternoon entertainment
had ever paid in Glasgow except Jenny Lind’s Concert. He
seemed to think that T'WO afternoon lectures might do.
I will write to Thackeray about this. I know nothing what-
ever of him personally, {mvin never set ezes on him, but I
am much mistaken if he would not enjoy himself very truly
with you two at Busby. He is a student of human nature,
and he would find both humanity and nature there, which
is saying more than can be said of some of the t folks.
But of his ways and his likings we can say nothing till we
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see him. It is most provoking his mismanagement in not
writing sooner.

I bave had a sad disappointment about the High School.
I had been working with all my might for three weeks for
my old friend John Millar,! and we lost it by one, one of our
men being laid up in bed. We had the Provost on our side.
If Thackeray does not go to Glasgow, you must come through
and see him. Have you got the new %)am finished? . . .

I will write you again if there are any news. I have set
Russel to blow a blast for Thackeray in Saturday’s Scotsman.

Kitty sends her best regards; she is so pleased at the
interest you are taking in our “ Lion.”—YTs. ever,

J. Brown.

LXXII To THE SaME
23 RuTLAND STREET, Wednesday [10 Dec. 1851].

My pEAR JamEs—The great man has come, and is a great
man, as well as writer. He is, in fact, greater as a man than
as a writer, and he is big as well as great, six feet two and
built largely, with a big, happy, shrewd head, and as natural
in all his ways as you yourse[if, or the Black Prince up the
way.
But to business. He has been so surprised and pleased
at his success last night that he longs to harry Glasgow of
£100, and if sure of succeeding would give two or four fore-
noon Lectures. Wood is indifferent somehow, and throws
cold water on it. Can you find out what is likely to be true
about it? I know you would both like him, and you might
take him out to Busby, and make him as happy as he would

ou. We had him at dinner yesterday all Ey himself. If
e does not go to Glasgow, try and come through for a night
next week. My father’s leg is better—he is altogether much
better. Best regards from us both.—Yrs. ever,
dJ. Brown.

LXXIII. To Lapy TREVELYAN

Sunday Evening [Spring 1852).
My pear Lapy TreveLryan—How delighted I was and
am with yesterday’s?—everybody is. Harvey’s eyes filled
1 See Letter VII., note.

2 A tly a notice in the Scotsman of the Royal Scottish Academ
Exhi t!on. v 0 v v
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(actually!) with manly tears when he spoke of it, and he
said, if not too forward, he would like the writer to know
how deeply he felt her words. Go on and prosper, and be
as long and as wicked and as delightful as you like. I hope
you have not been the worse for your visit here. Speak a
word and strong for Brodie. 1 know you will; he is
a fine fellow, with little enough to eat.
I secured your “Cornfield” and rejoiced the heart of
Hargitt.—With our best regards to Sir Walter and his
wife, yours ever, J. Brown.

The other morning I saw a scene which, were I a P.R.B.
and a genius, I would make immortal. Mrs. Wight's Kitchen,
the three sisters, in dazzling white bedgowns and nightcaps,
making of marmalade, the slanting sunlight streaming in
upon them and the bright kitchen things, the seeds of the
oranges swimming in golden water, the oranges themselves,
the clean deal table, the clean everything.

LXXIV. To Coventry Dick

Saturday, written instanter on receipt of yours.
[September 1852.]

MoST DEAR AND MOST MENDACIOUSEST oF COVENTRIES—Six
months without a word!?!? It is impossible, for besides
others I know, I sent you a letter of a dulcamarous sort
very soon before I went to Skye. . . . What thought you of
Thackeray ? for never a word of your think got ever I. Is
not Glenelg from the sea glorious, and are not the Coolin
Hills not to be spoken of with one’s hat on? And did you
ever go through Lochaber by the Spean and Loch Laggan
and Craig Dhu, and were you ever in the forest of Gaick ?
And were you ever in the Black wood of Rannoch with the
evening sun going down behind the Shepherds of Etive ?

It was impossible coming to you, quite; we both thought
of it, but it was impossible. e were for 3 minutes at your

uay, and the Sine Qua Non saw the neat harbour and the

hvef;' town, and mid screen of trees she saw “ my house,” but

this was all one could do. We went by the Mountaineer to

Ardrishaig, thence in herring boat of the swiftest and stink-

ingest to Ballimore on Loch Fyne, thence by Canal of Crinan

to Oban, and thence to Broa.dz)nrd in Skye; what a sail! I
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was out all night in Tobermory bay worshipping, pagan-
like, the heavenly host. ThencerZﬂ' atys of thepxrr’logling past
Ardnamurchan, with the biggest and most blazing of morn-
ing stars, and presently the sun rising up. I never saw such
a scene. We seemed in a sort of tempore heaven, earth
and sky and sea one imagery, and the hi{l:”of Morven and
the enchanted hills of Skye and Rum and Egg and even
Muck all in a sort of unspeakable beauty and strangeness. I
know very well it was quite a pekooliar morning, and would
have been noticed in the newspapers if any of our correspond-
ents had seen it. Skye we were in from Saturday to Tuesday
morning, and saw Loch Coruisk, which deserves all and more
than has been or can be said of it; then back to Oban and
through Lochaber to Kingussie, and thence by Ranmnoch,

home. . .

LXXYV. To uis SisTEr JANE, AFTERWARDS Mgs. WiLsoN
23 RutLaND STRERT, Friday [October 1852).

My pear JANE—Our dear father has got one of his
attacks again, not severe, but still he is in bed, and likely to
be there for some days. It is the erythema again. So come
you in, like a goodest Soul and comfort his soul, which is of
the goodest also ; let the wholesome | remain, and cheer
the natives and her parents, with the llght of her eyes, and
the hearty talk of her truthful and jocund tongue, and let the
Helper of Men, Alexander, stay with her and ve himself
like a United Presbyterian Brick. But come you in, by the
first train, and we will do our best to keep you cheerful.
Poor Kitty is in bed; I am so vexed about her, but she is
really improving—her Doctor said so to-day.

Our best love to all in that old home?! which for more than
40 years has been so dear to us; so no more sentimentalism,
but merely, yours merely and very, J. Brown.

My father does not know I am writing for you, but I
know it will please him—that lugubrious countenance of
yours.

1 The Secession Manse at Biggar.
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LXXVL To Lapy TrEVELYAN
" Monday Morning, 23 RutLanp StrEXT [1853 or 1854).

My pEar Lapy TrevELYAN—We (Christy, the man, and I)
got you out of your box this morning, earlier, I hope, than
you got yourself out of your bed. It was so pleasant and
funny to see your face looking out from the shavings and
dust, so like yourself, with that odd and pleasant mixture
of fun and pathos, which, let me tell you, distinguishes your

isage ; by odd I mean uncommon, especially in women. It
was no joke ing you ; the box was too tight, and there
was not sufficient bu;erage all round, so that the shocks the
box came through were communicated unbroken to the con-
tents, and there is a crack at one corner, not in any way
injuring you and easily to be mended. I like the likeness

uite—especially the mouth, since the eyes are denied—but
gley are your eg:ua.s to form and position and turn. The
mouth I think tiful and very like, and 1 like the stron
relief and the sort of side way your face comes out. Than
you very much indeed for it. Sir Walter’s little medallion ! is
capital, and set where it should be; he looks very much
at home there. Why, when Munro can do such things
as this, does he make such flighty, feverish, foolish things as
Undine in the Art Treasures? He must eat more of beef and
drink more of Bass, and walk ten miles a day and row four.

He has a great as well as a very tender and delicate
genius, but he must vindicate his strength, as well as his
%{’we and sweetness. He has done all these in you and Sir

alter. Was Dr. Acland in Edinburgh last week? I see
his subscription to our fire. I met last night a great and
old friend of his, a Miss Campbell, or, as she now (bein
aet. 76) calls herself, Mrs., from Exeter, a finely-preserv
courtly old lady, who has seen the world, and is wild still for
travelling, and is off in a day or two to Oban, Inverness, and
Elgin! and ibly may cross over to Skye!!

Ask the w about her, and ask the Dr. never to be in
Edinburgh without calling for me. My best to Sir
Walter, and my best thanks to him and you for yourself.
Mrs. Brown got safely to Pitlochrie on Friday, and would
arrive in the Black Wood of Rannoch before 10.—Yours
ever, J. B

1 In the bas-relief Lady Trevelyan wears a medallion brooch of Sir
Walter.
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LXXVII. To uis Sox
Saty. Night [1853).

DEearest JoEN—I miss you very much. I got to like you
somehow very much at Troiserag; was not this odd? I
hear you are to Mamasi. I went down to Granton to
see James Loch away, and if you only saw what a mess on
board the Victoria, sheep and swine and women and children
and rain and smells, and a poor deserter was brought in with
soldiers with drawn bayonets, and his hands chained together ;
poor fellow, I was very sorry for him; and there were 6
young recruits with hardly any clothes and no shoes, and all
so wretched.

James went in the other boat, which was much nicer. I
hear Uncle John is catching lots of fish. Good-bye, m
dearest son. I am so much the better of having been wit
you all, and you were such a nice companion to me.

F O R my dearest

JOCK.

LXXVIIL. To uis Sister JANE
23 RutLaND STREET, Monday Evening [1853 ?).

My pEAR Jane—I propose coming out to my ‘ea on
Wednesday by the Five o’clock Train! if the Laird and his
Lady are agreeable, and would like you and the small woman
to come down for me to West Calder, with your utmost
hilariousness of countenance and of soul. I am quite done
for and tired, and am coming out to the hospitable couple
for a day and a half, and then I come back bringing you
with me. Kitty is home and better, but not well. She
sends her love. My best regards to uncle and aunt and
cousins.—Yours ever affectionately, J. Brown.

LXXIX. To CoveEntrYy Dick

28 RuTLAND StREET, Friday [Novr. 1853}

My pEar CovENTRY—I have got Mrs. Brown home; she
was away in London for 7 weeks; we have never been so long
separate since we were married. She is better, but by no means
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well yet. I have had a t deal of anxiety and misery this
winter about her, and indeed this winter has been a very
gloomy one. Dr. Scott’s illness and death, and my own
profound self-disrespect and indifferent health and overwork,
—altogether I was in a sorry condition. I get old and worn-
out and tired of this everlasting struggle and worry. I have
read very little,—Burtons History, Villette which I like
immensely, and I am reading a sensible and lively book by
Dr. Forbes on Ireland; get it if you can. Did you read
Esmond? 1 hope you both liked and disliked it ; for style
and for its detached it is wonderful ; for its story,
disagreeable and unsuccessgl. But he is a great fellow and
will live when Dickens and Bulwer are no more. I ho
you relished Greg's paper on Alison in the Edinburgh. 1’)’;
{ou go out every day, and do you sleep well? t a
lessed power that same sleep is. I am more devoted to it
than ever. I wish it were as fond of me as I am of it. I
will write immediately after seeing J. Blackwood.
Mrs. Brown joins me in best regards to your sister and
self.—Yrs. ever affectly., J. Brown,

LXXX. To His SisTER JANE
RurLanD StREET, Thursday [1854)

My pEAR AND DIsGUSTING JANE—For it was disgustinF,
when James Crum was coming to dinner quite promiscuously
and I relied upon you and Alexr. coming over, to find that
ugliest and limpest of women had nothing to show me
for you but that note, which I mean to tear into 5861
pieces ; and then I proposed to myself to have gone with
you and Alexr. and Jock (Helen is to be at the Reids’)
to Peebles, in 3rd class, everybody sitting on everybody
else’s knee for softness, and you were to sketch most
Greigishly ! the Castle of Neidpath, and Jock was to keep
up a perpetual excitement by getting himself drowned every
10 minutes, and Alexander was to sit in the inn showing
off the Gyroscope at so much a head, and I was to lie
diffused on the grass, thinking as little as I could; and
all this and these things is and are in vain now, and Uncle
James and I are natura%lsy indignant.

I hope you have been sketching. Love to all.—Your
aff. bro. J. B.

1 Mr.Georgereigr&s)hudnwing-mm.
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LXXXI. To Lapy TrEVELYAN
23 RuTLaAND STREET, Sunday afternoon [1854]

My pEar Lapy TREVELYAN—I sent off the Drawing yester-
day. It showed manifest reluctance to leave its quarters, and
all its companions, even Raphael’s Virgins, were looking with
angry eyes. So you have much to answer for. I am so
ﬂad to hear of your great improvement. I knew it was

iss Lofft’s father, not brother; but if you will look at
these two words as now written, you will see I make very
little difference between father and son. I am hoping to get
off on Tuesday. Mrs. Brown has had an ugly accident,
having fallen and dislocated her thumb; it is now all right,
but it has marred her visit a good deal. As to London,
my desire of going is fast dying. Mr. and Mrs. Combe
are here ; I was at the examination of his School on Friday.
Human Nature is a queer odd thing; I found him as sec-
tarian and uncharitable about Phrenology as mt:lllly men
are about Calvinism. I get sick of doctrines of sorts,
agreeing with everybody in some things and with nobody
in all things. But I am in a bad E:xmour somehow at
present. If I saw your happy face I daresay that would 1&mt
me right. Give my best regards to Sir Walter and Miss
Lofft. Let me hear from or of you before long.—Yours
ever truly, J. %ROWN.

LXXXII To nis Wire
Tuesday night, HoteL pes Princes [Panis, 19¢th March 1854].

My pearest Krrry — We have had two beautiful days,
clear and cool. Yesterday we went to the Jardin des Plantes
and Pére la Chaise, and 1n the evening, after dining at the
table d’héte, to the Gymnase, a beautiful little Theatre,
quite perfect. Oh how I wished to have you with me, it
would have so delighted you! The secomg piece—we saw
three small ones—was La Crise, such a very touching stran,

iece, and the part of the wife played so beautifully by Mlle.

gudith. A husband calls in the Dr. to tell him that his wife

has gone all queer after 10 years' happiness, that she is mad

about socialism. The Dr. offers to cure her, and after a

great many malapropos, the wife, who is a fine creature,

and the Dr., who is a good sort of fellow, find themselves
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in their very great passion forced to run off with each other.
The husband comes in to her while she is waiting undecided,
and a long and very powerful, intense but perfectly quiet
conversation takes place; it ends well by her opening the
door in a sort of stupid terror, expecting to find the Dr.,
when in burst two beautiful children; she takes them and
hugs them. The acting and music and everything was
perfect. Jane was there and quite happy. Up in the top
gallery I saw a beautiful bare arm and plump hand lying
upon the dark velvet, and keeping time to the music; it
belonged to a little grisette like our Nelly.

I am for ever wishing you to be {xere. Oh, my own
Kitty, if it had but pl God—and what is more to the
Eoint, if it had pleased me—I might have had you and Jock

ere at this very time! Jock in his kilt would have
astonished them. I trust, however, that I may be the better
of this, though I am the same dull dog as I was.

LXXXIII. To THE SaAME

Pau, March 29th [1854).

My owN pEAREST KirTy — Here we are in this fine old
town, in a quaint old Hotel. We got on very well in the
Diligence, leaving Bordeaux at 6 last night and getting here
at 2 this afternoon. It is a most beautiful country, every-
thing so picturesque—the bullocks with their clumsy carts,
and the handsome, bold-eyed men, and the immense tracts of
moorland and forest. This is the most exquisite place I was
ever in, the Pyrenees lying quite near, of immense height and
covered with snow, a horizontal sun lighting up their heights
and darkening their hollows. How you would delight in it ;
it is like Crieff immensely magnified, a fine river and Henry
the Fourth’s castle. I never hoped to see such a sight as
these mountains—their pure beauty and their nearness and
inaccessibleness.

The men are very fine-looking, few of the women. We
found it much pleasanter in the Diligence than we expected ;
the roads are good and we had 6 horses and went at a good

pace.
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LXXXIV. To THE SaME
Muaprin, Monday, 10th April [1854].

My pearest Kirry —I sent you a small note this morn-
ing; the postage is 2/8, it seems. We start to-morrow
at nine for Toledo ; this is the limit of our wanderings; we
then return to Madrid and stay here till Tuesday, and then
to Burgos and Bayonne and Pau. I think James Crum is
determined to halve the distance and stay at Burgos a night,
otherwise we would have 52 hours of travelling, and such
travelling! It is terrific. I don’t mean dangerous, but the
bumping and wrenching and tossing and dust you can have
no idea of. We had a very wild ride from Valladolid to
Madrid. We crossed the mountains of Guadarrama, and at
one point we were 5094 feet above the sea—higher than the
top of Ben Nevis—in the midst of snow and pines. I awoke
out of a sort of nap, and found myself before a large
mountain so like Troiserag!! with pines, but not nearly so
fine as Struan’s. Nothing can be uglier than the Castiles—
no wood, no water, everlasting mangy plains, and such roads!
The mules and bullocks and waggons and picturesque men
interest you, but it is very dreary work. 'Fhis is a showy,
stinking, proud, and poor city; it was an out upon
nature to build a city in such a place, in the midst of a
wilderness. We bungled to-day entirely, and saw nothin
but the Royal Stables and Coachhouses. . . . I hope we wi
go to the Theatre and see the national dancing.

LXXXYV. To THE SaME

Saturday night, 15th April 1854,
Casa Viscayna, Maprip.

My owN DEAREST Kirry — I was so delighted to get the
Scotsman. It looked like a friend ; it was quite a Godsend
to us all and was instantly halved by the impatient Popple-
ton. Yesterday, Mrs. Crum and I went to a very fine sight.
We saw the very choice of the best of Madrid, and some of
the men were very noble-looking, one in particular; and the
ladies were the best I have seen, but not one real beauty,
except perhaps a girl about 14. They have a grave, rather
heavy expression, but are, I can see, great flirts, in their

1 A hill towards the lower end of Loch Rannoch.
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ve fashion. They are much stouter than the French;
indeed a great many women of 40 and upwards are very fat.
We went to the Royal Collection of Pictures. It is wonder-
ful; for quality, as well as numbers, far before the Louvre, 1
would say. One head of the Virgin mourning for her Son,
by Titian, is unspeakably pathetic: how much you would
like them.

You would like our dinners, so leisurely, and such good
cooking. We cannot manage the garlic, but have
from disliking and then not disliking, to positively liking, the
wine out of the skins, We had rain yesterday and to-day,
and the trees are bursting into leaf, the acacias beautifu{;
but this is a poor place as a whole—to London or Paris.
London is the most wonderful of them all. I continually think
of your delight for a fortnight in Paris.

Su Morning.—My own dearest, another beautiful
day ; we have clouds, which is a great relief from the glare of
the sun, and the trees are all n. If I were you, or even
half you, how happy would I be here, and indeed everywhere !
But I have no dougt, in spite of myself, this journey has done

me 'ﬂ:()d-

e Bull-fight is to-night, Sunday—or rather this after-
noon, in honour of Easter Sunday! Mrs. C. is not going.
Kigyy{h my dearest,Sh ldbe sul:t'le and drive out as often as you can—
ev in ou ield to your gaining strength. M

teful xgegards to yDr. Bengie fogaixis indnessgu;;o you’.'

ood-bye. Say to Jockie I will write him about the Bulls.
Kiss them. O, for a sight of you all !—Your ever affect.
J. B.

Have you had to pay double for any of my letters? I
hope to hear from you perhaps to-day. No man ever had a
better hope. I shall dress your hair in the Spanish style—it
is very much like your own.

LXXXVI. To Lapy TrEVELYAN
Eninuren, 23 RutLAND StrERT, June 12th, 1854.

My pear Lapy TreEvELYAN—It was a great pleasure to

t (our kind letter, though we were grieved to hear of Sir

alter’s illness, and your anxiety about him. No doubt it is

ut ; I am a believer now in this omnipresent demon of the

gzdy. He plays the devil with everything, and is always
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most horrible and least perilous when he shows himself openly.
Mrs. Brown is greatly gztter; I now have a firm hope that
she is to get quite well again and be healthier and p})ier
than she has been for years. She has had a sad winter of it,
with her own suffering and anxiety about me —wretch that I
am. Women are infinitely better than men. I think there
will be seven of them to one of men in the Elysian Fields.
Every one says I am better, except myself ; I say I am worse.
I had a rapid but very interesting Tour—to Paris, Bordeaux,
Pau, Bayonne, St. Sebastian, Vittoria, Burgos, Valladolid,
Madrid, Aranjuez, 'I'oledo, and back to Pau. I brought
home from that glorious place a couple of friends, of each of
whom it was not easy to say which was the nearer the next
world. I got them safe to home; one is slowly recovering,
the other lingering on to the end, but good and happy.
. . . How you would have delighted in Pau! the Pyrenees
twenty miles off looking in at every window, the Stone Pines,
the air, the simple, happy, humdrum people, and the moon-
light,—but Toledo is the place for moonlight ! I never saw
anything so exquisite as one night there with the full moon
and a naked heaven, and the Tagus unseen, mourning through
darkness and perplexing rocks, the Alcazar with its magnifi-
cent front, with the light full on it, and beyond on the
other side of the river deserts of vast eternity. {"ou must go
to Toledo before you leave this dim spot. Madrid is showy
and tawdry and poor and wicked, but the Gallery is wonder-
ful—I should think not much if at all inferior in value to the
Louvre. The Titians and Tintorettos and Paul Veroneses
and Velasquezes and one Murillo (Murillo is feeble) and two
or three of Leonardo da Vinci’s. Titian seems to me the
greatest of all painters, and his ¢ Entombment ™ in the Louvre
the most impressive piece of colour I ever saw. I hope you
got a good day for Mr. Powell’s house ; I wish I could get a
Calotype of your sketch. Noel Paton is coming here to-night
to sit and be silent and sketch. Give our best regards to Sir
Walter and yourself. I need not say how happy I always am
to see your hand. God bless you.—Yours ever,
J. Brown.

LXXXVIL To His SisTer JANE
Sunday Evening, 23 RutLAND StrEET [circa 1855).

My pear JaNE—How do you feel? Are you as anxious
to sce us, as we you? Are you an affectionate Sputchard and
1056
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dutchard ? for if you are not both, then I have done with

ou. You might write me a letter twice a week, or rather,
Lve written, for I hope to see your jocose vi in a day or
two. Boxer mourns for you lize any suckin ve ; he coos
like any turtle dove, or like all the turt%e doves in the
universe in one, and he relieves himself, and the cooing, by an
occasional howl of terrific plaintiveness and length in which
may be recognised by the instructed ear, the words, “ Jane!
Brown ! return! to me! your Boxer ! waits ! and weeps ! and
howls ! and growls ! and declares on his honour! as a gentle-
man ! that suicide!! must ensue!!! if you Jane! Brown!
do not return tome!!!™ His venerable and familiar friend,

our father, is in bed again with St. Anthony’s fire in his leg,

ut he is better. H:?:; and Jock are at Mr. Oliphant’s
School, and Jock is in mighty glee, and on his books is
written—

JOX BOOK,

which, you observe, saves two letters, and an apostrophe,
besides zeing itself a joke of some size and depth, and flavour.
Are you kind to Uncle James? Are you hungry? are you
cheerful? Do you sleep 7 hours out of the 247 Do you
remember the serious things I said de dentibus tuis, for which
. words see Ainsworth’s Dictionary. Good-night, my dearest
Jane. You will soon be home, which will be a great comfort
to us all, Boxer and me especially. — Your affectionate
brother, J. B.

LXXXVIIIL. To ms WIFe

EninBuren, 28th June 1855, one p.M. Saty.

My pEaresT Krrry—The children are away to Arthur’s
Lodge, and are going down to bathe at Portobello. I take
D. and W. Maclagan! out at 6. I will go over and dine with
my father. I do hope you are getting some good now of the
change. This is a very sweet fresh day; the sunset last night
was exquisite. John was so nice, excited but calm. We had
made arrangements with the adjoining farmer to get his
horses to assist us in dragging out that perch, and began our
operations near the stump of a tree, so as to hold on, till the
horses arrived, but the perch remained at home. Nothin
could be more lovely than the place, except John's fun ang

1 Sir Douglas Maclagan and his brother, the Archbishop of York.
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ways, his sense and vivid energetic ways, his childishness, and
unconsciousness, and goodness. Miserable news from the
siege ; it looks as if they are getting to the opposite extreme
of rashness,

LXXXIX. To Coventey Dick
EpinBuraen, 23 RUTLAND STREET, 6th Decr. 1855.

My pEAR CovENTRY— . . . Did you see Pitt and Fox in
the last Quarterly ?

I wearied of Thackeray’s winking (as somebody else said)
constantly to the reader and telling you his thinlz about his
peoples. But what a quantity of good matter in that book,!
and what a thoroughly good style. Have you read Little
Dorrit, No. 1? Nothing more Dickensish could be, in chod
and bad. Dickens is a child of genius, but only a child;
he never progresses, never improves, never studies, never
restrains. Read Dr. 4Antonio, and if you don’t like it you are
not the A. C. D. of old.

Are you really coming? Speed your coming.—Yours
ever and your sister’s, J. B.

XC. To uis Son
Tuesday night [1856].

My pearest Joun—I am very cold, having just come
in from Colinton. The moon is as big as the drawing-
room table, and was getting up with difgcult from behind
Arthur’s Seat,—I suppose some boys at Duddingston were
holding her down by the tail. Did you ever see the Moon’s
tail? You can only see it in the dark. How are your toes ?
I am so sorry for you, my dear friend; get Dick to lick
them. Are those rude boys still plaguing you? I hope
not. Are you going on with Queen Mary’s history? and
are you quiet and nice to Mamasi and to Helen? I am
sure you are. I wish I were inside this letter, even though
I had to lie in the letter-box all night. Give my friendly
regards to James, and ask if the 5000 pigeons and the 600
weight of soap have come yet? . . . Good-night, my dear
boy. Be sure to look for the moon’s tail, and if you can,

1 The Newcomes.
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bring in a basinful of moonshine and wash your hands and

toes In it—you have no idea how queer you will feel.
Good-night again, and kiss Heleny for me, and Mama.—

Your affectionate father, Joun Brown.

XCIL To nis Fatuer
23 RuTLaND STREET, Monday Morning [1856).

My pEAr FaTHEr—I do hope you are not shutting your-
self up and studying and writing ; you may, from long habit,
be unconscious of the effort, but it is quite certain, that by
concentrating in your brain the nervous emergy, for the
purpose of thinking out a vast, complicated, and severe
subject, and then committing it in the gawest and strongest
words to the smallest space of paper, you by necessity with-
draw nervous energy from the rest of the body, you render
your digestion imperfect, and your liver torpid, and all this
reacts upon the brain, and you have giddiness and disturb-
ance of vision. Try by all means to diffuse this nervous
energy, by being out of doors, by being idle, by talking and
being talked T0, by sleeping.

e Bishop of Edinﬁurgh has issued an interdict against
the Bishop of Jerusalem for having intercourse with outlaws

like Mr. mmond,! and of course everybody went to hear
the interdicted Bishop at St. Thomas.—Yours ever
affectionately, J. Brown.

XCIL To Lapy TREVELYAN
Sunday Evening, 23 RuTLaND STrEET [4th Feby. 1856).

My pEAR Lapy TrrveLyan—I wish you could have seen
Noel Paton’s picture “The Soldier’s Return.” It is by far
his finest work, worth any amount of * Pursuits of Pleasure.”
We had it here for two days, and you have no notion of the
excitement and impression it made. Be sure you make all
your London friends see and study it, though they should
carry ladders with them to the Academy. “The Pursuit of
Pleasure ” goes also. He has altered and says he has im-
proved it. Bits of it I always liked; its whole, never.

1 The Rev. D. T. K. Drummond belonged to the English Episcopal
Church in Scotland, and was not under the jurisdiction of the Scotch
Episcopal Bishop of Edinburgh.
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When are you coming? and how are you? My poor Kitty
has not been well again, suffering from that vile old pain.

Do you hear from Mr. Ruskin? and do you write him ?
If you do, tell him I wrote him a huge letter, in my brain,
after reading that ‘ﬁlorious 8rd Volume.! (It, the letter, is
now gone beyond all fetching.) Tell him how delighted I
was with it, especially the chapters on the Pathetic Fallacy,
on Finish, and on Scott’s poetry. I have sent you a Witness
with a small piece of my incoherence, about Noel’s picture ;
if you think she would care for it, it on to S {
hope you have better accounts of her. Give her, and her
friend who is now reading this, my best regards, and the
same to Sir Walter.—Yours ever, J. Brown.

XCIIL. To CoveEntry Dick

23 RurLaND StrEET, EDINBURGH,
Sunday Evening, 6th April 1856.

My pear Coventey—I am very glad to have seen you;
you were so much better than I had ex , 80 like your
old self. How have you been since ? whence do you get
that blessed cheerfulness and content? . . .

I have been making a secret but searching inquiry as to

our Thesis that no woman likes, in her heart, Don Quixote.
{know two, and think to-morrow to find a third, thus proving,
per excipiendas, that you are right.

The Jubilation ? comes off on Tuesday. The old man gets
all manner of addresses and 600 pounds on a silver tray. He
means to add something to the 600 and make them over to
the Synod as a nest-egg for the proposed fund for old
Ministers.

Mrs. Brown, who is one of the two, sends her best regards.
—Yours ever affectly., J. Brown.

XCIV. To Miss Jrssie Crum
23 RutLaND StrEET, Monday [11th Nov. 1856).

My prar JEssie—Many thanks for the photograph, and
more for the letter, which was so like yourself, with your
queer subdued, deep, shamefaced enthusiasm, and all the old

1 Of Modern Painters.
* The celebration of his father's jubilee as a minister. See Lifs of John-
Brown, D.D., by Dr. Cairns, pp. Silog
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ways of that Bridge at Pau, and elsewhere. I knew Thackeray
would go to your heart. I do hope you are to be at the
dinner to-morrow. We have just come home from the third
George. We liked it better than the first time. What
wer and gentleness and restraint! I wonder at and love
im more and more. To-night he took the whole house by
the heart, and held them ; they were still, and serious, and
broke out wildly at the end. \{’e have seen a great deal of
him ; he comes and sits for hours, and lays that great nature
out before us, with its depths and bitternesses, its tenderness
and desperate truth. It is so sad to see him so shut out
from all cheer and hope. He was delighted with your
William Thomson ; he said he was an angel and better, and
must have wings under his flannel waistcoat. I said he had,
for I had seen them. Get him to come back to you after
the lecture and sing the “ Cabin Boy.” We would have been
so happy to have come if we could.
My love to Mrs. Margt.! and the heavenly and deceitful
Mary and yourself.—Yrs. ever, J. Brown.

I told Thackeray what Uncle James said of his first lecture,
that at its close, after the brightness and sustained light of
his words, “i¢ was like putting out the gas.” He said it was
the best thing he had heard about the lecture. Wasn't it
good? How gladly we two infatuates would come to-day
and have the dinner at No. 2 and the lecture again. It 1s
like “Fidelio™ of Beethoven, or “The Magic Flute,” or
“Jupiter” of Mozart. You like it always the more; you
know it as a whole and what is coming.—Yrs. again, and
your sisters’,

Tuesday morning.

XCV. To Miss Mary Gray Crum
April 8th [1857],

My pEar Mary Gray—Thanks for your welcome letter; we
were just hungering for some such Crum of comfort, in our
present forlorn state. They have taken away our god 2 and (in
the meantime) we are out of employment. If there was one
thing we are grateful to him for above another, it was that he

1M Crum, wife of Professor Thomson, now Lord Kelvin, and
sister of Miss Jessie Crum.
2 Thackeray.
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delivered us from Mary Queen of Scots, and Bruce, and Haggis,
and Burns, and Auld Reekie, and Hugh Miller. I have not
yet heard from him ; he will be much engaged. How the two
girls would expatiate over that t visage, and interfere
with the lower part of it, and what a talk at breakfast on
Saturday, and how deliciously we would all be cuddled and
cut up, or rather 1st cut, and then cuddled, because his sting
comes first, and then his own honey for its cure, and more!
Wasn’t that beautiful of Lord Neaves, Satire and Sympathy
rising in his deepest and highest nature, and rising together,
though they took each their several ways. I saw he was
so surprised and grateful at being so spoken of and under-
stood. If you had seen his pathetic, dumb face, like a great
child going to cry, when he stood up to return thanks for
his Two Muses, his Daughters, you would have had a
honest cry, you and Jessie, as I very nearly had ; only men’s
tears are seldom honest, and if honest, are Dearly bought.
He thought he had made an immense fool of himself
in his speech till he saw it next morning. I was so
vex'd for Alexander not getting to the dinner. You
and he must come through, and we will have a dinner
to the memory of the dinner and of him for whom it was.
Dr. Hanna’s was still better than the report; therefore
you may set him down as an ecclesiastical brick of the
finest clay, and a Free Kirk brick, which is the 8th
wonder of Time, even though in so writing I outrage
your feelings as the daughter of your mother. It seems
to me that it is being brought about by Providence and
another woman (you) that your father’s new house is to
be within a mile of Edinburgh toun. I know the best of
all possible places for it, and nearer to Glasgow in point
of time than this new tragic and uncanny Birkenshaw.
I don’t go into any discussion at present as to the sex of
Providence; like everything that is best, she is a she, I
am persuaded. Dont laugh very much at me for having
sent Jessie My speech. I suppose she keeps few things from
you, as you two, I fear, doat upon each other, and never
can be sundered without tears. This you must tell her
is her letter as well as yours.—Yours and hers ever,

J. B.

Mrs. Brown liked your letter so much, and I suspect likes
the penwoman too, a little. I am writing in the slippers,
which accounts perhaps for a certain soft-heartedness, and
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such a warmth and softness and comfort and crumfort of soul
and sole.

This was given me to-day by the Reporter.! It is what
our great friend said of your friend; he was too
much all of a heap to hear any of it. He is conceited
enough to send it to you. Thanks for your letter. J. B.

“ Mr. Thackeray begged a toast, and said :

“¢Some years ago, when I was working very hard, and
g:ttinﬁ small praise and less pay, I received a little packet

m Edinburgh containing a silver statue of an ugly little
god, bearing an inscription, “ Grati et gratae Edinenses,” 80
of whom had sent forward the very first testimonial I had ever
received in my life,? and begTd me to accept the ugly little

, and to keep it as a token of their sincere regard. I

ve got it now, and I shall always keep it, please God.
I have always had a kindness to the place from which I
received this very first mark of hospitality and affection;
and you may fancy that I have a special kindness to the
person who, I believe, was the originator of that harmless
conspiracy. Will you permit me, my Lord Neaves, to
interpolate a toast which is not on the card? Although
I am travelling quite out of the record of toasts, I know you
will join me in acknowledging the worth and kindness and

ness of & gentleman whom you all know, and whose worth

and kindness and ness I shall always remember. I
you, therefore, to drink the health of my dear and kind an
good old friend, Dr. John Brown.’”

XCVI. To Lapy TREVELYAN
23 RutLaND STREET, Thureday [circa May 1857).

My pear Lapy TrEvELYAN—I feel as if I had been more
than usually (and that is saying not little) mean. I got a kind
letter from you and a capital Anti-Toll one from Sir Walter,
with which I rejoiced the cockles of the Scotsman’s heart.
We were very much disappointed at your not coming, and very
sorry indeed for the sad cause of it. This death is for ever
intermeddling and confounding us. Miss Graham’s? favourite

1 J. Irvine Smith.

2 See note to ¢ Thackeray's Death,” Hore Subsscive, Srd Series.

3 Miss Stirling Graham, authoress of ‘‘ Mystifications.” See Hore
Subssciva, Srd Series. 112
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nephew Graham is dead, and his wife and his two daughters
(N}i)ghtand Morning)are on their way home. Miss Graham feels
it more than she says, as her way is—and yours, too, I daresay.
How delightful Wallington must be now! I am often there.
The crows and the young beech leaves and the cattle and
“tottle of the whole,” from your Ladyship to Mrs. Handyside,
and from Peter to Sir Walter. We were angry at Thackeray
about you, and he was ashamed and angry at himself—very—
he confessed it all to Mrs. B. He was ill, and cross at the
time ; he will make the amends yet to you, and you will like
him and he you, yet. He is a finer, larger, loveabler man,
or rather fellow, than ever. We are more infatuated about
him than ever. Did you read his speeches? He was in
such a fright, and stumbled and stuck delightfully—and
thought he had made an utter ass of himself. Wm. gtirling
did Eis part excellently, short, witty, courteous. . . . How
are you? are you any sturdier? Are you any reasonabler
about yourself? . . . How I wish I could put myself into
the train and be booked for Morpeth. . . . You will be
here soon, and I hope you will stay some time.

Mrs. Brown sends her best regards to yourself and Sir
Walter. How is your game little English :"l‘errier ?P—Yours
ever and Sir Walter’s, J. Brown.

Dobell had a very pleasant, poetical, and unintelligible
Lecture on the Nature of Poetry. He is a fine fellow,
without one particle of knowledge of men and women, or
anything under the moon.

XCVIIL. To Coventry Dick

Sunday [1857).

My pear Coventry—Have you read Froude, and have
you gone into Aurora Leigh?—a book of immense genius
and immense faults, and needlessly painful and indelicate, or
perhaps more. Nowadays everybody insists on turning their
own and everybody else’s insides all out. We have got into
the pathological School in poetry and in novels. Have you
read Jessie Cameron? That is all health and pleasantness
and hearty Scotch nature,

Have you looked at the speechings of that infinite Swell
and Snob Sir Lytton Bulwig? How delightful his saying
of Chalmers—*“an understanding so masculine coucked in a
style so gravely correct”! Hummest of Bugs, but the world
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likes humbugs, and makes them. The only thing I agree
with Bulwer in, and think he speaks a word in season about,
though against Edward Vincorcy Kent, is his upholding the
teaching of the dead languages. I shall be happy to have a
duello with you on this pint. I sent you a rigmarole upon
children antf' their Picture Books, knowing you to be one of
themselves.—Yours ever, J. Brown.

Do you take porridge ? If you do, I would call your corner
in this new newspaper “ Meditations upon a little Oatmeal
by a man out of the world, who sees and does not share.”

ou would get all your Sonnets and quirks and cranks out,
and it would amuse you. Do do it.

XCVIIL To THE SAME

23 RutranD StREET, May 18th, 1857.

My pEaR CoveENTRy—Mr. Peddie told me to-day that you
have lost Wamba. I know too well what this is to think it
anything less than a great sorrow. I would not like to tell
almost anybody how much I have felt in like circumstances.
The love of the dumb, unfailing, happy friend is so true, so
to be depended on, is so free of what taints much of human
love, that the loss of it ought never to be made light of.
Had he been unwell for some time? He was not old enough

to die of We have one such, and I don’t know what
Madam and I would do were he to die. How are you and
why did you never come here? Write me soon. ere are

many things I would like to ask you about and some day I
may take a run down and see you. I shall never see that
dear fourfooted friend and it is all my own fault. I never
did.—Yours ever, J. Brown.

XCIX. To His FATHER

Bowpon, 28th June [1857].

My pEar FatHER—We got here on Friday about } past
six. Kitty got on very well to Preston, but the Railway
after that shook her, and gave her a night of much suffering,
so that yesterday she stayed here. To-day she is easier.
James and Mrs. James are well and in their element, making
the greatest possible number as happy as they can. . . . This
is a ch , commodious house with great sleeping room.
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It is in Cheshire, and, being on a height, commands a fine
reach of the country Kendal and the Lake Mountains
looked very noble as we .

Yesterday we went into the Exhibition, which is on this
line of railway ; indeed the railways come into it. It is a
wonderful sight, and as remarkable for the common-sense and
quietness of all its arrangements as for its specific glory as a
collection of £6,000,000 worth of pictures and other ;i)ects
of Art. Mrs. James and I went over one long gallery. The
most interesting things in it are the portraits; everybody
feels their power. The holy families and saints were not
much attended to. After coming back we went to a park,
Dunham, near this, the Earl of Stamford’s, and enjo e«fa:he
old woods. Dr. Begbie was to see you on Friday. \z/e were
in the old church of Bowdon where the Doctor was married,
and you may tell him he did not praise it or the place too
much. The chimes of which he spoke we propose to get up,
so soon as we can get a marriage up.—Your ever affect.
son, J. Brown.

C. To Miss Jessie Cruom

23 RuTLAND STREET, Friday [1857)

My pear Jessie—Everybody should do the right thing,
at the right time; the right time for me to write to you
about the Art Treasures was when I promised to do so, and
now I am jaded and sulky and ungrateful and inarticulate.

I would have enjoyed Manchester more (and the more
would have been very much indeed) had you been there,
and had Mrs. Brown been free of pain and ‘able to enjoy it
to the full of her heart. She did enjoy it greatly in spite of
her suffering.

You must go before it closes and spend two days in the
Water Colours and two in the drawings and engravings.
Besides Turner, who is first and the rest nowhere, you must
study Hunt, Prout, Fielding, D. Cox, Cattermole, Fripp, old
Stothard, Duncan, and Weir's Cocks and Hens.

I left Mrs. Brown at Fulford near York, in a drowsy,
kindly house, with lively girls in it, to pet her, and save her
all sorts of work. Your work, I suppose, goes on. Were
you ever in York? If not, get William or Alex. or both to
take you, and let one day be a Sunday. I don’t think I ever
was so impressed with man’s work, as with the Minster.
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It is far before St. Paul’s or Notre Dame or Toledo. It is
the sort of thing Handel would have built, if his bump had
been building, simple, strong, delicate in details, and with
that look of the infinite and eternal which we all need. But
I am writing a sort of article, and you are, very properly and
heartily, laughing at it, and me '—Yrs. ever truly,

J. Brown.

I was, as usual, amazed at Uncle James’s intuitive sense of
what is giood in pictures and prints; and indeed everything
that he likes is always good. He may not like things he
should, or that “ we " like, but he never likes a wrong thing,
which is more than “we” can say.

CIL. To JouN MACFARLANE

Tuesday Evening [circa 1857].
My pEAR JOHNNIE MacFarLANE—For you still exist in my
mind as your former small self, with two immense eyes and
two small scarlet legs. I was so glad Lizzie and you wrote
these letters. I know this will do her great good, and you
must make her wear a grpetual G RIN. Moreover, as Sai{ors
always never know what to do with their tin, I propose that
ou get a comfortable Drosky and drive the 2 and the 3 and
{)ickle and the Mary’s dog over by Traquair to St. Mary’s
Loch, and go as far up the Yarrow as you can—taking tea at
the Gordon Arms Inn, on your return, and asking for ham
and eggs. If you do this, you will remember the day with
pleasure when lying off Canton—or sailing down the Straits
of Malacca in a Thunder Storm. Moreover, secondly, it
behoves you to spend 7/6 upon Lizzie in the form of Rus{in’s
Letters on Drawing ; and so -bye, and make the most of
your time—you are a happy fellow this night, and the women
are sure to spoil you.
Now, do make out St. Mary’s Loch, and get up the passage
from Scott, and start early, but not without breakfast.—
Yours ever affectionately, J. Brown.

CII. To Miss Nancy SmrTh

23 RutLAND STREET, Wednesday [July 1857].

My pEar Nancy—R A B and his clerk are coming out
by the early train to-morrow. The clerk will have had his
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breakfast, but R AB must have a quarter of lamb (raw)
ready for him and a washing basin full of new milk. Sandie
Leeciman will be happy to furnish the milk.—Yours and
everybody else’s affectionately, Tue CrERK.

In the Preface to the Illustrated Edition of Rab and his Friends
(1862), Dr. Brown refers to the visit to Biggar mentioned in
the above note, and relates as follows the circumstances under
which Rab was written :—

“ uncle, the Rev. Dr. Smith of Biggar, asked me to
give a ly;cture in my native village, the shrewd little capital
of the Upper Ward. I never lectured before; I have no
turn for 1t; but 4vunculus was urgent, and I had an odd
sort of desire to say something to these strong-brained,

rimitive people of my youth, who were boys and girls when
}) left them. I could think of nothing to give them. At
last I said to myself, ‘T'll tell them Ailie’s story.’ I had
often told it to myself; indeed, it came on me at intervals
almost painfully, as if demanding to be told, as if I heard
Rab whining at the door to get in or out—

Whispering how meek and gentle he could be ;

or as if James was entreating me on his deathbed to tell all
the world what his Ailie was. But it was easier said than
done. 1 tried it over and over, in vain. At last, after a
happy dinner at Hanley—why are the dinners always happy
at Hanley ?—and a drive home alone through

The gleam, the shadow, and the peace supreme

of a midsummer night, I sat down about twelve and rose at
four, having finished it. I slunk off to bed satisfied and cold.
I don’t think I made almost any changes in it. I read it to
the Biggar folk in the school-house, very frightened, and felt
I was reading it ill, and their honest faces intimated as much
in their affectionate puzzled looks. . . .

“I was at Biggar the other day, and some of the good
folks told me, with a grave smile peculiar to that region, that
when Rab came to them in print he was so good that they
wouldn’t believe he was the same Rab I had delivered in the
school-room—a testimony to my vocal powers of impressing
the multitude somewhat conclusive.”
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CIII. To Miss JEssie Crum

23 RurLaND STREET, 3rd October [1857).

My pear Jessie—I ought long before this to have told
you how much we enjoyed our not seeing Arran and our
seeing you; it was a bright intense sort of day, such as I
have not many of now. Mrs. Brown will never rest, she says,
till she sees the wonderful creature (Arran) without cloud, for
it is a wonderful creature, it is so much a one-thing.

I have to thank you for making me go to Mr. Raleigh.! 1
wish we had such a man here, so much manly, reasonable,
honest, earnest thought and feeling, and so unspoiled, and so
“about his Father’s business,” not his own, 1 ll;’ke that face,
its truthful, powerful, steady, restrained enthusiasm. I am
so glad I have seen and heard him ; there are so few preachers
I can hear with patience, and still fewer with benefit. I will
never miss any chance of hearing him, and I know he will be
a8 good, indeed better, than his words, and will be always the
same. Do you know, I like much about your Thornliebank
minister ; he is by no means of the herd.

I saw the house your aunt died in. What is she now
doing? Is she in cold obstruction, not dead but sleeping?
Or is she in a quiet ecstasy ? I think after death the likeliest
thing is that the soul falls asleep, and does not even dream,
so that from our death to the Great day is to our conscious-
ness but the twinkling of an eye.

We are all home. Jock is away to the Academy. Heleny
was to have gone to Germany, but the Cholera is raging
there. Mrs. Brown is stronger, but not strong, never almost
free of pain. I am so sorry to see Margaret ; so sad to have
her days to spend horizontally, but she will have her own
times of better pleasures than mere wild health.

Ruskin is to be in Glasgow lecturing; he will probably
live with Mr. Gray. You must let me make him known to
you. Never believe one word against him; he is odd and
wilful, and not to be gainsayed, but he is pure and good, and
an amazing genius.

Our best regards to you all. You were so nice and kind
and cordial aﬁaof you. Write and tell me what you are
about.—Yours ever, J. Brown.

! The Rev. Alexander Raleigh, D.D., London.
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CIV. To PriNcipaL SHaIrp?!
EpinBureH, 23 RuTLAND STREET, 27th January 1858.

My pEAR Sik—Let me, though a stranger to you, thank
{::: from my heart for your noble lecture.? have not

n so moved with any words for months. You took me
by the heart, and held me there from first to last. It is an
odd sort of praise, but it is at least an honest one, when a
man says to another man, “These are exactly my ideas!™
I cannot help saying for myself this much, that it was almost
ludicrous the nicety with which some of your thoughts, and,
indeed, the whole scope and spirit of your argument and its
enforcement, was felt by me to be the expression of my
own old but somewhat amorphous convictions. I trust the
lecture will be largely circulated. I meant forthwith to
send forth a covey of the pamphlet to all sorts of people.
I said to myself, and you must pardon me for repeating it
to you, “Give me twenty such men in our Scottish
Universities, and I'll engage to ‘reform’ them, without
much more of public meetings and commissions. This is
a Scottish Arnold, the real spiritual son (not the ape or
initator) of ¢Black Tom,’-—li{:e, yet different, being more
like himself than any one else.” May God spare you for
much good! T was specially delighted with all you say
about style. That is a fine bit of French from Buffon, and
involves the whole truth, “The style is the man.” Good
writing, like good breeding, comes from keeping good

company. Excuse all this. It is your own fault. You
have kindled me up, and set me a-thinking. . . .—Yours
very truly, J. Brown.

CV. To Joux Tavror Browx
Monday Evening [26th April 1858).

My pEar Joun—I got your kind note. . . . You would
see that I have lost my dear old patient and friend Lord
Dunfermline,® one of the last of the great race—a man we can

! Published in Principal Shaizaud his Friends, edited by W. Knight.

3 «The Uses of the g)t:dy of Latin Literature.”

3 James, 1st Lord Dunfermline, 3rd son of General Sir Ralph Aber-
cromby, was born in 1776, entered Parliament in 1807, along with Francis
Jeffrey represented Edinburillx in the first Reformed Parliament, and
was chosen Speaker of the House of Commons in 1885. Latterly he
lived at Colinton House, near Edinburgh, and for many years Dr. Brown
visited him twice a week. 119
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never see the like of again, for we can never, thank God, see
a man who has come into public life through such perils. He
was intensely political ; indeed politics as the management of
public affairs was to him a sort of religion, a thing he had
sworn to, and to which his entire nature was given. I never
knew a man who regarded the with such profound
interest and affection. He cared little for speculation or for
literature, or even for society, but for managing men, for
advancing liberty and widening and deepening the issues of
political life, I never saw any man have such a steady pas-
sionate regard, and this without one particle of self-seeking or
personal pride. He seemed to lose himself in the contempla-
tion of great general results. He was gruff in manner, and
careless, but compact and often happy in speech, but he was
full of courage, sincerity, and practical sagacity. He was
eetting always the more liberal, and was an out-and-out

oluntary, regretting that he would be away before the
mighty contest began ; but he saw it on the sky-line, comin
nearer and looking larger, and he always said, no sucﬁ
tremendous conflict had ever been witnessed as that which
must end in the destruction of all State religions.

He had much of his father’s (Sir Ralph) turn for war, and
watched with extraordinary intelligence the Crimean and
Indian wars.

He disliked Jeffrey and indeed all men chiefly literary or
eloquent ; he seemedy to think politics too intense and too
serious to be in any way adorned. In his immediate relations
as a husband and son and father he was amazingly faithful
and tender. Lady D. showed me a letter he had given to her
man-servant to give her in the event of his sudden death.
You never saw anything more touching. He said, “Dr.
Brown has told me J may die suddenly, and therefore there
may be no time for Barting words, and besides, this would be
painful to us both,” and then he states in the simplest,
strongest words what she had been to him during their long
1uirflion,—“ you have been my comfort and my strength all my

e.”

But I must end. I do hope you will come down.—

Yrs. ever, J. Browx.
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CVI. To James CruM
23 RutLaND STREET, 4¢A May 1858. .

My pEAR James—I was very glad to get yours; I had
been blaming myself for not wnting. My father is, I think,
really a little better and speaks more hopefully. I would
fain get him out the first mild west wind day. I have
been very busy somehow or other. I miss my old Lord
B:dnfermline] and friend; he was more of a friend than a

You would have quite liked the old man, sincere, grave,
strong-minded, earnest for the real good of the , but
quite aware of the false good some men try to do them. He
was as natural at 83 as he must have been when 8, and
through this insincere damaging world very little injured.

I was at Melrose for ans:ty and a half, and went up to
Newark and Bowhill. Wm. is well and busy; Kitty is away
for a week to Polmont—she needed change ; Heleny is grow-
ing in stature and improving in every way; John is writing
away at his Latin, but I don’t think he will ever be a scholar—
he is more fitted for active, practical life. Alexr. is well, and
I believe working well ; he passed very honourably.

We had Profe:;isor Sellar and his wife (one of the Dennis-
touns) the other day—v §ood le. I am wearying to
see the house, and )f"eel :l;yi I mgsfgun off somee?lrzy gery
soon. My love to Madam and yourself.—YTrs. ever,

J. Brown.

CVIIL. To Prorrssor SELLAR

23 RuTLAND STREET, 13th May 1858.

My pEAr SiR—Many thanks for these two, too kind letters.
They gave me more pleasure than perhaps they should, and yet
it would be very silly not to say I was pleased. As to the
story, one thing makes me not afraid to lite its being praised,
and that is that it is so entirely and mere.l"y true, that, as Mrs.
Sellar so truly says, it is “ Great Nature” not small me, that
is to be praised. Give her my best thanks for her letter, for
ever;'thing in it, but not the least for her “ beautiful wife.”

Your story of A’ sir, life’s fullll o’ sairiousness to him ”
is perfect, and ‘T mean by your leave to insert it in Rab;?! it

! See Hor Subsscives, 2nd Series, p. 875.
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is so applicable to him. It was to him “the heavy and the
weary weight, the burden and the mystery of all his unin-
telligible world,” the not getting *“enuff o’ fechtin’.” I don’t
know anything finer. . . . Lancaster will have told you that
he is to do the Advocate’s Bill for the Scotsman. I am glad
for it, and for him, and for the Bill that it is so. I hope the
cloven sable foot, the n’s, will be withdrawn. There is
much good, actual, and still more possible, in the Bill. Are
you not in a sacred rage at Derby and his crew; what mean-
ness and idiocy! But I fear Lord John will not do the clean
thing, go in heart and soul with Palmerston ; he is crotchety
and heartless, I know this—I mean politically heartless.
What are you doing ? and how do you get rid of your energy
of brain, [‘;eart, and muscle? And is the delightfullest of
potato-diggers already digging? She must dig for the entire
family of rie;! she must peel or scrape them, sitting on
a low creepy, with her mutch on. She must, however, have
washed them previously, stirring them in the old style with a
long heather m; &en must she boil and poor them, and
minister to the Gods herself at dinner. If she does this, then
may she knowthat SYME IS PLEASED! Seriously,
make her energise with her body, and stupefy with her mind
to the uttermost, for 3 months. I met Shairp and his wife
the night before last at Mr. Erskine’s of Linlathen. I like
them both very much, but I wish he wanted that Moustache ;
he is too mild for one. I thought her a gentle, ladylike fine
creature.

Mrs. Brown is still at Polmont. I could not resist send-
ing her your (dual) letters. My best regards to Mrs. Sellar
and her sine qud non.—Yours ever, J. Browx.

CVIIL. To James Crum

13¢h October [1858], 23 RuTLAND STREET.

My pEar James—You would get the telegraph, and know
that all was over.! He remained quiet all yesterday, grave
and humble and thankful, and very tender and sweet to us,
but saying little and waiting patiently till his change. His
bodily sufferings ended last night about 9. Gourlay and

! The reference is to Mrs. Sellar's old home, and to Professor Syme's
recommendation of open-air exercise.
2 Dr. Brown's father died on October 13.
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Alexander and I laid him in bed, and so still was he and so
free from the desire to move that he remained in the exact
position, even his hands, till after death. He fell asleep at
past 10, and I remained till near 12. Isabella lay down and
slept, and he did not change till about 8 [a.m.]. Isaw him then,
and he died quite gently at § past 9. He composed his face
and shut his eyes and his firm, resolved, and sweet mouth, and
died at once, looking very beautiful ; all the marks and lines
of anguish and uneasiness and care went away, and his face
as it were opened out. He was so like Maggy. Isabella and
the children stand it well. Janet and Kitty were with them,
and John Cairns stayed all night, but had to leave in the
morning. Before going, my father looked—for he could
hardly speak—his farewell and his blessing, and when asked
how he was, he said in his own measured, decided way,
“ Wonderfully well,” as if he had a double meaning in it. The
funeral will not be this week, of course—probably on Monday,
when you can come. We will all be glad to see you. l-ge
will be put in his coffin to-morrow night at 8, but it will not
be closed then, you and Mrs. Crum might like to see his face,
he had a quite peculiar love for you both.

Many thanks for your letter this afternoon. Our regards
to you both.—YTrs. ever affectly., J. Browx.

CIX. To THE SamE
23 RutLAND STREET, 16¢h Octr. 1858,

My vear Jamrs—I should have written sooner, but have
had many things to do, and often wished you were beside me,
to advise and regulate. Isabella is well, all but her finger,
which is suppurating. We are all, as he said, “ wonderfully
well”; we don’t know yet how we are. The kindness of
friends, the strange sort of exalted state of mind, the
acknowledgment of his greatness and worth from every one,
keep us in a sort of state that is both natural and not. The
coﬂ?n was fixed down last night. The funeral is to be on
Wednesday at 2, the near personal friends, who will fill the
house, coming at } past 1. The congregation is to meet
in Nicolson St. Chapel (Dr. Johnston’s) and join the
funeral. The “Sons of the Clergy,” of which Society he was
the President, the Students, Rose Street people, the City
Missionaries, etc., will arrange with Mr. Scott the undertaker
how to fall in. What I have said to every one, is what I
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know was his way of thinking. Our funeral is private and
personal, but we cannot object, but the reverse, to others
Joining it, and accompanying us, with as little ostentation as
is possible. I have mmany letters, some of which you
would like to see, one beautiful one from his old friend
Principal Lee. John Cairns has written a short estimate of
his character and his position in the world for the Scotsman
of Monday first. It is very noble, something I am sure you
will like, simple, broad, strong, affectionate, and true; and I
will append to it the facts of his life, which have been given
most 1naccurately by almost every one. William saw him last
night ; I mean, saw my father's face, before the coffin was shut;
poor fellow, we were very sorry he could not get in before.

I hope you will be in an hour or 2 before } past 1. I
fear many omissions may have been made, but we have done
all we could.—Yours ever affectionately, J. Brown.

CX. To Lapy TREVELYAN

23 RuTLAND STREET, 17th November 1858.

My pEar LapysHip—Where are you? . . . We were both
of us so comforted by your kind—so very kind and under-
standing letter about my father. I feel his death more and
more, and would be sorry if I didn’t ; it meets me everywhere,
and now that I can never go to him I am for ever wishing to
consult him. Very strangely, his old and especial friend Dr.
Henderson ! died the week after him. I send you a notice I
wrote of him ; he was as much, indeed more, than I have called
him, and if he had been a Bishop instead of Seceding Minister
his Sermons would have been Classical. I hope you have
been gaining strength. My poor Kitty has been confined to
bed for nearly a week with intense pain, . . . but to-day I like
her look better ; she got no T«f:t Melrose, she n high
wild air—and we must feu a bit of ground from Sir Walter
close by the Gibbet and in view of the Cheviots. The Book
is fairly launched. I have not sent you a copy for the
excellentest and shabbiest of reasons that I am bent on
making money by it! I gave the future Mistress of Bath
House one for seﬂish purposes, and as a marriage portion ! It
seems as if it were going to do; 500 of the }000 are off in a
week. How much is the half of 950 six-and-fivepences? Are
you not coming down for a month or a couple of them this

1 Rev. James Henderson, D.D., Galashiels.
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spring or winter? Do. When you have time let me hear
from you. Kittysends her love. She thought it so kind and
dear in you writing her as you did.—Yours and Sir Walter’s
ever affectionately, J. Brown,

CXI. To Jamgrs Crum

81st Decr. 1858, 23 RUTLAND STREET.

My DEAR JAMES—A and happy new year to my Two
Friends. May they haggo:xilore meggz of doin goog this
1859 than in all the years before it! It has been a sad year
to us all, and to you and her not least. He who had the
most to suffer, and through whom we all suffered, and whom
we must never hope not to miss, is now beyond all pain. I
am more sorry than I can tell, at not getting back; I had
set my heart on it. What I most wanted was to see the
Limekilns people and to drive u{) to lesham, and have a
quiet Sabbath day with you. 1 hope I will find Kitty has
come back better than she went. Tell all the Buw ther-
is

ing that they must be very active in pitying me. them
all a hap?y new year.—. . . Yrs. and Mater’s ever affectly.
and gratefully, J. Brown.

CXIIL To uis SoN JoHN
January 1859.

My owN DpEAR JoHN—A good new year and a happy to
you, and may you be busier and stronger and happier this
year 1859 than you have ever been. I am wearying to hear
of all your doings on Wednesday, what you and Marion
made of yourselves, and all your fun. . . . I have got a book
with capital stories in it; when you come back, and if you
are diligent and within 15 of the top, I will get it for you to
read. Tell Alexander I wish him a happy new year. This

t year has been a very sad one to us all, but he who had
the worst of it, Grandpapa, is happy now. That thin, wasted,
suffering face is now in the grave, but he who lived in that
body and looked out at those eyes, which were his windows,
is blessed for ever, no more pain. I daresay he sometimes
thinks of you, for he loved you very much, and prays God to
do you, and to make you, good. Good-bye, my dear boy.—
Your own old PA-

PA-

Master Joun Brown, Sextus. SI.
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CXIIIL. To James Crum
23 RurranD StreET, EnINBURGH, 24th Jany. 59,

My prar James—That is a noble speech of William
Thomson’s, so like himself. I have sent it to Thackeray.
You may well be all proud of him.

You will be like so many notables all over the country,
and indeed the world, preparing to be delivered of your word
upon Burns just 100 years after his mother was about to be
of him. It is in some ways the most remarkable demonstra-
tion about one man the world has ever seen. Do you know
Mr. Stevens’ story of his father when a boy and living next
farm to Burns’ father, seeing Gilbert and Robert howkin® a
big hole in a field. The boy, looking on, said, * Robbie, what
ir ye doin’?™ ¢ Howkin® this hole, ma man.” ¢ What for?”
“To bury the Deil in, Davie.” On which Davie wondered and
said, with much seriousness, “ A’ but, Robbie, hoo'r ye to get
him in?™ On which “ Robbie " laughed loud and long, and
turned round to his brother and said, ¢ Aye, Gibbie, hoo’r we
to get him in!” and all the day through he was stopping and
laughing and repeating, « Aye, hoo’r we to get himin?™ You
can fancy his wild humour about catchin’ the Deil and putting
him in that hole.—YTrs. ever, J. B.

CXIV. To uis SisTER IsaBELLA
11¢th Feby. 1859, 23 RUTLAND STREET.

My pEaR IsaBLLa—I am very glad you and Janet are to
stay another week ; it will do you both good. Busby is a
wonderful Cordial and Restorative. Be sure and go some
day to the Rooken. :

I send you John Cairns’ letter. I quite agree with him
that he and I must not try a duet. It would be like an
Elephant and our Dick walking arm-in-arm. He would
stoop and I would stretch, to the loss of all dignity. I will,
if I can muster heart and spirits for it, give him a letter to
put in the appendix.

Kitty bids me send her love, and her thanks to Janet for
her letter, which she liked not a little. She is not at all
well, and her pain and inability mar all her attempts at
work ; it is no easy matter to suffer and be unable to do any-
thing else. '
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Tell Uncle James, if he wants a book to read aloud to
you, and he is a capital public Reader as well as a capital a
good many other things, to get 4dam Bede and it to
you.—YTs. ever, J. B.

CXV. To James CruMm

Tuesday Evening, 1859.
My pEar James—Thanks for your two letters and the
Mail; it was sharp but not undeserved. I assure you the
country will need all the sound and big heads in it, for we are
in the rapids, and may be over Niagara before we know where
we are. This household franchise and ballot are not needed,
and are perilous experiments, like yoking unbroken horses
into the h and making them the leaders. 1t is all stuff
the right every man has to have a vote ; there is no absolute
right in the matter; in such an artificial state as our society
is in, the thing is mainly what is safe. The Ballot I have
always dislikef ; it is making a man do in political matters
what he would scorn (or should) to do in any others; it
presupposes that his vote may do him mischief; and then
after all, and the best thing for it, is that it never can secure
secrecy in the long run. . . . Nothing shows more the increase
of liberality and knowledge among the landed gentry in
England than the return of so many new Liberal members.
This is the legitimate, practical way to make the tenants
liberal ; for a landlord always must and skould influence the
olitical opinions and conduct of his tenants. Free Trade
Kas done much of this converting the Lairds.

CXVI. To tHE Rev. Dr. JouN Cailrns

23 RutLanp StreET, EpiNBurcH, 2d April [1859).

My pear Friexp— . . . My object in now writing is to
give you a passage from Isaac Taylor’s Saturday Evening
which was in my mind when I wrote the Scotsman paragraph,
but which perhaps you may like to see entire. It is very
beautiful in word as well as in thought.

“There is a serenity, might we say a lentitude of the
physical temperament, there is a native translucency of mind,
there is a correct keeping of time, a rhythm and melody in
the movements of the passions, there is a steady, tranquil
flight of the fancy, and there is a habit of abstraction (not
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hilosophical but imaginative) which, altogether, supply to
fhe mil?d that oombti.:e?them, a far highert:ng; more chll)sgant
happiness than is ever, even under the most favourable cir-
cumstances, to be drawn from the ordinary external sources
of pleasure. The man of meditation is happy, not for an
hour or a day, but quite round the circle of his years.”—
Saturday Evening, page 270.
I wish I could find time to run out to you. I think
I could do you far more good in a couple of howrs’
talk about the Memoir, than in any other way. We have
ve accounts of Kitty ; she now been 6 days at
B. R.! and is already the better for it, in spite of this terrific
weather.—Yours and my Aunt’s ever truly, J. Brown,

CXVII. To Lapy TrEVELYAN
Ben Ravnpine, Monday [1859).

DEear Lapy TrevELYAN—I came here on Saturday night
and I know you will be glad to hear that I found Mrs. Brown
really better—looking fresher, healthier, safer than for two
years. I hope a real recovery is begun, and that she will be,
as she has not been for 7 years. It was such a happiness
to see her so decidedly better—not that she is by any means
free of pain, or even stronger, but she has a look as if her
central life was better. 'This is a lovely dale and the place far

leasanter and sensibler than I somehow expected. I would
ike to have a month myself of its douches and all its Victim-
isations, and the Dr. is a hearty and kind-hearted, natural
man, jovial and full of briskness, and just enough of an
oddity to be what Lord Cockburn called curious. If you
know the place you will remember the fine wild broken hill
crest of « Ee Cow and the Calf "—that is the daily wandering
place of the water people.

To-day Kitty and I drove down to Farnley Hall. We
got in readily, but Mr. Fawkes was not in. I dont think I
ever enjoyed anything more than that place. These 3 rooms !
I was amazed at the two figure pictures by Turner—one in oil,
Rembrandt’s daughter, and the other in water, of a girl and
boy and hen and chickens with such a cockiest of gamecocks
in the front. If he had gone into this line, he would have
been as much above Wilkie as Shakespeare is above Oliver
Goldsmith or Sir Walter Scott. That great, fresh piece of

1 Ben Rhydding.
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the world, “ Dort,” you remember it, above the mantelpiece ?
and did you see Mr. Fawkes’ portrait by himself (I mean b

Mr. Fawkes) of Turner, the most wonderful guy, and suci

power and insight in spite of its utter look of the oldest of
clothesmen? We went afterwards to see Mr. Fawkes’ Bulls
and calf Bulls and heifers, and one fine decayed old gentle-
woman 20 years of called Fairy tale (or tail). You, I
know, have been in the house. e both thought it had
much the air somehow of Wallington, a place to live in.
We did not see the Rhine drawings, as Mr. E never lets any
see them without being with them. I return to-morrow, and
to my sorrow whisk past Morpeth before dawn I suppose; I
must be in Edinburgh by 9 on Wednesday morning.—
Good-bye ; Mrs. Brown bids me send her best love. . . . Our
regards to Sir Walter. There is immense excitement, to-
morrow being the West Ridingpoll. Mr. F., I see, is as true
an Old Whig as he is a lover of Art and of Bulls.—Yours

ever, J. Browx,

Where have I seen an account of the Farnley Turners?
didn’t John Ruskin write about them, and where ?

CXVIIL To tHE Rev. Dr. Joun Cairns

23 RutranD Streer, EDINBURGH, 218t June 1859.

My pEar Frieno—I have not written any of my letter to
you, but have thought it over, and when the pressure is
applied could readily write it. I was thinking of making it
a record of such personal matters about not only my father
but the Browns, John of Haddington, my Grandfather,
Uncle Ebenezer, and the others, John B. Patterson amon
them, as could not suitably come in in your narrative. I%
will not be long, but would go somewhat minutely into m
father’s personal and private character; but of course all
this will come before you and you will deal with it Rhada-
manthously. Love to Aunt and yourself. — Yours ever
affectly., J. Brown.
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CXIX. To James Crum

CoBLENTZ, 14th August 1859,
HorEL or THE GIANTS-YOU-WOT-OF.

My pEAR James—Here we are! safe and sound, Madam a
deal tired with our travelling, but sustained by astonish-
ment and delight, and the soft air. We are very comfortable
as well as magnificent here, and have no reason to regret our
giving up the White Horse at the other end of the bridge;
only last night we did hardly sleep a wink, as the Military
seemed embarking and disembarking all the night, all the
dogs barking and the men whistling and shouting and bang-
ing their sticks about. We thought it might be the Giant

and his family out for a lark ! We left for %’ork on Tuesda
at 6 p.m., got there at 2 a.m,, slept till 8, met the Maitlands
and got to Hull and embarked on the Sea Gl at 3 and got
off before 5. It was very pleasant down the Humber, the
sun setting gloriously and the moon rising modestly, and we
were flattering ourselves much. B U T when we came to the
open sea, we were all more or less ill, Kitty in bed, but not
very ill, I pretty well when flat, Jean very ill, Alexr. do. and
Miss Maitland do., and the Solicitor-General dreadful. We
got to Rotterdam on Thursday before 5; you know the
lace. I like it and the people, and indeed all I saw of
%olland. Even the crows are fat, and the Nettles hardly
sting or are too lazy to do it. We shot past Gouda, regret-
ting we could not see the old glass. We got to Cologne on
the Friday night by rail from Rotterdam. The Maitlands
were goin%’:‘l:is way and we were pressed for time, besides
the onl ts were said to be very uncomfortable and
crowded. I enjoyed looking at all the strange things. We
t to Cologne, or rather Deutz, about 9, and put up at your
gotel, the Bellevue—excellent. We men bool‘() a walk across
the bridge in the moonlight, the moon looking straight down
the river. He is a great fellow the Rhine, and the pace at
which he goes always is amazing. When you see his smooth
face it looks still, but how it frets and rages about the boats
at the bridge; and there is a bath kere at the bridge where
I mean to go to-day. Mr. Maitland was in it. It is a cage
in which, as he says, he struggles with the Rhine, and through
which the fish go. Mrs. Brown has been very bad each night,
but I think better in spite of everything, only quite unable
to see places as she would if well. We go to-morrow to
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Frankfort to see Dr. Spiess, and whatever he says we should,
we will, do. Mr. and Miss Maitland go to him also, and
likely to Schwalbach. He and she have been great comforts.
He 18 our commodore, and a very excellent and considerate
man, after your heart, careful and generous in ome. She is
very good and funny and clever, and she and Alexr. do the
German, though we are all at it; I find it much easier than
French, and I don’t le at the pronunciation. . . . Jean is
well and happy, Alexr. do. and do., and very useful, and Mr.
Maitland likes him very much ; he is growing hisbeard! . . .
I do hope this will do Mrs. Brown real gooﬁ; I will be very
anxious about her this winter if it does not. . . . How much the
being here and having to go back, and not go and see him,
brings painfully close my father’s death! I hope you are
really well and taking some care of yourself. The heat here
to-day is very great. Good-bye, and remember me to you all.
—Yrs. ever affectly. and gratefully, J. Brown.

I was disappointed in Cologne Domkirche ; it is not onl
unfinished, bu};Pi: isa confusedglooking place. I prefer Yor{
greatly. We saw the 11,000 Virgins’ bones, at least more
than enough of them, though, from some leg and thigh-bones
I saw, some of them must have been Grenadiers, or, as Mr.
Maitland surmised, Frederick the Great’s bodyguard. . . .

CXX. To His SisTERS

LANGEN ScuwaLBACH, August 19¢h [1859].

My pEARs JANET AND IsaBELLA—Here we are at last. We
came last night from Frankfort. Kitty is far from well
to-day, but 5rea.dy feels the good of tge delightful place,
high, pure hill air, a simple, homely, beautiful place, without
the splendour or gaiety or wickedness of Ems and Homburg.
Think of a Jewess last week at Homburg winning £16,000.
There is no gaming here. . . . Jean is very happy, and has
fallen in love with an Austrian Archduke, whom she saw at
a d night procession of Cavalg, each warrior holdi
a flaming torch; it was for the Emperor's birthday,
in the long high main street in Frankfort made a very
striking spectacle. The Archduke is about 18, fair and
beardless, and gave one fatal look to the window where
was Jean.

The Dr. (Dr. Spiess) is the son of a Calvinistic minister
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in Frankfort, and belongs to the church in which John Knox
reached. He is a most excellent man as well as Dr., a true
lue Presbyterian, and a Voluntary. Frankfort is a little
Republic, self-governed, and a thriving, handsome, well-
conditioned town—quite a study to a.n;bilosopher, and m
father would have seen the principles of a commonweal
well acted out here, and perfect toleration. I saw in the
Infirmary the chapel for the patients, and in it the Catholics
and Protestants worship at their several hours. 'This is
a beautiful little town about the size of Biggar, has been
a watering-place since the Romans, and the common country
peogale have a right to the first of the waters. I went out
at 6 this morning to the Spa. They begin and end the day
at the wells by playing, quite exquisitely, a German hymn
by the Band. e dinner is a solemnity of an hour and
a half, but good wholesome food. Outside just now, standing
in a row in the sun, with scarlet cloths and side-saddles, are
10 Cuddies! and a horse ready for being hired; their tails
are going constantly, they are fat and happy. The Hotels
are like immense handsome Cotton Mills, am{ must contain,
some of them, 200 beds. What has astonished and impressed
us most is the Rhine, a wonderful river, as big as 8 or 10—
oh, far more—60, I daresay, Tweeds at full flood ; and it is
now bounding down for hundreds of miles, never in a hurry,
but always rapid, never asleep, and when you put your hand
in and oppose it—what a force! . . . I hope you and all ours
are well. I hope James is gaining strength ; we are wearying
to hear of Nelly and Jock. I have very great hope of this
place doing Kitty permanent good, and Dr. Spiess comforted
me greatly about her health.—Yrs. affectly., J.B.

CXXI. To JouN TavrLor Browx

Friday, 14th Octr. 1859.

My pEsR JouN—We returned last week, Kitty I ho
better, or to be better. . . . As to what you say about the
Witness papers, many people have said the same thing, but
what fears me is the conceit of it, and are they really worth
rerl;()etuatin ? Iam not a good judge, besides I have never
ooked at them, and doubt if I have them entire. What I
would do if they were printed would be to do it as in Charles
Lamb's Works, his papers on Hogarth, etc., apologising

! Donkeys.
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and explaining how long ago it was,—before the new art
criticism was begun; and I would tell that odd story of
Hugh Miller sending me the £20 as I was sitting dull and
penniless in London Street, and my horror and despair, and
Kitty’s grabbing the money and saying I must write. Very
likely if she had not done so I would have never written a
won{ The second Edition will be out soon. I am only
writing a short addendum to the Preface.

As to the Second Series, I am frightened to think of it.
At present what I think of are Dr. mers, Vaughan, Bits
of Ruskin, Guy Patin and Dr. Davidson, Presence of Mind
and Happy Guessing in Medicine, John Scott (Kitty’s uncle),
a sketch with letters of Mackintosh, Chas. Lamb, Haulitt,
Romilly, and Brougham, Thoughts on the kind of Certainty
to be promised an? expected from such an art as Medicine,
the Witness Bits, and some other odds and ends, for re-
membering which I will trust a good deal to you.

We are in the middle of a contest about iord Brougham
for Chancellor. I am, of course, for the old Giant ; the Duke
of Buccleuch is the other, and to-day we hear of Lord John
that worthy Marplot.

We all send our much love. J. B.

It is to be regretted that Dr. Brown did not carry out his
intention of writing a paper on John Scott, the uncle of Mrs.
Brown, as it would have added an interesting chapter to literary
history. Scott was a school-fellow of Byron in Aberdeen, and
in later life they met in Venice. As editor of the Champion
and the London Magazine, Scott was brought into contact with
the most distinguished men of letters of the time, some of
whom became his intimate friends. It was in the London
Magazine that the Essays of Elia made their appearance. In
1815 he published 4 Visit to Paris in 1814, and in 1816 Paris
Revisited. In The Nemwcomes Clive says of both of these works
that “they are famous good reading,” and of Paris Revisited,
Wordsworth, who was on intimate terms with Scott, expresses
his high opinion. Byron had an equally high respect for the
talents of his school-fellow, and Bishop Heber adjudged him to
be “decidedly the ablest of the Weekly Journalists.” Scott’s
tragic end in a duel (1821) is well known.
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CXXII. To Joun TayLor Browwn
6th December [1859).

My pEar JonN—Many thanks for your two letters. . . .
I am pleased, very, about Gladstone, as it came to me so
cleanly,! 1 believe chiefly through James Moncreiff and
Edward Maitland. It no way trammels me, as I repre-
sent only myself in the Court. Gladstone is to be down to
constitute and preside at the Court on Monday first. I am
vexed you didn't get down this year; the year feels wrong
without having seen you. I am busy, and in many ways
prospering, but all is darkened and embittered by Kitty’s
state of health, weaker, thinner than ever, and her nervous
system shattered with lon in. God knows how it is
to end. Logan, Hill, and all your old friends are well,
and we often speak of you. I assure you, my dear, dear
John, the way you speak in your last mazes me very happy,
and even more ashamed. I have been looking over the
Witness papers® at your suggestion, and am surprised at
the pith of some of them, and I think it very likely that
a selection from them may be printed with a bit of apology,
and the queer story of the 92& and Hugh Miller’s letter.

12,000 of Rab are gone. Surely I should get 12,000 pence
for my share.

Kitty sends her love. Nelly and Jock are getting big and
old, Nelly older by 4 years than her Mother when I first fell
in love with her. Write me soon.—YTs. ever,

J. Brown.

CXXIII. To CoveExtrY Dick

23 RuTLAND STREET, 11th December [1859].

My pear Covextey—I think I must come down to
Rothesay some Saturday. It is the only way for me to get
all myself out to you. Gladstone came last night with ieis
Colleague the Duke of Argyll, and I am to see him first
to-morrow at Dean Ramsay’s, where he is living, and to-
morrow at one he constitutes his Court, and we elect our

! When Lord Rector of Edinburgh University, Mr. Gladstone twice
npgointed Dr. Brown as his Assessor in the University Court.
These were included as ** Notes on Art” in the 2nd Series of Hore
Subsecive, which was at this time in preparation.
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8 Curators according to the Lord Justice Clerk’s foolishest
of Bills. We are in great debate with each other whether
we should choose them from ourselves entirely, or from
without, or from both quarters. . . . It is funny enough
Gladstone’s nominating me, his antipodes exactly. I am,
however, in no way bound to him, but represent myself.
Maitland is as incorruptible and disputatious as of old.
He is very much better in health, and full of work.

“ . {am going to put together another volume of
Hore. 1 don’t know if 1 am right, but the publishers are
urgent. ... As for another Rab, that, I fear, is impossible.
I cannot feign these things; I must tell them as they
happened. But I must end. I will go on now, having

begun.
Our best regards to you and your sister.—Yours ever
affectionately, J. Brown.

1860-1869

In 1861 the Second Series of Hore Subsecive was published.
It was warmly received both in this country and in America.
But the pleasure this would have brought to Dr. Brown was
darkened as he saw the gradual lessening of his wife’s strength,
and her increasing inability to share with him all that had made
life vivid to them both. For years he watched, as only a
husband and a doctor could watch, the gradual fading, vanishing
of her whole self. He went his daily rounds, interested himself
in the joys and sorrows of his friends and patients as of old,
and at times he was persuaded to go from home. In the
summer of 1861 he went for a short tour in Ireland. But
however he was employed, there was always in his thoughts a
sad background, this darkened home. Mrs. Brown died on
January 6, 1864; and before long his own health broke down.
He could not bear the responsibility of his profession, and for
a short time he had to leave Edinburgh. But in a few months
he was again able to resume work.

In 1866 his only daughter was married and went to live in
Ireland. It was now that his sister, ¢ the faithful Isabella,” as
he somewhere calls her, came to take charge of his household,
which she continued to do through all the following years. His

only son never left the old home.
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At this period of his life Dr. Brown was greatly indebted to
the unfailing friendship of Mr. and Mrs. George Barclay. Mr.
Barclay was a friend of early days, and delights still to remember
that he was the first to draw Dr. Brown's attention to
Thackeray’s earliest contributions to Fraser's Magazine; and
that he suggested to Dr. Brown ¢ that he might make some-
thing of Marjorie Fleming's Journal”” We know what he did
make of it.

The Barclay family spent each summer out of Edinburgh,
and after 1866 very often chose their country residence with a
view to Dr. Brown's pleasure and convenience. Before re-
turning to Rutland Street in the late autumn of that year,
he went to the Riviera with Mr. Barclay and his brother
Dr. Charles Barclay, and some of the letters which follow were
written during this tour. He made a final visit to the
Continent, again in company with some of the Barclay family,
in 1868. No scenery satisfied him so fully as the grim Bens,
the purple moors, the rivers, the quiet grassy hills, and “ burns
of his native land.

After this date in his letters, especially in those to intimate
friends, there are passages full of sadness, of reiterated self-
condemnation which are painful to read, and would be
misleading to print; they would give the impression of a
darker life than was really his. The mystery of sorrow and
suffering weighed heavily upon him, and his own shortcomings
and “sin” loomed large, but even at the darkest, he never
doubted, as he once impressively said, that, “ God must have
depths of light yet to reveal to account for the shadows here.”

CXXIV. To Joun Downes
23 RutLaND StreET, EniNBuren, Sunday [1860).

My peAR Downes!—Thanks very much for your welcome
note. Parvula has got Hooping-cough, but not seriously.
She is plainly disgusted in some obscure way at your absence.
The Sine qud non bears up wonderfully, but is (full enough I
am sure; she and I abuse you cordially for leaving Edin-

1 John Downes, M.A., Examiner in Mental Philosophy in Edinb

urgh
University, 1862. The sins qud non and parvula referred to were l\fr.
Downes' wife and daughter.
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burgh; you must either come back to us or carry her and
Parvulaoff. You said nothing about your health. What of
it? I am glad the Megalander! was kindly. I knew he
would be. I forgot altogether to give you a note to Dallas;*
would you still liﬁe one? The Saturday is by no means very
bilious, and it pleases me their putting so much in about my
father, though they rather muddle the old man’s features.
If a copy of the 2nd Series is sent to the Daily News, will
you abuse it there? You mi%ht make a vel('iy good paper for
the Cornhill by taking up old Carlyle and Somerville and
my father as types of Scotsmen.

I am very dull, somehow out of spirits and the pump off
the fang. ilere is a story for Masson when you see him. A
parish fool was crossing an upland moor and was observed by
a shepherd going and kneeling behind a fail-dyke. The
shepherd crept up to the other side and heard Jock Gray
howling out a desperate confession of his depravity, ending
with, ¢ And, O Lord, if ye were to gar this a.i]-dyf(e fa’ this
very moment and smoor me, it wad be nae mair than I
deserve,”—upon which the shepherd sent it over upon him.
He got up in a fury, all over stour, and yelled out, “ A gey-
like world this, whan a body canna say a thing in joke but
it’s ta’en up in airnest,”—applicable to many prayers. Let me
hear from you now and then, and tell me if I can do anything
useful. You must be very well pleased at your reception.
Your great fault is not a common one: you are “ower
blate.”—Yours ever, J. Brown.

CXXY. To uis Brotuer WiLLIAM
[July 1860.]

I am begun to an attempt to write a letter to Dr. Cairns
on my father. It is very difficult, but I think I see my way
through it. I want to give examples of that strange union
of solidity and perseverance with intensity and impetuosity.
I always think of him as thoroughbred, as we speak of a
horse, full of fire and of endurance—* bottom ™ too. His
primary qualities were, I think—

1. Love of truth, of reality, of getting close to, and into
the essence of everything he set himself to.

2. Persistency, keeping at a thing and subduing it, so
that if once done, it was done for ever.

! Thackeray.
2 Author of The Gay Scicnca,i and a well-known critic.
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8. Intensity, a certain compactness of mental action, a
concentration of force in look, action, and expression, the
putting the whole of himself into whatever he said or
thought or did, and a keenness and quickness of saying or
doing what he had made up his mind to.

4. Greatness, and purity of Motive, no littleness or doubtful-
ness of the why he did anything. This removed him out
of all small party or personal intrigues. These, with strong
but suppressed affection, were among his chief characteristics.

CXXVI. To tae Rev. Dr. Joux Cairns
23 RuTLAND STREET, 27th August [1860].

My pear Frienp—It is not that I have not been feeling
the misery of not having done what I promised, and feeling,
too, your kindness, and I may say magnanimous good-nature,
that you have not heard before this. But I wished to be
able to say that I had begun, and yesterday and to-day I
have written 28 large Quarto pages, and feel as if I would
assuredly finish it in a day or two. It is, I fear, very little
what you might expect, or wish, but such as it is I will send
it to you in a first proof—you couldn’t read my MS.—
with which you must take all ible liberties. Mr. Douglas
thinks it should be published at once, of the type and size
of the Memoir, so as to bind up with it, and be issued as a
supplementary chapter, with a note from me stating that
it was no one’s blame but mine that it did not appear with
it, and that any deficiency of personal detail, which I do not
acknowledge, in your to me most wonderful work of mind
and heart, is owing entirely to my not fulfilling my promise.

Mrs. Brown is at Blairgowrie with the children and very
well. I am better than for years. It is as if a great cloud
was lifted away. May I make God's use of His great mercy.
My love to Aunty and to the beloved Philip..—Yours and
your Sister’s ever truly, J. Browx.

CXXVIIL To THE SAME
Wester Kinvoon, Braireownrie, Tth Sept. [1860].

My pear Frieno—I had hoped to see you and taken your
hand, when you were in Arthur Lodge, and little thought

1 Dr. Philip M of Berwick, brother of Sir Douglas Maclagan
and the Archbishop of York. lage
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my first words with you would be of such sudden and great
sorrow as you now are all in. A Mother’s death, and such
a Mother’s, is a loss there are no words for; indeed we
hardly know how deep it goes, much less can we express it.
I had hoped also to see her whose wise, truthful, affectionate,
and truly t face I saw almost every day in that wonderful
Ehotograp . I used to think that such a face could not
ut have sent out into this strange world’s work the ve
sons and daughters she did. To you, this will be of all the
children the greatest and deepest sorrow, and want. May
God, who gave her to you and gave you to her, comfort and
help you, and be thankful you Ead her so long and were so
dairy and hourly with her. I lost my mother 44 years
and have never ceased to feel her loss. The world would
have been a very different one to me, and I a very different
one to it, had it pleased God to s her to me as long as
your Mother has been. Take Mrs. Browns and my ﬁest
sympathy to yourself and all yours, and believe me, yours
ever affectionately, JonN Browx.

CXXVIII. To mis BrotHER WiLLIAM
8th September 1860, WrsTeR KINLOCH, BLAIRGOWRIE.

My pear WitLiam—Thanks very much for your kind and
comforting letter, for it is a comfort to get your words of
approval. I find it so very difficult to know what to do. 1
think you will like the next bit about Uncle Johnston and
my father riding. Be sure and mark all the things and help
me as much as you can. I wrote last night 18 quarto ptttﬁm
on “Our Dogs,” doing Toby and Adam Cairns’ dog, or rather
bitch. To-day I wiﬁ do the royal Wasp and Duchie. I
have finished an absurd sort of thing called “The Mystery of
Black and Tan, or the Vestiges of the Natural History of the
Creation of a Terrier,” with a new reading of de cespite vivo.
I don’t know if you will like it. It took my fancy, and gives
me a chance of a good-humoured bit of banter upon Darwin’s
stuff of natural selection. I have a very urgent invitation
from Sir James Clark to go next week to Birkhall, along with
Christison and Syme. It is a great temptation, but I am
very useful and happy here. Kitty is very well, but subject
to depression, and is really the better of me, and the happi-
ness of being with her and the children is something to be
more than usually grateful to God for. I go into Edinburgh
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on Tuesday, and come back as soon as I can. Write me
soon. You would see Mrs. Cairns is dead, as you feared.
Good-bye; all send love to you, Maggy, and the children.
. . .—Yours, J. B.

CXXIX. To tHE Rev. Dr. Joun Cairns

23 Rutr.anp Streer, EpiNsureH, 23rd Novr. [1860].

My pEAR Frieno—Thanks; the difficulty as to softening
expression is that these manifestations of my father’s ¢ragic
conditions! (for they were not less than this) were quite as
strong as could be any words. Everything about him was so
keen, so full of sensation, and when he did express (which was
very rarely) his inmost mind, nothing I could write would be
8o strong as his words. But I will try and modify, as I all
along felt this is the difficulty and the danger of doing any-
thing more than you did. Once into the inner life and where
are you to stop? . . . I am frightened now at the quantities
of names of Authors I have put in. They are not put down
at random, and all tell upon his character, but if you feel
them oppressive or absurd or useless, draw your pen through
them. I would like now to have it out next week.—Yours
ever affectly., J. Brown.

CXXX. To Lapy TREVELYAN
23 RutLanD StREET, Saty. Evening [1861].

My pear Lapy TreveLyaN—I would have liked to have
been next door to you when I got your kind letter to tell you
exactly what came into my mind; I don’t know that I was
ever more pleased, or more ashamed, than when I put down

our letter. I quite agree with you about the pathological
it being better out, and so out it is. I will make it better
when I get it into type; it is odd that I never know how
anything I do is to look and sound till I get it printed.
Your scene—the winter morning sunrise coming up from the
dreary sea and skirting the hills—is exactly the scene I had
fixed on ;2 I wish you would sketch, never mind how roughly,
your idea of it. {feel as if you felt it quite, and unless it is
felt it can’t be done. I want Noel Paton to do the dead old
! The allusion is to his father's highly-strung temperament and his

habit of overtaxing his strength.
2 For Illustrated Edition of Rab.
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woman in bed, and Mrs. B.,! Rab keeping guard at the foot of
the bed and the room very dark, and perhaps my feet seen
to show somebody else—but merely the feet. Then I am for
George Harvey giving Rab dead in the stable, d and at
rest, with the furniture of the old stable. illiam Hunt
would do it, would he not ? what a stable-boy that is of his,
and indeed his everything. Then I want Mrs. B. to do a
Carrier’s cart from life, with Jess and Rab, and Jeems (who
always wore a double-breasted red waistcoat with sleeves and
no coat), and the hencoop at the back of the cart with the
inquisitive and doomed fowls poking out. This would suit
her desperately realistic turn, and if you give us that eerie
morning then will the plates prevent Rab being dished, as I
daresay I may have already facetiously said. I am so grieved
at what you say of ﬁ:urself and what I infer from your going
to the garden in a Bath chair. Iam very sorry for you—it is
s0 unliﬁe you and must try you; but I suppose that is the
therefore—we get the things we least can bear. Do you get
up to Breakfast ? you shouldn’t. Have you any one to take
the weights of housekeeping and the entertainment of men
and women and beasts off you a little? I think I must write
to the Cambo Doctor and ask the true state of the case. . . .

I hope you will keep to your purpose of coming with Sir
Walter.—Yours and his ever, J. Browx.

CXXXI. To His SisTER JANE

Kirrar~ey, Sunday [18th August 1861).

My pEar JaNE—Here we are on the wettest of wet
Sundays, and for wetness commend me to Irish wetness,
thorough and hopeless as their rags. But we have enjoyed
ourselves very much,—Mr. Harvey delicious, Dr. Hanna
delightful, Constable capital. What a night we have had—
howling and whistling and pelting. We are in the Lake
Hotel. We came yesterday from Glengariff by Kenmare—
a grand wild mountain road. Glenganff and Kenmare are
on arms, or rather fingers, of the sea. We are on the whole
disappointed with the Lakes, but then we may be said not to
have seen them yet, except the upper one, which is exceedingly
shabby and poverty-stricken. e remain here to-day, and

to-morrow to Limerick, and then to Galway. We railed
it from Belfast to Cork in one day—raining throughout.

1 Mrs. Blackburn, wife of Dr. Hugh Blackburn, Professor of Mathe-
matics in the University of Glasgow.
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Cork we enjoyed—its Cove, its gueer folk, its pigs and their
drivers, its butter, the Bells and steeple of Shandon. Next
day we drove up the vag:ly of the Lee to such a dear little
unsophisticated village called Inchigeela,—just a place to
stay in and sketch and joke and sleep and eat for a
fortnight. Our inn was a one-storied thatched cottage,
called of course a Hotel, clean and just on the street, in
which are perpetually the people and their pigs, or rather the

igs and their people, for really the people seem more made
?or the pigs than wicy wersa. We tﬁg saw the first of the
Constabulary, and had a long talk with the Sergeant, and
saw all their books and arrangements. Nothing could be
better—such a moral as well as physical force. Each man,
who is dressed in green like a rifleman, and is always a big
active fellow, has a little oblong box not much bigger than,
and of the shape of, this ,! and what do you think is in
it? I thought his watch or his book. It is his bracelets of
Ellisbed stee{—his fl;'aill;ir:uﬂhl.l From In(l;higeela we came on

iday to Glengari ugh a sav ut not d

ealledy Kimeneigs;rl and we saw a :gy wild sol!i;t;“riy lgcal’i
Gougan Barra, of which I will tell you again, very stran,
in itself and its relation to the people. It is one of the ho
places: and in leaving it we alfecould not but wish that if
these benighted people had too much faith, many of us day-
lighted folk as we think, though it is often our own Paraﬂine
only, would be the better of what they could spare. 'There are
thousands, millions of little stones in the chapel—many cart-
loads of them—of thin peebles, and each represents a prayer.
Glengariff is not tide-free as I expected, but is a noble inlet
of the Atlanticc The best things we have yet found in
Ireland are its butter, its bread, its good-humour and brogue,
and its whisky ; and what we have seen most of is, children,
pigs, potatoes, geese, donkeys, and Irish jinteelity and fun
and blundering. The Boots at Glengariff—a woman, very old
and queer—engaged to waken us exactly at 7; so a quarter
after 7 she comes and asks me what o’clock it was! But they
are a fine people,—their women esi)eciall , 50 sweet-eyed and
tongued, and gentle and womanly and motherly, and so
modest and pure-looking. I bought two collars at Kenmare
from three girls, Harvey bought nine, Constable five, and
these girls are each as nice and pretty, especially one, as Peg
of Limavaddy. . . .

1 Written wif cil on both sides of seven small sli
3§ x ;V i::lgea, pat:'lt‘:)efna small pocketlrb;ok smaall slips of ivory paper
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I heard yesterday from and of Kitty. Oh, if I could but
hope, and sometimes I do in spite of ever{thing. My love
to Aunt and yourself. You must always look after me. I
shall need it by and by.—Your aff. J.B.

CXXXII. To His SisTER IsaABELLA

KiLLarNEY, 19¢th Aug. [1861].

My pEAREST IsaBELLA—Here we are, having done Belfast,
Dublin, Cork, Inchigeela, Glengariff, Kenmare, and of course
all the intervening Ireland. e weather has been baddish,
much rain, but we have enjoyed ourselves (that is, literally)
very much, such happy good men. Dr. Carlyle didn’t come,
so that we are just the 4 We spent all Saﬁbath here, and
Dr. Hanna gave us a beautiful paraphrase of the 17th
Chapter of John. I got letters from Tummel on Saturday
night, as as I had reason to look for. I hope you are
well. I thought you not strong like. The t thing in
this country is not the scenery, which is rambling and queer
and often very stupid, but the people, who are rambling and
queer beyond conception, but never stupid or rude or ill-
humoured. We go to Limerick to-night, and then on to
the wilds of Connemara and home by Belfast. . . . This Lake
district is fine, but not so fine to my eye as either the
Cumberland or Highland.

Good-bye. You will be all alone at Arthur Lodge. My
love to the Youngs and yourself.—Yrs. ever aﬂ'ectionatelg,

J.B.

I feel already the better of the change and of the 8 good,

kind men.

CXXXIIL To Lapy MixTto

(The Lady Minto here addressed was the wife of the 3rd Earl of
Minto, and daughter of Gen. Sir Thomas Hislop, Bart.,, G.C.B. In
1861 and 1862 she printed for private circulation a little volume called
Notes from Minto MSS. ; in 1868 she published A Memoir of the Right
Honourable Hugh Elliot, and this was followed in 1874 by The Life and
Letters of Sir Gilbert Elliot, 1st Eari of Minto.] '

RutranD StREET, EDINBURGH, 18t Sept. 1861.

Dear Lapy Mixto—Thanks very much for your gift of

the Notes. You have much to answer for. f have read

nothing else all this day, and found myself scandalising the
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city quite unconsciously, as I sat in my carriage en
utter;l{ by this Elliot world you conjured up before me. It
is ly well done, no mannishness or “fine writing,” no
“ philosophf',” and no sentimentality. It is womanly without
being at all womanish, compact in texture, clear and happy
in expression. I don't wish you to be proud of it, but am
sure Lord Minto and the boys and your mother are and
ought. It is provokingly short, and leaves the hero and us
at the threshold and very soon after breakfast. Why not
tell us all his story and l‘?l'lish his day? In the next edition
you must do this, and give us more of his letters and his
mother’s and the Countess Thun’s (excellent) and Delta’s
and that odd original Lt.-Col. Petersohn’s, with more of your
own narrative. 1 say this quite seriously. What a novel
one might w:;l:le withf “le vifhlet léger Elliot,” with his
engaging in ities of nature, his courage, affection, caprice,
ing:lgelnc%, aengi energy, etc., as its hero! What I like so ?nuch
is your honesty and downrightness, and the entire absence of
that stupid enthusiasm and exaggeration about relations so
common among women biographers. Am I really to keep it
all to myself? May I not let Mrs. Gillies see it? and have
you sent a copy to Thackeray ? I hope you have. What a
“ Roundabout paper” he would make of your story. ¢ The
Black-eyed Salome ™ and the English-learning pupil of le bon
Lister, with the grammatical Husband (this i1s an exquisite
touch) and all the riffrafferie of the Bavarian Court, with
Grandfather Hugh, in it all, but not all of it. I don’t agree
with you and Byron as to Life having no Present, and I do
hope you are not riil;t in saying that “even in this world all
secrets are made known.” hat a beautiful bit that is
about old and present Minto! But I must end though I
don’t finish. Thank you very cordially for the pleasure you
have given me. You took me out of myself, and my present,
and even out of my Future, and set me down in the midst
of your men and women. . . . Thanks also for your asking
me in October and giving me the chance of shaking hands
with the new Earl and Countess and my dear friend Lord
Amberley. I don’t think his Lording will spoil him. My
best regards to Lord Minto. Lady Dunfermline is still very
far from well, but I hope gaining, not losing. Minnie and
her mother are greatly the better of North Berwick. Now
seriously, make up you mind to make your Notes four
times as big. I will ensure you a goodly sum for the 1st
public edition.—Yours ever truly, J. Brown.
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CXXXIV. To THE Rev. Dn. Smrra, Bicear
23 RutranD StREET, EDINBURGH, 13th Octr. [1861]

My pear UNncLe—I hope nothing will come in the way
of the elder branch making its appearance at the great
gathering on Tuesday. It is a great delight and pride to
us all to know who it is on whom the love and affection and
gratitude of a whole countryside, and of us all will then be
concentrated. B U T that was a great enormity in you to
put my name among the possible speakers, after my quite
serious disclaimer of any power in that line. Without joke,
1 am vexed at this, and the only way to unvex me is to
promise, and indeed to promulgate, that I am not to o
my mouth. I very nearly asked you to say this very day
that Rab's surviving friend was a dumb dog. When we
think of this coming day, how immediately we think of those
who cannot be there. Eut they may be there, seeing though
invisible. One thing I have of late greatly clung to, and
that is, that the Saints may intercede with through the
zgll;{ Way, for their friends left struggling and wandering
>ehind

Mrs. Brown is home with us; she is much worse, but I
hope not unha&py in body or in mind.—Yours and my
Aunt’s and all the rest’s ever, J. Brown.

The Meeting referred to in the above letter was held in
celebration of the Centenary of the Biggar United Presbyterian
Church. Though Dr. Brown protests against his name as a
speaker being given in the programme, he yielded to persuasion,
and on rising was greeted with enthusiasm. He was delighting
the audience with memories of his childhood at Biggar, when
suddenly the gas was turned on. That moment, and without
finishing his sentence, he sat down, and all efforts failed to induce
him to begin anew.

CXXXYV. To His BrotHEr ALExr. CrRuM Brown!
23 Rurrand Streer, EpinBuncH, 26¢h October 1861.

My pear Arexe.—Thanks for your two notes. 1 am
glad you are comfably settled, and in lodgings. I was
always jealous of a family. We go jogging on here. I am

1 Then at Heidelberg. 10
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busy with one thing or other, which is well. Kitty is losing,
but not very fast. She is thinner and feebler, and I fear 1s
suffering pain. Nelly is at Millfield. Jane is withus. John
gets on very well with Dr. Clyde. The Bxﬁar Centenary
was very good, all except Dr ’s belabouring of me
with genius, etc., and — 's feeblosities, and Mr.
shabby prayer. It was really capital. . . . Aunt James lms
forced me to submit toa bust{) Cauer ;! itis really distressing
the 1 her selfwill is lea.dmg her. I sup?ose you saw
or h of the Times upon me! done by Dallas.? I have
written a notice of Syme’s book and Forbes I will send them
to you. I am not in the mood for writing. 1 miss you very
much.—Yrs. ever, . J. B.

CXXXVI. To Miss Jessie CruM

23 RutLanp Street, EpiNsuren, 20¢h Decr. [1861).

- My pEAR JEssiE—Though the Crum hands are all pro-
vokingly like, I can (I think) always detect yours; thanks
for it.

Yes, this desolation in the poor Queen s house is ours too,
and it will do us good. That Sabbath day when we all knew
and all sent up earnest prayer to Gog for her and her
children — that spiritual, unselfish act must have done
spiritual good to those who Frayed and were moved. But
we cannot for long tell the full amount of the loss to the
eountry in his loss. He was both true and misunderstood.
The Queen had been speaking to Lady John Russell quite
lately and saying, « Sure ely no woman ever had such a husband ;

he is everything to me.”

CXXXVIIL. To His BrorHER ALEXANDER

23 RurLanD STREET, EDINBURGH, 27th Decr. 1861.

My pEar ALExe.—Day follows day and never a word do
I write to you. I would write longer and more living letters

! The photogravure in this book is taken from the bust, of which Dr
Brown says in another letter, ¢ Cauer has made a capital bust of Ego.”

2 The imes of Monday, Oct. 21, 1861, has a review of the Letter to
Dr. Cairns. . . . *“ When we procecd to analyse it, we are struck by the
wonderful effect produced by a succession of trivial details. If we presented
any of these details to the reader he would gerhaps see nothing in them,
and abhor us for trifling with his understanding. It is their combination
into a whole, instinct with the author's spirit, that is so effective. Each
little bit of the mosaic is nothing, while the compact fabric is perfect.”

46



DR JOHN BROWN.
7;,--;/ //' /ttn/lll e )//¢ /[/ (ff;llle' 14






1861]  Letters of Dr. John Brown

if I wrote oftener. Kitty is, I fear, losing, but I really cannot
tell. I am busy and have had to take another horse to my
Brougham. Gladstone is likely coming on the 10th to our
Court meeting about selecting New Examiners. . . . I got
£105 the other day for my thinnest of Lay Sermons,! and the
last edition of the Hore is sold. I am purposing to sacrifice
a half of the 2 Vols. and make one readable, sellable volume.
What ones must I sacrifice? Locke and Sydenham, Dr.
Marshall and all the quasi-philosophical, the Excursus
Ethicus, and the Thorn, and Mystifications. I miss you very
much, and pray God to preserve you and bring you back.
. . . —Good-bye. Nelly sends her love.—Yrs. ever, J. B.

CXXXVIIL To Sk THEODORE MARTIN

23 RurLaND STrEET, EDINBURGH, Sunday Evening.

My pear TueoporE—Let me thank you with all my
heart for your beautiful Catullus. It is as much better than
your Horace, as he is deeper, more in earnest, more im-
passioned, and as you are liker him in all these. Depend
upon it you have done nothing so as this. I gave
myself up to it last night, all alone, for some hours, havin
an old ll;:gged Catullus edited by * Simone 4bbes Gibbima,” an§
which belonged to Anna Damer, the aristocratic Sculptor
and genius. Atys I knew before; what an orgasm ! e
song of the Fates is exquisite, and all true; wives and
husbands will bless you for the 2 lines beginning, “ Round
thy strong neck ”; and the Notes! quite delicious that from
Martial at page 146! Who did the lines on 152°
They are exquisite. But I must not bother you. I rejoice
at this illustration of yourself, the same fervour and utter
love that you poured out to me many a year ago in walkin
round and round the Calton Hill, when your dear wife was sti.ﬁ
unwon, when you were hers, for ever, and you did not dare to
think that you were hers. Good-bye, my dear old friend.
‘Thanks to you for this great pleasure. You may now “dismiss™
when you like; you have got your freehold in perpetuity.—
Yours and the sine qui non’s ever affectionately, B

ROWN.

1 Dr. Brown’s Plain Words on Health was first published in Good
Words under the title of **Lay Sermons.” See Hora Subseciva, 1st
Series.
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On his correspondence with Dr. John Brown, Sir Theodore Martin
writes as follows :—

¢ Dr. Brown was born in S8eptember 1810, I in September 1816, and 1
was surprised when in one of his letters to me he described my dress,
when I must have been between 6 and 7 at my first school. How he
came to have seen, still more how he came to remember me at that age
I could not imagine. My own recollection of him dates from the time
1 was at College, and he was working under Professor Syme. We had
a common friend Robert Callander (‘ Bobbie Callander’ we called
him) who was working with him under Syme, and whom I used often
to visit at the Minto House Surgical Hospital, where we had many
pleasant talks on Literature, and music especially, and the thousand
and one topics that interest young men on the threshold of active life.
From that time we were always friends. Our talk when we met was
generally about books and the writers that were making their way to
eminence. I was then a devoted admirer of Carlyle, reading his
Sartor Resartus as it came out month by month in Fraser's Magazine ;
and of Thackeray, whoee Fitzboodle Papers and others of his minor
sketches had riveted my attention in the same Magazine. Dr. John
and I were both of the same mind as to the genius of these men, and
in those days, I remember well, we had not many of our circle of
friends to agree with us. Dr. John seemed to take an interest in my
own little doings in literature, and I remember still the delight I had
in his praising a preface I had written to a reprint of Sir Thomas
Urqubart's translation of Rabelais, of which 100 copies were printed for
special circulation. It took me by surprise, that he should have
thought it worthy of notice, for I had a very high opinion of his judg-
ment, and 1 may truly say, a very low opinion of my faculty as a
writer. It was impossible to know him, to see his fine faculty of observa-
tion both of men and nature, his aptness of expression, and the sweet
geniality of humour that pervaded his friendly talk, and not to see in
him the elements of authorship of a high and distinctive kind. Again
and again I would urge him to write, but with characteristic modesty
he resisted the suggestion. He had a high idea of what writing was.
alone justifiable, and did not at the time feel in himself that marked
individuality in observing and thinking, which ultimately found its
way in Rab and his Friends, and his other papers. In 1844 I left
Edinburgh, and our intercourse from time to time was in letters only,
for I had only brief glimpses of him in very few and hurried visits to
Edinburgh. His letters were always precious to both Lady Martin
and myself, and I kept nearly all of them, save perhaps one or
two that I may have given to enthusiastic lovers of his books. Old
Lady Lyndhurst, widow of the great Chaucellor, found the greatest
comfort in reading them, when between 80 and 90 years of age. I lent
her one copy and she read and re-read them, as her pet book, to the
last. She was a very clever woman.”
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CXXXIX. To PrincrpAL SHairp!
Wednesday [6th January 1862].

I like this more and more.? It has an unspeakable charm
—the true pastoral melancholy of the region—and these long
satielz\?in lines, like the stride of a shepherd over the crown
of Minchmoor. Why not send it to Thackeray for the
Cornhill? 1 will be 1ts godfather. I wish you had another
word than “winsome™ for the summer. . . . Thank you
again for this exquisite song. I would rather have been the
man to write it than Gladstone with all his greatness and
goodness.—Ever yours, J. B..

CXL. To Jonx Downes
23 RutLaND StrEET, EDINBURGH, 4th Feb. 1862,

My pEarR Downes— . . . At times I bethink myself a
magazine Month(l{y, with ME and vou as editors! observe
the precedency -delicacy of “ME.” I would give Rab’s
Prestlge (‘oh the vanity!) and you would coach it, and

would keep up .all my overflowings of Genius! (vanity
again!) which find their way into the Scotsman, into daily
talk, and into the letters to you (to no one else), and they
would find fine issue in the l\}agazine. Why not call it the
Scots Magazine ?

I will see Russel to-day and speak to him. I am very
sorry for you. Iknow how your bigness slips into melanchol
and a quiet despair. Wee men dare not do this lest their
existence and substance runs out in the inferim. They must
have no pause or lapse into darkness ; these fallings away and
misgivings never happen to your small men. How is your
breathing ? and your cough ?  Yes, Gavin is a brick ; what a
pair of Eyes! and what a queer, loveable, original mouth and
speech. Give him my love, and take it.—Yours ever, J. B.

(XILI. To Sir THEODORE MARTIN

23 Rutranp Streer, Epinsuren, 4¢h February [1862).

My pear TureoporE MarTiN—Thanks for your warm-
hearted letter. I like so much your saying that about the
breeding of my mind, and all the side-lights and sub-

! Published in Principal Shairp and his Friends.
2+ The Bush aboon Traquair.”
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sug%estions. I feel it to be so true, and so sweet, and so
rarely said, because so unlikely to be felt. I often feel
Bobby Callander!® tapping at my heart and saying, « Write
me down”; if so, you with your great, earnest een and
bastion-like forehead will be hauled in! Ruskin is not by
me; I wish it were, as to thought and style. It is by young
Lancaster, a Glasgow Oxford man at the Bar here, a regular
big 'un. I had all but promised to do parts of it, Turner,
and Ruskin as an artist, ?)ut having John Ruskin as a very
dear friend, I did not wish to have a word of mine in an
article where, with the strongest praise and thorough apprecia-
tion, there is also so much severity, not undeserved in many
ways, but more sharp than I, a lover and a friend, would
have used in “correcting ™ that wonderful genius. I would
have used the wrong end of the tawse. Now Lancaster’s
ends bite like fire.

Catullus I have only dipped into. It is scholarly, and
well written ; it s by “a Scot,” young Kinnear,? an Advocate.
He wrote a very 1pleasant paper on Shelley in the last but
one Quarterly. 1 can’t judge of his laying on your strong
head with your own stick, but I am more and more coming
to the conclusion that poetry is as untransferable as wine.
What would you make of translating” Burgundy or old
Madeira? It would only end in so much hot dry brandy
and so much water, the aroma, the bouquet disappearing
into space in transitu. This is awful to say to you. Its
essence flies ; you may make an entirely new wine out of its
ruins, but this is not done once in 10,000 years. Depend
upon it, the way a man of genius really gets his heart and
mind out about the poetry of strange tongues which he
wishes his ignorant friends to get an idea of, is to write such
notes as you have done, or such prose transferences as Carlyle's
Inferno ; and yet 1 would be loath to give up Atys and the
marriage.— Y ours ever, J. Brown.

Write me a line when your Scottish blood boils over.

CXLIIL To Lapy HisLor?
23 RutrLanp StREET, EpINBURGH, 13th Feby., 10 p.m., 1862,

Dear Lapy Hisror—I have just come from Lady Minto,
and you would have been delighted and comforted as only a
1 See Recollections of Dr. John Brown, by Alexander Peddie, M.D.

* The Right Hon. Lord Kinnear.
3 Wife of Gen. Sir Thomas Hislop and mother of Lady Minto.
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mother can be, to see her so bright and well. I think it was
quite right in her to remain this week here. I say this quite
apart from its being a great pleasure to me. I hope to-
morrow will be fine, and if so I intend driving her out to
Bonaly, Lord Cockburn’s place. She has been reading the
last volumes of Mrs. Delany,! finding some very curious and
interesting matter, and much trash. It is such a pity that
some one had not welded these 4 big volumes into one, and
that one half the sizez We are getting into our small
%aieties here, our Exhibition of Pictures, our concerts and
inners and Balls, not to speak of our Prayer Meetings
against the Balls. We are a queer mixture of bigotry and
paroxysmal gaiety, with a great amount of what is not
untruly called “Godly hatred” of each other. I was very
pleaseg to get your kind remembrances. I hope I may see
you if I go to London in May, to what Mrs. Portal calls
“the Merchants’ Madhouse,” this wonderful Exhibition.
With much regard, believe me, dear Lady Hislop, yours
ever truly, J. Brown.

CXLIIL. To His BROTHER ALEXANDER

23 Rutranp STREET, EDINBURGH, 18tk February 1862.

My prar Arexr.—Intermittent pulse of fraternal heart
as usual ! Not a day passes but I miss you, and wish to say
something, and ask something ; and yet I have been and am
steadily busy, which is a great blessing. What is Crum B.
thinking of for the future? I wish you would give us a few
letters more tuo, accurate and telling, before you leave
Heidelberg, for the Scotsman. Thackeray is in despair
for the Cornhill. “ Agnes of Sorrento™ is fast sinking
the ship. I am going to give him a queer bit of child-
life of 50 years ago, quite to your heart, to be called
“Pet Marjorie.” I must have something to spin my
Choroid plexus into. 'The new boiled down or evaporated
up (per ascen. or descen.) edition of the Hore in 1 Vol.
is nearly printed. The Americans have done it very neatly,
calling it Spare Hours, and cutting and carving very skil-
fully, and then dedicating the remains “affectionately™ to
a man I never saw, and may say don’t know, Mr. Quaker
Whittier. How good Tennyson on the Prince, and how

1 Autobiography and Correspondence of Mary Granville, Myrs. Delany,
by Lady Llanover, 1862,
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bad Mrs. Norton, meretricious, scented as with a concealative
scent. Jane Crum is coming this week to your Jane. I had
a long kind letter from Gladstone. . . . Good-bye, and
write soon and come home soon. Nelly and Jock send
their love. Dick is well, and Peter is for the 3rd time
restored to our bosom.—YTs., J. B.

CXLIV. To Henry Tavvror, afterwards Sie HENrY TayLoRr !

23 RutLanD StrEET, EDINBURGH,
Sunday Evening [ May 1862].

My pEar Mg. TavLor—I cannot refrain from thanking
ou for your note, and yet beyond this I don’t know that I
Kave any right to say anything. The work and the wife and
the five children are better excuses for your not writing
more, than the audience few. I think, generally speaking, a
man should stand in doubt of himself when he is wver
pogular; there must be some bit of quackery about him,
and few things are more disorganising to the intellect
and the moral sense, or more likely to develop the hump,
and dwarf the man, than that open-mouthed readiness on
the part of the public to take anything from some people.
No man’s greatest was ever brought forth under such
auspices.

f think I already know your daughters, if not by name,
by nature. Lady Minto will forgive me, I am sure, for
telling you that she read bits of a letter of yours in which
you painted them to her so that I would almost be able to
say which is which. Have you three daughters and two sons ?
I zave one of each, and have lost one lovely little woman at
8 months, 17 years ago. She died in a moment, when being
brought up to her mother for her first drink. Have you
lost any ?

You will soon get the second part of Lady Mintos
Notes.? The tragic story of Hugh Elliot’s first marriage is
in it, and a wonderful bit of intensity it is. That dark-eyed,
swarthy, and slim man, full of fire, of love, of devotion, of wit
and of melancholy, marrying that blue-eyed, soft, and white-
skinned Teut, polyandrous and heartless. His posting from
Copenhaien to Berlin, finding Apollo’s scroll of the wife’s
letter, taking his child in his arms and telling his errand as
he passed through the gates, his return, chasing the hand-

1 See infra, Sir Henry 'll‘:}ylor’s Letter of May 31st, 1868.
2 Notes from Minto 811,2 privately printed 1862.
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some sneak into Silesia, coming up to him in a solitary inn
at 8 in the morning, thrashin uiim soundly, gving him the
first fire in their duel, and making him write himself down a
liar, a coward, and a villain; never saying a word against
his wife, doting on the child ; the mother’s cfisappearance into
solitude, her early death, etc. etc.—all this done as a Ballad
would be very powerful, strange and touching. He must
have been a very able and a very odd man. at retort to
Frederick about Hyder Al is perfect, and such a revenge (as
he says) as Satan might have envied.!

I take the liberty of sending you a little book on Health ;
if you have a Scotcg nurse, she will perhaps enjoy the Scotch
bits. Pardon this running on, and believe me, yrs. ever
truly and much, J. Brown.

CXLYV. To Lapy TrevELYAN
23 Rurtanp Streer, Epinsuren, 9th May [1862]

My pear Lapy TrevELyaN—The Scotsman wishes much
to hear from you; so you may begin your papers whenever
you like—the sooner the better—and give yourself full scope,
and write just when you like. I wonder where you are—I
suppose in London. I am hoping to get up in June; a
short note will be very acceptable. We continue here much
as when I saw you. . . . When you write me I shall break
forth irfto a decent letter; tell me about John Ruskin and
the old people.

I have sent Our Dogs to Wallington; you will find
yourself and Peter in Company with Lady Minto and Fussy
and my brother Wm. and Wasp.

How delicious Miss Rossettr’s Poems are—quite blossoms
of thought and feeling and vision, delicious and natural
as a flowery Hedgerow in June, or Rannoch in September.
I am ruining m se%?' buying copies. I have had sent me the
&£5 : 5/ proof of Tennyson’s portrait by Watts—very noble.
You have seen it, doubtless ; if not, look in at 14 Pall Mall
East, and ask for Mr. M‘Kay—Kitty’s brother, and a partner,
and a shrewd and useful fellow.

My best regards to Sir Walter and his Wife. J. B.

! At Berlin in 1781 Frederick the Great, then an old man, said : ** M.
Elliot, qui_est ce Hyder Ali qui sait si bien arranger vos affaires aux

Indes?* Elliot promptly replied : ** Sire, c’est un vieux despote qui a
beaucoup pillé ses voisins, mais qui, Dieu merci, commence a radoter.”

Op. cit. p. 203.
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CXLVL To His BROTHER ALEXANDER
23 Rurrann Strexr, EpINBURGH, 13th May [1862].

My pEaR Saunpers—Thanks for your objurgatory and
leasant letter. Had I had any motions towards anger
which I hadn’t) that soothing 600 miles would have settled
them. Be it known, however, that “a deep dog was Crab ™
is a lawful trick of style,—mot a Dickensism ; that would
have been “he was a deep dog was Crab ™; and observe that
what is wanted is to concentrate the soul of the reader upon

the quality of deepness, not of Crab; and as the sentence
runs, Crab was deep. You attain tremendous effect by
Putting a deep dog as an absolute idea, before Crab. Still
agree with you in the tendency to affectation and conceit
in a certain author’s writings, Materiam superat opus. 'This
is the Synod, and Uncle Smith is in his glory '—a sort of meek
importance all over the dear little man. John Cairns was
reaching twice on Sabbath ; very great he was (there again!).
avid and Elizabeth 2 were in, very happy, very healthy, with
a sort of Scriptural look about them. Syme is gone to
London to the Medical Council. I don’t know if I shall
go up to London. I care little now for anything beyond
the Scotsman in the morning, my work, my food, and my
bed; and then I have no spare cash. The last two years
have been very expensive to me. Kitty is much as when
I wrote. . . . How long do you think you will be in London,
and when? . . . 10,000, I believe, of Our Dogs have gone
off. . . . Good-bye, and write soon.—Yrs. ever aﬁ'ectl}'.,B

Jockie and Nellie send their love.

CXLVIIL To Georce M‘Ewan

is letter was read at a Dinner to bid farewell to the Rev. Andrew
Robertson, Stow, July 1, 1862.]

Mly pEAR Sir—I regret very much that I cannot give
myself the pleasure of being with you to-morrow, and joinin
with you in bidding an excellent and courageous friend goog
and God speed. He is not a man to change his mind or his
principles at the antipodes. I see you have Yut me down for
the health of the Synod. You little knew (I hope) the total

! Dr. Smith of Biggar was Moderator of the Synod of the United

Presbyterian Church that 1ﬁem-.
2 The Rev. David and Mrs. Cairns of Stitchel.
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incapacity of your man. But I must say that if I could not
do any credit to the Synod, I feel more and more the credit
the Synod does me. This is the “blood and culture™ I am
most proud of—to have had a t-grandfather, a grand-
father, three d-uncles, a father, a second cousin, and
three full cousins, and lastly, and very much to have, your
Chairman and our Moderator my uncle and the minister of
Biggar, and what is more, and of the Biggar manse—the
man of whom the Upper Ward says: “We may leeve with-
out Dr. Smith, but naebody can dee without him.” My
younger sister and brother are still deeper dyed, having
Ebenezer Erskine and Mr. Fisher as their forbears. So you
see I am a very Hebrew of the Hebrews, and say, with my
whole heart, long life to the Synod! 1 for one in no way
desire its going to any Body’s door and asking admission.
Our own door is open to all comers on our own terms. You
see I have broken out into a speech, much longer and much
more articulate, I can assure you, than anything I could have
agonised myself and you over had I been on my legs. I beg
in the course of the evening to give you my three V.’s as a
toast: “Voluntaryism in Religion "—all agreed, of course;
“Voluntaryism in Education” many agreed, and always the
more; “Voluntaryism in Charity " (the entire poor-law
question)—very few (as yet) on this agreed. Me and Chalmers
(as the Ettrick Shepherd said, “ e and Burns™).

CXLVIIL To m1s Son
[Monday, August or September 1862.]

My pEar Joun—This has been a capital adventure; you
must have enjoyed it, and what a quantity of fish! How did
you cook your Venison? Mama was quite pleased to hear

our letter read ; she is much the same, has had no bad turn.
hope you will catch a good big pike. These 2 five-
pounders must have been good big ?ellows. I am quite
pleased at your success. When you go to Struan’s you must
take your rod and go up to Loch Lydoch and Loch Ericht.
Tell Nellie there are no news except that Robert Cox is
married to Miss Elizabeth Hill NOT QUITE.

Good-bye, and love to the girls. Write me a letter
soon, and tell Nellie and J ANIE to do the same.—Your
affectionate J. B.
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CXLIX. To THE SAME

23 RutLanD StrEET, EDINBURGH, 17th [August] 1862.

My pear JouNn—I was quite pleased with your letter.
Mama and I have been together 1 day. She is feebler, I
think. I hope we are going to have better weather at last.
Tell Bob that I am sorry to say Adam has broken his
fathers head with a brown'D I S H very severely, and he has

els)ut in prison by the Provost of Elie, and his head
shaved, and each altemate tooth drawn; he is as well as
could be expected I think you and Bobbv should make the
Dunkeld journey, and also go up to Robert Stewart in Glen
Tilt, and go to the top of EN-Y-GLOE. Mama
sends her love. She often asks when you are coming home.

Tell Bobbie that the bleeding from Adam’s teeth was
tremendous, but his nose was the better of it. His father
has forgiven him and settled 5 pence a week upon him, to
be continued to Bobby if he dies. Good-bye, my dearest
Jockie.—Your affectionate father, J. B.

CL. To His SisTER ISABELLA
13th September 1862.

My pear IsapeLLa— . . . I was all yesterday at North
Bermck or rather on the sea, visiting glddry, etc. John
Taylor was with me. I found a delightful long letter from
Lady Augusta Bruce. She is with the Queen, who has been
reading Hore Subsecive, and was greatly interested about
Arthur Hallam, and wishing to know if the paper on him
could not be had separately %or her to give away. Perhaps I
may print it like the sixpenny Rab, with a woodcut of Clevedon
Church where the Hallam race lie. The children come at the
latest this day week, and I hope to get away for two days to
Edward Maitland at Compstone in Galloway. When do you
and your suite return ?—Yours ever affectionately, J. B.

CLIL To Joun R. FinpLaYy

[Sep. 30, 1862.]
My pEAR Sir—Thanks for Clough ; you have done it very
well, not so enthusiastically as I would. I place Clough very
hxgh as an intellectual am{ moral poet, and I would have had
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a kick at the (by way of) imaginative crew, Dobell, Smith,
that varmint Massey, et hoc genus omne, who are bedevilling
and bedrunkifying our literature; and I would not have
blamed him for his Oxfordism, and I would have considered
that in writing to his Celtic lass the Greek words were to
himself and &e learned world, not to her, and I would
certainly have told shortly, as you could well have done, the
Insurance Clerk’s (small) adultery business and quoted the
whole of the wife’s speech. But you have done it well and
heartily. Let me have another proof of Minchmoor, which
I hope to make much better by getting Professor Shairp’s
liberty to quote a fine song of his, “The Bush aboon
Traquair,” recounting his feelings on visiting the remains of
the famous * Bush.”—Yours ever, J. B.

Please let me have Minchmoor if possible to-night.

CLIL. To JounN SkerTon!
23 RutLaND StrEET, EDINBURGH, Sunday [ December 1862).

My pEaR SKELTON, AND SuirLeY—Thalatta has come, and
I am sure I shall get much enjoyment from it. Whaur gat
ye that style? and how I envy you your bits of verse, which
seem to have had for their final Cause and end their being so
embedded! But I don’t envi you your worship of Benjamin.
Do you really and truly look upon that splendid scamp as
either a patriot or a politician? I think {ou must lash your-
self into all your Tory fury in some unknown cavern, and
thence issue into your besmoken room in Alva Street. I
admire Benjamin too, as a man of genius and audacity, and
the author of Henrietta Temple and of his own fortunes, but,
as an English minister and tﬁe mouthpiece of the British will
and power, it amazes me that with zour bumps of Causality
and Comparison you can believe in him.
Thanks again for this beautiful book. I wish I were
ounger and happier, and away in Rannoch in the Black
{?Vooﬁe’z with it, at the end of June.—Yours ever truly,
J. Brown.

1 Afterwards Sir John Skelton, K.C.B., author of Essays of Shirley
and Maitland of Lethington.
2 Where the black birch still grows.
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CLIIL. To Joux Dowxes
23 Rurranp StrEET, EDINBURGH, 214t Jany. [1863)

My pear Downes—I was thinking of you at the very
time your warm jovial (that is the word with a big as well as
little jeye) letter came in and cheered me and filled me. I
could not keep from reading it out to Helen and John, who
are under the delusion that they like you nearly as much as
a big new dog we have got, a glorious fellow whom I am
training to run down and all my enemies.

My dear friend, you needed not to apologise for over
ambition any more than for over adipose matter; your great
fault is want of self-assertion to the outer world. You are
adamantine, I know, in your concretions, and even in your
fancies, and have too much sense not to know the length and

wer of your arm, and the wecht and momentum of your

rain, but you don’t make the most of yourself to the great
gaping public; and fy,'om' fun and cleverness you reserve too
much for such delightful rollicking and nicherin’ as in this
letter, gambolling like the said big affectionate ruffian of ours
in the snow just now. Well, I hope the “Spectreship ™ may
come ; if not, something else will ; and after all if the placens
and the parvuli, etc., were all safe, and the nunc dimittis come,
neither you nor I will break our hearts at going down that
stair ; it leads out into the everlasting heaven and its stars.
Are you really growing fat? that is good, and so I am sure
is yon upon ilson. Russel was severish, but justish.
I admired and loved, but could not respect the great
Christopherus. There was a dash of BOSH in him, a hulli-
ballooishness, and a sort of demoralised and demoralising
sentimentality that at once took and disgusted me, but he
was big and noble and full of love; keep him off Cockneys
and vermin in general—there he was merciless and expiflicat-
ing as my said Dog is to cat or rat. I have been very busy
with my doctoring work, and a good deal tired. Two weeks
ago I felt as if the Hourglass was all but run out, but some-
how somebody turned the glass and the sands are running
more briskly. Mrs. Brown is no better, indeed worse, the
mind more and more obstructed and hidden, inaccessible.
Nelly and John are well and send their regards. He is at
College and Mathematics and French, and Ficking up know-
ledge of the world, and girls at occasional dancing-parties.
He is a good honest boy who, as Carlyle would say, looks
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existence in the face; for the non-existent and imaginative
he manifests a profound contempt, even in his “ parient.”
Good-bye, and don’t be so long of writing. My best
to the Wife. I would like her version of8 your health,
really and truly.—Ever, my dear friend and fellow, yours
affectly., J. B.

CLIV. To tHE REv. Dr. PeTER DAviDson
March 1863.

My pear MiNistEr—I am delighted with the Syllabus of
the Lectures.! It is a book that is sure to do good and
make an impression by its intellectual power, honesty, and
accuracy, as well as acuteness, and most of all by its dee
godliness. I wish to say something and yet I feel how little
right I have to say it. It is this, that in the first Lecture—
which is the one I could most readily miss—there are some
severe expressions I could have liked either away or mollified
—everything against the sincerity of a man 1s dangerous,
because, though we can judge pretty well (and only that) of
our own sincerity and motives, we hardly ever can of those of
such men as this. What you and I could feel to be in us
basely and contemptibly insincere may be and often is not
so with others, and you always gain n the main by giving
your opponent all you honestly can, before smiting him to
the ground. He is a conceited, silly writer—unable to see
the proportions of truths, or even to know truth when he
sees it, unless it be the barest numerical truth—and he is
a rash, unfair (it may be unconsciously), and to me totall
unreadable man, but I do believe the man thinks he 1s
doing God service and is honest in his way, though vain and
one-eyed to ludicrosity, as you have most thoroughly and
delightfully shown.

But forgive this, and believe me, yours gratefully,

J. Browx.

CLV. To THE SAME
[1863.]
My pEar Ministfer—Thanks; I have read the Preface
with great admiration ; it is quick as well as powerful—keen
and clean in its edge. I have suggested an alteration at

! Dr. Davidson delivered a series of Lectures, afterwards published,
in which he controverted the views of Bishop Colenso on the Pentateuch.
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gage ix., it seems to me to bring out your meaning more
airly. Many of these men are really painstaking, painful
thinkers, and their Reason brings them, I daresay (poor
fellows!), often enough up to sudden walls, precipices, and
ires which do not 1Pﬁaaz;e them, however much they may
gratify their deified «it.
Perhaps I ought to end here, but I cannot with comfort.
I do not and never have been able to hold the doctrine of
eternal punishments, as I know you and many of my dearest
and most honoured friends hold and have held it. I have
never been able to find it articulately taught in the Bible.
I do not say it is not taught, only I have never found it. I
think the whole subject is as mucK surrounded with difficulty,
and I incline to think on the part of Revelation with in-
tentional obscurity, as it is with awful and salutary horror.
Don’t suppose, then, I hold any of the several forms of
opinion fixedly; it is one of the things, and there are many
in the Bible, I am content to remain in doubt as to. I don’t
see how any fear of eternal punishment could add to the love
of God and moral hatred of and fleeing from sin which is of
the essence of “change of mind.” At the same time, I am
not giving in to the finity of man’s sin requiring finite
unishment. I think this nonsense—for man the sinner is
or ever contracting fresh guilt and liability to punishment.
If I incline to any formal belief in the matter, it is to that
of John Locke and Archbishop Whately—the annihilation by
a sovereign act of the Almighty of His impenitent creatures—
not at death, and not without judgment and suffering—and
what more awful thought can come into a being with a soul
than its extinction—except it be what I feel would make me
a maniac if I believed it (though this is no reason why I
should not believe it upon evidence)—the sufferings of sentient
beings as everlasting as the being of the Almighty. I have
never been able to get past what John Foster says on this
subject. But I ought to ask your on for this. Iadmired
the clear incisive thinking of all you say on this in the
Preface, and might therefore have said nothing more. I
send you a letter by Thomas Erskine, one of the holiest and
best men I ever knew, to show you his mind—not that it is
my mind, but because I cannot think the man I knew him
to be can be without “the truth as it is in Jesus”—the
“saving truth.” But, as I before have said, I desire not to
dogmatise at all on this tremendous subject.
I am especially delighted with your bringing in our stout
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old Voluntaryism pure and simple at the end—in this I am
entirely at one with you. But I fear the good people within
the citadel will not come out till some rough Joshua with
his rams’ horns astonishes them some fine gaturday.—-Yrs.
ever truly, J. Brown.

CLVIL. To His DAuGHTER
April 28th, 1863,

Dear NeLLy—Mr. Syme and Jim and Uncle William and
I had a famous day on Thursday at Leadhills, and the
Enterkin and Dalveen,—quite wonderful, especially the
Enterkin, a very deep, narrow, green valley so loneg' and
solemn. . . . Bob has just upset a Lamplighter, and dis-

rsed his ladder and his lantern. He seems to hate all

mplighters. He is much quieter and never attacks little
dogs. %ly best regards to Mrs. Ferrier, who might have
been the wife of Coriolanus, in which case Coggie would have
been somebody else, which I would regret. Good-bye, my
dear child.—Yours affectionately, Jy B.

CLVIIL. To ProFEssoR SELLAR
23 RutLaND StrEET, EDINBURGH, July Tth [1883]

My pEaR SELLAR—I] could come, as you know, and I am
now going to say nothing more about it. I hog in & duy
or two to hear from Spiess. I send Mrs. Sellar Clough’s
Poems and Memoir. I don’t know when a book and man
more laid hold on me. I always liked, indeed loved him,
and felt his sincerity and sensibility and power, and that
uncertainty of conviction of his and sense of the riddle of
existence, drew him very much to myself as being like-
minded, but I think more of him than ever. Read that
last story ¢The Clergj'man’s Tale,” above all read Jane’s
pleading at the end, and I will wonder if you don’t say there
18 nothing like it since Crabbe’s

Whom never more shall 1 forsake or see.

Tell me what you and Mater think of it.
You know the letting off of the steam when the ship
stops; was it ever better worded than in this line

Wild in white vapour flew away the force.
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Palgrave’s Memoir is very good, and makes you like him as
welﬁ:: Clough, but there is a sadness (in the sense of bread
which is not “riz”), a want of all gaiety and elasticity about
him and all his works. Is he for ever damp with that dead
passion of his? . . .—Yours and hers ever, J. B.

CLVIIL. To Sir Turopore MARTIN
23 RurLanD StrEET, EDINBURGH, 8th July [1863].

My pearR Turopore—Thanks for this beautiful Quarto,
and thanks for your thinking of sending it to me.! I am
sure it will while away many a one of my now necessarily
weary hours. I have not done more than dip into it.

Schiller’s I/deals and Uhland’s Dante I like, and so will 1
doubtless much else. It is amazing to me your pith and
spirit, how you can do such thorough work, as play, after
your other work. I have neither brains nor “go™ for this,
even if I had the genius. Do you ever see the Museum ?
There is a translation in it for this month of part of the
Iliad by D’Arcy W. Thompson of the Edinburgh Academy,
whose Ancient Leaves you may have seen, which seems
to me excellent. Good-bye, and God bless you and your
dear wife. If you see the snowy Megalander W. M. T. give
him my ancient regards. What a wonderful bit of genius
his daughter’s Elizabeth® is! so like and so unlike the sire’s
handicraft.—Yours and Mrs. Martin’s ever truly,

J. Brown.

CLIX. To Miss ConnNie HiLLiarD 3

23 RurLaND STREET,
EDINBURGH, Augt. X1IIth [1863).

MY OWN DEAREST LITTLE WIFIKIE—HOW DO
YOU DO? I MISS YOUR SELF MORE THAN I
CARE TO TELL YOU OR ME. BUT IT IS TIRE-
SOME TO GO ON MAKING THESE CLUMSY
FELLOWS OF LETTERS, so here is a picture of young
Saturn and his R IN G, which you see is just the rim of his
wide-awake driven over his eyes,—no wonder he is sulky.

! Probably Poems, Original and Translated %rivately printed), 1862.
2 Story of Elizabeth, by Anne Thackeray.
3 Sce Facsimile of this letter on opposite page.
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This is the rest of him as there was no room.
And here is his dog, who is an Irish Grey-hound in dis-
uise.

8 I came home with a funny little man of this look and
size; it was so queer to see him giving his ticket to the
Railway man at Dunbar. The name on his Hat Box was
TIGLATH-PELESER. He told as a great secret, which
I now tell you as one too, that he needed that long and strong
nose to protect his shirt FriLL and I believed him.

There was another queer wee man waiting for him at the
Joppa Station, of this look and size.

He took Tiglath away in his cab. His name on his cab—
and that is his whip he is holding behind his back, and it is
a very bad one—was OG, and I have my own notion from a
sort of crown on his top that was He of Bashan. You can’t
see his hands because they are behind his back, you know ;
and you know also how much I like you, and hope you are
to be a great comf. to all your friends; and you know too I
MUST see your Journal, and especially what you said
about the great T

under the
(tree)

and you must write me a letter when you get back to Wall-
ington.! Good-bye and -night, my dear little Wifie, and
believe me your APHEKSHANS, JEYE BEE.

CLX. To TtHE SAME

23 RurLaND StrEET, EnINBURGH, 25¢h November [1863].

My DEAR, LirTLE, WEE WIiFIEKIE—Thanks for these
famous Doghips. They are capital, and much better than
our Cottage at Wallington, though I like it very much,
«especially the watering-pan. Where are you? with Aunty ?
or at Uxbridge? I am so glad to have this Photo of you;
it is so “awfully” (as young people now call very) and
like, the mouth especially, and the sly, prim, droll, quaint,
«ueer, dear, funny, sunny look all over, which is EURZ.

Now write me a wee notie some day soon, for I am often
very glad to be made to like anybody and feel a little funny,

! This letter was written shortly after Dr. Brown’s first meeting with

Ruskin at Wallington. See infra, p. 287.
2 Lady Trevelyan.
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and as we, that great WE, did at that famous T drinking in
the flower-garden at Wallington, when the queerest of men
was there, JEYE ERR.' Good-bye, my own dear little
wifiekie.— Your old friend, J. B.

CLXI. To Lapy Mixto
23 Rurranp Streer, EpINBURGH, 25th Novr. 1863.

My peAR Lapy Mmntro—Thanks very much for your
letter. Your boys are, I think, happy and busy. I shall
watch Hugh and see that the diligent Haas does not over-
task him, and I hope on Saturday to get a ride across the
Pentlands with them both. They are so curiously like and
unlike. I enjoy so much the sweet but stout humour of
Hugh. 1 took them both to Mr. Syme’s, and whenever
Mima, the newly-married daughter, comes home, they will

out and have a little merriment. Syme was, for him,
wonderfully frank with them, the truth being that he likes
them. He has a singular instinct for whatever is true, be
it in disease or character. He is himself the very embodi-
ment of truth. I quite understand what you say of Hugh
and Dr. Haas, and will do what I can to get him objective
as well as subjective pursuits. I like to think of that open-
browed, open-minded, and, in a good sense, open-hearted son
at Dresden, getting the good of the world with the least
possible injury and the greatest good. He is sure to make
a man, and a glood husband when the time comes.
His face and & very different one occur to me at this moment
as if I saw them in the room. Lady Augusta is to be
married in December, and in Edinburgh with her Dean in
July. You must try and come in and hear his Lectures
on Solomon and all his glory! How perfectly just and
perfectly expressed your words on Renan! I have read them
without your name to several of our best men, and they
were surprised at their perfection not only in what they
say, but not less in what is left unsaid. t about the
Apostles is so true, and I don’t believe you know how clever
as well as how true, and in the best sense philosophical, these
words are—* The endeavour to produce su, ral results by
natural means is a complete failure.” This is really touching
the heart of the whole matter with a needle. 1 have seen
nothing so good on this delusive and deluded book, by man

1 The Scotch phonetic pronunciation of J. R. ; John Ruskin,
164



186s] Letters of Dr. John Brown

or woman, and I mean to make some use of them.(in a very
quiet and safe way) in my next volume of odds and ends.
I could preach a sermon on the words I have quoted; it is
the core of Christianity. Supernatural effects are produced ;
therefore they must have an adequate or supernatural Cause,
and Causer. By the bye, I doe?xope you will do something
for the North British for February. When you lose Fitz,
which I hope will be soon, you might give us your Grand-
father; it would be delightful and stand out a perfect sketch
of a man entirely and through and through original. Do
think of, and do do this.
These were clever lines on Strathbogie in the Scotsman.
They were by Lord Neaves. I am ashamed of all this.—
“ours and Lord Minto’s and the lively anxp patient Fitzs
ever truly, J. Brown.

CLXIIL To mis Sister Mgs. WiLsoN

23 Rutianp Streer, EpiNBuren,
2nd Decr. 1883, Tuesday, 2 r.M.

My pEAREsT JANE—I have just been hearing from Isabella
of your home-coming and your kirking and your deeg
happiness. You “ feel that you are happier than you know.
There is nothing like it, and once felt, it is for ever ; over this
death and time and change and misery have no power. The
two first you must meet, and the second will help you to
heap up your running-over measure. May God keep from
you the two last, but even though they come, they can never
make you not feel what you feel now. I didnt mean to
tumble into this transcendental sentence. It has seemed a
very strange, but by no means unhappy week ; it brought
back my own marriage so immediately, and I felt there was
a far more exceeding joy and thankfulness than the reverse.
Tell James that I am sensible of a distinct addition of affec-
tion, of nearness for and to him since this day week! He is
much more to me. Isabella is now in the dining-room with
Maggie and Nellie. She goes at 4; we have enjoyed her very
much ; and William too, he was immensely liked by Candlish’s
ruffians.! If you take to having Lectures in New Abbey, he
would delight you. I couldn’t bear having to be in bed all
Saturday with faintness and shivering and headache. I am
better now, though pretty well run down. Jane and Mary

1 A jocular allusion to some young men's class.
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went yesterday. Good-bye, you will send me a line by and
by and a sketch of the house! the manse, the abode of two
happy spouses. My love to James and my respectful
obeisances to the Moderaaaator. . . . You heard Dr. Davidson’s
parting shot and joke, that in this matter (the marriage)
ou were a thorough Voluntary, and that you were both
nited Presbyterians! . . .—Yrs. ever, J.B.

CLXIII. To Lapy AIrLiE

23 RurLanp StreET, EDINBURGH, 10¢A Decr. 1863.

My pEAr Lapy AmrLie—May I thank you for two great
leasures ? Your having thought of sending Dean Stanley’s
rmon, and the sermon itself, which I read to-day as I drove
about town. It is such as no man living but himself could
have written or thought of writing—such fervour, such
spiritual quickness, s:ci affectionateness, with all that rich,
unex; , and yet natural utterance. Other preachers are
eloquent or subtle or learned or weighty, but he alone is
a ic, as if he had in him the very blood of John of
atmos, of whom altius caeteris Dei patefecit Arcana is true.
Thanks for this great and good pleasure. How sad for him
and for Lady Augusta, as for all, and above all for the
desolate wife, this calamity of Lord Elgin!?
I hope you and Lord Airlie and all yours are well, and
that you have perfectly got over your accident. Thanks
in very much for your remembering and enriching me.—
Yours ever truly, J. Brown.

I wish he had not been so tender to Renan. I cannot
accept his compliments to the Man Christ Jesus after he has
stripped Him of His Godhead. If so stripped, is He worth
the worshipping ?

CLXI1V. To mis Sister Mges. WiLsox

23 RutLaND STREET, EDINBURGH, 138t Juny. 1864.

My pEAREST JANE—Thanks for your letter. I knew you
would be thinking of me at this death,® and, my dear Sister,
you will very soon be thinking of me at one far more than
this: my darling is dying. I thought she might have

! Governor-General of India, died November 1863.
* The death gt"s Thackeray.
1



186s5) Letters of Dr. John Brown

been released yesterday, and entered into the joy of her
Lord. I have given her up to Him. I was much shaken
by Thackeray’s death. You will have Alexr. with you and
much fun and enjoyment. Give James my best regards and
Alexr. too, and many, many hal‘)lpy New Years to them and
to you. Good-bye, my dearest Jane.—Yours affectionately,

CLXYV. To Lapy TREVELYAN

Monday [Jany. 1864).
This is the day of her burial.!

My pEar Friexp—I was sure you would write. Your
letter and such as yours keep me up—steady and comfort, and
indeed rejoice me. I do not know what would have become
of me else. Yes, my dear friend and hers, we will think of
her now as she was: bright and lovely, keen and good and
faithful, and full of duty and sense and hidden tenderness.
I never knew till she was broken, and her inner nature dis-
closed by the rifts of the horrible shattering 4 years ago, how
simple, how abiding her love was; and nfy only feeling now
is gratitude to Gof, and to her, and to my friends. She is
blessed for ever. I can now feel (at least) that I have com-
munion with her free, unshrouded, unimprisoned, and no
longer tortured self. I feel surer of her essential existence than
ever, and as if she may be near me when I know it not—pity-
ing us, praying for us, interceding with the great High Priest
—who, bl be God, is a Priest for ever—for our salvation.
On Thursday the week before last she became suddenly worse ;
vitality gave way, and that lovely dwelling-place fell fast into
ruin; there was no doubt now of the end; and for the first
time during all these years I was reconciled—far more than
reconciled—to let her go. It would have been wretched
selfishness otherwise. But her compact, firm, co us
organisation fought the last enemy to the last. . . . She did
not (I hope) sug'er in body or in mind. What was in her
mind her God only knows—for it was there to the last, only
withheld, bound—but she knew me and rested her eyes on me
apparently till their lids gently fell down, and she kissed me
eagerly and like as a baby, as if to feed upon me, on Tuesday,
for which I shall ever bless God. Of course I know how
unworthy, how unkind, how imperfect, how unfulfilling, how
unlike her I have been ; but in spite of this she loved me,

! Dr. Brown’s wife died on January 6th.
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sweet darling, to the end. The children are well; they are
terrified at lﬁe horribleness of death, of their mother’s death,
their faithful and best friend, but they are reconciled, and
they are young. Good-bye my dear, dear friend, endeared
through and for her as well as for yourself.—Yours and Sir
Walter’s ever, J. B.

CLXVI. To Joun DowxEs
23 RuTtLAND StrEET, EnINBURGH, Janry., Sunday [1864).

My pEAR Frienp—Thanks for yours; I ought to have
written you long before this. It was all settled about the
Examinership, that it was to be left to the Arts’ Professors.
You were highly applauded and sympathised with. I am so
far glad at your accounts, but wish you could say more; still
it is a blessing you are in the bogy at all, and I have no
doubt you are laying in real strength. . . . You say very
truly w{at I am feeling ; very strange it is, but I was happier
for 4 or 5 days after her death than I ever probably was in
all my life. I was so thankful for her relief, her certain
blessedness, her escape from the burden, the imprisonment
of the flesh, and thankful too for her wonderful delightful-
ness and faithfulness to me all her life, and for some hope of
meeting her again. I was exalted above my own selfish
miseries and wants; but the ebb is coming now and the
changeless want, the “no more™ of everything this is dulling
me. It was a sad time for 5 days. She fought the last
enemy to the very last, but at that last she, in her own sweet,
decent way, resigned herself, and literally fell asleep. We
didn’t know when she ceased to live till we saw a sudden

or and celestial brightness shine out from her lovely face.

my God, what shall I render to Thee for this Thy greatest
benefit, short of thyself, the having had the love and the pos-
session of such a creature !

The children are well, and send their best regards. I am
fortunately very busy. Lancaster and I have been trying to
say something in the North British on Thackeray, which I
shall send you. You will be glad to know that the Review
has risen since last number 300 in subscribers. I think it will
do well, thanks to the energy, sense, and perfect honesty of
Douglas. Good-bye, write me soon. I am not somehow in
the humour for scribbling: it will come on me some day soon.
—Yrs. ever affectly., J. Brownx.
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NIGHT THOUGHTS!?

I stand amid the ruins of a life,
With seraph voices soundi
Higher and higher 'mid the hushing strife,
To tell of faith and hope and love abounding—
Calling my spirit to that happier home
Where the loved lost one dwells, no more to roam.

Safe o'er the fiery ploughshares hath she pass’d,
Thy gracious Znnd upholding,

Following her Saviour’s footsteps to the last,
Till she is now her Saviour’s face beholding.

I thank Thee, Lord, who gav'st my fainting soul

An Angel pure to lead me to Thy goal.

I thank Thee, Lord, that through a narrow way,
Beset with thorns of sorrow,
Thy Grace has led me on from day to day,
0 wait with humble thankfulness Thy morrow,
Blessing Thy name for all Thou did’st bestow,
To cheer our weary pilgrimage below.

CLXVIIL. To Sik Georce Harvey
23 RurLanp Streer, EpiNuren, Friday [Feby. 12th, 1864).

My pEAR oLp Friexp—Thanks once more. The time
must be drawing not far off when neither you will give nor I
receive this annual pledge of friendship, and neither you nor
I would wish to stay very long here. Everything now is
made sacred to me by a reference to her, whose loveliness and

oung beauty, and what was and is far better, her truth and
ove, you know better now than almost any. I often bless
you for the words you sent me on her death : nobody touched
the exact chord you did.

I am delighted with the ¢ Penny Bank ”2—such perfect
possession of head and hand, and of course of heart ; for time
I don’t think ever can do anything but deepen the goodness
and the gentleness of a good and gentle heart.

Good-bye, and God Almighty, the Giver and the Taker
away, the ALL in ALL, bless you and your two.—Yours
ever, J. Brown.

! Found among Dr. Brown’s papers after his death.
2 The name of a picture exhibited by Sir George Harvey that year.
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CLXVIIIL. To Miss Jessie CruM
Tuesday, Feb. 1864.

My pEar JessiE—I never thanked you for your note. 1
am very much pleased at your father liking the bit on the
Koor Duke.! I knew him a little, and knew a great deal of

im and of his wonderful wife ; and I think it is a sort of
duty to say what is true about a man who, partly from his
own fault, was not understood. He was a sort of Highland
Terrier on its hind-legs, all the good and the bad of a terrier ;
but he was a much better man in his own way than that
splendid and refined ruffian the Duke of Hamilton.

Friday.

DEar JessiEe—This was begun on Tuesday in the Insur-
ance Office while I was waiting, and I was called off to take a
young Baronet’s Life.2 Don’t think me conceited, but I got
the Duchess of Athole’s thanks for what I had said about her
husband. She said she thought no one but herself knew him
so well, and did him justice.

CLXIX. To THE REv. DRr. JoHN CAIlrNs

A uisition was addressed to Dr. Cairns by representative
Edinburgh citizens ing his removal from Berwick-on-Tweed to
Edinburgh. See MacEwen's Life of Dr. Cairns, p. 470.]

23 RurLaND StrEET, EDINBURGH, Saturday [1st April 1864].

My pEar Frienp—I am sure you will believe me when I
say, I grieve to add to your tension and distress. I do pity
you for all that is laid upon you, and which you must and
can alone bear; but I hope that this document may relieve
you so far as to make it alrethe easier to decide the question.
It is a very serious thing to give and to receive such a paper
as this, and you don’t need me to tell you how thorougKley
representative these names are, and how powerful. I could
easily have got them quadrupled. I know, my dear friend,
you will give its full weight to this very remarkable signature.

! Duke of Athole.

2 In 1864 Dr. Brown was chosen as Medical Officer of the *: Life
Association of Scotland,” an appointment which he held for the rest of
his life. His rapid diagnosis as to character as well as health peculiarly

suited him for this work. From the year 1876 his friend Dr. Alex. Peddie
shared the office with him.
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Adam Black in giving his name said, “ This is more than ever
was done for Dr. Chalmers.” You must not feel oppressed
by thinking we expect too much from you, or are expecting
you to flourish at Soirees and on Platforms. This is the
very reverse of what we wish. We simply wish you to be
here.—Yours ever affectly. and EArNEsTLY, dJ. Brown.

CLXX. To mu1s SisTER IsABELLA
St. FruLans INn, Friday, 2d June [1864).

My pEar IsaBeLa—This has been a dull east wind day,
but we have enjoyed it. Nelly and I walked up the heathery
and steep hill behind the Inn for about two mlges, till we got
to a lonely loch. I gave her Mother’s letter to read. 'Thi
is her own birthday and Sabbath is the anniversary of our
marriage. Bob and Jockie crossed the Earn just as it leaps
out of the Loch, and made for one of the wild Aberuchill
hills; we then met here and had lunch, and the boys rowed
Helen and me up the Loch. Then she went in, and I went
with them up the hill they had been up before, to see a
hawk’s nest they had discovered in a deep cut in the hill
Never was anything more clever than the selection of the
nest ; we could get near but not to it ; then home to dinner,
very tidy and comfortable. I hope the weather will change
and be warm and bright, that we may see this lovely country
bright and glad. When at Crieff I went and saw our Cottage.!
I think we may very likely come home by the Pass of Leny
and Callander on Monday. Good-night. . . . Tell Alexander
he would do well to bring you here some fine morning.—
Yours affectionately, J.

CLXXI To His Son
23 RurLanp StreET, EnINBURGH, 19th July 1864.

My pear JockiE—I hope you have got on all comfortably
and enjoyed yourself and Bob. I sent on your Coat to
Fisher's, where I hope you will get this. I suppose it bas
been awfully hot. %ou and Bob must construct a letter
when you are at Kingussiec. I wrote to Colonel Brewster
Macpherson, so that you need have no qualms about going.
I went with Professor Syme to Kailzie near Peebles, and had

1 Where he and his wife stayed in the summer of 1846, shortly after
their marriage.
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a delightful walk on the hills and a great eat of the Cherries.
My dear John, think often of your dear mother, try and
recollect her, and keep her look and voice in your mind and
heart ; you will never see any one so good, at any rate no one
more true and loving and wise; and try to think of her as
existing and thinking of you and your best good, praying to
her God and yours to keep you from sin and from harm;
and in your prayers thank God for having given you such a
mother, and pray to be made like her, so trugful and dutiful
and to be trusted to the uttermost. Good-bye. My presect-
ful regards to BOB. Nelly will write to you to Beﬁeville.—
Yrs. ever, J. B.

CLXXII. To THE SaMmE
23 RutLaND StrEET, EDINBURGH, Friday [1864].

My pear JockiENiNo—How are you? and how are your
poor feet 7! You must write me from Belleville, where I hope
this finds you. Is Bob alive? and if alive, is he kicking ?
Have you zeen on the top of Ben M‘Dhui ? I hope you got
the Coat at Fisher’s, Braemar; I sent it. We have had
some rain and much wind. Nelly goes out to the Millers next
week. . . . Say to Bob, with my respectful condolences, that
No. 4 Royal Terrace has been reduced to ashes. His father
was smoking peaceably in the dining-room last night, when
the Lord Provost entered and all the Bailies came each with
a drawn sword in the left and a blazing torch in the right
hand, and set fire first to him (R. Ellis, Esq., W.S.) and then
to the house. All have escaped with their lives, but nothing
else, except R. Ellis, Esq., W.S,, and the Clerk who does his
business in the room ind the dining-room. He died
miserably, attempting to remonstrate with the Lord Provost.
Elie behaved like the Brick she is, and planted a right-hander
upon the nose of Bailie Cassels, who fled howling and set fire
to Bailie Auchie in the byegoing. Everybody is as well as
could be expected.

Good-bye. Nellie sends her love. Remember me to

PELHAM, ESQR.
and be sure to write me.—Yours respectfully and fatherlily,
J.B.

Remember me very much to the young Ladies, to Charlie
and to the Baby, and to the Mother and Father of the same.

1 He was on a walking tour.
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CLXXIIL To THE SaME
DovreeLLY, GoLpEN LioN, 7th August 1864.

My pear Jockik—We! have been up Cader Idris ; it took
us 6 hours. We drove 8 miles, and then Mrs. Syme and Jim
rode up, which is 3 miles, to the top. The view as we went
up was magnificent, but the top was in a cloud. To-morrow
we go to Barmouth on the shore of Cardigan Bay, and in
the evening we hope to be at Aberystwyth. We have been

happy and enjoyed this beautiful country. I wonder if 1
will find a letter from you at Aberystwyth. I daresay, poor
fellow, you have not much to say. . . . After Aberystwyth,
we go to Ross and Tintern Abbey, and then home. I hope
to ﬁz home at the farthest on Friday night. It is very
strange not having Mama to come home to this time, but
her being now happy in Heaven, and free from all pain,
makes me more tranquil than I was last year, when I never
knew what might happen, or how she was. Good-bye. 1
hope you have been giving Kent 2 a walk.—Your affect. father,

J. Brown.

CLXXIV. To His DAuGHTER
Deviv's Briee ! Sunday [8th Aug. 1864).

My pEar NeLLy—Here we are, having come from Dolgelly
yesterday morning, a most beautiful drive along the river
and the sea to Barmouth, then through all sorts of changes
of coaches and railways to Aberystwyth, having put in and
taken out ourselves and things twelve times! It 1s a famous
bathing-place, Aberystwyth, but the Hotel was bad, and the
place dull, and so after hearing a very good sermon on
¢ Other foundation can no man lay, than that is laid, Christ
Jesus,” we started in a waggonette and pair to this place, 12
miles, of which 9 were uphill. This is a most singurar lace
very high up among green hills, and then you come sudSenl
upon deep narrow rifts, down which the waters pour in all
sorts of wild ways. 'There is one right opposite this room,
and if you look at it long and get dreamy it is like a lady
in white with her skirts flowing and her white feet peeping
out every now and then, and her arms flung wildly about. . . .
We leave this to-morrow for Aberystwyth railway station,

1 The party included P.m{iei:sodl;gyme. his wife, and son.
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going 3 miles round to see Hafod, then we %e’vt to Shrewsbury
at night, and next day to Ross and do the Wye and Tintern
Abbey; and then I come home, I hope, on Thursday, but it
may be Fndaly We have had lovely weather and I have
enjoyed myself more than I could have thought after what
has happened to me. . . . My love to Jockie. Tell him I got
the Scotsmans all right. I hope you are both well, and I am
looking forward to our Braemar and Belleville expedition
with great glee. Good-bye, my dearest wifie.—Your affec-
tionate father, J. B.

CLXXYV. To His Sister IsaBELLA
Rovar HoreL, Ross, 10th Augt., 7 a.m. [1864].

My pearrst IsaBeLLa—Here we are after many adventures,
many Inns and much enjoyment, and the most perfect
weather, raining only when we wanted it, to fill the cataracts
(of the Devil, at Hafod) or lay the dust, or clear and cool
the air. We came here yesterday from Shrewsbury, a fine
brisk old town, to Ludlow, whose magnificent Castle and
church and queer old inn we saw, and then on to Hereford,
saw the Cathedral, which is being most carefully and ex-

sively made a fool of with gaudy colours on the roof and

oor. en we drove to this lovely place, having taken the
rail before. To-day we go to Chepstow and do Tintern
Abbey. The finest things we have seen have been Llangollen,
Cader Idris, and the view from its sides and shoulders—for
his top was in a mist—the drive from Dolgelly to Barmouth,
the Devil's Bridge and its waterfalls, and the view of
Herefordshire and the Abergavenny Hills from the road last
night.

gI hope you and all mine and yours have been well. I
shall be home on Friday at 9.40 a.m. by the Caledonian.
Mr. Syme is coming with me. . . . Tll write Jane after I
have seen the Wye and Tintern.

I hope poor Jockie has been getting out to Macbie Hill.
Good-bye.—Yours ever affect. J. B.

CLXXVI. To THE SaME

Marrock, Saty. Evening, Tue New Batus Horer
[Aug. 18684].
My pearest IsaBeLLa—We got here to-night, coming
from Leamington by Rugby, Leicester, and Derby. This
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is a lovely, quiet valley and unsophisticated place and people,
a great relief from the splendours of Leamington, which,
however, we enjoyed in its own way. The weather up to
yesterday morning was rainy ; since then it has been perfect,
especiall{’vto-da . We have killed all the Warwickshire
Lions; Warwick Castle is very noble, probably the finest
thing of its kind in England. ‘There is a wonderful portrait
of Oliver Cromwell, so t and serious, and soft-hearted
and good ; Mr. Syme coumot keep away from it—his grey,
melancholy, commanding, perfectly human eyes. Yesterday
we went to Stratford and saw where S. was born and buried—
a blithe, old-fashioned townie; we saw it on Market day, the
beer just the sort of thing he would drink and have his joke
over. To-day we saw Kenilworth, majestic and sad and
ruined—quite lovely, like my own dearest, when she was
dead. —O(L! how I mourn and am unsubmissive about not
having her to show and share all these and many other
things ; but she no longer mourns, she knows even as she is
known, and is filled with all the fulness of God. Write me
a line here telling me all the news.
Good-night, my dearest Isabella. J. B

CLXXVIIL To uis Sister Mges. WiLsoN

Sunday [1864).

My prarest JANE—We have been at Ross, and seen the
sun set and the moon arise, and the stars, especially Him of
Jove, shine out, and the river gleam, and the woods lie all
about in deep shadow and love! and at Monmouth and the
glorious Raglan, and down the Wye, and to the disappointing
Tintern, which is just a Gothic, transcendental Barn; and
we were on the Wyndcliffe and saw all the Kingdoms of the
world and their glory. . . . I, my dear Jane, was happier, or
was, at any rate %ess unhappy, than I could have thought,—
more reconciled and patient, more thankful to God for present
good and future hope. . . . Nellyisin Jed water. Jockie and
Kent and Dick keep me company. Good-bye, my dear sister.
I read with much delight Wordsworth’s lines on revisiting
Tintern Abbey, and was rejoiced to find he never mentions
Tintern!

Yrs. and Jacobus's Verus, dilectus necnon delectus, issimus-
simus. J. B.
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Jacobus will translate, in any fashion orally he likes, the
above.

We had such a capital sermon from Peter?! on the word
“But.” But the word of the Lord grew and multiplied

greatly.

CLXXVIIL To Joun DownEes

23 Rurranp Stresr, Epinsurca [1864]

My peaR Frienp—Thanks for your kind and most com-
orting note. 1 had sunk into a sort of torpor, and your

kind words made me grateful and stirred me up. What
has happened—I mean Mrs. Brown’s death—is much more felt
now in its fulness and its minute fitting into every hour of
my life, than at first. 1 have now time to be selfish and
miserable, and to ply myself with reproaches—a very foolish,
and indeed sinful exercise. I am very much pl you like
Jeems; that about the pillars of fire and cloud 1 thought
at the time would perhaps be liked by you.

I have been thinking much lately of Jacob’s wrestling
with the Angel, finding his weakness and his strength at the
same time, and going on through the rest of his life halting
and rejoicing. I believe this is the one great lesson of life—
the being subdued by God. If this is done all else is subdued,
and won. I don’t know if I sent you these two papers; I
printed a few, and with res to Kitty’s I feel almost even
to you as if she might be displeased at any one seeing what
she designed only one should see. I wonder if I already
sent you them. I am so forgetful now of evegthing. I
hope to get to see you next week on Saty.—Yours ever
aﬂ'gcetly, J. Brown.

I have mislaid my Elrmted copies of these letters, so I send
{;m Mr. Erskine’s,? which you can give me when I come, and
elen’s copy of her Mother's letter. What I value in it is
its simple, sincere affection and sense of God, and of His love,
at a time when she was only 22.—Yrs. J. B.

! The Rev. Peter Davidson, D.D.
3 Thomas Erskine, LL.D., of Linlathen.
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The following are the Letters referred to :—

1. Mrs. Brow~n 1o MRs. Locan

BuaNTIsLAND, 14¢h September 1842,

My peArR MRs. L.—From a letter I had this morning from Dr. John,
I have learnt the sad, sad news that your dear James is gone. I feel
as if I could not help writing a few words to you, just to tell how very
much, how with my whole heart I sympathise with you, my dear friend.
None but a mother can know a mother’s sorrow ; and yet what can I
say to you? if I saw you I could only sit down and weep beside you.
None but God who has stricken you can comfort you ; I pray that His
consolations may abound towards you, and that you may be made to
feel, and to know more than ever, that wonderful love of God which
passeth all knowledge. What a mercy it is that, when we go to Him
in our time of distress, we have no need of words; we have only to
throw ourselves at His feet! He knows all that we cannot express.

Dear, dear little James, the meek and gentle one! but think, my
dear Mrs. L., how happy he now is, and what an escape he has made
from all the pain and distress which have so long aflicted him, and
which can never come near him more !

{ have often thought, when full of fears lest my own Helen should
be taken from me, that if we only could love our children without a
reference to self, we would not grieve when they died in infancy,
because at no future time of their lives can we be so sure of their
eternal happiness; but oh ! when the hour of bereavement actually
comes, these thoughts have but little weight.

I know how you must feel,—how desolate, how bereaved, as if you
had nothing now that could fill up your time and thoughts! Try to
think of all the mercies you have yet left you. If I have said anything
to hurt you, anything that you wish I had not said, will you forgive
me ?—it was far from my thoughts to do so. Will you present my
kindest regards and sympathy to Mr. L.—you are both constantly on
my mind. That God may bless you, my dear Mrs. L., and make a¥
things work for your everlasting good, is the prayer of your true friend,

CatnerINE S. Brown.

2. Mr. ErsxiNne 10 Dr. BrowN
8 CuarLoTTE SQuARE, Tth January 1864.

Yes, my dear friend, I am sure you are nothing but grateful to
God for her release. He had His own wise and loving purpose in
detaining her here so long, in that state of mind which He had
permitted and appointed, and she and you will doubtless one day know
and rejoice in the accomplished effect of that purpose; but we can
without hesitation acknowledge the mercy of her deliverance. What a
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blessed and glorious thing human existence would be, if we fully
realised that the infinitely wise and infinitely powerful God loves each
one of us with an intensity infinitely beyond what the most fervid
human spirit ever felt towards another, and with a concentration as if
He had none else to think of! It is to His hands that you have to
trust her, and it is in His hands that she now is, always has been, and
always will be. And this love has brought us into being, just that we
might be taught to enter into full sympathy with Him, receiving His,—
giving our own—thus entering into the joy of our Lord. This is the
hope—the sure and certain hope—set before us—sure and certain—for
‘“ the mountaing shall depart, and the hills be removed ; but my kind-
ness shall not depart, neither shall the covenant of my peace be
removed, saith the Lord that hath mercy on thee.”

I always hope to be a better man by everything of the kind I hear—
more free from the bondage of corruption, selfishness, and seen things;
and more thoroughly possessed with the conviction that at every step
in the journey of life I have the opportunity given me of being a fellow-
worker with God in working out this great salvation.—Ever affection-
ately youry, T. Emsxine.

CLXXIX. To CoventrYy Dicx

.23 RutLanp Streer, Epivsuran, 216t August 1864.

. My pEAR CovExtRY—I had a talk with Jowett about
Church Establishments. I think you and he would much
agree.” Yes, I back that Paraphrase “ I'm not ashamed,” etc.,!
against Renan and all his crew. Have you read the 4pologia ?
a very stran sincere, insane, beautiful, painful ormance
and Confession it is. I am so glad I was grounded in
historical Christianity in my youth, and am almost mechani-
cally secured against these fellows and their guns and shells,
their torpedos and mines.—Yours and all yours ever,
. : dJ

CLXXX. To Lapy AIRLIE

23 Rurranp Streer, EpiNBURGH, 15th Sept. 1864.

My pear Laby Airur—I have to thank you for your
Grouse. It becomes me to be especially grateful, as I don’t
think any mortal so curiously enjoys these manly little
fellows. I am curious to know what you think of Topsy.
Do not keep her if you do not like her. 1 saw Lady Russell

1 The Scottish Paraphrase, No. 54, beginning—

I'm not ashamed to own my Lord.
178



MRS BROWN.
. '7‘71-”1. //a /'J,AZ‘J P (AT /y /%//a)lwl c%f‘(/{(’, /4}/{,/'4/






1864) Letters of Dr. John Brown

yesterday. She and Lady Agatha and the 2 younger boys
are gone to North Berwick with the Dunfermlines. Lord
Russell is with the Queen. I am fortunately busy, some of
my brethren having left their few patients to me. I have
been reading for the first time these 36 years Tom Jones,
with t interest. It is a man’s book, coarse and rough,
but flﬁ;e:f human nature, sense and genius, the mere writing,
the plot and the wit, perfect. But we are all so c

now, for better and worse, that these books, like the dress and
manners of their times, must become obsolete. Still, I hope
Fielding will long remain a classic. I hope my dear young
Lady is well. I am sure she is happy.—Yours and hers ever,

dJ. Brown.

CLXXXI. To tHE REev. James S. WiLson

[The reference is to the birth of Dr. Wilson's only son, Charles
Stewart Wilson, 1.C.8.]

23 RurranD Streer, EnINBURGH,
Thursday morning [Sept. 29th, 1864].

My pear James—This is very good; one feels how
happy it is, and how much fear there was overshadowing the
Time, and is now vanished, now that it is all over. It 1s the
wonder of wonders to see an actual, breathing, complete little
man emerge into the light and be found whenever you look
for him, all there, lying in his mother’s bosom. Talk of
works of genius! Hamlet and the old Minotaur ! this is the
genuine work of genius. You will be a happy manse, Jane
and you and Isabella. I don’t know 1 ever felt immediate
happiness, the very taste of it in my mouth, so much as
when, about } past 5 on the 2nd of June, Helen was born,
and I walked along London Street to my father’s. The sort
of flush of thankfulness and realised joy all through; I can
almost reproduce it now. I put the event of the Century
to you and Jane into this morning’s Scotsman :—

“ At the Residu Manse of New Abbey, on the 10th
August, Jane Ewing Brown, daughter of the late tremendous
Voluntary John Brown, D.D., S.T.P., Author of Civil
Obedience and a few more pieces, descendant of the Erskines
and Fishers, and of the Self-Interpreting Bible, and wife of
the Reverend (Sic) James S. Wilson, uNExPECTEDLY of a full-
sized Son and Har ! ™

Thanks for your letter. I assure you I am a much
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happier man than for a while by this being so well, so
blessedly over, by God’s everlasting goodness and mercy. I
shall be down soon now, probably the week after next.

Give Jane 4 kisses, one that her mother, one that her
father, one that Kitty would have given her, had they been
here, and 4th and lastly, and especially, one which awaits her
when I see her motherlz' face and eyes. My love to faithful,
happy Isabella, and may we all be the better of this which
comes straight from God’s hand.—Yrs. ever,  J. Brown.

Jockie was much excited and is greatly pleased in his
solemn way.

CLXXXII. To uis BrotHER WILLIAM
23 RutLanD StrEET, EDINBURGH, Saty. [1864).

My pear Wu.—I hoped to have sent you Leech, but
can't, I fear, till Monday. They have cut the life out of it by
taking away the woodcut “ Fanny, how long have you been
Gay?™ two beautiful and lost gir]ys in the wind and rain in
the Haymarket, at midnight. Of course I submitted, and it
may be the prudent thing for the Review, but it makes me
resolve never again to work under any man, but to do every-
thing, if I ever do anything more, on my own hook and
responsibility. This excision takes away the last proof and
the strongest of Leech’s serious purity of mind as well as of
his tenderness. This writing for Reviews is bad for me in
every way.—Yrs. and Maggy's ever, J. B.

CLXXXIIL To Lapy Minto

23 RuTLAND STREET, Octr. 21st [1864].

My pEar Lapy Minro—I did not think I would have
been so long of thanking you for your Dover letter; it was
very good of you to put me so fully up to all your doing. I
hope you have all Elrospered since, and that you have left the
two cheery and well housed at Weimar. 1 heard a bit of a
letter from Lord Lorne® read by his father the other day,

iving a capital account of his own and Lord Melgund’s
mbridge Eife, with (to me) most touching and graphic
sketches of the Bull and the part he plays in Academic
life. Lord Archibald 1s going to College here; he is a fine,
manly fellow. They were telling me that Lady Airlie had

1 Now Duke of Argyll
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got alarmed about that dear little woman ! I fell in love with
at Minto, and had taken her to London.

How queer it must feel for you when you are in your
glorious places to picture the Minto Village and its old wifies
and all its ways! and yet you will wander far before you see
anything so beautiful and fitting. I hope you have not been.
over-fatiguing yourself, and that Lord Minto has got stronfr.
Miss Elliot (the one I met at Minto) is here, and I took her
yesterday to see Noel Paton’s Studio ; she is full of art. But
you have been feasting doubtless on Venice and Tintoretto,

itian and Veronese. I wonder if I shall ever find myself
mooning about in the front of St. Mark’s. I made a short
run last week into Galloway to see my sister and her baby.
I had been mean and lazy enough never to go to see her mn
her Manse at New Abbey, and now that the baby is come I
could not but go, and a famous little Galwegian he is. She
lives in a lovely, old-fashioned, out-of-the-way place 7 miles
from Dumfries, on the Solway, at the foot of Criffel, with the

lorious Cumberland hills opposite. My two are well.
glelly was a month in the Hig f::;sds. John is busy with his
buying and selling, and grows up a good, truthful, sensible
boy, with to me a quite inestimable likeness to his mother.
And now you must be pretty well tired of this long string of
nothings. ~ Give my best regards to yourself and Lord Minto,
Mr. and Mrs. Elliot, and the dear children. Where and
how is

PUNCH?

Lady Airlie was delighted with a Judy 2 I sent her very like

ﬂzur potentate. My mastiff is growing magnificent, and will
in full glory when you come back, for which time not a

few of us weary already.—Yours ever, J. Brown.

CLXXXIV. To Lapy AIRLIE

23 RurLanD StREET, EDINBURGH, 19 Nov. 1804,

Dear Lapy Airuie—Thanks very much, but it is
impossible next week, so strictly impossible, as to be a sort
of comfort, but if you will let me, I would like to come up
some day before Christmas, and I would like it all the better
that you had nobody with you. What a strange life up
where you are, to you fresh from the warm, big Alderley

1 Lady Clementine Ogilvy, daughter of Lady Airlie, 2 A dog.
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flock ; but you can carry your pleasures with you, I suspect,
more than l)r’lost. I couldynot hl:el telling tbeypatient wri’feifet‘
at Holly Lodge that I had been the better of her mother. I
don’t think you need change your way of thinking and feel-
ing much, or as much as our wise friend with that plain
shrewd face, those kind, truthful, strong eyes, and that
romantic and (once) abnormal heart, has needed to do. It
is a queer world, and we are always being disillusioned, but I
think we come to find out that we are fully as happy in
seeking to enjoy and promote the happiness of others, as in
hunting wildly for our own. I have given up the idea of
immediate pleasure in this world, and am at least more con-
tented, if less acutely happy than of old; and I do think
that having found that this same “ bliss,” as we used to call
it, is not to be found here, we come to be all the more sure
that it is waiting for us elsewhere, if we do but do our best
here. What a sermon I have dropped into! You must
forgive me. Say to Lord Airlie he must keep his Yankee
Stories warm.

I hope you got comfortably home. Have you seen Miss
Cornwallis' Letters? a very remarkable woman, though a
little uncomfortable to herself and others, and a little too
audacious, now and then. She wrote these ¢ Small Books on
Great Subjects,”® which were much thought of at the time,
and always considered a man’s work.—Ever, dear Lady
Airlie, yours truly, J. Brown.

CLXXXYV. To THE SaME

23 RutLanDp StrEET, EDINBURGH,
2 p.M., Saty. [Decr. 1864].

My pEAr Lapy AIRLIE—I know you will believe how
bitter and hard it was for me to send a telegram instead
of myself. I only knew quite shortly before that I could
not come. I am quite vexed for you, for I know what a
tiresome sort of thing it is. And I had a selfish reason
for coming. I knew I would be happy and interested,
and I have been going wrong with my sleep, and the
time is coming round when my wife died, and the days
standing out, the very sounds of last year coming into
my ears, the past domineering over me, and I thought I

A.h‘.“l.mdy Clementine Ogilvy. Holly Lodge, the town house of Earl of
€.
3 A series published by Pickering.
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would get some Highland sleep and forget myself. How
is Clementine? Miss Graham is very well and looking quite
beautiful, a little crept down, shorter and less stout, but full
of life and love. The Duchess of Argyll has got to Erskine.
I heard from her to-day in good spirits. I had a long
g!easant letter yesterday from Lady Minto, from Naples.

ou will see in to-day’s Scotsman a bit from it upon Ftaly
and Rome.

It is more a vexation than I care to tell, this same not
getting to Cortachy. I was going to have a long con-
fidential talk with the Coachman, from Glammis to you,
and to-morrow I meant in a pair of tacketed shoon to have
exElomd some Grampian, but surely this may be true some
other day. Thank you for giving me this chance, and for
all your kind things to me. I do think they are not thrown
away. Tell the 1 to keep his Yankee stories in some
secure place. The best way of remembering them is to
repeat them. Would he not give us here, in the Scotsman,
a sketch of what he saw and heard and thought ?—Yours
ever, dear Lady Airlie, truly and discontentedly,

J. Brown.

CLXXXVI. To Lapy TREVELYAN
Deor. 1864.

My peaR Lapy TreEvELyan—It is very pleasant to get
your own handwriting again. I can realise now how
frightened I was that I would never again see it. You
don’t know what a loss that would be to me now. May we
all be thankful to God for His great goodness in keeping you
to us. It was so of you to wri uite as good, let
me tell your convalescent Ladyship, as Ruskin writing you,
any way. Why shouldn’t he ? and what else has he to do?
I see he is fighting away in his insolent and magnificent
way in The Reader about his glaciers. I am sure he has
wings under his flannel jacket ; he is not a man, but a stray
angel, who had singed his wings a little and tumbled into our
sphere. He has all the arrogance, insight, unreasonableness,
and spiritual “sheen™ of a celestial. Have you seen young
Swinburne’s Poems? I am going to get them bo-d:i. ce

I am glad you are on your way to Seaton—though it
be so far away. is queer and good, and would worry
me; I like her in my mind better than in my room—is this a
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mean sa{ing? Nelly and John are well. I am pretty fairish
—very busy—but feeling more lonely than ever. I dread
the coming round of the day; I am fuller of her and her
faithfulness and loveliness and dearness than I was months
ago. I am republishing Locke and Sydenham ; it has been
much asked for, and she always liked it best, and encoumied
me to write it; and I have a sort of silly wish to put her
name into it, but very likely I shall not. I thought of
something like this:

Patronae mese et uxori—

Tibi, Catharina mea !

Pulchra, pia, semper carissima, evanesca donec iret
dies et fugiant umbrae. Tibi has Chartulas, te assidente
“F found th arriage h

ound the report of my marri ere on my return
from you; I think‘;: is put out now. I was so shog;(ed and
hurt about it; you will, I know, give it the lie wherever you
meet it.

I have been reading Lord Derby's fliad; it is a great
performance, especially for a gouty and luxurious Earl. It
1s fresh and vigorous, clear and modest—and very compact ;
but to be a great translator of a poem a man must be himself
a poet, and that his Lordship is not. Therefore I like
Cowper’s the best of them yet. If Tennyson would
do it, and do it slackly and loosely, that would be glorious ;
but we have got too much into essences, and our poetry
is not so much a rich generous wine, which one may take
a good pull at, but a liqueur. My best regards to the
and energetic Howison and to Sir Walter. I shall hear
about you soon. My biggest love to my Constance.—Yours
ever a}ectionately, J. Brown.

CLXXXVII. To JoHN SKELTON

MaNcHESTER, 13th August [1865).

My pEAR SKELTON—Y0U occurred to me whenever I heard
of r Aytoun’s death. You should have a chance,
and I am sure you would make a good, indeed a first-rate
teacher, as well as prelector. You would make them under-
stand the value of style and expression as well as of thought
and feeling, and you would teach by example as well as
precept. But I am not going to take any active part in this
election. I have already refused even to give testimonials,
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and so many men are, like yourself, personal friends, that
I mean to stick to this and make no exception. Besides,
I detest the testimonial system as at present worked. It
is vicious, degrading, and deluding. One or two good names
for reference, and agove all your own work already done, this
is all you should think of. Of course, if the Kdvocate or
Sir G.hGrey ask me my opinion, I shall then give it strongly
enough.

Dgallas, Nichol, George Macdonald are already in the
field, and have all applied to me.

I have been having a delightful run with Syme through
Warwick and Derby-shires, and am on my way to the Lakes
for a day or two. Tl see you when I come to town, which
will be on Friday evening. Now I know you will not take
offence at what I have written. I may be able to do you
more good in a quiet way.—Yours ever truly, J. Brown.

CLXXXVIIL To mis DAuGHTER
[On her engagement. ]
23 RurLaND STREET, EDINBURGH, 9thA Novr. 1865.

My owN pEAREST CHILD—May God bless, for ever, you and
him, and make you blessings and helps to each other. This
I know is what your dear Mother would have said, and for
anything we know she may know this about her child, whom
she loved, and for whom she had many a thought for her
future years. I got a great shock at first. Captain Law
behaved very well, and it is nice his having liked you all this
while and longed to see you. You must love him with all
your heart and soul, and study him, and always speak and BE
the truth to him; that is the thing to make your lives
happy. I liked him—his quiet ways. I like big men, and I
like Army men—when they are good. Give iim my best
regards, and say we shall be very happy to have him here on
Tuesday. Jockie somehow had some suspicion ; I had none.
You can tell me all when I see you. So good-bye, my own
darling little woman. I bless God for this, and pray it may
be for your and his true, lifelong happiness and good.—YTs.
ever, J. B.

-
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CLXXXIX. To Mgs. Brown’s Aunt, Mers. MoLTENO
23 Rurranp StreEr, Epinsurca [ May 9th, 1866].

My peEar Aunt—Thanks for your kind note. You are
not a “useless personage,” and we ought all to be proud of
you, and grateful to God for letting us have you so long. I
never think of you as a bit older than when you were at
Kilbucho! I am sorry at your losing Mrs. Molteno. There
comes a time when we must lose more than we can gain. I
shall tell Isabella; I am sure she will be happy to write you
a family letter. She is taken up with flitting from (fear
Arthur Lodge. Alexr. is going to get married to a sister of
Professor Tait’s wife, Jane Porter, quite a fine creature. . . .
Our Weddinq went off very happily, if not very hilariously.
I am sure all present felt the gentle shadow of death over
them, deepenin;i the seriousness without impairing the real
joy and thankfulness of our hearts, when we thought of her,
the dearest who is in her grave, and to whom this event
would have been so full of interest and happiness—for our
Captain is just the kind of man she would have prayed God
to give her child to. . . . 1st, we went to the chapel, and
Mr. Faithfull, Helen’s minister, married them. Heleny came
downstairs to me looking very sweet in her plain corded
silk ; she couldn’t k, but she pointed to a little Diamond
locket I had given her, with her Mother’s initials, as much as
to say “That is it,” and then she told me not to speak a word
to her, and Robert (our Coachman) drove us off to the
Chapel. Next week I must attend a meeting of the Educa-
tion Committee.! I must go to London soon, however, as I
have been prevailed on to undertake a Life of John Leech, and
must see his family and sisters. Have you seen Ecce Homo?
If not, I can send it over to you. Good-bye, my dear, dear
Aunt ; my best love to Uncle and the two at Newton. Iam
much better, and am glad this Wedding is over.—Yours
affectly., J. B.

CXC. To uis SisTER IsABELLA
8 SurroLx Streer [Lonpon], 20th May [1866).

My pEAR IsaBELrA—I suppose you have heard of Helen's
taking the Measles; she was very rly from the time I
came, and on Sabbath this was explained by the rash coming

1 He had recently been appointed a member of a Committee to inquire
fnto Education in Scotland.
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out, and she has been in bed and very sharply ill, poor wifie.
It is very vexatious to them, as they hoped to have been with
the old people to-morrow or Thursday. I also must wait
and see her better. I have been going about and people are
very kind, but I don’t like this iouge place; it excites and
depresses me, and makes me quite nervous and useless. I
would gladly have run away home as soon as I cameup. My
nerves are shattered for life ; I feel, and Ican’t say I am sorry
for it, now that life is getting less and less to me. I dined
at Dean Stanley’s yesterday—quite a homeli,‘ pleasant party.
Dean Milman and his wife, Mr. Grote the historian and his,
a big, queer, strong woman, and Dr. and Mrs. Vaughan of
Doncaster. I told him how much you liked his books ; he is
just like them, simple and doylike, earnest and quiet. She is
a sister of Stanley’s, and quite as nice. I met also ILad
Augusta’s sister, Ldy (Something) Baillie.! I called wi
Mr. Syme on Carlyle, and had a long, very interesting, and
at last quite cheery, talk from him. %’oor fellow, it is most
affecting to see his face when at rest, such utter sadness. Tl
tell you about him. I lunched with the Speaker and his wife,
Lady Charlotte Denison, good, kindly people; he got me
into the House of Commons, and I heard and saw a brisk,
damaging skirmish, and heard short, fierce speeches from all
the t guns. Mrs. Grote, who was in, told me afterwards,
she had made them get it up for my pleasure !

I have been at the Pictures and Music places, and out at
Andrew’s, and much with the Heughs. %ut my test
pleasure has been with the Leech family—father, mother, and
5 daughters all as as he was, 1am going to dine at
Lady Minto's on Thursday, and shall meet, I suppose, the
Russells and a lot of people, and on Saturday I go to the
Duchess of Argyll’s. All this I enjoy, but with a queer
feeling of only being half up to it all.

Good-bye, and write me, and tell Alexr. to have compassion
on me. I often think of you and all this late and present
trying time. God bless and pity us all. .? B.

CXCI To Sir THEODORE MARTIN
New ABBEY, 18t October [1866).
My pEar Frienp—Thanks very much for yours. I wish
I could help you, but I can’t. I knew Aytoun very little. I
have no doubt you are right in saying his best things were

1 Lady Frances Anne Baillie.
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his first. It was very sad to see and to read him of late
years. The paper on George Eliot is by Henry Lancaster,
and is, I think, able, acute and just. e will be glad to
know that you like it. He takes the side of the few as yet.
It has been somewhat disgusting, the praise of the naughty,
strong-headed Mrs. George, who has, f think, fully as much
talent as genius. “Keble™ is by Professor Shairp, and has, I
believe, given great pleasure to Judge Coleridge and Keble’s
oldest friends. The bit on John Henry Newman and the
last pages on great Nature’s unsympathising face are nobly
done. There is a very good paper on sermons by Miss
Merivale. The paper on George Macdonald is by young
Kinnear. I am glad you are well and thinking of shppin

a little out of the Maelstrom of London. Felir tu! wit!

{;ur modus agri. Good-bye.—With duty to the Lady

elen, yours ever, J. Brown.

CXCIL To nis DaucHTER

HéreL DES AN6LAIS, NICE, 318t Octr. [1866].

My peEarest HELen—I hope I may have a letter from
ou, and perhaps from the good-natured Alec, at San Remo.
e have lovely skies day and night; and the blueness—its
crystalline pureness and depth—of the sea is every day more
and more wonderful. I have been, however, very ill with a
feverish cold, headache and often toothache, and general
unwellness ever since I left London. I thought last night I
must get rid of my tooth, which is my last available grinder.
My pEar ALec—This is a wonderfully beautiful region,
but for an old Scotch fogey it has too much sun and glare,
too few clouds and too little smoke; the windows are all
closed, and the chimneys send up nothing indicating the
ongoings of human life ; but the sea is marvellously beautiful
in its deep and every moment varying blue. Even when
there are no clouds its hues change anﬁ move and tremble
over it as if it were alive and having its own moods, and its
shore is always so clean. Last night, when I could not sleep
for toothache, I heard it (it is just across the road from the
Hotel) as if it were some mighty creature sNoriNg, the
measured pauses of the sleepy waves and their sound on the
shingle being exactly like this. Since L. Napoleon got this
place, he has set it in order and rules everything and
renovates too, as in Paris and over all France. It is wonder--
ful, but he is not liked, and the people are Italian in heart
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as mostly in lan . He has in the most considerate (!)
manner built a fort a little outside, by which he could shell
the city in an hour. This is a cheerful little object from
the Place Royal, but he is greatly improving the material
prosperity of the place and country. I don’t know if you
or the General ! were ever here. I do hope it may do pitiful
and dilapidated me some good.

CXCIII. To uis Sox

San Remo, Tuesday, 7 a.m. [1866]

My pear Joun—You will now be at Rillbank Terrace, I
hope. Thank Jane for her nice letter; if she thinks it a
r letter, tell her I don’t wish the next one any richer,
ut she must write me very soon giving a full account of
Alexander’s opening day, of his state of mind and body, etc.
This is a lovely morning; they are all lovely, and I have
been watching the sun rise on the sea since before daybreak,
and trying to see Corsica, which is straight opposite, but we
have never seen its wild outline; it has a mountain 9000
and more feet high. Sunday was a sort of National féte all
over Italy for tﬁe liberation of Venice, and there was a
icturesque illumination here, with their coloured paper
En.nthoms, generally n, white, and red, the Italian
Colours ; but the people are not enthusiasticc. They hate
the French, through whom Venice has come to them, and
they are ashamed of the part Italy has played in the late
war. They are good, industrious, kindly people, none very
rich but none very poor, and almost every one having a bit
of ground with a few olive trees, each of which is worth about
3 francs (2/6) a year. Yesterday we set out on an expedition
with Dr. Panizzi, a great friend of Ruffini, who wrote Dr.
Antonio, to Taggia, Ruffini’s birthplace, where his brother
and mother died, and where he stilf has two houses, one in
the town and the other a little villa in his Olive and Orange
ground. We were in his little garden where  Lucy Davenne™
(in the story) met “Signora Eleanora,” Ruffini’s mother.
You must read the story immediately. If you have read it,
and remember the Marchesa (or Marchioness) who gave up
her box in the little theatre of Taggia to Lucy Davenne, you
will like to know that her son was married on Sunday to an
American lady, a Miss Jefferson Page!

1 Captain Law's father.
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There is a long bridge across the Argentina, the wild
mountain stream coming down the deep and grand Alpine
valley on which Taggia stands. At the end of this bridge is
the finest orange orchard we have seen. Well, we crossed
this bridge over the dry bed of the river (this gives such an
ugly look now to this beautiful country, the want of runni
water, and the great, gaping, empty beds of the river), an
began an ascent through the Olivers (as C. B.! calls the Olive
trees for shortness) up a steep Yaved narrow way passable
only by men and mules, to Castellaro, a little town with its
two or more high churches. It is perched some 1000 feet on
the steep hill, and from it we wound up 200 more feet to the
Sanctuary of Mary of Lampedusa, famous all over Italy, and
the story about which you will find in Dr. Antonio. We
also saw a winking virgin in Taggia. She only winks occasion-
ally, and the ap ce of it is said to be owing to some way
the light falls 1n the eyes; it is not a trick of the priests.
This statue is very beautiful, though coloured, and represents
the Virgin and our Lord and St. Catherine. I bought a rude
olive pipe for you here ; we all bought something. We then
came down and recrossed the long winding bridge, and went
and saw the town house of Ruffini; very curious the pictures
of Edinburgh and the Calton Hill which had belonged to
Agostino his brother, who taught Italian there. I forgot to
say, we went through the Sanctuary at Lampedusa and saw the
picture of the Virgin, which the shipwrecked and enslaved
sailor had carried across the sea in his boat from Lampedusa,
an Island on the coast of Africa. But what astonished and
delighted us most was the view down and up the great glen ;
quite wonderful down was the open sea, and up the wildest
mountains with trees, olive, chestnut, and mulberry (these
two bright orange and greatly relievin% the sombre olives),
and, which is rare here, there were clouds and mists just like
the Highlands, the sunlight here and there, and touching up
the stone pines and the solitary white houses up to nearly the
tops of the hills. This was one of the finest sights we {mve
seen. We came back in time for dinner at 6, greatly pleased
with our expedition, and with our two friends, Dr. Martini of
Taggia, a dark, sad, quiet man, and Dr. Panizzi, also dark,
b:t'gfilvely and very pleasant—both perfect gentlemen. I hope

ou are well and not dull. I wish I could say there was any
improvement in me. Ilong for and dread coming home.
hope poor Kent got off at last. Send this to Nelly and say
1 Dr. Charles Barclay, ofl tghg Indian Medical Service.
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I'll write her very soon. Give Aunt Isabella my love and
say how glad I was to get her letter. I'll try and write her
soon too. My tremendous respects to “ Crum Brown ” and
my love to Jane, whom I am sure you will like. . . .—Yours
ever, J. B.

Remember me very much to Mrs. Cunningham and Mrs.
Barclay.

CXCIV. To THE SAME
Nicx, 8tk Novr. [1866]).

My pear Joun—We went last night from Mentone to
Monte Carlo, about 6 miles off. . . . I was sorry we went, as,
with all its splendour and fine music, it is a horrible place.
We saw a boy not seventeen staking at one time 150 Louis,
that is about £120, and George Barclay saw a lad win at one
haul £900. It is in a most lovely and romantic place on a
bay on the sea, with wooded hills and huge grey limestone
Mountains in the background. I hope you are still at
Rillbank Terrace.! It is raining a little to-day, quite a
rarity. Yesterday in San Remo it was 110 in the sun, and
only 65 in the shade.

The drive back to-day from Mentone to Nice was as fine
and nearly as striking as going: it is the most wonderful
bit of road I have ever seen, and to-day the sea was quite
calm. Good-night, my dear John.—YTs., d. (}3

CXCV. To Mgs. MoLTENO
23 Rutranp Streer, EniNureH, 26th December [1866).

My pearestT Aunt—Your kind letter of this morning made
My cheeks glow with shame. It has been very unkind and
ungrateful, my never answerir? your last ; mg' only reason,
though it is no excuse, is the depression and hopelessness in
which my everyday life is now steeped, so that I have no
pleasant thoughts for any one, and if I write a letter I must
“ make conversation.” 1 was off with George and Charles
Barclay in October for a month, in the South of France, and
as far as San Remo on the Riviera, 40 miles east of Nice.
If change and glorious scenery, the blue Mediterranean and
a cloudless heaven could have cheered me, I would have been
cheered, and even as it was it diverted me from myself, at

1 Professor Crum Brown'’s house.
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times. We went to Paris, then Lyons and down the noble
valley of the Rhone to Marseilles, then to Cannes, where I
planted an orange and a daisy in Lord Brougham's grounds,
then Nice and over the Corniche Road to Mentone, and then
to our ultimatum San Remo. We were in Dr. Antonio’s
country and read him over again. By the bye, did you or
Margaret or Kitty ever read a story called Mademoiselle Mori ?
If not, tr{mand get it. I think it perfect, and one of the few
novels I have been able to read. The lines your wonderful
memory poured out are by Horace Smith, and appeared
first in the New Monthly Magaxine ; they are very fine, and
have long been cherished by me. Have you seen Whately’s
Life by his daughter? There is much that is interesting in
it; such a cordial, gnarled original he was, and so full of
tenderness and generosity and oddities of all sorts. I
often wish I could make myself come over for a day and see
you all once more, but da{ after day passes in stupid indiffer-
ence and wretchedness, idle remorse, useless wishings for the
impossible and the lost. God and His love are to be had for
the asking, but they must be asked. My love to your ever
dear self, and to Uncle and to Margaret and Kitty.—
Yrs. ever affectly., J.B.

CXCVI. To Miss Jessie Crom
23 RutLanD Street, EpINBUReH, Friday [Jun. 25, 1867].

Thank you, my dear Jessie, for this and the other letter.
I wish Mr. Ker! would do i(:ur bidding, and print some of
his sermons. I only heard him once, with Aunt James, but
it was such a sermon as it is a serious thing to have heard.
He seems to me such a plump, well-rounded, well-fulfilled
mind and nature, such a true harmony of opposites or rather
differents, so much keen, deep, hard understanding, with
such deep softness and feeling, such a power of compassion
and sympathy. I liked his Voluntary pamphlet best at first.
I somehow think there is, what is so rare in him, a little
haziness ; I want him and all on that side to say simply, that
a magistrate has nothing to do with religion except to be
religious, a very full and sufficient “except.” He has no
more, and quite as much, to do with Christianity than and as
a shoemaker has.

! Dr. John Ker, afterwards Professor of Practical Training in the

United Presbyterian College, Edini)gr‘)gh
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CXCVIIL. To nuis SisTER IsaBELLA

PorT SonacaN, Tuesday [August 1868).

My pEAR IsasELLa—I found your letter and the
here when we arrived about 11. We left Glenlyon at 6
yesterday morning, and got the Coach on Loch Tay about
8, then to Killin and Crianlarich ; here it began to rain, and
was very wet to Dalmally—an ugly old house. There were
with us from Loch Tay two very pleasant people, a Mr.
Atkins and his wife from Southampton. To-day has been
rather better but cloudy; Ben Cruachan has not disclosed
himself. . . . Yesterday when the Glencroe coach drove
up from Loch Lomond, who should be on the box seat but
Sir George Harvey, his face shining with rain, and beaming
with delight; he was on his way to the Blackmount to
sketch. 'f'hia morning, as John and I were looking out at
this little inn’s window on the ferry, whom did we see cross-
ing in the boat but the President, and he is sleeping here
to-night, happy as a boy, little knowing the manner of man
of whom he is the frienJY

John is well, and likes this place.—Yrs. ever from him
and me, and the President, J. B.

CXCVIIL. To nHis DAUGHTER
Taun, 31st August [1868]

My pEarEsT HELEN—Here I am in a Pension 3 miles from
Thun, where we are boarded for 3 francs a day, everything.
We came up here to see Mr. Ruffini, the author of Dr.
Antonio. H[:s is very pleasant, though sad ; there is a fine
old Lady, Mrs. Turner, with him. ltf‘hrough an opening in
an apple tree, I see one of the Alps, white and wonderful.
The view of the Bernese Alps from this is very fine. I left
Edinburgh a fortnight ago, for Antwerp and Cologne, up the
Rhine to Mainz, then to Béile and r(geneva, which is the

dest and loveliest piece of the world I have ever seen.
The blue of the Lake wonderful, like sapphire.

We have had very good weather. On Wednesday we
sailed up the lake to Vevey, then took a carriage to Aigle
and across the country by beautiful wild valleys to Interlaken
on Friday night. Next day we went up to Grindelwald
and saw 2 glaciers, and 3 Alps quite close, the lowest 10,000
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feet high. It is quite unspeakable, and the day was perfect.
You mgust some d(};y see thlgfall;y poor child. y pe

This is a very interesting country, so unlike anything else,
and the people are sturdy and well-to-do. I hope you have
got in a good harvest. ‘There is almost no corn grown here
—all pasture. We have seen Mont Blanc, the Jungfrau, and
lots of Horns. . . . I must end now.

CXCIX. To His Son

GENEva, 3rd Sept. [1868].

My peAREST JoHN—I often thought about you and the 2.
I hope you did not take cold. You would so enjoy this
country, and I hope some time you may take a mond:’s walk
through it and uﬁ some of the Klps. You never saw
anything so wong0 y grand and beautiful ; I never did.
We were at Berne on our way back, a beautiful and queer
old City ; it was a fair day, andy we saw all the country people
and their ways. The view of the Oberland Alps from the
Terrace is wonderful, but I don’t think so fine as that from
the Place Royal at Pau, of the Pyrenees. We have 8 times
seen the rosy light of the sunset on the snowy Alps; it is
uite wonderful ; when every other mountain is lying in deep
ow they shine with a delicate rose splen£m that 1s
wonderfully lovely, and then when the sun sinks they get
at once ghastly white like the dead: there was something
awful in 1t to me.—YTrs., J. B.

CC. To Lapy AiRLIE
Scurmore House, BaLLiNa, IreLanD [Sept. 1868]).

Dear Lapy Amrue—Your most kind note reaches me
here, where I came last night on a visit of 10 days to my
daughter. 1 fear very much that I shall not see Cortachy
this year. Thanks for your giving me the chance of this

leasure. I was away in Switzerland for 8 weeks and must
uckle myself to my work when I return. Perhaps I may see
you as you pass up to the great world. Jowett dined with
me on Sunday and was very happy. He told me of his visit
to the Lodge. He is very fond of its mistress and of my
friend Clementine, who, he says, is delightfuller than ever, and
I believe it. I look at her almost every day. She is on my
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Study Mantelpiece among a lot of the Cards of the Gamp
tribe.

Lady Minto’s book was out on Monday, and does her
nearly as much credit as her other works, her boys. It is
sure to be well regarded and to make her give us by and by
Sir Gilbert’s Letters and Life, which I suppose you saw. They
will be fully as popular, though I know few more romantic
stories and few more original characters than Hugh Elliot’s,
so much genius in the man, and so many qualities seldom
conjoined in one.

. . . Are you an out-and-out Gladstonian? and does he
know where and how far he is going? I, who am a Voluntary,
{)ure and sim%e, can understand ﬁis demolishing this absurd

rish Church, but I suspect he hardly knows how he is to work
it out practically and where he is to end. Still, all works on
towards , towards enlarged freedom, and in the main
enlarged human happiness, power, and worth. God worketh
in us all, bad and good, Dizzies, Gladstones, and Jowetts, to
will and to do of His good pleasure. What can I say for
inflicting all this upon you? It was so kind in you to write
me, to think of me. I have written nothing for 8 years, and
feel as if I shall never write another word for the pu{lic. M
well is dry, filled with dust and dead leaves and ashes.
believe Ed. and Douglas? think of printing a volume the
diligent and omniscient Yankees have collected of my news-
paper and North British odds and ends.

My love to the Lady of the heart that has other thi
than “fun™ in it. May it always have that; it will need it
all.—Yours and Lord Airlie’s ever truly and much,

J. Brown. |

2

CCI. To Siz GeorcE HAaRvEY

23 Rurranp StreET, EDINBURGH,
Friday [ Decr. 10¢h, 1868].

My pEar Frienp—That is a beautiful, a most beautiful,
wise, and true address;? it affected me more than anythin
hkas for long, and the thought of your doing it was mix
in my miserable mind with a pleasure that had an edge and
a bitterness all its and my own. But you will do, you have

1 Edmonston and Douglas.
2 On the Colour of Aerial Blue; read to the Royal Society of Edin-
burgh, and afterwards printed in Good Words,
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done, great good by these strong, simple, reverent truths.
I wish you could see your way to give to this outcoming
record of your works (imperfect though it be in quality
and quantity, still a just and surprising record) a few pages
of yourself on your Art, and your own mastery of it; do
think of this, and do it. It would give t life and power
and personal charm to the whole book. Have you read
Lord Bute’s address in to-day’s paper? It is excellent,
and he is beginning well.

He is so right in taking that definition of Art, the
manifestation of the beautiful, but then it should be felt
not only at the eye or ear, but should penetrate to the
centre, to the souf; and it—this of beauty—contains all
beauty outward and inward, the beauty of the good, the
strong, the tender, the pure, the true; the beauty of holi-
ness, in a true and humble sense. I cannot but rejoice to
read such things coming from you as this same most
delightful address. Tell the children to be sure to preserve
it.—Yours and theirs ever, J. B.

CCIL. To His SisTeEr Mgs, WiLson

[1869.]

My pear JanE—We had a delightful couple from
America with us for two hours on Sunday night, Mr. and
Mrs. Fields of Boston. He is the crack bookseller, the
John Murray, or rather his partner Mr. Ticknor and he are
the Blackwoods of America. He met William in the
Railway at Melrose, and asked him quite casually, if he
knew the author of Rab. William laughed and told
them, and gave them a letter to me. I have not for years
seen two more likeable people. They sail this week for
New York with Mrs. Stowe, who is a great friend. They
are abolitionists. They reprinted Rad a year ago, and he
says sold many thousands, besides many other editions by
ot{xer booksellers.—Yours and James's ever affectly.

CCIIL To Lapy Minto
23 Rurranp Street, EpinBurcs [1869).

Dear Lapy Minro—I don’t think I could contrive any-
thing better, or better for me, than to come out to you for
a Minto Sunday,—if anything can ever do me any good, or
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lift me out of my hopeless self. But I do not see how I
can get away for Sunday. There is a great deal of sickness,
but the one impossible thing is the leaving Lord Barcaple.
I have great fears for him. It would be the greatest loss
to the Scotch Bench, and through that to the nation, that
could at present be. If I cannot run out, I will be, as I
always am, happy to hear from you. I blame myself often
for missing so many opportunities of seeing you all together.
I had a letter the other day from Lady Thomson, wife
of Sir William Thomson,' the great Natural Philosopher
and electrician. She is one of the finest creatures I ever
knew, sincere and bright and very keen-minded, and with
a true insight into the real worth of things and thoughts.
This is what she says, “I am enjoying very much now
reading Hugh Elliot's Life. His bright, quick, eager, mobile
character is most interesting, and from her way of writing
I should think his granddaughter must have inherited his
deemnd charming qualities.”
y Airlie is here. I am to dine with her to-night at
Miss Stirling Graham’s. My best thanks for your note.—
Yours and Lord Minto’s ever truly, J. Brown.

I have some hopes of getting a doggie for Lady Elliot.

CCIV. To Prorrssor SELLAR
23 RurrLanp STreeT, Epinsuraen, 10¢h July [1869].

My prar SerLar—Thanks for yours. It is a wonderful
lace where you are. That huge, tragic-looking Glas Maol
as always had some strange hold on my imagination, and

the expet{ition you and Mrs. Sellar are meditating is the wa

to see all its glories. You will be delighted with Clova; it
is like nothing else in Scotland. I wish I were with you,
but my life is spent in idly wishing that what has been, had
never been—rather a silly and dismal occupation. I shall see
your mother to-day or to-morrow. I have no news of men
or books. I can't read. Last night I stuck in M. Arnold’s
brilliant and procacious lecture. The man is so strong in his
writings, his individuality never deserts his words. I saw
Alexander yesterday, looking very hearty. . . .

I hope Mrs. Sellar has had no headacf;es. My love to her

and the children.—Yours ever truly, J. Brown.

! Now Lord Kelvin.
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CCV. To Miss ErriE SELLAR
Soursore House, Co. Sriao [1869].

My pEar vrrrie W IFIE—Will you thank Papa for
his letter and say that when I get home I'll do what I can
for his “Terrier.” Say to him that his “touch of the
Collie " is a touch of genius. And you were on the top of
the Glas Maol! and all that great world you saw was
pictured in your eyes, and I daresay you had your own views
of what you saw, and your own notions of everything. I
found small Nelly very well, much better than for many
months. It is a sweet cheery place which it is not easy to
describe—a good house, on a lovely green field that goes
down to the ses, at least to the edge of a creek where the sea
comes and goes. 'This gives perpetual life to the place, and
there are sea-gulls and curlews and crows always wheeling
about and hunting on the sands, and between us and the sea
is a funny peninsula of sandhills which our Ulysses of a
Captain calls Little Egypt; and if we could put up two or
three picture palm trees and a few wooden camels it would
be Egypt, quite. The Atlantic is not seen from the house,
ll:ut: is he&rg, I can tell you, whenever he is stirring, and when

e is angry his roaring is awfull d. On the Croquet
und gtl;yst now is bslg (and gv;‘.lt:ll;' to yourself stupid)
ent, wixoee head has absor all his grandeur, and near
him is a forlorn Muscovy Duck, who is a Drake, and who
even in his sleep laments his wife whom he lost a year ago.
You never saw such a mourner. Nelly sends her love, ve
much; she wishes she were nearer you. We had a small
dinner-party yesterday. Nelly had on the Sellar Jewels.
My love to dear Grandmama if she is with you. My John
is away walking in the Highlands with 2 chums. Good-bye
again, my dear little Wifie, God bless you always and much.
Are you tired of all this? I am sure you are. Give Mama
my best love and ask Papa for a kiss from me, which I shall
repay with interest, and lovelets to Nelly and Flossy and the
strict lady, and my cordiality to WA LTER.

There is a cat here that has had 64 kittens, and is as

giddy as the last one.
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1870-1879

After recovering from the break-down in his health in 1866,
Dr. Brown was able to resume his medical practice, but so many
of his patients were also his intimate friends, that it was some-
times difficult to distinguish between professional visits and
those of friendship. There was no fear of Dr. Brown over-
charging ; fees had very nearly to be forced upon him. He
arranged with his friend Sir George Harvey, that if he left
his hat in the hall he came as his medical attendant, if he held
it in his hand as a friend. But after this was settled, he so
often entered the room hat in hand, that something like a
skirmish often took place, Dr. Brown resenting Sir George's
efforts to transfer the hat to the hall table. On April 22,
1874, the Senatus of Edinburgh University conferred on Dr.
Brown the degree of LL.D.

The next day he was tired and dejected. He told a friend
who came to see him, that it was quite absurd to have given
him that degree: it implied some amount of learning, ¢ And
I have none—none.” ¢ Perhaps,” was the reply, “in your
case LL.D. means loved, not learned.” He stopped his slow
walk up and down the room, and facing round said, * That
is perfectly true, I am far more loved than I deserve” (with
a dawning smile); “I ought to try to stop it.” “You may
find it difficult,” was the rejoinder.

As he grew older, the fact that so many of his patients were
also dear and valued friends added greatly to his feeling of
responsibility, and the burden weighed upon him. There was
a recurrence of nervous illness in 1876, and in April that year
he sent out the following circular :—

¢¢ 28 RutLAND STREET, 29 Ap. 1876,

“ With heartfelt thanks to my patients and friends for all their
great kindness and consideration towards me during the time
I have been their Doctor, I find myself now under the necessi
of intimating that, owing to the state of my health, I am, wit
deep regret, obliged from this date to discontinue ordinary
medical practice. J. Brown.”
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His friends felt that now was the time when some practical
demonstration could be given of the love and honour in which
he was held. No appeal was made, not a single word was
printed, but it was whispered from friend to friend that a
testimonial in money was being collected. In a very short time
a sum was secured that removed any shade of anxiety as to
the future.

Though from this time Dr. Brown technically retired from
the work of his profession, his days were spent much as before.
He did not take charge of any anxious cases, but very many
of his old friends still eagerly expected visits, and he did not
disappoint them. Some months each summer were spent with
the Barclay family by the Spey or the Tweed or in the Isle
of Arran, and occasionally he took short trips—once to Skye
with « J. T. B. and his brother.”

CCVIL. To n1s Sox
Garroway Arns, NEwToN STEWART, Sunday [April 1870].

My pEAR JouN—We came here last night from Kirkcud-
bright. On Friday morning we started from Dalbeattie in
a waggonette, and went along a very picturesque road to
Dundrennan Abbey, & fine ruin. We saw the burying-place
of Lord Barcaple’s father and people. . . . Yesterday
morning we leg in a w:gsonetbe and drove up the Dee
(it is ver( beautifully wooded all about K.) to Barcaple,
such a pleasant, halzhighland place, such a plain gentle-
manly pYace, so like himself, everything essential first-rate,
no superfluities or show, beautiful grounds and offices.
His old brother was away to meet Miss Maitland and her
sister at the train at Castle-Douglas. It was very sad to
be in the place where I and you might have been years
ago, and where your mother might have been. I was glad
I didn’t see them. We then drove across a high ridge
with a great view of the big hills, all heathery and rocky,
and came to Gatehouse-on-the-Fleet, a pretty little town,
called so from being at the Gate of Ca.ﬁ y & d house
with its grounds, belonging to Murray of Broughton, whose
Ancestor was the abhorred traitor in the Rebellion,! and on
whom the curse was pronounced that no son or son’s son

1 Of 1748.
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should ever inherit ; and so it has turned out ever since. The
present man has no children, and it goes away to some
distant man. We then started off along the Coast for
Ravenshall, a little roadside inn close to Dirk Hatteraick’s
cave, and an old castle, the original of Ellangowan. The
rocks and coast are very fine. e thought of sleeping and
spendier:ig to-day there, but that was impossible. We got
poached eggs and cheese and scones and Robert Younger’s
excellent ale. We (G. and J. B.) have been drinking much
whisky, and J. B. actually smoked yesterday morning. We
then drove on to Creetown, intending to get a dog-cart and
go on to this place, but the cart was there, the iorse not,
so we had to wait 2 hours till the train. I superintended
a game at “Bools™” (marbles) in the street, and saw justice
done, with some difficulty. We had a mile and a half to
walk to the station, and we saw a pretty little dark-eyed girl
of 12 and her little brother going up. I spoke to her, and
found she was going to meet her father and brother, who
were coming home from Berwickshire, where they had been
stone-dyking since October. She said if they didn’t come,
they wouldn’t be for a month, and her earnestness was
wonderful. They didn’t come, so we comforted her and the
small boy with a shilling, a sixpence, and twopence. We
got here past 9; it (the Galloway Arms) is very old, but
very clean and well-appointed, with a wonderfully grand
little sitting-room. Nfrs. Barclay is with us. I was afraid
the journeying and roughing would be too much for her, but
she says she is better. G. B. is off to get his oppressive
energy out in a long strenuous walk. I don’t know where
we shall be to-morrow night, probably Port Patrick or
Stranraer. We shall then turn and get to Jane’s on Tues-
day night or Wednesday. Good-bye, my dearest John.—
Yours, J. B.

CCVIIL. To Miss SOMERVILLE

23 RurtLaxp Streer, EpiNsuren, 17th May [1870).

My peEar Miss SoMmERvILLE—Something must be done, for
you are an awful misery to me; that is, I am all this to
myself, because I don’t put down the names of yourgirls.! I
can't find a vestige of any of these six young women in my

1 Dr. Brown was the medical attendant at Miss Somerville’s boarding-
school.
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books! What is to be done? You know quite well how
often I saw them, and 4/ a visit is ample. But in future I
promise you on my HON O U R to put down the names of
the maidens every time I see them, for I know I am an awful
misery to you.—Yours ever, J. Brown.

CCVIIL. To Mgs. BarcLay
23 RutLanD StREET, EDINBURGH, Tuesday [July 1870).

My pEAR Erizasern—Thanks for your letter and for all
our news. . . . I wish there had been open ground and
eather, but the children will enjoy everything and you will

enjoy them, and George will be fgr ever poking among the
rocks disturbing the tranquillity of his queer friends. The
view of Arran will be a perpetual delight; it will be always
changing. There is no piece of earth that affects me as Arran
does; it is like the deepest, finest music; it is almost painful.
The two Johns left yesterday morning at 6. John B. in
his new Knickerbockers and his Glengarry, looking fresh and
happy. I do hope they will enjoy their time. It is still
a misery to think of that quaint puppy’s death, and John’s

pain. . . .
Good-bye, my own dear kind Elizabeth.—Yours and
George’s and all the children’s, J. B.

CCIX. To THE SAME

Sunday [August 1870).

My DEAR UNFORGETTING ELizasern—Thanks for yours.
We were on deck as we passed you, but we went on the north
side of the Big Cumbrae. I slept some, at least if Jack is to
be believed in saying I snored. It was much calmer on sea
than on land, and I had no uneasiness from without. We
found a queer old porter called Gallopper waiting to carry us
up to the Porters, at 5 o’clock. We found the hospitablest
of:l lady at the door at 6, and the girls up, the fire blazing,
and after getting ourselves washed we had breakfast. Then
we called on Professor Andrews and his family, and on Janet
Finlay (Russel’s daughter), and took Jack to the great
Mulholland Flax Mill, and the t Bacon factory, where
they can kill and cure 800 pigs a day. I saw 30,000 hams in
one house. Then we dine(f with the old lady and Jack the
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Indian Judge, and then went off in the Express to Dublin.
. « . I hope that you and Cottons! have got well up, and that
i'ou are well, and going to enjoy this philosophic holiday.
am sure George will. Give him and yourself my 8.
I shall say nothing more. I should never say anJythi.ng
more. Good-bye.—gYours ever affectionately, . B

. . . Thisis John’s first landing in Norway ; it feels strange
his being so unreachable. I llnlogpe and trZst they got over
well. e have east wind now and had very loud thunder at
4 this morning.

Nell semfs her love and the Captain his best regards.
The old General 83, and the Daughters are here. My love
to Cottons, and tell her to lay up all sorts of things for the
British Association for me.—Yours again, J. B.

CCX. To Laby AIRLIE
23 RutLanD StrEET, EDINBURGH, 218t October 1870.

My pear Lapy Amruie—I did not see Lady Blanche or the
Sunny-haired and hearted wife. I called immediately before
they arrived, and then was absurdly laid up in bed—for it is
absurd in a Doctor to succumb to his enemy and friend. I
hope Clementine is all right. It will be a great pleasure to
see Kou when you come to see Bryce. I only know how
much greater a pleasure it would be were I as I used to be.

I fear Russelpthe Scotsman’s wife is very ill. It has been
a sad year to him, and he is as tender-hearted as he is strong
and droll. It is delightful your reading Miss Edgeworth.
The Absentee 1 think perfect, but they are all, down to
Simple Susan and The Little Neapolitan Merchants, quite
delightful. That is very interesting about Miss Martineau.
What a hardy spirit she has.—Yours and Lord Airlie’s and
the Lady Scarlatina’s ® ever truly, J. Brown.

CCXI. To Lapy MinTo
23 RutrLanp Streer, Epinuren, 20th December [1870].

Dear Lapy Mmnro—I have as yet got nothing worth
sending or telling you. Dean Stanle{ or the other delight-
ful Dean?® would be most likely to know. I heard to-day

1 A pet name for Miss Constance Barclay.

2 An allusion to Lady Clementine Ogilvie's recent illness.
3 Dean Ramsay, author of iniscences of Scottish Life and Character.
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from Miss Oswald, her cousin, that Lady Augusta had a bad
fall from her horse when in the Pyrenees with Stanley.
They are now home.

ohn Hill Burton has been unsuccessfully garrotted in
London, and is full of the power of a walking-stick as a
weapon of defence if employed diligently in thrusting, he
having routed thus his three assailants.—Yours and
Minto’s ever truly, : J. Brown.

CCXII. To WiLLiaM NaIrN
23 Rutranp StrEET, EDINBURGH, 24th Decr. [1870].

My DEAR AND INCORRIGIBLE FRIEND—What have I done to
you, that you heap coals of gold on my head? I shall
struggle no longer; I only wish I could be of more good to
you, or indeed to anybody. 1 hope soon to be out and see
you. Dr. Peddie is one of the 5 or 6 best of men.—Yours
and the Roman Woman’s ever affectly., J. B.

Received Ten Pounds and a purse and a long bit of
ribbon.

CCXIIL. To Miss Jessie Crum
Scurmore Housg, near BaLriNa, 7th Aug. [1871).

My pEAR JEssiE—It was good in you to write that plump
pencil note, so full of what is {ourself?’ You have no occasion
to conceal your thoughts. I do hope you are still gaining,
and that both your chest and its owner are stronger and feel-
in?l more of tge joy of power and health, but I know you
will be good and take care of yourself, especially when your
Dr. is away. This is a quiet sweet place, without much
feature, except the sea, and that yesterday was lovely and as
blue, as crystalline, as at San Remo; but it is a place where
a happy man may easily be happier ; another man makes out
of it the reverse, by the law of his being. You will be re-
joicing in this noble address of Wm. Thomson.! What a
sweep of wing! like an angel’s, and such simple, pure, deep,
wide, reverent, true science, with its “everlasting law of
honour.” (What a windy expression!) How Margaret and
your father would have rejoiced to have seen and heard him !
And if it is God’s pleasure, their spirits may have been so

1 Sir W. Thomson was President of the British Association in 1871.
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favoured. The stereotyped clergy and their people will be
down upon him for saying that it is not unlikely our world
was peopled from the débris of others, and that we have been
“evolved ” not merely from apes and monads, but from fern
seeds; but God’s power and will had not less scope in this
view than what is commonly called the creative act. Surely
if we go far enough back we find Him inhabiting His own
eternity, and dwelling alone, and then saying “Let it be,”
and it was, and that i¢ has in it the potentiality of the whole.
If He puts it there and sustains it, for He still lives in all
life, and moves in all motion, and if in the case of man there
was some special addition of a moral and Divine sense, by
which, in & way otherwise than all other living things, man
was made in His image, that seems to me a quite scientific, as
it certainly to our minds is a satisfactory, hypothesis, in
spite of Darwin. But I am getting out of my depth, and
you will be good-naturedly smiling.—Yrs. ever affectly.,

J. Browx.

CCXI1V. To THE SamE
23 RutLanD StreET, EDINBURGH, Sunday [Oct. 29, 1871]).

My pear Jessie—I have to thank you for your long, kind,
loving letter, and for the slippers. . . . They are delightful, I
might say, at least my feet would say, delicious, cumfy and
soé and roomy, and yet softl ping the foot, with a
meaning—the happy foot! If the man above them could
only get his brain and his self into such a quiet, warm, con-
tented dwelling-place,—but there even you cannot reach.

I like Gladstone, and I don’t. He is a wonderful man,
and full of boy, fresh and eager, and such a range of
sympathy and interest, such serious, great eyes, such a look
of earnestness; but—he is the son of his father! There are
elements in his nature you would not like ; he does not attain
to the first three. e is first of the second, he wants the
oneness, the simplicity that go to and with the greatest
greatness. I could explain this better if I saw you. Iam
glad you go on Monday. You will carry yourself carefull
as if you were somebody else’s, because you must get throug
scatheless to Mentone. It is well, and also not, tﬁt you can
shoot along the railway now by Monaco, instead of en-
countering the steeps and keen air and glories of Turbie.
What a view that 1s! I suppose we must give up many of
our views now. We both gain and lose. Fancy diving into
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a black hole on this side Mt. Cenis, and emerging at the
other, without the intermediate difficulties and beauties and
deurs! I am as sorry as is in me, for the big man! and
is loneliness, but then he is big and good, and can contain
himself and wait, and lives for others; and then his pipe
and his book and his work and his letters and his expecta-
tions will cheer and help him. I wish I were “sitting
under™ him, and could get him to speak the living truth.
If I could but will to be whole—wish and will all in one,—in
wishing, will, what a puzzle! How much and how little a
man can do to be made whole ; believe and live! but then of
yourself you can do nothing, not even believe. It is like a
dreadful circle which has no beginning.

CCXV. To Joun Ruskin .
23 RutLanD StREET, EDINBURGH, 21 November 1871.

My pEar Jonn Ruskin—It was indeed a pleasure to see
that hand again. Thanks, and you have given great delight
to the worthy Pettigrew. I somehow thought you would
like these papers. It is sad about your dear mother—sadder
for you than for her. I see her kind words often as I
into my dining-room, on your portrait by Richmond wlrl)x?cs}:
she gave to my children, now long ago. Give her my warmest

, and thank her for being your mother. I have long
and often wearied to hear not only of, but from, you. I
always follow your course as I best can. I know how
and kind you have been and are to that queer and dear child,
—isn’t her name Constance Hilliard? 1 remember well her
invitation. I have never been there since, and am not likely
ever to be in; its heart is dead—that loving, bright,
faithful friend, such as you and I are not likely to see till we
see herself, if that is ever to be. My daughter has been
married for 5 and more years, to Captain Law, son of General
Law, who was at Corunna and still lives, who was at school
with all the great Napiers and had fought them all. My son
is with me. . . . Helen is very happy, as this world goes. . . .
As for her father, the least said is the best. Five years ago
past in June, my mind lost its self-control for a short time
and was shattered. It went off like a watch that has lost the
restraint on the spring and which runs through a day in 10
_minutes, and though outwardly quiet and even torpid, it is
! The Rev. Charles Watson, D.D., Largs.
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within as if a Rupert drop knew the peril that is within it,
with outer film of smooth glass. I am thoroughly and for.
ever shattered and done for, cannot think to any purpose,
cannot write, have no hope, no relish for anything but sleep
and forgetfulness. I work every day at my own Earoper work,
probably as much as ever, but within all t{u ve come to
an end. I only feel that I cannot feel. I did not mean to
say all this; it 1s wickedness even to E:t it into words—forgive
me, my dear friend. May you be happy and victorious and
blaseg in blessing others with pure thoughts, with true
knowledge, with t Godliness which alone is great gain,
and brings its own contentment with it. I have seen the
Walls of Fribourg since I saw you, and the Rocks of Shaftoe,
and I saw how like they were to yours, and yet how different.
Try and forgive my making you read all this.—Ever yours
affectionately, J. Brown.

CCXVI. To Miss HiLLiARD
23 RutLanD STrEET, EDINBURGH, 30¢h Novr. 1871.

My pEaR LITTLE FRIEND—It was good and dear of you to
write me your own, very old self, for I can see you just as you
were (1?) ;) years ago, only why do you disfigure your tidy
face and skull, as we Doctors call it, with that frightful
erection? Surely Mr. Ruskin does not like that! Sad
things have come to us since that tea on the lawn, but you
are happy still, and your eyes untamed and your mouth as
happy as then. You shall never see any one so good and
brave and faithful and droll and all that is best, as Aunt
Pauline ; I, at least, never will; and you know my best and
dearest is gone too. . . . I am better (externally) than I was,
but broken and heartless, out all day doctoring people. Did I
send you my book? You will be kind, I am sure, to John
Ruskin. He is unchangeable. Do you ever hear anything
of Alfred Trevelyan? Good-bye, my dear child, may yours
be all that is best and cheeriest. Give your mother and
father my best regards, and maybe you will write me again
some day, and tell me that that dreadful hairy tower is no
more. Do you never come to Edinburgh and the Highlands,
far grander and sweeter and beautifuller than Venice or Cadore
or anywhere >—Your old(er than ever) lover, Jeve Ber.!

! In this phonetic jpelling of his initials J. B., Dr. Brown reproduces

the pronunciation of J as taught in all the parish schools of tland
when he was a boy.
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CCXVIIL To Lapy MixTo
23 Rurraxp Streer, Eninsuren, 31 December 1871.

Dear Lapy MiNnto—It was and is a great pleasure that
kind and plump letter. It was good in you to write so much,
though I wished like Olivex'I for more ; a]:lnow you had more
just at your pen’s point. I am very glad to get your
{wcountyof Iﬁnd l\lil?nto. I know,rgr%ather Igce;mx};ot kﬁ::g
how much you have suffered, all to yourself, since May—the
present distress and the dread of what might come, for « fear
18 more pain than is the pain it fears.” I trust he will now
get thoroughly well. I hope Lady Dunfermline is getting
good at Laverstoke; she was not prospering here. I am
sure it was necessary for them to go. The old Lady is
sleeping herself away, very gentle and withdrawn; quite a
stucr that strange nature is—the softer the farther in. I
would like to see Hugh’s letters from Florida; perhaps he
will break out again, to our enjoyment, in the Scotsman. I
think I told you I said to him, “ You are now a man of
letters.” “Of letter,” was the reply of the other, Hugh’s
great-grandson. He is a fine, open nature, with a touch of
romance and reverie. Fitz is looking very well ; he is going
to dine here on Tuesday. I am glad to hear of the other
two; you are indeed happy in such boys, though I daresay

our heart often yearns to that parvula whom God took to
{limself. This world is made up of .:ﬁecial pains, suited with
a divine nicety to each one’s case, though we can’t see the
why always, or indeed often. I am comforted by your words
on Middlemarch. It is the very truth; you have touched it
to the quick with your needle, that « very laboriously clever.”
I have now almost no recollection of any of the characters,
and not the slightest interest in their future. The only thing
like genius is the Uncle. He is the ideal of commonplace,
and is amusing and new. I don’t like her (Miss Evans’) style
of mind and feeling. There are too many big words and
hints of superknowledge, and there is that taint of sensuality,
or rather of sexuality, which was so offensive in The Mill on
the Floss, and which strangely infects even Miss Bronté and
Mrs. Gaskell—a sort of coarse George Sandism, without her
amazing genius and beautlz'a:;f word. As for Tennyson’s last,!
I woulg not read it, and Lady Dunfermline gives it its proper
adjective, “odious.” Contrast it with the burning simplicity

1 «¢ The Last Tournament,” gcgtsumporary Review, Dec. 1871,
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and power and truth of Byron. I am sure you must have
rejoiced over that estimate of the two in the last Quarterly.
I never have forgiven Tennyson for writing Vivien. I am
afraid I don'’t like Forster's Life of Dickens. I dislike the
personal essence of both men, while I admire the unique
genius of the one, and the strong though grandiose talent
of the other. Dickens was at the core hard and egoistic,
intensely. How different from poor soft-hearted, great-
natured Thackeray. I read kis books more than ever.
Dickens I cannot re-read, and yet he was infinitely the
greater genius in the true sense, in which he is what never
was before or will be again. Have you seen Hookham
Frere’s Life and Works? I was delighted both with him
and his remains, especially his Aristophanes, the Birds and
the Acharnians especially—what thoroughbred wit and
English and tone, and that temperance of utterance which
is getting so rare. Have you seen Professor Mahaffy’s
Prole wa to Ancient History? If not, I am sure you
woulj enjoy them. Have you seen the Duke of Somerset’s
Gospel ? It must be able from the notice I have seen in the
Daily News. He has a strong, clear head. We have now 3
Theological Dukes. We enjoyed Jowett’s visit very much,
and he was happy in his quiet way. I liked his sermon
much, but with my old-fashioned bef;efs I miss the doctrine
of Sin and of salvation. I thought all he said about Bunyan
and Spinoza most beautiful and fresh. He told me a joke of
Lord Westbury’s about Judge Bovill (the Tichborne judge)
which was new to me: “If ﬁ: had a little more experience,
he would make the very worst judge that ever sat upon the
Bench.” I wish you could be here to hear Stanley on the
Church of Scotland ; he will blaze out gloriously, I have no
doubt. He and she are to be at Mrs. Cuninghame’s. I
dine with them this day week and will report. John is
steady, and reading to good purpose good books. He has
his mother’s faculty of knowing very soon what any thing or
one is worth, and not proce;ﬁng further if it’s not worth
the while; haud multa sed multum scire, you will remember,
and you were well entered and grounded in your girlhood.
and you are grateful I am sure to him who was your Master
and 1s still your friend.

I was losing myself in your Quarto the other night, to my
great delight.

I saw Fitz the other day riding into Princes Street from
the hunt in his quiet coat and ﬂaggings, sitting like one of
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the riders in the Parthenon frieze. Let me end this un-
conscionable letter with thanking you again for yours.—
Yours and Lord Minto’s ever truly, J. Brown.

CCXVIII. To Lapy AIRLIE

[Lord Airlie was Lord High Commissioner to the General Assembly
of the Church of Scotland this year, and Lady Airlie *“held court™
at Holyrood Palace.]

23 RurLanp Streer, EpINBURGH, 27th May, 1 .M. [1872])
Dear Lapy Amruie—You forget nothing, and might be

a permanent Queen to-morrow. I was just going to write
to you that I cannot come to you to-day, having 65 lives
(Insurance) to take between 5 and 6. I shall take my chance
of looking in to-morrow before 11. I shall not come to
breakfast. I was happier than for long the other night and
almost forgot myself. You had such pleasant women about
ou, though Fate and that handsome Scotch Grey tore Mrs.
indsay Carnegie from me at dinner. You are beguilin
the ministers and disquieting their wives sorely. They wi
both be the better of this.—Yours and Lord Airlie’s ever
truly, J. Brown.

I am very sorry I am engaged on Thursday to Mr.
Lancaster, one of Jowett’s best boys. .

CCXIX. To Miss Jessie Crum

23 RutLanD STREET, EDINBURGH, Saty. [Aug. 26th, 1872).

My pear Jessik—And you go off on Monday, and will
see wonders—Ben Cruachan and Morven and Ben More in
Mull, and “Knoydart, Croydart, Moidart, Snizort, and
Ardnamurchan,” and all the g{ories of sunsets. And I might
have been with you, and seen all this! and smoked a calm

ipe or manilla with the men after you, the women, were in
and in your dreams; but it was not to be. I am here

for a man who did more for me than is often the privilege
of one man to do for another. You must be well clad—
Sha.mogowaistcoats and warm stockings. You will see, I
hoge, ruisk from the sea, and anchor in Loch Scavaig,
and feel to the utmost the power of the place. We were
there years ago, and I believe it was in a miserable night I
tumbled over miles of moorland and she got what in the end
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took her away. You must go up the lake and get into its
perpetual gloom at the top, and then you will see its
perpetual dawn, the innocent brightness of its foot towards
the open, sunny sea. How she delighted in its strength and
beauty ! And you will see the wild, tragic Coolins, as if cry-
ing out in anger or pain, as if fixed in some altitude of
intensity. There is nothing in Switzerland like them. There
may be much that is ter, or rather grander. I wish
William to reprint the Green Book ! without change, except
addition,—to put in Bellagio and some others; and you
must have some not unfit. I often think of her and her
life, and yet how much of the deepest and best delight she
got out of it; and she now understands the why, or does not
care to understand it, in the far more exceeding, the eternal.
You will perhaps break out into a little letter to me. It
will make up to me for my loss, and perhaps you will break
out into verse, for you have the real trick of it. My John
and John Young are off with their knapsacks, and their
ipes, and their youth and their innocence, to walk across
n Nevis and all manner of mountains. I hope Mary is
well and strong, and Walter Tertius in full health and glee.

—Yours and his and his origins’s ever affectionately,

J. Brown.

CCXX. To Miss C. BarcrLay

23 RurLanp StreET, EDINBURGH,
[August 27, 1872.]

ConstaNTiA CARA—Thanks for two of yours. I hope to
get away by the 10th of Sep. at latest, and therefore be§
you will so arrange as to take charge of me, and see that
am not annoyed or cheated. Jane Brown and Alexander
are now at Coulnakyle. The 2 Johns, Young and Brown,
were expected yesterday. . . . Howisyou? Ilike you better
than I did, and I always liked you. I hope George has
boiled over and is well, and thoroughly heeled now (horrible !).
Yours and theirs and the hills’s ever, my dear old Constantia.
You know that is the name of the dearest and sweetest of
Wines. Now you are a pleasant, and a dear, but not a sweet
wine. A sweet wine or woman is not to be desired ; a woman
who has sweetness in her is. As to the dearness of a woman,
that has a double sense; some are dear in both, some only

1 Verses, by Lady Thomson, privately printed.
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in one. My solid, calm, cool opinion is that you are not of
the double sense. You are laughing at me and I am at
myself, so good-bye, and come and go up and protect me.—
Yours ever affectionately, J. Brown.

CCXXI. To uis SistTer Mes. WiLsoN

[CouLnakyLE, 23rd Sept. 1872.]

My peaR JANE—Thanks for yours. It is pitiful, fearful
weather here; the whole country was white with snow this
morning, up to the door, and the uncut corn lying prostrate
under the snow. We had a search yesterday after church for
the Big Tree—Peter Porter’s Tree. After wading through
the heather and cranberry bushes we came to the great
fellow, standing stark up like a mast, with a crown like
a stone pine, the King of the forest, really a noble, hale old
tree. It took Mrs. B. and May and J. B. to encircle it with
our joined hands, so that it is more than 5} feet in diameter.
You must come up some fine day or days, and draw him
carefully, lovingly. He stands on the outlook far above the
Abernethy forest, which stretches far and wide up to the Cairn-

rms ; to the right were the hills of Badenoch in a delicate
gi)ue haze ; in the dark wood lay the loch of Garten, gleamin
like silver ; in front, beyond the forest, a long ridge of dar
brown hills; and at its back, dazzling with its spotless
snows, was the mighty Cairngorm, as white as “Salmon.™
The effect of this—the sun was specially on it, and making
a sort of tabernacle of light—was really wonderful—quite.
Turner or Sir George or M‘Whirter or George Reid or
you ! could make something of that tree in a great Sunset—
lying, or standing rather, against the saffron, radiant sky.
When under the tree, and looking up through its needfy
foliage, it was like the finest lace laid upon the sapphire
sky.—Yours, J. B

CCXXII. To Miss Jessie Crum

CouLNakYLE, NeTHY BRIDGE, Tuesday [Sept. 24th, 1872].

My pEar Jessie—Thanks very much for your plump and
satisfying letter ; it was in you. You must have had
more of dis. than of comfort, but you can enjoy even the dis.
now it is over. . . .

I was at Loch Kennard Lodge on my way here, and saw
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Uncle John (a perfect character, ready made for Addison
or Thackeray). . . . Uncle John is perfect; his intensity
and simplicity and sharpness, his very hair, his shirt collar
and neckcloth, and that ring—every gesture perfect! He

has slain 1800 birds, besides many . 'There is some-
thing very genuine and uliar in that Graham blood,
genius, something never before born. . . . John was over

seeing them, and he had a famous walk across the top of
Ben Nevis and into IAﬁg&n I wish he would marry;
but then what would me do? This is a noble, free region,
the strongest, sweetest, dryest air, I think, in Scotland. The
Cairngorms lie before us across the great Abernethy forest.
I can trace the road we took 20 years ago to the top, when
she had got her fatal mischief in that miserable night walk
in Skye. Ah me! m‘v]' dear Jessie, if I could only get some
hope of being with her again, and for ever, but I cannot;
I am getting quite dead.

I have been reading slowly, detaining myself over Phils
(Thackeray’s), reading 4 Shabby Genteel Story first; it 1s
wonderful for its truth and its perfection of workmanship.
I miss him always the more.

.« . Good-bye, my dear and unfailing Jessie.—-Yoursli

J.B.

CCXXIIL. To Mgs. Peppie
23 RurLanD STrEET, EDINBURGH, 24¢h December 1872,

My prar Mgs. Peppie—Thanks for the great pleasure of
reading this;?! it is indeed the best word I ﬁave seen on the
book, and the writer of it. I take it to be not only sounder,
but in vital insight more quick and true than this intensely
clever and unhappy and (I think) much overpraised woman.
It is so true, an Eas never before been written (I have often
said it) that unexpected gratuitous nastiness, which makes
you uncomfortable. Her (George Eliot's) views of life, of
God, of all that is deepest and truest in man, are low,
miserable, hopeless, and she seems always wishing to drag
her readers down to her dead level. Her genius has been
greatly overrated, and I would not speak of her in the same
sentence with Shakespeare. She is an anatomist, and in
order to be so she must either get her subjects dead to begin
with, or kill them. She has none of the sweet, plastic,

! A letter written by a young lady criticising Middlemarch, in which

she compared the characters in the novel with Shakespeare’s characters.
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living, concrete power of Miss Austen or Jane Eyre, or even
Mrs. Gaskell. (%(;le has not much of the sweetness, but it is
there.) I know nothing of hers (Mrs. Lewes’) that amounts
to genius proper and true except Mrs. Poyser, and she is
born of Dickens. No, Mrs. Lewes is intensely clever, often
laboriously so, di bly knowing, but she is unwhole-
some, and in a higﬁ sense unreal, and I trust that in fifty
years she will be forgotten except by critics.

Which of the Langs is this? She must have real insight
and power and sincerity of mind. Thanks again and thanks
far more for your and my Alexander, who is indeed a helper
of men (and women). His ess and thoroughness are
like nobody else’s.—Yours affectionately, J. B.

I am, as you see, still horizontal.

I would say that G. Eliot has enormous talent, some-
times intensified into almost genius, but that her books are
manufactured, not dom. She sets herself to do them,

is not possased by their life. But I know I am
in a small minority about ai'l this. I like her “ Mr. Gilfil’s
Love Story " in Clerical Sketches best of all her writings. Her
poetry is not poetry at all,—just as near it as a strong will
and prodigious talent can come; it is dead already, or rather
never was alive.

CCXXIV. To Lapy AIRLIE
23 Rutranp StreET, EDINBURGH, 18t January 1873.

Dear Lapy Amuie—A very happy 1873 to you and
ours! Thanks for the t pleasure you have given me.
The Diplomate is capital, romantic, sentimental, vivid, and
his sketches of the King (that cross between a lion and a
goat), of “ Rosine,” indeed, of every one, are clean and to the
quick. The Castiglione is in a higher and deeper line, very
touching, like a portrait by Da %’inci. I shall not forget
her; and what can be cleverer and odder and more piquante
than that Mad. de Solms, and that letter of “ ma belle mére,”
and then the real political insight it gives, Cavour, and
above all that dreary, dreadful, despicable creature the
Empress. I shall send it you in two days, but I wish a
friend, Mr. Barclay, to seeit. There is an a{)le and eloquent,
and in the main just, attack upon Froude’s Ireland by
Lecky in this month’s Macmillan. . . .—Yours ever truly,

J. Brown.
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CCXXYV. To Miss BarBara M‘LageN
23 RutranD StrEET, EnINBURGH, 3rd Jan. 1873,

Dr. John Brown requests Miss Barbara M‘Laren! to
furnish him with 85,000 of the late Provost Lawson in
embryo, copies to be delivered at the rate of 10,000 a week.
Money no object.

CCXXVL To Miss Grass
23 Rurranp Streer, EpiNBURGH, 11 Jany. 1873.

My pear Marcarer—Thanks for your kind and not a
bit too big letter. If you take to writing that Novel and
give up wnting to me, I'll not be pleased, only I would like
to see the novel, and I don’t flatter a bit; if you were to
tell your own story—and give the characters, not merely
the incidents—and that of those about you, of old Uncle,
of Mother and the queer man, of Garibaldi, and the pony,
as you could quite well do and do well, you would write
something I would like better than Middlemarch, and others
would too. What battles royal you and I would have if we
got upon George Ebot, Dica'ens, and Browning! I dislike
much more than I like Middlemarch; it is steeped in dis-
comfort, discontent, despair, as she herself is, and she is
full of nasty, unwomanly knowledge, which she is always
hinting at; she is not wholesome. She has great power,
wit, and prodigious but laborious cleverness and cuttingness ;
but she more intellect than genius, more knowl of
ideas than of realities, or than insight; she is the Maker,
not the Mother of her characters. Dorothy is an impossible
being. The only character I like is Mary, and the only
diverting one is Mr. Brooke. There now is my defiance!
Remember it is only mine. And now for Browning! He
has genius, true poetic genius, but he kills it with hard
consonantal words, and philosophy and metaphysics, and
obscurity and endlessness. Lady M‘i'nto wrote me Igesberda.y,
“If gathering all the ugliest words out of the Dictionary
and mixing them up, is poetry, then is B. a poet.” He was
a poet, and might still be if he would be modest and quiet,
and distil the pure sweet liquor slowly. Fifine was not nice,
and though there were wonderful things in The Ring and

1 See sketch facing page 106. Miss B. B. M‘Laren had acquired the
art of engraving on wood.
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the Book, why prolong it so? Time is too short, and my
patience too. ﬁis wife had more of poetry proper in her,
with all her wildness and rawness, and in Aurora Lei
disagreeableness ; her Cowper's Grave is perfect, and much
else. And then Dickens and his Life! n't be angry at
me, but I couldn’t finish the 2nd Vol,, I was so angry at
both men, Dickens and Forster—Dickens so hard and exacting
in his egoism, so self-centred, his falsetto pathos, his caricature
run mad, and above all his conduct to his wife. . . . So,
Margt., you see what a scrimmage we will have. . . .
Good-bye, I daresay you have had enough. Now what
ou shoulg do is to send your triple defiance across the
i‘orth; don’t spare me or paper.—Yrs. and Aunt’s, Kitty’s
and that unhappy and eight-day-clock-pulse man’s ever
affectly., J. Brown.

CCXXVIIL To Miss J. MarianNe Fox, Now Mrs. Woobs

Epinpuren, Sunday, 17th March 1873.

My pEAR FriEND—You must think it unkind, my never
till now thanking you for your last letter, so full of quick
and cordial thoug{lt and feeling; and so it was and is
unkind ; but I sometimes feel that when I write as I did in
the letter to which yours was an answer, I deepen my own
moral disorder and inefficacy, and feel that it 1s a sort of
selfish gratification to bec:ﬂ(')wed to write to you, in order
to get sympathy and attention which I don’t deserve, so I
am going to keei)l away from self and all my bétises. How
are you? and what doing? and reading? and thinking?
Have you seen Dr. M‘Leod Campbell’s Recollections? It
is full of deep spiritual insight and a strange simplicity and
godly sincerity. Get it. His style is often dim, while his
thought is clear like a bright light in a horn lantern.

The women here as everywhere are pushing to the front.
I am going to vote for Miss Phaebe };}lyth for the School
Board in elrpite of, not because, she is a woman. Am I a

savage ? agree with St. Paul more than with Miss Jex
Blake.

Now be good and write me a long letter, for which I
hunger.—Yours ever affectly., J. Brown.
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CCXXVIIL To tHE Misses GlLAss

23 RuTtr.AND STREET, EDINBURGH,

10 r.u. Wedy. [24¢h April 1873).
My peAR Marst. axp Krrry—This is very sad, never
again, this side time, to see that dear loving, bright face,
so true, so full of all that is best and loveliest. I am very
sorry, but it is not all sad ; she has joined the great company,
her once loved friends, her best Friend. John and 1 will
certainly come. The last of that household, and we may
truly say the best. I am very sorry for you both. Tl see
to the newspapers to-morrow; it is too late to-night (past
10). Poor Mr. Molteno, he will know-what he has lost.—

Yrs. and his ever affectly., J. Brown.

CCXXIX. To Miss E. T. MLAREN

23 RuTLAND StreET, EDINBURGH, 1 May [1873]).

My pEar “RounpeEp INTELLIGENCE " '—Thanks much. I
don’t wish you any more intelligent, only I would like you a
little roun!er—fatterer, so to speak ; it would cotton you all
round and act as a buffer from within and from without; so
feel less, eat more, especially fats and oils, and above all
don’t go back to Manchester. He must be awful and
delightful Mr. Morrison; *the music of his tongue™ must
equal “Jeanie Morrison’s™; a tremendous instrument of
oppression, and yet amusing to us, at your hand, very. . . .
My Helen is off and her 2, and I fear we will soon hear of the

old General’s death ; he is 86. John and I were at the
Funeral of his mother’s dear old Aunt, Mrs. Molteno—86
also. She lived in a quaint house,? with two quaint daughters,
much older than herself, and we buried her in Arngask
churchyard, a simple old graveyard on a little hill with a
glorious around. They kept tﬁe coffin open till we came,
and I saw the white, sweet, happy, little face which I remember
50 years ago, when we were afraid she was going to marry
my father at Biggar! She was clever and thoroughly
cultured, and had lived much with clever men. She loved
my Kitty quite singularly, and she her; they understood one

! Mr. Morrison had said that he looked upon Dr. Brown's corre-

spondent as ** simply a rounded Intelligence.”
2 Newton, Glenfarg.
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another. . . . I am hoping to get away next week to Brecon
with the Barclays and John, but may not, as old Mr. Marshall,
15 Regent Terrace, is very ill. I was upat him this mormning
at 5, and saw the top of Arthur’s Seat studded with the first
of May folk. -bye, and get strong and get a happy
body.—Yours ever, J.B. .

CCXXX. To Miss Jessik Crum

23 Rurranp Streer, Epinsuren, Sunday [May] 1873.

My pEar Jessie—How are you? and all you best love ?

I have just been reading some pages of Dr. Campbell’s
book ! which you gave me. I have never finished it! and
almost hope {never may. Ilike a little of it so much; it
is like being dipt in heaven, but it is slow and often curiously
childish, and yet deep as the sea.

I came back on Saturday week from ten days in England,
with Mr. and Mrs. Barclay and John. . .

1st day to Shrewsbury, a fine old town.

2nd to Brecon by Ludlow and Hereford, through blossoming
orchards and mighty elms and oaks in their virgin leaves.

8rd to \’Vells%)y Gloucester and Bristol. You must go to
Wells, and put up at the Swan, an old-fashioned, most
hospitable bird. e west front of the Cathedral is simply
glorious; it is (literally) the Te Deum in stone: there are
the glorious company of the Apostles, the noble army of
Martyrs, and all the rest, praising Him, acknowledging Him
to be the Lord.

4th to Ilfracombe by Exeter. Don’t go to Ilfracombe.

5th to Worcester by Exeter and Bristol.

6th to Dolgelly under the shadow of Cader Idris, glorious.

7th. By Barmouth, Port Madoc, Beddgelert, Lla.ngberis to
Carnarvon and Bangor.

8th. Home by Chester.

Yours and all yours affectionately, J. Browx.

CCXXXI. To Miss Grass
23 RutLAND STRrEET, EDINBURGH [22nd May 1873].
My pEar Marct.—I should have written you sooner to
know how you and Kitty were, and what arrangements were
to be. I have been away for 10 days in England with Mr.
! The Natwre of the Atonemsnt, by Dr. M‘Leod Campbell.
b
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and Mrs. Barclay and John, enjoying ourselves much, though
I was put about at Wells by John taking Asthma, to which
he has been subject since he was quite a boy. How are you?
We greatly enjoyed our visit, for it is not wrong to say this,
even when we think what took us there, for hers was a {nppy
end of a pure, lovely life; and we were so glad to see
the Newton and its region, and to find you both so well set
down; and then good Mr. Williamson entertained me all
the way to Kinross with the very kind of local information
I like. You will miss that dear friend, who was always
ready with mind and heart and good cheer. I will be glad
to get a line from you. Isabella and John join me in best
regards to yourself and Kitty.—Yrs. ever affectly.,
J. Brown.

CCXXXIIL To Greorce Barcray
PorTrER, Sunday, 1 .M., 23rd June 1873.

My pear Grorce—Here we 8 are, having been to the
U.P. church and heard the prodigal son enl upon, by
a strong-voiced, honest fellow. I almost think if we can't
get away to Broadford, I'll go and hear him energise in
Gaelic. We have had great pleasure, the run from Edinburgh
to Strome Ferry glorious. As I passed Coulnakyle the sun
was shining all over it, the huge mountains and their snows
in gloom. . . . It was beautiful from Dingwall to Strome, the
Skye hills standing across the horizon as we ran down the
side of Loch Carron, steeped in Amethyst light.

There is a new Landlord at Strome; he had only come,
and things were in some disorder, but, except a disreputable,
broken-hearted waiter, in full Canonicals (very dirty), the
house seems much better managed. We had difficulty in
getting beds. I slept on a as hard as wood; still I
slept.  We rowed down next morning to Duncraig,
Matheson’s, to which the road is not yet made; it is a
handsome, sensible house. At 3.80 we left by steamer for
Broadford and Portree. Nothing can be nobler than the
view as you leave Loch Carron, the huge hills about Torridon
and Kintail huddled together, and one or two very distant
ones in deep blue. We got to Portree at 7.30, came here,
Portree Hotel very good. Next morning off to Uig, passin
the place where stood the house of Flora Macdonald an
her Eusband, and where Johnson and Bozzy enjoyed them-
selves. It is a bleak country, a sort of peopled wilderness,
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cottages almost everywhere. The sea views were fine, and
we got a sight of the Coolins; it is wonderful the power
and tragic charm they have wherever seen. Uig is a prett
snug little bay, with its tidy Inn and its thick-legged):
humorous landlord, John Urquhart. . . . We drove the day
we arrived to the Quiming,ranrough a dull country, a good
¥mpamtive for its terrible beauty; but the rain was so
urious and the wind, that we could not go to the Quiraing
proper, and came home and dined. ext morning we
started again, and the day was better, though not fine.
When we got near the terrific rocks and giddy slopes, my
head failed me, and William acknowledged that if iees had
known what it was he too would have “henned.” John, of
course, was in the van and up to any peril. It must be a
most singular and grand sight, and outside as I saw it, is
one of the test, strongest bits of scenery I have ever
seen. It will haunt us all. We then sat down by a little
burn, and had our biscuits and cheese, and beer and whisky,
and off again round by Duntulm, and home by the coast to
Uig, where we had tea and parted from our jocose and
sturdy landlord, and drove hither. Last night the rain
descended and the floods came—such rain and wind! We
were hoping to get off this afternoon to Broadford and
start thence for Coruisk, but it looks hopeless. I hope you
are all well. I don’t think I'll get home till Tuesday night,
if then. The brothers are excellent companions and can
endure silence, which is a great thing. They will go after-
wards to the Torridon and Loch Maree region.—Yours and
Elizabeth’s and the children’s ever affectionately, J. B.

. . . If you go to Uig, and you must see the Quiraing some
day, be sure to go and see Castle Ewen, about a mile from
the Inn, a most singular place, a sort of Quiraing in little.
The Blue Bell was in Portree harbour when we came, and
Mr. Stevenson and Mr. Tennant called on us. They had
been at Barra and Benbeculs, etc., Tennant hunting out
Boulders for Milne Home.

CCXXXIIL To nis DAUGHTER
KiNwoceewe, Locs MaReE, June 27th [1873).

My pearest NeLLY—Do you know that Wm. Brown
carried John T. B.! and me off to Skye on Wednesday last

! John Taylor Brown.
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week, franking us? It has been very pleasant, we 3 old boys
getting on famously. . . .

Monday.—To Sligachan inn at the top of Loch, and the
foot of Glen Sligachan, very grand and a good inn, good
food. We got 3 ponies and 2 guides to go up the glen and
see Coruisk. J. }i‘o B. despised his one, and stum on
sturdily through bogs and rocks. This ride was glorious.
The huge, wild, jagged Scuirnagillean which Principal Forbes
was the first to ascend, coming down sheer 3200 feet, and
- great fellows like him all about. After 9 miles’ ride we got
to Camasunary, and got into a boat rowed by 2 men and 2
women. It was here Mama and Jas. Gillespie and I were so
nearly drowned. We landed and stayed an hour looking on
the wonderful Coruisk, the lake black and clear and still, and
wild mountains of a deep ashy green shutting it in, the fleecy
clouds rolling across their tremendous heads—quite an awful
place. Then back through the Glen to the inn.

T'uesday.—Enormous rain during the night brought down
the river in full flood, raging and white over the rapids. We
saw nothing in its way finer than this, and we stayed for
hours by the river watching it ; so bare and well washed are
the hills that this prodigious flood did not even colour the
water ; it was as clear as crystal. This gave a great beauty
to the exhibition, which we propose never to g:rget. Did
you read Nicolson’s “ Notes on Skye™ in the Scotsman ?

Wednesday.—By steamer to Auchnasheen, and then drove
to the magnificent loch, to dear old Mrs. Macrae’s inn, upon
which Mr. Barclay wrote the verses.

Thursday.—Drove through Glen Torridon to the loch; a
perfect day and sight. Nothing could be lovelier than the
view of the sea loch, with 10 if not 12 different layers of
intercrossing promontories lying in the purest white light,
something like the Killeries in Connemara.

Friday.—Here we are waiting for our breakfast, and after
that, drive down the loch 12 miles, then dine and drive 9
miles to Auchnasheen, sleep there and start in the morning,
they for Grantown for 8 days, I for home. I hope you three
are all well. It was sad and strange to see all the places
again, where Mama so enjoyed herself, and was so injured by
a long horrible walk during the night after our boat wreck.
Good-bye, my dear child, think much of her, and of her truth
and courage and strong love, and all that she was.—Yrs.
and the Capt’s. and Katie's affly., J. B.
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CCXXXIYV. To Joun RuskiN

23 RurranDp StrEET, EnINBURGH, 4¢h July 1873.

My pear Frienp—Yours is a great pleasure, you can
never know what of sweetening and enlightening I owe
to you.

ake any use you like of my note—I hardly remember its
words ; the word “fun ” is not appropriate—the ludicrous or
fantastic drollery or the phantastic (for he! had a sort of
gha.ntasy beyond mere fancy) laughable might be substituted,
ut is it worth it ?

You are right in missing out the hard-heartedness, though
true; it is lawful, but not (at present) expedient to say so.
My reasons for saying he was hard-hearted are—I1st, my
personal knowledge of him many years ago, and my seeing
then his intense, adamantine egoism. 2nd, the revelation of
his nature given so frankly, and let us hope unconsciously, in
his friend’s huge and most exaggerated Life (Forster is a
“ heavy swell,” and has always been to me offensive, and he
has no sense or faculty of humour, and is, as the boy called
him, a “harbitrary cove™). . . . He was a man softest out-
side, hardest at the core.

I hope to get somethinﬁ for you about “ Sour Plums " and
“ Dinlay.” Fesend you a little book of my dear old and ever
young friend, Miss Stirling Graham, now 93 years old, and
fresher in heart than you or I.  You will see some things in
it about Sir Walter, of whom she was a great friend and pet.

I will send you a gggy of C. Turner’s print. You are
right, it is that reduced, you know. TII give you two, I
think not known, anecdotes of Sir Walter when I next write.
Thanks again for your dear letter.—Y ours ever affectionately,

J. Brown.

P.S.—How is Constance Hilliard ?

Young Adam Black, son and partner of old Adam, is
delighted with you on Scott. It is sure to go to our heads,
and you must make it a separate book by and by.

! Dickens.
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CCXXXYV. To Siz JounN D). COLERIDGE, AFTERWARDS
Lorp CoLERIDGE !

23 Rurranp Streer, Epinsuren, 3lst July [1873].

My pear Sik JouN CoLerince—You have yourself to
blame for the trouble of reading this note. I cannot but
thank you for this noble tribute to Wordsworth in Macmillan ;
it has gone to my heart. It is so thorough, so true, so
seasonable. Our friend Principal Shairp wilF rejoice over it
with singige; but I wish you had not said such hard words
against Jeffrey, so hard as to be in a measure unjust. You
would not have said them had you known him. He was not
big, not roomy, but he was true, and had genuine poetic
sensibility, as witness his relish not only for Shakes but
for the other t and terrible dramatists of his time. His
sense of the ludicrous interfered with his sense of what was
noble and lovely in Wordsworth, whose own want of that
sense is one of the queerest defects in his nature, the
sion of which woulﬁ have enabled him to make Peter Bell
perfect, which even it is not.

Now, forgive me. You will hardly remember seeing me,
but I shall not forget seeing you at Lord Advocate Young's.
—I am truly and with great regard, yours, J. Brown.

CCXXXVI To SuerirfF NicoLsoN
23 RutLaND 8r., EpINR., Sunday [Aug. or Sept. 1873).

My pear SHErIFF—Thanks for the Woodcock and the
speckled use, whose eyes may have beheld Blaven ; and
tmks still more for your thinking of their destination. I
hear you are liking your town, and still more that your
region is liking you. Still I remain unagepeased, unreconciled.
You must find your way to New Abbey, to my Jane and
Mrs. Copeland.—Yours and your sister’s ever, J.B.

CCXXXVIL To THE SAME
EpinBureH, Sunday, August [1873).
My pear SuerirF—I sent you a halfpenny card, which I
hope you could not read ; it is only reflection that can enable
you to do so. Be sure to make Butters? give you his wife’s
! Publish Life and C. Lord Coleridge.
Publhed i e Lifs 030 Grrpondens o Lo Caorig
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Savoury Omelet, and observe the maidenly manners of his
sister, and remember me to all 8. John Campbell is in an
awful wax at amounting to “almost genius.” Nevertheless
it is the right thing; of genius he has too much, and too
little. Did you read Shairp’s article in the Quarterly? in
which he ignores Cosmo! and confounds the Robertsons.?

There is a man here whom you would like in much,
“Mark Twain "—Mr. Clemens; and he has a darling little
wife, whom you had better not see, as it might disquiet your
{)ea.ee for life, not to speak of hers—such a startlingly pretty
ittle creature, with eyes like a Pereﬁrine’s, and better than
she looks. They were out seeing Russel and Abbotsford
yesterday.

I hope you will break forth again after being at the
Coolins ; and be sure to see Urquhart of Uig, and write up
the wee Quiraing and Castle Ewen.—YTs. ever,

J. Brown.

CCXXXVIIIL. To Miss Grass

1 am in my 23 RurLaND STREET, EDINBURGH
64th year to-day. {22nd Sept. 1873].

My peEar Marct.—I have {'ust come from my holidays.
Thanks for your kind and welcome letter. I think I must
read to Principal Shairp what you say about your infantile
passion and your joy at finding Uncle John agreeing with
you. Wordsworth was a revelation to me. I read the
Excursion when I was 18, and was a different man from that
time; he added a precious seeing to the eye and to the
mind.

Will you and Kitty not venture from your cosy home? I
fear not. —Yrs. and hers affectly., J. Browx.

CCXXXIX. To nrs Sister Mrs. WiLsoN
23 RutLANnD StREET, EDINBURGH, Octr. 12th [1873).

My pEak JANE—Dr. Candlish is dying, without pain,
blessing all about him, quite gentle and happy. It is very
impressive, this fierce, little, troublous, shifty, assertive man,
lying there as simple as a child. I have always felt that at

! Cosmo Innes.
2 E. W. Robertson, author of Scotland under her Early Kings, and
Joseph Robertson, editor of the Statuta Ecclesi Scotticana.
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his centre he was good and true-hearted, and living very
close to God, always getting more kindly, more desirous to
agree and be happy, more aware of how small the big things
are, and how great the small. There is a great deal of St.
Paul about Candlish. How are you and James and the
children ? Ruskin has sco Tyndall in the most delight-
ful manner. You will see it in Tuesday’s Scotsman; it should
have been in a week ago.—Yrs. and n.li:s ever, J. B

CCXL. To Jonx RuskiNn
23 RurLanD StreET, EpiNBURGH, November 4 [1873]

My pear Frienp—I have read every word of this in my
carriage, dodging about from door to door, from one * case
to another. Besides being new and true and important—
very—this is full of “go,” *throughout with the full fire
of temper in it.” That dying child! that miserrimous
Miser! and all that about anatomy profoundly true. That
is one of the few Art principles you did not need to tell me,
I saw it in the skinned Laocoon 40 years ago. That about
Herbert's “ Moses ™ most true and deserved. I don’t wonder
that Pugin hated him. I was disgusted with that picture—
utterly unsacred, unfelt, untrue. But I must not give you
any more to read—600 students !

Macte esto! my dear, dear friend.—Ever affectionately,

J. B

CCXLIL To THE SaME!
23 RutranD StrEeT, EpINBURGH, 27th December 1873.

My pEaR oLp Frienp—I wish I could give you such
pleasure as your little kind note of this morning gave me,
and that some of the happiness you give to others would
return fourfold into your own bosom. I had a happy letter
from Conie telling me of you. Why is that fine creature not
married ? I see in the Scotsman of to-day your letter on
Ernest George’s etchings. I have seen several men who had
read it and felt its power. This should cheer you a bit, your
circle is always widening. I remember a time when you were
a voice of one cr{ing in the wilderness. I am glad and
rleased with myself to find your views exactly mine. I was
ooking through that delightful book of George’s and saying,

! See Ruskin's Letter, No. XV,
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“ Now this is the true thing—clean, strong, honest, modest.”
I always feel insulted by these smudgings and besmearings.
I wonder you don’t etch more, after the (Pe!iight of doing such
things as Turner’s “ Dragon,” the “ Moat of Fribourg,” etc.,
but you would need to be ten men to do all we wish you to
do. We have one of your old disciples here, Mrs. Geikie.
She and I like to take you to pieces. Itwill be ten years,in
a few days, since my darling was taken to heaven. Blessed
are the dead who die as she did; indeed, Blessed are all the
dead in much, for surely there is an eternal purpose of mercy
and probation and recovered righteousness and ultimate
Salvation. You never wrote truer or keener words than
these you sent me on Feby. 5th, 1860 : “That firm and keen
mind, so free from all visionary and weak and wayward modes
of thought.”! I have often blessed you for them. I send you
a notice of Sir Henry Raeburn.? It is a thing of shreds and
patches and the product of a shattered brain, so be merciful
to it. I hope you are sleeping well and much. What of
Fred the Great? Tait was c%oked off by the cowardly Editor
of the Contemporary, but will appear untouched soon along
with George Forbes’s reprint ang translation of Rendu.

You never sent an arrow more home or to better purpose.
Good-bye, my own dear friend, and may the Almighty, your
father’s and mother’s God, bless and cheer you.—Yours ever,

J. Brown.

CCXLIIL To Miss SusaNn Bekver?
23 RurLaND StrEET, EDINBURGH, April 2 [1874).

My pEAR, XIND FRIEND—I cannot let a post pass without
thanking you for your delightful letter. . . . How you have
made me see that long room in which my gifted friend sits
and writes and thinks and mourns. I wish he were happier,
but he is happier in reality than many who are more likely
to be called so. It is now 80 years since he first wrote me,
and I have known no nobler, purer nature since. I am sure
your cheer{ unsubjective nature must do him good. Have
you lived all your days in the Lake Country? I walked from

! Written of Mrs. Brown.

* See Hora Subsscive, 3rd Series, p. 415.

3 Ruskin’s neighbour at Coniston, to whom he addressed the letters
from Italy contained in Hortus Inclusus. In one of these, dated 25th
A 1874, he says, *I have not been able to write to you, or any one
lately, whom 1 don't want to tease, except Dr. Brown, whom I write to
for counsel.’
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Edinburgh to Windermere and back in 1833,! taking about a
month to it, and I have once since made a visit to Miss
Wilson at Fox Ghyll, and yesterday I had a call from Mr.
Rid h of Fell Foot. ﬁo ou know him? I envy you
your delights with the birds ami' that clever squirrel, and all
the children of Nature that the country gives. I was much
in the coun;?' when young, and delight in natural 