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CHARLES LAMB

IN the early part of the Eighteenth Century there

lived a family named Lamb in the town of
Stamford, in Lincolnshire : a stout journey from
London, as distances went then, and very far from
the trees in Temple Garden, and the cloisters, and
the pump in Hare Court. The Lambs seem to
have been in well-to-do, though probably not afiuent
circumstances; and had this state of middle prosperity
continued, it is a great chance we should never have
heard of them. But trouble broke in; and there
were losses ; and a removal of the domicile to Lincoln;
and therewith some scattering of the household. It
is with this cloud upon its fortunes that a family
which the whole world has taken most dearly to its
heart first comes within our knowledge, and dawns,
through poverty and, it may be, worse disaster, into
the twilight of its fame.

At the character of the disaster a guess may be
hazarded later ; sufficient to note here that, in the
general disburdening, a mere child—a little boy of
seven—had to leave his home and go up to service
in London. Some interest in the world, however,
perhaps some ancient equal friendship in better days,
had still so much effect in favour of the distressed
and driven family that little John Lamb was sold
to no metropolitan chimney-sweep nor caught into
that infant band of house-top Pulpiteers toward
whom Elia had so kindly a heart, so quaint and
searching a sympathy. The little lad had a servant’s
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CHARLES LAMB

position in some friendly house at first, but more than
a servant’s share of interest bestowed upon him, and
much more than an ordinary servant’s education and
furtherance in life provided. He was put in a way
to fill that position in which we find him, more
than forty years later, of a barrister’s clerk. More
accurately, he was to Samuel Salt, Esq., of the Inner
Temple, when we find him, “at once his clerk, his
good servant, his dresser, his friend, his ¢flapper,’
his guide, stop-watch, auditor, treasurer.” His son,
who so describes him, under the name of Lovel, in
one of the Essays, tells us also of his mercurial
vivacity, his many dexterities and accomplishments,
his multifarious giftedness in the little ways of doing
things and being good company. Yet of all his gifts
the best and the worst was this—that he was “a man
of an incorrigible and losing honesty. A good fellow
withal, and would strike,” never counting odds in the
cause of the oppressed, but as ready to flush with
a generous indignation as to make a joke or a jingle
of rhymes.

It was scarcely more than he deserved, that to this
gay and admirable fellow should have been born a
son who was to write, some day, the Essays of Elia :
in which so much serious character and incorrigible
honesty of mind comes to us distilled into sweetness
and mirth, and in which humour becomes, perhaps
for the first time in literature, not only an occasion
for enjoyment but a cause of love.

Charles Lamb was born in the Inner Temple on
February 10, 1775; John Lamb, with his wife and
two children, being then domiciled as part of the
establishment of Samuel Salt, and occupying one of
the two suites of rooms tenanted by that worthy Old
Bencher of the Inner Temple at IJ;. 2 Crown Office
Row. John Lamb seems to have married some-
what late in life; and of seven children born to him,

Xiv



A FAMILY IN THE TEMPLE

Charles was the youngest, almost the child of his old
age. Of''the 'other six, only two grew up; the
younger John, who was twelve years old, and Mary,
who was ten, when Charles was born. Besides
those three children and their parents, there was
another member of the close-packed little family.
This was Aunt Hetty, an unmarried sister of John
Lamb, who had a small annuity, the instalments of
which were her contribution to the family funds.
She is an interesting figure, this Aunt Hetty; and
that annuity of hers is interesting also, seeming to
open a glimpse into the half-light of an earlier time.
Very little is known, to be sure; but I think there
is ground enough for an inference that this annuity
of Aunt Hetty’s was something saved from the
wreck—or recovered from it later—what time the
Lambs moved to Lincoln early in the century.
However that be, here is the certainty regarding
Aunt Hetty herself which is important for us. “I
had an Aunt, a dear and good one. She was one
whom single blessedness had soured to the world.
She often used to say that I was the only thing in
it which she loved; and, when she thought I was
quitting it, she grieved over me with a mother’s
tears.” So if we step forward three or four years,
to the great nutritive and formative period of life,
we see the brown-eyed, gentle-natured little lad—
still ¢ trailing clouds of glory” and full of wonder—
taking his bearings in a strange but kindly world in
which he had three mothers provided for him. First,
there was the mother who bore him, and who loved
him, to be sure, but on this side motherly foolishness,
as all accounts go to show. Next there was Aunt
Hetty, who, I think, loved him better; with an
unreasoning silent partiality, a watchful jealousy and
protection, ever anticipating neglect ofJ that child,
ever making neglect utterly impossible. Lastly, his
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CHARLES LAMB

sister Mary.; whose affection and care of him, then
and all through life, was only equalled by that life-
long sacrifice and devotion of his in return, with
which he repaid so amply, what he thought he never
could repay enough—

The mighty debt of love I owe,
Mary, to thee, my Sister and my friend!

Mary, I have said, was ten years old when Charles
was born, and it must soon have become evident that
his arrival in their circle was an event in her life even
more than in that of her parents. She was a sensitive,
moodish, dreamy girl, affectionate, but feeling lonely,
and with forebodings of a cloud to fall upon her some
day. Her parents had but an imperfect sympathy with
a nature so unlike their own—happy-tempered as they
both were, and fond of the more sunny aspect or
things and the merrier ways of wasting an’ hour—and
Mary’s « moythered brains,” as her grandmother in
the country called them, were an object of wondering
or impatient remark rather than of sympathetic study.
Add to this that her brother John—¢ dear little
selfish craving John ”—was and would have been his
mother’s favourite in any case, and we may under-
stand how the young girl—with a heart almost morbid
with impulses to affection and a desire to be dearly
and explicitly loved (and not without a prophetic
sense, surely, that she would have need of that safety
and protection in the terrible time to come upon her
yet)—how she may have felt lonely enough in that
close-packed household of “snug fire-sides, low-built
roofs, parlours ten feet by ten, frugal boards, and all
the homeliness of home.” But with the arrival of
the little brother, the loneliness was gone, and the
love began to come in with a tide that never ebbed
again.

The first seven years of Charles Lamb’s life were
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A BLUE-COAT BOY

thus passed : in the bosom of his family, in the midst
of the Temple, in the heart of London. And if we
try to picture him in those early scenes—whether it
be the little boy at play in the 'gemple Garden or on
his way to Mr Bird’s Academy for Young Gentle-
men in Fetter Lane (where they taught reading and
writing, and where the infant Charles by and b
won a prize for spelling)—Mary is never far ofg
But a time came when, the child being strongly
built in love and book-learning, they had to let him
go altogether for a season, that he might come back
stronger still in one gift and not weakened in the
other. So behold him, one day in October 1782, the
centre of a wondering domestic group, with Aunt
Hetty to
peruse him round and round

And hardly know him in his yellow coats,
Red leathern belt, and gown of russet bluel

What did this portent mean? It meant that a
presentation to Christ’s Hospital had been secured for
the worthy clerk’s little son (one of the many kind
acts of Samuel Salt towards that family) and that
Charles was now a Blue-coat Boy ;! admitted mem-
ber of an historic corporation with many privileges,
especially the privilege of a peculiar partiality and
respect, which goes out to meet the Blue-coat Boy
wherever he appears, all over Britain, not more in

England than in Scotland, in Cornwall than in

1 [ have given in this sketch the tale of Charles Lamb’s school-
ing as it is usually told ; first his infant-school instruction at
Mr Bird’s Academy, then his seven years at Christ’s Hospital.
Bat in a Note to the preceding volume (p. 314), I have called atten-
tion, for the first time, I believe, to a curious agreement between
a passage in oneof the Essays and another in one of the Letters,
which affords a presumption, at least, that he had been at some
kind of institutional or boarding-school in South London for a
term or two before the presentation to Christ’s Hospital was
secured.
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FRIENDSHIP WITH COLERIDGE

and there rested! forl aclifetime : his friendship with
that young Mirandula of the city cloisters, the in-
spire! charity-boy of Christ’s, Samuel Taylor Cole-
ridge ; whose wonderful powers of seeing and saying
were one day to be caught into a cloud and so lost
to the general world, but whom Lamb remembered
always as he knew him first—“in the dayspring of
his fancies, with hope like a fiery column before
him!” Coleridge was but two and a half years
older than Lamb, and entered the school at the same
time ; and as he was not advanced to the rank of a
Grecian till 1788, they must have moved in the
same region of the school world, and had their
studies, or neglect of studies, in common during
almost the whole of Lamb’s time at Christ’s. But
though they were almost of an age, and might have
their routine school-work in common, there was no
pretence of parity in the mental status of those two
class-mates. For what, after all, have the protracted
trivialities called school-lessons to do with the opera-
tions of dawning genius? or what matter a few
months more or less of mundane experience, in esti-
mating the knowledge of a Seer? Coleridge was
older than Lamb by the centuries of essential know-
ledge, or of cosmic confidence, which his avid young
intelligence had gathered, no matter where : by that
more than adult acquaintance with the things of
thought—that proleptic apprehension of advanced
and complex states of mind—in which he came
nearer to repeating the phenomenon of Rousseau’s
boyhood, with its immense clairvoyant sensibility,
than any one else has done, hardly excepting Balzac
himself, that other visionary boy and infant omni-
vore of books. It was, then, to Charles Lamb—
already marked among his schoolmates for a peculiar
gentleness and quiet, and felt to be somehow
more innocent, more a child than the rest, so
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A HOUSE OF WOE

had overtaken him with sudden swiftness and rendered
him, not quite unintelligent, indeed, but yet

A palsy-smitten, childish, old, old man,
A semblance most forlorn of what he was!

The case of his wife was scarce less melancholy.
Upon her had come a physical helplessness equal to
the mental debility of her husband, and she had need
of night and day attendance. Almost the entire
burden of minding or amusing these old people (for
the poor old father even needed to be amused, to keep
him from being morbid) fell upon Mary, during the
long hours of Charles’s absence, and she surrendered
herself to the duty with absolute and ruinous devo-
tion. But the deadly pressure of the confined life in
that narrow home; the strain of ceaseless ministra-
tion and vigilance ; the hopeless effort, perhaps, to
meet with unflagging serenity and strength the call
of querulous exaction sounding ever in her ears; the
toiling, in the midst of it all, at miserable needle-
work in order to add a little to their means of living ;
the nights of wakeful sleep, or of none at all, passed
by the side of the mother who needed her services
night and day—it was an ordeal to have broken the
strength of a man, or fretted, in time, the nerves of
an{ woman into an insanity. And when Mary was
a little girl, had not her grandmother Field often
exclaimed upon ¢ those poor moythered brains” of
hers, and wondered whatever it could be that they
were always thinking of !  One thing that they were
thinking of, even in those early days, Mary herself
revealed, in heart-felt pathetic talk to strangers, after
the calamity had befallen her. She had passed by the
terrible walls of Bethlehem, and had felt a presage that
some day she also would be closed in by them. It
was a maniacal thought : a prospect, in those times
especially, as much worse and more dreadful than
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CHARLES LAMB

in) boyhdod: almosty-and for seven years served with
that utter surrender and worship, of which only a
nature so gentle and imaginative and biassed towards
affection could be capable. From the early Poems
and from “Rosamund Gray” we gather a sense of
what kind of youth he was who “courted the fair
Alice W. n.” Much too good, of course, much
too absolutely kind and sensitive and unselfish and
unsinister, to court prosperously, or to any issue but
his own hurt. Yet it had not always seemed so
hopeless; perhaps not until someone came along
whom the maid, or the maid’s wise parents, thought
there was more reason and likelihood in caring for.
Probably it was at this point in the history, and on
the occurrence of her marriage—which, it would
almost seem, he was invited to attend—that his
reason left him. Fortunately, this six weeks’ vaca-
tion in a madhouse did not cost him his clerkship
and entire prospect in life—as it would probably have
done in our more strenuous and “efficient” era—
and was neither spent without the attending kindness
of his sister Mary, nor without intervals of lucidi:{,
in one of which he wrote the touching sonnet already
quoted from :

If from my lips some angry accents fell,

Peevish complaint, or harsh reproof unkind,
"Twas but the error of a sickly mind

And troubled thoughts, clouding the purer well,
And waters clear of Reason ; and for me

Let this my verse the poor atonement be—

My verse, which thou to praise wert ever inclined
Too highly, and with a partial eye to see

No blemish. Thou to me didst ever show
Kindest affection ; and would ofttimes lend

An ear to the desponding love-sick lay,
Weeping my sorrows with me, who repay

But ill the mighty debt of love I owe,

Mary, to thee, my sister and my friend.

It was, then, to a heart thus lacerated, and but
xxvi
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MARY HOME AGAIN

again ; with a bitter commentary on her qualities and
a sarcastic 'referencel to“¢ lier/attachment to us, which
is so strong that ”—thus did the gentlewoman sneer—
“she can never be happy apart.” Nor was Aunt
Hetty sorry to be sent back, the more so as it was to
die ; for she wanted nothing so much as to die with
her favourite nephew near her. She had, indeed,
simply wasted away, in body and spirit, from the day
of the shock: she who was a hearty old lady in
September 1796, was buried almost a skeleton in the
following February. For more than two years longer
the sorrowful life-in-death of the poor old father—

Of all life’s joys bereft and desolate—

protracted itself. But that desolation ceased at last
when, in April 1799, he was laid to rest beside his
wife and his sister, in the now vanished church-yard
of St Andrews, Holborn. And at last Mary could
be brought home.

But the hopes that had once formed part of
Charles’s expectations, when he looked towards that
home-coming, were already clouded over. Mary’s
reason had again lapsed, within less than a year of
her release. This was a blow under which he
staggered, but only for a moment. “Mary is re-
covering,” he wrote to Coleridge in January 1798 ;
“but I see no opening yet of a situation for her.
Your invitation went to my very heart; but you
have a power of exciting interest, of leading all
hearts captive, too forcible to admit of Mary’s being
with you. I consider her as perpetually on the brink
of madness. I think you would almost make her
dance within an inch of the precipice : she must be
with duller fancies, and cooler intellects. I know a
young man of this description who has suited her
these twenty years, and may live to do so still, if we
are one day restored to each other.” And they were
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CHARLES LAMB

restored ; to have again and again the same periods
of /separation;” for'the/same cause. But now they
knew the terrible yearly tribute that one of them
must pay, the sorrow they must bear in com-
mon, the huge cantles that were cut out of their
lives together. They laid their account with the
inevitable ; Mary in meekness and a great-minded
abstinence from the thoughts and the sorrowings
that do not help; and Charles, like a man who had
been born into the world to attend to this one
matter, every other interest in life—business, and
friendship, and literature alike—being but occupa-
tions by the way. And the tragic words above
quoted—*“ I consider her as perpetually on the brink
of madness ”—were hardly an over-statement of the
fact. Seldom a year passed, during the six-and-thirty
that they were yet to live together, in which poor
Mary was not “from home ” during some part of
the time. And during her times of mental self-
possession a continual watch had to be kept against
the things which tended to hasten the recurrence of
her attacks. 'They seldom could allow themselves to
take a holiday journey, whether to the seaside or the
country, but that was the price to be paid for the
necessary relaxation ; and they never set out, but
Mary with her own hands placed a strait-waistcoat
among the things to be taken with them. During
the earlier years, there was usually a slower approach,
the calamity sending its shadow before it, so that
they made their preparations quietly ; and one day
a friend met the brother and sister walking across the
fields together, towards the old madhouse out Hoxton
way, hand in hand, and both weeping. In later
fvears, as the attacks grew more frequent and of
onger duration, so the onset grew more abrupt and
treacherous. Sometimes, by watchfulness and prompt
action, it could be met and turned back, for a time.
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CHARLES LAMB

vanished | lovestorolike John Stuart Mill, who was
carried towards religion by a life-long occupation with
disinterested thoughts about man’s condition Aere, and
how it might be made more worthy of his ideals and
his dreams—I think we may say of these, that th
looked towards the close of earthly life—towar
death and the things that may be thereafter—in
an attitude of devout submission and of willing
expectancy ; expectancy gladdened, however faintly,
by a faith that was only not an affirmation, and
a hope that gave no reason why. Nevertheless
Thackeray—greatest of these men of letters, and
whose one way of comfort and of wisdom it was, at
the worst,

To bow before the awful Will
And bear it with an honest heart—

Thackeray died, as became a prophet and a solitary,
alone in the night. And Charles Lamb desired the
ministrations of no clergyman.

But the interest in Poetry re-established the wider
interest in Literature again, and the habit of com-
posing, and of hoping to achieve something fine,
never after left him entirely. A number of important
and valued friendships which were soon after formed—
and almost every one of them brought, either directl
orindirectly, by Coleridge—were so many new strands
giving strength to the complex cord of associations
which bound him henceforward to the world of
Letters. The next six or ten years was essentially
an experimental or apprentice period, though it was
a period also in which the apprentice produced some
masterpieces, not altogether in the line of his later
genius. From 1795 to 1800 is distinctively his poetic
period ; poetic, with a certain stricken gentleness
of heart in all he wrote; religious also, very sad,
and verging towards sombre vaticinations. To this

x1



THE «ROMANTIC” NOTE

time belong not only these poems expressive of the
filial and family affections’ which were so much to
him just then, but also “ A Tale of Rosamund Gray
and Old Blind Margaret,” published in 1798, and
his poetic tragedy « John Woodvil,” which he was
writing in that year, though it was not published till
1802. He had written it with a view to the stage
and actually submitted it, not quite hopelessly, to
Kemble: a thing which seems difficult to under-
stand, unless we note once for all that there was in
Charles Lamb from first to last—in spite of his incom-
parable critical faculty, for the divining of meanings
and the apprehension of beauties in the masterpieces
of literary drama, and in spite of his subtlety and his
sure relish as critic of a given piece of acting—
there was a something lacking in his comprehension
of the nature of drama, as distinguished from romance
or fiction or poetry, so that he was at fault and
unfortunate in every step that he attempted towards
the actual stage. I say the mature of drama, the
inner character and central strength of it, the vital
element in the process of its making.: as to its effects,
as to its results when made, no man ever felt them
with more certainty and knowledge than he. But
% John Woodvil,” which as a drama is naught, must
be read for its fresh and somewhat over-green spirit
of poetry, curiously overcast by a cloud of thoughts
and moralities that are only half realised. The
same vernal freshness, and the same sense of clouds
that lower, give its character to “ Rosamund Gray,”
a fantasy wrought of a wild and terrible events
happening to characters whom we cannot forget,
but whom we do not know. ¢“The villain who
lays waste their humble joys,” Talfourd has well
said, “is a murky phantom without individuality :
the events are obscured by a haze of sentiment
which hovers over them; and the narrative gives

xli
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MAKING MANY BOOKS

and was an instant success. The sixty pounds or so
paid’ for ‘it was not their best reward, for in every year
since then the book has brought the brother and
sister together into the hearts and heads of new
generations of the old and young. Before the close
of that year another joint book was published—again
in William Godwin’s Juvenile Library—namely “Mrs
Leicester’s School,” a collection of tales for young
people, of which Mary wrote seven and Charles
three. Original inventions, this time, you perceive.
And yet not @/l invention; for here they inaugurated
that habit of drawing upon their own recollections
and describing accurately the scenery and the person-
alities of their childhood which was to make certain
Magazine contributions of a future day so bewilder-
ingly “rich in biographic ”—as well as other—¢ lore.”
The following year (1808) saw the production of
“The Adventures of Ulysses,” a most charming
summary of that greatest of Traveller’s Tales—a great
wine of literature sparkingly decanted out of the
Poetry of old Chapman into the Prose of Charles
Lamb. ¢ Chapman is divine,” he said, with full
assurance and sufficient impartiality twenty years later,
“and my abridgment has not quite emptied him of -
his divinity.” The same year, 1808, brought forth a
yet greater birth than any of these, certainly one that
was to have a greater effect upon the subsequent
literature and literary scholarship of England : ¢ Speci-
mens of English Dramatic Poets who lived about the
Time of Shakespeare.” This work—*done out of
the old Plays at the Museum and out of Dodsley’s
Collection . . . It is to have Notes,” he said—did
two epochal things : it called out of oblivion a great
Forgotten Literature, and it revealed the existence in
England of an imaginative genius of a very rare
order—it announced also, be it added, the appearance
in the world of a new kind of criticism with tremen-
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FRIENDLY HOUSES

notables besides, from the poetic and, as we would
say now-a-days, decadent! or/ neurotic Charles Lloyd
to that borderland Anakite—a stark mosstrooper, born
out of his time—the good Scot, Allan Cunningham.
Not all of these gathered on any one evening, it is
understood ; but these are samples of the ingredients
in a mixture which varied slightly from week to
week. And talking of ingredients: ¢ Miss Lamb
moves gently about to see that each modest stranger
is duly served; turning now and then an anxious
loving eye on Charles, which is softened into a half-
humorous expression of resignation to inevitable
fate, as he mixes his second tumbler !” Only on
the occasions when Coleridge made one of the com-
pany, all lesser talk of lesser minds, criticism or
witticism, died away, and everyone was eager to be
only a listener to the great monologist. For the dis-
course of the “inspired charity-boy™ had lost nothing
in inspiration, and had gained much by the know-
ledge and the spiritual momentum of the years. So
true it is that he was “one who ever made way ”—
in boyhood, in visionary youth, in authoritative and
rabbinical age—¢ who ever made way by a charm, the
charm of voice, of aspect, of language, above all by the
intellectual charm of new, moving, luminous ideas.” !
And as that list of the more “ intellectual ” intimates
of the brother and sister is very far from being com-
plete—not to say that it omits altogether many people
of very simple culture and very humble position, who
were equally dear and intimate friends of theirs, and
some of them pensioners on the bounty of Charles,
which was royally disproportionate to his income,
but was also the only extravagance he allowed him-
self—so the list by no means comprehends every
direction of their social radiance. They shone into
many houses, besides keeping their own always warm
1 Pater, ¢ Appreciations,” p, 68.
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ENFIELD AND DARK DAYS

Notes, three Essays that were contributed, along
with others, to~ “The Englishman’s Magazine.”
This had been a venture of Moxon’s in 1831, which
did not prosper, and therefore was, by Lamb’s good
advice, dropped in time. And such stray instances :
of a hand, that had finished its day’s work, re-
membering yet its old habit and taking up the pen
again, to run on, for a few casual moments more.
And from that hand could come nothing that was
not of good mark, and better than most men’s best.
But it lacked the purpose that was behind it of old :
the strength of the heart was called elsewhere.

The state of Mary’s health induced them to
make visits, sometimes of considerable duration, to
Enfield, where at first they were boarders. Finally
they decided in 1827 to take a house there, so
Colebrook Cottage was given up for good.  No
health at Islington,” he wrote: “yet ’twas with
some pains that we were evulsed. You may find
some of our flesh sticking to the doorposts.. To
change habitations is to die to them, and in my time
I have died seven deaths.” But now they were
settled for life (alas! again for life), and he hoped
good from it for Mary: and, for himself, he would be
able to take an occasional trip into town to breathe
the purer air of the Metropolis.” But the very night
that they moved into their new house, which he had
described so proudly, Mary was taken ill again.
This time the darkness lasted for three months ; and
each attack was now followed by a long period of de-

ion and mental wretchedness, hardly less lament-
able than the delirium out of which she had brought
her soul alive. A sadder letter than the one in which
he speaks of this attack is that written to Bernard
Barton in 1829. Again Mary is from home; and
his spirit is now so broken—not broken, but deeply
“down suppressed” by lthe heaping of affliction—
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THE HOME IN EDMONTON

virtually made himself the inmate of a private mad-
house, rather than ever go from the side of the sister
whom he had taken under his care for life. What it
meant, and the spirit in which it was done, may be
gathered from two passages, with which the story of
this long devotion may close. To Wordsworth, in
May 1833 : “I see little of her : alas! I too often
hear her. Sunt lachryme rerum ! and you and I must
bear it ”—(Dorothy Wordsworth was ill at this
- time). Finally, to Miss Fryer, in February 1834.
“In one word, be less uneasy about me. I bear my
ﬁ rivation very well I am not in the depths of deso-
tion as heretofore, Your admonitions are not lost
upon me.” Your kindness has sunk into my heart.
Have faith in me ! It is no new thing for me to be
left to my sister. When she is not violent, her
rambling chat is better to me than the sense and
sanity of this world. Her heart is obscured, not
buried ; it breaks out occasionally ; and one can
discern a strong mind struggling with the billows
that have gone over it. I could be nowhere happier
than under the same roof with her. Her memory is
unnaturally strong ; and from ages past, if we may
so call the earliest records of our poor life, she fetches
thousands of names and things that never would have
dawned on me again, and thousands from the ten
years she lived before me. What took place from
early girlhood to her coming of age principally lives
again (every important thing, and every trifle) in her
brain, with the vividness of real presence. For twelve
hours incessantly she will pour out without inter-
mission all her past life, forgetting nothing, pouring
out name after name to the Waldens, as in a dream;
sense and nonsense ; truths and errors huddled to-
gether ; a medley between inspiration and possession.
What things we are! I know you will bear with
me, talking of these thuixgs. It seems to ease me, for
xiii



CHARLES LAMB

I have nobody, to tell these things to now.” Reading
this, one feels that not half has been told, for it is all
inexpressible : and one thinks of what a professional
wise-man like Carlyle saw—all that he could see—in
Charles and Mary Lamb, and how his wisdom and
charity expressed itself towards those loving, fragile
and heroic beings: and one echoes “ what things
we are!”

And yet even in these dark days he never showed
a sad face to any friends who called, but mustered all
his good spirits to make the hour indeed a friendly
one, and pleasurable. And some moments of the
time—he could not but see his visitors cheerfully on
their way, at leaving—would be spent, to be sure, in
his favourite Inn along the road. From this portal
even Wordsworth did not reluct in such company ;
and here Christopher North, forgetting that he was a
Professor of Moral Philosophy, took off his pot of
porter like a good man. And there was still gaiety
in the letters, and in one of the last an Elian richness
of humour and ruefulness for a fault committed.
Most of all, there was kindness in them, and solicitude
for others, and a bespeaking of friendly interest for
some who were in distress. But it was a melancholy
year ; and its darkest cloud came to him in the heart
of summer. On the 25th of July Coleridge died.
Many had been the friends of Lamb, and great had
been the joy that he took in them, and the honest,
boyish liking, or happier affection, that he gave to
each. But the friend of all friends, when everything
was said, or when all was silence, was the friend of
his boyhood at Christ’s. Towards Coleridge the
feeling of Lamb throughout life was something that
it requires the best stretch of lesser men’s poor
faculties of mind and heart to divine, at moments,
rather than to grasp. It asked no tokens, and it gave
few : it was more fain to dissemble its presence than
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DEATH OF COLERIDGE

express its. power : only it was there—the most
nplex' 'fact 'of his 'mind, the ultimate and deepest
1g in his nature, second only, if indeed second, to
devotion of reverence and love and wonder with
ich he regarded his sister Mary. And Coleridge
, although he saw but little of them, especially in
r years, knew himself bound to the brother and
ar by a bond that nothing in life could break. A
e before he died, he read over an early poem in
ich he had spoken of them : and under 1ts title he
ite their names, thus :

CHarLES AND MarY Lams,
Dear to my heart, yea as it were my heart.

d so, when the news of Coleridge’s death came, it
i a blow too stupefying to be felt. ¢“When I
rd of the death of Coleridge, it was without grief.”
vas a thing so great and terrible, that what could
do but play with it? He went about, thinking
iothing else ; but never letting the thought enter
mind in its own form, its own dimensions. He
1ld say wonderingly to himself, “ Coleridge is dead’;

with the same exclamation, suddenly and whim-
lly uttered, he would interrupt, again and again,
friends who called and talked with him. It was
range ruse of a wonderful nature, feeling its own
1; it was like the woman in ¢ Master-Builder,”
> dared not think of her babies that had been
ned alive, and therefore babbled all her life long
‘he dolls and the old lace that she had lost in the
fagration. There was a time when he could
1 every event in his life into a piece of literature ;
not now, and not this, Only, four months later
was asked to write something in an Album, and
wrote of Coleridge : a few sentences, scarce equal-
a page of this letterpress, but imperishable. “He

the proof and touchstone of all my cogitations.
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EDMONTON CHURCHYARD

ton, because he was there; and when visitors came
to drink tea with her of an afternoon, she always took
them to/see himialso<her steps, when she went out
‘of doors, turning ever towards his grave. Let her
biographer, Mrs Gilchrist, say the last words:
“Lucid intervals continued, for a few years longer,
to alternate with ever-lengthening periods of darkness.
That mysterious brain was not even yet wholly
wrecked by the eighty years of storms that had
broken over it. Even when the mind seemed gone,
the heart kept some of its fine instincts. She learned
to bear her solitude very patiently, and was gentle
and kind always. Towards 1840 her friends per-
suaded her to remove to Alpha Road, St. John’s
Wood, that she might be nearer to them. Thirteen

in all she survived her brother, and then was

id in the same grave with him at Edmonton, Ma

28th, 1847; a scanty remnant of the old friends
gathering round,—¢ K’lartin Burney refusing to be
comforted.’ ”

In the foregoing pages I have followed almost
exclusively one thread of narrative, in order to present
—and that as little as possible in my own words—
the story of the intertwined lives of this brother and
sister ; their one life, rather, of double-singleness and
mutual devotion in a world in which they stood so
strangely alone, who were yet so infinitely friendly
and rich in friends. For this is the fact in the life of
Charles Lamb which is not only paramount, but
pervading ; equally authoritative at the circumference
of any criticism of his work and at the core of an
attempts which we may make to comprehend his
personality. I have therefore passed by many cir-
cumstantialities, particulars, anecdotes, illustrations,
instances, sayings : things which people like because
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HIS RARE INTELLECTUAL FACULTY

caricature of some old-world customer, yet was never
so intended).' InOthe"wordiportraits of him, also,
there is great, though not so great dissimilarity.
But most of them speak of the fine eyes, the gaze at
once benign and penetrating ; and all expatiate upon
that wonderful smile of Charles Lamb’s, which was
one of the moral phenomena of the world, so bland,
and sweet, and relenting it was, like a kind heart
forgetting its own pain. And perhaps to one or
other of these aspects of him we must always come
back, when we try to give an account to ourselves of
the man or his work. But in the end the simultaneity
of them all; and that oneness of a complex and sincere
humanity which was Charles Lamb, this will still
remain a mystery, only to be comprehended a little
by love.

Were 1 writing an extended study of Lamb, in
which there should be ample space to explain what
might seem not quite obvious or to defend what
might be oppugned as paradoxical, I should make a
great point of insisting that his intellect was the
primary and really great thing in him, greater and
rarer far than his humour or any other separable
qualities recognised in literature ; just as the intellect,
the independent thinking-power of Burns, is, ‘all
things taken into account, more astonishing, and
more immediately and inherently his, than even his
lyrical gift. In general one may say that the world
grasps all greatness by the narrower end—and some-
times whittles it away to bring it into handier compre-
hension—though narrowness is, to be sure, not the
word for what I mean in distinguishing between
humour and intellect. But the intellect enters so
much into the humour, and any attempt to separate
them for momentary purposes of instruction would
have to be so sandbagged round with qualifications
—provisoes against inconsiderate attack while the
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WHAT IS CALLED THINKING

through every page that Lamb has written, more
than/in/any others known to me. It is astonishing
how soon we all get tired of thinking, and begin to
find the truth distasteful simply because it is the
truth. In other words, it is astonishing how soon
we arrive at a sufficient stock of views to serve our
time, and thereafter, when we seem to be looking at
a thing, have really made up our minds about it with
our eyes shut. We do not think about iz at all
but we think something that we thought before, and
so convince ourselves that we are still alive and think-
ing. Our vanity has imposed upon us an obscurant
superstition : a devotion to our mental past. Our
thoughts of yesterday are a jealous God: rather,
they are like the elder-born of Egypt (was it Egypt ?)
hating the younger brother who shall disinherit them,
Other reasons, more or less metaphorical and profane,
might be given for the fact, but the fact would
remain unaltered : that the amount of honest, quiet,
direct immediate judgment which goes into what we
consider the expression of our intelligence is enor-
mously small ; and that a mechanical and inexpensive
repositing of our unfortunate mental position 1s what
we allude to, generally, when we say “I think,”
there being no thought, but a hatred and repugnance
to thought, in the whole operation. And this is
compatible even with a great deal of intellectual
display, with a great deal of mental hard work. Only,
when we have deducted from the whole all that is
the mere maintaining of a part, the mere justifying
of a position already assumed, the mere aggrandisement
and consolidating of our personal Idea, as it comes
back to us from the world upon which we have
projected it, the mere building of a tomb, and
admiring it as a trophy, over the point at which our
intellectual being virtually gave up the ghost on some
former day, and at which our thoughts, too loyal to

Ixxxi



www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn



CHARLES LAMB

though single and fine as a hair, is yet rich with
colours, and I both see and feel it.”

But this general position having been a little
insisted upon, one must add immediately that if the
world has been too apt to overlook the rare intellectual
value and power in Lamb’s work, almost to the point
of mistaking his character in consequence, nobody is
so much to blame for the fact as Lamb himself. It
we do not thank him enough, or if we thank him
wrongly, it is because his abundance in giving has
buried from our own knowledge a good half of the .
gift, so that we are virtually indebted to him for
much more than we are conscious of having overtl
received. For those powers of the intellect that
speak of, that habit of fresh unfalsified thought and
that felicity of judgment, are found always so richly
accompanied with other qualities besides, are so
interfused with the whole expression of his personali
—so controlled by his kindness, so blended with his
humour, so touched with his sense of tears, so refined
by his subtlety, so flavoured by his relish, so trans-
figured, at times, by his tragic critical imagination—
that it is small wonder if we have little consciousness
of separable opinions and thoughtsin all that we have
read, and are only aware of a continuous presence
and a charm, an emotion and a power. The case is,
indeed, unique. Thereis no other English prose writer
whose work is so variously charged, above and be-
yond its fundamental rightness and strength, with all
the enriching qualities of absolute and sheer literature,
or so instinct with the fulness of communicable life.
There is no other in whom dead structure, skeleton,
framework, formula, counts for so little : in whom
we may so truly say that everything is vital and per-
sonal, everything fused and felt, nothing that is said
being a stark proposition, a bleak thought in the air,
but always the expression of an entire, moving,
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HIS CRITICAL GIFT

Londoner : the Londoner of all Londoners that ever
lived:'/a 'town' bird 'in''grain, gristle and feather ;
one who, by all professions, would rather have died
dfter few and merry days as a city sparrow than have
lived long an eagle of the mountains, gossiping of the
world with the winds of heaven and surveying an
empire with a single look. It was quite a favourite
foible, even with himself, to be a Londoner! And
we know with tolerable precision how the irrepressible
and genial admirer would use such a foible in giving
his knowing presentment of Lamb’s character—
Lamb’s “strongly and quaintly marked” character.
He would imagine Lamb induced, Heaven knows by
what force or stratagem, to leave his dear London
and go on a visit to his friends Coleridge and
Wordsworth at their home in the mountains.
And when he got him there, there would be no
end of humorous matter, indicating, with such
relish, poor Lamb’s lostness among all this mean-
ingless scenery, and the sense of boredom approxi-
mating to desolation, and a quiet curse now and
then at his fate, and an honest attempt to  keep
it up” (for he was such a good fellow) and not let
bis friends see that he was wishing them all some-
where else, or wishing at least that there were some
three hundred miles between them and him—and a
great deal of this sort of letterpress, all showing a
great deal of “subtle and sympathetic understanding
of the quaint and strongly-marked character of Elia.”
But it would be all such absolute nonsense. For we
know that once in his life he did, as it happens, make
such a journey as this; and the way in which his
soul answered to what the mountains said to him was
very different! A score of examples besides might
be quoted, all showing the fluidity of Lamb’s nature,
its ever-new responsiveness to sincere contact. He
had, more than another—and this, were there room
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to develop,it, we should find to be the secret of his
unexcelled critical faculty and power—he had, more
than another, “ that intenseness of feeling,” or that
intuitive intimacy of touch, ¢ which seems to resolve
itself into the element which it contemplates.” And
as the object of the contact was, so was the nature of
the response. Touching the character of King Lear,
the highest reach of the genius of Shakespeare, he
writes upon it what many will consider the greatest
single passage in English prose. Or he takes you
into the South-Sea House. In an instant, its atmo-
sphere is all about you as you listen or read ; for the
dust and the years of the old place lurk in the
interstices of his syllables. You might be held
there forever, so lost are you toall the world without ;
until he observes that “ night’s wheels are rattling
fast over me,” and lets you go.

W. M.
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PREFACE
BY A FRIEND OF THE LATE ELIA

HIS poor gentleman, who for some months past
had been in a declining way, hath at length
paid his final tribute to nature.

To say truth, it is time he were gone. The
humour of the thing, if there ever was much in it,
was pretty well exhausted ; and a two years’ and a
half existence has been a tolerable duration for a
phantom.

I'am now at liberty to confess, that much which I
have heard objected to my late friend’s writings was
well-founded. Crude they are, I grant you—a sort
of unlicked, incondite things—villainously pranked
in an affected array of antique modes and phrases.
They had not been his, if they had been other than
such ; and better it is, that a writer should be natural
in a self-pleasing quaintness, than to affect a natural-
ness (so called) that should be strange to him, Ego-
tistical they have been pronounced by some who did
not know, that what he tells us, as of himself, was
often true only (historically) of another; as in a
former Essay (to save many instances)—where under
the first person (his favourite figure) he shadows forth
the forlorn estate of a country-boy placed at a London
school, far from his friends and connections—in
direct opposition to his own early history. If it be
egotism to imply and twine with his own identity
the griefs and aﬂ}e'ctions of another—making himself
many, or reducing many unto himself—then is the
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PREFACE

beginning to) grow obsolete, and his stories to be
found out. He felt the approaches of age ; and while
he pretended to cling to life, you saw how slender
were the ties left to bind him. Biscoursing with him
latterly on this subject, he expressed himself witha
pettishness, which i thought unworthy of him. In
our walks about his suburban retreat (as he called it)
at Shacklewell, some children belonging to a school
of industry had met us, and bowed and curtseyed, as
he thought, in an especial manner to him. ¢ They
take me for a visiting governor,” he muttered earn-
estly. He had a horror, which he carried to a foible,
of looking like anything important and parochial.
He thought that he approached nearer to that stamp
daily. He had a genera] aversion from being treated
like a grave or respectable character, and kept a wary
eye upon the advances of age that should so entitle
him. He herded always, while it was possible, with
people younger than himself. He did not conform
to the march of time, but was dragged along in the
procession. His manners lagged behind his years.
He was too much of the boy-man. The toga wirilis
never sate gracefully on his shoulders. The impres-
sions of infancy had burnt into him, and he resented
the impertinence of manhood. These were weak-
nesses ; but such as they were, they are a key to
explicate some of his writings.
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LAKESMOOR IN H——SHIRE

<« The terror of luckless poacher ”

Athens or old Rome paid never a sincerer
to Pan or to Sylvanus in their native groves,
» that fragmental mystery.

t for this, that I kissed my childish hands too
in your idol worship, walks and windings of
100R ! for this, or what sin of mine, has the
assed over your pleasant places? I sometimes
it as men, when they die, do not die all, so
extinguished habitations there may be a hope
1 to be revivified.

I3
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TO THE SHADE OF ELLISTON

ing, their parti-coloured existence here upon earth,—
making account of the few foibles, that may have
shaded thy real life, as we call it (though, substant-
ally, scarcely less a vapour than thy idlest vagaries
upon the boards of Drury), as but of so many echoes,
natural re-percussions, and results to be expected
from the assumed extravagancies of thy secondary of
mock life, nightly upon a stage—after a lenient casti-
gation, with rods lighter than of those Medusean
ringlets, but just enough to “whip the offending
Adam out of thee,” shall courteously dismiss thee
at the right hand gate—the o. P. side of Hades—that
conducts to masques, and merry-makings, in tht
Theatre Royal of Proserpine.

PLAUDITO, ET VALETO.

34
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DETACHED THOUGHTS

ourday hasimoralised upon this subject in two very
touching but homely stanzas.

I saw a boy with eager eye

Open a book upon a stall,

And read, as he’d devour it all;

Which when the stall-man did espy,

Soon to the boy I heard him call,

¢ You, Sir, you never buy a book,

Therefore in one you shall not look.”

The boy pass’d slowly on, and with a sigh

He wish’d he never had been taught to read,

Then of the old churl’s books he should have had no need:

Of sufferings the poor have many,

Which never can the rich annoy:

I soon perceived another boy,

Who look’d as if he’d not had any

Food—for that day at least—enjoy

The sight of cold meat in a tavern larder.

This boy’s case, then thought I, is surely harder,
Thus hungry, longing, thus without a penny,
Beholding ::zoice of dainty-dressed meat:

No wonder if he wish he ne’er had learn’d to eat.

52




www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn



www.libtool.com.cn






THE OLD MARGATE HOY

I would ask of one of these sea-charmed emigrants,
vho 'think ‘they truly love the sea, with its wild
sages, what would their feelings be, if some of the
unsophisticated aborigines of this place, encouraged
by their courteous questionings here, should venture,
on the faith of such assured sympathy between them,
to return the visit, and come up to see—London. 1
must imagine them with their fishing-tackle on their

as we carry our town necessaries. What a
sensation would it cause in Lothbury! What vehe-
ment laughter would it not excite among

The daughters of Cheapside, and wives of Lombard-street.

I am sure that no town-bred, or inland-born
subjects, can feel their true and natural nourishment
at these sea-places. Nature, where she does not
mean us for mariners and vagabonds, bids us stay at
home. The salt foam seems to nourish a spleen. I
am not half so good-natured as by the milder waters
of my natural river. I would exchange these sea-
gulls for swans, and scud a swallow for ever about
the banks of Thamesis.
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THE CONVALESCENT

wretched as it was, relieved me. The summons,
unreasonable ' as it appeared, seemed to link me on
again to the petty businesses of life, which I had lost
sight of ; a gentle call to activity, however trivial ;
a wholesome weaning from that preposterous dream
of sclf-absorption—the puffy state of sickness—in
which I confess to have lain so long, insensible to the
magazines and monarchies, of the world alike ; to its
laws, and to its literature. The hypochondriac flatus
is subsiding ; the acres, which in imagination I had
spread over—for the sick man swells in the sole con-
templation of his single sufferings, till he becomess
Tityus to himself—are wasting to a span; and for
the giant of self-importance, which I was so lately,
you have me once again in my natural pretensions—
the lean and meagre figure of your insignificant
Essayist.
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SANITY OF TRUE GENIUS

been so deluded ; and to have taken, though
sleep, a monster for a god. But the transitions
s episode are every whit as violent as in the

extravagant dream, and yet the waking judg-
ratifies them.
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CAPTAIN JACKSON

When, we came down through Glasgow town,
We' were ‘a-comely sight to see;

My love was clad in black velvet,
And I myself in cramasie.

I suppose it was the only occasion, upon which
his own actual splendour at all corresponded with
the world’s notions on that subject. In homely
cart, or travelling caravan, by whatever humble
vehicle they chanced to be transported in less
prosperous days, the ride through Glasgow came
back upon his fancy, not as a humiliating contrast,
but as a fair occasion for reverting to that one day’s
state. It seemed an “equipage etern” from which
no power of fate or fortune, once mounted, had
power thereafter to dislodge him.

There is some merit in putting a handsome face
upon indigent circumstances. To bully and swagger
away the sense of them before strangers, may not be
always discommendable. Tibbs, and Bobadil, even
when detected, have more of our admiration than
contempt. But for a man to put the cheat upon
himself ; to play the Bobadil at home ; and, steeped
in poverty up to the lips, to fancy himself all the
while chin-deep in riches, is a strain of constitutional
philosophy, and a mastery over fortune, which was
reserved for my old friend Captain Jackson.
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THE TOMBS IN THE ABBEY

is) in both | of cus, have suffered, if the entrance to
much reflection had been obstructed by the demand
so much silver I—If we had scraped it up to gain
occasional admission (as we certainly should have
ne) would the sight of those old tombs have been
impressive to us (while we had been weighing
xiously prudence against sentiment) as when the
tes stood open, as those of the adjacent Park;
hen we could walk in at any time, as the mood
ought us, for a shorter or longer time, as that
ted? Is the being shown over a place the same
silently for ourselves detecting the genius of it?
-no part of our beloved Abbey now can a person
ud entrance (out of service time) under the sum of
w shillings. "The rich and the great will smile at
e anticlimax, presumed to lie in these two short
ords. But you can tell them, Sir; how much quiet
arth, how much capacity for enlarged feeling, how
uch taste and genius, may coexist, especially in
uth, with a purse incompetent to this demand.—A
ipected friend of ours, during his late visit to the
stropolis, presented himself for admission to St
uls. At the same time a decently clothed man,
th as decent a wife, and child, were bargaining for
¢ same indulgence. The price was only twopence
cth person. The poor but decent man hesitated,
sirous to go in ; but there were three of them, and
turned away reluctantly. Perhaps he wished to
ve seen the tomb of Nelson. Perhaps the Interior
the Cathedral was his object. But in the state of
ifinances, even sixpence might reasonably seem too
ich.  Tell the Aristocracy of the country (no man
1 do it more impressively); instruct them of
iat value these insignificant pieces of money, these
nims to their sight, may be to their humbler
thren. Shame these Sellers out of the Temple.
fle not the suggestions of your better nature with
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SIR PHILIP SYDNEY

Are beautjes there as proud as here they be?
Do\/they/ above_love(to| be (loved, and yet

Those lovers scorn, whom that love doth possess?
Do they call virtue there—ungratefulness ?

The last line of this poem is a little obscured b
nsposition. He means, Do they call ungrateful-
s there a virtue ?

.

Come, Sleep, O Sleep, the certain knot of peace,
The baiting place of wit, the balm of woe,

The poor man’s wealth, the prisoner’s release,
The indifferent judge between the high and low;
With shield of proof shield me from out the prease!
Of those fierce darts despair at me doth throw;
O make in me those civil wars to cease:

I will good tribute pay, if thou do so.

Take tgou of me sweet pillows, sweetest bed ;

A chamber deaf to noise, and blind to light;

A rosy garland, and a weary head.

And if these things, as being thine by right,
Move not thy heavy grace, thou shalt in me,
Livelier than elsewhere, StTeiLA’s image see.

ur.

The curious wits, seeing dull pensiveness
Bewray itself in my long-settled eyes,

Whence those same fumes of melancholy rise,
With idle pains, and missing aim, do guess.
Some, that know how my spring I did address,
Deem that my Muse some fruit of knowledge plies;
Others, because the Prince my service tries,
Think, that I think state errors to redress;
But harder judges judge, ambition’s rage,
Scourge of itnefff still climbing slippery place,
Holds my young brain captiv’d in golden cage.
O fools, or over-wise! alas, the race

Of all my thoughts hath neither stop nor start,
But only StrLra’s eyes, and Strira’s heart.

™.

Because I oft in dark abstracted guise

Seem most alone in greatest company,

With dearth of words, or answers quite awry,
To them that would make speech of speech arise;
They deem, and of their doom the rumour flies,
‘That poison foul of bubbling Pride doth lie

1 Press.

1L 129 I
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SOME SONNETS OF

against. | Milton. wrote, Sonnets, and was a king-
hater ; and it was congenial perhaps to sacrifice a
courtier to a patriot. But I was unwilling to losea
fine idea from my mind. The noble images, passions,
sentiments, and poetical delicacies of character, scat-
tered all over the Arcadia (spite of some stiffness and
encumberment), justify to me the character which
his contemporaries have left us of the writer. |
cannot think with the Critic, that Sir Philip Sydney
was that opprobrious thing which a foolish nobleman
in his insolent hostility chose to term him. I al
to mind the epitaph made on him, to guide me t
juster thoughts of him; and I repose upon th
beautiful lines in the “Friend’s Passion for bis
Astrophel,” printed with the Elegies of Spenser and
others.

You knew—who knew not Astrophel ?
(That I should live to say I knew,
And have not in possession still |)—
Things known permit me to renew—
Of him you know his merit such,
I cannot say—you hear—too much.

Within these woods of Arcady
He chief delight and pleasure took ;
And on the mountain Partheny,
Upon the crystal liquid brook,
The Muses met him every day,
That taught him sing, to write, and say.

When he descended down the mount,
His personage seemed most divine :
A thousand graces one might count
Upon his lovely cheerful eyne,
To hear him speak, and sweetly smile,
You were in Paradise the while.

A sweet attractive kind of grace;

A full assurance given by looks ;

Continual comfort in a face,

The lincaments of Gospel books—
I trow that count’nance cannot lye,
Whose thoughts are legible in the eye.

* * * * *
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SIR PHILIP SYDNEY

Above all others this is he,

Which)erst_approved in his song

That love and honour might agree,

And that pure love will do no wrong,
Sweet saints, it is no sin or blame
To love a man of virtuous name,

Did never love so sweetly breathe

In any mortal breast before:

Did never Muse inspire beneath

A Poet’s brain a finer store.
He wrote of Love with high conceit,
And Beauty rear’d above her height.

Or let any one read the deeper sorrows (grief
running into rage) in the Poem,—the last in the
collection accompanying the above,—which from
internal testimony I believe to be Lord Brooke’s,—
beginning with “Silence augmenteth grief,”—and
then seriously ask himself, whether the subject of
such absorbing and confounding regrets could have
been that thing which Lord Oxford termed him.
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THIRTY-FIVE YEARS AGO

i time to . Republican doctrines—assisted us in
mming a style of writing, while the paper lasted,
isonant in no very under tone—to the right earnest
aticism of F. Our cue was now to insinuate,
her than recommend, possible abdications. Blocks,
15, Whitehall tribunals, were covered with flowers
so cunning a periphrasis—as Mr Bayes says, never
ning the thing directly—that the keen eye of an
torney General was insufficient to detect the lurk-
; snake among them. There were times, indeed,
ien we sighed for our more gentleman-like occu-
ion under Stuart. But with change of masters it
ever change of service. Already one paragraph,
1 another, as we learned afterwards from a gentle-
in at the Treasury, had begun to be marked at that
ice, with a view of its being submitted at least to
: attention of the proper Law Officers—when an
lucky, or rather lucky epigram from our pen, aimed
Sir J s M h, who was on the eve of de-
ting for India to reap the fruits of his apostacy, as
pronounced it (it is hardly worth particularising),
spening to offend the nice sense of Lord, or, as he
:n delighted to be called, Citizen Stanhope, deprived
at once of the last hopes of a guinea from the last
ron that had stuck by us; and breaking up our
ablishment, left us to the safe, but somewhat
rtifying, neglect of the Crown Lawyers. It was
wut this time, or a little earlier, that Dan Stuart
de that curious confession to us, that he had
ever deliberately walked into an Exhibition at
merset House in his life.”
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OF MODERN ART

uixote suffer in Duchesses’ halls, and at the hands
>f that unworthy nobleman.

In the First Adventure, even, it needed all the art
of the most consummate artist in the Book way that
the world hath yet seen, to keep up in the mind of the
reader the heroic attributes of the character without
relaxing ; so as absolutely that they shall suffer no
alloy from the debasing fellowship of the clown. If it
ever obtrudes itself asa disharmony, are we inclined to
laugh ; or not, rather, to indulge a contrary emotion ?
—Cervantes, stung, perchance, by the relish with
which his Reading Public had received the fooleries
of the man, more to their palates than the generosities
of the master, in the sequel let his pen run riot, lost
the harmony and the balance, and sacrificed a great
idea to the taste of his contemporaries. We know
that in the present day the Knight has fewer admirers
than the Squire. Anticipating, what did actually
happen to him—as afterwards it did to his scarce
inferior follower, the Author of “ Guzman de Alfa-
rache ”—that some less knowing hand would prevent
him by a spurious Second Part ; and judging, that it
would be easier for his competitor to out-bid him in
the comicalities, than in the romance, of his work, he
abandoned his Knight, and has fairly set up the Squire
for his Hero. For what else has he unsealed the
eyes of Sancho ; and instead of that twilight state of
semi-insanity—the madness at second-hand —the
contagion, caught from a stronger mind infected—
that war between native cunning, and hereditary
deference, with which he has hitherto accompanied
his master—two for a pair almost—does he substitute
a downright Knave, with open eyes, for his own
ends only following a confessed Madman ; and offer-

1 Yet from this Second Part, our cried-up pictures are mostly
wlected, the waiting-women with beards, &c.
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THE IMAGINATIVE FACULTY

ing at one time to lay, if not actually laying, hands |
upon him ' "From-the moment that Sancho loses his
reverence, Don Quixote is become—a treatable
lunatic. Our artists handle him accordingly.
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NEW YEAR’S COMING OF AGE

0l whistled to.an old tune of « New Brooms ;” and
surly old rebel at the farther end of the table (who
ras discovered to be no other than the Fifth of
lovember), muttered out, distinctly enough to be
eard by the whole company, words to this effect,
hat, “when the old one is gone, he is a fool that
wks for a better.” Which rudeness of his, the
uests resenting, unanimously voted his expulsion ;
nd the male-content was thrust out neck and heels
ito the cellar, as the properest place for such a
mtefew and firebrand as he had shown himself to be.
Order being restored—the young lord (who, to say
uth, had been a little ruffled, and put beside his
atory) in as few, and yet as obliging words as
xssible, assured them of entire welcome ; and, with
graceful turn, singling out poor Twenty Ninth of
¢bruary, that had sate all this while mumchance at
le side-board, begged to couple his health with that
" the good company before him—which he drank
«cordingly ; observing, that he had not seen his
mest face any time these four years—with a number
endearing expressions besides. At the same time,
moving the solitary Day from the forlorn seat which
«d been assigned him, he stationed him at his own
ard, somewhere between the Greek Calends and
atter Lammas.
Ash Wednesday, being now called upon for a song,
ith his eyes fast stuck in his head, and as well as the
anary he had swallowed would give him leave,
uck up a Carol, which Christmas Day had taught
m for the nonce; and was followed by the latter,
ho gave “Miserere” in fine style, hitting off the
umping notes and lengthened drawl of O/d Mortifica-
m with infinite humour, April Fool swore they had
tchanged conditions : but Good Friday was observed
» look extremely grave ; and Sunday held her fan
tfore her face, that she might not be seen to smile.
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THE CHILD ANGEL

is nothing), and still it kept, and is to keep, perpetual
childhood, and is the Tutelar Genius of Childhood
upon earth, and still goes lame and lovely.

By the banks of the river Pison is seen, lone-sitting
;)Jthe grave of the terrestrial Adah, whom the angel

adir loved, a Child ; but not the same which I saw
in heaven. A mournful hue overcasts its lineaments ;
nevertheless, a correspondency is between the child
bzothe grave, and that celestial orphan, whom I saw
above ; and the dimness of the grief upon the heavenly,
isashadow or emblem of that which stains the beauty
of the terrestrial. And this correspondency is not to
be understood but by dreams.

And in the archives of heaven I had grace to read,
how that once the angel Nadir, being exiled from
his place for mortal passion, upspringing on the
wings of parental love (such power had parental love
‘or 2 moment to suspend the else-irrevocable law)
ippeared for a brief instant in his station; and,
lepositing a2 wondrous Birth, straightway disappeared,
and the palaces knew him no more. And this char,
was the self-same Babe, who goeth lame and love?;
—but Adah sleepeth by the river Pison.
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A DRUNKARD

in history or poetic fiction, now only draw a few
weak tears, allied to dotage. My broken and
dispirited nature seems to sink before anything great
and admirable.

I perpetually catch myself in tears, for any cause,
or none. It is inexpressible how much this infirmity
adds to a sense of shame, and a general feeling of
deterioration.

These are some of the instances, concerning
which I can say with truth, that it was not always so
with me.

Shall I lift up the veil of my weakness any
further? or is this disclosure sufficient ?

"I'am a poor nameless egotist, who have no vanity
to consult by these Confessions. I know not whether
I shall be laughed at, or heard seriously. Such as
they are, I commend them to the reader’s attention,
if he find his own case any way touched. I have
told him what I am come to. Let him stop in time.

‘The noble passages which formerl{ delighted me
Y
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A DRUNKARD

The, noble passages which formerly delighted me
in history or poetic fiction, now only draw a few
weak tears, allied to dotage. My broken and
dispirited nature seems to sink before anything great
and admirable.

I perpetually catch myself in tears, for any cause,
or none. It is inexpressible how much this infirmity
adds to a sense of shame, and a general feeling of
deterioration.

These are some of the instances, concerning
which I can say with truth, that it was not always so
with me.

Shall I lift up the veil of my weakness any
further? or is this disclosure sufficient ?

I am a poor nameless egotist, who have no vanity
to consult by these Confessions. I know not whether
I shall be laughed at, or heard seriously. Such as
they are, I commend them to the reader’s attention,
if he find his own case any way touched. I have
told him what I am come to. Let him stop in time.
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POPULAR FALLACIES

ty suppression of| such, complacence we hold to
arlish and insulting. "What does it seem to

but that your company is weak or foolish
h to be moved by an image or a fancy, that
stir you not at all, or but faintly? This is
7 the humour of the fine gentleman in Mande-
vho, while he dazzles his guests with the display
1e costly toy, affects himself to “see nothing
erable in it.”

1v.

SUCH A ONE SHOWS HIS BREEDING.—THAT IT
EASY TO PERCEIVE HE IS NO GENTLEMAN.

peech from the poorest sort of people, which

indicates that the party vituperated is a
man. ‘The very fact which they deny, is that
galls and exasperates them to use this language.
rbearance with which it is usually received, is
f what interpretation the bystander sets upon it.
<in to this, and still less politic, are the phrases
which, in their street rhetoric, they ply one
r more grossly :—He is a poor creature.—He
‘a rag to cover , &c.; though this last, we
i is more frequently applied by females to
s. They do not perceive that the satire
s upon themselves. A poor man, of all things
world, should not upbraid an antagonist with
7. Are there no other topics—as, to tell him
her was hanged—his sister, &c. , without
1g a secret, which should be kept snug between
and doing an affront to the order to which
ave the honour equally to belong? All this
they do not see how the wealthier man stands
- laughs in his sleeve at both.
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POPULAR FALLACIES

east, this is sufficient, that from the superflux there
s usually something left for the next day. Morally
nterpreted, it belongs to a class of proverbs, which
1ave a tendency to make us undervalue money. Of
his cast are those notable observations, that money
s not health; riches cannot purchase everything;
he metaphor which makes gold to be mere muck,
vith the morality which traces fine clothing to the
heep’s back, and denounces pearl as the unhandsome
xcretion of an oyster. Hence, too, the phrase which
mputes dirt to acres—a sophistry so barefaced, that
ven the literal sense of it is true only in a wet season.
Chis, and abundance of similar sage saws assuming
o inculcate content, we verily believe to have been
he invention of some cunning borrower, who had
lesigns upon the purse of his wealthier neighbour,
vhich he could only hope to carry by force of these
rerbal jugglings. Translate any one of these sayings
mt of the artful metonyme which envelopes it, and
he trick is apparent. Goodly legs and shoulders of
nutton, exhilarating cordials, books, pictures, the
pportunities of seeing foreign countries, independ-
nce, heart’s ease, a man’s own time to himself, are
1t muck—however we may be pleased to scandalise
vith that appellation the faithful metal that provides
hem for us.

VIL

JF TWO DISPUTANTS, THE WARMEST IS GENERALLY
IN THE WRONG.

Our experience would lead us to quite an opposite
onclusion, Temper, indeed, is no test of truth;
ut warmth and earnestness are a proof at least of a
nan’s own conviction of the rectitude of that which
e maintains. Coolness is as often the result of an
nprincipled indifference to truth or falsehood, as of

217



www.libtool.com.cn



POPULAR FALLACIES

to expose, it  has moved our gall to see a smooth
portly fellow of an adversary, that cared not a
button for the merits of the question, by merely
laying his hand upon the head of the stationer,
and desiring him to be ca/m (your tall disputants
have always the advantage), with a provoking sneer
carry the argument clean from him in the opinion
of all the by-standers, who have gone away clearly
convinced that Titubus must have been in the wrong,
because he was in a passion; and that Mr .
meaning his opponent, is one of the fairest, and at
the same time one of the most dispassionate arguers
breathing,

VIII,

THAT VERBAL ALLUSIONS ARE NOT WIT, BECAUSE
THEY WILL NOT BEAR A TRANSLATION,

‘The same might be said of the wittiest local allu-
sions. A custom is sometimes as difficult to explain
to a foreigner as a pun. What would become of a
great part of the wit of the last age, if it were tried
by this test? How would certain topics, as alder-
manity, cuckoldry, have sounded to a Terentian
auditory, though Terence himself had been alive to
translate them? Senator urbanus, with Curruca to
boot for a synonyme, would but faintly have done
the business. Words, involving notions, are hard
enough to render ; it is too much to expect us to
translate a sound, and give an elegant version to a
jingle. 'The Virgilian harmony is not translatable,
but by substituting harmonious sounds in another
language for it. To Latinise a pun, we must seek
a pun in Latin, that will answer to it ; as, to give an
idea of the double endings in Hudibras, we must
have recourse to a similar practice in the old monkish
doggrel. Dennis, the fiercest oppugner of puns in
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POPULAR FALLACIES

time,—that it, has proved a, Robin Hood’s shot ; any
thing ulterior to that is despaired of ; and the party
breaks up, unanimously voting it to be the ver
worst (that is, best) pun of the evening. This
species of wit is the better for not being perfect in
all its parts. What it gains in completeness, it loses
in naturalness.. The more exactly it satisfies the
critical, the less hold it has upon some other faculties.
The puns which are most entertaining are those
which will least bear an analysis. Of this kind is
the following, recorded with a sort of stigma, in one
of Swift’s Miscellanies.

An Oxford scholar, meeting a porter who was
carrying a hare through the streets, accosts him with
this extraordinary question : * Prithee, friend, is that
thy own hare, or a wig?”

There is no excusing this, and no resisting it. A
man might blur ten sides of paper in attempting a
defence of it against a critic who should be laughter-
proof. The quibble in itself is not considerable. It .
is only a new turn given, by a little false pronuncia-
tion, to a very common, though not very courteous
inquiry. Put by one gentleman to another at a
dinner-party, it would have been vapid; to the
mistress of the house, it would have shown much
less wit than rudeness. We must take in the totality
of time, place, and person; the pert look of the
inquiring scholar, the desponding looks of the puzzled
porter ; the one stopping at leisure, the other hurry-
ing on with his burthen ; the innocent though rather
abrupt tendency of the first member of the question,
with the utter and inextricable irrelevancy of the
second ; the place—a public street, not favourable to

frivolous investigations ; the affrontive quality of the
primitive inquiry (the common question) invidiously
transferred to the derivative (the new turn given to
it) in the implied satire ; namely, that few of that
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the broken Cremonal ; because it is made out in all
its parts,and leaves nothing to the imagination. We
venture to call it cold; because of thousands who
have admired it, it would be difficult to find one who
has heartily chuckled atit. As appealing to the
judgment merely (setting the risible faculty aside),
we must pronounce it 2 monument of curious felicity.
But as some stories are said to be too good to be
true, it may with equal truth be asserted of this
bi-verbal allusion, that it is too good to be natural.
One cannot help suspecting that the incident was
invented to fit the line. It would have been better
had it been less perfect. Like some Virgilian hemi-
stichs, it has suffered by filling up. The nimium
Vicina was enough in conscience ; the Cremone after-
wards loads it. It isin fact a double pun; and we
have always observed that a superfcetation in this
sort of wit is dangerous. When a man has said a
good thing, it is seldom politic to follow it up. We
do not care to be cheated a second time ; or, perhaps,
the mind of man (with reverence be it spoken) is not
capacious enough to lodge two puns at a time. The
impression, to be forcible, must be simultaneous and
undivided.

X.
THAT HANDSOME IS THAT HANDSOME DOES. .

Those who use this proverb can never have seen
Mrs Conrady.

The soul, if we may believe Plotinus, is a ray from
the celestial beauty. As she partakes more or less of
this heavenly light, she informs, with corresponding
characters, the fleshly tenement which she chooses,
and frames to herself a suitable mansion.

1 Swift.
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could never awa{swith these indigestible trifles. They
are the very kickshaws and foppery of friendship.

XII.

THAT HOME IS HOME THOUGH IT IS NEVER SO
HOMELY.

Homes there are, we are sure, that are no homes 3
the home of the very poor man, and another which
we shall speak to presently. Crowded places of
cheap entertainment, and the benches of ale-houses,
if they could speak, might bear mournful testimony to
the first. To them the very poor man resorts for an
image of the home, which he cannot find at home.
For a starved grate, and a scanty firing, that is not
enough to keep alive the natural heat in the fingers
of so many shivering children with their mother, he
finds in the depths of winter always a blazing hearth,
and a hob to warm his pittance of beer by. Instead
of the clamours of a wife, made gaunt by famishing,
he meets with a cheerful attendance beyond the
merits of the trifle which he can afford to spend.
He has companions which his home denies him,
for the very poor man has no visitors. He can
look into the goings on of the world, and speak a
little to politics. At home there are no politics
stirring, but the domestic. All interests, real or
imaginary, all topics that should expand the mind ot
man, and connect him to a sympathy with general
existence, are crushed in the absorbing considerations
of food to be obtained for the family. Beyond the
price of bread, news is senseless and impertinent.
At home there is no larder. Here there is at least a
show of plenty ; and while he cooks his lean scrap
of butcher’s meat before the common bars, or
munches his humbler cold viands, his relishing bread
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away its tears.  If it cries, it can only be beaten. It
has been prettily said that “a babe is fed with milk
and praise.” But the aliment of this poor babe was
thin, unnourishing ; the return to its little baby-tricks,
and efforts to engage attention, bitter ceaseless ob-
jurgation. It never had a toy, or knew what a coral
meant. It grew up without the lullaby of nurses, it
was a stranger to the patient fondle, the hushing
caress, the attracting novelty, the costlier plaything,
or the cheaper off-hand contrivance to divert the
child ; the prattled nonsense (best sense to it), the
wise impertinencies, the wholesome lies, the apt story
interposed, that puts a stop to present sufferings, and
awakens the passions of young wonder. It was never
sung to—no one ever told to it a tale of the nursery.
It was dragged up, to live or to die as it happened.
It had no young dreams. It broke at once into the
iron realities of life. A child exists not for the very
poor as any object of dalliance ; it is only another
mouth to be fed, a pair of little hands to be betimes
inured to labour. It is the rival, till it can be the
co-operator, for food with the parent. It is never his
mirth, his diversion, his solace ; it never makes him
young again, with recalling his young times. The
children of the very poor have no young times. It
makes the very heart to bleed to overhear the casual
street-talk between a poor woman and her little girl,
a woman of the better sort of poor, in a condition
rather above the squalid beings which we have been
contemplating. It is not of toys, of nursery books,
of summer holidays (fitting that age) ; of the pro-
mised sight, or play ; of praised sufficiency at school.
It is of mangling and clear-starching, of the price of
coals, or of potatoes. The questions of the child,
that should be the very out-pourings of curiosity in
idleness, are marked with forecast and melancholy
providence. It has come to be a woman,—before it
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There is, yet, another| home,- which we are con-
rained to J;ny to be one. It has a larder, which
1e home of the poor man wants ; its fireside con-
:niences, of which the poor dream not. But with
I this, it is no home, It is—the house of the man
iat is infested with many visitors. May we be
anded for the veriest chur{ if we deny our heart to
e many noble-hearted friends that at times exchange
eir dwelling for our poor roof | It is not of guests
at we complain, but of endless, purposeless visitants 3
oppers in, as they are called. We sometimes
onder from what sky they fall. It is the very
ror of the position of our lodging ; its horoscopy
as ill calculated, being just situate in a2 medium—a
aguy suburban mid-space—fitted to catch idlers
om town or country. We are older than we were,
id age is easily put out of its way. We have fewer
nds in our glass to reckon upon, and we cannot
ook to see them drop in endlessly succeeding im-
artinences. At our time of life, to be alone some-
mes is as needful assleep. It is the refreshing sleep
f the day. The growing infirmities of age manifest
1emselves in nothing more strongly, than in an
weterate dislike of interruption. ‘The thing which
re are doing, we wish to be permitted to do. We
ave neither much knowledge nor devices ; but there
re fewer in the place to which we hasten. We are
ot willingly put out of our way, even at a game of
tine-pins. While youth was, we had vast reversions
n time future ; we are reduced to a present pittance,
and obliged to economise in that article. We bleed
away our moments now as hardly as our ducats.
We cannot bear to have our thin wardrobe eaten and
fretted into by moths. We are willing to barter our
good time with a friend, who gives us in exchange his
own. Herein is the distinction between the genuine
ruest and the visitant. ‘This latter takes your good
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XIIL.
AT YOU MUST LOVE ME AND LOVE MY DOG.

Good sir, or madam, as it may be—we most
1gly embrace the offer of your friendship. We
have known your excellent qualities. We have
ed to have you nearer to us ; to hold you within
‘ery innermost fold of our heart. We can have
iserve towards a person of your open and noble
‘e. The frankness of your humour suits us
dy. We have been long looking for such a
d. Quick—let us disburthen our troubles into
other’s bosom—Iet us make our single joys
: by reduplication—But yap, yap, yap ! what is
:onfounded cur? he has fastened his toothy which
ne of the bluntest, just in the fleshy part of my

It is my dog, sir. You must love him for my

Here, Test—Test—Test |
But he has bitten me.”

Ay, that he is apt to do, till you are better ac-
ated with him. I have had him three years. He
r bites me.”

g, yap, yap !—< He is at it again.”

h, sir, you must not kick him. He does not
to be kicked. I expect my dog to be treated
all the respect due to myself.”

But do you always take him out with you, when
go a friendship-hunting ?

Invariably. ’Tis the sweetest, prettiest, best-
litioned animal. I call him my fest—the touch-
¢ by which I try a friend. No one can properly
tid to love me, who does not love him.”

Excuse us, dear sir—or madam aforesaid—if
1 further consideration we are obliged to decline
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CErrenia . 7 .
¢ Superfluous establiskment of six boys.”

to overlay the expected good talk with his insufferable
procerity of stature, and uncorresponding dwarfishness
of observation. Misfortunes seldlom come alone.
>Tis hard when a blessing comes accompanied.
Cannot we like Sempronia, without sitting down to
chess with her eternal brother? or know Sulpicia,
without knowing all the round of her card-playing
relations ! must my friend’s brethren of necessity be
mine also ! must we be hand and glove with Igick
Selby the parson, or Jack Selby the calico-printer,
because W. S. who is neither, but a ripe wit and a
critic, has the misfortune to claim a common parent-
age with them? Let him lay down his brothers;
and ’tis odds but we will cast him in a pair of ours
(we have a superflux) to balance the concession. Let
F. H. lay down his garrulous uncle ; and Honorius
dismiss his vapid wife, and superfluous establishment
of six boys: things between boy and manhood—too
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one English-friend;| he, impatiently awaited what
reinforcements the bride should bring to grace the
ceremony. A rich muster she had made. They
came in six coaches—the whole corps du ballet—
French, Italian, men and women. Monsieur De B.,
the famous pirouctter of the day, led his fair spouse,
but craggy, from the banks of the Seine. The Prima
Donna had sent her excuse. But the first and
second Buffa were there; and Signor Sc—, and
Signora Ch—, and Madame V—, with a countless
cavalcade besides of chorusers, figurantes, at the sight
of whom Merry afterwards declared, that ¢ then for
the first time it struck him seriously that he was
about to marry—a dancer.” But there was no help
for it. Besides, it was her day ; these were, in fact,
her friends and kinsfolk. The assemblage, though
whimsical, was all very natural. But when the
bride—handing out of the last coach a still more
extraordinary figure than the rest—presented to him
as her father—the gentleman that was to give her
away—no less a person than Signor Delpini himself—
with a sort of pride, as much as to say, See what I
have brought to do us honour !—the thought of so
extraordinary a paternity quite overcame him ; and
slipping away under some pretence from the bride
and her motley adherents, poor Merry took horse
from the back yard to the nearest sea-coast, from
which, shipping himself to America, he shortly after
consoled himself with a more congenial match in
the person of Miss Brunton ; relieved from his in-
tended clown father, and a bevy of painted Buffas for
bridemaids.
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world, | Disappointment early struck a dark veil be-
tween us and its dazzling illusions. Our spirits
showed grey before our hairs. The mighty changes
of the world already appear as but the vain stuff out
of which dramas are composed. We have asked no
more of life than what the mimic images in play-
houses present us with. Even those types have
waxed fainter. QOur clock appears to have struck.
We are sUPERANNUATED. In this dearth of mun-
dane satisfaction, we contract politic alliances with
shadows. It is good to have friends at court. The
abstracted media of dreams seem no ill introduction
to that spiritual presence, upon which, in no long
time, we expect to be thrown. We are trying to
know a little of the usages of that colony ; to lean
the language, and the faces we shall meet with
there, that we may be the less awkward at our first
coming among them. We willingly call a phantom
our fellow, as knowing we shall soon be of their
dark companionship. Therefore, we cherish dreams.
We try to spell in them the alphabet of the invisible
world ; and think we know already, how it shall be
with us. Those uncouth shapes, which, while we
clung to flesh and blood, affrighted us, have become
familiar. We feel attenuated into their meagre
essences, and have given the hand of half-way
approach to incorporeal being. We once thought
life to be something; but it has unaccountably
fallen from us before its time. Therefore we choose
to dally with visions. The sun has no purposes of
ours to light us to. Why should we get up?
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XV.
THAT WE SHOULD LIE DOWN WITH THE LAMB.

We could never quite understand the philosophy of
this arrangement, or the wisdom of our ancestors in
sending us for instruction to these woolly bedfellows.
A sheep, when it is dark, has nothing to do but to
shut his silly eyes, and sleep if he can. Man found
out long sixes—Hail candlelight ! without dispar-
agement to sun or moon, the kindliest luminary of
the three—if we may not rather style thee their
radiant deputy, mild viceroy of the moon!—We love
to read, talk, sit silent, eat, drink, sleep, by candle-
light. They are every body’s sun and moon. This
is our peculiar and household planet. Wanting it,
what savage unsocial nights must our ancestors have
spent, wintering in caves and unillumined fastnesses !
They must have lain about and grumbled at one
another in the dark. What repartees could have

ed, when you must have felt about for a smile,
and handled a neighbour’s cheek to be sure that he
understood it ? This accounts for the seriousness of
the elder poetry. It has a sombre cast (try Hesiod
or Ossian), derived from the tradition of those
unlantern’d nights. Jokes came in with candles,
We wonder how they saw to pick up a pin, if they
had any. How did they sup? what a melange of
chance carving they must have made of it!—here one
had got a leg of a goat, when he wanted a horse’s
shoulder—there another had dipt his scooped palm in
a kid-skin of wild honey, when he meditated right
mare’s milk. There is neither good eating nor
drinking in fresco. Who, even in these civilised
times, has never experienced this, when at some
economic table he has commenced dining after dusk,
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humbler lucubrations, tune our best measured cadences
(Prose has’'her 'cadences) 'not unfrequently to the
charm of the drowsier watchman, ¢blessing the
doors ; ” or the wild sweep of winds at midnight.
Even now a loftier speculation than we have yet
attempted, courts our endeavours. We would indite
something about the Solar System.—Betty, bring the
candles.

XVL
THAT A SULKY TEMPER IS A MISFORTUNE,

We grant that it is, and a very serious one—to a
man’s friends, and to all that have to do with him ;
but whether the condition of the man himself is so
much to be deplored, may admit of a question. We
can speak a little to 1it, being ourself but lately
recovered—we whisper it in confidence, reader—out
of a long and desperate fit of the sullens. Was the
cure a blessing ? The conviction which wrought it,
came too clearly to leave a scruple of the fanciful
injuries—for they were mere fancies—which had
provoked the humour. But the humour itself was
too self-pleasing, while it lasted—we know how bare
we lay ourself in the confession—to be abandoned all
at once with the grounds of it. We still brood over
wrongs which we know to have been imaginary ;
and for our old acquaintance, N , whom we find
to be a truer friend than we took him for, we substi-
tute some phantom—a Caius or Titius-——as like him
as we dare to form it, to wreak our yet unsatisfied
resentments on. It is mortifying to fall at once
from the pinnacle of neglect ; to forego the idea of
having been ill-used and contumaciously treated by an
old friend. The first thing to aggrandise a man in
his own conceit, is to conceive of himself as neglected.
There let him fix if he can. To undeceive him is
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down the whole flattering superstructure which pride
had piled upon neglect, he had brought in his hand
the identical S ,in whose favour we had suspected
him of the contumacy. Asseverations were needless,
where the frank manner of them both was convictive
of the injurious nature of the suspicion. We fancied
that they perceived our embarrassment ; but were too
proud, or something else, to confess to the secret of
it. We had been but too lately in the condition of
the noble patient in Argos :—

Qui se credebat miros audire trageedos,
In vacuo laetus sessor plausorque theatro—

and could have exclaimed with equal reason against
the friendly hands that cured us—

Pol, me occidistis, amici,

Non servistis, ait; cui sic extorta voluptas,
Et demptus per vim mentis gratissimus error,
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NOTES TO
“LAST ESSAYS OF ELIA”

By a Frieno oF THE Late ELia
(¢¢ London Magazine,” January 1823)

A cuoice of reasons has been suggested why Lamb wrote this,
though the most sufficient reason seems to be that it was like him
to do it, and that the notion was favoured by the assumption of
intimacy, of personal familiarity between writers and readers,
which prevailed in the pages of the ¢ London Magazine.” There
was an epidemic of playful deaths in that quarter just then; the
pages were ghost-haunted ; and presently were full, of protests or
explanations from persons in the Shades, declaring (like the
poor brave fellow entombed in the ruins, what time a whole ¢¢ land,”
or block of houses, collapsed in Old Edinburgh) that ¢¢ 'm no deid
yet!” We can hardly doubt, however, that Lamb meant by this
declaration of his own death to free himself from the shackles
which the character of Elia, he already felt, was putting upon the
free play of his personality and his intellect. This feeling became
still stronger a few years later, so much so that in the * English-
man’s Magazine ” he would not have a name at all, but had his
contributions put under the general heading of Peer’s Net, all
being fish that came to him there. In the present instance, how-
ever, he did not at once effect his release; for in the March
number he gave official denial to the report of his death, and
continued his contributions with considerable regularity for two
years more. But there can be little doubt as to his inclinations,
for in that month (March 1823) he writes to Bernard Barton:
¢ 'They have dragged me again into the Magazine ; but I feel the
spirit of the thing in my own mind quite gone.” It is evident,
also, that the article was intended to be used as a Preface to the
¢¢ Essays of Elia,” which were then in the press. He decided,
however, that the book should have neither that Preface, nor
another, which he had written in the form of a ¢ Dedication to
the Friendly and Judicious Reader.” At the last minute he wrote
to the publisher: ¢ The Essays want no Preface: they are all
Preface. . . . Let Elia come forth bare as he was born.” And so
he did ; without even a name of his own.
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But ten years later, when preparing the ¢¢ Last Essays of Elia”
for 'the \press, He/ unearthed this buried article, cleaned it off, or
cut it down, by about a third, and so gave it to the world in the
form in which the reader finds it here. With Lamb, cancellation
was no mere cutting down, but the finishing of a work of art;
and so it was in this case. Nevertheless, to us in these later
days, who delight to trace Charles Lamb in every line of his
writing, there is in the discarded passages of this Essay much
that it were a pity to lose. For this reason, and also because the
article suits itself peculiarly well to the talent of Mr Brock, it
will be reproduced in its original entirety, with illustrations by
that artist, in vol. iv. of this Edition.

Brakesmoor v H. SHIRE
(¢¢ London Magazine,” September 1824)

This was Blakesware, "the family seat of the Plumers, and
situated about five miles from Ware. For fifty years or more
Lamb’s maternal grandmother, Mrs Field, had been housekeeper
here; and it was during their holiday visits to her that both
Charles and Mary gathered those deep impressions of the place
which have yielded so beautiful a literary transcript—enriched
with the colours of time, the mellowings of imagination—both in
this Essay and in Mary’s Tale, entitled Margaret Green or The
Young Mahometan (for which see ¢ Mrs Leicester’s School” in
vol. vii. of this Edition). Even at that early time its owners had
almost deserted Blakesware S“ the home of their fathers””) and had
made their other house, at Gilston (‘¢ a newer trifle ”), near Marlow,
their principal seat. And what a great good fortune that was!
since, however estimable the Plumers might be, their full
occupancy of the place, and their filling it with a world of
attendants and a whole machinery of duties and services, would
have ruined its solitude, agitated its atmosphere, broken the spell
of its magical, Spenserian stillness—and life there for little Mary
and Charles Lamb would have been greatly different—and litera-
ture would have lost, how much! The devastation described in
the opening of the Essay ‘'was witnessed on a return to those
scenes in 1822, See also Lamb’s letter to Bernard Barton, Aug.
10, 1827.

¢ The garden-loving Poet,” Marvell on Appleton House, to the
Lord Fairfax. [Note by Lamb in ¢ London Magazine.”]

¢ I awas the true descendant of those old W- +.” Here Lamb’s
mystification has in a curious way approximated to an actual fact,
and so has begotten confusions. Blakesware came ?}' a third
marriage of Mrs Plumer) into the possession of a Mr Ward,
who thereupon changed his family name to Plumer-Ward; con-
sequently, some editors have thought that the initial in the above
passage was a slight veiling of the word ¢ Wards.,” Canon
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Ainger has pointed out that this cannot well be, since the Wards
did\not\ come into the matter at all till some years after the Essay
was written. In all probability that initial was suggested by the
reference to ‘“my Alicc” lower down. Nor do I think we can
safely take the said reference to Alice, and the Hertfordshire hair,
as being at all documentary or tending to show that Alice (or
Anna) lived thereabouts. Something must be allowed, in reading
Lamb above most writers, for the play-impulse, the catching at
momentary suggestions, the almost necessity (for Lamb) of diving
down any vistas of conjectural mystification that a happy thought
just penned might open to him—the half-psychological, half-
elfish pleasure that he had in blazing his trail by marks that

_were sometimes indications and sometimes traps for the Reader
who came after. The reference to Mrs Battle, for instance, in
this very Essay, is not, I take it, addressed to our detective faculty
(which shall worry it as a dog does a bone) but to our imagina-
tion. I shall have occasion to invite the Reader's attention to this
matter again, in a Note in vol. iv.

Poor ReraTiONS
(¢ London Magazine,” May 1823)

In the early part of this Essay, especially the second paragraph,
Lamb does something that is rather unusual with him—writes
a little out of character ; not personal character so much as social
character. He seems, that is, to speak from the midst of a sort of
ménage with which one does not readily associate him : a well-
equipped house (with a staff of servants); where visitors come
in a coach, or at least go off in one; where the furniture is worth
talking of, and where there are forms to stand on as well as
Chippendale chairs to sit upon : appearances to be kept up, and
awkward moments when they break down. . . . Perhaps this
rise in social tone was due to the influence of the preceding
Essay, and a lingering sense of gentility, Here one cannot but
remember Thackeray ; who had a curious way, especially in his
later writings, of assuming that, in the ordinary conditions of
mankind, one naturally has an upper’and under butler, at least
one carriaﬁe-and-pair, and a palace in Kensington or Bayswater.
We must lower the scale of the Essay a little, if we wish to get
at the truth of the matter, the personal note: and for ¢ poor
relations ” read sometimes ¢¢ poor familiar friends,” of whom
Lamb had a goodly following,

““Rickard Amlet, Esq., in the play.” Vanbrugh’s comedy, ¢ The
Confederacy "’ (1695).

¢ Poor W. was of my own standing at Christ’s.” He is referred to in
the Essay Christ’s Hospital Five-and-Thirty Years Ago as ¢F.” In
his Key, Lamb explained the initial thus: ¢ F=Favell; left
Cambridge because he was ashamed of his father, who was a
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houge-painter there.” He and the younger Le Grice, while at
Cambridge, wrote to the Duke of York asking commissions in the
army ; and received that fatal gift at once. n"tl'he extra mystifica-
tion as to the name in this Essay, and the substituting of Oxford
for Cambridfe, make it probable that old Favell himself, or—
more probably—some son of his, was still in business in the Town
in 1823; a fact of which, if it were so, Lamb would not be
ignorant,

¢ My father had been a leading Mountaineer,” He must have
u'rivedy at eminence early, seeing that he left for London at the
age of seven, He may, however, have accumulated distinction
later by his services, as kindred ally and metropolitan auxiliary,
during holiday visits to his home.

Stace IrLusion
(** London Magazine,” Aungust 1825)

One of Lamb’s subtlest pieces of criticism; its subject not
altogether identical with that question—which has been open
from Diderot’s day till now—as to whether the actor should
¢ lose himself in his part.” It depends on the kind of part, at
least, Lamb would say; and in certain kinds of representation
the actor, if he ¢ lose himself ” at all, must only lose himself in a
part-and-a-half: the keeping up of a perpetual aside, a good
understanding with the audience, being a subservient yet essential
histrionic and temperamental achievement expected of the actor
—not so much a part of his part, as the extraneous investing
element which gives it vitality, the atmosphere round the planet.

To THE Suape oF ELLisTON
(¢ Englishman’s Magazine,” August 1831)

This and the succeeding Essay (ZEMNistoniana) may be considered
together. They both appeared in the same number of the
¢ Englishman’s Magazine,” the one following the other, and
were virtually one contribution broken up into two, to make a
double display in the list of Contents. When preparing the
¢¢ Last Essays of Elia ” for the press, Lamb castigated those two
a good deal, and they were the better literature for it.

Robert William Elliston, son of a watchmaker, was born in
London in 1774. His education was provided for by an uncle,
who was master of Pembroke College, Cambridge. This fact
was a great part of the personality of Elliston all through life:
hence, too, the Ellistonian language in which Lamb addresses
the Shade ; rendering it its dues of Latinity. Elliston ran away
from home at the age of 17, turned actor, and soon drew attention.
In 1796 he appeared at Covent Garden and the Haymarket, and
then began his great period. After being of the Drury Lane
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Company for many years (with intermissions) he became lessee
and/manager of that theatre.in 1819 ; but was by the Proprietors
s¢ forced to abdicate” in 1826—rent, and such-like trifles, being
long overdue, Lamb and Lamb’s friends thought he was ungen-
erously treated, as the articles in the ¢ London Magazine” at
that time show.

¢ In the Leamington Spa Library.” From Raymond’s ¢ Life of
Elliston ” (1845) Mr Fitzgerald has extracted the following
apposite passage :

¢¢ One morning he descended early into his shop, and looking
round with the irresistible humour of Tangent himself, ¢It is my
cruel fate,’ said he, ¢ that my children will be gentlemen.” One of
the first customers that came in was a short, dirty-faced drab of a
maid-servant, who brought some books to be exchanged; and
nearly at the same moment a snivelling charity-boy, with a
large patch of diachylon across his nose, placed himself at the
counter demanding other articles. ¢One at a time,’ said Octa-
vian, with petrifying solemnity, ¢Now, madam?’ pursued he,
tarning to the smut. ¢ Missis a sent back these here and wants
summut ’orrible.” ¢The lady’s name?’ demanded Elliston.
¢ Wivian,’ grunted the girl. ¢ With a Vor a W 7’ asked Elliston
with the same solemnity ; but the wench only grinned. When
up mounted Sir Edward Mortimer, the ladder placed against his
shelves, and withdrawing two wretchedly-torn volumes, clapping
them together to liberate the dust, and placing them in the grubb
claws of the now half-frightened girl, ¢ There,’ said he, ¢a wor!
of surpassing terror ; and now, sir,’ turning to the boy, ¢I will
attend to you.’”

“Sir A C——.”" Sir Anthony Carlisle, the surgeon,

whom Lamb elsewhere describes as ¢ the best story-teller I ever
heard.”

Deracuep Troucurs on Books anp REeabing
(¢ London Magazine,” July 1822)

Perhaps no single page contains so much of what is character-
istic of Lamb’s mind as do the four lines which make the second
paragraph of this Essay. They are an epitome and index ; and
Lamb, feeling that the paragraph was oracular, kept it brief.
The Reader may like to compare and contrast it with the motto
from Sir Thomas Browne which heads the Essay on Jmperfect
Sympathies : the Moralist taking all mankind to be his fellow-
countryman and his brother, the Critic taking all literature to be
his proper book, his equal and innocent pastime—¢¢Jonathan
Wild not too low.” But limitation is, in the end, a law of mind
no less than it is the very mould and matrix of matter ; and we
may be sure that even as Lamb here takes exception to some
printed things which are not (for him) Books, so Sir Thomas
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Browne would have regarded with equanimity the obsolescence,
or the quickef summary destruction, of some human creatures that
were not (for him) Men. And, as a fact, no accused witch
escaped the fagot through Sir Thomas’s testimony.

¢4 They covered him over with a coat of white paint.” 'This instruct-
ive atrocity—an everlasting example, and a warning, of the
essential impertinence and silliness of what is called ¢ taste,”
unless it is-held lightly as a silly thing by those who have it,
as the momentary complexion that is cast upon their minds by the
shadow of their time, not an eternal principle to be projected
backwards and forwards into history, nor made a law to judge
humanity by in their own day—this infernal act of Malone and
Company was perpetrated in 1793, the year following the
September Massacres.

¢¢ Poor Tobin” : seems to have lived in Barnard’s Inn and to have
been a solicitor and a would-be playwright; but it was his
brother John who was the playwright. This (James W.) Tobin
is spoken of by Coleridge, who also refers to his blindness and,
perhaps on that account, calls him ¢ poor Tobin,” just as Lamb
does. Howbeit, poor Tobin lent the philosopher ten pounds on
one occasion ; and gave him also a great deal of good advice in
the presence of influential friends, which the philosopher naturally
resented.

¢ The common run of Lanc's novels.” Whether Lane was the
Publisher of the kind of fiction here described, I cannot make out.
More probably he was the purveyor at second hand only, as
proprietor of the principal Circulating Library in London at the
beginning of the century. Ina letter to Manning in 180z Lamb
recommends the latter to read the Life of Benvenuto Cellini, if
he has not read it already, and whimsically urges him (Manning
being somewhere on the Continent at the moment) to ¢ send for
it immediately from Lane’s circulating library.” This impossible
advice was penned, clearly, to make way for the remark which
followed: «“It is always put among the romances, wery properly.”
Thus Mr Lane suffered, at the hands of Charles Lamb, a kind of
imputed authorship or responsibility for the light literature of his
time, just as Mr Mudie is sometimes burdened with a similar
charge in our day by critics who are relentless to the imbecility of
human nature, and want to put the whole blame on somebody.

THe Op Marcate Hov
¢¢ London Magazine,” July 182
( g y 1823

There is a fine confusion among the Editors here. Canon
Ainger recognises the visit to Margate ¢ in Lamb’s boyhood,”
but ignores any other visit. Talfourd (here followed without
protest by Mr Hazlitt) remarks upon the visit in September 1801,
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and says it was probably the one referred to in this Essay. But
since Lamb\was/ about fifteen) when the visit referred to in the
Essay took place, the date must be 1790 or 1791. We may take
it that there were at least two visits to Margate, one in 1790-91,
the other in September 1801. The Essay itself bears the strongest
imaginable internal evidences of such a repeated acquaintance with
an essentially strange scene : it bears the freshness of a first and
early impression, enriched by the detail and observation which
an active, scrutinising, whimsical spirit—the spirit of the Letters
of 1800-1802—would find in a set of circumstances whose gencral
character was already long ago absorbed and assimilated, a part
of his memory and his imagination. This Essay, the Reader will
not fail to notice, seems written, for all its lightness of touch, from
a remarkably full mind, and shows Lamb’s powers in greater
variety—in greater simultaneous ease and energy—than perhaps
any one or two in either Series.

Tue CoNVALESCENT
(¢ London Magazine,” July 1825)

In the Letters of 1824-5 there are frequent references to failing
health and actual illness ; and a letter to Bernard Barton dated
July 2, 1825 begins: ¢ My dear B. B.—My nervous attack has
so unfitted me that I have not courage to sit down to a letter.
My poor pittance in the ¢ London’ you will see is drawn from
my sickness.”

Tue Sanity or True Genius
(** New Monthly Magazine,” May 1826)

In the ¢ Indicator ” for November 24, 1819, Leigh Hunt had
already discussed this topic and given contradiction, with cir-
cumstances for it, to Dryden’s questionable couplet. It will be
noticed that in this Essay the strictly scientific question—the
question of cerebral pathology—is soon lost sight of, and the
discussion is held in terms of abstract psychology and literary
criticism, Therefore it would be very easy to mistake the point
of merit here, the strong point of this famous little paper ; and I
think it has been generally mistaken. One might, in fact, grant
everything that Lamb says, and yet accept Dryden’s dictum as
illuminating and scientifically exact. There has been a remark-
able recrudescence of this topic in our own day, and we have
seen the definition of madness made wide enough to engulf every-
body with any habits or likings that are not those of a social
automaton, or with any qualities not immediately useful to a
butter-merchant: this by writers of the Lombroso school,
especially Max Nordau. The truth according to Lamb has
been re-asserted, as against these, by many, but with the greatest
fulness of scientific and literary knowledge by Dr William Hirsch,
in his book ¢* Genius and Degeneration.”
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if truthfulness of disposition and habit could safeguard a woman
from\lying|when @ /great idealout of the past presented itself to
her imagination, we should accept Miss Kelly’s confidence in
regard to this delicate matter with implicit faith, But human
nature being what it is, and all good women romantic, we pay the
sweetness of her nature the higher compliment of believing that
she dreamt it, in the long day-dream of age and memory and
happy thoughts,

$“As yet the ¢ Children in the Wood’ was not,” Not in 1743 or 4
certainly. It was produced at the Haymarket in October 1793
——quite in time to catch Miss Kelly, who was then in her third
year, and who did, as a fact, play ¢ the elder child in Morton’s
pathetic after-piece ” some years later. So every touch in this
Essay either states, or glances at, a bit of biography; and even
the story of Mrs Porter’s tears, if not true of her, is true of
¢ some other great actress of that day ”—MTrs Siddons, to wit.

THae Tomss IN THE ABBEY
(‘“ London Magazine,” October 1823)
This was the concluding part of an Essay entitled LGerff
Elia to R S Esq.,R. S. being Robert Southey. The whole

Essay—one of the longest—with Notes thereon, will be found
in ¢ Critical Essays ” (vol. iii. of this Edition),

Awmicus Repivivus
(*“ London Magazine,” December 1823)

For George Dyer, the hero of this averted tragedy, see the
Essay Oxford inthe Vacation (vol. i. of this Edition). In describing
his new situation to his friends after the removal to Colebrook
Row, Lamb never fails to lay stress on the fact that the New
River runs (¢¢if a moderate walking pace can be so termed ") by
his little garden domain. If the letter to Hood, of this year,
but uncertain date (Hazlitt, vol. ii. p. 135), is correctly placed,
there is an unlucky presage in the words : ¢ My old New River
has presented no extraordinary novelties lately.” Nevertheless,
this particular extraordinary novelty was not actually witnessed
by him, but by his sister Mary and their maid. It occurred at
half-past one (““bright noon-day”), and ¢ when I came home at
four to dinner I found G. D. a-bed, and raving, light-headed
with the brandy-and-water which the doctor had administered.
He sung, laughed, whimpered, screamed, babbled of guardian
angels, would get up and go home ; but we kept him there by
force ; and by next morning he departed sobered and seems to
have received no injury,” W, B. Procter, who called a little
after two, found ¢ Dyer, unaccustomed to anything stronger
than the crystal spring, was sitting upright in bed, perfectly

266



«LAST ESSAYS OF ELIA”

delirious, His hair had been rubbed up and stood out like so
many needles/of irongrey. (¢l soon found out where I was,’ he
cried out to me, laughing ; and then he went wandering on, his
words taking flight into regions where no one could follow.”

But if Lamb did not upon his own shoulders bear G. D. out of
the ¢ Middletonian stream,” he seems to have effectually saved
his life on another occasion, The account is rather long, but I will
quote it here ; for Cottle’s ¢ Reminiscences,” though a valuable
source-book, is yet by Cottle, and therefore not one of Great
Nature’s Stereotypes, and therefore unlikely to come into the
hands of the general reader. It is to be premised that George
Dyer had some young nieces, and that Lamb, on calling at Clif-
ford’s Inn once, had found the old scholar teaching one of these
little girls to sing hymns: also that G, D. had a belief—to
justify a necessary custom with him, perhaps—that people ought
to eat sparingly and absorb much water-gruel.

*“Mr. Coleridge,” says Cottle, ¢‘related to me a rather
ludicrous circumstance concerning George Dyer, which Charles
Lamb had told him, the last time he passed through London.
Charles Lamb had heard that George Dyer was very ill, and
hastened to see him. He found him in an emaciated state,
shivering over a few embers. ¢Ah!’ said George, as Lamb
entered, ‘I am glad to see you, You won’t have me here long.
I have just written this letter to my young nephews and nieces,
to come immediately and take a final leave of their uncle.’
Lamb found, on inquiry, that he had latterly been living on
water-gruel, and a low starving diet, and readily divined the
cause of his maladies. ¢Come,’ said Lamb, ¢I shall take you
home immediately to my house, and I and my sister will nurse
you.” ¢Ah!’ said George Dyer, ¢it won’t do.” The hackney
coach was soon at the door, and as the sick man entered it, he
said to Lamb, ¢Alter the address, and then send the letter with
all speed to the poor children,” ¢I will,’ said Lamb, ¢and at the
same time call the doctor.’

¢¢ George Dyer was now seated by Charles Lamb’s comfortable
fire, while Lamb hastened to his medical friend, and told him
that a worthy man was at his house who had almost starved
himself on water-gruel. ¢You must come,’ said he, ¢directly,
and prescribe some kitchen stuff, or the poor man will be dead.
He won’t take anything from me; he says, ’tis all useless.’
Away both the philanthropists hastened, and Charles Lamb,
anticipating what would be required, furnished himself, on the
road, with a pound of beef-steaks. The doctor now entered the
room, and advancing towards his patient, felt his pulse, and
asked him a few questions; when, looking grave, he said,
¢ Sir, you are in a very dangerous way.” ¢I know it, sir, I know
it, sir,” said George Dyer. The Dr. replied, ¢Sir, yours is a
very peculiar case, and if you do not implicitly follow my direc-
tions, you will die of atrophy before to-morrow morning. It is
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the only possible chance of saving your life. You must directly
make a good meal off beef-steaks, and drink the best part of a pot
of porter,” ¢'Tis too late,’ said George, ¢but I'll eat, I'll eat.’
The doctor now withdrew, and so nicely had Lamb calculated
on results, that the steaks were all this time broiling on the fire!
and, as though by magic, the doctor had scarcely left the room,
when the steaks and the porter were both on the table,

¢t Just as George Dyer had begun voraciously to feast on the
steaks, his young nephews and nieces entered the room
crying. ¢Good-bye, my dears,’ said George, taking a deep
draught of the porter. ¢You won’t see me much longer.’
After a few mouthfuls of the savoury steak, he further said,
¢ Be good children, when I am gone.” Taking another draught
of the porter, he continued, ¢ Mind your books, and don’t forget
{our hymns.” *We won’t,” answered a little shrill silvery voice,
rom among the group, ‘ we won’t, dear Uncle!’ He now gave
them all a parting kiss; when the children retired in a state of
wonderment, that ¢sick Uncle’ should be able to eat and drink
so heartily, ¢ And so,’ said Lamb, in his own peculiar phrase-
ology, ¢at night, I packed up his little nipped carcass snug in
bed, and, after stuffing him for a week, sent him home as plamp
as a partridge,””

¢ Waters of Sir Hugh Middleton.” The New River, bringing
water to London from the springs at Chadwell and Am in
Hertfordshire, was the work of ¢¢ Mister Hugh Myddelton,” citizen
and goldsmith, who ¢ with his choice men of art and painful
labourers set roundly to this business ” in 1609, and received the
honour of knighthood on the completion of his great undertaking
in 1620. The stream still flows, but not to-day under the open
sky in Colebrook Row, off the City Road.

¢ The sweet lyrist of Peter House:” the Poet Gray; Peterhouse,
Cambridge, being his college.

¢ The mild Askew.” Anthony Askew, M.D., held the post of
physician to Christ’s hospital when George Dyer was a scholar
there ; but was known to his generation less as a doctor than as
a man famed for classical interests and learning, and for linguistic
erudition generally. He did much ¢ to create the taste for curi-
ous manuscripts, scarce editions and fine copies,” and having the
means to gratify this taste in himself, he collected a great and
valuable library of rare books and manuscripts in many languages.
He interested himself in the scholastic career of young George
Dyer, afforded him plentiful access to books, etc., but died at the
age of go, while G. D. was only 17 and still at Christ’s;
where he remained two years longer, after losing this good
friend—doubtless a loss which affected all the after-circumstances
of the poor scholar’s life.
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Somze|SoNrETs;OF SiR PHiLip SYDNEY
(¢ London Magazine,” September 1323)

This was not given as an Essay in the ¢¢ London,” but as the
first of a series of slighter, perhaps, mainly quotational contribu-
tions, to appear under the heading of Nuge Critice, by the
Author of ¢ Elia’ 1t was signed ¢ L.

¢ W, H” William Hazlitt, in his lectures on the Literature
of the Age of Elizabeth (delivered in 1819-20, published in 1821),
had dealt with Sidney’s Arcadia in the mood of a man who is
irritated and therefore angry, and therefore contemptuous. The
whole criticism, leading up to the epithets of ¢¢ jejune, far-fetched
and frigid,” might rank as a curious example of what execution can
be done by simply judging any piece of literature by an inadmis-
sible standard ; but in reality it expressed (one cannot but think)
not so much Hazlitt’s inner and absolute feeling,.as arbiter of
elegancies, so much as his dislike of that kind of man (the wery
fine gentleman, the aristocrat, the courtier, the hater of the
profane vulgar) and whatever might come from him, however
charming. The great critic was particularly unfortunate in this
sally : for here he has had no followers, and even so staunch an
admirer as Lamb instantly took the other side. We now know,
also—what could not be so well known to Hazlitt or Lamb—
that Sidney’s sonnets, so far from representing a high pitch of
barren intricacy and unnaturalness of emotion and phrase to
which he had brought his mind and his art, are—when compared
with precedent and then prevailing examples—so notable for
nothing as they are for their truthfulness to the fact of personal
feeling, and their attempt at directness. It was a great leap of
originality (and may have even seemed a raw egoism, judged by
the fashion of that time), and it meant a revolution in sonnetting,
when a man like Sidney penned this one line :—

¢ Fool ! said my Muse to me, Look in thy heart and write.”

Thus Sidney’s sonnets were, in a sense, the ¢ Lyrical Ballads ”
of their era. For which, to be sure, had it been pointed out,
‘W. H. would have liked them none the better.

$¢ That opprobrious thing.” If this refers to nothing more unspeak-
able than the fact that Lord Oxford once called Sidney a puppy,
then Lamb has surely been guilty for once of writing falsetto, of
magnifying the term, of attempting to put more emotion into the
matter than it will hold. To be a puppy is ridiculous ; and to be
called a puppy is an insuit, even to a puppy. But the condition
itself is too much a part of our humanity—too common an
accident in the mental health-history or development of all men,
too closely associated with growth and with the getting, if not
with the having, of some of the best qualities of maturity—for
opprobrium to attach to the person of whom it can be predicated.
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And there’s this to be said for puppies, that most of them are
merely ‘experimentalising, and on the way to become very good
dogs ; also, that he who has the ingenuousness to be an obvious
puppy has seldom the sinister craft to become a cur.

Newsparers THrTY-Five YEARs Aco
(*¢ Englishman’s Magazine,” October 1831)

During the last few years of the Eighteenth Century and the
first few years of the Nineteenth, Lamb was pretty continuously
connected with the newspaper press of London. Except a few
references in the ¢¢ Letters,” however, this Essay is practically our
only source of knowledge in regard to his movements in that
world. I am inclined to think that he talks too exclusively here
about the littler things that he did; the daily half-dozen jokes,
the occasional ruinous witticism. It is probable that there were
intermittent attempts at larger things of which nothing has been
said; and one important piece belonging to this newspaper era,
now for the first time re-discovered, will appear in vol. iii
(¢¢ Critical Essays”).

¢¢ Dan. Stuart,” Daniel Stuart, Editor of the ¢ Morning
Post.” ¢ Fate and wisest Stuart say No,” remarks Lamb, of a
contribution which his editor would not honour; and Coleridge
somewhere says of this same Stuart that he knew men, if not man,
better than anyone he had ever known.

¢ Bob Allen.” A Grecian at Christ’s Hospital in Lamb’s time,
and mentioned in the Essay (vol. i. p. 43).

¢¢ Fenwick : ” for the description of him as Bigod, see The Two
Races of Men., Lamb refers to him in a letter (upon a serious
occasion) as ““a very old, honest friend of mine ;" but other
letters show him (without the latent humour that there may be
here) in the light of a somewhat deleterious friend, and one who
not only drank much but was a cause of much-drinking in others,
to say nothing’ of other wastings of domestic substance that an
old honest friend who is a constant caller—bringing always one
or two more of his own kind with him—may effect,

BarrENNESs OF THE ImaGINATIVE FacuLTy IN THE
Probucrions oF MobperN ArT
(*“ The Athenzum,” January and February 1833)

The essentials of this criticism of Martin’s ¢ Belshazzar’s
Feast ” are expressed in a short letter to Bernard Barton in June
1827; and in the following year, again in a letter to B. B., he
instances ¢¢ designs from Martin, engraved on copper by Heath,
accompanied with verses from Mrs Heman’s pen,” as the kind
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of atrocity which. publishers will decide upon when planning
¢ A splendidedition)of the. € Pilgrim’s Progress !’ Two months
pass ; and there comes a presentation copy of a new volume of
Bernard Barton poetry, embellished by the spectacular Martin.
‘Whereupon, not to wound anybody’s feelings, the critic fairly
surrenders the citadel of truth: ¢Martin’s frontispiece is a very
fine thing, let C. L. say what he please to the contrary!”

In a letter to Wordsworth, with respect to the present Essay,
he says he is by no means an absolute admirer ot the Ariadne, br:
that ¢ in the composition it served me as illustrative.”

Rejorcings uroN THE New YEar’s Coming or Ace
¢ London Magazine,” January 182
ary 3

There is infinite variety in Lamb, and even in Elia, fau Lamb’s
own opinion, who complained of being somewhat hide-bound by
the limits of that shadowy character. After we have had, as one
would think, every kind of Essay, here we come upon one which
is unlike all the rest—the very champagne of gay spirits, spark-
ling with an effortless effervescent zest that never ceases—dancing
its way along, on indefatigable fairy feet, like a woodland fan-
tasia, the melody only dying because it has gone into the distance,
and the vision fading for us only because we cannot follow it—it,
and its population of little people, the many Merry Days of all
the year—into their own habitat in the heart of the wood, or at
the back of the moon!

A few of the allusions have rather less actuality for us than they
had for Lamb’s first readers, ‘The ¢ Coct-broth” to which Shrove
Tuesday helped the Second of September has reference to the custom of
cock-throwing and cock-fighting, which, with football-playing
and other games galore, made Shrove-tide the Carnival of Old
England. In September, of course, partridge shooting begins;
and is sure to be in full blast on the Second, should the First
happen to have been a Sunday.

¢ The Thirticth of Fanuary” was the anniversary of the execution
of Charles L., and was celebrated by the Puritans (dear Christian
souls!) by having a calf’s-head to dinner that day. The word
§¢ Restorative,” a little further on, reminds us that the whirligig of
time brought in its revenges. On the merry ¢ Twenty-Ninth of
May,” which was Charles II.’s birthday, loyal custom required the
wearing of sprigs of oak and the decorating of houses with
branches of the same, in commemoration of the salutary oak-tree
of Boscobel into which Charles had climbed and so lived to fight,
or at least be merry, another day.

The distressing altercation between Two Ladies in the next
paragraph grew out of the fact that though the King (George
IV, then reigning) was born on August 12, his Birthday was
¢¢held ” on April 23; a delicate way which his admirers took of
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insinuating that he was—like St. George and Shakespeare, into
whose proper domain of the calendar they intruded him—a grand
mooral possession of his country, and the Glory of England.

Tue Wepping
(¢‘ London Magazine,” June 1825)

This appears to have been a memory-sketch—with the colour-
ings and circumstantialities that the Elian intelligence would add
where it did not find—of the marrying of Admiral Burney’s
daughter to her cousin, some four years earlier. If it was so, the
Admiral did not long survive the loss of the ¢ Junior presence,”
for in 1822 Lamb speaks of his death as having gone—with much
else of recent happening—to lessen the total amount of friendship
and sympathy in the world, to say nothing of taking all the fun
out of whist: ¢ What matters it what you lead, if you can no
longer fancy him looking over you ? ” I may mention here that a
recent writer on Lamb, Mr Joﬂn Rogers, has suggested that the
Admiral’s wife was probably the original of ¢¢ Sarah Battle ” (see
¢The Academy,” March 7, 1903). The identification scarcely
convinces me, but Mr Rogers is certainly right in arguing that
Lamb’s ¢ portraits ” are often of the composite variety. So must
these things often be, with a writer who is not a mere docu-
mentarian—who has, that is to say, apprehension, imagination
and humour, and who either sees the features which are invisible
to us, or supplies the truths that Nature has forgotten.

¢ I fear I was betrayed into some lightness ;” as he certainly was, it
we are to believe his own report in a letter to Southey, on another
similar occasion. I was at Hazlitt’s marriage, and had like to
have been turned out several times during the ceremony.”

THe Cuip AnGeL; A Dream
(¢¢ London Magazine,” June 1823)

¢ The Loves of the Angels.” This work was published early in
1823. In the previous year its author (Thomas Moore) had been
in Paris during Lamb’s visit to that city, and had, it would appear,
taken it unkindly that Lamb had not called upon him. In his
correspondence to a friend who communicated this to him, Lamb
explained that he was very willing to meet Moore if invited to,
and skoula have met him, had not the illness of the wife of a
mutual friend caused a dinner engagement—that should have
been the occasion of their coming together—to fall through. He
added, characteristically enough, that the fact of his once having
‘had a hit ” at Moore in the ‘“ London ” in his name of Little
¢ surely was reason sufficient not to volunteer a visit to him.”
On April 4 of this year (1823), however, he met Moore at last—
along with Wordsworth, Coleridge and Rogers—at dinner in
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Gloucester Place, . Now Charles Lamb once asked somebody, with
a look of 'amazement, how 'he'/could 'think it was possible to Aafe
anybody whom one knew ; and indeed, with him, to come within
the circle of his acquaintance was to stand within the liberties
of his love. Assuredly there was no colourable cause of hatred
in Moore to be overcome, though the literary ¢ sympathy ” might
be ¢¢ imperfect ” enough, so long as Lamb did not énow him. But
knowing him, having met him, the ‘¢ gentle-hearted Charles”
was not to be restrained from giving his book, as the saying goes,
a lift; and so has associated the name, at least, of the ¢ Loves of
the Angels” with this less ambitious work of his own—a mere
infant mite of a masterpiece—which is yet so incomparably more
full of the strength of human interest and immortality.

Orp CHiNa
(*¢ London Magazine,” March 1823)

One of the inmost of that imner circle of Lamb’s works, those
which bring us acquainted with the history of his own mind and
the circumstances of his home life at certain periods. The period
of which he speaks here—the very straitened years of his and
Mary’s first housekeeping—is one which we must always regard
with peculiar interest, with a curiosity that is begotten altogether
of respect, and that will hardly presume to call itself sympathy.
The Essay is one which, on all accounts—for its humanity, its
grace and graciousness, its knowledge of human nature, beyond
the merely personal reference, and its sweet and perfect art—is
worthy of the deepest attention and a thirty-times perusal. The
picture by Lionardo here called ¢ k. Lady Blanche” we shall
meet again, both in the Poems and the Letters.

¢¢ Dancing the hays.” ‘This was a mazy, winding, and tumultuous
dance, very popular in Older England, and frequently mentioned
by Elizabethan and later writers, Thus Heywood, in ¢¢ A Woman
Killed with Kindness ”:

¢ Fen, No; we’'ll have the ¢ hunting of the fox.’

¢ Fack Slime. ¢The hay/ the hay!’ there’s nothing like ¢ the
k a; y / r”

So in ¢ Love’s Labour’s Lost,” Act V. sc. i.:

¢ Dull, T’ll make one in a dance or so; or I will play

On a taber to the Worthies, and let them dance the
hay.”

It has been suggested that this dance was primarily associated
with the getting in of the hay, just as a similar French dance
called ¢ les olivettes ” was associated with the gathering of the
olives.
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this early indiscretion of his—I mean the writing of the Tract,
not/the/deleterious course of festivity of which the Tract portends
to be the chronicle and the consequence—yet it was unpleasant
to have the thing raked up in this way, divested (for a very large
public) of its original anonymity, and used against him by the
common enemy of all good men then living. Nevertheless, he
took the gentlest imaginable way of defending himself: he had
the Essay reprinted in the ¢ London Magazine” for August,
with his usual signature appended; and in a word to the
Reader, in the correspondence-part of the Magazine, he asserted
the merely literary genesis and motive of the Essay, referred
to the ungenerous use lately made of it by ¢ Messieurs the
Quarterly Reviewers,” and promised to string them up therefor,
in a humorous fashion of his own devising, another time. Thus
we have four appearances of this Essay in Lamb’s lifetime.
Fifthly, and lastly, it went ¢ home, forever "—into ¢¢The last
Essays of Elia.” We cannot say, without qualification, that he
placed it there ; for it did not appear in the first edition of this
book. But as Moxon inserted it in the second edition, published
shortly after Lamb’s death, we may be sure that he had the
sufficient and only proper sanction for doing so—personal
knowledge, to wit, that it was Lamb’s own intention so to have
done, when an opportunity next should offer.

That is its history, in five acts or stages. Its interpretation
might with confidence be left to the good sense of the Reader,
did not the mistakes of Editors warn one that good sense is cap-
able of being thrown off its balance in the presence of this
masterpiece. For instance, Mr Fitzgerald casts it indignantly
forth from the Eliz Series, exposing it to perish in the outer
wilds where ¢¢ Ephemeral Pieces, etc.” are assigned their portion,
their dubious inheritance of comparative infamy and semi-
oblivion. ¢ A piece obnoxious to him ”—meaning Lamb—¢¢ for
many reasons,” exclaims Mr Fitzgerald. Where he gathered
that knowledge I do not know ; but the phrase reminds one of
that consideration for Lamb’s feelings which has caused Canon
Ainger to drop out of his Edition altogether the Fision of Horns as
a thing which ¢ it would have cut him to the quick to think
might be permanently associated with his name.” In regard to
the present Essay Canon Ainger’s tenderness for Lamb’s reputa-
tion has been more merciful to us, or his moral sense has seen an
encouraging prospect of the evil thing being turned to good
account. ¢ The Essay,” he says, ¢ has sufficient reality in it to
live as a very powerful plea for the virtue of self-restraint, and
it may continue to do good service in the cause.” Except for that
closing aspiration (in penning which, I hope, the writer smiled)
the Canon’s remarks are quite temperate. But even he takes the
Essay far too seriously, finds an unconscionable and illiterate
quantity of reality in it, imputes to it far too much autobio-
graphical meaning and honest confessional sincerity. The fun,
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which is its sustaining motive, the revelling in the joke of being
serious and'improving,' the yielding to the delights of the literary
sense, the boundless pleasure of writing a burlesque so complete
and so perilously fine that it shall seem to be no travesty but the
serious Primary Thing itself—no levity, but Art or Morals in
their unmitigated first intention—this he has entirely missed, or
taken no account of. Yet one wonders that anybody could miss
it; and yet again one wonders whether any can completely find
and relish it, except those who, for their sins, are professional
ephemeral writers themselves—by preference, such irresponsible
hacks as may, like Lamb and other men since, have put their
hands gaily to many serious things without feeling that they had
an immediate call from Heaven thereto! But there is one simple
test which brings out unmistakably the right tone, the true
quality and generating principle, of this Essay: ome Aas only o
read it aloud. There are things which (as Lamb has somewhere
pointed out) must be read by the breathing and the heart-beat
if we would get their very meaning : which must be articulated, if
only inwardly articulated, if we would hear their full music, as in
the case of great poetry. But also there are other things, of
which we may say that they are written aloud; that the feeling of
delivering the words before an audience, the actor’s sense, the
pleasure of pose, the sub-consciousness of its being ¢¢all play,”
possesses the writer throughout, and is the very well-head of
inspiration, flowing through every line. As the saint believed
because the creed was impossible, so the humourist writes with
conviction and delight because the thing is so manifestly untrue,
Of this essentially elocutionary and histrionic kind of composi-
tion, the present Essay is the most subtle example known to me.
Another famous example is that Prospectus of a certain Journal
¢¢ Written for Gentl by Gentl ” which Captain Shandon
composed within his humble retreat in the neighbourhood of
Ludgate Hill. The Gentlemen were expected to take it seriously
of course: so were the first readers of our ¢¢poor nameless
egotist.” But that was the fun of the thing ; just there was the
inspiration ; and without that feeling of the fun, that sense of a
delightfully serious and probable rehearsal of things manifestly
remote from circumstance and inherently idiotic, neither Captain
Shandon nor Charles Lamb could have composed each his master-
piece of profound banter to such notable purpose—the Captain,
seated upon the edge of his bed in a debtor’s-prison, rallying the
Gentlemen of England to the rescue of the State—Charles Lamb,
with his cheerful bottle and his bit of bread and cheese on the
table beside him, penning a joke which even at this time of day a
Canon of the Church hopes ¢ may live as a powerful plea for the
virtue of self-restraint, and continue to do good service in the
cause.”

This, it seems to me, is the main truth in regard to this Essay;
it is the end by which we must take hold of it; nor do I think
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that any one,who reads it articulately will fail to be saturated
with'its'pervading -humour;' to catch its imitative accent, its
accent of mockery, the diablerie, the naughtiness of this exhort-
ation. That said, one must add, of course, that there are other
aspects; that the Essay, being a work of Lamb’s, and pecu-
liarly a work of Lamb’s more elfish humour, is therefore not
a simple thing, but has its side-intentions, its complexities,
its inevitable mystifications. The chief of these, and the one
which has caused all the bother, is the fact that Lamb has
taken delight in sailing as near the wind of truth as he
could—not as he could without giving himself away (he was
generous enough to have risked that), but as he could without
destroying a work of art and fantasy by an impracticable infiltra-
tion of reality. The periods which he traces in the descent ot
his Drunkard are, mischievously enough, correspondent to
periods in his own life, and not untinged by a reference (which
doubtless he chuckled over) to actual facts and living men.
Thus when he says, ¢ About that time I fell in with some com-
panions of a different order. They were men of boisterous spirits,
sitters up a-nights, disputants, drunken; yet seemed to have
something noble about them "—here, of course, he bases most
documentarily upon a historical and known period of his life,
when his ¢ trusty friends” Fenwick and Fell and company
were almost nightly callers, and when, consequently, there was too
much sitting up a-nights for his body and mind’s entire profit, and
too much spirits and water consumed upon his premises, the host
freely partaking with the guest, as a host should. Further on,
again, there is a reference to his second group of acquaintances
—Manning, and others of that better mental class—and to the
habit of tobacco-smoking, which he actually learned at this time,
and which, he being a hyperzsthetic subject, affected him power-
fully and did his health no good. And such small instances.
But, as he himself says, ‘how heightened ! how exaggerated | ”
Surely the last word of the Editor on this subject should be to
apologise to the Reader for saying so much about it, for giving
him an explanation or a warning which he does not need, and
for asking him, impertinently enough, not to read as a fool.

PorurLar Farvracies v
(*“The New Monthly Magazine,” January to September 1826)

Regarding them as a cluster of separate articles, one may say
that these minimum works of Elia are the things which have
counted for most in making the general or hazy notion of Lamb
and his character which exists in the mind of the ordinary
citizen ; he, that is, who does not make a conscience of verifying
his references or knowing the grounds of all his own opinions,
literary or political. And had any one else written these short
disquisitions, and nothing more, they would have been important
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and his name would have lived by them. As it is, they serve a
very pleasant -purpose here. They are a sort of rapid réwmé and
march-past of the qualities which have been at play throughout the
two volumes of Elia, and have the same effect here at the close ot
the book as that mustering of all the characters upon the stage at
the end of a drama, nobody having anything very important to
say, but their totality of presence making for remembrance and
for good-humour and good-night. :
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