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facing the garden and the river he has so lovingly com-
memorated. His father, John Lamb, who had come up
o country boy from Lincolnshire to seek his fortune in
the great city, was clerk and servant to Mr, Samuel Salt, |
a Bencher of the Inner Temple. He had married Eliza-
beth Field, whose mother was for more than fifty years
housekeeper at the old mansion of the Plumers, Blakes-
ware in Hertfordshire, the Blakesmoor of the Essays
of Elia. The issue of this marriage was a family of
soven children, only three of whom sesm to have survived
their early childhood. The registers of the Temple
Church record the baptisms of all the seven children,
ranging from the year 1762 to 1775. Of the three who
lived, Charles was the youngest. The other two were his
brother John, who was twelve years, and his sister Mary -
Anne (better known to us as Mary), who was ten years
his senior. The marked difference in age between Charles
and his brother and sister, must never be overlooked in
the estimate of the diffienlties, and of the heroism, of his
later life. ,
In the essay already cited—that on the Old Benchers
of the Inner Temple—Charles has drawn for us a touching -
portrait of his father, the barrister’s clerk, under the name
of Lovel. After speaking of Samuel Salt, the Bencher,
and certain indolent and careless ways from which he
‘“ might have suffered severely if he had not had honest
people about him,” he digresses characteristically into a

description of the faithful servant who was at hand to
protect him :—

Lavel taak care of everything. He was at once his clerk, his
good servant, his dresser, his friend, his flapper,” his guide, stop-
watch, auditor, treasurer. He did nothing without consulting
Lovel, or failed in anything withont expecting and fearing his
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gome few years’ absénce in his smart new very, to see her, and
she blessed herself at the change and could hardly be bronght to
believe that it was  her own bairn.”  And then, the excitement
snbsiding, he would weep, till I bave wished that sad second-
childhood might have a mother still fo lay its head npon her
lap. But the common mother of us all in no long time after
received him gently inte hers. .

I have digressed, in my turn, from the story of Charles
Lamlb’s own life, but it is nob without interest to learn
from whom Charles inherited, not only something of his
versatility of gift, but his chivalry and tenderness.

The household in Crown Office Row were from the
beginning poor—of that we may fech certain. An aunt
of Charles, his father’s sister, formed one of the family,

!

and contributed something to the common income, but .

John Lamb the elder was the only other bread-winner.
And a barrister’s clerk with seven children born to him

in a dozen years, even if lodging were found him, conld .-

not have had much either to save or to spend. Before
seven years of age Charles got the rudiments of education
from a Mr. William Bird, whose schoolroom looked *into

a discoloured dingy garden in the passage leading from *

Fetter Lane into Bartlett's Buildings.” We owe this,
and some other curious information about the academy, to
a letter of Lamb’s addressed in 1826 to Hone, the editor
of the Every Day Book. In that periodical had appeared
an account of a certain Capiain Starkey, who was for
some time an assistant of Bird’s. The mention of his old
teacher’s name in this connexion called up in Lamb
many recollections of his ecarliest school-days, and pro-

duced the letter just named, full of characteristic matter,”

The school, out of Fetter Lane, was a day-school for boys,
and an evening school for girls, and Charles and Mary hall

-~
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the advantages, whatever thoy may have been, of it's ine
struction, Starkey had spoken of Bird as “ap eminent
writer, and teacher of languages and mothematies,” &o.;
upon which Lamb's comment {s,  Heaven knows ?rhae
Tanguages were taught 1n it then ! T am sure that neither
my sister npr mmyself brought any out of it buta litth'v(
onr notive English,” Then follow some graphic descrip-
tions of the birch and the ferule, as wielded by Afr. Bird,
and other incidents of school-dife :—

Oh, how I remember our legs wedged into those ancom-
fortabls sloping desks, where we sat elbowing each ather; and the
inyouctions to attain o free band, unattasnable in that position;
thefirst copy T wrote after, with 1ta moral lesson, “Art improves
patare;” the shil} earlier pot-hooks apd the bangers, some
traces of which 1 fear may yet be apparent in this manuseript,

VWhen Charles had absorbed such elementary learning
88 was Lo bo acquired under Mr. Bird and his assistants,
his father raght have been much perplexed wheye to find
an education for huis younger son, within his slender
means, and yet satisfying his nataral ambition, had not a
govemor of Christ’s Hospital, of the name of Yeates, pro- .~
bably s friend of Samuel Salt, offered hum a presentation to
{hat admirable chanty. And on the 9th of October, 1782, ”
Charles Tamb, then in his esghth year, entered the Sustitu. -
tion, and remained there for the next seven years.

There is scatcely any portion of his Mfe abont which :
Tamb has not hiuself taken his readers mto his confidence, {
ond in his essay on Weiches aund ofher Night.fears he
has veferred to his own senuitive and superstitious child.
hood, made mare sensitive by the books, meat too strong
for chuldish digestion, to which he hiad free access in his
father's collection. “1 was dreadfully alive to mervous |
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Zterrors. ‘The night-time solitude and the dark were my
“: hell. The sufferings I endured in this nature would
" jugtify the expression. I mever 1aid my head on my
pillow, I suppose, from the fourth to the seventh or eighth
year of my life—so far as memory serves in things so long
. ago—without an assurance, which realized its own pro-
" . phecy, of seeing some frightful spectre.” Tamb was fond ;
" both of exaggeration and of mystification, as we shall see ¢
further on, but this account of his childhood is not incon-
sistent with descriptions of it from other sources. There ;
was a strain of mental excitability in all the family, and
in the case of Charles the nervousness of childhood was |
increased by the impediment in his speech which remained
with him for life, and made so curious a part of bhis unigue
personality, “He was an amiable, gentle boy,” wrote
one who had been at school with him, © very sensible and
keenly observing, indulged by his school-fellows and by
his master on account of his infirmity of speech. I never
heard his name mentioned,” adds this same school-fellow,
Charles Valentine Le Grice, * without the addition of
Charles, although, as there was no other boy of the name
of Tamb, the addition was unnecessary ; but there was an
implied kindness in it, and it was a proof that his gentle
manners excited that kindness.” Let us note here that
this ferm “gentle” (the special epithet of Shakspeare)
scems to have occurred naturally to all Lamb's friends, as .
that which best described him. Coleridge, Wordsworth,
Landor, and Cary, recall no trait more tendesly than this.
And let us note also that the addition of his Christian
name (Lamb loved the use of it: “So Christians,” he
said, * should call one another ") followed him through
lifci and beyond it.  There is perhaps no other English
writer who is so seldom mentioned by his surname alone,
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, Of Lamb’s experience of school-lifs we are fortunate in
having s full description in his essay, entitled Recollections

/ of Chrisl's Hospital, poblished in 1818, and the sequel to

it called Ohrist's Hospital five-and-thirty years ago (one
of the Elic essays), published two years later. But it
requires some familiarity with Lamb's love of masquerading,
already referred to, to disengage fact from fancy, At.\d/
extract what refers to himself only, fn thess two papers. +”
The former ia, what it purports to be, a serious tribute of
praiso 1o the dignified and elevating character of the great
Chiarity by which he had been fostered. 1t speaks chiefly
of the young scholar's pride in the szntiquity of the
fonrdation snd the monastic customs and ritwal which .~
had sarvived into modern times; of the Founder, * that
godly and royal child, King Edwsrd VI, the flower of
the Todor name—ths young fiower that was untimely
cropped, asat began io Sl our land wath ita early odoun—-
the boy-patron of boys—the semous and boly child wha
walked with Cranmer and Ridley,” with many fouching
reminiscences of the happy days spent in country excor-
aions or visits to the sights of Londan.  But in calling op
{hess recollections it seems to have struck Lamb that his
old school, like other 1nstitations, bad move than one side,
and that the gnevances of schoolboys, real and imaginary,
ay well as the humorons mde of some of the regulations
and traditions of the school, might supply material for
another pieture not less interesting.  Accordingly, under
the disguise of the signature Elia, he wrote a second v/
sccount of his school, purporting to be & corrective of the
over-colouring emploged by “Mr Lamb"” in the former
account, The writer affects to bo » second witpess called _
in %o supplement the evidence of the fizst, ¢ T yemember
.. at school,” wntes Lamb, under the signature of Elis.
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rrors.  The night-time solitude and the dark were my
il The sufferings 1 endured in this nature would
stify the expression. I never laid my head on my
illow, T suppose, from the fourth to the saventh or cighth
car of my life—so far as memory sorves in things so long
zo—without an assurance, which realized its own pro
heey, of seeing some frightful spectre.”  Lamb was fonc
oth of exaggeration and of mystification, as wo shall se
arther on, but this account of his childhood is not incon
istent with descriptions of it from other sources. Then
vas a strain of menfal excitability in all the family, anc
n the case of Charles the nervousness of childhood wa
nereased by the impediment in his speech which remaines
vith him for life, and made so curious a part of his unigu
sersonality, “Ho was an amiable, gentle boy,” wrot
sne who had been at school with him, “very sensible an
keenly observing, indulged by his schoolfellows and by
his master on account of his infirmity of speech. I nove
ficard his name mentioned,” adds this same school-fellow
Charles Valentine Le Grice, ¢ without the addition o
Charles, although, as there was ne other boy of the nam
of Lamb, the addition was unnceessary ; but thers was a
implied kindness in it, and it was a proof that his gentl
mauners excited that kindness.” Iot us note here thg
this term “gentle” (the special epithet of Shakspeare
scems to have occurred naturally to all Lamb's friends,
ihat which best deseribed him. Coleridge, Wordswort}
Landor, and Cary, recall no trait more tenderly than thi
And let us note also that the addition of his Christia
name (Lamb loved the use of it: “So Christians,” L
said, “should call one another”) followed him throng
lifa' and beyond it. There is perhaps no other Englis
writer who is so seldom mentioned by his surname alone.



1) THE TEMPLE AND CHRIST'S HOSPITAL. 7

./, Of Lamb's experience of school-lifo wo are fortunate in
iy having 8 full description in his essay, entitled Recollections
 of Christ’s Hospital, published in 1818, and the sequel to
/it, called Qhrist's Hospital fiveand-thirty years ago {ons
of the Elia essays), published two years later, Bat it
requires some familinrity with Lamb's love of masquersding,
already referred to, to disengage fach from fancy, and
extract what refers to himself only, in thess two papers.
The former is, what it purports to be, » serious tribute of
praise to the dignified and elevating character of the groat
Charity by which he had been fostered, It speaks chiefly
of the young scholar's pride in the antiquity of the
fonndation and the momastic customs and ritual which
had survived into modern times; of the Founder, ®that
godly sud yoyal ehild, King Edward VI, the flower of
the Tudoer name—the young flower that wes untimely
cropped, as it began to £l our land with ite early odours—

N

the boy-patron of boys—the senous and holy child who ‘

walked with Cranmer and Ridlsy,” with many touching
resniniscences of the happy days spent in country excur.
mions or visite to the mghts of London. Bat 1n calling up
thesa recollectious it seems to have struck Lamb that his
old achool, like other institutions, had mote than one sido,
and that the grievances of schoalboys, real and imoginary,
a3 well as the humorous side of some of the regulations
snd traditions of the achool, might supply material for
another pictare not less interesting,  Accordingly, under
the disguiss of the signstwee Elia, Lis wrote a second
aceount of his school, purporting to be a corrective of the

over colouring employed by “Mr, Lamb” in the former v

Acconnt, ‘The writer affects to bo a second witness called
in o eupplement the evidence of the first. “T remember
L at school,” writes Lamb, under the signature of Elia.



>

8’ ’ CHARLES LAMB. [emsr.

,* Tt happens very oddly that my own standing ab Christ’s

- was nearly corresponding to his; and with all gratitude

.’ o him for bis enthusiasm for the cloisters, T think he has
contrived to bring together whatever can be said in praise
of them; dropping all the other side of the argument most
ingeniously.” 'This other side Lawb proceeds, with charm-
ing humour, to set forth, and he does so in the character
of one, a ¥ poor friendless boy,” whose parents were far
away at “sweet Calne, in Wiltshire,” after which his heart
was ever yearning.  The friendless boy whose personality

" ig thus assumed, was young Samuel Taylor Coleridge, who
had entered the school the same year as Lamb, though
" three years his senfor.  Coleridge and Lamb were school-
fellows for the whole seven years of the latter’s residence,
and from this early association arose a friendship as
. memorable as any in English Literature. * Sweet Calue, |
in Wiltshire,” was thus one of Lamb's innocent mystifica-
tions. It was to the old home at “ sweet Ottery St. Mary,”
in Devonshire, that young Samuel Taylor's thoughts’
turned, when he took his lonely conntry rambles, or
shivered at the cold windows of the print-shops o while
away a winter’s haliday. .
In the character of Coleridge—though even hero the
- dramatic position is not strictly sustained—Tamb goes on
. to relate, in the third person, many incidents of his own
boyish life, which differcd of necessity from his friend’s.
"’ Charles Lamb was nob troubled how to get through a
winter's day, for he had shelter and friendly faces within
easy reach of the school.  ““He had the privilege of goizig
. to seo them, almost as often as he wished, through some
invidious distinction which was denied to us, The pre-
- sent worthy sub-freasurer to the Inner Temple can ex- .
phin how that happened. e had his tea and hot rolls
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i1 the morning, while we wera battening upon our quatter .
. :; :hpcnny.loff mistened with sttepnated sm\l—kfgx, in
7 woolen piggins, smacking of the pitched Jeathern jack it
was ponred from” And the writer proceeds to draw s
7 charing pieture of some emissaty from Lomb's home,
is “maid or sunt” bringing hom eoms homecooked
. dainty, and sqpatting down ou *some odd stone in a by-
ook of the cloisters,” whils he partock of it. It suggests
~a plessant and happy side to this portion of Charles
Yaml's hfe. Homble 23 his home was, still homs was
near, and not unmndful of him; apd even taking into
,account the sevetities of the discipline and other of the
schootboy’s natural grievances, 1t would seem 23 if Lomb's
schoolpears had a gemal nfleence on his mud and
epirit,

A3 1o the education, in the common acceptation of the
word, which he gained dunng those seven years at Christ’s
Hospital, we may form & very just notion. When he
Teft the school, in his fifteenth year, 1 November, 1789, .~
be wss (according to hus own statement made in more
than ons passage of hus wintings) deputy Grecian, Leigh
R‘fnt, w.ho entered the achoo) two yoars after Lamb
quitted 3t, and kmow him {nfimately in later Life, says
the ssme thug.  Talfourd seems to haye applied 1o the

school aathonties for precise mi ion, and gives

what different aceount. Mo saya that # ig z:ﬁl::’:::
of the school " be was “in Greek form, but not d:pu:
Grecizn” No euch dutinotion is anderstood by« Blwg’
of N Jater date, but it may possibly mean that Lamh was
doing depudy Grecians’ work, though he was 1n some way

:ec;nit;\“y disq,\'lahﬁed Erom taking mnk with them
bl 1l Talfoun goes on o tl] s,  Vingy,

. Ballust, Terence, Lucian and Xenophon, snd had evinced .-
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considerable skill in the niceties of Latin composition.”
Latin, not Greek, was certainly his strong point, and with
Tefence especially he shows a familiar acquaintance. He
wrote colloguial Latin with great readiness, and in turning
nursery thymes into that language, as well as in ome or .
two more Serious attempts, there are proofs of an.ease of
expression very creditable to the scholarship of a boy of
fourteen. And if (as appears certain) Lamb, though not
in the highest form at Christ's Hospital, had the benefit
of the teaching of the head-master, the Rev. James Boyer,
we have good reason for knowing that, pedant and tyrant
though Boyer may have been, he was no bad trajner for
such endowments as Coleridge’s and Lamb’s.

Coleridge, in his Biographia Liferaria, has drawn a
companion picture of the better side of Christ's Hospital
discipline, which may judiciously be compared with'
Lamb’s. “ At school T enjoyed the inestimable advantage
of u very sensible, though at the same time, a very severe
master. He corly moulded my taste to the preference of
Demosthenes to Cicero, of Homer and Theocritus to .
Virgil, and again of Virgil to Ovid. He habituated me -
to compare Lucretius (in such extracts as 1 then read),
Terence, and above all, the chaster poems of Catullus, not
only with the Roman poets of the so-called silver and
brazen ages, but with even those of the Augustan era;
and on grounds of plain sense and universal logic, to see
and assert the superiority of the former, in the truth and
nativeness both of their thoughts and diction. At the
same time that we were studying the Greek tragic poets, -
he made us read Shakespeare and Milton as lessons ; and .
they were the lessons, too, which required most time and
trouble {o bring up, so as to escape his censure, I learnt
from him that poetry, even that of the loftiest, and seem-
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iugly that of the wildest odes, had a logie of its own as
severs as that of science, and more difficult, becanse more
subtle, more complex, and dependent on more and more
fugitive eauses. In the truly great poets, he would say,
there is a resson assignable, not only for every word, bub
for the position of every word 3 and T well remember that,
availiog himself of the synonymes to the Homer of Didy-
mus, he made us sttempt to ghow, with regard to each,
why it would not have answered the same purpose,
and wherein consisted the peculiar fitness of the word in
the onginal text” Such a teacher, according to Coleridge, ,
was the guding spint of Christ’s Hospital; and e\‘en‘{
allowing for Coleridge having m later Dife looked back |
with magnifying eyes upon those eurly lessons, and read
into Doyer's teaching something that belonged rather to
ihe leamner than the feacher, we need not doubt how
greab wers the young student's obligations to his master.
Tamb, who was thres years younger, and never reached
the same position in the school, ray kot have benefited
directly by this method of Boyer's, but he was the
intimate companion of the elder schoolboy, and whatever
Toyer taught we may be sure was handed on in some
form or other to Lamb, tinged though 1t may have been
by the wondrous individuality of his friend.

For the influence of Coleridge over Lamb, during thesa
achacddays and aflerwardy, iz ons of the most important!
elements a biographer of Lamb has to take account of,
The boy, F:amnel Tuylor, had entered the schoo), as we
bave seen, in the eame year. He was 5 lonely, dreamy
1, oot Living wholly apart from the pastimes of his
companions, wandering with them into the country, and
btl'-!mlg.m the New River, on the holidays of summer,
Lut takicg his plessure on the whols sadly, loving abov;.
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all things knowledge, and greedily devouring whatever
of that kind came in his way. Middleton, afterwards
Bishop of Calcutta, at the time a Grecian in the school,
found him one day reading Virgil in his play-hour, fO{‘ his
own amusement, and reported the circumstance to Boyer,
who acted upon it by fostering henceforth in every way
his pupil's talent. A stranger who met the boy one day
in the London strects, lost in some day-dream, and moving -
his arms as one who * spreadeth forth his hands to swim,”
extracted from him the confession that he was only think-
ing of Leander and the Hellespont. The stranger, im-
pressed with the boy's love of books, subscribed for him
to a library in the neighbourhood of the school, and
young Coleridge proceeded, as he has told us, to read
“through the catalogue, folios and all, whether T under-
stood them or did not understand them, running all risks
in skulking out to get the two volumes which I was en-
titled to have daily.” With a full consciousness, as is
apparent, of his power, he seems at this age to have had
no desire for distinetion, but only for enlarged experience.
At one time he wanted to be apprenticed to a shoemaker,
whose wife had shown him some kindness. At a later
time, encouraged by the example of his elder brother who
“had come up to walk the London Hospital, he conceived
a passion for the medical profession and read every book
on doctoring he could lay his bands on. He went
ﬂm‘mgh a phase of atheism—again, probably, out of sheer
curiosity—until he was judiciously (so he said) flogged
out of it by Boyer. And meantime he was reading
metaphysics, and writing verses, in the true spirit of the
future Coloridge. The lines he composed in his sixteenth
year, suggested by his habit of living in the future till
time present and future became in thought inextricably -
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inspired also by the study of the same poet. DBulb Coleridge,
the omnivorous reader, can hardly have been unacquainted
with Gray and Collins, and the writer of such lines as—

On the wide level of o mountain’s head
(L knaw not where, but *twas some fairy place),

could have had little to learn, as to the subtler music of
versification, even from the greatest models. But it is
gignificant that Coleridge couples these sonnets with the
Bible, and he could hardly have done so without meaning
it to be understood that Bowles’ sonnets marked some
change not purely artistic in his mind’s growth. For
the melancholy of Gray +was constitutional, but the
sedness of Bowles had its root in a close habit of in-
trospection, and dwelling upon the moral side of things,
The pensive beauty of such a sonnet as the well-known
one on the Influence of Time on Grief wakes chords that’
are nob often reached by the sentiment of the elder poets.
There can be little doubt that at a critical point of
Coleridge’s life his moral nature was touched in ways for
which he was profoundly grateful by these few poems of
Bowles. He admits the obligation, indeed, in the firsl
version of his sonnet to Bowles, when he confesses that
“thoso soft strains™ waked in him “love and sympathy”
ns well us fancy, and made him henceforth ¢ not callous
to a brother's pains.”  And we are justified in believing
that his young companion, Charles Lamb, +was passing
with him along the same path of deepening thoughtfulness,
He, too, had felt the charm of Bowles' tenderncss. Tn
his earliest letters to Coleridge no other name is men-
tioned oftener and twith more admiration ; and writine
to his friend n few years later, from the “drudgery of th:
desk’s dead wood " at the India House, Lamb complains



1] THE TEMPLE AND CHRIST'S HOSPITAL, 15

sorrowfully, * Not u soul loves Bowles here: scsrce one
has heard of Bamns: few but laogh at me for reading my
Testament.”

1t was in the year 1789, the year of the publication of
Bawles' earliest sonnets, that Charles Lawb was removed !
from Christ’s Hospital, and the companionship of the two ¢
friends was for & while interrupted. Lamb had found }
other congenial associates among the Bluo Coats, and has
embalmed their names in various ways in his essays; the *
two Le Gnees from Cornwall, and James White, whosa
passion was for Shakespears, end who afterwards compiled
a collection of letters, s between Falstaff and his friends,
in which be displayed some fancy, but chiefly o certain
skill in taking to pieces the phraseology of the humorous
characters in the listomcal plays and re-settmg 1t in
divers combinations. It was by these and other like
accidents that the tastes and powers of the young Charles
Lamb wers bemng drawn forth in those seven years of
school-life, The Latin and Greek of the Rev. Matthew
Field, the under grammar-master, even the more advanced
instruction under James Boyer, bad a less important
bearing on the future Elia than the picturesyue aunoundv"'
ings of the Temple, alternating with those of the founda-
tion of Edward VL, and ahove all, the day companion- |
ship of Samuel Taylor Colendge.

Leigh Hust, in s autobiography, has described with
great humour and spirit the Christ’s Hospital of his day,
only two or three years later. Huns left school at the age
of fifteen, when he had attained the eame rank 25 Lamb—
deputy Grecian—and, ss he tells us, for the £xme reasm,
He, to0, had an impediment in his spesch. “T &d not
lhmme.l half 60 badly aa T used, brat it was vederstond that
# Grecian wes bound to deliver » peblic spessh Lefore Le
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left school, and to go into the Church afterwards; and as
. T could do neither of these things, a Grecian I could not
" pe During his seven years in the school, Hunt often

saw Charles Tamb, when he came to visit his old school- .

fellows, and recalled in after.life the “ pensive, brown,

handsome, and kindly face,” and “the gait adyancing with !

a motion from side to side, between involuntary uncon-
sciousness and attempted ease.” He dressed even then,
Leigh Hunt adds, with that * Quaker-like plainness” that
distinguished him 21} through life.

To leave school must have been to Charles Lamb 2

bitter sorrow. His apfitude for the special studies
of the school was undeniable, and to part from Coleridge

must have been a still heavier blow. His biographers -

have followed Leigh Hunt in pointing out that the school

exhibitions to the universities were given on the implied °
condition of the winners of them proceeding to holy orders,
and that in Lamb’s case his infirmity of speech made that .

impossible. But there were probably other reasoms, not
less cogent. It must have been of importhnee to his
family that Charles should, with as little delay as possible,
. begin to earn his bread. There was poverty in his home,
and the prospect of means becoming yet more straitened.
There were decpening anxieties of still graver cast, as we
shall see hereafter. The youngest child of the family
"returned to share this poverty and these anxieties, and to
.learn thus early the meaning of that law of sacrifice to

“which he so cheerfully submitted for the remainder of his
‘life, )
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.mtlxer of mother than of sister. It is clear that these twa
{children from the earliest ago depended much on ono
another for aympathy nnd support. Tho mother never
derstood or app the daughier's worth, and the
father, who seems fo have marmied late in hfe, was
already failing in health and powers when Charles left
;jechool.  The brother and sister were therefore thrown
lupon one another for companionship and intellectual
‘sympathy, when school friendships were for a while sus-
pended. Mery Lamb shared from childhood ber brother’s
i taste for reading. *She was tumbled early, by accident
"or design, into o spacious closet of good old Eaglish
~ reading, without much selection or prohibition, snd
~~browsed at will upon that fair and wholesome pasturage.”
. The spacious closet was, 1t would seem, the Libmary of
. Samuel Salt, to which both she and Chatles early kad
access. It was o bleesed resourco for them in face of
+ the monotony and other discomforts of their home and
ogainst more serious evils  Thero was, as we have seen,
o taint of mania in the famly, mhented from the father’s
side. It appeared in different ehapes in al} three chil-
dren, if we are to trust a casual remark in one of Charles
lettess touching his brothee John. But in Mary Lamb
ithere is reason to suppose that it had been o cause of
'nnxicty to her parents from an early period of Ler Jife, In
iono of his earlicst poems sddressed to Charles Lamb,
Coleridga speaka of him creeping round s  dear-loved
. sister’s bed, with noiscless step,” soothing cach pang with
 fond solicitude,  These claims upon his brotherly watch-
{ fulness fell to the lot of Charles while stilt a boy, and
they were never relaxed during lfe.  There was
pathetic truth in the prediction of Colendge qlich fol
lowod i—
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troubling hinmself too much about his poor relations in the
‘Temple. The geninl selfishness of his character i8
idescribed with curious frankmess by Charles, who yet
seemed to entertain a kind of admiration for the well-
dressed dilettante who cast in this way a kind of reflected
light of respectability upon his humble relatives. He
even addresses a sonnet to his brother, and applauds him
for keeping ‘‘the elder brother up in state.” There isa
touch of sarcasm here, perhaps; and there is a sadder
vein of irony in the description in 3y Relafions :—

1t does me good as I walk towards the street of my daily nvoca-
tion on some fine May morning, to meet him marching in a quite
opposite direction, with s jolly handsome presence, and shining
* sanguine face that indicates some purchase in his eye—a Claude
or o Hobbima~~for much of his enviable leisure is consamed at
Christie’s and Phillips’, or where mnot, to pick up pictures and
such gauds. On these occasions he mostly stoppeth me, to read
a short Jecture on the advantage a person like me possesses
above himself, in having his time occupied with business which
be must do ; assureth me that he often feels it hang heavy on
his hande; wishes he had fewer holidays; and goes off West.
ward Ho! chanting o tune to Pall Mall; perfectly convinced
that he has convinced me, while I proceed in my opposite
direction tuneless.

We feel that this picture needs no additional touches,
“#Marching in a quite opposite direction” was what John
Tamb continued to do, in nll respects, as concerned the
dutiful and home-keeping members of his family, It was
not to him that father and mother, sister or brother, were
‘to look for help in their great need. Wholly different
- was the other elder child, next to him in age, Mary Tamb,
the Bridget Elia of the Essays. Ten years older than
"Chatles, she filled o position to him in thiese boyish days
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“scomer of the felds” as Wordsnorth fermed him, yet .

showed the true poet's appreciation of English rural
. cenery, whenever at least his heart was touched by any
* association of it with human joy or sotrow.

In 1792 Mrs. Field died st a good old age, and lies
buried in tho quiet churchyard of Widford. mb has
preserved her memory in tho tender tribute to her virbues,
The Grandame,which appearedamong his earhiest pubhshed
verses,—

Qo the green hill top
Hard by the houso of prayer,a modeat roof
And not distioguished from 1ts neighbour-barn
Save by a slender tapening length of spive,
Tho Grandame sleepa= A plain stone borely tella
Tho vame and date to tho chanco passenger.

Tiumo and weather have effaced even name aud date, but
the stons is still pointed out 1 Widford churchyard, The
old lady had suffered long from an meurable disease, and
the young Charles IAmb had cleatly found some of hise
earltest religions i deopened by ching her
_courage and resignatton :—

For she bad studied patience in the school
Of Chnust 5 much comfort she had thence derived
And waa g follower of the Nazarene

» With her death the tio with Blakesware was not broken.
The family of the Lambs had plessant relations with other
of the Widford people. Therr constant friend, Mr. Ran.
dal Noreis, the Sub-treasurce of the Inner Temple, had
connexiony with the place, and long after the death of Mrs,
Field wo find Lamb and Ius suster spending occasional
bolidays in the neighbourhood.

At gome date, unfixed, 1n the two years followng his
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removal from Christ's Hospital, Charles obtained 2 post of

. some kind in the South Sea House, where his brother John

held an appointment, No account of this period of his life
remains to us, except such as can be drawn from the

" essay on the South Sea House, written thirty years later in

the London Magazine as the first of the papers signed

. Elia. The essay contains little or nothing about hlmself

and we are ignorant as to the duties and emoluments of
his situation. It was not. long, however, before he got
promotion, in the form of a clerkship in the accountant's
office of the East India Company, obtained for him through
the influence of Samwuel Salt. His salary began at the
rate of 707, o year, rising by gradual steps, and in the service
iof the Kast Indin Company Charles Lamb continued for
{the rest of his w orking life,

Of these first years of official life, from the dato of his
ontry into the office in April, 1792, till the spring of 1796,
there is little to be learned, save from a few scattered
ullusions in the Iefters which from this later date have
heen preserved.  Up to the year 1795 the family of Lamb
continued to live in the Temple, when the increasing
infirmity of John Lamb the elder made him leave the
service of his old employer, and retire on a small pension
to lodgings in Little Queen Street, Holborn, No fragment |
of writing of Charles Lamb of earlier date than 1795 has
been preserved. His work as a junior clerk absorbed the
greater part of his day and of his year, In his first
years of service his annual holiday was a single week, and
this scanty breathing-space he generally spent in his
favourite Hertfordshire. Then there were the oceasional

.visifs to the theatre, and it was the theatre which all
- through life shared with books the keenest love of Lamb
and his sister.  He has left us an account, in the essay,



~EOWE. 3
] TAMILT EIRLGGLES AXD son?.m:-;hk o
N comess of (B
Sy Py, of bs et P08 B el
eganing ¥ih Ay{mrzu,dm[?f;e e by b
e aor 1 S Wy of the World, W Seven peans
.}_mhamwtae:dxndmmyw!: :~m"‘
o rether play {for plargrng Wt ooy
#hipeed betsrs be gaw ¢ : ey o T g
Gt 2 2
when aer fhat interva) be visited e tietin ﬁ’&:,_x
of fts frmer chom bed vzibel Th2 L“.- _‘

o {he o2d mtimantal emmedy sike fild
fmpedy wd (he clbwa bl
ty tatisfy b, asd § s oA ﬂbf:f‘.c'u».
Siddome that the 2ted dnima reresedted 3 powen. “The
{heatrs bosame 1 bom, coze oo e nls o, '“!he not
Slghtfal of reeratinn”  Ope of the excliost of Lu
soanets reoorde the tmpreeriin mads upen bu by this
prat 2cftes Axd 20 531 ax we e admiind through
tis ermerpendenes with Celendze and others to knaw bus
fustes €2 Raleiy, wa €24 bow \xpanact 2 part the dramy

o jadallti amotietoze wers plaving m the direction of hus
_ {gemime,
Nez wan tke phym of hus bome hfe unrelieved by
. oreadeed revewaly of the mellectasl compantonehip he
bad enpoyed st ecbacl. Colendge Bad gone up to Jesus
Colege, Canmbridze, exdy 1 1781, and except danzg the
fix wonths of bis seldeds e in the Light Dragoons,
reained there for the next fouy years, Dureg this e
e vale ocnariora) ity ¢ Loodon, when o was {hy
Jameat pleveats of the two achoo) felloms b ment ot

o g taram
- . . +
T Trpe—" Dterstare ang
hegther t:p*g d\i:r Db, Colendg way DO¥ writing
Pearsy, 2o 3 3 temporay b i
edumry of the Morning T "

] O, oy 1y



24 CHARLES LAMB. [cnAr.

appeated the sonnet on Mrs. Siddons, \\:l)ich was thus

probably Lamb’s first appearance in print. B?th the
young men were clearly dreaming of authorship, and
Lamb’s first avowed appearance as author was in the firsh
volume "of poems by Coleridge, published by Cottle, of
Tristol, in the spring of the year 1796. “The effusions
signed C. L.," says Coleridgo in the preface to this volume,
¢ vere written by Mr. Charles Lamb of the India House.
Independently of the signature, their superior merit would
have sufficiently distinguished them.” The effusions
consisted of four sonnets, the one already noticed on Mrs.
Siddons, one * written at midnight by the sea-side after a
voyage,” and two, in every way fhe most noteworthy,
dealing with the one love-romance of Charles Lamb's life.
The sonnets have no special literary value, but the first of

theso has importance enough in ifs bearing on Lamb’s
character to justify quotation :—

Was it somo sweet device of Faidry

That mocked my steps with mauy a lonely glade,
And fancied wandorings with a fair-haired maid ?

Have theso things been P Or what rare witchery,

Impregning with delights the charmed air,
inlightened up the semblance of a smile

In those fiue eyea ? mothonght they spake the while

Soft soothing things, which might enforce despair

To drop the murdering knife, and let go by

His foul resolve,  And does the lonely glade

Still court the footsteps of the fair-haired maid ?

Still in her locks the gales of summer sigh ?

While 1 forlorn do wander, reckless whare,

And 'mid my wapderings meet no Anna thore.

If the allusionsin this and the following sonnet stood
alone, we might well be asking, as in the case of Shake-

speare’s sonnets, whether the situation was not dramatic
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* mather than snteblograplical; but we have good reseons
for inferring that the Apna, “the fairhaired maid® of
these poems, had a rest existence.  His first Jove is referred §
{0 tonstanily i Iater letters and exeays 23 Alice Womn,
and it is easy to perceive that the Anva of the sopnels
a0d this Alice W——n were the same person. In both
cases the fair harr and the mild, pale blue eyes are the
salient features. But the sonmets that tell of these, tell
2130 of the ** winding wood-walks grecn,” and.

the Iittle cottage which ehs loved,
The cottage which did ance my all contain.

From theee alone we might infer that Lamb had
first met the sabpct of them, not m Yendon, bat
dunng his frequent viss to Blakesware. Lamb him-
Y, often s conomsly out-spoken on the subject
{of his personal Mustory, has nowhere directly told us
Swhere he met his Ahice, but he cannot senously have
meant to keep the secret  In the essay, Blakesmoor in
F{~—hire, he vecalls the pruturegallery with the old
family portruits, snd among them “ that beauty with the
cool, blue, pastoral drapery, and a Jamb, that hang pext
the great bay window, with the boght yelow Heriford-
« “shite hair, e ke my Alice’™ His * fairebaired mand
, ¥wssdexly from Hertfordshire. It wall be seen hereafter
what fight is further thrown on the matter by Lamb -
sell. Al that we know a3 certain, 1 that Tamb, while
L3t 8 boy, foat fs heart, and that whether the conrsa of
\trus fove ran emooth or not, he wilbngly submtted to
l'm'"c the hoped for tie, when a dam npon hus devotion
aprwed in the closer circle of bis home.
Urless, indeed, 2 more personal and even more ternble
oceasion of thus mﬁuh:\d ansen at an earher date, We
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-know, on his own admission, that in the winter of 1795-96, °
.Charles Lamb himself succumbed to the family malady,

.t

“and passed some weeks in confinement, In the earliest

of his letters that has been preserved, belonging to the

early part of 1796, he tells his friend Coleridge the sad
truth - —

My life has been somewhat diversified of late. The six weeks
that finished last year and began this, your very humble servant
spent very agreeably in a madhouse at Hoxton. Iam got some-
what rational now, and don’t bite any one, But mad I was!....
Coleridge, it may convince you of my regard for you when I tell
you my head ran on you in my madness, as much almost as on.
another person, whe I am inclined fo think was the more
immediate cause of my temporary frenzy.

The “other person” can have been no other than the
fair-haired Alice, and if disappointed love was the imme-
diate cavse of his derangement, the discovery in him of
this fendency may have served to break off all relations
between the lovers siill more effectually,. Wonderfully
touching are the lines which, as he tells Coleridge in the
same letter, were written by him in his prison.house in

_one of his lucid intervals :—

To My SisTER.

If from my lips somo angry accents fell,

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

And troubled thoughts, clouding tho purer well,

And wators clear, of Reason : and for me

Let this my verso the poor ntonement bo—

My verse, which thou to praise wert o’er inclined

Too highly, and with o partial oyo to see

No blemish. Thou to mo didst ever ehow

Kindest affection 3 nud would'st oft-times lend
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Az ear 15 the despaineg, love rirk lay,
Werging y soryows with soe, who repsy

Bat ill tke migkey debs cf fave Lowe)

Mary, 1o ther, mry airer sod my friesd. -

The history of many yast weeks of months sems
srritten in these lines; the history of a hopeless attach-
ment, & reason yielding to long distress of wind, and a
sisters love alrealy repaying by antiripation the ¢ mizhty
ekt ” which in after dayx it waa itslf to owe.

This year 1755.96, was indesd a memontls one in the
anpals of the brother and sistar. The fortunes of the
Tacb family were at low ebb. They had removed to
Iadzings is Little Queen Street, the mother a confirmed
invalid, and the father enking gradually into eacond child.
,hood.  Chatles had been trmaporatily undet restraing, and

(‘!uy Lamb, in addition to the merearing labour of minis-
tering to her parents, was warking for their commen
raintnance by taking in needlexork. Tt is not strangs
that wnder this prescure her own reesam, g0 often
ithyeatened, &t last gave way It was ;o Seplember
"of 1706 that the swial calamity of her hife Lefdll A
young apprentice girl, who was st work 2 the eom.
moy sitting-room while dinger wan prepanng, appears to
Yave ezxaited the latent maptz. Msry Lamb seired a
knife from the table, pursusd the gul round the room,
204 fnally stabbed 15 the heart ber mother who bad in-
terferedd in the gul's bekalf, Tt was Charles Lamb him.
w1 who e2ized the anhappy sister, and wrested the knifs
from ber band, but pot befors she hal hotled in her
|rage other knives aboat the room, and wounded, though
"pot {atally, the now almost imbecile father.  T7» Timerof
a few days later relates that an inquest was held .
the following day, and a verdiet of sty reture
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-the case of the unhappy daughter. Lamb’s account of the
{ovent is given in a letter to Coleridge, of Sept. 27th.

My DEAREST I‘mmn,——-Whlte, or some of my friends, or

the public papers by this time may bave informed you of the
" terrible calamities that have fallen on our family. I will only
give you the outlines :—My poor dear, dearest sister, in a fit of
insanity, has been the death of her own mother. Iwasat hand -
only time enough to snatch the knife ont of her grasp. She is
at present ina madhouse, from whence I fear she must be moved
to nn hospital. God has preserved to me my senses—I eat, and
drink, and sleep, and have my judgment, I believe, very sound.
My poor father was slightly wounded, and I am left to take care
of him and my aunt. Mr. Norris, of the Bluecoat School, bas
been very kind to us, and we have no other friend; but, thank
God, I am very calm and composed, and able to do the best
that remains to do. Write as religious a lelter as possible,
but ne mention of what is gone and done with. With me the
“former things are passed away,” and I have something more
to do than to feel.

God Almighty have us well in His keeping,

. C. Laxw.

Mention nothing of poetry. I bave destroyed every vestige
of past vanities of that kind. Do as you please; but if you
publish, publish mine (I give freo leave) without name or initial,
znd never send me a book, I charge you.

A second letter followed in less than a week, in a tone
somewhat less forlomn.

~Your letter was nn inestimable treasure to me. It will be a
comfort to you, I know, to know that our prospects are somewhat
brighter. My poor dear, dearest sister, the unhappy and uncon-
scions instrument of the Almighty’s judgments on our house, is -
restored to her senses; to a dreadful sense and recollection of
what has past, awful to her mind nnd impressive (as it must be
to the'end of Life), but tempered with religious resignation and
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played at eribbage with him (for so short is the old man’s re-
collection that he was playing at cards, as though nothing had
happened, while the coroner’s inquest was sitting over the way).
Samuel wopt tenderly when he went away, for his mother wrote
him o very severe Jotter on his loitering so long in town, and he
was forced to.go. Mr. Norsis, of Christ’s Hospital, has been as
a father to me; Mrs. Norris as a mother, though we had few
cinims on them. A gentleman, brother to my godmother, from
whom we never had right or reason to expect any such assist-
ance, rent my father 201 ; and to crown all these God’s
blessings to our family at such a time, an old lady, a cousin
of my father's and uunt's, & gentlewoman of fortune, is to
take my annt and make her comfortable for the short remain.
der of her days. My aunt is recovered, and as well as ever, and
highly pleased at thoughts of going ; and has generously given
up {he interest of her little money (which was formerly paid my -
father for her bonrd) wholly and solely to my sisters use,
Reckoning this, we have, Daddy and I, for our two selves and
an old maid-servant to look after him when Iam out, which will
~~., . beneceessary, 1701, or 180!, rather, a year, out of which we can
"~ 7 spare 501 or GOZ. at least for Mary while she stays at Islington,
' “where she must nand shall stay during her father’s life, for his
and ber comfort, I know John will make speeches about it,
but she shnll not go into an hospital. The good Indy of the
madhouse, and her danghter—an elegant, sweet-behaved young
lady—love her and ave taken with her amazingly; and I kuow
from her own mouth she loves them, and longs to be with them
as much, Poor thing ! they say she was but the other morning
saying she knew she must go to Bethlehem for life; that one of
her brothers would have it o, but the other would wish it not,
but be obliged to go with the stream ; that she had often ns she
passed Bethlehem thonght it likely, « here it may be my fate fo
end my days,” conscious of n certain fightiness in her poor
head oftentimes, and mindful of more than one severe illness of
that nature before. A legacy of 1001, which my father will
have at Christmas, and this 201, T mentioned before, with what
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is in the honee, will much more than set us clear, If my father,
an old servant-maid, and I, can't live, and live comfortably, on
130L or 1201 a year, we ought to burm by slow fires; and T
almost would, that Mary might not g into an hespital. et
me not leave one unfavourable impression on your mind respect.
ing my brother  Since this has happened he bhas been very
%ind and brotherly, but I fear for bis mind, He has taken his
ease in the world, and ia vot fit humself to struggle with Qiffi.
caltics, nor has much accustomed himeelf to throw himsell into
their way ; and 1 know bus language 11 already, “ Charles, you
most take care of yourself, you must not sbridge yoursell of a
single pleasure you hase been used to,” &e, &c., and in that
styleof talking  But you, 8 necessaniap, can respect a difference
of mind, and love what 13 amiable in a cliaracter not perfect,
o has been very good, but I fear for hia mind, Thank God, 1
an unconnect myself with him, and shall manage sl my father’s
montes infuture myself 11 Itake charge of Daddy, which poor John
fian ot even hinted a wish, at any future time even, to share with
me. The lady at this madhouse aesures e that [ may dismiss
immediately both doctar and apothecary, retaining orcastonally
a composivg draught or so for o while, and there 15 a less
expensive establishment 1n her house, wheve she will not unly
bave o room and nurse to herself for 50/ or guineas & year—~
{be outside would be €0/ —~you know by economy how much
more even I shall be able to spare for her comforts, Shewill, I
faney, if she stays make ome of the famly, rather than of the
pabients; the old and young ladies I like exceedingly, and she
loves dearly ; and they, as the sayng is, take to her extra.
ordinanlly, if it 1s extraordinary that people who see my sister
should fove her.  OF all the people T ever saw 1o the world, my
poor wuter was most and thoroughly devond of the quality of
stlfshners 1 will enlarge upon her qual ties, deareat soml,
in a foture letter for my own comfort, for I nnden!?nd !nr
thoronghly ; and 1f 1 musteke not, in the most trying situstion
that a human being can be found m, she will be found (£ speak
sot with wufiicient bumaihity, 1 fear, but bumaoly sad foolishly
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speaking) she will be found, T trust, uniformly great and amiable.
God keep her in her present mind, to whom be thanks and
praise for all His dispensations to mankind.

It is necessary for the full understanding of what
Charles Lamb was, and of the life that lay before him, that
this deeply interesting account should be given in his own
words. Anything that a biographer might add would only
wealken the picture of courage, dutifulness and affection here
presented. The only fitting sequel to it is the history of
the remaining five-and-thirty years in whick he fulfilled
so nobly and consistently his self-imposed task.

That task was made lighter to him than in the natural
dejection of the first sad moments he could have dared to
_hope. The poor old father survived the mother but a few
mdnths, and passed quietly out of life early in the follow-
ing year. The old aunt, who did not long find & home
with the capricious relative who had undertaken the
charge of her, returned to Charles and his father, only,
however, to survive her brother o few weeks. Charles was
now free to consult his own wishes as to the future care of
his sister.  She was still in the asylum at Hoxton, and it
was his carnest desire that she might return to live with
him. By certain conditions and arrangements between him
and the proper anthorities, her release from confinement was
ultimately brought about, and the brother's guardianship
was accepted as sufficient for the fufure. She returned to
share his solitude for the remninder of his life. The
mania which had once attacked Charles, never in his case
returned.  Either the shock of calamity, or the controlling
power of the vow he had Iaid on himself, overmastered the
inherited tendency. But in the case of Mary Lamb it
returned at frequent intervals through life, never again
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happily with any disastrous result. The attacks seem to
bavo been generally aifended with forewarnings, which
enabled the brother and sister to take the necessary
measres, and & friend of the Lambs has related how on
one otcasion he met the brother and sister, at such a
season, walking hand in hand across the fields to the old
ssylum, both bathed in teara.



CHAPTER TIL

FIRST EXPERIMENTS IN LITERATURE.
(1796—1800.)

Earty in 1797 Charles Lamb and his sister began their
life of  dual loneliness.” But during these first years the
brother's loneliness was often unshared. Much of Mary
Lamb’s life was passed in visits to the asylum, and the
mention of her successive attacks is.of melancholy recur-
rence in Charles’ letters. Happily for the brother's sanity
of mind, he was beginning to find friends and sympathies
in new directions. What books had been to him all his
life, and what education he had been finding in them, is
ovident from his earliest extant letters. His published
- correspondence begins in 1796, with a letter to Coleridge,
then at Bristol, and from this and other letters of the
same year we see the first signs of that variety of literary
taste £0 noteworthy in a young man of twenty-one. The
letters of this year are mainly on critical subjects, He
encloses his own sonnets, and points out the passages in
elder writers, Parnell or Cowley, to which he has been
indebted. Or he acknowledges poems of Coleridge, sent
for his criticism, and proceeds to express his opinion on
them with frankness. He had been introduced to Southey,
by Coleridge, some time in 1795, and he writes to the
Intter, “With Joan of Arc I have been delighted, amazed ;
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[ had not presumed o expect anything of such excellence
from Southey. Wky, the poem is alome sufficient to
redeem the character of the age wo live in from the im-
putation of degencrating in poetry, wero thero no such
beings extant as Burns, Bowles, and Cowper, and —;
£ll up the blank how you please.” It is noticcablo also
how prompt tho young man was to discover tho real
significance of the poctic rovival of thelatter years of the
eighteenth century. Burns ho elsowhero mentions at this
tie to Colendge in stronger terms of enthusiam as having
been the “ God of my idolatry, as Bowles was of yours,”
nor was he less capablo of appreciating the * divino chit-
chat” of Cowper. Tho real greatness of Wordsworth ho
was ona of the carlicst to discovor and to proclaim. And
at the samo timo his imagination was being stirred by
the romantic mpulss that was comug from Germany,
“ Have you read,” ho asks Coleridge, “the ballad ealled
¢ Leonora’in the second number of the Monthly Magazine 7
It you have!!s Thero is another fine song, from the
same suthor (Diirger) in tho thard number, of scarcs in-
ferior merit” But atill more remarkable 1n the intelloc-
tual history of so young o man is the acquaintanco he
shows with the earlier English suthors, at a time when the
fevival of Bhakespearian study was comy y recent,
and when the other Elizabethan dramatists were all but
unknown save to the archaologist. 'We must supposo that
the Iibrary of Samuel Salt was moro than usually rich in
o1 Lolios, for certainly Lamb had not only * browsed’ (to
uso his own expression), but had read and eriticized deeply,
23 well as discurively. 1In o Jetter to Coleridgs of this
same year, 1796, he quotes with enthusiasm the rather
ectificial fines of Massinger in A rery Woman, pomlmg
out the “fine effect of tho doulle endingr.”
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Tong afterwands, in his essay on Books and Reading, he
boasted ihat he conld read anything which he called
a look. “1 have no repugnancea  Shaftesbury is not
too genfeel for me, nor Jonathan Wild too Jow.” DBut
this vemsatility of sympathy, which was at the root of -
20 large & patt of both matter and manner when he at
length discovered where his real strength lay, had the
effect of delaying that discovery for some time, His first
essays in literature were mainly imitative, and though
thers is not one of them that is without his pecaliar charm,
or that o Jover of Charles Lamb wonld willingly Jet die,
they are moroe inferesting from the fact of their author.
ehip, and from the light they throw on the growthof Lamb's
mind, than for their intnnsic value.

Meantime, his Ife 1n the Jonely Queen Street lodging
was cheered by the sequisition of some new friends, chiefly
introduced by Coleridge. He had known Southey since
1795, and some time 1n the following year, or early in
1797, bo had formed a closcr bond of sympathy with
Charles Lloyd, son of a banker of Birmingham, & young
man of poetic faste and melancholy temperament, who had
taken up his abode, for the sake of intellectunl compa-
nionship, with Coleridge at Bristol  One of the first results
of this companionship was n second literary venture in
which the new friend took a ehare. A second edition of
Poemeby 8 T. Coleridar, to which are now added Poems
by Charles Lamh amd Charles Lloyd, appeared at Bristol,
in thoe summer of 1797, published by Coleridge’s devoted
admirer, Josoph Cottle.

“There were inserted 10 my former edition,” write
Coleridgo in the preface, * o few sonnets of my friend an
old echool-fellow, Charles Lamb, He haa now commun
cated {o me  completo collection of all his poems; qu
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Not far from where my father lives, a lady,
A neighbour by, blest with os great o besuty
As nature durst bestow without undoing,
Dwelt, and most happily, as I thought then,
- Aud blest the house n thoneand times she dwelt in.
This beauty, in tho blossom of my youth,
When my first firo know no adulterate incense,
Nor I no way to flattor but my fondness,
In nli the bravery my fricnds could ghow me,
In all the faith my innocence counld give me,
In the bost language my true tonguo conld fell me,
And all the broken sighs my sick heart lend mo,
1 sued and served 3 long did I serve this lady,
Long was my travail, long my trade to win her;
With all tho duty of my soul I served hor.t
Beaumont and Fletcher hie quotes with no less delight,
“in which authors I can't help thinking there is o
grenter richness of poctical fancy than in any one, Shake-
speare excepted.” Again, he asks the same inseparable
. friend, “ Among all your quaint readings did you ever
' ;light upon Wallon'’s Complete Angler? 1 asked you
the question onco before; it breathes the very spirit of
innocenco, purity, and simplicity of heart; there are many
choico old verses interspersed in it : it would sweeten a
man's tomper at any time to read it : it would Christianize
every discordant ongry passion,” And while thus dis-
c‘\\rsi\'o in his older reading, ho wns hardly less so in the
literature of his own century. He had been fascinated by
the Confessions of Rousseav, and was for a timo at least
under the influence of the sentimental school of novelists,
the- followers of Richardson and Sterne in England, So
varied was the field of authors and subjects on which his
stylo was being formed and his fancy nourished.
! Theso lines aro interesting ns baving been chosen by Lamb

for n “motto ™ to his first publighed poems.  As so used, thoy
clearly bare o referencs to his own pntiont wooing at that time.
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Yong afterwards, in his cssay on Books and Reading, he
hoasted that he could rend anything which he called
a book. *T1 bave no repugnances. Shaftesbury is not
00 genteel for me, nor Jonathan Wild teo low.” But
this versatility of sympathy, which was at the root of ~~
€0 large o part of both matter and manner when ho at
length discovered where his real strength lay, had the
effect of delaying that discovery for some time, His first
eszays an literature were mainly imitative, and though
there is not one of them that is without his peculiar charm,
or that » lover of Charles Lamb would willingly let die,
they aro more interesting from the fact of their author-
hip, and from the light they throw on the growthofLamb’s
mind, than for their intrinsic value.

Meantime, his life in the lonely Quecn Street lodging
waa cheered by the acquisition of some new frends, chiefly

. introduced by Coleridge. He had known Sonthey since
1795, and some time in the following year, or carly in
1797, ho had formed a closer bond of sympathy with
Charles Lioyd, eon of a banker of Birmingham, a young
man of poetic taste and melancholy temperament, who had
taken up his abode, for the sake of intellectual compa-
nionship, with Coleridge st Bristol.  Ono of the first results
of this companionship was & sccond literary venture in
which the new friend took a ehare. A second edition of
Poerma by 8. T. Coleridge, to which are now added Poems
by Charles Lamb and Charles Lloyd, appeared at Bnstol,
in the eummer of 1797, published by Colendge's devoted
admirer, Joseph Cottle,

*There were inserted in my former edition,” writes
Coleridge in tho preface, * a few connets of my friend and
old school-fellow, Charles Lamb  He bas now communi.
eated to ma a completo callection of all iy poems, que
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qui non prorsus amet, illum omnes et virtutes et vonores
odere.” The phrase is a trifle grandiloguent to describe
the short list—some fiftcen in all—of sonnets nnd occa-
sional verses here printed. Nor is there anything in
their style to indicate the influence of new models. A
tender grnce of tho type of his old favourite, Bowles,
is still their chief merit, and they are interesting as
showing how deeply the events of the past few years had
stirred the religious side of Charles Lamb's nature. A
roview of the day characterized the mamner of Lomb and
Lloyd as * plaintive,” and the epithet is not ill-chosen.
Lamb was still living chiefly in the past, and the thought
of his sister, and recollection of the pious ¢ Grandame”
in Herifordshire, with kindred memories of his own .
childhood and disappointed affections, make the subject-
matter of almost all the verse, A little allegorical -poem,
with the title of “A Vision of Repentance,” relegated
{o an appendix in this same volume, marks the most
sacred confidenco that Lamb cver gave to the world as to
his meditations on the mystery of evil.

It is unlikely that this little venture brought any
profit to its authors, or that a subsequent volume of blank
verse by Lamb and Lloyd in the following year was more
remunerative. To Lloyd the question was doubtless of
less importance ; but Lamb was anxicus for his sister’s
sake {o ndd to his scanty income, and with this view ho
resolved to make an experiment in prose fietion. In the
year 1798 ho composed his little story, bearing the title,
as originally issued, of A T'ale of Rosamund Gray and Oll
Blind Margaret.

This “ miniature romance,” as Talfourd calls it, is per-
haps better known after the essays of Tlia, than any of
Lamb’s writings, and the sceret of its charm, in the face



m}  FIST EXPERIYESTS IN LITERATURE 3

of fmprobabilities and wnmealities ¢f many kinds, 1s ene ot
the curiosities of litersture.  The glony ateelf is baflt mp
of the most heterogeneous mosterisle.  The idea of the
story, the ruin of & village maiden, Rosazend Gray, by a
melodramatic villiin with the “mnecmmen™ pame of

- Matravis, was suggested to Tamb, as be admils ina Jetter

10 Southey, by & “foolish” (and 1t must be added, 3 very
scurrilous) old ballad about “an old weman cathed In
grey” ‘The name of hus beroine be borrowed from same
verses of his fend Lloyd’s (ot included in thelr jrint
volume), and that of the willun from one of the rufians
employed to murder the king in Matlowe's Edward fhe
Sreond,~that deathscene winch he aflerwards told the
world “ moved pity and terror beyond any sceme ancient
o modern” with which he was avquamted.  The conduct
of the Hittle story bears etrong traces of the 1ofinence of
Richardson and Mackenne, and s rather forced reference
{o1he Ialtey's Julia de Runbagné eeems to show where be
Tad lately been wading. A portion of the namative is
¢condoeted by correspondente between the two well-bred
young Jadies of the stary, and when one of them beginsa
Ietter to ber consin, “ Health, innocence, and beanty shall
be thy bdesmails, my sweet counn,” we ate 2% once
aware in what school of pohite letterwmitsng the author
had studied.  After the bermne, the two principol tha-
Tctare oo o brothes and mter, Slam and Flinor Clane,
the relation between whom (the sister is represented as
juat fen years older than her brotber) is borrowed almost
withont, dixguise from thot of Yawb® and hus suter Mary.
“Thnor Clare was the best good creature, the least selfish
human belng [ ever knew, always ot work for Gther
]\.ucple‘s good, planning other people’s happiness, eon.
tintally forgetfal to consult for ber own persona) gratifica-
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tions, except indirectly in the welfare of another; W}lile
her parents lived, the most attentive of deughters; since
they died, the kindest of sisters. I never kuew bub one
like her.” There is besides a schoolfellow of Allan's, who
precedes him to college, evidently a recollection of the
school-friendship with Coleridge. But still more signifi-
cant as showing the personal element in the little
romance, is tho circumstance that Lamb Iays the scene of
it in that Hertfordshire village of Widford where s0 many
of his own happiest hours had been spent, and that the
heroine, Rosamund Gray, is drawn with those features on
which he was never weary of dwelling in the object of his
own boyish passion. Rosamund, with the pale blue eyes
and the #yellow Hertfordshire hair” is but a fresh copy
of his Anna and his Alice. That Rosamund Gray had
an actual counterpart in real life seems certain, and the
little group of cottages, in one of which she dwelt with
her old grandmother, is still shown in the village of Wid-
ford, about half a mile from the sito of the old mansion of
Blakesware. And it is the tradition of the village, and
believed by those who have the best means of judging,
that “Rosamund Gray” (her real name was equally
remote from this, and from Alice W.——n) was Charles
Lamb's first and only love. Her fair hair and eyes, her
goodness, and (we may assume) her poverty, were drawn
from life. The rest of the story in which she bears a part
is of course pure fiction. The real Anna of the sonnets
made » prosperous marriage, and lived to a good old
nge, :
4s if Lamb were resolved to give his liitle tale ihe
charactor of personal “confessions,” he has contrived to
introduce into it, by quotation or sllusion, all his favourite
writers, from Walton and Wither to Mackonzie and Burns.
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Tt of mors interess {rom this point of view then aay
resombiances of detail, is the shadow, as of recent calamity,
(hat sests wpon the story, and the strain of ‘zehgwua
emotion that pervades 3t It is this that gives t.he
romance, conventional as it 18 for the most part in its
treatment of Iife and manners, 1ts real attractivencss. 1%
is rodolent of Lamb's native sneotness of beart, delioacy
of feshing, and undefinable charm of style. And these
rualities did not altogether fa to attract sitention. The
little venture Was o moderate suceess, and brought its
author some * few gmneas.” One tribute to its ;wents was
poid many years Jater, which, we may hope, did not fail
to reach the author Sheiley, wnting to Legh Hunt
from Leghorn, 1n 1619, and acknowledging the receipt of
a pazcel of baoks, xdds, * With it came, tao, Lumb’s works,
What o lovely thing 18 lns Bosamund Gray ¢ How auch
knowledge of the eweetest and deepest past of our natore
ini}l When I think of such a mind as Lamb's, when X
e how unnotierd remain things of such exqmsite and
complets perfection, whnt should T hope for myeeld, i T
tiad not higher ohjects 1 view than famed”

‘There is scanty material for the biographer of Lamb and
his sister during these first four y ears of sirnggling poverty.
Thie few events that varted their monatonous hfe are to be
gathered from whe letters to Colendge and Southey, written
during this pened. The former was marned, and living ot
Nether Stowey, near Bustal, where Chatles and Mary
Lamb paid him apparently therr first wisit, Quning one of
Chaler’ short hohdays in the pummer of 17907 This
visit was made memorable by o sight acerdent that befeld
Coleridgo on tha day of ther armval, and forced bim to
femain &, homa whals bia visitors exploted the surrbunding
oountry. Tel slons wn hus garden, he composed the
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curiously Wordsworthian lines, bearing for title (he was
perhaps reminded of Ferdinand in the Zbmpest), “ This
lime-trec bower my prison,” in which he apostrophizes
Lamb as the “ gentle-hearted Charles,” and addresses him
as one who had—

Hungered after nature, many a year

In tho great city pent, winning thy way

With sad and patient zeal, through evil and pain
And strange calemity.

Charles did not quite relish the epithet © gentle-hearted,”
and showed that he winced under a title that savoured a
little of pity or condescension. Indeed, it is evident, in
spite of the real affection that Lamb mever ceased to feel
» for Coleridge, that the relations between the friends were
often strained during these earlier days. This year, 1797,
was that of the joint volume, and the mutual eriticism
indulged so freely by both was leaving a little soreness
_ behind.  Then there was the question of precedence

% between Lamb and Lloyd in this same volume; which was
seitled in Lloyd's favour, not without a few pangs, con-
fessed by Lamb himself. And when, in the following
year, Coleridge was on the eve of his visit to Germany
with the Wordsworths, a foolish message of his, * If Lamb
requires any knowledge, Iet him apply to me,” had been
repeated to Lamb by some injudicious friend, and did not
tend to improve matters. Lamb rotaliated by sending
Coleridge a» grimly humorous list of “Theses quwdam
Theologicz,” to be by him “defended or oppugned (or both)
at Leipsic or Gottingen.,” Numbers five and six in this
list may be given as a sample. *Whether the higher
order of Seraphim illuminati ever smeer?” ¢ Whether
pure intelligences can love, or whether they can love any-
thing besides pure intellect?” Tho rest are in the samo
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veia, sod if they Bave any point st all, it must lie in an
ffzion fo cerfain airs of lofty euperiority in w'hmh
Coleridm £ad fndulzed fo the annoyance of his friend.
Thers waz o temporary soreners in the heart of Charles
¢3 jating with his old componion. There had b.een a
risvance of the e kind before. 1t had been bitterly
sepented of, even in 2 food of tears. Tothe beginning of
this year, 1798, Wlong the touching verses composed in
the gume epinit of self.confession that has marked 0 wuch
of s writing up 0 this penod, about the “fold familiar
fwea™ In their earliest shape they are more directly auto-
tiogmiphisal  Lamb afterwards omitted the firet stanza,
2rd e the lines 2 Jess personal character. The precise
ceearion of their Loy written eeems wae Lat the
refirence to the friend whom he had 0 nearly thrown
Wy, in & moment of pigue, 13 unmistakable,

Whers are they puze, the old familiar faces P
1Ead 6 motler, but ste died, and leR me—
Dred precstarely m 3 day of borrors—
Afl, wTare gove, the old familiar faces,

Tlave bad plaprates, Eare bad eompanions
1a ry days of childbood, 1 my. Jorfal sckoo)-days,
47, all are pre, the old famibiar faces,

1 'hve been laaglimg, | bave been carszg,
Driskizg tade, ntting fate, wub Y bosom croniea—
AR, & ary gove, the old familear faces,

1loved 2 bove onee, farest MY women,

Cleard tr ber dorts cn me, T mun poy.
All.tﬂmg'me,\hemhmi\mﬁ;:,“m—

Ihdﬂr'md.lﬁndrrtrzndhammn.
m":“’mlkﬂnylﬁnﬂlbmyﬂy!
Te0 b1 40 mess £ dle o familiar fuca,
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Gliost-like I paced round the haunts of my childhood.
Eortb scomed a desert I was bound to traverse,
Socking to find the old familiar faces.

Friond of my bosom, thou more than a brother;
Why wert not thon born in my father’s dwelling,
So might we talk of the old familiar faces.

For some they have died, and somo they havo lsft me,
And somo are taken from me, all are departed ;
All, all are gone, the old familiar faces,

Tho *friend of my bosom” was the new associate,
Lloyd, who seems for a time at least to have taken Cole-
ridge's place as Lamb’s special confidant. He, too, had
had his grievances against the ¢ greater Ajax,” and the two
humbler combatants, who had “come into battle under his
ghield,” found consolation at this time in one another

“Lloyd was moody and sensitive—cven then a prey to the

melancholy which clung to him through life, and it was
well for Tamb that on Coleridge leaving England he had

. some more genial companionship to take refuge in.

It was three years since he had made the acquaintance of
Southey. In the summer of 1797 he and Lloyd had
passed a fortnight under his roof in Hampshire. And
now that Coleridge was far away, it was Southey who
naturally took his place as literary adviser and confidant,

We gather from Lamb's letters Lo Southey, in 1798-99,
that this change of association for the time was good for
him. Coleridge and Lloyd were of temperaments too
nearly akin to Lamb's to be wholly sorviceable in theso
days, when the ealamities in his family still overshadowed
him. The friendship of Southey, the healthy-natured,
the industrious, and the methodical, was a wholesome
changa of atmosphere.  Southey was now living at West-
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that follows, that Southey should underfake a series of
poems, with the object of awakening sympathy for animals
too generally ill-freated or held in disgust, is most charac-
teristic, both in matter and manner. Indeed it is in these
" earlier letters to Southey, rather than in his poefry or in
Rosamund Gray, that Charles Lamb was feeling the way
to his true place in literature. Already we observe a vein
of reflectiveness and a curious felicity of style which owe
nothing to any predecessor. And if his humour, even in
his lightest moods, has o tinge of sadness, it is not to be
aceounted for only by the suffering he had passed through.
It belonged in fact to the profound humanity of its author,
to the circumstance that with him, as with all true
humorists, humour was but ono side of an acute and
almost painful sympathy.

At the close of the year 1799 Coleridge returned from
Germany, and the intercourse between the two friends was
at onco resumed, never again to be interrapted. Early in
the year following Charles and his sister removed from the
Queen Street lodging, where they had confinued to reside
since his mother’s death, to Chapel Street, Pentonville,
It appears from a letter of Charles to Coleridge, in the
spring of 1800, that there was no alleviation of his burden
of constant anxiety. The faithful old servant of many
years had died, after a few days' illness, and Lamb
writes, “ Mary, in consequence of fatigue and anxiety, is
fallen ill again, and I was obliged to remove her yesterday.
I am left alone in o house with nothing but Hetty's dead
body to keep me company. To-morrow I bury her, and
then I shall be quite alone with nothing but & cat to
remind mo that the house has been full of living beings
like mysolf. My heart is quite sunk, and I don't know
where to look for relief. Mary will get better again, but
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cfan shd baos i the motley Btrzed from falness of joy
worshlife ANl thess emotisn murt e strunze to
3n; » e yomr ranl emotions to e Bat eonlder
whst mzet I Lave boen defzg ol my Efe not & kave
L=t ot partizes of my heert with ooy 1o eoch
ez l”

©%What ot 1 kave been doizy all my lifet”
Tl might well b the laoimaze of tender petrompert
ilrd by some man of sinty. 1t i2 thot of a yousg
3 of Fzesddwenty, It serves to show os how much
of 1% 1ad beeny cowded izt these fow yeure,



CBAPTER 1V,

DRAMATIO AUTIIORSIIIP AND DRAMATIO ORITIOISM,
(1800—1809.)

L.aup was now cstablished in his beloved Temple, For
nearly nine years he and his sister resided in Mitre. Court
Buildings, and for about the same period afterwards within
tho smmne sacred precincts, in Inner Temple Lane. Of
ndventure, domestic or other, his biographer has hence-
forth little to relate. The track is marked on the one
hand by his changes of residemce and occasional brief
oxcursions into the country, on the other by the books ho
wrote and the friendships he formed.

He had writien to his friend Manning, as we have seen,
how his acquaintance had increased of lste. Of such
acquaintances Manning himself is the most interesting to
us, os having drawn from Lamb a series of lotters by far
the most important of those belonging to the period before
us.  Manning was a remarkable person, whose acquain-
tanco Lamb had made on one of his visits to Cambridge
during the residence at that University of his friend Lloyd,
Ho was mathematical tutor at Caius, and, in addition
to his sciontific turn, was possessed by an enthusinsm
which in Iater yoors ho was ablo to turn to very practical
purpose, for exploring the remoter parts of Chins and
'Thibet. Lamb had formed a strong admiration for
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Shakespeare's contemporaries ; but the flgsion i.s saddenly

broken by scraps of dislogus eounding the’ depths of

bathos,—

Servant—Gentlemen, the freworks are ready. .

Firtt Gent —What bo they 2

Lovell.~The work of London artists, which our host bas prowided
fn honour of this day. '

or by such an image as that with which the play con-

chndes, of tho penstent Johm Woodvil, koeeling on the

« hasock ™ in the “ family.pew " of St Mary Ottery, in

the “sweet ghiro of Devon”

Tamb was not deterred by his failuro with tha managers
from peblishing bis drama. Tt appeared in o emall duo-
decimo in 1802 ; and when, stxteen years fater, ho included
it inthe first collected edition of his writings, dedieated to
Coleridge, he was etill able to look with s parent’s ten-
derness upon this child of bis emly fancy. “When T
wrote JoAn Toodri?,” he says, # Beaumont snd Fletcher,
and Massinger, were then a first love, and from what ¥
was 80 freshly conversant in, what wonder if my langnage
imperceptibly took & tinget” This expresses in fact the
rea) significance of the achievement. Though it is impos-
sible serionaly to weigh tho merita of John IVoodeil ss
drama, it is yet of 1nterest as tha result of the studies of a
young man of fine taste and independent judgment in a
Geld of English literature which had lam Jong unexplored.
Within a fow years Charles Lamb was to contribute, by
more effective methods, to the revived study of the Eliza.
bethan drama, but in the meantime he was doing some-

thing, even in Jokn IVoodurl, to overthrow the despotic

2 ities of eighteenthcentury « poetic diction,”
and 1o reacenstom the ear to the very different harmonies
of un older time,
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John Woodvil was noticed in the Edinburgh Revicw for
April, 1803, Lamb might have been ab that early date
too insignificant, personally, to be worth the powder and
shot of Jeffrey and his friends, but he was already known
as the associate of Coleridge and Southey, and it was this
circumstance—as the concluding words of the review
rather unguardedly admit—that marked bis little volume
for the slaughter. He had been already held up to ridi-
cule in the pages of the Anfi-Jacobin, as sharing the
revolutionary sympathies of Coleridge and Southey. It
is certainly curious that Lamb, who never ¢ meddled with
politics,” home or foreign, any more than the Anti-Jacobin’s
knife-grinder himself, should have his name embalmed
in that periodical as a leading champion of French
Socialism :—

Coleridgo and Southey, Lloyd and Lamb and Co.,
Tune all your mystic harps to praise Lepesux.,

There was abundant opportunity in Lamb's play for the
usa of that scourge which the Edinburgh Revicw may be
..said to have first invented as a critical instrument. Plot
‘and characters, and large portions of the dialogue, lent
themselves excellently to the purposes of critical banter,
and it was casy to show that Tamb had few qualifications
for the task he had undertaken. As he himself observed
in his essay on Hogarth : “It is a secret well known to
the professors of the art and mystery of criticism, to insist’
upon what they do not find in a man’s works, and to pass
over in silence what they do.” It was open to the
roviewer to note, as even Laml's friend Southoy noted,
the “ exquisite silliness of the story,” but it did not enter
into his plan ta detect, as Southey had done, the « exqui-
site beauty” of much of the poetry. The reason why
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i is worth while o dwell fr & moment oa this forgatten
review (cot, by the way, by Jefrey, although Tambs
frisnds seem grnerally fo have attrituled it to the editor's
own and) i3 that it shows how wmuch Lamb was in
sdrazce of Lis reviewer in familierity with our older
Ytemtore. The review is a piece of pleasantry, of which
it woull be sbezrd 1o plain, but it is the pl ¥
ef 2 jgrorant ;man. The sriter affects to recurd the
playas s specimen of the pnimevsl drama. #We bave
#till among ua" he sage, “ men of the aze of Thespis”
a2 declares that “the tragedy of Mr Lamb may indeed
b fairly considered a8 eupplying the firet of those lost links
which conpect the 1mprovementa of Eschylus with the
oymmencement of the at.” Talfourd expresses wonder
fhat a young cntic ehould “eeize on a hittle exzhieen.
penny book, simply printed, without any preface make
elaborate mermment of 1ts onthine, and, miving no hint of
its eortaining one profound thought or happy expression,
Teave the reader of the riview at o fues to Fuppest a motive
{or potiting such vapid sbsurdities”  Dat there 1s really
1itls cazee for such wonder  The ope feature of 1mpor-
tanee in the littls drama 13 that it bere and there imitates
with mach ekill the 1magery and the rhythm of 2
family of dramatists whom the wordd had been content
«ntirvly Yo forges for pearly two cemtunes. There 13 no
Teaen to guppose that Lamb'e reviewdr had apy acquain-
tanee with theee dramatists  The interest of the review
eoveists in the endence 1t affurds of 3 general iznoranee,
€ven 3eng edueated men, which lamb was to do more
than any a0 of Ins time to dispel. The passage about
e #perts in the Forest, which set Willam Godwin (who
et with it eomewhere as an extract) searching thmngh
Beaxront and Fletcher to find, protably conveyed no 1dea
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slambered up to the top of Skiddaw, and I have waded
up the bed of Lodore. In fine, X have xmsﬁed‘ mysell
{hat thero is such o (hing o8 that which tourists eall
yorautie, which T very much suspected before.” And
apin, of Skiddaw, * O, its fine black hec}d, and the bleak
air stop of it, with a prospect of mountains ail about and
about, making you giddy ; and then Scotland afar off, and
tho border countries o famous in song and ballad { It
was 8 day that will stand out like o mountewn, I am sure,
in my life
1t is plessant to read of these ntervals of bracing air,
both ta bodyand mind, in the storyof the brother and sister,
for the picture of the home Liz 1 the Temple Jodging ab
this time, drawn by the sume frank hand, 15 anything but
theerful.  ‘This very letter to Mannivg (who was appe-
rently spending his holiday in Switzetland) goes on to hiny
of grave anxieties and responsibilities belonging to thelife
in London. *My habita are changmg, I think, i e, from
drunk to eober. Whether I sball bo bappier or not
remaina to be proved. 1shall certainly be more bappy
ina moming ; but whether I shall not sacnfice the fat,
and the marrow, and the kidneys—i. e, the mght, glorious
care-drowning night, that heals all our wrongs, pours wine
into our mortifications, changes the scene from 1ndufferent
and fat to bright und brilliant1 O ‘Monzing, 11 1 shomid
have formed a disbolieal resolution by the time you cowme
to England, of pot admitting any spintuons liquors into
my bouse, will you be my guest on such shameworthy
terst Is life, with suck lunitations, worth trying?}
The trath s that my Viguors bring a nest at friendly
barpies about my house, who consume me, This s pitifnl
talo to o read st Bt, Gothard, but 1t is yust now nearest
oy heart™



alo18 q sad ond d wo have yeason t0
oso it Jes e than P i There 1 ceatment
e PIY mb f, or \is sisters hose WhO
yw I t, Jntimateiys of th fact th¥ an early
3 Charles fouy ne, of s equivd ents, timius

y, yeliev cd him uh er prcs:um Tiyness: nxietys

3 low spirs and the {he habit yemaine with #ll
he CO Jis life t is mob a1 with this
cgrailty (o ot alfourd’s sxpression Lamb,
without falling 00 an :\\»ologet\c ¢, Sug tive of the
souch-abt ed oy 1 connecting xcuse W th qccusation:
JITURURS the Vogt apher s task accow {heso thing®
if not fo uause them, and ab this pert© 1) is Mo
wanting ¢ jdence of hard rials attending fo of the
Lrother A jster which may well pro®? catmont
{ the aubjecty e yoverse © harsh yere a corre-

Lhirows much ad light on the history of the jo'mt home
Juring thest yoars. The pressure of poverty was being
keenly g 1 hopts when 1 wnte next,” che sayS carly
in 1s0%, ¢ 1 Jhall be able o tell you Charles has pegun
gomethiny which will produee @ Jittle money : for it 18 not
well o be i prots which we certainly 87¢ at this present
writing.” (hatles cngagcme“t as contributor of squibs
and occ:\s'\mm\ \\:\w'r:\y\\s Lo the Mort ] Post 1ad come to
an end, just Tefore tng tetter of Mary s but povcrty was
not the worst of the homt troubles. 1t is too clear the
hoth prother and miatet suifered from constant and hores
sing dcpress'mn, and that their Lieroic dc&cmxim.ﬁon 10
live entirely for cach othet, only made matters wors

« Tt has been gad and heavy mes with 8 lately,” Mar

srites in the yeor following (1809)- «wWhen lam pro!
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well, kis low epirits throw mo back agin ; and when ho
begins to get o little cheerful, then T do the rams kind
offies for bim 3 and again, ¥ Da nob say anything when
you wtite, of our low spirits—it will vex Clatles, You
would laugh, or you weuld ery, perhaps both, to sce us
#it togriher, looking nt each othor with long and’ raeful
fices, ond saying ¢ How do you dot’ and ‘Ifow do you
&0y ond then wo ©all o erying, and say wo will bo better
on the mortow,  He says we are like toothache and his
friend gura-boil, which though n kind of ease, is but an
uneasy kind of ease, a comfort of rather on uncomfortablo
sort”  In the following year wo gather that Charles, still
Vool on suceess in tho drama a3 the most Likely menns of
adding to his 1ncome, had begun to write a farce, and
finding the gloom hero described mtolerable, 1 such an
amociation, had taken a cheap lodgng hard by to which
ho might retire, and pursue lus work without distraction.
Bat the more utter solituds proved as intolerable as the
depressing influences of home ¢ The lodging,” writes
Mary Lamb, “is given up, and here ke i3 again~—Charles,
1 Jed snd 88 und d as even
When ho went to the poor lodging, after the holidays T
told you ho had taken, ho could not endure the solitari-
ness of them, and 1 had no rest for the sole of my foot
401 1 promised to believe his rolemn protestations that ha
could and would wnite as well at home as there

There i3 a remark in ths same letter, hardly more
louehing than it 1s indieative of the clear-sighted wisdom
of this trushearted woman.  * Our love for eack other,”
¢he writee, *has been the torment of our Lives Tatherto
T wx most scriously intending to bend the whols force of
wy wind to counteract ths, and I think I eeo eome
prompect of muceess” It doubtless was this strong
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affection, ~working by ill-considered means, that mr
much of the unhappiness of Charles Lamb's life. I
sense of what he owed to his sister, who had bzen mot’
and sister in one, his admiration for her character, and -
profound pity for her afflicion, made him resolve that
other tie, no other faste or pleasure, shonld interfere v
the prime duty of cleaving to her as long as life she
last. Pat this exclusive devotion was not a good tl. .
for either. They wanted some strong human infer
from ontside to assist them to bear those of home. T
were both fond of society. In their later more prospe:
days they saw much society of a brilliant arnd not
sort, but already Charles had made the discovery
i open house” involved temptation of a kind he had -
learnt to resist. The little suppers, at home and -
friends elsewhere, meant too much punch and toon -
tobacco, and the inevitable sequel of depression -
moroseness on the morrow.  He came home very &'
and drinky last night,” is the frequent burden of .
Lamb’s letters. And so it came to pass that his &
life was spent too much between these fwo exir
~—the companionship of that one sister, anxiety for wi
health was always pressing, and whose inherited insti
were too like his own, and the convivialities wl
banished melancholy for a while and set his fancy and -
speech at Iiberty, but too often did not bear i1
reflection. He needed at this time fewer cor
more friends.  Coleridge, Southey, Wordswo
were all out of London, and only in his s
or on occasion of their rare visits to tos
counsel with them.

One pleasant gleam of sunshir
clouds of those years of anxiety .
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on Hester Bavary. During the fow months thet Lamd
and his sister Jodged at Pentonville in 1800, he had
fallen in love (for the second and last time) with o young
Quakeress, In sending the verses to Manning (in Parm)
in 1803, Lamb recalis the old attachment as one his
friend would remember having heard him mention
However ardent it may have been, it was presumably with.
out bope of requital, for Lamb sdmits that be had never
tpoken o the ladyin his life, e may have met her
daily in bis walks 1o and from the office, ¢r have watched
her week by week on hier way to that Quaker's meeting
Tie hias 20 lovingly desenbed elsewhere,  And now, oanly
a month before, ehe had died, and Lamb's true vein,
unspoiled by squibs and parsgraphs written to onder for
party journals, flows once mors in its native purity and
sweetness s

‘When maidens such as Hester dis
Their place yo may ot well supply,
Though yo among w thousand try
With vain endeavour
A tmonth or mots hath abe been desd,
Yet cnnot 1 by furve be led
7Ta thiuk apen the worny bed
And ber sogetkes,

A apringy motson 1 ber gut,
A nnog step, did indicats
Of pide and o7 no common rate
That flusbed Ler epant.
1 know not by what pame bewide
T aball it eall - if "twas not prde,
It vens & Joy to that allisd
She dud fnbent.

Her purents held the Qasker rulo
Which doth the buman apint ooals
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But sho was trained in Nature’s school,
Natore had blest her,

A waking oye, o prying mind,

A heart that stirs, is hard to bind:

A hawk’s keen sight yo cannot blind, —
Yo could not Hester,

My sprightly neighbour, gano bofore
To that unknown and silent shore,
Shall we not meet, as herotofore,
Some swmmer morning—
When from thy cheerful oyes o ray
Hath strnek n bliss wpon the day,
A bliss that would not go nway,
A sweet foro.warning ?
These charming verses ara thomselves o “ sweot fore-
warning” of happier times to como, New friends were at
_hand, and new interests in literature were soon to bring a
little chicerful relief to the monotony of the Temple lodging.
Wao have already heard something of & play in proparation,
The first intimation of Lamb's resolve to tempt dramatie for-
tune once again is in a letter to Wordsworth, in September,
1805. “I have done nothing,” he writes, ¢ since the begin-
ning of last year, when Tlost my newspaper job, and having
had a Jong idleness, I must do something, or wo shall get
very poor.  Sometimes I think of a farce, but hitherto all
schomes have gone off ; an idle brag or two of an ovening,
vapouring out of a pipe, and going off in the morning;
but now I have bid farewell to my ¢sweet enemy’
tobaceo, as you will see in the next page, I shall perhaps
set nobly to work., Hung work!” To did set to work,
in good heart, during the six months that followed.
Mary Lamb's letters contain frequent references to the
farce in progress, and beforo Midsummer, 1806, it as
completed, and accepted by the proprictors of Drury Lane.
Tho farce was the celebrated Afr. T
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t;dmitted that Afr. H. is not much hetter in reading than
it was found in the acting. Its bumour, consisting
largely of puns and other verbal pleasantries, exhibits little
or nothing of Lamb’s native vein, and the dialogue is too
often laboriously imitated from the conventional comedy-
dialogue then in vogue. But even had this been different,
the lack of constructive abilify already shown in Jokn
Woodvil must have made success as o writer for the stage
quite beyond his reach.

Ho was on safer ground, though not perhaps working so
thoroughly con amore, in another literary enterprise of
this time. In 1805, he had made the acqueintance of
Williom Hazlitt, and Hezitt had introduced him to
Willinm Godwin, Godwin~had started, as his latest
venture, a series of books for children, to which he himself
contributed under the name of Edward Baldwin. Lamb,
writing to his friend Manning, in May, 1806, thus
deseribes a joint task in which he and his sister were
engaged in connexion with this scheme: * She is doing
for Godwin's bookseller twenty of Shakespeare’s plays, to
be made into children’s tales. Six ate already done by
her, to wit, The Tempest, Winter's Tale, Midsummer
Night, Much Ado, Two Gentlemen of Verona, and Cym-
Leline; and the Merchant of Venice is in forwardness. T
have done Othello and MMacbeth, and mean to do all the
tragedies. I think it will be popular among the little
people, besides money.  It's to bring in sixty puineas.
Mary has done them capitally, I think you'd think.” Mary
herself supplements this account in a way that makes
curiously vivid to us the homely realities of their joint
life. She writes about the same time: “Charles has
written 3lacbeth, Othello, King Lear, and has begun
ITamlet. You would like to see us, as we often sit writing
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result of this success was 5 commission from Godwin to
make another version of a great classic for the benefit of
children, the story of the Odyssey. Lamb was no Greek
scholar, but he had been, like Keats, stirred by the rough
vigour of Chapman’s translation, ¢ Chapman is divine,”
he said afterwards to Bernard Barton, “and my abridg-
ment has not quite emptied him of his divinity.” And
the few words of preface with which he modestly intro-
dueed his little book as a supplement to that well-known
school classic the ddvenfures of Telemachus, shows that the
moral value of thisrecord of human vieissitude had moved
him not less than the variety of the adventure. ¢ The
picture which he exhibits,” he writes, *is that of a brave
man struggling with adversity ; by a wise use of events,
and with an inimitable presence of mind under difficulties,
forcing out & way for himself through the severest trials to
which human life can be exposed ; with enemies natural
and supernatural surrounding him on all sides, The

. agents in this tale, besides men and women, are giants,

enchanters, sirens; things which denote external force or
internal temptations, the two-fold danger which a wise
fortitude must expect to encounter in its course through
this world.” We cannot be wrong in judging that Charles
Lamb had seen in this “wisdom of the ancients” an
image of sirens and enchanters, of trials and disciplines, that
beset the lonely dweller at home not less surely than the
wanderer from eity to city, and had found therein some-
thing of a cordial and a tonic for himself. No one felt
more repugnance than did Lamb to the appsnding of a
formal moral to a work of art, to use his own comparison,
like the # God send the good ship safe into harbour ” at
the end of o bill of lading: But it was to be his special
note as a critic that he could not keep his human com-
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passion from blending with his judgment of every work of
human imagination. If his strepgth as a exitic was—and
remaing for us—ay the “etrength of ten,” it was becsuso
his heatt was pure,

To what masterly purpose he had been long training
this faculty of criticism he was now about to show,
The letter to Manning, which tells of hm Adrentures of
Ulyssee, & more import
apparently o commission from the firm of I/onr'm:m—-
Specimens of English Dramatic Pocts conlemporary
m!k Shakespeare * Spectmens,” he writes, * are becoming

ionable, We have Y of Ancient Lngl]eh
Pocts, Specimens of Modern English Poels, Speci-
mens of Ancient English Prow VWnfers, without end,
They used to be called ¢ Beauties.” ¥on haveseen Beantics
of Shakespeare? so have many people that nevers2w any
beauties fn Shakespeare” But Lamb’s method was to
have little in common with that of the wnfortunate Dr.
Dodd. “Tt1sto bave notes,” 15 the brief mention of that
featuro of the collection which was st once to place their
athor in the first rank of entics. The commentary, often ex-
tending fo 1o more than a dozen or twenty lines appended
{0 each scene, ar cach author chosen for illustration, was
of & kind new to s generation accustomed to the Variorum
achool of annofator, It contains no philolegy, no anti-
quatianism, no diseussion of difficult or corrupt passages,
It takes its character from the principle set forth in the
Preface on which the selection of scenes 1¢ made —

The kind of extracts which I have sought aRer have been,
not #0 much passages of wit and bumour-~thongh the old plays
are rich 10 such—as scenes of pass'm:, sometimes of the deepest
q\mhty, fereating sitnations, serions descr that w s
s mre pearly allied to portry than to wit, and to !ngn-" el
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than comic pootry. The plays which I have made choiceof havo
been with few excoptions those which treat of human lifo and
manners, rather than masques and Arcadian Pastorals, with
their train of abstractions, unimpassioned deities, passionate
mortals, Claius, and Medorus, and Amintas, and Amaryllis. My
leading design has been to illustrate what may be called the
mornl sense of our ancestors. To show in what manner they
folt when they placed thomselves by the. power of imngination
in {rying situations, in the conflicts of duty nnd passion, or the
sirifo of contending dutics; what sort of loves and enmities
theirs were; how their griefs were tempered, and their full-
swoln joys abated ; how mueh of Shakespeare shines in the great
men his contemporaries, and how far in his divine mind and
manners he surpassed them and all mankind,

Tho very idea of the collection was a bold one. When
wao cast our cye over the list of now familinr names, Mar-
lowe and Peelo, Marston, Chapman, Ford, and Webster,
from whom Lamb chose his scones, we must not forget
that he waos pleading their merits before a public whick

. knew them only as names, if it knew them at all.  With
+the ono oxcoption of Shakespeare, the dramatists of the
period, between  the middle of Elizabeth’s reign and the
cloze of the reign of Charles I.,” were unknown to the
general reader of the year 1808. Shakespeare, indeed,
had & permancnt stage-oxistence—that best of commen-
taries which fine acting supplies, to which Lamb himself
had been from childhood so largely indebled. But for
those who studied him in the closet therc was no aid to
his interpretalion save such as was supplied by the very
unilluminating notes of Johnson or Malone. And this
circumstanco must bo taken into account if we would
rightly estimate the genius of Tamb. As a eritic he had
no master—it might almost be said, no predecessor. He
was the inventor of his own art, As the friend of Cole-
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ridge, he might have heard something of that school of

™ dramatie eriticism of which Lessing was the founder, but
thers is little trace of any such influence in Lamb's own
critical method. And though, three years later, Coleridge
was to make another contribution of value to the same
cause, in the Lectures on Shakespeare delivered at the
London Philosophical Society, it 18 hkely that his obliga-
tions wers at least as great to Lamb, as those of Lamb had
over been, in the same field, to Coleridge.

The suggestion in the preface, already cited, of Shake.
speare as the representative dramatist, the standard by
which his contemporaries must be content to Le judged,
is amply followed up in the notes, and gives a unity of 1ts
own to a collection g0 miscellaneous. I may refer, as
examples, to the masterly distinction drawn hetween the
use made of the supernatural by Middleton in the Witch,
and by Shakespeare 1n Aacbeth, and agam to the contrast
indicated between the Dirge in Webster's White Devt! and
the “Ditty which reminds Ferdinand of his drowned father
in the Tempest "~—*as that 1s of the water, watery, sois
this of the earth, earthy, Both have that intenseness of
feeling which seems to resolve 1tself into the elements
which it contemplates,”—a critreism which could only have
been concerved by one who was himself a poet How
admirably again does he draw attention (in a note on the
Aerry Devil of Edmonton) to that feature of Shakespeare's
genius which perhaps more than any other 1s forced upon
the reader’s mind as he turns from passage to passage in
this collection —*This scene kas much of Shakespeare's
manner in the sweetness and good naturedness of it It
seems wnitten to make the reader happy  Few of our
dramatists or novelsts have attended enough to ths
They torture and wound us abundantly. They arv
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cconomists only in delight” Nothing, sgain, can be
more profound than his remark on .the eclaborate and
ostentatious saintliness.of Ordella (in Fletcher's Thicrry
and Theodoret). ¢ Shakespeare had nothing of this con-
tortion in his mind, none of that craving after romantic
incidents, and flights of strained and improbable virtue,
which I think alwaysbetray an imperfect moral sensibility.”
And yet though Lamb’s fine judgment approved the
fidelity to nature, and the artistic self-control, which he
here emphasises in his great model, it is clear that the .
audacious conceptions, both of character and situation, in
which writers such as Ford and Tourneur indulged, had
no small fascination for him, As he recalled the dreary
types of virtue, the “insipid levelling morality to which
the modern stage is tied down,” he turned with joy—as
from & heated saloon into the fresh air—to the * vigorous
pessions ™ the “virtues clad in flesh and blood,” with
which the old dramatists presented him, And this joy in
the presentment of the naked human soul is felt through-

. out all his criticisms on the more terrible scenes of Shake-

speare’s successors.  His “ ears tingle,” or his eyes fill, or
his heart leaps within him, as Calantha dies of her Broken
Heart, or Webster's Duchess yields slowly to the torture.
Hence it is that Lamb’s criticism as often takes the form
of a study of human life, as of the dramatist’s art, ,And
hence also the effect he often leaves of having indulged in
praise too great for the occasion. There is, moreover,
another reason for this last-named result, which seas in-
separable from Lamb’s method. No two dramatists can be
measured by comparing passage with passage, scene with
scene.  Shakespeare and Marlowe cannot be compared or
contrasted by setting the death of Edward 1T, side by side
with that of Richard T Drama must be put side by side
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with drama.  Lamb does pot indeed sxgpest, br anything
that be gays, that the paok of a dezmaticd ean be deciled
by passages or exiracte. : exter into his
scheme to dwell Tpon 1kt ey
and that highest gift of char
needed to make the perfect dramatist.  In “profoandress
of single thoughts,” in “rithress of imagery,” in “abun.
dance of illustration,” ke cozld produce - passage after
passage from Shakespeare’s contemporaries that evinced
. genius nearly allied to Shakespeare’s; bat of that * funda-
mental llence ” which *distinguishes the artist from
the mere amaterr, that power of execution which creates,
forms, and constitutes,” 1t was not possible for him to sapply
example. And this reservation the student must be
prepared o make, whe would approach the study of
the Flizabethan Drama by the aid of Chatles Lamb's
gpecimens.

Bat, whatever qualification must be interposed, it is
certain that the publication of these extracts, and the
accompanying corsmentary, hasa welldefined place in the
poetical repascence that marked the early years of this
century, The revived study of the old Epglish drama-
tists—other than Shakespeare—dates from this publica-
tion, Coleridge had not yet begun to lecturs, nor Hazhitt
to write, and it was not till some twenty years later that
Mr. Dyce began his dufferent, but not less important,
labours in the same field. To Lamb must be allowed the
credit of having first recalled sttention to a rangs of
poetical excellence, in forgetfulness of whih Engluh
poetry had foo long pined ond starved It was to thew
mountain-heights of 1nspiration—not to the cultyresers
lowlands of the eighteenth century—that portry wae o
turn her eyes for help




CHAPTER V.

INNER TEMPLE LANE—TERSONAL CHARACTERISTICS.
(1809—1817.)

)

Taurourp made the rcquaintance of Charles Lamb carly
in the year 1815, and has recorded the impression left
by his appearance and manner at that time in words
which at this stage of our memoir it may be con-
venient to quote. Lamb has been fortunate in his
verbal describers, if not in the attempts of the painter's
art to convey o true idea of his outward man. XLeigh
Hunt has declared that ¢ there nover was & true portrait
of Lamb "—and those who take the trouble lo examine in
succession the half-dozon portraits that are in existence
aro obliged to admif that it is difficult to derive from them
any consistent idea of his features and expression. Butit
o happens that we have full length portraits of him drawn
" by other hands, which more than compensate for this
want. Poets, critics, and humourists, of kindred genius,
have left on record how Charles Lamb appeared to them ;
and though the various accounts bear, as might be ex-
pected, the strong impress of their writers’ individuality,
and though each naturally gives most prominence to
the traits that struck lim most, the final impression
left is one of agreement, in remarkablo degree.  'Wo have
descriptions of Lamb, all possessing points of great
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interest by Talfourd, Procter, Hood, Patzere, 221 cihers,
and from these it is possitle 0 leam how thelr £db-
jeot Jooked 2nd epoke and bore hirmself, with 2 precitizn
and vividress that we 2ve seldom in wuch eoses 2llowad &
enjoy. I have the advemtaze of befng 2tlz to e
firry their acconnts by the testizeny of a living withess.
Mr, James Crossley, of Menchester, has related to ma kis
recollections of more than eze irterries whish Ee kad
with Lamb, nearly tixty years 220, 20d haskizdly 2llowed
me to make use of them,

Talfourd’s reminiscence, eommitied to writingy shorily
after Tam¥'s death, if Sightly identized by bis own pretis
temperament, is not for that reason a lesy ealisfuctory
Baxis on which to form a conteptizn of Cherles Lawl's
appearance. “Methinks I xee hizs before me zow, aske
appeared then, and 23 he eortinved with sezreely omy
perceptible alteration to me, during the twenty yezss of
intimacy which followed, 20d were clmed by Lis death,
A light frame, o fragile that it seemed 25 if 2 breath woedd
overthrow it, clad in clerk-like blazk, was rurmonried by
ahead of form 2nd expression the most noble and eweet,
His black hair earled erieply about an espended fore
head ; his eyes, oftly brown, twinkled with varying
expression, though the prevalent ferlicy was 22 ; acd the
nose dlightly carved, and delicately corved at the poxtil,
with the lower outline of the fac2 rezalarly oval, vizpleted
& head which was finely planed o the rhoulders, and gave
importance and even dignity to 2 diminntive 2nd shalowy
stem. Who shall deseribe Lis comnterance, cateh ats
nuivering sweetness, and fix it for ever in words! There
are nove, alaz, to answer the vamn demre of frendship
Deep thought, striving with kusrer ; the Lines of suffer
ing wreathed into cordial mirth; 2nd 2 emile of pamful
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sweetness, present an image to the mind it can as little
describe as lose. His personal appearance and mannfar
are not unfitly characterized by what he himself tays in
one of his letters to Manning, of Braham, ‘a compound
of the Jew, the gontleman, and the angel.” ” ]
From this tender and charming sketch it is insbructive
to turn to the rude etching on copper made by Mr. Brook
Pulham from life, in the year 1825, which in the opiuio_n
of Lamb’s biographers (and Mr. Crossley confirms their
judgment) gives a better idea than all other existing por-
{raits, of Charles Lamb's oubward man. The small stature
—he was very noticeably below the middle height—the
head apparently out of proporfion to the slender frame,
the Jewish cast of nose, the long black hair, the figure
dwindling away down to “almost immaterial legs,”-the
tight-fitting clerk-like suit of black, terminating in gaiters -
and straps, all these appear in Mr. Pulham’s etching in
such bold rtealism that the portrait might easily pass for
a caricature, were it not confirmed in all its defails
by other authorities, Mr. Crossley recalls with perfect
distinetness the aspect of Lamb as he sat ab his desk in
his room at the India House, looking the more diminutive
for being perched upon a very high stool. His hair and
complexion were so dark, that when looked at in combina-
tion with the complete suit of solemn black, they suggested -
old Fuller's description of the negro, of which Lamb
was 50 fond—an image “ cut in ebony.” He might have
passed, Hood tells us, for a “Quaker in black.” *He
had o long melancholy face,” says Mr. Procter, * with .
keen penetrating eyes.” *There was altogether,” Mr.
Patmore says, “a Rabbinical look about Laml's head
which was at onco striking and impressive,” Bui the
feature of his expression that all his friends dwell on
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with most Joving empbasis is ¥ the bland sweet amile,
with the touch of sadoess in it;” and Mr. Patmoro’s
description of the peneral impression produced by
this countenance well sums up and confirms the testi-
mony of all other frionds: “In point of intellectusl
character and expression, a finer face was never secem, nor
one more fully, howevey vaguoly corresponding with the
mind whose features it interprated. Thero was the gravity
usnally engendered by o hfe passed in book lesrning,
swithout the elightest tinge of that assumption and affec-
tation which almost always attend the gravity so engen.
dered ; the ntensity and elevation of general expression
that mark high genous, without eny of its pretension and
ita oddity ; the sadness wniting on fruitless thoughts and
baffled aspirations, but no evidencs of that epirit of scorn-
ing and contempt which these aro apt to engender.  Above
all there was o pervading sweetness and gentleness which
went straight to the heart of every one who looked on it:
and not the less so, perhaps, that 1t bore about 1f anair, a
fomething, seoming to tell that 1t was—not put on—for
nothing wanld be more unjust than to tax Tamb with
assuming apything, even a virtue, which ho did not possess
~~but preserved and persevered in, spite of opposing and
contradictory feclings within that etruggled in vain for
mastery. It was a thing o remind you of that pamful
smile which bodily disease and agony will sometimes put
on, to conceal their sufferings from the ohservation of those
they love”

We know Charles Lamb's history, and have not o ask
for any explanation of the app thus descrrbed, He
had always (it must not be forgotten).to contend againat
sad memories, and anticipations of further sorrow. He was.
by nature® terribly shy,” snd his ditheulties of speech, and <

Vi
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5 3 appear-
ibly a consciousness of ofldity of manner and app
?OSSl

o v ible ! to him
avated this diffidence. Tt was ¢ terrible
nee, ager

e confessed to Mr. Procter one morning when they
—ns8

W g with Roger u 0

‘were goin: together to hreakfast ith Rogerg—to nderg
o

thescrutiny of servants.

Hence only at times, and in cc}'tﬁm
i i his ense; and it is evident
companies, was he entirely at his ease T it i
that when in the society of those in smpat ¥ esion
and his tastes, he conveyed an entirely dxi:i‘erex'lt mp mecs.
of himself from that left under the opp-ome circums o
Before strongers, or uncongenial acquaintance, ho'w(;\slned
comfortable, and if not actuslly silent, generfﬂly indulg
in some line of conversation or vein of sentiment forexgz
to his own real nature. Tike most men, Charles Lam p
hod various oddnesses, contradictions, perversenesses O
{emper, and unless he was in company of those who
. loved bim (and who he Znew loved him), ond undes-
stood him, he was very prone, in a spirit of what
children call ¢ contrariness,” to sebt to work to alienste
them still more from any possibility of sympathy with
., him. Something of this must of course he laid to
", the nccount of the extr, glass of wine or spirits that so
often determined his mood for the evening, only that when
Procter, or Talfourd, or Coleridge, or Hazlitt wers round
bis hospitable table, this stimulus served but to set {ree

the richer and more generous springs of thought and fancy
within him. T bave the authorit

¥ of Mr. Crossley for
saying that on one evening when in manner, speech, and
walk, Lamb was obviously under the influence of whathe
had drunk, he discoursed ot length wpon Milton, with a
fulness of knowledge, an cloquence, and a profundity
of critical power, which left an impression upon Mr.
Crossley, never to bo effaced.  But we know that the
wine was not in this case the good, any

more than on
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other otcasions it was the evil, influence. “It created
nothing,” says Mr. Patmore, “but it was the talisman
{hat not only unlocked the poor casket in which the xich _
{thoughts of Charles Lamb were ehut up, but set in motion
that machinery in the absence of which they would have
Tain Like gems in the wmountain or gold in the mine”
But where the society was unsympathetie, the wine often
et free less lovable springs of faney in Charles Lamb,
He would take up a perverse attitude of contradiction, with
too slight regard for the courtesies of human intercourse,
ar else give play to a mere spirit of reckless and not very
edifying mockery. The same enthusiastic friend and
admirer just quoted 18 obliged to admit that “to those
who did not know bim, or kunowing, did no¢ and could
not appteciate him, Lamb often passed for something
Ixtween an imbecile, a brute, and 2 buffoon ; and the first
impression be made on ordinary people was always un-
favourable, sometimes to a viclent and repulsive degree”
Many persons have of late been startled by the discovery
that Lamb £ left the same 1mp upon people
the reverse of ordinary.  Nothing perhaps in the Reminis-
cences of Thomas Catlyle has provoked g0 much surprise,
and hurt 8o many feelings, a3 s pasang cnticism upon
Lamb. And yet it 1s entirely supported and explawed
by Mr. Patmore's observation, No two persons could
have been more antipathetic than Lamb and Carlyle, and
nothing therefore is less surpriung than that to the
author of the Latfer-Day Pamphlets Cbarles and his sister
should have appeared two very © sorry phenomena,” or that
the scraps of Lamb's talk which he overheard daring a pass-
ing call should often have seemed * contemptibly small,”
¢ ghastly make.believe of wit,” and the rest. Thereisno
need o question the substantial yustice of this report It

N
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is only too probable that the presence of the austere und
dyspeptic Scotchman (one of that nation Lamb had
all his days been trying in vain to like) made him
more than usually disposed to produce his entire stock of
{rivolity., e had a perverse delight in shocking uncon-
genial socicty, Another noticeable person—rvery different
in all respects from Carlyle—has left o record, significant
by its very brevity, of his single interview with Lamb,
Macready tells in his diary how he was asked fo meet him at
Talfourd’s, and this is what he records of the interview:

* ¥ noted one odd saying of Lamb's, that ¢ the last breath
he drew in he wished might be through s pipe, and ex-
haled in a pun’” Lamb may have discovered at a glance
that he and the great tragedian were not likely to iake the
same views of men and things. Perhaps his love both
for joking and smoking had struck Macready the reverse
of favourably, and if so, it was quite in Lamb's way to
clench once for all the unfavourable impression by such an
“odd saying” as that just quoted.

Charles Lamb has drawn for us a characterof himself, but,
g0 fond was he of hoaxes and mystifications of this kind,
that wo might have hesitated to accept it as faithful, were
it not in such preeise accord with the testimony of others
already cited. The second series of the Essays of Elia
was introduced by a Preface, purporting to he written * by
o friend of the Inte Elia,” but of conrse from Charles’s own
hand. In this preface he nssumes Elin {o have actually
died, and after some preliminary remarks on his writings’
thus proceeds to describe his character and manpers :—

Aly Iate friend was in many respects a singular chavacter.
Those who did not like him, hated him; and rome, who once
liked him, afterwards beeames his bxtlorest haters.  The truth
is, hie gave himsell too Little concorn what he uttered, and in
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whose presenco. He observed neither time mor place, and
would e'en out with what came nppermost, With the severe
religionist he would pass for a free-thinker ; while the other
faction set him down for a bigot, or persuaded themselves that
he belied his sentiments. Few understood bim, and I am not
certain that at all times he qmite understood bimself. He too
much affected that dangerons igure—irony. He sowed doubt-
ful speeches, and reaped plain, uzequivocal hatred. He would
- interropt the gravest discussion with some light jest; and yet,
yerbaps, not quite irrelevant in ears that could understand it.
Your long and much talkers bated bim, The mformal habit of
bis mind, juined to an inveterate impediment of speech, forbade
bim to be an orator; and he seemed determined that no one else
should play that part when he was present. Ha was petit and
ordinaty in his person and appearance I bave seen him some-
times in what 5 called good company, but whero he has been
stranger, sit silent and be anspected for an 0dd fellow ; till some
unlacky ocessian provoking it, he would stutter cut eome sease-
less pun (not altogether senseless, perbaps, if rightly takenm)
which bas stamped his character for the evening. It was hit or
miss with him; but nine times out of ten he coutrived by this
device to send away a whole company bis enemies, Iis cop-
ceplions ross kindlier than his utterance, and his happiest im-
promplus had the appearance of effort. He has been acensed of
{rying to be witty, when in troth he was but strugghing to give
bis poor thoughta artienlation. He chose his companions for
tome individuality of character which they manifested. Hence
fiot many persons of science, and few professed literati, were of
hia conncils. They were, for the most part, persons of au un-
cerfain fortune, und 2s to such people commonly notbing is
more obnosious than a gentleman of settled (though moderate)
sncome, be passed with most of them for a great miser. Ta my
knowledge this was a mistake  Hus intumadas, to confees a trath,
wero in the worlds eye a ragged regiment. He found them
floating on the surface of society ; sud the colour, or sometbing
elae, in the weed pleased him. The burrs stuck to him, but
they were good and loving burrs for all that. He never greatly
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a peculiar flavour to much of his wit. He had a way
of applying quotations which isall his own, When Crabb
Robineon, then a new-fledged barrister, told him of his
sensations on getting his first brief in the King's Bench,
1 suppose,” said Charles, “you said to it, ‘Thou great
First Cause, least understood.” ” Somebody remarking on
Shakespeare’s anachronisms—clocks and watches in Julius
Cewsar, oracles of Delphi in the TWinter's Tale—he said he
supposed that was what Dr. Johnson meant when he
wrote of him that ¢ panting Time toiled after him in vain.”
Hood records a visit paid by him to the Lambs when .
they wore living at Islington, with a wasp’s nest near their
front door. ‘ He was one day bantering my wife on her
dread of wasps, when all at onee he uttered a terrible
shout—a wounded specimon of the species had slily
crawled up the leg of the table, and stung him in the
thumb. I told him it was a refutation well put in, like
Smollett’s timely snowball. ¢ Yes,” said he, ‘and a sting-
ing commentary on Macbeth,—

By the pricking of my thumbs,
Something wicked this way comes.”

Readers of the Essays of Elia will recall many happy
cffects produced by this novel use of familiar quotations.
Not that he ever condescended to degrade a really fine
passage by any valgar associations, No great harm was
done (in the “Essay on Roast Pig”) by calling in his
friend’s ¢ Epitaph on an infant” to justify the sacrifice of
the innocent suckling, before it should “grow up to the
grossness and indocility which too often accompany maturer
swinchood,—

Ere sin conld blight or sorrow fude
Death came with timely core.”
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And, pow and then, with tho true instinet of a poet, he
throws a new and lasting halo over a homely object by
associating it with one more poetic and dignified, as when
in the “Prise of Chimney-sweepers” ho notes the
brillant white of the little chmbing-boys® teeth peering
from between their sooty lips—* It is,” ho adds—
“ag when n sable cloud
Turss forth her mlver lining on the night,”

an appheation of Milton which is only nof witty, (to
borrow Sydney Smith’s skilful distinetion) because the
enjoyment of its wit is overpowered by our admiration of
1ts beauty.

“Specimens of wit and humour” afford, under the
happiest conditions, but melancholy reading, and none
can less well aford to be separated from their context than
those of Lamb.  And in his ease the context is not merely
that of the wntten or spoken matter, but that of the man
himself—his Jook, manner, and hebits, To understand
how his drollery affected those who were present, and
made them anxious to preserve some record of it, it is
necessary o keep in mind how he locked and spoke, his
odd face, his stammer, and bis wilfulness in the presence
of uncongenial natures. There js a diverting scene
recorded in tho diary of Haydon, the painter, which, how-
ever amplified by Haydon’s facile pen, seems to bring
beforo 13 “an evening with Charles Lamb” with more
reality than the general recollections of Talfourd and
Procter. Something of the ““diluted insamty” that 8o
shocked Mr. Carlyle is here shadowed forth. Haydon
had got up a little dinner, on occasion of Wordsworth
being in town (December, 1817), and Lamb and Keats
were of the party. The account must be given in his own -
words :—
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On Decomber 28th the immorial dinner came off in my
painting-room, with Jerusalem towering up behind us as o back-
ground. Wordsworth was in fine cuc, snd we had a glorious
set-to—on Homer, Shakespeare, Milton, and Virgil, Lamb got
exceedingly merry, and exquisitely witty ; and his fun, in tho
midst of Wardsworth’s soleran intonations of oratory, was like
the sarcasm and wit of the fool in the intervals of Lear's
passion. He made a specch and voted me absent, and made
them drink my health. * Now,” said Lamb, “ you old lake post,
you rascally poet,why do you call Voltaire dull?” We all defended
Wordsworth, and affirmed there was » state of mind when Vol-
tairo would be dull.  * 'Well,” said Lamb, * here’s Voltnire—the
Messiah of the French nation—and a very proper one too.”

He then in a strain of humour boyond description abused me
for putting Newton’s head into my picture—*a fellow,” snid he,
“who believed nothing unless it was as clear as the three sides
of a triangle.” And then he and Keats agreed that he had
destroyed all the poetry of the rainbow, by reducing it to the
prismatie colours. It was impossible to resist kim, and we all
drank “ Newton's health, and confasion to mnthematies.” I
was delightful to sce the good humour of Wordsworth in giving
in to all our frolics without affectation, and laughing as heartily
as the best of us.

By this time other friends joined, amongst them poor Ritchie,
who was going to penctrate by Fezzan to Timbuctoo, I intro-
duced him to all as *a gentlemnn going to Africa” Lamb
seemed to take no notice; but all of a sudden he roared out
“Which is the gentleman we are going to lose?” We then
drank the victim's health, in which Ritchie joined,

In the morning of this delightful day, n gentleman, o perfect
stranger, had ealled on me. He said ke knew my friends, had
nn enthusissm for Wordsworth, and begged I wonld progure him
the happiness of an introduction. He told me he was & Comp-
troller of Stamps, and often had correspordence with the poct.
T thought it a liberty; but still, as ho seomed a gentleman, I
told him he might come,

Whon we retired to tea we found tho Comptroller, In intro-
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ducing him to Wordsworth I forgat to 83y who he was. A.fler
a litlly time the Comptroller looked down, looked up, and »aid to
Wordeworth, “ Dan't gon think, sir, Milton was & great genina? "
Keats Jooked st me, Wordsworth Jooked at the Comptroller.
Tamb, who was dozmng by the fire, turned roznd and said,
« Pray, sir, dud you say Maltonwas a great genius P« No, sir,
¥ axked Mr, Wordsworth if he were not.” *Ob,” eaid Lamb,
+ #yhen youars  silly fellow.” " Charles) my dear Charles}®
said Wordsworth; but Tnmb, perfeetly innocent of the con-
fusion he had created, was off agamn by the fire.

After an awful pause the Comptraller said, * Don't you think
Newton » grest gemos?” 1 conld not stand b any Jonger.
Reats pat his bead into mybooks, Ritchie squeezed in a langh.
Wordsworth seemed asbing bimeelf, “ TWho is this?” TLamb
got up and faking a candle, said, “ Sir, will you allow we to
Took at your phrenological development ?" e then turned his
back on the poor mas, and at every guestion of the Comptroller
be chanted~—

“ Diddle, diddle, dumpling, wy son John
‘Went ta bed with bus breeches on”

The man in office finding Wordswarth 8id not know who ke
was, sid in a spasmodic apd halfchucking anticipation of
assured victory, T have had the honour of some :nm:ponimcs
with you, Mr Wordsworth.” # Withme, sir?” said Wordsworth,
“not that I remember ” * Don't you, sir? 1am & Comptroller
of! 'Sh.mys " Thete was n dead silence, the Comptroller evidently
thinking that wasenough, Whils we were waiting for Words.
worl's seply, Lamb suog out—

“ Hey diddle diddle,
The cat and the fddle”

My dear Charles ! 5aid Wordsworth,
“ Diddle, d:adle, dumplivg, ray eon Yobs,”

chanted Larab; and then Tisiog, exchaimed, “ Do Jot e bave
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another fook at that gentleman’s organs.” Keats and Thurried
Tamb into the painting-room, shut the door, and gave way to
inextinguishable langhter. Monkhouse followed and tried to
get Lamb away, We went back, but the Comptroller wps irre-
concilable. We soothed and smiled, and asked him to supper.
Ho stayed, though his dignity was sorely affected. However,
being a good-natured man, we parted all in good humour, and
no ill effects followed, :

All the while, until Monkhouse succeeded, we could hear
Tamb struggling in the painting.room and calling ab intervals,
“Who is that fellow? Allow me to seo his organs once more.”

It is not difficult to guess how Carlyle or Macready
would have commented on this scene, had they been
present.

But the Wednesday evenings when Charles and Mary
Lamb kept open house—if the form could bo applied to
the slender resources of the garret in Inner Tewplo Lane—
produced something better in the way of intellectunl result
than the above. Talfourd and Procter have told us the
names and qualitics of the guests who gathered about the
Lambs on these occasions, and the homely fare and the
cordial greeting that awaited them—the low, dingy rooms,
with books and prints for their chief furniture, the two
{ables sef ouf for whist, and the cold beef and can of
porter on the sideboard, to which each guest helped him-

. eelf as he chose. On theso occasions would be found
Wordsworth end Coleridge when in town, mnd then tho
company resolved themselves willingly into a band of
contented listeners; but at other times no difference of
sauk would be recognized, and poots and critics, paintors,
journalists, barristers, men in public offices, dramatists, and
actors mot on terms of unchallenged cquality, Haslitt
has made an attempt, 30 8 well-known essay, to reproduce
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an actual conversation at which ke was present om on2 of
\hese Wednesdays. He admits that, writing twenty years
after the event, memory was ill sble to recsll the actnal
~ yords of the speakers.  Bui even when allowanceis wmade
for the Japse of time, it is hard to believe that Hazlitt had
mach of the Poswellian faculty. The subjest that had
Yeen iscossed was “ Persons one would wish to have
seen” Tsmc Newton and Locke, Shakespeare and
Milton, and many others were sggested, and Al dis-
sissed for one teason or another by Lamb.  Sir Thomas
Browne and Fulke Greville were two he substituted for
these. But it1simpossible to sccept the following sectence
23 2 sample of Lamb’s conversational manzer. *When®
1 look at that obseure but gorgeous prose composition, the
Trn Burial, T seem to myself to look into a deep abyes,
at the bottom of which are hid pearls and rich treasure;
or, it {s Iike 2 stately labymnth of deubt and withering
specolation, znd I would invoke the spirit of the anthor
fo lead me through it This style is equally unlike that
of essay and letter, and potbang = pointles and o gran-
diose, e are zure, ever proceeded frum his lips. 1t was
not 60 that Lamb, 29 Haydon expressed it, “stnttered out
his quaintness in ematches, like the Fool in Lear” Bat
we can distinguich that stamsmenng tongre, if we listen,
a})ove the din of the supper party and the whast table—(no
Tigorous s Mrs. Ballle's)~ranging from the maddest
drollery 0 he subtlest cnticism, ealling out to Martin
Burmey, “Martin, of dirt were tramps, what & hand you'd
bave,"—or deefaring that he had onee known a young man
who “wanted to be a tailor, but hadn't the apicit"—ar
provounciug, & propos of the watercure, that 1t was
neither new nae wonderfnl, for that it was at 1
a8 the Flood, when, *in iz opinion.” i o least a ol
J ) opinion,” it killed more than
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it cured, We can hear him drawing some sound dis-
tinction, as between the ingrained jealousy of Leontes and
the mere credulity of Othello, or contrasting the noble
simplicity of the Nut-Brown Maid with Prior’s vapid para-
phrase, in Henry and Emma, We can listen to him as
he fearlessly decried all his friends’ idols of the hour,
Byron or Shelley or Goethe, and raved with something of
s porverse enthusinsm over some forgobten worthy of the
sixteenth century. We can hear him pleading for the
“divine compliments ” of Pope, and repeating with a falter-
ing voice, the well-known lines—

Happy my studies, swhen by these approved !
Happier their author, when by these boloved!
From theso the world will judgoe of men and books
Not from the Burnets, Oldmixons, and Cookes,

It was this range of sympathy, yet coupled with such
strange limitations—this alternation of tenderness and
frolic—of scholarly fulness and luminous insight, that
drew the poet and the critic, as well as the boon com:
panion, to Lamb’s Wednesday nights.

Lamb's letters at this time afford excellent specimens of
his drollery and high animal spirits. The following was
addressed to Manning carly in 1810. Manning was then
in China.

Drar Masrire.—When I last wrote you T was in lodgings.
I am now in chambers, No. 4, Toner Temple Lane, where I
should be happy to sec you any evening. Bring any of your
friends, the mandarins, with you. I have two sitting-rooms; I
call them so par cxeellence, for you may stand, or loll, or lean,.
or try any posture in them, but they are best for sitting; not
squatting down Japnnese fashion, but the more decorous mode
which Earopean usage has conscerated. T have two of these
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i leeping, cooking, de., rooms
roos on the {hind Qoo d ﬁ': . ns iE ,a chnieegcoﬂecﬁon of
on tbe fonetls Boor  Tn my best oo 1
the worke of Hogarth, sn Enghsf; ~‘;:nnm- of sowe humoar. In
my ezt best aro shelves, contatning 8 nmn.ﬂ (mt. well-chosen
fibrary. My best room commands » tvgut in which there f’:
trees and a pump, the water of which is excellent cold, wit
randy, s0d not very msipid withoot. Here I lmp(? 1o set up my
rest, and uob quit il M, Powell, the undertaker, gives me notico
that T mag bave possession of vay ust lodging.  He lets dodigings
for single gentlemnen, Teent you s parcel ?f books by my last, to
srive yousomeidenof the stateof Envopean literature, Therecomes
with this two volomes, done np 3 letters, of muor poetry, n sequel
o Mrs, Leicester ; thebest sou may suppose mine; the nett
best ate 1oy coadjntor’s; you way awuse yourself in guessing
Thers ont; but T roust te¥ yon wanc are but one-third o guanbity
of the whole, Ko much for a very delicate subject. It is hard
1o Fpeak of oue's own self, &e.  Holeroft had fimished his hio
when T wrote to you, and Hazhitt has swmce fivished hus ifo. ¥
2o not mean bit own bife, but he kas finished & 1ife of Holeroft,
whieh §5 going Yo prem. TWAH s Dr Tulkal; I continne
Mr. Tawb, Thave poblished & hitle book for children on titles
of bosour; and to give them some 1ea of the difference of
renk 2nd gradual nsing 1 have made a hitle scale, supposing
Tayself to recerve the following varions necessions of diguity from
ihe kg, who is the fountain of honosr iy a first, 3, Mz, C.
Lamb; 2, C. T, Beg ; 3, Sir © Lamb, Bart., 4, Bircn
fanb of Stamford!; B, Viscount Lomb, 6, Earl Lomb, 7,
Marquis Tamb; ¢, Doke Lamb. Tt would look hike quibbliny
ta ;arryx't on forther, and espevially as it is not necessary for
bildre o go beyand the ccdwany vy of suberegal ignity in
our own eountry,, otherwise, T have sometimes 1n my dreams
imagined myself ol advancing—as 9th, King Lamb, 10th,
Emp.eror Lamb; 12th, Pope Tunocent, ugher than which js
nothing.  Pans ¥ have ot made mang {sor puach much) since

¥ Where my fauoily came from,

L, 1 have ey
shoutd tave my choice, osen that, of ever {
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sometimes think the lower motes in my voica are bke Mrs,
Bland's. That glorious sioger, Braham, one of my lights, is
fled. Ho wae for a season. Ilo was a rare composition of tho
Jew, the gentleman, and the angel; yet all theso elements mixed
up g0 kindly in him that you could nottell which preponderated;
but be is gone, and ove Phillips is engaged instead. Kate is
vanished, bat Miss B— is always to be met with! -

Queens drop away, while blue legged mankin thrives,
And conrtly M:ldred dhos whilo country Madgo survives.

That is not my poetry, but Quarles’; but haven't you observed
that the rarest things aro the least obvious? Don't show any.
boly the names in this letter. T write confidentially, and wish
this lefter to bo constdered as private  Hazlitt has written 2
grammar for Godwin; Godwin sells it bound up with a treatise
of his own on language, but the grey mare is the better horse,
1 don't allude to Mrs ——, but to the word grammar, which
comes near to grey mare, if you observe, 1n sound, That figure
is called paranomasia in Greek. I am sometimes happy in it.
An old woman begged of me for chanty. “ Ah1 sir,” said she,
“T have seen better days.” “So havel, good woman,” I replied;
but I meant literally, days not so rainy and overcast as that on
which she begged; she meant more prosperous days. Mr. Dawe
is made Associate of the Royal Academy. By what law of
association I can’t guess.

‘The humour of this letter—and there are many as good
—is not the humour of the Essays of Elic. It not
charged with thought like them, nor does 1t reach the
same depths of feeling. But 1t is the humour of a man
of genius, The inventiveness of 1t all ; the simphaty
with which the most daring flights of faney are hazarded ;
{he amazing tmprobability of the assertion that it was the
“ common people ” who called the ambassador “ Shaw
nonsense ;” the gravity with which 1t 14 set down that jt is
not neressary in England to teach chudren the degrees

-
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of rank boyond royalty,~nll this is delightful in tho
extreme, and the power to enjoy it may be taken as a test
of the reader’s capacity for understanding Lamb's place as
a humorist,

The eight years spent in Inuner Templo Lane were, in
Talfourd’s judgment, the happiest of Lamb's life. His income
was steadily rising, and ho no longer had to bear the pressure
of inconvenient poverty. Friends of a higher order than the
“ friondly harpies” he has told us of, who came about him
for his suppers, and the brandy-nnd-water afterwards, were
gradually gathering round him. Hazlitt, and Crabb
Robinsen, and Procter, and Talfowmd were men of tastes
and capacities akin to his own. The period was not a
fertile one in literary production. Tho little collection of
stories for children, called Afrs, Leicester's School, written
jointly with his sister, and the volume of Poelry for
Children, nlso n joint production, constitute—with one
nolable exception—the whole of Lamb’s literary labours
during this time. The exception named is the contribu-
tion to Leigh Hunt's periodieal, the Reflector, of two or
three masterly pieces of criticism, which may be more
conveniently noticed later in this memoir.

Meantime thao .cloud of domestic anxiety was still
unlifted.  Mary Lamb'’s illnesses were frequent and em-
harrassing.  An extract from a Jetter to Miss Hutchinson,
Mrs. Wordsworth'’s sister (October, 1813), tells once more
the often-told tale, and shows the unaltered patience and
seriousness of ler brother’s faithful guardianship. The
passage has o further interest in the picture it incidentally
draws of the happier days of the brother and sister:—
“Iam forced to be the replier to your letter, for Mary has
been ill, and gone from homo these five weeks yestenday.
She has left me very lonely and very miserable. T stroll
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about, but there ia no rést but at one’s own fireside, and
there is no rest for me there now. I look forward to the
worse half being past, and keep up as well gs X can.  She
has begun to show some favourable symptoms. The
return of her disorder has been frightfully soon this time,
with scarce a six months’ interval. I am almost afraid
my worry of spirits about the East India House was partly
the cause of her iliness, but one always imputes it to the
cause next at hand ; more probably it comes from some
eause we have no control over or conjecture of. It cuts
great shices out of the time, the litile time, we shall have to
live together. I don’t know but the recurrence of these
illnesses might help me to sustain her death better than if
we had no partial separations. But I won’t falk of death.
I will imagine us immortal, or forget that +we are other- ~
wise, By God’s blessing, in a few weeks we may be
making our meal together, or sitting in the front row of
the P1t at Drury Lane, or taking our evening walk past the
theatres, to look at the outside of them, at least, 1f not to
be tempted in. Then we forget that we are assajlable ; we
are strong for the time as rocks ;—¢ the wind is tempered to
the shorn Lambs "



CHAPTER VI,

RUSSELL STREET, COVENT GARDEN~—TH LSSATS OF ELIA.
(1817—1823.)

In the autumn of 1817, Lamb and his sister left the
Temple, their home for seventeen years, for lodgings in
Great Russell Street, Covent Garden, the corner of Bow
Street, and the site where Will’s Coffee-Houso onco stood.
“Here we are,” Lamb writes to Miss Wordsworth in
November of this year, “transplanted from our native
soil. I thought we never could have been torn up from
the Temple. TIndeed it was an ugly wrench, but like a
tooth, now ’tis out, and I am easy.  We never can strike
root 50 deep in any other ground. This, where we are, is
a light bit of gardener's mould, and if they take us up from
it, it will cost no blood nnd groans, like mandrakes pulled
up. Weare in the individual spot I like best in all this
great city,  The theatres with all their noises; Covent
Garden, dearer to me than any gardens of Aleinous,
where we are morally sure of the carliest peas and
"sparagus.  Bow Street, where the thisves are examined
within a few yards of us, Mary had not been hero four.
and-twenty hours before she saw thief.  She sits at the
window working ; and casually throwing out her eyes, she
sees o concourse of people coming this way, with » con-
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etabls to conduct the 'solemnity. These little incidents
agreestly divereify a female Jife” ,
Dering the seventeen yews in the Temple, Lamb's
wodldly fortunes bad improved His mlary from the
Iodis Howse was increasiog every year, acd he was be-
giuning to add to lus jncome by anthorship. He was
already known as entic and esiayist to s appreciative
few. Friends were gathering round hu, and acqusl
who enjoyed his conversatton and his weekly ruppers
(Wednesday evening waz open boute o the Temple days)
were {ncreanng 1 rather an embarrasang degree.  Ever
sinte he had had 2 house of s own, be had suffered from
the intrasion of such tronblesome visitors. A 100 easy good-
natare on s part may have %een to blame for this, He
ook offen, as he cunfesses. a perverse plessare 1n poticing
end befrierding thuse whom others, with good reacon,
Joaked shyly oo, and as ime went on he beman to find
very httle of hus lasure tume that he would call his owne
It way have been with some hope of begqunning a freer
Iife on new £oil that he resolved t0 tear himself from his
beloved Terple. If to ke was not eaceessful A re-
markable letter to Mrs. Wordsworth, a few months only
after his removal to Russell wurest, tells the same old
story of wellmsamng soroders ¢ The mason why 1
eaunot write letters at home 15 that I am never alone”
“Exeept my morumgs walk to the ffire, which 1 like
treading on sands of goll fir that reswn, [ am never so.
X cannot walk home from office, bat some sffcrons friend
oﬁen_kia 2! artesies to pany me Al the
roming 1 am pestered. Evening eompany I sbould alsways
Jike, kad Tany morming=, but I am ratarated with human
faces (dirine foreooth), and vuicss all the golden morning ;
22 five evenings ina week would be as much as I ghould

k:4
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covet to bein company, but Iassure you that it is a won-
derful week in which T can get two, or one to myself. I
am never C. L. but always C. L. & Co.  He, who thought
it not good for men to ho alone, presérve me from the
more prodigious monstrosity of being never by myself.”
« AT mean is that I am a little over-companied, but
not that I have any animosity against the good ecreatures
that are so anxious to drive away the harpy solitude from
me. Ilike ’em, and cards, and a cheerful glass; but I
mean merely to give youan idea between office confinement
and after-office society, how little time I can call my own.”
It is not difficult fo form an idea from this frank dis.
closure, of the hindrances and the snares that beset Lamb’s
comfort and acted harmfully on his temper and habits,
It was fortunate for him that at this juncture he shonld
have been led to discover where his powers as a writer
indisputably Iny, and to find the exact opportunity for their
exercise,

In this same year, 1818, a young bookseller, Charles
Ollier, whose acquaintance he had recently made, proposed
{o him to bring out a complete collection of his seattered
writings, Some of these, Jokn Woodvil and Rosamond
Gray, had been published separately in former years, and
were now out of print. Qthers were interred among extinet

. magazines and journsls, and these were by far the most
worthy of preservation.  The edition appeared in the year
1818, in fwo handsome volumes. It contained, besides
John Woodril and Resamond Gray, and a fair quantity of
verse (including the Farewell to Tobaceo), the Recolles-
tions of Christ's Hospilal, the cssay on The Tragedies of
Shakespeare, considered with seference to (heir Jitness for
stage representation, and that on The Gentus and Character
of Hogartl,, these two last having originally  appeared in

¢

.
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poraries. It was to be a journal of criticiem and the
Belles Lettres, including original poetry, and yet to contain
in & monthly appendix such statistics of trade and general
home and foreign intelligence as would make it usefal to
those of a less literary turn. The magazine had an existence
of five years, undergoing many changes of fortune, and
passing in that time through many hands. Iis first
editor, Mr. Scott, was killed in n duel in the summer of
1821, and its first publishers parted with it to Taylor and
Hessey. At no period of its carcer does it scom to have
been a marked commercial success. Either capital was
wanted, or management was unsatisfactory, for the list of
contributors during theso five years was remarkable. M.
Procter and Hood have discoursed pleasantly on their
various fellow-contributors to the magazine, and the social
gatherings held once a month by Taylor and Hessey (who
employed no editor) at the office in Whaterloo Place.
Hazlitt, Allan Cuunningham, Cary (the translator of
Dante), John Hamilton Reynolds, George Darley,
Keats, James Montgomery, Sir John Bowring, Hartley
-Coleridge, were regular or occasional contributors. Carlyle
published his Zife and Writings of Sehiller in the Inter
volumes, and Do Quincey (besides other papers) his Opitm |
. Fater.

Tolfourd thinks that Lamb owed to his intimacy with
Hnzitt his introduction to the managers of the London.
He was not on the staff from the beginning. The
first number was issued in January 1820, and Lamb's
first contribution was in the August following. Inthe
number for that month appeared an article, with the not
very attractive title, Recollections of the South-Sea Houge.
As to its nuthorship there was no indication exceph the
signature at the end—* Elin.”  Lamb has himself told us
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already reforred fo professed to be a recollection of the
. South-Sea Youse as it existed thirty years before, with
- skotehes “of several of tho clerks who had been
! Laml's contemporaries.  As, however, ho was a boy of
. fiftoen al the time he entered, nnd moreover was at most
two years in the office, it is probable that ho owed much of
i the knowledge exhibited in the paper to his elder brothor
- John, who remained in the office long after Charles had left
it. TLamb was in the habit of spending his short summer
Toliday in one or other of the tavo grent University towns,
and his second essay was an account of Oxford in the Vaca-
tion. ‘The third in order of appearance was an account of
Christ’s ospital, on that side of it which had 70t beon
touched in his earlier paper on the same subject. Tho
fourth was o discursive meditation on the Two Races of
Men, by which Lamb meant those who horrow and those
who lend, which ho illustrated by the example of ome
* Ralph Bigod (whom he had known in his journalist days
on the Albion), and Coleridge, who so_frecly borrowed
from Tamb's library, and so bountifully rcturned tho

+ Joan_with interest in the shape of marginal mmotations.

In the essay, Mrs. Butflds Opinions on Whist, he
. describes an old lady, o rclative of the Plumer family,
whom he had known in person, or by repute, at the old
mansion in Hertfordshire. In the chapler On Fars, his
own want of musical car, and thae kind of impressions
from musical sounds to which he was susceptible, is tho
subject of his confidences. In Ay Relations, and Mackery ’
" Zind in Hertfordshire he draws portraits, under the dis-
guisa of two cousing, Jomes and Bridget Elia, of his
‘brother John and his sister Mary. T%e Old Benchers of
the Inner Temple comprises oll that ho remembered of his
boyhood 6pent in the Temple, with particulars of the
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more notable Masters of the Bench of that day, obtained
10 doubt from his father, the Yovel of the essay, and his
father's old and loyal friend Randal Norris, the sub-
treasurer of the Inner Temple. Other essays, such as that
On Chimney Bweepers, and The Decay of Begaars in the
Metropolis, contain the results of that observing eye with
.which he bad daily surveyed the streets of his beloved
city for go many years, looking no one in the face for
more than a moment,” as Mr. Procter has tfold us, yet
“ contriving to ses everything as he went on.”

The opening essay on the South-Sea House shows that
there was no need to feel his way, either in matter o
style. He began in the fulness of his observation, and
with a style already formed, and adapting itself to all
changes of thought and feehng. His deseription of John
Tipp, the acconntant, was enouzh to show that not only a
keen observer, but 2 master of Eugﬁsh was at work :— ;

At the desk, Tipp was quite another sort of ereature. Thence
all ideas that were parely ornamental were banished.  You
could not speak of anything romantic withont rebuke. Polities
were excladed. A newspaper was thought too refined and
abstracted, The whole duty of man consuted in writing off
dividend warrants  The stniking of the annual balance in the
company’s books (which pethaps differed from the balance of
last year in the som of 25/ ¢ 64 ) cccupied hiadays and nights
for & month previons. Not that Tipp was blnd to the deadness
of things (as they call them i the city) in bis beloved house, or
did not sigh for a return of the old stimng days when South.
Sea hopes were young (he was indeed equal to the wielding of
any the most intricate accounts of the most founshing company
in these or those days) : but to a genuine accountant the differ-
ence of proceeds is as nothing  The frachonal farthing is as dear
to his heart as the thonsands which stand before it. He is the
true actor wha, whether lus part be a prince or a peasant, musf
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_ % finn last-contury countenance,” the niece of “old Walter
Plamer,” was drawn from Lamb's old grandmother, Mrs.
. Ticld, As o test of the likelihood of this theory it will o
! found instructive to read, after this essay, the touching
! lines already cited called T%he Grandame.

The marked peculiarities of Lamb's style give o unique
a colouring to all theso essays that one is apt to over-
ook o what o variety of fhemes it is found suitable,
There is no mood, from that of almost reckless merri-
ment to that of pathetic sweetness or religious awe,
to which the style is not able to modulate with no felt
sense of incongruity. A feature of Lamb's method, as
wo have ecen, is his use of quotations, Not only are
they brought in &0 as really to illustrate, but the passages
cited thomselves receive illustration from the use made of
them, and gain a permanent and heightened value from it.
Whether it be o garden-scene from Marvell, o solemn para.
dox from Sir Thomas Browne, or o stanza from some then
recent poem of Wordsworth, the quotation fulfils & double
purpose, and has sent many a reader to explore for himself
in the author whose words strike him with such luminous
effcet in their new sotting. Take, for example, the
Miltonic digression in the essay on Grace bafore Meat.

F;amb is never more happy than in quoting from or dis-
coursing onr Milton:—

The reverest satire upon full tables and surfeits is the ban-

quet which Satan, in the Paradise Regained, provides for a
temptation in the wilderness 1~

A tablo richly eprend in regal modes

With dishea piled and meats of noblest gort

And savour ; beasts of chinso, or fowl of gnme,
Iu pastry built, or from the spit, or hoiled
Gris-nmber.steamed ; nll fish from sea or shore,
Froshet or purling brook, for which was drained
Pontusg, nnd Lucrine bay, and Afric coast.
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The tepter, I wasrant you, thought these cates would go down
withont the datory preface of » bepedicti 5 are
like to be short graces where the devil plays the bost. Taxm
afraid the poet wants his usual decorgm in this place. Was he
thinking of the old Rowman laxary, or of a gaudy day st Can-
bridge? This was a temptation fitter for s Heliogabalan The
whole banquet is too civic and culinary; and the accompani-
ments altogether a profanation of that deep, abstracted, holy
scene. The mughty artillery of sances which the cock-fend
conjures up, 15 ont of proportion to the simple wants sad plain
hunger of the guest. He that distarbed hum 1n his dreams, from
his dreams might have been taught better, To the femperate

- fantasies of the famshed Son of God what sort of feasts

presented themselves 7 He dreamed tndeed—

As appetite 1 wont to dresm
OF meats and drinks, patare’s refreshment sweet.

But what meats P

Him thonght, he by the brook of Chenth stood,

And eaw the vavens with thew horny besks

Food to Eljsb bringing even and morn

Thongh ravepous, taught to abstam froms whst they brought.
e saw the prophet alan how he fled

Into the desert, and bow there ho slept

Under a jumper  then how awaked

Yo found his supper on the conla prepared,
A3 by the angel was bid nve aud eat,

And ate tho second time after repose,

Tho atrength whereof sufficed hum forty daya:
Bomotime, that with Eljah ho partook

Or 28 & guest with Dansel at hux pulse

Nothing m Milton s foeher fancied thap these temperate
deesms of the divins Hungerer To which of these two viswgn.
aty banguets, thisk yon, would the introduction of what jo
called the grace bave been most fitting and pertinent?

‘.‘I sm no Quaker at my food.” So Lamb charse
teristically proceeds, after ane shart paragraph interposed
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“J confess I am not indifferent to the kinds of it. Those
unctuous morsels of deer’s flesh were not made to be
received with dispassionate services.” I hate a man who
swallows it, affecting not to know what he is eating; I
suspect his taste in higher matters. I shrink instinctively
from one who professes to like minced veal. There isa
physiognomical character in the tastes for food. C——
holds that a man cannot have a pure mind who refuses
apple-dumplings. I am not certain but he is right.”

"/ And eo he rambles on in almost endless digression and
absolute fearlessness as fo egotism of such a kind ever
palling or annoying, This egotism—it is almost supéer-
fluous to mark—is a dominant characteristic of Lamb's
manner. The prominence of the personal_element had .
indeed been a_feature of the essay proper ever since
Montaigne, its first inventor. But Lamb's use of the «I”
has little resemblance_to the_gossiping confessions of the
Gascon gentleman. These grave avowals as to the minced
veal and the dumplings are not of the same order os.
Montaigne’s confidences as to his preference of white wins
tored. The “I” of Lamb in such.a_cage is no concession
to an idle curiosity, nor is it in fact bxogr'xplncal at, all ‘
Nor is it the egotism of Steele and Addison, though, when
occasion arises, Lamb _shows signs_of the mﬁuence  upon
him of thc:e eatlier masters 3 in his own special ¢ school Ho
thus bcgms, for instance, his paper ca]led The Wedding .~
“1 do not know when I have heen better pleased than at
being invited Jast week to be present at the wedding. of a
{riend’s d'mghter I like to make one at these ceremonies,
which to us old people give back our youth in a manner,
and restoro our gayest season, in the remembrance of our
own success, or the regrets scarcely less tender, of our own
3outhfu1 disappointments, i in this point of a_settlement.
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t »
week or bwo_sfter, and_enjoy_a _reﬂecte(.l_honeymwn.
In matter, language, sud cadence, this_might_have_been
z&kﬂfb&dx)y,from}heﬁpetiatar. Yet_this_ywas no freak
of jmitation on_Lamb's_part... It merely aroso_from _the
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| monner, there ate perhaps fow English wnters who have

tyritten 5o differently vpon different themes. When ho
¢hose to be faneiful, hie could be as enphuistic as Donne

ot Buxton—when he was led to be grave and didactic, he
could write with the sententiousness of Bacon,—when
his imagination and feelng together lifted him above
thoughts of style, hus English cleared and soared into
regions not far below the noblest fiights of Milton and
Jeremy Taylor, When on the other band he was st home,
on homely themes, he Wrote “like & man of this world,”
and of his own century and year.
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style deliberately assumed  Hazlitt remarks of ‘him, that
1o is 50 thoroughly imbued with the spint of his anthors,
that the idea of jmitation is almost done way There,is
an inward unction, a marrowy vem both 1n the \‘.houg\ht
snd feeling, an intuition, deep and hively, of his subject
that carries off any quaintnesy or awkwardness arising
v from an antiquated style and dress” This is qute trve,
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. and Hazitt might have added that in the rare instances
" when Lamb used this old fashioned manner, without the
" deeper thought or finer observation to elevate it, the
manner alone, whimsical and ingenious as it s, becomes
" a trifle wearisome., The cuphuistic ingenuity_of Al
- Fools D}zy iz not o nlensing sample of Lamb’s faculty.
His friend Bernard Barton wrote of him in a sonuet,

Of anthorship, thy patent sbould be dated,

Trom the olden timo
} And thou with Marvell, Browne, and Burton, mated.

This frio of authors is well chosen. There is no poet he
loves better to quote than Marvell, and none with whose
poetic vein his own is more in sympathy. Lamb
received his impressions from mature (unless it was in
Hertfordshire) largely through the medium of books, and
he makes it clear that old-fashioned garden-scenes come
to him first with their peculiar charm when he meets with
them in Milton or Marvell. But the second name cited
by Barton is the most important of all among the influences
on Lamb’s style and the cast of his thonght. Of all old
writers, the author of the Urn Burial and the Religio
Aedici appears oftenest, in quotation or allusion, in the
Essays of Elia. Lamb somewhere boasts that he first
“among the moderns ” discovered and proclaimed his excel-
lences. And though Tamb never (so far as I can dis-
cover) caught the special thythm of Browne's sentonces,
it is from Jum_that_he adopted the eonstant habit just
referred to, of asserting his opinions, feclings, and specu-
- lations in the first person. Different as are the two me

in other regards, Lamb’s ecotism is Inrgely the ewotism o

Sir Thomas Browne. From_Trowne toa he probat’
. caught a certain habit of gloomy paradoy, in dwelline




; furst person often teads ns if he were humerously parody-

ing ¥he same onginal. N W

Alarge portion of Lomb's hustory is yelated in theso Slum
less:\ys, and with the addition of a few natmes and dates, o
complete blography might be d from them slone,
i As wo have seen, he tells of hns chaldish thoughts and
fecling, of his school-days, s home 1 the Temple, the
Tlerifordshive village where he pasted bis bolidays ss o
bog, and the University towns where he loved to spend
them in manhood, Ho hos drawn mosh detmied por-
mits of his grandmother, lus father, mister, aud brothey,
snd would no doubt have ndded that of s nmhex,.hm
for the painfal memones 1t would have brought to_Mary,
Of tha incidents in the hapmer days of hue life, when Mary
was in good health, and the daily shater in all interests
and pleasures, he has wnitten with o specsal charm.  There
i3 a passage in the essay called Old Chana without which
any pictare of their umted life would be mcomplete.
The essay had begun by declaring Tarb’s pactiality for
old china, from which after a few paragraphs he diverges,
by 2 modulation common with hum, to the recollection
of his past struggles, He had been takung tea, he says,
with his consin (under this relstionship hus sister Mary
ia slways indicated), using » bew set of chws, and
remarking to her on their better fortunes which enabled
them to indulge now and again m the lwxury of such
a purchase, “when a passing sentiment secmed to overshade

oot
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the brows of my companion. I am quick at detecting these
summer clouds in. Bridget.
7 wish the good old times would come again,” she
"gaid, « when we were not quite so rich. I do not mean
Ahat I want to be poor, but there was a middle state,” so
she wag pleased to ramble on, “in which I am sure we
fyvere a great deal happier. A purchase is but a purchase,
inow that you hove money enough and to spare. For-
: merly it used to be o triumph.  When we coveted a cheap
¢ Inxury (and Ot how much ado I had to get you to con-
. gent in thoso days 1) we wero used to have o debato two or
. threo days before, and to weigh the for and against, and
" {hink what wo might spare it outb of, and what gaving we
* could hit upon, that should be an equivalent. A thing was
! worth buying then, when o felt the money that woe paid
- for it.
" «Do you remember the brown suit which you made to
" hiang upon you, till all your friends cried shame upon you,
1 it grew so threadbare, and all because of that folio Beau-
mont and Fleteher, which you dragged home late at night
from Barker's in Covent Garden? o you remember how
- wo oyed it for weeks beforo wo conld make up our minds
. to the purchase, and had not come to o determination till
it was near ton o'clock of the Saturday night, when you
sot off from lslinglon fearing you should be too late-—~and
"when the old bookseller, with some grumbling opened his
shop, and by the twinkling taper (for hie was setting bed-
wards), lighted out thoe relic from his dusty treasures, and
when you lugged it home, wishing it were twice as cum-
_bersome, and when you presented it to me, and when we
" wero exploring the perfectness of it (collating, you called
i), and while I was repairing some of the looso lenves
with paste, which your impatience would not suffer to bo
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Teft till daybreak—was thero no pleasurs in being a poor;
man or can those neat black clothes which you wear now,:
and are 50 carefol to keep brushed, sinco we have becomel
sich and fmica), give you half the honest vanity with
“whith you faunted it about in that aver-wara suit—your
ol corbena—for four or five weeks longer than youshould;
have done, to pacify your conscience for the mighty sum,
of fificen or sixteen shillings, was it%—a great allair wel
thonght it then—which you had lavished on the old
folio? Now you can afford to buy any book that pleases!
you, but I do not sec that you ever bring me home any!
nice old purchases now »

The essay ** Blakesmoos tn H———shire " hins been more”
than onee referred to, 1n conmexion with Lamb’s old
grandmother, Mrs Field The essay acquires o new
interest when 1t 18 known how much of fact is con-
tained in it. Willam Plumer, who represented hus.
county in paclisment for so many years, and was at the
time of his death 1n 1822, member for Higham Ferrers,
lTeft his estates at Gilstop and Blakesware to s widow, |

pparently with the undetstondiny that the old Blakes-'
ware mansion should be pulled down  Accordingly not

Tong before the date of Lamib's eswy {Septembr, 1824yt
hsd been Jevelled to the ground, and some of the more

valnable of its contents, 1actnding the busts of the Twelve

Casars, g0 often dwelt on by Lamb n letter or esaay,

removed t0 the other house at Calston. Under its of,

snd among its gardens and terrares, Lamb'a happiest days

23 a child had been spept, and he had Just been i look

onee mare on the few vestiges still remaining ~—

f

Tdo net know a pleasare more afficting than to range at will
over the desertad apartments of sowe fige old fapuly mansion,
i
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The traces of extinct grandenr admit of a beiter passion than
envy; and contemplations on the great and good, whom we fancy
in snceession to have been its inhabitants, weave for us illusions
incompatible with thebustle of modern oceupancy, and vanities of
foolish present aristocracy. The same difference of feeling, I think,
attends us between entering sn empty and a crowded church,
In the latter it is chance but some present human frailty—an
act of inattention on the part of some of the auditory, or a ¢rait
of affectation, or worse, vainglory, on that of the preacher—~puts
us by our best thoughts, disharmonizing the place and the
occasion.  But would’st thou know the beauty of holiness? Go
alone on some weekday, borrowing the keys of good Master
Sexton, traverse the cool aisles of some country church; think
of the piety that has kneeled there—the congregations, old and
soung, that have found consolation there—the meek pastor, the
docile parishioner. With no disturbing emotions, ne cross,
conflicting comparisons, drink in the tranguillity of the place, till
thou thyself become as fixed nnd motionless as the marble
effigies that kneel and weep around thee.

Journeying northward lately, I could not resist going some
few miles out of my road to look upon the remains of an old
great house with which I had been impressed in this way in
infancy. I was apprised that the owner of it had Intely pulled
it down; still I had a vague notion that it could not all have
perished, that so much solidity with magnificence could not have
been erushed all at once into the mere dust and rubbish which I
found it.

The work of ruin had proceeded with o swift hand indeed,
and the demolition of a few weeks had reduced it to an
antiguity.

T was astonished at the indistinetion of everything. Where
had stood the great gates? What bounded the courtyard ?
Whereabout did the outhouses commence? A few bricks only °
Iny ns representatives of that which was so stately and so
spacious.

Death does not shrink up his human vietim at this rate. The
burnt ashes of o man weigh more in their proportian,
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Had T seen these brick and mortar knaves at their process of
destruction, at the plucking of every panel I should have felt
the vatlets at my heart. Tshonld have cried out to them to
spare & plank at least out of the cheerful store.room, in whose
hot window.seat I used to sit and read Cowley, with the grass-plot
before, and the hum and flappings of that one solitary wasp
that ever haunted it about me—it is in mine ears now, ns oft as
summer returns ; or a panel of the yellow room.

‘Why, every plank and panel of that house for me had magic
init. The tapestried bedrooms—tapestry so much betier than
painting—not adorning ly—bot peopling the
at which childhood ever end anon would steal a look, shifting
its coverlid (replaced as quickly) to exercise ils tender courage
in & momentary eye-encounter with those stern bright visages,
staring reciprotally—all Ovid on the walls—in colours vivider
than his descriptions. Actzon in mid sprout, with the un.
sppeasable prodery of Diana, and the gtill more provoking and
almost calinary coolness of Dan Pheebus, eel-fashion, deliberately
divesting of Marsyas :

‘Then that haunted rooxa—in which old Mrs, Battledied —where~
into T bave crept, but always in the dagtime, with a passion of
fear; and a sveaking curiosity, terror-tainted, to hold com.
maunication with the past —How skall they build it up aqain?

Tt was an old deserted place, yet not so long deserted but that
traces of the splendour of past inmates were everywhere ap.
pareat. JIts furnitnre was still standing, even to the tarnished
gilt-leather battl and ling feathers of shattlecock
in the nursery, which told that ehildren had once played there,
But T was & lonely child, and had the range at will of every
apartment, kuew every nock and corner, wondered and wor.
shipped everywhere, The sohitude of childheod is not so much
the mother of thought, as it is the feeder of love, and silence,
ond admiration. So strange a passion for the place possessed
me in those years, that thongh there lay—1I shame to say how
few roods dustant from the mansion—half hid by trees, what I -
sudged some romautic lake, such was the epell which bound xz
to the house, and euch my carefulness not to pass its strict af

chant

o
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proper precinets, that the idle waters lay unexplored for me ;
and not fill Iate in life, curiosity prevailing over elder devotion,
I found, to my astonishment, o pretty brawling brook had been

.the Lacus Incognitus of my infancy. Variegated views, ex-
tensive prospects—and those at no great distance from the house
—T was told of such—what were they to me, being out of the
boundaries of my Eden? So far from a wish to roai, I would
have drawn, methought, still closer the fences of my chosen
prison; and have been hemmed in by o yet secuver c'm?ture of
those excluding garden walls, I could have esclaimed with that
garden-loving poet——

Bind me, yo woodbines, in your twines;
Carl mo ahont, yo gadding vines;

And oh so closo your circles lace,

That I may never leave this place :

But lest your fetters prove too weak,
Ere I your silken bondage break,

Do you, O brambles, chain mo too,

And, conrteons brinrs, nail me throngh.!

1 was here as in a lonely temple. Snug firesides, the low-
built roof, parlours ten feet by ten, frugal boards, and all the
homeliness of home—these were the condition of my birth—the
wholesome soil which I was planted in.

Yet without impeachment to their tenderest lessons, T am not
sorry to have had glances of something beyond ; and to have
taken, if but a peep, in childhood, at the contrasting accidents
of a great fortune.

In this essay, save for the change of Blakesware to
Blakesmoor, the experienco is related without disguise.
But it is not always casy to disengage fact from fiction in
these more personal confessions. Lamb hed & love of

mystifving and putting his readers on a Inlse scenb., — Andt—

the difficulty of getting at the truth is the greater becauso

} Marvell on Appleton House, to the Lord Fairfax.



1) THE ESSAYS OF ELIA. 17

he is often most outspoken when we should expect him to
be reticent, and on the other Land alters names and places
when there would scem to bo little renson for it, A
curious instance of this halut is supplied by the touching
reverie called Dream Children. This essay appeared in the
London for January, 1822. Lamb's clder brother John
was then lately dead, A letter to Wordsworth, of March
in this year, mentions his death as recent, and speaks of o
certain *“deadness to everything,” which the writer dated
from that event. The “broad, burly, jovial” John Lamb
(so Talfourd describes him), had lived his own, easy,
prosperous lifo up to this time, not altogether avoiding
social relations with his brother and sister, but evidently
absorbed {o the last in his own interests and pleasures.

Aor® s n s o

those I:o;is‘h d-az-s. when_he_wandered in_the glades .g('
Blakeswaro with Alice by hig side.  He imagines himself

with his httle ones, who bave crept round him to hear
stories about their ¢ great-grandmother Field.” For no
reason that is apparent, whale he retains his grandmother's
real name, he places the house in Norfolk, but all the
details that follow are drawn from Blakesware, “ThenI
went on to say how rehigious and how good their great-
grandmotherField was, how beloved and respected byevery-
body, though she was not indeed the mistress of this great
house, but had only the charge of it (and yet in some

respects she might be snd to be the mustress of it too) |

3

14

-
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committed to her by its owner, who preferred living in a
newer and more fashionable mansion which he had pur-
chased somowhere in an odjoining county;® but still
she lived in it in a menner as if it had been her own,
and kept up the dignity of the great house in a sort while
she lived, which afterwards came to decay, and was nearly
pulled down, and all its old ornaments stripped and carried
awny to the owner's other house, where they were set up,
and looked as awkward as if some one were to carry away
the old tombs they had seen lately at the abbey and stick
them up in Lady C.s tawdry gilt drawingroom. Hero
John emiled, as much as to say, ‘ That would be foolish
indeed.”” -

Inexpressibly touching, when we have once learned to
penetrate the thin disguice in which he clothes them, are
the hoarded memories, the_tender regrets, which Inmb,
writing by his “lonely hearth,” thus ventured to commit
to thouncortain sympathies of the great public. f}ggr_'_o
touching etill is the almost superhuman sweetness with
which he dealsvith the character of his lately lost brother,
He had named his little ones after this brother, and after
their “ pretty dead mother "—John and Alice. And there
is something of the magic of genius, unless, indced, it was
a burst of uncontrollabls anguish, in the revelation with
which his dream ends. He kepb_still, ss always, the
secret of his beloved’s name.  But_he_tells ns swho itavas
that won the prize from him, and it iz no secret that in
this case the real name is _given. Tho conclusion of this
essay must be our last extract, but it would be difficult to . -
find one more worthy 1—

:’: Then in somewhat a more heightencd tone, I told hov, though

€

* This is, of couree, Gilaton, tho other eoat of tho Plumer fhmily,
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their great-grandmotber Field loved ali her grandehildren, yeb
in sn cspecial manner she might be s2id to love their uncle,
Jobn L, beeause he was so bandsome and spirited a youth,
and o king fo the restof us; and instead of mopwy sbost in
olitary corners, Iike ome of ns, he wonld monnt the most
mettlesome horss be could get, when but an imp o bigger than
themselves, and make it carry him half over the county in & morns
ing, snd join the hunters when there were any oat; and yet ko
loved the old honse and gardens too, but had too muck epirit to
be always pent up within their boundaries ; and how their uncle
grew up to man's estate as brave as he was bandsome, o the
admiration of everybody, but of their great-grandmother Field
most especially ; snd how he used to carry me upon bis back
when I was 8 lame-footed bog—for he was & good bit older than
me~-many & mile when I could not walk for pain; and how in
after-lifs ho became lame-foated too, and I did not always (I
fear} make sllowance eough for him when be wes impatfent
aad in pais, nor b e bow derate he bad
been ta me when I was tame-footed, and how when he died,
though be bad not been dead an hour, it eemed as if he bad
died & great while ago, such » distance there is betwixt life and
Qeathy and bow I bore hia death as T thought pretty well ab
first, but afterwards it haunted avd haunted me; snd though X
did net ery or take it to hesrt as some do, and as ¥ think he
would have done uf T had died, yet T mussed bim il day Jong
and knew not till then how much I had loved him I missed
bis kindness and T roesed Ins crossness, and wished bim to be
alive again to be quarreliing with him (for we quatrelled some-
{ames), rather than ot have him agaw, and was a5 ubeasy with-
out him as he therr poor uncle must have been when the doctor
took off his fimb, Here tho children fell a-crying, and asked 3f
their little mourning which they had on was not for Uncle Jobn,
aod they looked up and prayed me vot to go on about their
uncle, bt to tell them some stomes about their pretfy dead
mother. Then I told how for seven long years, in hope sometimes
vometimes in desparr, et persisting ever, I courted the fair Alics

We—-n; and as much as children rould understand, ¥ Fxphin!d/
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to them what coyness and difficulty and denial meant in maidens
—when suddenly, turning to Alice, the soul of the first Alice
looked out at her eyes with such a reality of ropresentment, that
1 became in doubt which of them stood there before me, or
whose that bright hair was; and while I stood gazing, both
the children gradunally grew fainter to my view, receding, and
still receding till nothing nt last but two mournful features were
seen in the uttermost distance, which, without speech, strangely
impressed upon me the effects of speech : * We are not of Alice,
nor of thee, not are we children at all. The children of Alice”
cadl Bartram father.  We are nothing ; less than nothing, and
dreams. We are only what might have been, and must wait
upon the tedious shores of Letho millions of ages before e have
existence and a name "—nnd immediately awaking I found ray-
self quietly seated in my bachelor arm-chair, where I had fallen
asleop, with the faithful Bridget unchanged by my side; but
John L. (or James Elia) was gone for ever. 7{

The space available for quotation is exhausted, and
many sides of Lamb's peculiar faculty are still unre-
presonted. Those who have yet to make his acquaint-
ance may_be advised to read, in addition to those already
named, the essay On Some_of the Qld_Actors, containing
the analysis of the chawacter of Malvolio, a noble examplo
of the uses which Shakespearian criticism may be made to
serve—the extract from a Jetter to his friend Barron Field,
a judge in New South Wales, entitled, Distant_Corre-
spondents, and that ealled The Praive of Qhimney Swwceprys.
Belonging to the personal group, which includes Blakes-
waor and Dream Children, is the paper Mackery End in
Hertfordshire, scarcely less delightful. The two critical
essays on Sidney and Wither (the latter, however, does
not belong to the Elia series), contsin some of Lamb's
most subtle criticism and most eloguent writing. Ban
bara 8. is an anccdote of Famny Kelly's early life;
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the circomstances of his life, best, who would be most
likely to accept these confessions as true. For in the
course of them he gives with curious fidelity the outline
of an experience that was certainly not imaginary. The
¢ friendly harpies” who came about him for his gin-and-
_ water, and made its consumption more and more a habit; '
the exchange of thess in due course for companions of a
better type, of intrinsic and felt worth ;” the substitution
for o while, under tho influence of two of these, of the
“gweet cnemy” tobacco, and the new slavery to this
counter-attraction; tlie increasing meed of stimulant to
got his wits to work, and the buffoonery indulged under
its effects; all this is told in a way that no friend of
Lamb could affect to mistake. No doubt the exagperation
which Loamb pleads is there also, and the drunkard’s
utter collapsoand misery are described in a style which, as
applied to himself, was absurd. But to call the insinua-
tion that the tract had in it biographic truth, «malig-
nant,” as some of Lamb’s apologists have done, is not less
absurd. The essay has enough reality in it to live as o
very powerful plea for the virtue of self-restraint, and it
may continue to do good service in the eaunse,

De Quincey has_observed that one_chief pleasure ws
derive from Lamb's writing is dus to a secret satisfaction
in feeling that bis_admirers must always of necessity bo a
sclectfow.  There is an unpleasantly cynical flavour about
the remark, but at the same time one understands to what it
points. Thoroughly to understand and enjoy Charles Lamb,
one must have come_to entertain a feeling towards_him
almost like personal affection, and such 2 circle of intimates
will always bo small, It is necessary to come to the study
of his writings in entire trustfulness, and having first cast
away all prejudice. The reader must be content to enjoy
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what is set befors him, and not to_grumble becanse an

chapen incident on_the road tempts the writer away from

the path on which he set out. If an Essay is headed
ey T T T 1w

farious meditations that proves o stimulating snd sugges-
- - . . N - iy

Emnﬁ;op;i;té, and it is perhaps because (in defiance of
etymology) the sound. of it suggests that double virtue of
Muminating, and makinghappy It is in vain to attempt
to convey an idea of the impression lefs by Lamb's style.
It evades analysis, One might as well seek to aceount for
the perfume of lavender, or_the flavour of qunge. It
is in_truth_an essence, prepared from flowers and hg&s_
gathered in fields where the ordinarv reader does -not
often rauge. And the nature of the writer—the alembic

i wohirh Hhacn wariame efmatas —oo ¥ 1 -

Lamb, that constitutes the enduring charm of bis written

words.  Halis, have said, an_egotist—hat an egotist 2. -
without a & “z

anch_of vamity or selfassertion—an ego Qs'! -

without 2 grain of envy or ill-vature, When asked one
———t = VY Of \-vavure.






CHAPTER VIL

COLEBROOE ROW, ISLINGTON —THE CONTROVERSY WITH
EOUTHET, AND RETTREMENT FROM THE INDIs HOUSE,

(1823—1826.)

Tax, last gix years of Lamb's life, thongh the most remark-
able in lus hterary anmals, had not been fruitful in
incident The death of ks elder brother, alresdy men-
tioned, was the one event that mearly touched his heart
and spirits. Ifs effect had been, with the loss of some
other friends abont the same time, to produce, he said,
# g certain deadness to everything” It had broaght home
10 him his lonehness, and moreover served to increase a
Jong felt weanness of the monotony of officeife.  Already,
in the beginning of 1822, he was telling Wordsworth, “I
grow ominously tired of official confinernent.  Thirty years
bave T zerved the Philistives, and my neck is not subdaed
to fhe yoke. Yon don't know how weansome it 1s.to
breathe the awr of four pent walls, without relief, day after
day, all the golden hours of the day between ten and
four, without ease or interpositron. Twedet me harum
quotidianarum formarum, these pestilential clerk-faces
always in one’s dish. . , , . I dare not whisper to myself
a pension on this side of absolute meapacitation and
infirmity, till years have eacked me dry—otum cum
indigmiafe, 1 had thought 1n a green old age (O green
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thought !) to have retired to Ponder's End, emblematic
name, how beautiful! in the Ware Road, there to have made
up my accounis with heaven and the Company, toddling
about it betieen it and Cheshunt, anon stretching, on some
fine Tsaac Walton morning, to Hoddesden or Amwell,
carcless as a beggar; but walking, walking ever till I
fairly walked myself off my legs, dying walking! The
hope is gone. I sit like Philomel all day (but not singing)
with my heart against this thorn of a desk.” Very
touching, by the side of the delightful suggestion of
Ponder's Ind, is the dream of retirement to the Ware
Road—the road, that is to say, that led to Widford and
Blakesware, If these were not to him exactly what
Auburmn was to Goldsmith, he still at times had hopes,—

Hig long vexation past,
There to return, and die at home at last,

Three years were, however, to clapse before he was
at liberty to choose his own place of residemce. It is
significant that though he could never bring himself to

" live quite beyond reach of town, and the “ sweet security

of streets,” it was in the Hertfordshire direction that he
turned in his last days, and died as it were half-way
between London and that quiet Hertfordshire village, the
two places he loved best on earth,

There was one incident in those Russell Street days that
wonld have been an event indeed in the life of most
home-keeping men who had reached middle life without
having once left Inglish shores. In the summer‘holiday
of 1822 Charles and his sister made a trip to Paris. At
whose suggestion, or in obedience to what sudden impulse,
they were led to make so violent a change in their unsual
habits, there is nothing to show. They left England in
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was arranged that the party should see the tragedisn in
Regulus the same evening, ond that he should sup with
them after the performance. Lamb, wo are told, “ could
not at all enter into the spirit of French acting, and in
his general distaste made no exception in favour of his
intended guest. This, however, did not prevent their
mutual and high relich of each other's character and con-
versation, nor was any allusion made to the performance,
till, on rising to go, Tolma inquired how he liked it.
Lamb shook his head and smiled. “Ah!’ said Talma.
T was not very happy tfo-might: you must ses me in
Sylla’ ¢Incidit in Seyllam,’ said Lamb, ‘qui vult
vitare Charybdim.” ®Ah! you are a rogue; you ars a
great rogue, said Talma, shaking him cordially by the
haud, as they parted.”

There is a sad story, only too likely to be true, that
Mary Lamb was seized with one of her old attacks on the
journey, and had to bo left at Amiens in charge of her
attendant. If so, it may account for her brother avoiding
the subject in later essays and letters. An Elin essay
embodying even the surface impressions of & month’s stay
in Paris would have been a weleome addition to the
number. Lamb was usually prompt to seize on the latest
incident in his lifo and turn it to this purpose. When
short-sighted George Dyer, leaving the cottage at Islington,
walked straight into the New River in broad daylight, the
adventurs appears the very next month in the London
Magazine, under the heading of Amicus Redivivus. But
France and tho French do not scem to have opened any
new vein of humour or observation. In truth, Lamb
was unused to lot his sympathies go forth save in
certain customary dircetions. Any persons, and any

- book that he had come o know well—any one of the “old
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diablerie that Southey had not disdained to write, and to
publish,  Nor was Southey, we may be sure, offended by
50 genuioely earnest n plea for temperance and rational
grlitude as is contained in the esssy Grace before
Meat, Tather (zs Lamb evidently suspected) was it
such a vein of speculation es that followed out in New
Year's Eve, which would cansea strange chill to the simple
faith and steadfast hopefulness of lus friend. As I have
said, Lamb eeems m this essay to have wntten with the
express purpose of presenting the rpverse side of a
passago in his favounto Religio Medicr.  Sir Thomas
Browne had thero watten—"* I thank God I have not those
strath ligaments, or narrow obligations to the world, as
to dote on life, or bo convulsed and tremble at the name
of desth.” “When I take a full view and crrele of my-
slf withous this reasonable moderator, and equal piece
of justice, death, I do conceivo myself the miserablest
person extant.” Lamb may have argued (n the very
words applied to this treatise 1n the essay on Jmperfeel
Sympathics) that 18 was oll very well for the author of the
Religio Medici, ¥ mounted upon the ary stilts of abstrac-
tion” to " overlook the mopertinent individualibies of such
poor concretions as mankind,” but ihat to him, Elia, death
meant something by no means to bo defined as a * reason-
able moderator,” and “equal pece of justice” He clung
to the things he saw and loved —the friends, the books, the
streets and erowds around him, and he was not ashamed
to confess that death meant for hum the absence of all
these, and that Lie could not look 1t steadfastly 1n the
face .

It is worth notiaing that the profound melancholy
of this essay had already attracted attention, and formed
the subject of a copy of verses, mn the form of a Poetical
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subject were to ho - collecled—but I love and respect
Southey, and will not retort. I .hate his review and his
heing o reviewer. The hint ho has dropped will knock
the sale of the book on the head, which was oslmost at a
stoji before” This last apprehiension was eovidently
groundless. There is no reason o suppose that the book
made its way wore slowly for the paragraph in the
review. For whatever here nnd there is morbid in them,
the Essays themselves contain the best antidote.

Lamb could not resist the opportunity it aflorded him
for a fresh essny of Llin, and in tho London for October,
1823, appeared the Letfer of Elia fo Robert Southey,
FEeq. As a whole, it is not one of Lamb's happiest
offorts.  His moro valid grounds of complaint against the
roview aro sef forth with sufticient dignity and force, He
urges quite fairly that to say n book “wanis n sounder
religious fecling,” is to sny either too much or too littlo
And the indeconey of attacking Leigh unt through his
own child, a boy of twelve, is properly rebuked. But
when Lamb carvies the war into the cnemy’s territory, ho
is less successful.  As two tacks do not mako a white, it
was beside the mark to make laborious fun over Southoy's
youthful ballads ; and the grievance as to the fees extorted
{rom visitors to Westuminster Abbey comes in rather flatly
a5 8 peroration.  The concluding paragraphs of the letter
are the only portions that Lamb efterwards thought well
to reprint.  They appeared, ten years Inter, in the Second
Series of Eliu under the title of Tombs of the Abbey. The
letter, as a whole, is given in Tullourd's Memorinle,

Lamb was not g0 deeply moved by Southey'’s criticism
but thet he could muake some sport over his annoyance,
What nctuaily galled him was the attack, through himself,
upon 2 friend.  In previous arlicles in the same Roview
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lie had found himself complimented at the expense of
another fnem] “William Hazlift. And now he took the
ity to vindicate his fri ip for both Hunt and
Huzlm in o passage that forms the most interesting and
valuable portion of the letter. There had beens coolness,
e tells us, between himself and Hazlitt, and it is pleasant
1o know that Lamb's generosity of tone st this time helped
to make the relations between them once more cordial
“ Protesting,” ho eays, “ sgainst much that he has written,
and some things which he chooses to do ; judging him by
. his conversation which I enjoyed so long, and relished so
deeply ; or by his books, 1n those places where no clonding
passion intervenes, I should belie my own conscienco
if I said Jess than that I think W. H to be, in his
natural and healthy state, one of the wisest and finest
spirits breathing, Bo far from being ashamed of that
intimacy which was betwixt us, 1t is my boast that I was
able fox so many years to have preserved 1t entire; and I
think T shall go to my grave withont finding or expecting
to find such another companion.” Not less marly and
noble is the justification of his steady friendship for Leigh
Hunt, at that time living abroad, and with a reputation in
England of ill savour with those to whom the pages of the
Quarterly wers addressed. “L. H. is now 1 Jtaly; on
his departure to which land, with much regret, T took
my leava of him and of hus hittle family, seven of thewm, sir,
with their mother, and as kind a set of little people (T. H
and all), as affectionate children as ever blessed a parent.
Had you seen them, sir, I think you could not have looked
upon them as so many httle Jonases, but mther a9 pledges
of the vessel's eafety, that was to bear such a freight of
love. I wish you would read Mr H.'s haes to that
same T. 1., # six years old, during a sickness,"— -
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Sleep breathes at last from out thee,
My Jittlo patient boy—

(they aro to be found on the 47th page of Foliage)—and
ask yourself how far they are out of the spirit of
Christianity.”

As he wrote these words, Lamb may have recalled how
his own unfailing sympathy had been a comfort to this
friend In those darker days when Leigh Hunt was under-
going his two years' imprisonment in the Swrrey jail ‘
for his newspaper attack on the Prince Regent. TLamb
and his sister were among the Hunts' most regular
visitors at that time. * My eldest little boy,” writes
Hunt in his Aufobiography, ¢ was my constant companion,
and we used to play all sorts of juvenile games together.”
And it was on watching the child at play among the
uncongenial surroundings of prison life that Lamb had
writben his own lines to “ T, L. H.—a child,” comforting
child and father with the thought that the time of
deliverance was at hand, when the boy would be once
more in his native element, breathing the healthful air
and plucking the wild flowers on Hampstead Heath,
Lamb was always tender over children, snd these lines
have a sinplicity, over and above their studied quaintness,
that gavours pleasantly of Blake :— ’

Guileless traitor, rebel mild,

Convict unconscious, culprit-child {
Gates that close with iron roar

Have been to thee thy nursery door:
Chains that chink in cheerless cells
Have been thy rattles nnd thy bells:
Walla contrived for giant sin

Havo hemmed thy faultless weakness in:
Nenr thy sinless bed black guilt

Her discordant house hath built,
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And filled it with ber monstrous brood—~
Sighta by theo not understood—

Sights of fear, and of distress,

That pasa n harmless infant’s gneay !
But the clouds that overcast

Thy young morning, may nob last.

8oon ghall arrive the rescuing hoar

That yields thee np to Nature's power.
Kature that so late doth greet theo

Skall jn o'erflowing measare meet theo.
Bhe shall recompense with cost

For gvery lesson thou hast Tost.

Theu wandering ap thy sire'a loved hill
Thon shalt take thy airy I

Of bealth and pastime.  Birds shall sing
For thy delight each May morning

"Mid new-yeaned lambking thou shalt play,
Hardly less a lamb than they

Then thy prison’s lengthened bound
Shall be tho honizon skirtiag round

And, while thon £!l'st thy lap with fowers
To reake amepds for wintry hours,

‘The breeze, the sunshine, and the place,
Shall from thy tender hrow effaco

Each vestige of antimely care

That gour restraint had graven there,
And on thy every look wmpress

A more excelting childishress.

£0 shall bo thy days beguiled,

Thornton Hunt, my favounte chuld.

Southey first lesrned from the pages of the London
Magazing the effect of the language used by hun in the
Quarterly Review. “On my past,” he wrote to his pub-
lisher, after reading Lamb's epistle, ** there was not evena
momentary feeling of anger I was very much surprised
and grieved, because I knew how much he would condemn
himself, and yet no resentful letter was ever wniten less
offensively ; lus gentle nsture msy be seen 1 1t through.
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out” Southey was in London in the month after the
publication of Lamb’s remonstrance, and wrote him aletter
in language full of affcction and sorrow. The soreness at
once passed away. “Dear Southey,” he. replied, . the
kindness of yournote has melted away the mist which was
upon me. I have been fighting against a shadow, That
acoursed Q. 1. had vexed me by a gratuitous speaking, of
its own knowledge, that the Confessions of @ D——d
was & genuine description of the state of the writer, Little
{hings that are not ill meant may produce much ill. That
might have injured me alive and dead : I am in o public
office, and my life is insured. T was prepared for anger,
‘and T thought I saw in a fow obnoxious words a hard
case of repetition directed againstme. I wish both Maga-
zine and Review at the bottom of the sea. I shall be
ashamed to sce you, and my sister (though innocent) still
more 8o ; for the folly was done without her knowledge,
and has made her uneasy ever since. My guardian angel
was absent ot that time, T will muster up courage to see
you, however, any day next week. We shall hope that
. you will bring Edith with you. That will be a second
mortification. She will hate to see us; but come, and heap
embers, Wo deserve it—1I for what T've done, and she
. for being my sister”” The visit was paid, and the old
intimacy renewed, neveragain to be weakened by unkindly
word.

In this note to Southey, Lamb has to tell of a change of
address, In August of this year he and his sister had
finally moved from Russell Street, and for the fivst time in
their united lves became houscholders.  The rooms over
the brazier's had from the first had many drawbacks, and
for some years the brother and sister had occasionally re-
tived to a rural lodging at Dalston, partly to enjoy a short
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gardener (as he Iet in the serpent) into my Eden, and he
laid about him, lopping off some choice boughs, &e., which
hung over from a ueighbour’s garden, and in his blind-
zeal laid waste a shade which had sheltered their window
from the gaze of passers-by. The old gentlewoman (fury
made her not handsome) could scarcely be reconciled by
all my fine words. There was no buttering her parsnips,
She talked of the law. What a lapse to commit on the
first day of my happy ¢ garden state’!” K

The same letter tells of the failing fortunes of the
London Magazine. Lamb was still contributing to its
pages, though not so regularly as of old. He speaks of
himself as lingering among its creaking rafters, like the
Iast rat, and of many ominous secessions from the ranks of
its old supporters. Hazlitt and Procter had forsaken i, and
with them one who might well have been spared hefors,
the wretched Wainwright, who had contribufed toits pages
various flimsy and conceited rhapsodies on art and letters.
It is characteristic of Lamb that he always finds some good-
natured word to say of this man, such as “kind” or
“ light-liearted,” principally, no doubt, because the others
of his set looked on him with some suspicion. It was
his way to seek for the redeeming qualities in those
the world looked coldly on. He did not live to know the
worst of this now notorions hypocrite and scoundrel.

In their autumn holiday of 1823, Charles and Mary
Lamb made an acquaintance destined for the next ten
years to add o new and most happy interest to their lonely
lives, They were still faithful to the University towns in
vacation time, and at the house of a friend in Cambridge,
where Charles liked to play his evening game at whist,
they found a little git), the orphan daughter of Charles
Tsola, one of the Esquire Bedells of the University ; her
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grandfather, an Ttalian sefugee, having settled if’ac“;‘:‘
Tridge 29 teacher of his own language. TPe chil  wWho
was at other times at school, spent her holidays with an
sunt in Cambridge. The Lambs tock a strong fancy t:)
her, invited her to stay with them during her next holi-
days, and finally sdopted her. She called them uncl.o and
aunk, 254 thefs house was genenally her home, until her
marrisge with Mr Moxel, the puhbligher, in 1833. The
education of this young gt beesmie the eonstant eave of
the brother and mster They wished 1o give ber the
means of becomung herself a teacher, in the event of her
not marrying, and while Charles taught her Latw, Mary
Lamb warked hard at French that she might assist her
yaung papl.  Many are the sllusions n the letters of the
last years to “our Emmwa ;* and as Mary Lamb's periods
of mental derangement beczme mare and more frequent
and proimcted, this nmew relationship becowe ever a
greater comfort to them botly,

In the meantime Charles was frelting under the un-
broken confinement of office lfe. “I have been 1n-
eupersbly dull and letharge for many weeks,” Lie writes to
Berpard Barton early m 1824, “and cannot rise to the
vigous of a letter, much less an essay. The London must
do without me for a ime, for T have dost alt mterest about
it A subsequent letter, 1 August, tells the same tale of
¢ g “The same indusposttion to wnte has
stopped my * Thas, but you will see a fatile efort in the
pext pumber, * wiung from me with slow pan®  The fact
is, my head 13 seldom cool enough I am dreadfully
indolent” The “futile effort ’ 1n the next number was no
othier than the besutitu) essay on Blukesmoor, fresh proof
(if any were needed) that © difficult wnting " need not
make eelf folt as such by the reader. Nothing more
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unforced in style ever came from Charles Lamb’s hand—
no sentences more perfect in feeling and expression -than
those with which it ends :—

Mine, too—1whose else F—the costly fruit-garden, with itsson.
baked southern wall; the ampler pleasure-garden, rising back-
wards from the house in triple terraces, with flower-pots, now of
palest lead, save that n speck, here and thers, saved from fhe
elements, bespoke their pristine state to have been gilt and
glittering ; the verdaut quarters, backwarder still ; and, stretch-
ing still beyond, in old formality, the firry wilderness, the haunt
of the squirrel and the day-long-murmuring wood-pigeon, with
that antique image in the centre, god or goddess I wist not;
but child of Athens or old Rome paid never n sincerer worship
to Pan or to Sylvanus in their native groves, than I to that
fragmental mystery. .

Was it for this, that I kissed my childish hands too fervently
in your idol worship, walks and windings of Blakesmoor! for
this, or what sin of mine, has the plough passed over your
pleasant places? I sometimes think that as men, when they
die, do not die all, so of their ektingnished habitations there
may be a hope—a germ to be revivified.

The “firry wilderness” still remains, and in the grassy
meadow where house and garden once stood may faintly bo
traced the undulations of the ground where the triple
terraces rose backwards; but this is all of the actual
Blakesmoor that survives. Yet inthis very essay Lamb
bas fulfiled his own happy vision, and revivified for all
time that “ extinguished habitation.”

In spite of indolonce and low spirits, the hand of Lamb
had not lost its cunning, as the pretty Album verses
written for Bernard Barton’s daughter, Lucy, sufficiently
testify. They were sent to Barton at the end of this
month, September.  “Iam ill at these numbers,” he
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pleaded, “but if the above be not too mean to have aplace
in thy daughter’s sanctam, take them with pleasure.” Tho
lines are interesting, ss giving another proof of Lamb's
native sympathy with the Quaker simplicity, IHis Elia
cssay on the Quakerd 3leeting has shown it. He had
impressed Leigh Iunt, when a boy, by his Quakerdiko
demeancur. He had conveyad to Hood, wa remember, on
their first meeting, the iden of a “ Quaker in black.” He
had told Barton in an earlier letter, “In feelings, and
matters not dogmatical, I hope Iamhalf a Quaker.”” And
here, taking the word Album as text, “little book, sur-
named of White,"” he descants on the themes alono fitted
to find shelter in such a home .—-

Whitest thoaghts, in whitest dress,
Candid meanings, best express
Miad of quiet Quakorcas

In February and March of the following year, his Jetters
ta Barton—tbe correspendent who now drew forth his best
and most varied powers—show that the desire for rest was
becoming irritably strong.  “ Your gentleman brather seta
my month watering sfter hberty. Oh that I were kicked
out of Leadenhall with every mark of indignity, and a
eompetence in my fob,  The birds of their wonld not be
50 freons I should. How I would prance angd curvet it,
and pick up cowslips, 2nd ramble sbout purposeless as an
idiot 1" Later in March we learn that he had conveyed
to the Dircctors of the East India Company ius willing-
ness to resign.  “ I am sick of hope deferred,” be writes,
“The grand wheel is in sgitation that is to turn up my
fortune ; but round jt rolls, and will turn up nothung. I
have a glimpso of freedom, of becoming a gentleman at
largo, but Tam put off from day to day I hare offered

L
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my resignation, and it is neither accepted nor rejected.
Fight weeks am I kept in this fearful suspense. Guess
«hat an absorbing state I feel it. I am not conscious of
the existence of friends, present or absent. The East
India Directors alone can be that thing to me, or not. I
have just learned that nothing will be decided this week.
Why the next? why any week 17 o

When he wrote these words, the gratification of his -
hopes was nearer than he thought. He can scarcely have
had any serious anxiety as to the result of his application.
Some weeks before he had received some kind of intima-
tion that the matter might be arranged to his satisfaction,
and his medical friends had certified that failing health
and spirits made the step at least desirable. DBut hehad
served only thirty-three years, and it was not unusual for
clerks to complete a term of forty or fifty years’ service, so
that he may have had some uncasy doubts as to the
amount of pemsion. But all doubts were happily dis-
pelled on the last Tuesday in March, 1825, when the
Directors sent for him and acquainted him with the reso-
Iution they had passed.

Lamb has described this interview in soveral letters, but
nowhere so fully as in the Elia essay, the Superannuated

. Man, which, after his custom, he at once prepared for the

next month’s London Magazine. With the oneexcoption,
that he {ransforms the Directors of the India House into a
private firm of merchants, and with one or two other slight.
changes of detail, the account seems to be a faithful ver-
sion of what actually happened.

A week passed in this manner, the most anxious one, I verily
believe, in my life, when on the evening of the 12th of April,
just as I was about quitting my desk to go home (it might be
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about eight o'clock) T received an awful summons to attend the
presence of the whole assembled firm in the formidable back”
parlour  Ithought, Now my timo has surely come; T have done
for mysell. Iam going o be told that they have no longer
occasion for me. Tr——, I conld eee, smiled at the terror I
wan in, which was a little relief to me; when to my utler
astonishment, B, the eldest partner, began a formal
harangee to me on the length of my services, my very meri-
torions conduet during the whole of the timo (the deace, thought
T, how did he find out that? T protest I never bad the con.
fidence to think as much), He went on to descant on the
expediency of vetiring ot 8 certain time of life (low my heart
panted ]) and asking me s few questions s to the amount of my
own property, of which I have a little, ended with 2 proposal, to
which his three partners nodded a grave assent, that I should
accept from the house which T had served so well & penswn for
life to the amount of two-thirds of my d 'y
magnificent offer! Ido not know what I answered between
surprise and gratitude, but it was understood that T accepted
their propoeal, and I was told that I was free from that bour to
leave their service, 1 stammered out a bow, and at just ten
minates after eight 1 went home~—for ever

The munificence thus recorded was happily no fiction.
Lamb's full ealary at the time was httle short of seven
landred a year, and tho offer made to him was a pension
of four hundred and fifty, with a deduction of nine pounds
nyear to eecure o fitting provision for his sister, 1 the
ovent of her surviving mm.  “Here am 1" Le wntes to
Wordsworth, “after tlurty-three years' elavery, mtting in
my own 1oom ot cleven o'deck, this finest of all Apnd
mornings, a freed man, with 4417 a year for the remainder
of my life, ive I aslong es John Liennis, who outlived hy
annnity, and starved at mnety °”

The }‘;:st Tndia Directors seem to have been generous
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and considerate in a marked degree. If they wished to pay
some compliment to literature in the person of their dis-
tinguished clerk, it was not less to their credit. Bubin
spite of Laml’s modest language as to his official claims
upon their kindness, it would seem that he served them
steadily and faithfully during those thirty-three years.
Save for his brief annual holiday, he stuck to hispost. He .
wrote his letters from the desk in Leadenhall Streef, and
received some of his callers there, but there is nothing to
ghow that he neglected his daily work. He had sometimes
to tell of headache and indisposition, as when he had been
dining with the poets the night before, whero they had
not “quaffed Ilippocrene, but Hippocrass rather”  And
there is a tradition,—not 1o be too curiously questioned—
that on occasion of being roproved for coming to the
office late in the mornings, he pleaded that he made up for
it by going away very early.  But these peccadilloes areas
nothing set against the long extent of actual service, and
the hearty snd spontancous action of lis employers at its
close.

Thoogh Lamb had always fretted against what he called
his savery to the “desk’s dead wood,” the discipline of
regular, and even of mechanical work, was of infinite
service to him.  With his special temperament, bodily
and mental, ho needed, of all men, the compulsion of
duty. The “unchartered freedom ” and the “ weight of
chance desires,” which his friend Wordsworth has so
feelingly lamented, would have been shipwreek to him.
When deliverance from the nceessity of toil came, he
could not altogether resist their baneful effects.  And we
may be sure that we should not have had more, but fewer
Estays of Elia, if the daily routine of different labour .
hind heen less severe or regular.  He was well paid for the
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best of his literary work, but there was no pressuro upon
him to write for bread. “Thank God,” he writes to
Bernand Barton, “you and T are something besides being
writers | There is corn in E"ypl while there is cash at
Leadenhallt”



CHAPTER VIIL

LNFIELD AND EDMO.\'TOS.

(1826—1834)

«] cane home FOR LVER On Tuesday in last week Lamb
writes 1o \Vordsworth, on the gth of April, 1825.
«The incompte\mnsibleness of my condition ovctwhelmed
me, 1b was like passing from life into otornity. Every
year 10 e as long as three, 1€ to have three times 85
much real time _time that is ™Y own, init! I wandered
about thinking 1 was happ¥ but feeling I Wwas not. But
that tumultuousness is passing off, and 1 hegin to under-
stand the natore of the gift- Holidays, even the apnual
month, were always uneasy 10¥8: their conscious fugitive
ness ; the craving after making the most of them. Now,
when all is holiday, there are no holidays. 1 con sib ab
iome, in Tain OF chine, without @ restless jmpulse for
waolkings. Lam daily steadying, and ghall soon find ¥
as natural to M to be my own master, as 16 has been irkKs
«ome to have had o master. Mary wakes overy morning
with an obscure feeling that s0me good has happened
{0 us.” ‘
Certain misgivings 88 1o the consequences of the step
hie had taken arc apparent here, evell in his words of
congratulation. ‘Ihey appedr elsewhere, a3 in o letter 1o
Barton of the saine month, where he tells how the day
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hefors ho had gone back and sat af his old desk among
his old companions, and folt yearnings at having left
them tn the luseh,  Still, ho was forcing himself to take
the most hopeful view of the change in his life, snd the
essay on the Sup ted Man, that appeared 8 month
later in the London, elaboratts with excellent skill tho
feclings which he wished to enltivato and preserve, #A
man cau never have too much Time to humself, nor too
Jittle to do. Had I o Mttle son, I would christen him
Nothingto-do; he should do nothing. Man, I verly
believe, is out of his clement as long as he is operative. I
am al her for the Iife plative.” N
Qne of the eatlicst uses that he msde of his freedom
was to pay visits out of London with Mary. In the
summer thoy are at Enfield, having quiet holidays.
¢ Mary walks her twelvs miles a day sowmo days,” Charles
writes to Southey in August, *“ and I my twenty on others,
*Tis all holiday with me now, you know. The change
works admirably.” Dut as tuas went on, the change was
found to bo Jess admirable. Tho spur and the disciphne
of regular hours and occupation betng taken away, Lamb
had to make occupation, or else to find amusement in its
stead. o had been always fond of walking, and he now
tried the experiment of a companton 1n his walks 1 the
shape of s dog, Dash, that Hood had given him. Dut
tho dog proved ummanageable, and was fond of Tunping
away down any other strects than those intended by his
master, and Lamb had to part with him a year or two
later in despair. Ho passed Dash on to Mr. Patmore,
and fo this change of ownership we owe the amusing
letter in which he writes for mnformation as to the dog's
welfure. ' Dear P, excuse my anxiety, but how is Dash 1
T should have asked 1f Mrs. Patmore kept her rules, and
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was improving : but Dash came uppermost. The order
of our thought should be the order of our writing. Goes
he muzzled, or aperfo ore 7 Are his intellects sound, or
does he wander a little in %is conversation? You cannot
be too careful to watch the first symptoms of incoherence.

The first illogical snarl he makes—to St.Luke’s with him,
All the dogs here are going mad, if you can believe the over-
scers : but I protest, they scem to me very rational and
collected. But nothing is so deceitful as mad people, to
those who are not used to them. Try him with hot wafer ;
if be won't lick it up it is a sign—he does not like it.
Does his tail wag horizontally, or perpendicularly 7 That
has decided the fate of many dogs in Enfield. Is his
general deportment cheerful ? I mean when he is pleased,
for otherwise there is no judging. ¥You can’t be too
carcful. Has he bit any of the children yet? If he bas,
have them shot, and keep hiim for curiosity, to see'if it is
the hydrophobia”—and so this “excellent fooling” rambles .
on into still wilder extravagances, “We are dawdling -
our time away very idly and pleasantly ” the letter con-
cludes, *“at a Mrs. Leishman’s, Chace, Enfield, where if
you come a hunting, we can give you cold meat and a
tankard,” For two years from the time of his leaving the
India House, the brother and sister paid oceasional visils
to Mrs. Leishman's lodgings, until, finally, in 1827, they
beeame sole tenants of the little house, furnished.

The year 1827 opened sadly for Charles and Mary Lamb.
Since the death of their father, thirty years before, they
had not had to mourn the loss of many friends connected
with their early life. Their brother John had died five
years before—but he had helped to make their real lone-
liness felt, rather than to relieve it—and they had no
other mear relations. But there was one dear friend-
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of the family, who had been assaciated with them in their
seazons of heaviest sorrow and hardest struggle.  This was
Mr. Rondal Norris, for many years subdreasuyer and
Tibrarian of tbo Inner Temple, whose name has oecurred
co often in Tamb's lotters and essays, The families of
Norris and Yamb were united by tore than one bond of
friendship. They wero neighb m the Temple for
‘many years, and Mre, Notris was 3 mative of Widford, and
» friend of the old housekecper at Blakesware, And now
Charles writes to Crabb Robinson to tell him that this,
his cldess fnend, is dymg.  “In him T hove » loss the
world cannot make ap. Mo was my friend and my
{ather’s fnend all the hifo 1 can vemember, 1 secem fo
have moade foolish friendstups ever snce. These ore
friendsiops which outhwve o sccond generalion. Old
23 T am waxmg, o bis eyes [ wae still the child he
fist knew me, To the last he called me Charley.
X have none to eall me Choasdey now. Mo was the
1ast Jink that bound me to the Temple You are but of
yesterday, In lum eeom to bave died the old plain-
ness of manners and singleness of heart”  Tn a fow days
the lingering liness was over, and the old friend was
1aid to rest in the Temple Church-yard.

During the year that followed, Lamb found a con-
genial occupation, and a healthy substitute for hus old
reguler hours, in worktng dady af the Dntish Museum.
‘Ho wished to asust Tone, the editor of the Every Day
DBools, and undertook to make extracts, on the plan of
his former valames of Dramatic Specimens, from the
collection of plays bequemthed by Gamek to the
British Museum, for publication . Flone's Talle Book.
“It is o sort of office-work to me,” he writes to
Batlon, “hours, ten to four, the wme. It does 1o
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good. Man must have regular occupation that has
been used 1o it The extracts thus chosen were con-
fessedly but. gleanings"after the ecarlier volumes, and -
in the scanty commenis prefixed to them there is a
corresponding falling off in interest. The remark upon
Gorboduc, that *“ there may be flesh and blood underncath,
but wo cannot get at it ” shows the old keenness of obser-
vation. And it is pleasant to hear him repeat once more
that the plays of Shakespeare have been the “strongest
and sweetest food of his mind from infancy.” Buf ihe
real impotus to the study of the great Elizabethans had
heen given in the volumes of 1808,

A series of short essays contributed in this same year
to the New Monthly Magazine, under the title of Popular
Fallacies, are for the most part of slight value. The one
of theso that was the author’s favourite is suggested by
the eaying that “ Home is home, though it is mever so
homely.” The first exception that he propounds to
the truth of this maxim is in the case of the ¢ very poor.”
To places of cheap entertainment, and the benches of ‘ale-
houses, Lamb says, the poor man * resorts for an imago of
the homo which he caunot find at home” Very touch-
ing is the picture he goes on to draw of the discrepancy
between the “ humble meal shared together,” as described
by the sentimentalist, and the grim irony of the actual
facts. ¢ The innocent prattle of his children takes out the
sting of 5 man's poverty, But the children of the very
poor do not prattle. It is none of the least frightful
features in that condition that there is no childishness in
its dwellings. Poor people, said a sensible nurse to us
once, do not bring up their children, they drag them wup.”
The whole passage is in a strain of more sustained earnest-

-ness thap is usoal with Lamb, and serves to show how
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new life, though he could now “wander at his own
sweet Will,” was little caleulated to appease. The rest
of which he dreamed, when he retired in the prime of
Jife from professional work, could only mean, to such a
temperament as Lamb's, restlessness, He looked for
relief from many troubles in the mere circumstance of
change, It was the calum, 7on animum disillusion that
so many have had to experience. And at the same
time he hated having to break with old associations, and
to part from anything to which he had been long accus-
tomed. When he moved to Enfield, in the automn of
1827, he wrote to Hood that he had had “no health” at
Islington, and having found henefit from previous visits
at Enfield, was going to make his abode there alfogether.
But, he adds, “ "twas with some pain we were evulsed
from Colebrook. To change habitations is to die to
them ; and in my time I bave died soven deaths. But I
don’t know whether such change does not bring with it
a rejuvencscence.  'Tis an enterprise ; and shoves back the
sense of death’s approximating, which though not terrible
to me, is at all times particularly distasteful” The letter
ends in a more cheerful vein, with news of ten pounds a
year less rent than at Tslington, and many anticipations of -
occasional trips to London ¢ to breatho the fresher air of
the metropolis,” and of the curds and cream he and Mary
would set before Hood and Jerdan and other London
friends who might visit them in their country home.
Some of these joys were to be realized, and there are
many signs of the old humour and fancy not having been
altogether hanished by the separation from London in-
terests and friends. Mrs. Shelley meets him in town in
August, 1828, and writes to Leigh Hunt, “ On my return
to the Strand, I saw Lamb, who was very entertaining
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and amiable, thongh a little deaf. Ono of the first ques-
tions ho asked mo was, whether they made puns in Italy.
I said ¢ Yes, now Hunt is there Ilo said that Burney
made a pun in Otaheite, the first that ever was made in
that conntry, At first the matives could not make out
what he meant ; but all at once they discovered the pun,
and danced round him in trmnsports of joy.”

Lamb's work in litersture was now substantially over,
and he did litlle wore than trifle with it, pleasantly
and ingeniously, for the last few years. The London
Magazine, after a long decay, and many changes of
management, camo to sn end in 1826; and though
some of Lamb's later contributions 1o the New Aonthly
and the Englishman's Magnzine were included in the
Last Essays of Elia, collected and published in 1833,
Elia may bo said to have been born, and to have died,
with the London Magazine. Tn 1828 ho wrote, at the
request of the wife of Thomas Hood, who had lstely lost
a child, the well-known lines, On an infant dying as soon
ax Dorn, redolent of the spint and fancy of Ben Jonson
and the later Elizabethans, and though written to order
showing no lack of spontaneity. He continued to supply
his young lady fnends with acrostics and other such con-
tributions to their albums. He suffered, as be alleged,
terrible things from albums at this time. They were
another of the taxes he found rathlessly exacted from
“retired leisure,” Ho wntes to Procter 1o 1829 ~—

We are in the last ages of the world, when St. Paul prophesied
Vhat women should be “headstrong, lovers of their own wills,
bxr.iug albums.” Ifled hither to escape the albumesn perse-
cation, and had not been in my new hoase twenty-four hours
when the daughter of the next houce came n with a friend’s
#Wum o beg 2 contribution, and the following day intimated
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she had one of her own. Two more have sprang up since.  If
1 take the wings of the morning, and fly unto the uitermost
patts of the earth, there will albums be. New "Holland has
albumes.  But the nge is to be complied with,

e so far complied with the age as to produce enough,
with a few occasional verses of other kinds, to make a
fittle volume for his friend Moxon, then newly starting as
a publisher, to issuc in appropriate shape, in 1830,

The “new house” spoken of in the letter just quoted
waz the Enficld house already mentioned ; but in the
gummer of 1829 Charles and Mary Lamb again changed
their home. The sister’s illnesses were becoming more
frequent and more protracted, and the cares of housekeep-
ing weighed too heavily en her. Their old servant,
Becky, had merried and left them, and they were little
contented with her successor, There is a gloomy letier of
Charles {o his constant correspondent Barton, in July of
this year, telling how time was 20t lightening the diffi-
cultics of a man with no settled oceupation, He- had
been paying o visit in London, but even London was not
what it had been.

.

kY

The streets, the shops, are left, but all old friends are gone,
<« « » When I took feave of our adopted young friend at Charing
Crass, *twas heavy, unfecling rain, and I had nowhere to go.
Home have T none, and not o sympathizing house to turn {0 in
the great city, Never did the waters of heaven pour down on a
forlorner head. . . . . I got hame on Thursday, convineed that
T was better to get home to my home at Bnfield, and hide liken
sick eat in my corner. And to make me more alone, our
illtempered wmaid is gone, who, with o} her nirs, was yet a
home-picce of furnitare, a record of better daye; the yonng
thing {hat has succeeded her is good and attentive, but she §s
nothing. And T have no one here to talk over old matters with.
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wes . What I can do, and do overdo, is to walk § but deadly
long are the days, thess summer all-day days, with bat s Lalf.
hour's candle-light and no fire-Iight. . . . . I pity you for over-
work, but I assure you uo work is worse, The mind preys on
itself—the most unwholesome food. I bragged formerly that I
could mot hare too much time, Ihave a surfeit. With fow
yeams to come, the days are wesrisome. Bat weariness is not
eternal.  Bomething will shine out to take the load off that flage
me, which is st present intolerable, I have killed an bour or
two in this poor scrawl. I am a sangainary murderer of time,
and wonld kill him 1nch-meal just now, Dat the snake isvital
1Vell, I shall write meryier anon.

A letter of a week or two before had given sadder
reasons for this depression of spirits.  Mary Lamb had
again been taken 1ll, and 1t had been cecessary to remove
her from home,

I have been very desolate indeed. My loneliness is a fittle
abated by our youn friend Emma having just come here for ber
holidsys, and o schoolfellow of hers that was with Ler. Still
the house is not the same, though she is the ssme.

It was these repeated ilnesses of his sister, and the
loss of their old servant, that made them resolve to give
up Mousekeeping, and take lodgings next door (* Forty-
two inches nearer town,” Lamb said), with an old couple s
Mr.and Mrs. Westwood, who undertook to board as well as
lodge them.  * We have both had much illness this year,”
ho wrote to a fnend, * and feeling infirmities and fretful-
ness grow upon ug, we have cast off the cares of housekeep-
ina, sold off oar goods, and commenced boanding and
Jodging with a very comfortable old couple next door to
whero you found us. We uso 2 sort of common talle,
Nevertheless, we have reserved a prrvate ope for an old
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she had one of her ovn.  Tsvo more have sprang up since.  If
I take the wings of the morning, and fly unto the unitermost
parts of the earth, there will albums be, New 'Holland has
albums. But the agé is to be complied with.

He so far complied with the age as to produce cnough,
with a few occasional verses of other kinds, to make a
little volume for his friend Moxon, then newly starting as
n publisher, to issue in appropriate shape, in 1830,

The “new house” spoken of in the letter just quoted
was the Enfield house already mentioned ; but in the
summer of 1829 Charles and Mary Lamb again changed
their home. The sister’s illnesses were becoming more
frequent and more protracted, and the cares of housekeep-
ing weighed too heavily on her. Their old servant,
Becky, had married and left them, and they were little
contenied with her successor. There is a gloomy letter of
Charles to his constant correspondent Barton, in July of
this year, telling how time was not lightening the diffi-
culties of a man with no settled occupation. He: had
been paying a visit in London, but even London was not
what it had been. ‘

The streets, the shops, are left, but all old friends are gone,
.« « « When I'took leave of our ndopted young friend at Charing
Cross, "twas heavy, unfeeling rain, and I had nowhere to go.
Home have I none, and not n sympathizing house to turn to in
the great city. Never did the waters of heaven pour down on a
forlorner head. . . . . I got home on Thursday, convinced that
T was better to get home to my home at Enfield, and hide likea
sick cat in my corner. And to make me more alone, our
ill-tempered maid is gone, who, with all her airs, was yet a
home-piece of furniture, a record of betier days; the young
thing that has succeeded her is good and atfentive, but she is
nothing. And I have no one here to talk over old matters with.
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..« What I ean do, and do overdo, is to walk; but deadly
long are the dags, these surmmer all-day dags, with but a half.
hour's candlelight and no fire-light. . . . . I pity you for overs
work, but I assare you no work is woree, The mind preys on
itself—the most unwholesome food. 1 bragged furmerly that 1
could not have too much time. Xhave n surfeit. With fow
years to come, the days are wearisome. But weariness is not
eternal.  Something will shioe out to take the Joad off that flage
me, which i at present intolerable. I have killed an bour or
two in this poor seraw), 1 &m a sangminary murderer of time,
and woald kill him inch-meal just now. DBuat the snake isvital.
Well, I aball write merner anon.

A letier of a week or two before had given sadder
reasons for this depression of spifits,  Mary Lamb had
again been tahen 1], and 1t had been secessary to remove
her from home

I have been very desolste indeed MMy lonelineas is a little
abated by our young friesd Fmma having just come here for ber
holidays, azd a schoolfellow of hers that was with ber,” Still
the honse it not the ssme, thoagh ebe is the rame.

It was these repeated illnesses of his sister, and the
Joss of their old zervant, that made them resolve to give
up Jouzekeeping, and take lodmogs next door {“ Forty-
two inches nearer town,” Lamb satd), with an old couplea
Mr. and Mrs, Westwood, who undertook to board as well as
lodge them, * W have both had tauch iliness this year,”
he wrote to o friend, “and feehng infirmities and fretful-
negs grow upon us, wo havo cast off the eares of housckee”
ing, sold off our goods, and commenced boarding an
lodging with a very comfortable old couple next door” i
where you found us.  We uso a sort of common tabl

Neveriheloss, wo have rescrved a private one for an o
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fricnd.” In less than a week he was able to report the
good effect of the change upon Mary. “ She looks fwo
and a half years younger for it. But we have had sore
trials.” ‘

The next year opens with a letter to Wordsworth
describing the new ménage, and containing a charming
picture of the old couple who now were host and hostess
as well as landlords.

Our providers are an honest pair, Dame Westwood and her
husband ; he, when the light of prosperity shined on them, a
moderately thriving haberdasher within Bow Bells, retired since
with something under a competence; writes himself pareel
gentleman ; hath borne parish offices; sings fine old sea-songs
at threescore and ten; sighs only now and then when he thinks
that he has o son on his hands sbout fifteen, whom he finds a
difficulty in getting out into the world; and then checks a sigh
with muttering, as I once heard him prettily, not meaning to
be heard, “ I have married my daughter, bowever;” takes the
weather as it comes; outsides it to town in severest season; and
o’ winter nights tells old stories not tending to literature (how "
comfortable to author-rid folks !), and has one anecdote, upon
which and about forty pounds a year he seems to have refired
in green old age.

The letter gives encouraging news of his sister’s health
and spirits, but the loneliness and the want of occupation
are pressing heavily, he says, upon himself. Ho yearns
for London and the cheerful streets. “Let no native
Londoner imagine that health and rest, innocent occupa-
tion, interchange of converse sweet, and reereative study,
can make the country anything better than altogether
odious and detestable.” Later, in March, his thoughts
are diverted from his own condition, by the illness of
Miss Isola; and o proposal from John Murray to con-
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tinue the Specimens of the OId Dramatidts iy deelined,
beeanso in bis anxiety for their young protégde he could
think of nothing else. Miss Tsnla happily recoversd.
Lamb fetehed her from Suffolk, whers the illness had
oceurred, to Enfield, and it was on the journey home that
the famous stage-coach incident occurred.  “We travelled
- with one of those troublesome fellow-passengers in a stags
coach that i3 called a wellinformed man.  For twenty
miles wo discaursed about the properties of steam, proba.
bilities of carriage by ditto, till all my sciencs, and more
than all, was exhausted, and I was thicking of eseaping
1y torment by getting up on the outside, when, getting
into Bishop Stortford, my gentleman, spying some farming
land, put an unlucky question tome : * What sort of crop of
turnips I thought we should have this yeart' Erma's
eyes turned to me, to know what in the world I eould
have to eay ; and she burst into a violent fit of laughter,
maugro her pale serious cheeks, when with the greatest
gravity T replied that ‘Tt depended, I believed, upon
boiled legs of mutton.'”

There is little to record of incident orchange in thess
Tt years of the life, now more and more lonely, of brother
and sister. A small volume of occasional poetry, Allum
Terses—the amusements of the latter years of lewsnre—
was produced by Mr. Moxon n 1830, but contains little
to call for remark ; and another venture of Mr. Moxon's.
The Englishman’s Magazine, 1n the following year, drew
from Lamb some prose contributions, under the heading
of Peter's Net. In 1833, the Lambs made their last
change of residence. Their farmture had been disposed of
when they settled at Enfield, and they now entered on an
armngement similar to the lat, of boarding and lodging
with another married pair—younger, however, and more

b
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netive—n Mr, and Mrs, Walden, of Bay Colfage, in the
neighbonring parish of Edmonton, The reasons for the
changa are of the old sad kind, A lotter to Words-
worth, of May, 1833, tells the melanchaly story:—
« Mary in ill again,  Ifer illnesses encroach yearly. Tho
Tast was threo mouths, followed by two of dopression most
dreadfal, T look back upon her carlier atlacks with
longing.  Nico littlo durations of six weeks or so, followed
by complete restoration, shocking as they were {o me
then. Inshort, half her Jifo is dead Lo me, and the other
half is made anxions with fears and lookings forward o
tho next shock.,”  Mary Lamb had been on former ocea-
sions of illness under the care of the Waldens, and the
incronsing frequency of her atlacks mado {his chango
necesaary i the interest of both brother and aisfer, It
sacured for Mary the constant supervision of an attendant.

The sama lotler tells of an additional elemrent of loneli-
nesathat wag in storo for them.  Fama Teola was engaged
“avith my porfeet approval and entire concwrrence ” to
Mr. Moxon, the publisher, and the wedding was fixed,
Lamb writes of it with the old habitual unselfishness,
though it was to leavo him without his ¢ only walk.com-
paion, whoso mirthful spivits were the *youth of our
houso,””  Ilaturns, afier his manner, {o think of his com-
pensations, e iz cmancipated from Enfield, with atfen-
tivo people and younger, and what iz more, is three or
four miles nearer to his beloved town. Miss Tsoln wan
martied on tho 30th of July, and it is pleasant to
know that though up to the very day of the wedding
Mary Lamb had been unable to interest herself in the
ovent, and was of courso nnable to bo present at the
cerentony, she attributes her recovery from this attack to
the etimulng of the good nows suddenly communieated.
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the toucking tribute just cited was committed to paper, lin
was called to join his friend. Ooo day fn the middle of
December, 83 he was taking his usual walk along the
London Read, his Toot truck against o stono, and ho
stumbled and fell, inflieting o slight wound on his fice.
Yor some diys the injury appeared trifling, mnd on
the 22nd of the month he writes a cheerful nots to
tho wifo of his old friend George Dyer, concerning the
safety of a certain book belonging to Mr. Cary, which he
had Jeft ot her house. On the samo day, howover, symp-
toms of erysipelas supervened, and it soon-became evident
that his general health was too feeble to resist the attack.
From the first appearance of the discaso the failure of life
‘was 80 rapid that his intimato friends, Talfourd and Crabb
Ttobinson, did not reach his bed-side in time for him to
recognize them. The few words that escaped his lips
while his mind was still unclouded, conveyed to thoss who
watched him that b was undisturbed at the prospect of
death.  His eister was, happily for herself, 1n no stato to
feel or uppmme tho blow that was falling, On the 27th of
D ing in his last ts tho names of
his dem’cs?. friends, hn passed tranquilly out of life. ¢« On
tho following Saturday his remains were laid in a deep
grave in Edmonton churehyard, made 1o & spot which,
sbout a fortnight before, ho had pointed out to his sister
onan afternoon wintry walk, asthe place whero ho wished
to be buried.”

Thers is  touching fitness 1n the circumatance that
Charles Lamb could not longer survive his earliest and
dearcat friend—that, trying W for o little while, “ he hked
itnot—and died.” Itwasaitting comment on the circum-
stance, that that other great poetand thinker who next
to Coleridge shared Lamb's decpest pride and affection, s
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beneath Mr. Gilman's roof at Highgate, and Charles and
Mery Lamb were among the most welcome visitors at the
house: and now the friendship of fifty years was at an
end. All the little asperities of early rivalry; all the
natural regrets at sight of a life so wasted—powers so vast
ending in performance so inadequate—a spirit so willing,
and a will so weak—sivere forgotten now. Lamb had never
spared the foibles of his old companion ; when Coleridge
had soared to his highest metaphysical flights he had
spologized for him—* Yes! you know Coleridge is so full
of his fun;”’—he had deseribed him as an “ archangel, a
little damaged ;"—but the indeseribable moral afflatus felt
through Coleridge’s obscurest thapsodies had been among
the best influences on Charles Lamb’s life. A fow
months Inter he tried to put his regrets and his obliga-"
tions into words. “When I heard of thoe death of Cole-
ridge, it was without grief. Itscemed to me that he had
long been on the confines of the next world—that he had
a hunger for eternity. I grieved then that T could not
grieve ; but since, 1 feel how great a part he was of me.
His great and dear spirit haunts me. T cannot think a
thought, 1 cannot make a eriticism on men or books,
without an ineffectual turning and reference to him. He
was the proof and tonchstone of all my cogitations.”

The death of his friend was Charles Lomb's death-
blow. Thero had been two persons in the world for whom
he would have wished to live—Coleridge and his sister -
Mary. The latter was now for the greater part of."
year worse than dead to him.  The former was <
the blank left him helplessly alone, In conve;u\
friends ho would suddenly exclaim, as if with,
that aught else in the world should interest him, ¢
_ridgeisdead ! And within five weeks of the day
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he looked back & year afterwards on the gaps that death
had made in the ranks of theso heloved, should have once
more linkéd their namesin imperishable verse i

Nor hns the rolling year twice measured

From sign to sign its steadfast course,

Sinco every mortal power of Coleridge
Whas frozen at its marvellous source.

Tho rapt one of the godlike forchead,
The heaven-oyed creature, sleeps in carth:
And Lamb, the frolic and the gentle,
Has vanished from hig lonely bearth,

The friends of Lamb were not slow in giving expression
to their sorrow for his loss, and their admiration of his
character—Wordsworth and Landor in verse, Procter,
Moxon, Forster, and many others through various channels,
in prose. For the most part thoy had to deal in generali-
ties, for Mary Lamb still lived, and the full extent of her
brother's devotion and sacrifiee could not yet be told.
But abundant testimony was forthcoming that (to borrow
Landor’s words) he had left behind him that “worthier
thing than tears.”

The love of friends, withont a single fos.

Wordsworth, in a beautiful tribute to his friend, begun
with sone view to an inscription for his grave, expressed
no more han the verdict of all who knew him well,
when ho wrote —

Ob, he§¥ s good, if ever good man was.

And yet there must azve been many of his old acquaint-
ances who ‘were starded at finding admiration for him
thus expressed. Those who were not aware of the con-
ditions of his life, or kuew him only on his erdinary
convivial side, regarded him, we are assured, as a flippant
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talker, reckless indeed in speech, moody, azd of nacertain
temuper.  Few could know what Coleridge azd Wordsworth
and Soqthay knew o well, that with all his beastfol
recuneiation of orthodoxy in belief, and his freedom of
eriticiem on religions matters, bs was one expable of
feeling keenly both the seatiment and the principle of
religions trost. There ds ample evidence of this in those
early Jetters written in the darkest hours of his life. And
thoush the sentiment waned at o different elzss of
associstes gathered round him, and there were fow ab
harnd with whom to interch bis deeper thoughte,
religion in him never died, but became a habit—a habit
of exduring hardness, and cleaving to the steadfast per-
formance of duty in faca of the sirongest allorerents to
the pleasanter and easier course.  He set himself s tack,
one of the saddest and hardest that can be undertaken, to
act as guardian and companion to one living always on
the brink of insanity. For eight-and-thirty years ho was
faithful to this purpose, piving up everything for it, and
never thinking that be had done enough, or could do
enongh, for bis early friend, his * guardian angel.”

Tt is noteworthy that thoee surface qualities of Charles
Lamb by which 0 many were content to Judge him, were
just thoss which men are slow to connect with sterling
goodnessruch asthus.  There was a tertain Bohemaniom in
hirm, it must be allowed—a fonduess for overmuch tobacco
and ginand-water, and for the company of thoss whom
more particalar people looked shy upon. He often fretted
amizst the loss of time they eavsed him, but be was
tolerant for the moment of what fed his ense of humonr
ot fapey, and alwsys of that which touched the * virtue of
compassion ” in hint.  Jie ras free of =peeck, snd not in
he least afraid of ehocking bis company.  And it seemsa
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him assurance that all was then well with her” This
unvarying manner, betokening mutual dependence and
interest, was the feature that most impressed all who
watched them together, her oyes often fixed on his
as on * somo adoring disciple,” and ever listening to help
his speech in gome difficult word, and to anticipate the
coming need. Ho in turn was always on the watch to
detect any sign in her face of failing health or spirits, and
to divert the conversation, 3f occasion arose, from any
topic that might distress her or set up some dangerous
exciternent. Among the strange and motley guests that
their hospitality brought around them, her own opinions
and habits remained, with little danger. of being shaken.
“ Tt has been the lot of my cousin,” writes Lamb in the
essay Mackery End, “oftener perhaps than I could have
wished, to have had for her associates, and mine, freo
thinkers, Ieaders and disciples of novel philosophies and
systems ; but she neither wrangles with, nor accepts their
opinions. That which was good and venerable fo her
when she was a child, retains its authority over her mind
still. She never juggles or plays tricks with her under-
standing.” It was this eloment of quietism in Mary
Lamb that made her so inestimable a companion for her
brother, She was strong where he was weak, and repose-
ful where he was so often ill at ease,

She was indeed fitted in all respects to be Charles
Lamb’s life-lung companion. She shared his worthiest
tastes, to the full.  More catholic in her partialities than
he, she devoured modern books as well as ancient with
unfailing appetite, and had formed out of her reading
a pure and idiomatic English style, with just a touch, as
in everything else belonging to her, of an old-world for-
mality. She possessed a distinet gift of humour, as her
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portion of Mrs, Leicester's School armply shows, Thastory
of the Father's Wedding-day has strokes of humonr and
observation not unworthy of Goldsmith, Lander used to
rave, with characteristic vehemence, about thislittle sketeh,
and to declare that the incident of the child wishing,
when dressed in her new frock, that her poor “ mamma
was alive, to sco how fine sho was on papa’s wedding-day,”
was 8 masterpicce. The story called The Young Maho-
mefan has a epecial interest as containing yet one more
recollection of tho old house at Blakesware, The medal.
lions of the Twelve Cwsars, the Ioguth prints, and the
tapestry hanmnge, are all there, together with that pic-
turesque incident, which Charles clsewhero has not over-
looked, of tho broken hattledors and shuttlecock telling
of happy children’s voices that had once echoed through
the lonely chambers It 1s certain that Charles and Mary,
ardently as they both clung 1n sfter yearsto London sights
and sounds, owed much both 1n gemus and character to
having breathed the purer, calmer air of rural homesteads

A common cducation, whether that of aweet garden
scenes, or the cholco fancies and meditations of poet and
moralist—a scnsy of mutual need—a profound pity for
cach other's fralties—of these was forged the bond that
held them, and years of suffennyg and wlfidennl had
made 1 ever more and more strong  * That we had much
to struggle with, a3 we grew up together, we have reason
to be most thankful It strengthencd ind kmt our eom
pact closer  We could never have bien whit we haw
been to each other, if we had alway~ lid the ~ulbaney
which you now complun of " It wwitn thew wonds of
divipe philozophy that, whon Guipratie oo bl
List been achieved, Charles Lawb Coull Fok back upon
the anxious past
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one of The Marriage-i-la-Mode ; and on the gentleness of
{he wife's countenance, pootizing the whole scene, in the
print of The Distreseed Poct.  And he is doing a servico
to arl of Jargor scopo than fixing the respectivo ranks of
Hogarth and Poussin, in these noblo concluding lines:—

1 ray not that all the ridieulous subjects of ITogarth hnve
necessarily something in thoem to make us like them; some ave
indifferent 1o us, somo in their natures repulsive, and only made
interesting by the wonderful skill and truth to nature in the
painter; but X contend that there isin most of them that sprink-
ling of the better nature which, like holy waler, chases nway
and disperses the contagion of the bad. They have this in them
besides, that they bring us nequainted with the every-day human
fneo; they give us skill to detect those gradations of sense and
virtue {(which csenpe the carcless or fastidious observer) in the
countenances of the world nbout us; and prevent that disgust
at common life, that tedivm quotidianaram formarum, which
an unrestricted passion for ideal forins and beauties is in dunger
of producing

{1is judgments of pietures aro, as might be expected, those
of o man of letlers, not of a painter. It is tho sfory in the
picture that impresses him, and the technieal qualities leave
him unmoved. A curious instanco of this is afforded in his

© essay on The Barrenncss of the I'maginative Facully in the
Productions of Modern Art.  After complaining that, with
the cxcoption of Hogarth, no artist within the last fifty
years had treated a story imaginatively—¢ upon whom his
subjeet has so acted that it has scemed to direct 2im, not
to bo arranged by him "—ho breaks out into a fine rhap-
sody on the famous Bacchus and Ariadne of Titian in the
National Gallery. But it is not ns a masterpicce of colour
and drawing that it excites his admiration. The qualities
of tho poet, not those of the painter, are what he discovers
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in it Tt is the “imaginative faculty” which he detects,
as shown in the power of uniting the past and the present.
“Precipitons, with his reeling satyrrout around him,
re-peopling and re-illuming suddenly the waste places,
drunk with o new fury beyond the grape, Bacchus, born
of firc, fire-like flings himself at the Cretan :” this is the
present.  Ariadne, “unconscions of Bacdms, or but idly
casting her' ‘eyes 23 upon some unconcerning }nhamt, her
goul undistracted from Theseus "~—Arizdne, * pacing the
solitary ghore in as much heartsilence, and in almost
the samo local golitude, with which she awoke at day-
break to catch the forlorn last glances of the sail that
bore away the Athenian ;” this isthe pest. Bub it is in
the situation itself, mot in Titian’s treatment of it, that
Lamb has found the antithesis that so delights him. He
is in fact the poet, taking the subject out of the painter’s
hands, and treating it afresh, Lamb obtains sn easy
victory for the ancients over the moderns, by choosing as
his foil for Titan aud Raffaclle the trestment of sacred
subjects by Martin, the painter of Belshazzar's Feast and
The Plains of Ieaven. And it is significant of a certain
inability in Lamb to do full justice to his contemporaries,
that in noting the barrenness of the fifty years 1n question
in the matter of art, he has no exception to make but
Hogarth. He might have had a word to say for Turner
and Wilkie,

The essay on The Artificial Comedy of the Last Century
bas received more attention than its importance at all
‘warrants, from the circumstance that Macauhy set to work
senrms\y Yo demolish its in ng Legh
Hunt's edition of the Restoration Dmmahsu Lamb‘
essay was originally part of a larger essmy upon the old
actors, in which he was Jed to speak of the comedies of
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Congreve and Wycherley, and the reasons why they no

- longer held the stage.  His line of defence is well known.
He protests that the world in which their characters move is
so wholly artificial—a conventional world, quite apart from
{hat of real life—that it is beside the mark to judge them
by any moral standard. They are a world of themselves
almost as much as fairy-land.” Tho apology is really (as
Hartley Coleridge acutely points out) for these who, like
himself, conld enjoy the wit of these writers, without
finding their actunl judgment of moral questions at all in-
fluenced by it. It must be admitted that Lamb does not
convince us of the sincerity of his reasoning, and probably
he did not convinee himself. He loved paradox; and he
loved, moreover, to find some soul of goodness in things evil.
As.Hartley Coleridge adds, it was his way always to take
hold of things “ by the botter handle.”

The same love of paradox is manifest in the essay on
Shalespeare's Tragedies, * considered with reference to their
fitness for stage representation.” If thers are any positions -
which we should not expect to find Lamb disputing, they
are the acting qualities of Shakespeare’s plays, and the in-
tellectual side of the actor’s art. Yet these are what he
devotes this paper to impugning. He had been much dis-
gusted by the fulsome flattery contained in the epitaph
on Garrick in Westminster Abbey. In this bombastic
cffusion, this *{famago of false thoughts and nonsense,”
0s Lamb calls it, Garrick is put on a level with
Shalkespeare s—

And till Eternity with power sublime
Shall mark the mortal hoar of heary Time,

Shakespeare and Garrick like twin.stars shall shins,
And earth irradiate with a beam divine.

Why is it, asks Lamb, that “from the days of‘the
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springing up after thought, T would almost say, as they -

-were watered by her tears.” We are quite sure that
the vwriter of these eloquent words did not seriously
regard the art of acting as a mere succession of tricks
typon the eye and ear” He was for the moment
prejudiced against the great sctor—whom, by the way, he
had nover seen, Garrick having left the stage in 1776—by
the injudicious language of his flatterers.  But if we make
due sllowance for his outburst of spleen, we shall find’
much that is admirably true mixed up with it. Crities
have often, for instance, insisted upon what is gained by
seeing a drama acted, as distinguished from reading it,
and Lamb here devotes himself {o showing how far it is
from being all gain, It is difficult for a frequent play-
goer to disembarrass the idea of Hamlet from the person
and voice of Mr. Kemble, We spenk of Lady Macheth,
while we are in reality thinking of Mrs, Siddons.” We
get distinctness, says Lamb, from secing o character thus,
embodied, but “dearly do we pay” for this senmse of
distinctness,

This line of criticism leads up to the crowning paradox
of this essay, that the plays of Shakespeare *are less
calcnlated for performance on a stage than those of almost
any other dramatist whatever.” Here again it may be
said that no one knew better than Lamb that in a
most important sense these words are the very reverse of
trath.  There is no quality in which Shakespearo's great-
ness as o dramatist is more conspicuous than his know-
ledgo of what is effective in stage ropresentation. But
Lamb chose to mean something very different from this.
He was thinking of certain other qualities in the poet
which are incommunicsble by the mediom of acting, and
on these ho proceeds to dwell, discussing for that purpose
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the traditional stage rendering of Hamlet and other
characters. He points out how the stage Hamlet almost
always” overdoes his scorn for Polonits, and his brutality
to Ophelis, and asks the reason of ‘this It does not
seem to occur to him that this is simply fad acting, and
that it is not at all a neceseary incident of the art that
Tamlet's feelings shoold be thus represented, Te seewms
10 be confounding the limitations of the particelar actor
with those of his art. Indeed it is clear that many of the
positions maintained in this paper are simply convenient
opportunities for enlarging upon some character or con-
ception of the great dramatist.

Lamb had a juster complaint against Garrick than that
supplied by the words of a foolish epitaph. He boldly
expresses a doubt whether the actor was capable of any
real admiration for Shakespeare. Would any true lover of
his plays, be asks, have “admitied into his matchless
scenes such ribald trash” as Tate and Cibber and the
rest had foisted into the acting versions of the dramas?
Much of the scorn and indignation expressed by Lamb in
this paper, becomes intelligible swhen we recall in what
garbled shapes the dramatist was presented. Garrick
himself had taken a prominent share in these alterations
of the text. It was he who completely changed the last
act of Hamlet, and tarned the Winfer's Tale into a piece
of Arcadian instpidity. Bot the greatest outrage of all,
in Lamb’s view, would be Tate's verston of Lear—in a
modified edition of which Garrick himself bhad performed.
In this version—which the editor of Bell’s acting edition
(1774) calls a “ judicious blending ” of Shakespeare and
Tate—the charcter of the Fool is altogether omatted ;
Cardelis survives, and marnes Edgar, and Lear, Kent,
and Gloster announce therr intention of retiring into
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private life, to watch the happiness of the young couple,
Lear himeclf bringing down the curtain with these

amazing lines -

Thon, Kent, and I, retired from noise and strife,
Will calmly pass our short reserves of time

Tn cool reflections on our fortunes past,

Cheered with relation of the prosperons reign
Of this celestinl pair; thus onr remains

Shall in an even conrse of thonghts be past,
FEnioy tho present hour, nor fear the last.

This was {he stoff which in Lamb’s day the actors and
{heir audicnce were content to accept as the work of the
Master-hand. It may well account for a tone of bitterness,
and cven of exaggemtion, that pervades the essay, Itis
some compensation that it drew from Lamb his noble vin-
dieation of Shakespeare’s original. The passage is well
known, but I cannot deny myself the pleasure of quoting
it once agnin :— .

The Lear of Shakespeare cannot be acted. The contemptible
machinery by which they mimic the storm which he goes oat
in, is not more inadequate to represent the horrors of the real
clements, than any actor ean be to represent Lear; they might
more easily propose to personate the Satan of Milton upon a
stage, or one of Michael Angelo's terrible figures. The great-
ness of Lear is not in corporal dimension, but in intellectual;
the explosions of his passion are terrible as a voleans; they are
storms turning up and disclosing to the bottom that sea, his
mind, with all its vast riches. It is his mind which is laid bare.
This case of flesh and blood reems too insignificant to be thought
ou: even as he himself neglects it.  On the stage we see notlfing
but corporal infirmities and weakness, the impotence of rage:
while we read it, we ree not Lear, but wo are Lear, we are in
his mind, we are sustained by a grandenr which bafiles the
malice of daughters and storms; in the sberrations of his
reason we discover a mighty irregular power of reasoning, im-
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methodized from the ordinary purposes of Life, but exerting its
powers, as the wind blows where it listeth, at will upon the
corraptions and sbuses of mankind.  What have looks or tones
to do with that sublime identification of bis age with that of
the Acarens themselves, when in his reproaches to them for
conniving at the injustice of his children, be reminds them that
“they themselves are oldP" What gestures shall we appro-
priate fo this? What has the voice or the eye to do with such
things? Bat the play is beyond all ast, as the tamperings with
it show : it is too bard and stony; it must kave love-scenes, and
abappy ending. It is not enongh that Cordelia is a daughter;
she must shine as a lover too. Tate has put his hook in the
nostrils of this Leviatkan, for Garrick aud his followers, the
showmen of the scene, to draw the mighty beast aboat more
easily. A bappy ending !—as if the living martyrdom that
Lear had gone through, the flaying of his feelngs alive, did
not make a fair dismissal from the stage of life the only decorous
thing for him. If he is to live and be kappy after, if be conld
sustain this world’s burden after, why all this pudder and pre.
paration—why torment us with all this unnecessary sympathy P
as if the childish pleasure of getting his gilt robes and sceptre
again could tempt him to act over again his misused station—as
if, at his years, and with his experience, anything was left bat to
die

No passage in Lamb's writings 18 better fitted than this
to illustrato his peculiar power as a commentator. It as
little suggests Hazlitt or Coleridge, as it does Schlegel or
Gervinus. It is more remote still—it need hardly be
added—from the fantastic trcks of » later day, which
are doing all they can to make Shakespearisn eritieism
hideous. Lamb's emphatic vindueation of the course of
events in Shakespeare’s tragedy of course tmplies a criticism
and a commendation of the dramatist. But no one feels
that he is either patronizing, or yudging, Shakespeare.
THe takes Lear, as it were, out of the hands of iterature,
and regards him es a human being placed in the world
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where all men have to suffer and be tempted. We forget
that he is a character in a play, or even in history,
Lamb's criticism is & commentary on life, and no truer
homage could be paid to the dramatist than that he
‘:hmﬂd be allowed for the time to ‘pass out of our
thoughts.

Thoroughly characteristic of Lamb is the admirable
paper on The Sanity of Truc Genius, suggested by~
Dryden's famous line as to “great wit” being nearly
allied to madness. It aims to disprove this, and fo show
that, on the contrary, the greatest wits “will over be
found to bo the sanest writers.” He illustrates this by
the uso that Shakespeare and others make of the super-
natural persons and situations in their writings. ¢ Cali-
ban, the Witches, are as true to the laws of their own
nature {ours with a difference) as Othello, Hamlet, and
Macheth, Terein the great and the little wits are differ-
enced : that if the latter wander ever so little from nature
or actual existence, they lose themselves and their
readers.”  And with a marvellous semblance of paradox,
which yet is felt to be profoundly true, he proceeds to de-
clare that in Spenser’s Episode of the * Cave of Mammon,”
where the Monoy-God, snd his danghter Ambition and
Pilato washing his hands—the most discordant persons
and sitnations—are introduced, the controlling power of
the poet’s sanity makes the whole more actually consis-
tent, than the characters and situations of every-day life
in tho latest novel from the Minerva Press. Itis a proof,
he says, “of that hidden sanity which still guides the
poet in his wildest sceming aberrations.” No detached
sentences can, however, convey an idea of this splendid
argument.  Nothing that Lamb has written proves more
decisively how large a part the higher imagination plays
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in true criticism ; nothing belter illustrates the truth of
Butler's claim, that

The poet, must, bo ried by his peers,
And not by pedants and philosophers

That Lamb was a poet is at the root of his greatness
38 o critic; and his own judgments of poetry show the
same sanity to which he points in his poetical brethren.
He is never so impulsive or discursive that he fails to
show how unerring is his judgment on ell points con-
nected with the poet’s art. There had been thoso before
Lamb, for example, swho had guoted and called attention to
the poetry of George Wither; but o one had thought of
noticing that kus metre was alsa that of Ambrose Philips,
and that Pope and bis friends had only proved their own
defective car by secking to make it mdiculous, *To the
measure in which these lines are wniten, the wits of

* Queen Anne’s days contemptuously gave the name of
Numby-Pamby, in ridicule of Ambrose Philips, who has

" used it in some instances, as in the lines on Cuzzomi, to
my feeling at least very deliciously ; but Wither, whose
darling measure 1t seems to have been, may show that in
skilfal hands it is capable of expressing the subtlest
movement of passion. 8o true it 1, what Drayton seems
to have felt, that it 15 the poet who modifies the metre,
not the metre the poet.”

It wag in the margin of a copy of Wither's poems that
this exquisits corument was originally made ; and in such
8 casnal way did much of Lamb’s finest eriticism come
into being. All through s Iife, in leiter and essay,
he was making remarks of this kind, throwing them out
by the way, never thinking that they would be hereafter
freasored up as the most luminous and Ppenetrative Judg-
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him inexhaustible in amount and in oxcollence, and ho
was impatient of what sought to divert his attention from
st. Tt was literally truo of him that “ when a new book
came out—he read an old ono.”

Bat even of the old ones, the classics of our literatare,
it was not easy to say what his opimion in any case would
be. For instance, ho was a great edmirer of Smollett, and
was with great difficulty brought to admit the superiority
of Fielding. And in the work of a greater humorist than
Smollett, in the Prcaresque school—G4l Blas—he would
not acknowledge any merit at all  The truth is that for
Lamb to epjoy a work of humour, it must embody a
strong human interest, or at least have & pulse of bumanity
{hrobbing through it. Humour, without pity or tender-
ness, only repelled him. It was another phase of the
same quality in him that-—as we have seenin his estimate
of Byron—where he was not drawn to the man, he was
almost disabled from admiring, or even und di
the man's work, Had he ever come face to face with the
author for a single evemng, the result might have been
quite different.

There is no difficulty, therefore, fn detecting the limita.
tions of Lamb ss 2 cntic. In a most remarkable degree
he had the defects of hus qualities  ‘Whero his heart was,
there his jndgment was svund. Where he actively dis-

liked, or was passively indifferent, his critical powers
remained dormant He was too fond of paradox, too
much at the merey of his emotions or the mood of the
Lour, to be a safo guide alwaye. Bat where no disturbing
forces 'mtexfered, he exercised a faculty almost unique in
the hxstory of critictsm. When Southey heard of his
Speaznmx o{ the Englis{z Dramatic Poets, he wrote to
Caletidge : ““I{ eo-operative labour wera a3 practicable as
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