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'hat Elia himself liad a close acquaintance with the gentie-
Mail whose peculiarities hie depiets.

lis vadlaries and antic dispositions were f requently given
fnlllay hensurrounded by a coterie of haie friends. His

his8ing his own farce may be ternied a queer conceit as much
es bis hearty encore of bis own witty prolcgue. IlAnything
8.wfui makes me laugli," lie confessed. I Imisbehaved once

ea funeral," and it Mw >as on account of this sad failing that
bfeared to Stand as god-father to a friend's chiid, fearing

be wouîd disgrace himself at the very font !A (jueer char-
40ter indeed who could write a playfui humorous paper with
the tears of sorrow running over his cheeks. As one of his
Plactical jokes bie once sent a credulous creature to Primrose

iat sunrise to see the Persian Ambassador say his imoru-
'Dg Prayers. "H1e shrinks instinctively f rom one who pro-
fe'8ses to like minced veal ; and held that a man cannot have

Pure mmid who refuses apple dumplings." What couid be
~~lulier in its way than bis tellinc, of Il the thriving haber-
dlaaber wbo retired un one anlecdote and £40 a year," and

hae fl ot ail met the very man or bis direct descendant?

lHe fon hsbon1eanos he says, Ilfloating on

woflder then that hie had a fondness for choosing the
J.owîyv Ones of the earth for bis texts and friends. Take for

atance bis comnplaint of the Il Decay of Beggars." Il Much
eo0d mnight be extracted from these samne beggars-a greasy

bzenry. Rags, which are the reproach of poverty, are the
e8ggar's *robes, his full dress, the graceful insignia of bis

Profession. He is the onlv man in the universe wbo is not,
obliged to Stud .peracs. 11e is the only f ree man in

teUfliverse"1

for ~4dprobably hie bad a fondness as he had a sympathy
4 PSay Relations."T my mind his description in this

%'sY i one of bis happiest efforts: "A poor relation is the
'O. irrelevant thing in nature, a piece of impertinent cor-
4"ýPondlencY an odious approximation, a haunting consci-

elI6, prposerosbadow lengthening in the nountide of
OrPrOSPerity ; an unwelcome remembrancer, a perpetually

recu1arring mortification, a drain on your purse, a more intol-
~rbe dun Up your pride, a drawback upon success, a re,

U1 oYour rising, a stain in vour blood, a biot on your

B.Iu~aa renit in your garment, a deatb's-head in your

enq6ta mrdeerin your gate, a Lazarus at your door,

* Otme.nt, a m oto in your eye, a triumph of your enlemy, an
aýPologYt orf edutehi

~gy o yor fiends, tbe one thing notneduhebi
harvest, the ounce of sour in the pound of sweet.",

il oiOuzn on New Year's Eve bie writes, at five
ndforty. knl auhi f Im yseif no one whose mmnd is

~toscIve can have a îess respect for bis present identitY
ý4 1 bave for the man Elia. I know him tobe ligbt and

valu and humoroe a stammering buffoon." Perhaps Car-
'Y1 WaS right if your confession is a true one, but we would

,ohave Yo other than your own odd self. D)o sun and
the~ reeze and solitary walk and summer oidays, and
80cgre"'a'p-8 of fields and the delicious juicesofmtsan

Cety a.nd the cheerf ul glass and candie ligbt and fireside

aitg.mer$atOns and innocent vanities and jests and even irony

Whriote5 ese tbings go out with life and witb the mind

Ilering buff. tem Wouîd tbat the world haed more stam-

tl!*alia s if Carle Lamb is one !ht aeaO

ýQj jaa its Of comedy. IlMrs. Battle, oefmlal
'fWh.s ~l fo il God)-who loved a good gaine

8t Xext to ber devotions. She was neyersenwte

~1~rsnufboxwhen it was bier turn to play or snuff a
te In the maiddle of the game as sbe sat boit uprigbt at

k1rs* tBle. No, indeed, there was no sick whistwbf

The -~a one of the players."an
frWho hetl black ned, whlite-teetbed chjmnney sweeper,

Illok Où e blasking ohv reinained bis buttan
roekrytiî r iig t h ae del lipdo

tiited Sidetihgm brougbt himi upon bis back: There

''th orstn meout with his dusky finger to te mob
eb te for the exquisitenlesq of the fun worked tbeml

thGg at the corners of his poor red eyes, yet twiiikling
* ftood ,lWitb a joy sntce out of desolation. There hie

hi%îmm0fge andh Ilililfluf of misehief in

lidte hingliwee sometimes crude-"l a sort Of unlicked
Dg8, Viinousl]y pranked in an affected array
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of antique mlodes and phrases " as penned Ilby a friend of
the late Elia." lis spoken jests, too, were often irrelevant
and made thick-skinned enemies of some thin-skinned
friends.

Thoughi one lias ventured to Say that his jests are
beginning to grow obsolete and bis stories to be found out,
yet to me the quaint littie ex-clerk presents such a rare
mixture of wit and wisdoin, of merriness and melancholy,
of quip and questioning, of trifiing and tenderness, of punl
anA1 j, that 1 love him for bis many-sidedness, for bis
naturainess, frankness, and kindness of beart, for bis every-
day humanity that we can ail understand, and, above ail, for
that good spirit of fun wbicb warded off many an evil spirit
of depression. The fact that bis penchant for joking and
punning cost him many a friend had no apparent efFect upon
this propensity for fun. Perbaps it was witb him as witb
Oliver Wendeil ilolmes wbo "lneyer dared to write as funny
as hie could."

Somne letters published in the Atlantic Montbly a couple
of vears ago from the pen of Lamb reveal many a toucb of
humour. Ex-en in a letter of condolence to llood over the
death of an infant daughter of the latter, Elia could not
refrain f rom mak 1ing a punl over a wager as to the sex of tbe
littie one. "lGod bless you and the inother of your sweet
girl that sbould bave been. I have won sex-pence from
Moxon of Moxon by the sex of tbe dear one gone." In an
invitation to Home bie writes " lPut yourself in the coach
to-morrow afternoon and come to, us. If we are out when
you come the maid is instructed to keep you upon tea, and
proper bread and butter till we corne home." Writing to
Mrs. Williams, enclosing an acrostic, hie says : IlI bave
ventured upon some lines which combine my old acrostic
talent witb my new profession of epitapb-monger. As you
did not please to say wben you would die I have lef t a
blank space for the date. May kind heaven be a long tirne
in filling it up." Referring to this acrostic bie afterwards
writes : IlYou will see that I am worn to the poetical dregs,
condescending to acrostics, which are nine fatbom beneath
album verses."

At the close of bis "Last Essays " the bumorous is
well uppermost in bis IlPopular Fallacies," among tbose
enumerated beiug the oid familier ones: IlThat a bully is
always a coward ; that ill-gotten gain neyer prospers ; that a
man must not laughi at bis own jest ; that tbe pour copy the
vices of tbe ricb ; tbat, enougb is as good as a feast ; that
handsoine is that handsome does ; that we must not look a
gift horse in the moutb ; that home is home though it is neyer
so humble; that we should rise witb tbe iark and lie down
witb tbe lamb."

But the end came to this sweet, dioeusive, bountiful
soul, wbich passed from its poor tellement of dlay in 1834,
over sixty years ago, in tbe little bay cottage at Edmnonton,
wbere he lived for some years with bis grievously afflicted
sister. The building shows but slight evidence of any
external change. Situated a few yards from the railway

station, the bouse, with its gable facing the roadway, its

red-tiled roof and whitened walls, its nrrow doorway and
sniail-paned windows, gives the impression of old world
comfort and seclusioti. A rowaik tree, on the branches of

which bang clusters of red bernies, stands at the gateway,

and its autumnal appearance imparts just now a pictorial

attractiveness to tbe interesting building wbich is stili

known as "9Lamib's Cottage." FRANK YEIOH.

Three iKisses.

Chjldhood, upon her brow, dropped kisses sweet
With crooning song, lie lingered by her side,
And, witli bright hope, ber pulses wildly beat;

IAh !this is Life !" elle cried.

Youtb, fromn lier gentie lips, drank kisses rare

As warmn as southern windls, that faîntly blow,
And with soft fingers stroked bier golden bain;

" 1 Tis Love," slle whispered, low.

A with chili kisses, fann'd lier furrowed face,
o en b'er dimn eyes elle felt bis icy breath ;
Gently hie clasped ber, in a close embrae-

She munmured, "This is Death. "
LîiziE E. DYAs.
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