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killed him. Some one found hlmi thus
truggiing with it near Main Hill' and
the atone got happily set up at last.
What a picture beneath the dim strag-
giing raya of a mnisty Scottieh. moonliglit
night ! Or we have a" everung scene,
the dawning of the littie feilow's memory,
when hie father carried hini across Mein
Water, . . 'the pool spanned by a wooden
bow without railing, and a single plank
broud. He iifted mie againet hie thigh
with hie riglit hand and walked carelesiy
aiong tili we were over. My face was
turned rather downwards. I iooked
into the deep clear water and its reflected
skies with terror, yet with confidence
that hie could save me.'

That part of the book which treats of
Carlyle's friendship with Edward Irving
possesses a meiancholy interest of its
own. It is indeed a soui'a tragedy, al
the more sad for the caim and happy
iight that wa s hed around the eariier
scenes of their intercourse. Irving wue
the eider of the two, the more brilliant,
the more captivating, and the more suc-
cessful. The more we dweii on the out-
ward disparity between the two yoting
meni the more we are led to admire the
generosity sud open mnindedness with
which the gifted preacher recognised the
greatness of spirit that was hiddeii f romi
the comnion herd beneath Cariyle's
rough exterior, struggling as he then
wae with penury, iii-health and a fixed
determination not to seil hie life into the
bondage of any of the acknowledged
professions or respectable modes of ob-
taining a iivelihood. These mnemoirs of
Irving( are in great part a'nmemoir of
Carlyle's youth, hie early attempte at
pedagoguery, waiking tours, wild yacht-
lng excursions, iii which Irving joined
hiin, ' rather preferring the heliu-part
and uîot mucli taking the oar when he
could honourably he]p it.' Then we
find the succese of Irving, driveil like a
wedge between thenm,-the eloquent
minieter drawn to London, bis poptu-
iarity 'taking fire there,' Canning,
BrotÎghami, Mackintosh, Lady Jersey
rushing to hear hini day after day tilt
hie believed that the 'Christian religion
was again to doininate ail ininds, and
the worid to become au Eden by hie
thrice-blessed mieauis.' Ail thie while
Carlyle je bitteriy struggiing arnong the
thorny pathe of unrenhinierative litera-
ture, chiefly of the German sort, aud
their meetings are but occasional. Irving
is stiii inost friendly, hie hiouse je ever

open to Carlyle, hie interest with London
publishers at conimand ; but it gets more
and more sad to the rugged independent
thinker to notice how hie friend's finer
qualities were being spoitt by the inces-
sant adulation that surrounded hirn.
'In this liberat London, pitch your
sphere one step iower thanyourself, and
you caii get what arnount of flattery yon
wilt consent to.' Then follow increasiur
eccentricities on lrving's part as the
beautiful dream he had conjured up
metted away ; struggling to retrieve
hie position which resuited in hie offend-
ing hie hearere by a direct openness of
denunciation which they deeerved but
did not expect ; flnally expulsion for
some over-thoughtfut heresy or sus-
picion of heresy froin the Scotch Church
aud the founding of hie own eects 80 oon
to be fouied by the parasitic growth of
'the Tongues,' inane senselees shrieking
of 'lah-laliing women.' Very touching
is the passage in which Carlyle speake
of his riding atone up the Tottenhani
Court Iload after Irving's death and
tooking back at the ' sierra of London,'
its domes and spires saw-edged agaiuet
the clear sky, and reflecting that the
steeple of the Caledonian Chapet which
hie descried ainong thein was the ouly
positive mark that wae teft of Irving
having ever lived. or ever worked, in
the great metropolis.

The reminiscences of Mrs. Carlyle
coming after the other two memoirs,'and being written quite independeutly
and without reference to the others, to'
sorne extent cover the same ground and
present us with the same facts in sligyhtiy
difl'erin2y form. Owiug, also, to the in-
tense closenese Of sympathy between
Carlyle and hie wife, they are in efl'ect
a biography of the author no lees than
of hie tife-companion, and we f etl that
the years of survivai were clnpty and
unpr>tltale to the aged man who cotild
not tind in the few remaining friende of
hie manhood that cornpanionship with
which hie wife's syrnpathy had cheered
himi through, the ditficuit tasks of bis
life. Hie beet years, ail hie great works,
date before his wife's stidden death. She
shared hie poverty and sulent toil, fore-
saw hie succees aud gave himi that eu -
couragement whichi rendered it possible.
WVhen hie 'Frenchi Revolution' came
out shie was almost angry with hini for
doubting, lu that reaction whichi inevit-
abty foltows long-sustained effort, the
hold which it at once took upon the
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