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he completed what Dr. Garnett named well ““His Thirteen Years' War
with Frederick.” [Ilis writing-table and arm-chair stood near the centre, and
within easy reach was the little mahogany table for the books he happened
to be using—or such of them as were not on the floor.

Carlyle bequeathed his writing-table to Sir James Stephen. ‘1 know,”
he wrote in his will, ‘“ he will accept it as a distinguished mark of my esteem
He knows that it belonged to my father-in-law and his daughter, and that 1
have written all my books upon it, except only Schiller, and that for fiftv
years and upwards that are now passed I have considered it among the 1uosi
precious of my possessions.”

It was into the ground-floor room—at that time spoken of as the
““parlour ”—that Edward Irving was ushered when he paid his one visit
to Cheyne Row, in autumn 1834. ‘I recollect,” writes Carlyle in the
Reminiscences, ““ how he complimented her (as well he might) on the pretty
little room she had made for her hushand and self ; and, running his eye over
her dainty bits of arrangement, ornamentations (all so frugal, simple, full
of grace, propriety, and ingenuity as they ever were), said, smiling: ‘ You
are like an Eve, and make a little Paradise wherever you are.””

No description of Carlyle’s Chelsea home would be complete without
mention of the kitchen where Mrs. Carlyle made marmalade ‘“ pure as liquid
amber, in taste and look almost poetically delicate” ; and where, too, she
stirred Leigh Hunt’s endlessly admirable morsel of Scotch porridge.”
Readers of the Letters and Memorials will obtain many glimpses of this
apartment and its occupants. The fittings were very old-fashioned, espe-
cially the open kitchen-range with its ‘‘kettle-crane” and ‘‘ movable
niggards.” The dresser which stood there in 1834 remains against the
south wall ; the table still stands in the centre, and there is a sink in
the corner beside the disconnected pump.

When Carlyle was resting at Dumfries, after the exhaustion of his
triumphant. Inaugural Address upon his installation as Lord Rector of
Edinburgh University, he received the announcement of his wife’s sudden
death whilst driving in her carriage in Hyde Park on April 21st, 1866.
The effect of the calamity upon him was terrible. “There is no spirit
in me to write,” he said, ‘“though I try it sometimes.”

Mrs. Carlyle was buried in Haddington Church.  ““ I laid her in the grave
of her father,” writes Carlyle in the Reminiscences, “ according to covenant
of forty years back, and all was ended. In the nave of old Abbey Kirk,
long a ruin, now being saved from further decay, with the skies looking
down on her, there sleeps my little Jeannie, and the light of her face will
never shine on me more.”

The inscription on Carlyle’s tombstone is very simple : the family crest
(two wyverns), the family motto (fumilitate), and then these few words :—

‘“Here rests Thomas Carlyle, who was born at Ecclefechan,
4th December, 1795, and died at 24, Cheyne Row, Chelsea,
London, on Saturday, 5th February, 1881.

““No monument,” writes Froude, ‘‘is needed for one who has made an
eternal memorial for himself in the hearts of all to whom truth is the
dearest of possessions.”




