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Some cne may come! I—I—well, if you like, but you
know 1 did’nt intend to say it, for I knew you would
yourself some time, and now I'm sorry I dida't wait. Oh,
Mister—?? l

A nurse with a towel in one hand anl a half-dry
scalpel in the cther might appear dangerous to stme
people, but he trusted her very fullv. 1t ¢he blade had
Been directed against his heart he would have been ac-
cessory to his own death, for, as it was, he held the whole
combination in a very decided embrace.

“All vight, dear. I’ll go and tell your mo'her to-nighi.
Call me ‘Bob,” I like it better than Mister and—what
is your first name %"’ D. 1 A

THE HHOME O CARLYLI.

L' went to Eeclefechan and worshipped at the shrine
the great Carlyle. I found a village elachan, where the
“bodies™ still foregathered on Saturday night, anl
where the goodwives still made brose and oatmeal ecakes,
‘The village Jay in a vallev between the famous Birrens-
wark and the Woodeock Air, and down the middle of tho
village street ran a babbling burn.  Here on the west sids
of the street was the shrine, the arched house in whic:
the great man was horn.  One eculd stand in the rocm
where the great miracle had taken nlace. Nearby at the
end of the loaning was the small stone barn where the
s lules pext tived, and the outhouse where Themas Car-
Iv'e used to sleep with the cattle. The stone wall was sti'!
theve on which he used to sit as he supped his evening
hrese. The ruined fireplace was there by whiceh he doubt
less used to learn his lessons,

It was pure delight to wander over the country-side
ind pick from the lips of the ¢ld men stories of the
“Cairles” (Carlyles). *““Oh, ay,”” said an old e tter,

“he minded them fine; they were a dour, strechtforrit
folk. He himsel” had worked cut in the fields with Jeem ;
Cariyle.””

The old father, a latter-day Covenanter, is still remem
hered in the distriet. e was a kindlv, stern man, pea ¢
able in his way, but capable of just and terrible anger.
He was a mason. but when seamping eame into the trade
be guitted his mason’s work and went into farming, for
conseienee sake, I have seen somewhere that Carlyle
hased his style very mueh on the way his father used to
speak.

OF the mother all readers of Carlyle’s life know. Tt
is well known that she practieally held the hands an‘l
famed the heart of her wild son when he meditated an
#ttack cn modern Christianity. Carlyle used to go back
every vear to Scotsbrig and spend a week with-her. An
almost pathetie faet is that when on the borders ¢f old
»o she actually Tearned to write in order to eorrespond
with Thomas when at college.

There were three sons.  John, the eldest, became a
dietor, and made a notable translation of Dante: but
o Brwise he was rather ordinary, and lacked baekbone.
Themas ecrresponded with him considerably, and did not
sire to give him advies,

Thomus came seeond, and then James.  James, aceord-
ine to my infermant who had worked out in the fields
with him, was ““wild, feehtly, and whiles drucken.””  Of-
ferr was the Saturday night when he eame home with a
sad tale of the gig having ““coupit ¢wer.”” Onee on a bit-
ter autumn day he and his son had occasion to drive to
Kirtlebridge, At Kirtlebridge they visited the inn, and
Fala deam. Tt wag getting late when they set off home,
and they had not gone far when they began to quarrel.
They stopped the Lovse, got out, and fought it out in an

THE VARSITY

adjacent field.  The son knocked his father down, and
then incontinently gt into the gig and drove home. IHow
the father got, home, the legend does not say.

On the other hand, James pessessed many of his fam-
ous brether’s best oualities.  Sham was as much a red
rag to him as to Themas.  He deubtless tried to live a
good life, aceording to his pessible; he was a steady
worker and good farmer, practising what his brother
preached, and he thoroughly detested laziness or slip-
shudness in himself and others,

**Come in by, man,”” he cnee said to a mason who had
been doing some work for him—rather poorly, James
theught; ““eome in by, man, en’ 1’1 pay ye for yer glaur-
in"—and gin I ever tell ye to ccme again, doan’t ye

'y

conie,

Ancther time he had some men in to help him with the
harvesting. and things had not gene to his satisfaction.
He paid the men in grim silence ; but when he saw them
idly lcitering about, his enger flared out, and he eried,
“Slant the bogs. noo, and hame wi’ ye!”’

This style of language, forceful and Imaginative (cf.
the uses of the werds ““glaurin’ 7 and ““slant the bogs’’),
makes one think that if he had had his opportunities. he
might have been as great a writer as his brother,

Nor are stories abcut Thomas Carlyle himself lacking.
There is ane, pessibly apoeryphal, which illustrates ex-
cellently his admiration for the book of Job. When on
one of his annual visits to Eeelefechan he was approach-
ed by one of the village fathers and asked to conduet the
evening prayers o fthe faimly. Ie at first demurred, but
afterwards consented. At the appointed hour he turned
up.  Without a werd, he took down the ealfskin Bible,
openced it at Job 1, and, starting at the beginning, read
right through to the end of the entire book. Great was
the discomfiture of the village father and all hig family ;
and it is recorded that Carlyle was afterward discovered
sitting «n the edge of his bed chuekling with unholy glee,

One of the most illuminating aneedotes ever told of a
great man was teld me by a gentleman who was native
of Ecclefechan, bet who is now a man of note. 'When &
boy he cnee had oceasicn to run a message out to the
farm of ( rahame cf Birrenswark, and when he got there
he found Grahame and Thomas Carlyle sitting by the
ingleside smoking their long churchwardens. e was
introduced te Carlyle as a promising scholar in the vil-
lage sehool. Carlyle took him by the hand. “‘Aye,’’ he
said. ““I'm gled to hear ye're a guid scholar; an’ I hope
ye'll be a guid man, too--that’s mair.”’

The came gentleman told me of a reeollecticn he had
of Carlyle eressing the track at Eeclefechan in a shower
of rain, and in no good humor, A long greateoat cover-
ed bim from his neck to beneath his knees. A slouch hat
hung arcund hig head as if he had slept on it. Two burn-
ing eyes looked out from under the brim, and all the rest
was grizzled beard and moustache.  This was the dys-
petie.

Carlyle’s motto was ““ Humilitate,” and one eannot
stand in the birthplace room in the arched house without
coneeiving its aporcpriateness.  There is his quill pen,
his tobaceo-cutter, a sixpenny paper-rack, a plain hook-
case, the big straw wideawake he wore, such as the har-
vesters wear in the fields.  Up till his death he had his
treusers made of  Keclefechan homespun by the Eecle-
fechan tailor. In London are exhibited several books of
his that were bound by the shoemaker in Annan. And
yet this was a man henered by Germanie orders of merit,
wreaths from Emperors, by the friendship of the great
(1octhe, amd by the offers of baroneteios and pensions and
honors, In the birthroom is a note from Bismarek :



