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?'EiRHAP1S notbing, ini even
SFrotude's somcewbat start-

iing revelations, has donc
so mnuch to convince las

Sof the prejudice of Car-
~,~lvlec's character, ris the

Sepithet flung at two -en-
?tic spirits, ieading their

quiet unselfish lives iii
the "'Teniple -- Chîarles and.Mary Lamb.*

If, as soine one bias said: "'I'e aitar
of sacrifice is the touch-stone of cbarac-
ter," it is a inatter of smaill surprise, that a
mani of Carlyle*s calibre sbould have miss-
cd thc key-note of Charles Lamib's life.
We have reason to believe that neither
ever wouid have succceded ini under-
standing the other. Arnied with a thous-
anrd, poinlts of différence, unlike, even in
humor, the one, full of qua:nt conceits,
naîve, at tinmes almiost fantastic ; the other,
uttcring blis propbetic incoherenicies froni
a figurative -Pisgah, grixi, vindictive and
Zioç,arhan-it is no wonder that both
remained hopelessly enigmantical to the
last. Then, Carlyle liad the rnisfortune
to bclong to a nation, wvbicli Lamb con-
fesses lie "baid bectn ail bis life trving to
like,"' and bis whirnsical way of looking at
nmen and things made Lamib impatient of
the moral rami-rod elemient in the Sccrt
tish seer. lie (La-mb) iovcd to dally
with blis subject-and dalliance ;- by no
means cbaracteristic of tbe Scotch, he
lovcd to look at it on this side and on
that, Io suggest ratller ibian to dogmiatize.
As we enter, in fiancy, the dingy chamibers
in the Il Inner Trempile," s0 long the home
of Charles and 'Mary Lamb, wve are con-
scious of an absurd yearning to leave our
sbiocs at the tbreshold. To our secular
eycs, the charmed region bcyond, secmis n.
Iplace set apart" a kind of " Holy of

1-lues *'sacred to the high priests of liter-
ature.

Our Jefférsonian independence hoiv-
ever, <as indispensable. to the average
Yankee traveller as 1%;- button-book) is
nlot to bc routed on Briuish soi]. It
triumiphs and wc enter, for a quiet ilf-
houres communion, with two gentie souls,
who, in the uncertain haif lights of the
imagination sem to linger stili among
ilbeir 41househoid gods"

In ail literature, pcrbaps there are no
two wvriters wiîose îersonality is more i.
teresting, to tbe worid of readers than th2i
of Charles Lamib and his sister Mary. A
tbecy were -in life, s0 tbcy are in orjî
tlioug1.h inseparable. ]lound together Ly
a thousand ics of love and smah
eachi knowiing no joy unshared, by îhir
other ; tbey seemi to uis, unique figurc-s
as necessary to each other as the sunsblne
to tbe E"ngý,iish daisy sprinkling the meiad.
ows of tbeir beloved Hertfordsbire. On-,
feels that he cannot know theni too intini-
ateiy-that their lives will bear inspection
and that no detail of dress, mianner or
tbought, in so fair as it is characteiistic u,
our author, dwindies to the trite or uni.
teresting. Would we could delude oui.
selves with the thought, that tbis istruc ti
the manjority of tiiose, whose pens bave
given us the best that is in tiern'
Btît alas ! Genius, exilcd fromn Oiynpus.
with collapscd, wings and wvith the fires oi
insp)iration smothered on the ashes (if the
cominion-place, should be inspecttd
îiirough tbe wrongy end of our intelec-
tuai spy-glass.

There is a pathos in La-mb's life, full as
it is of self-immiiolation and devotion to hii
sister, which draws us to binm as nothinz
else could. Mary, in one of bier iettcîs.
gives us a charming picture of their quiet
houle life in the Temple; we sec tein
sinîing together, in cloquent silence il
may ie, yet ever a-nd anion pausing in tieir
wriîing to flash naigance of kindly inqury
across the table ; ïMary, in bier subdueâ
gown, wiîl a hint of the Quakecress in
cvery fold, and Cbarles cminently resp)ect-
able in litaimpencbable black, bis massive
hi-ad bcnt over bis wvork, and a gcneral
look of inadcquatcncss about the resi ci
Iie mari. Let us turn Io the letter in
question. IlYou would like to sec uis, -z
wc oftcu sit writing on one table (bt n(g
on one cushion sitting) like leria and
Helena, in the 1 MIIid.summtier Nigbfs-
D)reami,' or ratier like an old litiîca
« Darhy and Joan ' 1 taking snuff and he

graig ail tic wbilc, and saying lie a
make nlotbing out of it, whichi be aliviys
snys tili lie bias rinishcd and finds otti
bas made sinething of it.» In contrast Io
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