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CCXXXIV. TO MARIANNE AYRTON
Coogar, 23 Jan. 1821.
Dear Mrs Ayrton,

My sister desires me, as being a
more expert person than herself, to say that she saw
Mrs Paris yesterday, and that she is very much out
of spirits, and has expressed a great wish to see your
son William and Fanny. | like to write that word
Fanny. | do not know, but it was one reason for
taking on me this pleasing task. Moreover that if
the said William and Francis will go and sit an hour
with her at any time, she will engage that no one
shall se them but herself, and the servant who
opens the door, she being confined to her private

room. | trust you and the Juveniles will comply
with this reasonable request.
| am

Dear Mrs Ayrton
Your's and your's truly

C. LAMB.
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CCXXXV. TO THOMAS ALLSOP

50 March, 1821.
My Dear Sir,—If you can come next Sunday we
shall be equally glad to see you, but do not trust to
any of Martin's appointments, except on business, in
future. He is notoriously faithless in that point, and
we did wrong not to have warned you. Leg of Lamb,

as before, hot at 4. And the heart of Lamb ever.
Yours truly,
C.L.

CCXXXVI. TO LEIGH HUNT
Indifferent Wednesday, 1821.

Dear Hunt,—There was a sort of side-talk at Mr
Novello's about our spending Good Friday at Hamp-
Sead ; but my sister has got so bad a cold, and we
both want rest so much, that you shall excuse our
putting off the visit some time longer.  Perhaps, after
all, you know nothing of it.

Believe me, yours truly,

C, LAMB.
CCXXXVII.  TO SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE
1821.
Dear C.,—I will not fail you on Friday at six, and

Mary, perhaps, earlier. | very much wish to meet
" Master Mathew," and am much obliged to the G.'s
for the opportunity. Our kind respects to them

aways.
ELIA.

Extract from a MS. note of S. T. C. in my Beaumont
and Fletcher, dated April 17th, 1807.
" Midnight.
God bless you, dear Charles Lamb, | am dying: |
feel | have not many weeks left.
Mr Gilman's,
Highgate."
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CCXXXVIII. TO JAMES GILMAN
Wednesday, M ay 2.

Dear Sir,—You dine so late on Friday, it will be
impossible for us to go home by the eight o'clock
stage. Will you oblige us by securing us beds at
some house, from which a stage goes to the Bank in
themorning ? | wouldwrite to Coleridge, but cannot
think of troubling a dying manwith such arequest.

Yours truly,
C. LAMB.

If the beds in the town are all engaged in con-
sequence of Mr Mathews's appearance, a Hackney
coach will serve.

We shall neither of us come much before the time.

CCXXXIX. TO WILLIAM AYRTON
Posmark, M ay 14, 1821.
Dear A,
We are at home this Evening. Excuse
forms from,
Y our uninformed, C.L.
We'nsdy.

| think Madame Noblet the least graceful dancer |
ever did not see.

CCXL. TO J. P. COLLIER
May 16, 1821.

Dear J. P. C.,—Many thanks for the " Decameron :"
| have not such a gentleman’'s book in my collection ;
it was agreat treat to me, and | got itjust as | was
wanting something of the sort. | take less pleasure
in books than heretofore, but | like books about books.
In the second volume in particular are treasures—
your discoveries about " Twelfth Night," etc. What
a Shakespearian essence that speech of Osrades for
food ! Shakespeare is coarse to it, beginning " For-
bear and et no more." Ogsades warms up to
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that, but does not st out ruffian-swaggerer. The
character of the Ass with those three lines, worthy
to be st in gilt vellum, and worn in frontlets by the
noble beads for ever—

" Thou would, perhaps, he should become thy foe,
And to that end dog beat him many times:
He cares not for himself, much lessthy blow."

Cervantes, Sterne, and Coleridge, have said postively
nothing for asses compared with this.

| write in haste; but p. 24, vol. | ., the line you
cannot appropriate is Gray's sonnet, specimenifyed by
Wordsworth, in first preface to L. B., as mixed of
bad and good style: p. 143, 2nd vol., you will find,
lag poem but one of the collection on Sidney's death,
in Spensr, the line,

" Scipio, Czear, Petrarch of our time":

This fixes it to be Raleigh's: | had guesd it
Danid's. The lag after it, " Slence augmenteth
rage” | will be crucified if it be not Lord Brookes.
Hang you, and all meddling researches hereafter, that
by raking into learned dust may find me out wrong in
my conjecture !

Dear J. P. C,—1 shall take thefirst opportunity of
personally thanking you for my entertainment. We
are at Dalston for the mogt part, but | fully hope for
an evening soon with you in Russdl or Bouverie
Street, to talk over old times and books. Remember
uskindlytoMrsJ. P. C.

Yoursvery kindly,
CHARLES LAMB

| writein misery.
N.B.—Thebes pen | could borrow at our butcher's:
theink, | verily believe, came out of the kennel.
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CCXLI. TO JOHN TAYLOR
8 July 1821.

Dear Sir,—I| am extremely sorry to be obliged to
decline the article proposed, particularly as | should
have been flattered with a Plate accompanying it.
In the first place, Midsummer Day is not a topic |
could make anything of, | am so pure a Cockney,
and little read besdes in May games and antiquities ;
and in the second, | am here at Margate, spoiling
my holydays with a Review | have undertaken for a
friend, which | shall barely get through before my
return, for that sort of work is a hard task to me.
If you will excuse the shortness of my first contribu-
tion (and | know | can promise nothing more for
July) I will endeavour a longer article for our next.
Will you permit me to say that | think Leigh Hunt
would do the Article you propose in a masterly
manner, if he has not out-writ himself already upon
the subject. | do not return the proof—to save post-
age—because it is correct, with one exception. In the
stanza from Wordsworth you have changed day into
air for rhyme's sake. Day is the right reading, and
| imploreyou torestoreit.

The other passage, which you have queried, is to
my ear correct. Pray let it stand.

Dear sir, yours truly,
C. LAMB.
Margate.
J. Taylor, Esqg.

On second consideration | do enclose the proof.

CCXLII. TO WILLIAM AYRTON
July 17, 1821.

Dear Ayrton,
In consequence of the August Corona-
tion we propose postponing (I wonder if these words
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ever met so close before—mark the Elegancy) our
Wensday this week to friday, when a grand rural fete
champetre will be given at Russell house. The back
gardento beilluminated in honor of the late ceremony.
Vivat Regina
Moriatur * * *
C L.

CCXLIII. TO JOHN TAYLOR
July 21, 1821.

Dear Sir,—The Lond. Mag. is chiefly plessant to
me, because some of my friends write in it. | hope
Hazlitt intends to go on with it, we cannot spare
Table Talk. For myself | fee amost exhausted, but
I will try my hand a little longer, and shall not at all
events be written out of it by newspaper paragraphs.
Your proofs do not seem to want my helping hand,
they are quite correct always. For God's s&ke change
Ssera to Jael. This last paper will be a choke-pear
| fear to some people, but as you do not object to it,
| can be under little apprehension of your exerting
your Censorship too rigidly.

Thanking you for your extract from Mr E.'s letter,

| remain, Dear Sir,
Y our obliged,
C. LAMB.

Messrs Taylor & Hessey,

Booksellers, Fleet Sredt.

Mr  Taylor.

CCXLIV. TO THE SAME
July 30, 1821.

Dear Sir,—You will do me injustice if you do not
convey to the writer of the beautiful lines, which |
now return you, my snse of the extreme kindness
which dictated them. Poor Elia (call him Ellia)
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does not pretend to so very clear revelations of a
future state of being as Olen seems gifted with. He
stumbles about dark mountains at best; but he knows
at least how to be thankful for this life, and is too
thankful indeed for certain relationships lent him
here, not to tremble for a possible resumption of the
gift. He is too apt to express himself lightly, and
cannot be sorry for the present occasion, as it has
called forth a reproof so Christian-like. His animus
at least (whatever become of it in the female termina-
tion) hath always been cum Christianis.

Pray make my gratefullest respects to the Poet, (do
| flatter myself when | hope it may be M—y ?)
and say how happy | should feel myself in an ac-
quaintance with him. | will just mention that in the
middle of the second column, where | have affixed
a cross, the line

"One in a skeleton's ribb'd hollow cooped,"

is undoubtedly wrong. Should it not be—

" A skeleton's rib or ribs"?

or,
" In a skeleton ribb'd, hollow-coop'd " ?

| perfectly remember the plate in Quarles. In the
first page exoteric is pronounced exoteric. It should
be (if that is the word) exoteric. The false accent
may be corrected by omitting the word old. Pray, for
certain reasons, give me to the 18th at furthest ex-
tremity for my next.

Poor ELIA, the real, (for | am but a counterfeit,) is
dead. The fact is, a person of that name, an Italian,
was a fellow clerk of mine at the South Sea House,
thirty (not forty) years ago, when the characters |
described there existed, but had left it like myself
many years ; and | having a brother now there, and
doubting how he might relish certain descriptions in
it, | clapt down the name of Eliato it, which passed
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off pretty well, for Elia himself added the function of
an author to that of a scrivener, like myself.

| went the other day (not having seen him for a
year) to laugh over with him at my usurpation of his
name, and found him, alas! no more than a name,
for he died of consumption eleven months ago, and
I knew not of it.

So the name has fairly devolved to me, | think ;
and 'tis all he has left me.

Dear sir, yourstruly,

C. LAMB.
Messrs Taylor & Hessey, Fleet Street,
for J. Taylor, Esq.
CCXLV. TO C. A. ELTON
India House

(to WhICh place aII |etters addressed
to C. L. commonl zy[ comei

Augustl '7182
My dear Sir,—You have overwhelmed me with
your favours. | have received positively a little
library from Baldwyn's. | do not know how | have

deserved such a bounty.

We have been up to the ear in classics ever since it
came. | have been greatly pleased, but most, | think,
with the Hesiod,—the Titan battle quite amazed me.
Gad, it was no child's play—and then the homely
aphorisms at the end of the works—how adroitly you
have turned them! Can he be the same Hesiod who
did the Titans? thelatter is—

. "—wine
Which to madness doss incline.”

But to read the Days and Works is like eating nice
brown bread, homely sweet and nutritive. Apollonius
was new to me : | had confounded him with the con-
juror of that name. Medea isglorious; but | cannot
give up Dido. She positively is the only Fine Lady
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of Antiquity: her courtesy to the Trojans is alto-
gether queen-like. Eneas is a mog disagreeable per-
0N ;. Ascanius a pretty young mager. . . . Mezentius
for my money—his dying speech shames Turpin—not
the Archbishop, but the roadgter of that name, | mean.

| have been ashamed to find how many names of
dasics (and more than their names) you have intro-
duced me to, that before | was ignorant of.

Your commendation of Master Chapman arrideth
me. Can any one read the pert, modern, Frenchi-
fied notes, etc., in Popes trandation, and contrast
them with solemn weighty prefaces of Chapman,
writing in full faith, as he evidently does, of the
plenary inspiration of his author—worshipping his
meanes Sraps and reics as divine— without one
soeptical misgiving of their authenticity, and doubt
which was the properest to expound Homer to his
countrymen. Reverend Chapman! you have read
his hymn to Pan (the Homeric)—why, it is Milton's
blank verse clothed with rhyme1 Paradise Lost could
scarce lose, could it be so accoutred.

| shall diein the belief that he has improved upon
Homer, in the Odyssey in particular—the disclosure of
Ulysses of himsdf to Alcinous—his previous behaviour
at the song of the sern grife arising between Achillea
and himsdlf (how it raised him above the Iliad Ulysses!)
—but you know all these things quite as well as | do.
But what a deaf ear old C. would have turned to the
doubters in Homer's real personality ! He apparently
believed all the fables of Homer's birth, etc., etc.

Those notes of Bryant have causd the greatest
disorder in my brain-pan. Well, | will not flatter
when | sy that we have had two or three long even-
ing'sgood reading out of your kind present.

I will say nothing of the tenderest parts in your
own little volume, at the end of such datternly scribble
as this, but indeed they cos us some tears. | scrawl
on because of interruptions every moment. You
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guess how it is in a busy office—papers thrust into
your hand when your hand is busiest—and every anti-
classical disavocatioo.

C. A. Elton, Eg,
Clifton, Bristol.

CCXLVI. TO CHARLES COWDEN CLARKE

My Dear Sir,—Your letter has lain in a drawer of
my desk, upbraiding me every time | open the said
drawer, but it is almost impossible to answer such a
letter in such a place, and | am out of the habit of
replying to epistles otherwhere than at office.  You
express yourself concerning H. like a true friend, and
have made me feel that | have somehow neglected
him, but without knowing very well how to rectify it.
| live so remote from him—by Hackney—that he is
almost out of the pale of visitation at Hampstead.
And | come but seldom to Covent Garden this summer
time—and when | do, am sure to pay for the late
hours and pleasant Novello suppers which | incur. |
also am an invalid. But | will hit upon some way,
that you shall not have cause for your reproof in
future. But do not think | take the hint unkindly.
When | shall be brought low by any sckness or
untoward circumstance, write just such a letter to
some tardy friend of mine—or come up yourself with
your friendly Henshaw face—and that will be better.
| shall not forget in haste our casual day at Margate.
May we have many such there or elsewhere! God
bless you for your kindness to H., which | will
remember. But do not show N. this, for the flouting
infidel doth mock when Christians cry God bless
us. Yours and his, too, and all our little circle's most
affectionate

C. LAMB.
Mary's love included.
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CCXLVII. TO ALLAN CUNNINGHAM
[1821]
Dear Sir,—Our friends of the Lond. M. meet at 20
Russell St., Covent Garden, this evening at a quarter
before 7. | shall be disappointed if you are not among
them.
Tours, with perfect sympathy,

C. LAMB.
Thursday.

CCXLVIII. TO WILLIAM ATRTON
Tueday 14 Aug. 21
A rubber to-morrow evening at 8. Closed windows
on account of the demise of her Majesty.

Russdl House,
CCXLIX. TO THOMAS ALLSOP
India House,
19th Oct., 21.
My dear Sir,—1 have to thank you for a fine hare,

and, unless | am mistaken, for two. The first | re-
ceived a week since, the account given with it was
that it came from Mr Alfourd. | have no friend of
that name, but two who come near to it, Mr Talfourd.
So my gratitude must be divided between you, till |
know the true sender. We are, and shall be, some
time, | fear, at Dalston, a distance which does not
improve hares by the circuitous route of Covent
Garden, though for the sweetness of this last | will
answer. We dress it to-day. | suppose you know
my sister has been and is ill. | do not see much
hopes, though there is a glimmer of her speedy
recovery. When we are all well, | hope to come
among our town friends, and shall have great pleasure
in welcoming you from Beresford Hall. Yours and
old Mr Walton's, and Honest Mr Cotton's,

Piscatorum Amicus,

CL.
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CCL. TO MR HESSEY OR MR TAYLOR
[Oct. 26, 1821]
Dear Sir,—I| snd these dips, because | find them

done, and want to get rid of them. | am mos un-
eadly Stuated at home, and if what | expect, takes
place, it may be long before | shall have any com-
munications of the sort to send. | beg you will
accept this brief token of good will, and leave me to
myself and time to recover into a sate for writing.
| am with best wishesfor the Lond: Mag—
C. LAMB.

CCLI. TO WILLIAM AYRTON
Dalston, 30 Oct. 1821.
My dear Ayrton,

| take your kindness very thankfully.—A bit
of kindness at such times is precious. | am indeed
in an uneasy gate. But | think it well that the death
of poor John should have happened at atime that my
gger can be but half sengble to it. Sheis with me
at Dalston, and | ventured on my own advice to
acquaint her, as she was, with the worgt, for what a
communication should | have had to make upon her
recovery ! It does not ssam much to have altered the
gate of her mind, and now she will gradually come
to hersdf with nothing new to tell. Her illness has
been very obstinate, but | am in no hurry for her to
recover, that the idea may be in her mind as long as
it can, before she is able to comprehend its weight.
| am in a date of trial, but | do not lose mysdf.
Thefuneral over, | mug return to busness | under-
gand your friendship in writing me to ioin you, but it
would do meno good just now. | hopeto meet you again
with comparative cheerfulness in some few weeks.

Believe me, very sincerdy yours,
CHAS. LAMB.
Kind lovetoMrs A. and God bless you all.
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CCLII. TO WILLIAM HONE
9 NoOT, 21
Dear Sir,—I| was not very well nor in spirits
when your pleasant note reached me, or should have
noticed it sooner. Our Hebrew brethren seem to
appreciate the good things of this life in more liberal
latitude than we, tojudge from their frequent graces.
One, | think, you must have omitted : " After con-
cluding a bargain." Their distinction of " Fruits
growing upon trees," and " upon the ground,” | can
understand. A sow makes quite a different grunt
(her grace) over chesnuts and pignuts. The last is a
little above Elia. W ith thanks, and wishing grace be
with you.
Tours, C. LAMB.
Mr Hone,
45, Ludgate Hill.

CCLIII. ALLSOP NOTES, UNDATED, BELONGING
TO THE TEAR 1821

Dear Sir,—Thanksfor the Birds and your kindness.
It was but yesterday | was contriving with Talfourd
to meet you half way at his chamber. But night don't
do so well at present. | shall want to be home at
Dalston by Eight.

I will pay an afternoon visit to you when you
please. | dine at a chop-house at one always, but |
can spend an hour with you after that. Would
Saturday serve?

Yourstruly,
C.L
CCLIV.
Ecceiterum :
Dear Sir,—I fear | was obscure. | was plaguily
busy when those tempting birds came | meant to

sy | could not come this evening ; but any other, if
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| can know a day before, | can come for two or three
afternoon hours, from a quarter to four to half pag
six. At present | cannot command more furlough.
| have nam'd Saturday. | will come, if you don't
countermand. | shall have dined. | have been
wanting not not to sse you.

C.L.
CCLV.
Thursday
Dear Sir,—I do not know whose fault it is we have

not met so long. We are amog always out of town.
You mug come and beat up our quarters there, when
wereturn from Cambridge. It is not in our power to
acogpt your invitation. To-day we dine out ; and st
out for Cambridge on Saturday morning. Friday of
coure will be pag in packing, &c., moreover we go
from Dalston. We return from Cambridge in four
weeks, and will contrive an early meeting. Mean-
time believe us,
Sincerely yours,
C.L.,&c.
CCLVI.
India House.
Dear Sir,—I hear that you have called in Russall
Street. | cannot say when | shall bein town. When
| am, | mugt s you ; | had hoped to have seen you
at Dalston, but my Sger is taken ill, | am afraid will
not be able to see any of her friends for a long time.
Believe me, yours truly,
C. LAMB.

CCLVII.
Monday Evening.
Dear Allsop, — We are going to Dalston on
Wednesday. Will you come se the lag of us
to-morrow night—you and Mrs Allsop ?
Yourstruly,
C. LAMB.
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CCLVIII.
Monday Evening,

Dear Allsop,—Your pheasant is glittering, but
your company will be more acceptable this evening.
Wordsworth is not with us, but the next things to
him are.

C. LAMB.
CCLIX.
Tuesday,
D. A.,—I expect Procter and Wainwright (Janus
W .) this evening: will you come? | suppose it is

but a compliment to ask Mrs Allsop ? but it is noneto
say that we should be glad to see her. Yours Ever.
C.L.

How vexed | am at your Dalston expedition.

CCLX. TO SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERI DGE
March 9th, 1822

Dear Coleridge,—It gives me great satisfaction to
hear that the pig turned out so well : they are inter-
esting creatures at a certain agee. What a pity such
buds should blow out into the maturity of rank
bacon! You had all some of the crackling and
brain sauce. Did you remember to rub it with
butter, and gently dredge it a little, just before the
criss? Did the eyes come away kindly with no
(Edipean avulsion ? Was the crackling the colour
of the ripe pomegranate? Had you no complement
of boiled neck of mutton before it, to blunt the edge
of delicate desire? Did you flesh maiden teeth in
it? Not that | sent the pig, or can form the re-
motest guess what part Owen could play in the
business. | never knew him give any thing away
in my life. He would not begin with strangers. |
suspect the pig, after all, was meant for me; but at
the wunlucky juncture of time being absent, the
present somehow went round to Highgate. To

Il 343 B
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confess an honest truth, a pig is one of those things
which | could never think of sending away. Teal,
widgeon, snipes, barn-door fowls, ducks, geese—
your tame villatic things— Welsh mutton, collars of
brawn, sturgeon, fresh or pickled, your potted char,
Swiss cheeses, French pies, early grapes, muscadines,
| impart as freely unto my friends as to myself.
They are but self-extended; but pardon me if |
stop somewhere.  Where the fine feeling of benev-
olence giveth a higher smack than the sensual
rarity, there my friends (or any good man) may
command me; but pigs are pigs, and | myself
therein am nearest to myself. Nay, | should think
it an affront, an undervaluing done to Nature who
bestowed such a boon upon me, if in a churlish
mood | parted with the precious gift. One of the
bitterest pangs of remorse | ever felt was when a
child —when my kind old aunt had strained her
pocket-strings to bestow a sixpenny whole plum-
cake upon me. In my way home through the
Borough | met a venerable old man, not a mendi-
cant, but thereabouts; a look - beggar, not a verbal
petitionist; and in the coxcombry of taught charity
| gave away the cake to him. | walked on a little
in all the pride of an Evangelical peacock, when of a
sudden my old aunt's kindness crossed me; the sum
it was to her ; the pleasure she had a right to expect
that |—not the old imposter—should take in eating
her cake; the ingratitude by which, under the colour
of a Christian virtue, | had frustrated her cherished
purpose. | sobbed, wept, and took it to heart so
grievously, that | think | never suffered the like;
and | was right. It was a piece of unfeeling hypo-
crisy, and it proved a lesson to me ever after. The
cake has long been masticated, consigned to the dung-
hill with the ashes of that unseasonable pauper.

But when Providence, who is better to us all than
our aunts, gives me a pig, remembering my temptation
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and my fall, | shall endeavour to act towards it more
in the spirit of the donor's purpose.
Y ours (short of pig) to command in every thing.
C.L.

CCLXI. TO WILLIAM WORDSWORTH
March 20th, 1822

My dear Wordsworth,—A letter from you is very
grateful ; 1 have not seen a Kendal postmark so long !
We are pretty well, save colds and rheumatics, and a
certain deadness to every thing, which | think I may
date from poor John's loss, and another accident or
two at the same time, that have made me almost bury
myself at Dalston, where yet | see more faces than
| could wish. Deaths overset one, and put one out
long after the recent grief. Two or three have died
within the last two twelvemonths, and so many parts
of me have been numbed. One sees a picture, reads
an anecdote, starts a casual fancy, and thinks to tell
of it to this person in preference to every other: the
person is gone whom it would have peculiarly suited.
It won't do for another. Every departure destroys a
class of sympathies. There's Captain Burney gone'!
What fun has whist now ? What matters it what
you lead, if you can no longer fancy him looking
over you? One never hears any thing, but the
image of the particular person occurs with whom
alone almost you would care to share the intelligence.
Thus one distributes oneself about; and now for so
many parts of me | have lost the market. Common
natures do not suffice me. Good people, as they
are called, won't serve. | want individuals. | am
made up of queer points, and | want so many an-
swering needles. The going away of friends does
not make the remainder more precious. It takes so
much from them as there was a common link. A.
B. and C. make a party. A. dies. B. not only loses
A.; but all A's partinC. C. loses A's part in B.,
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and so the alphabet sickens by subtraction of inter-
changeables. | express myself muddily, capite dolente.
I have a dulling cold. My theory is to enjoy life,
but my practice is against it. | grow ominously tired
of official confinement. Thirty years have | served
the Philistines, and my neck is not subdued to the
yoke. You don't know how wearisome it is to
breathe the air of four pent walls without relief, day
after day, all the golden hours of the day between
ten and four, without ease or interposition. Todet me
harum quotidianarum formarum, these pestilential clerk-
faces always in one€s dish. Oh for a few years
between the grave and the desk !—they are the same,
save that at the latter you are the outside machine.
The foul enchanter—, (" letters four do form his
name" —Busirane is his name in hell,) that has cur-
tailed you of some domestic comforts, hath laid a
heavier hand on me, not in present infliction, but in
taking away the hope of enfranchisement. | dare
not whisper to myself a pension on this side of abso-
lute incapacitation and infirmity, till years have sucked
me dry;—Otium cum indignitate. | had thought in a
green old age (Oh green thought!) to have retired
to Ponder's End, (emblematic name, how beautiful!)
in the Ware Road, there to have made up my ac-
counts with Heaven and the company, toddling about
between it and Cheshunt; anon stretching, on some
finelzaak Walton morning, to Hoddesdon or Amwell,
careless as a beggar; but walking, walking ever till
| fairly walked myself off my legs, dying walking!
The hope is gone. | sit like Philomel all day (but
not singing), with my breast against this thorn of a
desk, with the only hope that some pulmonary afflic-
tion may relieve me. Vide Lord Palmerston's report
of the clerks in the War Office, (Debates in this
morning's Times,) by which it appears, in twenty years
as many clerks have been coughed and catarrhed out
of it into their freer graves. Thank you for asking
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about the pictures. Milton hangs over my fire-side
in Covent Garden, (when | am there,) the rest have
been sold for an old song, wanting the eloguent
tongue that should have st them off! You have
gratified me with liking my meeting with Dodd.
For the Malvolio story—the thing is become in verity
a sad task, and | eke it out with any thing. |If |
could dip out of it I should be happy, but our chief-
reputed assgants have forsaken us. The Opium-
Eater crossed us once with a dazzling path, and hath
as suddenly left us darkling; and, in short, | shall
go on from dull to worse, because | cannot resist the
booksellers importunity—the old plea you know of
authors, but | believe on my part sincere. Hartley |
do not so often see: but | never se him in unwelcome
hour. | thoroughly love and honour him. | send
you a frozen epistle, but it is Winter and dead time
of the year with me. May heaven keep something
like Spring and Summer up with you, strengthen
your eyes, and make mine a little lighter to encounter
with them, as | hope they shall yet and again, before
all areclosed.
Yours, with every kind remembrance.
C.L.

| had almost forgot to say, | think you thoroughly
right about presentation copies. | should like to
see you print a book | should grudge to purchase for
its size. Hang me, but | would have it though !

Mary perfectly approves of the appropriation of
the feathers, and wishes them peacock's for your fair
niece's sake.

CCLXII. TO WILLIAM GODWIN
May 16, 1822.
Dear Godwin,—I sincerely feel for all your trouble.
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Pray use the enclosed £50, and pay me when you can.
| shall make it my business to see you very shortly.—

Yours truly,
C. LAMB.
CCLXIII.  TO WILLIAM HARRISON AINSWORTH
Tuesday 7 May '22.
Dear Sir,—| have read your poetry with pleasure.

The taes are pretty and prettily told, the language
often finely poetical. It is only sometimes a little
careless, | mean as to redundancy. | have marked
certain passages (in pencil only, which will easily
obliterate) for your consideration. Excuse this liberty.
For the distinction you offer me of a dedication, |
feel the honour of it, but I do not think it would
advantage the publication. | am hardly on an emin-
ence enough to warrant it. The Reviewers, who
are no friends of mine—the two big ones especialy
who make a point of taking no notice of anything
| bring out—may take occasion by it to decry us
both. But | leave you to your own judgment. Per-
haps, if you wish to give me a kind word, it will be
more appropriate before your republication of Tourneur .

The " Specimens" would give a handle to it, which
the poems might seem to want. But | submit it
to yourself with the old recollection that "beggars
should not be chusers " and remain with great respect
and wishing success to both your publications

Your obedient Servant,
C. LAMB.

No hurry at all for Tourneur.
[Endorsed]

W. H. Ainsworth Esq.

CCLXIV, TO HARWOOD HOLCROFT

Do not come to us on Thursday, for we are moved
into country lodgings, tho' | am still at the India
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house in the mornings. See Marshall and Captain
Betham as soon as ever you can. | fear leave cannot
be obtained at the IndiaHouse for your going to India.
If you go it must be as captain's clerk, if such athing
could be obtain'd.

For God's sske keep your present place and do not
give it up, or neglect it; a you perhaps will not be
able to go to India, and you s how difficult of
attainment situations are.

Yours truly,
C. LAMB.

CCLXV. TO DOROTHY WORDSWORTH

[About 1822]

Mary hes left a little space for me to fill up with
nonsense, as the geographers used to cram monsters
in the voids of the maps, and call it Terralncognita
She has told you how she has taken to water like a
hungry otter. | too limp after her in lame imitation,
but it goes against me a little at first. | have been
acquaintance with it now for full four days, and it
seems a moon. | am full of cramps, and rheuma-
tisms, and cold internally, so that fire won't warm me;;
yet | bear all for virtue's sske. Must | then leave
you, gin, rum, brandy, agua-vitae, pleasant jolly
fellows? Hang temperance, and he that first in-
vented it l—some Anti-Noahite. C— has pow-
dered his head, and looks like Bacchus, Bacchus ever
deek and young. He is going to turn sober, but his
clock has not struck yet; meantime he pours down
goblet after goblet, the second to see where the first
is gone, the third to s no harm happens to the
second, afourth to say there is another coming, and
a fifth to sy he is not sure he is the last.
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CCLXVI. FRAGMENT OF A LETTER TO HIS SISTER
[1822]

". . . Then you must walk all along the borough side
of the Seine, facing the Tuileries. There is a mile
and a half of print shops and Bookstalls. If the latter
were but English !  Then there is a place where the
Paris people put all the dead people, and bring them
flowers and dolls, and gingerbread nuts, and sonnets,
and such trifles; and that is all, | think worth seeing
as sights, except that the streets and shops of Paris
are themselves the best sight.”

CCLXVII. TO JOHN CLARE
India House, 31¢ Aug. 1822.

Dear Clare,—I thank you heartily for your present.
| am an inveterate old Londoner, but while | am among
your choice collections | seem to be native to them
and free of the country. The quantity of your ob-
servation has astonished me. What have most pleased
me have been " Recollections after a Ramble,"” and
those " Grongar Hill" kind of pieces in eight-syllable
lines, my favourite measure, such as " Cowper Hill "
and " Solitude." In some of your story-telling bal-
lads the provincial phrases sometimes startle me. |
think you are too profuse with them. In poetry,
dang of every kind is to be avoided. There is a
rustic Cockneyism as little pleasing as ours of London.
Transplant Arcadia to Helpstone. The true rustic
style, the Arcadian English, | think is to be found in
Shenstone.  Would his " Schoolmistress," the prettiest
of poems, have been better if he had used quite the
Goody's own language ? Now and then a home rustic-
ism is fresh and startling, but where nothing is gained
in expression it is out of tenor. It may make folks smile
and stare, but the ungenial coalition of barbarous with
refined phrases will prevent you in the end from being
so generally tasted as you deserve to be. Excuse my
freedom, and take the same liberty with my puns.
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| send you two little volumes of my spare hours.
They are of all sorts. There's a Methodist hymn for
Sundays, and a farce for Saturday night. Pray give
them a place on your shelf, and accept alittle volume
of which | have duplicate, that | may return in equal
number to your welcome present.

I think 1 am indebted to you for a sonnet in the
" London" for August.

Since | saw you | have been in France and have
eaten frogs. The nicest little rabbity things you ever
tasted. Do look about for them. Make Mrs Clare
pick off the hind quarters; boil them plain with
parsley and butter. The fore quarters are not so
good. She may let them hop off by themselves.

Y ours sincerely,
CHAS. LAMB.

CCLXVIII. TO WILLIAM AYRTON
Sept. 5, 1822.
Dear A.

A dim notion dawns upon my drunken
caput, that last night you made an engagement for me
at your house on Monday ; it may be all afiction; but
if you did, pray change it to some Evening between
that day and Saturday—not Saturday.

It is impossible for me to come on Monday.
Ifitisall delusion, forgive the harmless vanity.
I want that magazine you took away, if you took it.
This is a mere hypothetical Epistle.

C. LAMB.

Thursday, some day in Sept.

CCLXIX. TO JOHN HOWARD PAYNE

Dear Payne,—A friend and fellow-clerk of mine,
Mr White (a good fellow) coming to your parts, |
would fain have accompanied him, but am forced

instead to send a part of me, verse and prose, most of
I 343 *B
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it from twenty to thirty years old, such as | then was,
and | am not much altered.

Paris, which | hardly knew whether | liked when |
was in it, is an object of no small magnitude with me
now. | want to be going, to the Jardin des Plantes
(is that right, Louisa?) with you—to Pere de la
Chaise, LaMorgue, and all the sentimentalities. How
is Talma, and his (my) dear Shakspeare ?

N.B.—My friend White knows Paris thoroughly,
and does not want a guide. We did, and had one.
We both join in thanks. Do you remember a Blue-
Silk Girl (English) at the Luxembourg, that did not
much seem to attend to the Pictures, who fell in love
with you, and whom | fell in love with—an inquisitive,
prying, curious Beauty—where is she ?

Votre Tres Humble Serviteur,
Charlois Agneau,
alias C. LAMB.

Guichy is well, and much as usual. He seems
blind to all the distinctions of life, except to those of
seX. Remembrance to Kenney, and Poole.

CCLXX. TO BERNARD BARTON
India House, nth Sept. 1822.

Dear Sir,—You have misapprehended me sadly, if
you suppose that | meant to impute any inconsistency
(in your writing poetry) with your religious profession.
| do not remember what | said, but it was spoken
sportively, | am sure. One of my levities, which you
are not so used to as my older friends. | probably
was thinking of the light in which your so indulging
yourself would appear to Quakers, and put their objec-
tion in my own foolish mouth. | would eat my
words (provided they should be written on not very
coarse paper) rather than | would throw cold water
upon your, and my once, harmless occupation.

| have read " Napoleon" and the rest with delight
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| like them for what they are, and for what they are
not. | have sickened on the modern rhodomontade
and Byronism, and your plain Quakerish Beauty has
captivated me. It is all wholesome cates, aye, and
toothsome too, and withal Quakerish. If I were
George Fox, and George Fox Licenser of the press,
they should have my absolute imprimatur. | hope |
have removed the impression.

I am, like you, a prisoner to the desk. | have been
chained to that galley thirty years—a long shot. |
have aimost grown to the wood. If no imaginative
poet, | am sure | am a figurative one. Do " Friends"
allow puns ? verbal equivocations ? They are unjustly
accused of it; and | did my little best in the " Im-
perfect Sympathies" to vindicate them. | am very
tired of clerking it, but have no remedy. Did you
se a Sonnet to this purpose in the Examiner ?—

" Who first invented work, and bound the free
And holy-day rejoicing spirit down
To the ever-haunting importunity
Of business, in the green fields, and the town,—
To plough—loom—anvil—spade—and, oh, most sad,
To that dry drudgery of the desk's dead wood?
Who but the Being unblest, alien from good,
Sabbathless Satan ! he who his unglad
Task ever plies, 'mid rotatory burnings,
That round and round incalculably reel—
For wrath Divine hath made him like a wheel-
In that red realm from which are no returnings ;
Where toiling and turmoiling ever and aye,
He and his Thoughts keep pensive worky-day."

| fancy the sentiment exprest above will be nearly
your own. The expression of it probably would not
so well suit with a follower of John Woolman. But
I do not know whether diabolism is a part of your
creed, or where indeed to find an exposition of your

creed at all. In feelings and matters not dogmatical,
| hope | am half a Quaker. Believe me, with great
respect, yours, C. L.

| shall always be happy to see, or hear from you.
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CCLXXI. TO BARRON FIELD
September 22, 1822.

My dear F.,—1 scribble hastily at office—Frank
wants my letter presently—I and Sister are just re-
turned from Paris! ! We have eaten frogs. It has
been such a treat. You know our monotonous
general tenor. Frogs are the nicest little delicate
things — rabbity - flavor'd — Imagine a Lilliputian
rabbit—They fricassee them, but in my mind, drest
seethed—plain, with parsley and butter, would have
been the decision of Apicius. Shelley the great
Atheist has gone down by Water to Eternal fire.
Hunt and his young fry are left stranded at Pisa, to
be adopted by the remaining duumvir Lord Byron, he,
wife, and six children and their maid. What a cargo
of Jonases, if they had founder'd too. The only use
| can find of friends, is that they do to borrow money
of you—Henceforth | will consort with none but
rich rogues. Paris is a glorious picturesque old city.
London looks mean and new to it, as the town of
Washington would, seen after it. But they have no
St Paul's, or Westminster Abbey. The Seine, so much
despised by Cockneys, is exactly the size to run thro'
a magnificent street, paaces a mile long on one side,
lofty Edinbro' stone (O the glorious antiques !) Houses
on the other. The Thames disunites London and
Southwark. | had Talma to supper with me. He
has picked up, as | believe, an authentic portrait of
Shakspere. He paid a broker about £40 English
for it. It is painted on the one half of a pair of
Bellows,—a lovely picture, corresponding with the
Folio Head. @ The Bellows has old carved wings
round it, and round the visnomy is inscrib'd, near as
I remember, not divided into rhyme; | found out the
rhyme,

" Whom have we here
Stuck on the bellows,

But the Prince of good fellows,
Willy Shakspere ?"
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At top
" O base and coward luck,
Tobeherestuck,"—POINS.

At bottom

" Nay rather a glorious lot is to him assign'd,
Wholikethe Almighty, ridesupon thewind." —PISTOL.

This is all in old carved wooden letters. The
countenance smiling sweet and intellectual beyond
measure, even as He was immeasurable. It may be a
forgery. They laugh at me and tell me Ireland is in
Paris, and has been putting off a Portrait of the Black
Princee. How far old wood can be imitated | cannot
say. Ireland was not found out by his Parchments,
but his Poetry. | am confident no Painter on either
side the Channel could have painted anything near like
the face | saw. Again, would such a Painter and forger
have expected £40 for a thing, if authentic, worth
£40007? Talma is not in the secret, for he had not
even found out the Rhymes in the first inscription.
He is coming over with it, and my life to Southey's
Thalaba, it will gain universal faith.

The Letter is wanted and | am wanted. Imagine
the Blank filled up with all kind things.

Our joint hearty remembrances to both of you.

Yours as ever, C. LAMB.
CCLXXI 1. TO BERNARD BARTON
East India House, 9th Oct., 1822.
Dear Sir,—I| am asham'd not sooner to have ac-
knowledged your letter and poem. | think the latter

very temperate, very serious, and very seasonable. |
do not think it will convert the club at Pisa, neither
do | think it will satisfy the bigots on our side the
water. Something like a parody on the song of Ariel
would please them better :—

Full fathom five the Atheist lies,
Of his bones are hell-dice made.
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| want time, or fancy, to fill up therest. | sincerely
sympathize with you on your doleful confinement. Of
Time, Health, and Riches, the first in order is not
last in excellence. Riches are chiefly good, because
they give us Time. What a weight of wearisome
prison hours have | to look back and forward to, as
quite cut out of life—and the sting of the thing is,
that for six hours every day, | have no business which
| could not contract into two, if they would let me
work Task-work. | shall be glad to hear that your
grievance is mitigated.

Shelley | saw once. His voice was the most ob-
noxious squesk | ever was tormented with, ten thousand
times worse than the Laureat's, whose voice is the
worst part about him, except his Laureatcy. Lord
Byron opens upon him on Monday in a Parody (I sup-
pose) of the Vision of Judgment, in which latter the
Poet | think did not much show his. To award his
Heaven and his Hell in the presumptuous manner he
hes done, was a piece of immodesty as bad as Shel-
leyism.

| am returning a poor letter. | was formerly a
great scribbler in that way, but my hand is out of
order. If | said my head too, | should not be very
much out, but | will tell no tdes of myself. 1 will
therefore end, (after my best thanks, with a hope to
e you again some time in London,) begging you to
accept this Letteret for a Letter—a Leveret makes a
better present than a grown hare, and short troubles
(as the old excuse goes) are best.

| hear that C. Lloyd is well, and has returned to
his family. 1 think this will give you pleasure to
hear.

| remain, dear sr, yourstruly,
C. LAMB.
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CCLXXIII. TO BENJAMIN R. HAYDON
IndiaHouse, 19th Oct., 1822.

Dear Haydon,—Poor Godwin has been turned out
of his home and business in Skinner Street, and if he
does not pay two years arrears of rent, he will have
the whole stock, furniture, &c., of his new house (in
the Strand) seized when term begins. We are trying
to raise a subscription for him. My object in writing
this is simply to ask you if this is a kind of case
which would be likely to interest Mrs Coutts in his
behalf, and who in your opinion is the best person to
speak with her on his behalf. Without the aid of
from £300 to £400, by that time, early in November
he must be ruined. You are the only person | can
think of, of her acquaintance, and can, perhaps, if
not yourself, recommend the person mogt likely to
influence her. Shelley had engaged to clear him of
all demands and he has since turned out to be deeply
insolvent.

Yourstruly,
C. LAMB.

Is Sir Walter to be applied to and by what

channel ?

CCLXXIV. TO THE SAME
Tuesday, 29.
Dear H.,— 1 have written a very respectful letter
to Sir W. S. Godwin did not write, because he
leaves all to his Committee, as | will explain to you.
If this rascally weather holds you will see but one of
us on that day.
Yours, with many thanks,
CHARLES LAMB.

CCLXXV. TO JOHN HOWARD PAYNE
1822—Thursday.

Ali Pacha will do. | sent my siser the first night,
not having been able to go myself, and her report of
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its effect was most favorable. | saw it last night—
thethird night—and it was most satisfactorily received.
| have been sadly disappointed in Talfourd, who does
the critiques in the " Times," and who promised his
strenuous services, but by some damn'd arrangement,
he was sent to the wrong house, and a most iniquitous
account of Ali substituted for his, which | am sure
would havebeen akindone. The" MorningHerald"
did it ample justice, without appearing to puffit. It
is an abominable misrepresentation of the " Times,"
that Farren played Ali like Lord Ogilby. He acted
infirmity of body, but not of voice or purpose. His
manner was even grand. A grand old gentleman.
His falling to the earth when his son's death was
announced, was fine as anything | ever saw. It was
as if he had been blasted. Miss Foote looked
helpless and beautiful, and greatly helped the piece.
It is going on steadily, | am sure, for many nights.
Marry, | was a little disappointed with Hassan, who
tells us he subsigts by cracking court jests before Hali,
but he made none. In all the rest, scenery and
machinery, it was faultless. | hope it will bring you
here. | should be most glad of that. | have a room
for you, and you shall order your own dinner three
days in the week. | must retain my own authority
for the rest. As far as magazines go, | can answer
for Talfourd in the " New Monthly." He cannot be
put out there. But it is established as a favorite, and
can do without these expletives. | long to talk over
with you the Shakspeare Picture. My doubts of its
being a forgery mainly rest upon the goodness of the
picture. The bellows might be trumped up, but
where did the painter spring from? Is Ireland a
consummate artist—or any of Ireland's accomplices ?7—
but we shall confer upon it, I hope. The " New
Times," | understand, was favorable to Ali, but |
have not seen it. | am sensible of the want of method
in this letter, but | have been deprived of the con-
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necting organ, by a practice | have fallen into since |
left Paris, of taking too much strong spirits of a night.
| must return to the Hotel de I'Europe, and Macon.

How is Kenney ? Haveyou seen my friend White ?
What is Poole about, &c.? Do not write, but come
and answer me.

The weather is charming, and there is a mermaid to
be seen in London. You may not have the oppor-
tunity of inspecting such a Poisarde once again in ten
centuries.

My sister joins me in the hope of seeing you.

Yourstruly,
C. LAMB.

CCLXXVI. TO THE SAME

Wednsday, 13 Nov., '22.

Dear P.—Owing to the inconvenience of having
two lodgings, | did not get your letter quite as soon
as | should. The India House is my proper address,
where | am sure for the fore part of every day. The
instant | got it, | addressed a letter, for Kemble to
se to my friend Henry Robertson, the Treasurer
of Covent Garden Theater. He had a conference
with Kemble, and the result is, that Robertson, in
the name of the management, recognized to me the
full ratifying of your bargain: £250 for Ali, the
Slaves, and another piece which they had not received.
He assures me the whole will be paid you, or the
proportion for the two former, as soon as ever the
Treasury will permit it. He offered to write the
same to you, if | pleased. He thinks in a month or
so they will be able to liquidate it. He is positive no
trick could be meant you, as Mr Planche's alterations,
which were trifling, were not at all considered as
affecting your bargain. With respect to the copy-
right of Ali, he was of opinion no money would be
given for it, as Ali is quite laid aside. This explana-
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tion being given, you would not think of printing the
two copies together by way of recrimination. He told
me the secret of the two Galley Slaves at Drury
Lane. Elliston, if he is informed right, engaged
Poole to translate it, but before Poole's translation
arrived, finding it coming out at Cov. Gar., he pro-
cured copies of two several trandations of it in London.
So you see here are four trandations, reckoning yours.
| fear no copy-right would be got for it, for anybody
may print it, and anybody has. Your's has run seven
mights, and R. is of opinion it will not exceed in
number of nights the nights of Ali,—about thirteen.
But your full right to your bargain with the manage-
ment is in the fullest manner recognized by him
officially. He gave me every hope the money will be
spared as soon as they can spare it. He said a month
or two, but secemed to me to mean about a month.
A new lady is coming out in Juliet, to whom they
look very confidently for replenishing their treasury.
Robertson is a very good fellow and | can rely upon
his statement. Should you have any more pieces,
and want to get a copy-right for them | am the worst
person to negotiate with any bookseller, having been
cheated by all 1 have had to do with (except Taylor
and Hessey,—but they do not publish theatrical
pieces), and | know not how to go about it or who
to apply to. But if you had no better negotiator, |
should know the minimum you expect, for | should
not like to make a bargain out of my own head, being,
(after the Duke of Wellington) the worst of all
negotiators. | find from Robertson you have written
to Bishop on the subject. Have you named anything
of the copyright of the Saves? R. thinks no
publisher would pay for it, and you would not risque
it on your own account. This is a mere business
letter, so | will just send my love to my little wife at
Versailles, to her dear mother, etc.

Believe me, yours truly, C.L.
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CCLXXVII. TO JOHN TAYLOR
Dec. 7, 1822.
Dear Sir,—I should like the enclosed Dedication
to be printed, unless you dislike it. | likeit. Itis

in the olden style. But if you object to it, put forth
the book as it is; only pray don't let the printer
mistake the word curt for curst.

C.L.

DEDICATION
TO THE FRIENDLY AND JUDICIOUS READER,

who will take these Papers, as they were meant; not under-
standing every thing perversely in its absolute and literal sense
but giving fair construction, as to an after-dinner conversation;
allowing for the rashness and necessary incompleteness of first
thoughts; and not remembering, for the purpose of an after taunt,
words spoken peradventure after the fourth glass, the Author
wishes (what he would will for himself) plenty of good friends
to stand by him, good books to solace him, prosperous events
to all his honest undertakings, and a candid interpretation to
his most hasty words and actions. The other sort (and he hopes
many of them will purchase his book too) he greets with the
curt invitation of Timon, " Uncover, dogs, and lap": or he
dismisses them with the confident security of the philosopher,—
" you beat but on the case of Elia."

On better consideration, pray omit that Dedication.
The Essays want no Preface: they are all Preface.
A Preface is nothing but a talk with the reader;
and they do nothing else. Pray omit it.

Therewill be a sort of Preface in the next Maga-
zine, which may act as an advertisement, but not
proper for the volume.

Let ELIA come forth bare as he was born.

C.L.

Messrs Taylor & Hessey,

Bookdlers Fleet Street.
N.B. No Preface.
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CCLXXVIII. TO WALTER WILSON

E. |. H. 16th Dec. 1822.

Dear Wilson,—Lightning | was going to call you.
You must have thought me negligent in not answer-
ing your letter sooner. But | have a habit of never
writing letters but at the office; 'tis so much time
cribbed out of the Company : and | am just got out of
the thick of a tea-sale, in which most of the entry of
notes, deposits, & ¢, usually falls to my share.

I have nothing of De Foe's but two or three novels
and the "Plague History." | can give you no in-
formation about him. As a slight general character
of what | remember of them, (for | have not looked into
them latterly,) | would say that in the appearance of
truth, in all the incidents and conversations that occur
in them, they exceed any works of fiction I am ac-
quainted with. It is perfect illusion. The author
never appears in these self-narratives, (for so they
ought to be called, or rather autobiographies,) but the
narrator chains us down to an implicit belief in every
thing he says. There is all the minute detail of a
log-book in it. Dates are painfully pressed upon the
memory. Facts are repeated over and over in vary-
ing phases, till you cannot choose but believe them.
It is like reading evidence given in a court of jus-
ticee. So anxious the story-teller seems that the
truth should be clearly comprehended, that when he
has told us a matter of fact or a motive, in a line
or two farther down he repeats it, with his favourite
figure of speech, "I say," so and so, though he
had made it abundantly plain before. This is in
imitation of the common people's way of speaking,
or rather of the way in which they are addressed
by a master or mistress, who wishes to impress
something upon their memories, and has a wonder-



TO WALTER WILSON 35

ful effect upon matter-of-fact readers. Indeed it is
to such principally that he writes. His style is
everywhere beautiful, but plain and homely Robinson
Crusoe is delightful to all ranks and classes, but it
is ey to s that it is written in phraseology
peculiarly adapted to the lower conditions of readers;
hence it is an especid favourite with seafaring men,
poor boys, servant-maids, &c. His novels are capital
kitchen-reading, while they ae worthy, from their
deep interest, to find a shelf in the libraries of the
wealthiest and the most learned. His passon for
matter-of-fact narrative sometimes betrayed him into
a long relation of common incidents, which might
happen to any man, and have no interest but the in-
tense appearance of truth in them, to commend
them. The whole latter half or two-thirds of " Colonel
Jack" is of this description. The beginning of
"Colonel Jack" is the most affecting natural picture
of a young thief that was ever drawn. His losing
the stolen money in the hollow of a tree, and finding
it again when he was in despair, and then being in
equal distress at not knowing how to dispose of it,
and several similar touches in the early history of the
Colonel, evince a deegp knowledge of human nature;
and putting out of question the superior romantic
interest of the latter, in my mind very much exceed
Crusoe. " Roxana" (first edition) is the next in
interest, though he left out the best part of it in
subsequent editions from a foolish hypercriticism of
his friend Southerne. But "Moll Flanders," the
" Account of the Plague,” &c., are all of one family,
and have the same stamp of character. Believe me,
with friendly recollections, Brother, (as | used to call
you,)
Yours,
C. LAMB.
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CCLXXIX. TO BERNARD BARTON
Dec. 23rd, 1822.

Dear Sir,—1 have been so distracted with business
and one thing or other, | have not had a quiet quarter
of an hour for epistolary purposes. Christmas, too, is
come, which always puts a rattle into my morning
skull. It is a visiting unquiet unQuakerish season.
| get more and more in love with solitude, and pro-
portionately hampered with company. | hope you
have some holidays at this period. | have one day,
Christmas Day, alas! too few to commemorate the
season.  All work and no play dulls me. Company
is not play, but many times hard work. To play, is
for a man to do what he please, or to do nothing—
to go about soothing his particular fancies. | have
lived to a time of life to have outlived the good hours,
the nine o'clock suppers, with a bright hour or two
to clear up in afterwards. Now you cannot get tea
before that hour, and then sit gaping, music-bother'd
perhaps, till half-past 12 brings up the tray, and what
you steal of convivial enjoyment after is heavily paid
for in the disquiet of to-morrow's head.

| am pleased with your liking John Woodvil, and
amused with your knowledge of our drama being
confined to Shakspeare and Miss Bailliee. What a
world of fineterritory between Land's End and Johnny
Groat's have you missed traversing. | amost envy
you to have so much to read. | feel as if | had read
all the Books | want to read. O to forget Fielding,
Steele, & ¢, and read 'em new.

Can you tell me a likely place where | could pick up
cheap Fox's Journal ? There are no Quaker Circulat-
ing Libraries? Elwood, too, | must have—I rather
grudge that S[outhe]y has taken up the history of your
people. 1 am afraid hewill put in some levity. | am
afraid | am not quite exempt from that fault in certain
magazine Articles, where | have introduced mention of
them. Were they to do again, | would reform them.
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Why should not you write a poetical Account of
your old worthies, deducing them from Fox to Wool-
man ? But | remember you did talk of something of
that kind, as a counterpart to the " Ecclesiastical
Sketches." But would not a Poem be more consecu-
tive than a string of Sonnets? Y ou have no Martyrs
quite to the Fire, | think, among you; but plenty of
Heroic Confessors, Spirit-Martyrs, Lamb-Lions—think
of it.

It would be better than a series of sonnets on
" Eminent Bankers." | like a hit at our way of
life, though it does well for me, better than any thing
short of all on€'s time to one's self ; for which alone |
rankle with envy at the rich. Books are good, and
Pictures are good, and Money to buy them therefore
good, but to buy time! in other words, life—

The "compliments of the time" to you should end
my letter; to a Friend, | suppose, | must say the
"sincerity of the season" ; | hope they both mean
the same. With excuses for this hastily-penn'd note,
believe me, with great respect—

C. LAMB.
CCLXXX. TO DOROTHY WORDSWORTH
1822,
Dear Miss Wordsworth,—I had just written the

above endearing words when Monkhouse tapped me
on the shoulder with an invitation to cold goose pie,
which | was not bird of that sort enough to decline.
Mrs M—, | am most happy to say, is better.
Mary has been tormented with rheumatism, which is
leaving her. | am suffering from the festivities of
the season. | wonder how my misused carcass holds
it out. | have played the experimental philosopher
on it, that's certain. Willy shall be welcome to a
mince-pie, and a bout at commerce whenever he
comes. Hewasinour eye. | am glad you liked my
new year's speculations: every body likes them,
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except the author of the Pleasures of Hope. Dis-
appointment attend him! How | like to be liked,
and what | do to be liked! They flatter me in maga-
zines, newspapers, and all the minor reviews; the
Quarterlies hold aloof. But they must come into
it in time, or their leaves be waste paper. Salute
Trinity Library in my name. Two special things are
worth seeing at Cambridge, a portrait of Cromwell,
at Sydney, and a better of Dr Harvey (who found out
that blood was red), at Dr Davy's; you should see
them. Coleridge is pretty well. | have not seen
him, but hear often of him from Allsop, who sends
me hares and pheasants twice a week ; | can hardly
take so fast as he gives. | have almost forgotten
butcher's meat, as plebeian. Are you not glad the
cold is gone? | find Winters not so agreeable as
they used to be " when Winter bleak had charms for
me." | cannot conjure up a kind similitude for those
snowy flakes. Let them keep to twelfth cakes !

Mrs Paris, our Cambridge friend, has been in
town. You do not know the Watfords in Trump-
ington Street. They are capital people. Ask any
body you meet who is the biggest woman in Cam-
bridge, and 1'll hold you a wager they'll say Mrs
Smith. She broke down two benches in Trinity
gardens, one on the confines of St John's, which
occasioned a litigation between the Societies as to
repairing it. In warm weather she retires into an
ice-cellar, (literally!) and dates the returns of the
years from a hot Thursday some twenty years back.
She sits in a room with opposite doors and windows,
to let in a thorough draught, which gives her
slenderer friends tooth-aches. She is to be seen in
the market every morning, at ten, cheapening fowls,
which | observe the Cambridge poulterers are not
sufficiently careful to stump.

Having now answered most of the points contained
in your letter, let me end with assuring you of our
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very best kindness, and excuse Mary from not hand-
ling the pen on this occasion, especially as it has
fallen into so much better hands! Will Dr W.
accept of my respects at the end of a foolish letter ?
C.L.

CCLXXXI. TO — DIBDIN, EXQ.
1822.

It is hard when a gentleman cannot remain con-
cealed, who affecteth obscurity with greater avidity
than most do seek to have their good deeds brought
to light—to have a prying inquisitive finger (to the
danger of its own scorching), busied in removing the
little peck measure (scripturally a bushel) under
which one had hoped to bury his small candle. The

receipt of fern-seed, | think, in this curious age,
would scarce help a man to walk invisible.
Well, | am discovered—and thou thyself, who

thoughtest to shelter under the pease-cod of initiality
(a stale and shallow device), art no less dragged to
light. Thy dender anatomy—thy skeletonian D—
fleshed and sinewed out to the plump expansion of
six characters—thy tuneful genealogy deduced.

By the way, what a name is Timothy !

Lay it down, | beseech thee, and in its place take
up the properer sound of Timotheus.

Then mayst thou with unblushing fingers handle
the Lyre " familiar to the D—n name."

With much difficulty have | traced thee to thy
lurking-place. Many a goodly name did | run over,
bewildered between Dorrien, and Doxat, and Dover,
and Dakin, and Daintry—a wilderness of D's—till at
last | thought | had hit it—my conjectures wandering
upon a melancholy Jew—you wot the Israelite upon
'Change—Master Daniels—a contemplative Hebrew—
to the which guess | was the rather led, by the con-
sideration that most of his nation are great readers.

Nothing is so common as to se them in the Jews
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Walk, with a bundle of scrip in one hand, and the
Man of Fedling, or a volume of Sterne in the other.

| am a rogue if | can collect what manner of face
thou carriest, though thou seemest so familiar with
mine. If | remember, thou didst not dimly resemble
the man Daniels, whom at first | took thee for—a
careworn, mortified, economical, commercio-political
countenance, with an agreeable limp in thy gait, if
Elia mistake thee not. | think | should shake hands
with thee, if | met thee.

CCLXXXII. TO CHARLES LLOYD
[About 1822]

Your lines are not to be understood reading on
one leg. They are sinuous, and to be won with
wrestling. | do assure you in sincerity that no-
thing you have done has given me greater satis
faction. Your obscurity, where you are dark, which
is seldom, is that of too much meaning, not the
painful obscurity which no toil of the reader can
dissipate; not the dead vacuum and floundering
place in which imagination finds no footing: it is
not the dimness of positive darkness, but of distance ;
and he that reads and not discerns must get a better
pair of spectacless | admire every piece in the
collection. | cannot say the first is best: when | do
%0, the lagt read rises up in judgment. To your
Mother, to your Sister, to Mary dead, they are all
weighty with thought and tender with sentiment.
Your poetry is like no other. Those cursed dryads
and pagan trumperies of modern verse have put me
out of conceit of the very name of poetry. Your
verses are as good and as wholesome as prose, and
| have made a sad blunder if | do not leave you
with an impression that your present is rarely
valued. CHARLES LAMB.
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CCLXXXIII. TO MR AND MRS BRUTON
Twelfth Day, '23.

The pig was above my feeble praise. It was a dear
pigmy. There was some contention as to who should
have the ears; but, in spite of his obstinacy, (deaf
as these little creatures are to advice,) | contrived to
get at one of them.

It came in boots too, which | took as a favour.
Generally these pretty toes, pretty toes! are missing ;
but | suppose he wore them to look taller.

He must have been the least of his race. His little
foots would have gone into the silver slipper. | take
him to have been a Chinese and a female.

If Evelyn could have seen him, he would never
have farrowed two such prodigious volumes; seeing
how much good can be contained in—how small a
compass !

He crackled delicately.

| left a blank at the top of my letter, not being
determined which to address it to: so farmer and
farmer's wife will please to divide our thanks. May
your granaries be full, and your rats empty, and your
chickens plump, and your envious neighbours lean,
and your labourers busy, and you as idle and as happy
as the day is long !

VIVE L'AGRICULTURE !

How do you make your pigs so little?
They are vastly engaging at the age ;
I was so myself.
Now | am a disagreeable old hog,
A middle-aged gentleman-and-a-hali,
My faculties (thank God | ) are not much impaired.

| have my sight, hearing, taste, pretty perfect; and
can read the Lord's Prayer in common type, by the
help of a candle, without making many mistakes.

Believe me, that while my faculties last, | shall ever
cherish a proper appreciation of your many kindnesses
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in this way, and that the last lingering relish of pest
favours upon my dying memory will be the smack of
that little ear. It was the left ear, which is lucky.
Many happy returns, not of the pig, but of the New
Year, to both! Mary, for her share of the pig and
the memoirs, desires to send the same.
Yourstruly,
C. LAMB.

CCLXXXIV. TO BERNARD BARTON
January 9th, 1823.

" Throw yourself on theworld without any rational
plan of support, beyond what the chance employ of
booksellers would afford you ! !'!"

Throw yourself rather, my dear Sir, from the steep
Tarpeian rock dap-dash headlong upon iron spikes.
If you had but five consolatory minutes between
the dek and the bed, make much of them, and live
a century in them, rather than turn dave to the
Booksdlers.  They are Turks and Tartars, when
they have poor authors at their beck. Hitherto you
have been a arm's length from them. Come not
within their grasp. | have known many authors for
bread, some repining, others envying the blessd
security of a Counting House, all agreeing they would
rather have been Tailors, Weavers, what not! rather
than the things they were. | have known some
starved, some to go mad, one dear friend literally
dying in a workhouse. You know not what a
rapacious, dishonest st these booksdlers are.  Ask
even Southey, who (a single caee amost) has made a
fortune by book drudgery, what he has found them.
O you know not, may you never know! the miseries
of subsisting by authorship. 'Tis a pretty gppendage
to a situation like yours or mine, but a Savery, worse
than all davery, to be a booksdler's dependant, to
drudge your brains for pots of de and bresdts of
mutton, to change your free thoughts and voluntary
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numbers for ungracious task-work. Those fellows
hate us. The reason | take to be, that contrary to
other trades, in which the Master gets all the credit,
(a Jeweller or Silversmith for instance) and the
Journeyman, who really does the fine work, isin the
back-ground: in our work the world gives all the
credit to us, whom they consider as their journeymen,
and therefore do they hate us, and cheat us, and op-
press us, and would wring the blood of us out to put
another sixpence in their mechanic pouches! | con-
tend that a Bookseller has a relative honesty towards
Authors, not like his honesty to the rest of the world.
B—who first engag'd me as " Elia," has not
paid me up yet, (nor any of us without repeated
mortifying applials,) yet how the knave fawned while
| was of service to him! Yet | dare say the fellow
is punctual in settling his milk-score, &c. Keep to
your Bank, and the Bank will keep you. Trust not
to the Public, you may hang, starve, drown yourself,
for any thing that worthy Personage cares.

| bless every star, that Providence, not seeing good
to make me independent, has seen it next good to
settle me upon the stable foundation of Leadenhall.
Sit down good B. B., in the Banking-office; what, is
there not from six to eleven p.m. six days in the week,
and isthere not all Sunday ? Fie, what a superfluity
of man'stime, if you could think so! Enough for
relaxation, mirth, converse, poetry, good thoughts,
quiet thoughts. O the corroding torturing tormenting
thoughts, that disturb the Brain of the unlucky wight,
who must draw upon it for daily sustenance. Hence-
forth | retract all my fond complaints of mercantile
employment ; look upon them as Lovers' quarrels. |
was but half in earnest. Welcome dead timber of a
desk, that makes me live. A little grumbling is a
wholesome medicine for the spleen, but in my inner
heart do | approve and embrace this our close but
unharassing way of life. | am quite serious. If you
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can send me Fox, | will not keep it six weeks, and will
return it, with warm thanks to yourself and friend,
without blot or dog's ear. You will much oblige me
by this kindness. Yours truly, C. LAMB.

CCLXXXV. TO JOHN HOWARD PAYNE
23 Jan., '23.

Dear Payne,—I have no mornings (my day begins at
5P.M.) to transact business in, or talents for it, so |
employ Mary, who has sen Robertson, who says
that the Piece which is to be Operafied was sent to
you six weeks since by a Mr. Hunter, whosejourney
has been delayed, but he supposes you have it by this
time. On receiving it back properly done, the rest
of your dues will be forthcoming. Y ou have received
£30 from Harwood, | hope ? Bishop was at the theatre
when Mary called, and he has put your other piece
into C. Kemble's hands (the piece you talk of offering
Elliston) and C. K. sent down word that he had not
yet had time to read it. So stand your affairs at
present. Glossop has got the Murderer. Will you
address him on the subject, or shall |—that is, Mary ?
She says you must write more showable letters about
these matters, for, with all our trouble of crossing out
this word, and giving a cleaner turn to th' other, and
folding down at this part, and sgueezing an obnoxious
epithet into a corner, she can hardly communicate their
contents without offence. What, man, put less gall in
your ink, or write me a biting tragedy! C. LAMB.

CCLXXXVI. TO WILLIAM AYRTON
Russll House
2 feb. 123.
Dear Ayrton,

The Burneys and Paynes dine with us on

Wednesday at half past four. It will give us great
pleasure (what a canting phrase |—

in short, lad, will Mrs
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A. and your harmonious self join them ? Get pen and
ink forthwith and say so, Yours truly,
C. LAMB.

CCLXXXVIlI. TO JOHN HOWARD PAYNE
T.R.,C. G.,8 Feb,, 1823.
My Dear Miss Lamb,—I've enclosed for vyou
Mr Payn€'s piece called Grandpapa, which | regret
to say is not thought to be of the nature that will suit
this theater ; but as there appears to be much merit
in it, Mr Kemble strongly recommends that you
should send it to the English Opera House, for which
it ssems to be excellently adapted. As you have
already been kind enough to be our medium of com-
munication with Mr Payne, | have imposed this trouble
upon you ; but if you do not like to act for Mr Payne
in business, and have no means of disposing of the
piece, | will forward it to Paris or elsewhere as you
think he may prefer.
Very truly yours,
HENRY ROBERTSON.

Dr. P—; We have just received the above, and
want your instructions. It strikes me as avery merry
little piece, that should be played by very young actors.
It strikes me that Miss Clara Fisher would play the
boy exactly. She is just such a forward chit. No
young man would do it without its appearing absurd,
but in a girl's hands it would have just all the reality
that a short dream of an act requires. Then for the
sister, if Miss Stevenson that was, were Miss Stevenson
and younger, they two would carry it off. | do not
know who they have got in that young line, besides
Miss C. F., at Drury, nor how you would like
Elliston to have it—has he not had it ? | am thick
with Arnold, but | have always heard that the very
dender profits of the English Opera House do not
admit of his giving above a trifle, or next to none,
for a piece of this kind. Write me what | should do,
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what you would ask, &c. The music (printed) is
returned with the piece, and the French original.
Tell Mr Grattan | thank him for his book, which as
far as | haveread it is a very companionable one. | have
but just received it. It came the same hour with your
packet from Covent Garden,i. e. yester-night, late, to
my summer residence, where, tell Kenney, the cow is
quiet. Lovetoall at Versailles. Write quickly.
C.L.

| have no acquaintance with Kemble at all, having
only met him once or twice, but any information,
&c, | can get from R., who is a good fellow, you
may command. | am sorry the rogues are so dilitory,
but | distinctly believe they mean to fulfil their en-
gagement. | am sorry you are not here to se to
these things. | am a poor man of business, but
command me to the short extent of my tether. My
gster's kind remembrance ever. C.L.

CCLXXXVIII. TO BERNARD BARTON
February 17th, 1823.

My dear Sir,—1 have read quite through the
ponderous folio of G. F. | think Sewell has been
judicious in omitting certain parts, as for instance
where G. F. has revealed to him the natures of all
the creatures in their names, as Adam had. He
luckily turns aside from that compendious study of
natural history, which might have superceded Buffon,
to his proper spiritual pursuits, only just hinting
what a philosopher he might have been. The
ominous passage is near the beginning of the Book.
It is clear he means a physical knowledge, without
trope or figure. Also, pretences to miraculous
healing and the like, are more frequent than | should
have suspected from the epitome in Sewell. He is
nevertheless a great spiritual man, and | feel very
much obliged by your procuring me the Loan of it-
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How | like the Quaker phrases—though I think they
were hardly completed till Woolman. A pretty little
manual of Quaker language (with an endeavour to
explain them) might be gathered out of his Book.
Could not you do it? | have read through G. F.
without finding any explanation of the term first
volume in the title-page. It takes in all, both his life
and his death. Are there more Last words of him ?
Pray, how may | venture to return it to Mr Sewell
at Ipswich? | fear to send such a Treasure by a
Stage Coach. Not that | am afraid of the Coachman
or the Guard reading it. But it might belost. Can
you put me in away of sending it in safety ? The
kind-hearted owner trusted it to me for six months.
| think | was about as many days in getting through
it, and 1 do not think that | skipped a word of it.
| have quoted G. F. in my " Quakers' Meeting," as
having said he was " lifted up in spirit,” (which | felt
at the time to be not a Quaker phrase) " and the
Judge and Jury were as dead men under his feet."
| find no such words in his Journal, and | did not
get them from Sewell, and the latter sentence | am
sure | did not mean to invent. | must have put some
other Quaker's words into his mouth. Isit a fatality
in me, that every thing | touch turns into alLie? |
once quoted two lines from a translation of Dante,
which Hazlitt very greatly admired, and quoted in a
Book as proof of the stupendous power of that poet,
but no such lines are to be found in the translation,
which has been searched for the purpose. | must
have dreamed them, for | am quite certain | did not
forge them knowingly. What a misfortune to have
alLying memory! Yes, | have seen Miss Coleridge,
and wish | had just such adaughter. God love her—
To think she should have had to toil thro' five
octavos of that cussed (I forget | write to a Quaker)
Abbeypony History, and then to abridge them to
three, and all for £113. At her years, to be doing

343 C
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stupid Jesuits' Latin into English, when she should
be reading or writing Romances! Heaven send her
Uncle do not breed her up a Quarterly Reviewer !
which reminds me that he has spoken very respect-
fully of you in the last number, which is the next
thing to having a Review all to one's self. Your
description of Mr Mitford's place makes me long for
a pippin and some caraways, and a cup of sack in his
orchard, when the sweets of the night come in.

Farewell, C. LAMB.
CCLXXXIX. TO WALTER WILSON
Feb. 24, 1823.
Dear W.,—1 write that you may not think me

neglectful, not that | have any thing to say. In
answer to your questions, it was at your house | saw
an edition of " Roxana," the preface to which stated
that the author had left out that part of it which
related to Roxana's daughter persisting in imagining
herself to be so, in spite of the mother's denial, from
certain hints she had picked up, and throwing herself
continually in her mother's way, (as Savage is said to
have done in his, prying in at windows to get a
glimpse of her), and that it was by advice of Southern,
who objected to the circumstances as being untrue,
when the rest of the story was founded on fact ; which
shows S. to have been a stupid-ish fellow. The
incidents so resemble Savage's story, that | taxed
Godwin with taking Falkner from his life by Dr
Johnson. Y ou should have the edition, (if you have
not parted with it,) for | saw it never but at your
place at the Mews' Gate, nor did | then read it to
compare it with my own; only | know the daughter's
curiosity is the best part of my "Roxana." The
prologue you speak of was mine, and so named, but
not worth much. Y ou ask me for two or three pages
of verse. | have not written so much since you knew
me. | am altogether prosaic. May be | may touch
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off a sonnet in time. | do not prefer " Colonel Jack"

to either " Robinson Crusoe" or " Roxana." | only
spoke of the beginning of it, his childish history. The
rest is poor. | do not know anywhere any good
character of De Foe besdes what you mention. | do

not know that Swift mentions him; Pope does. |
forget if D'lsraeli has. Dunlop | think has nothing
of him. He is quite new ground, and scarce known
beyond " Crusoe." | do not know who wrote
"Quarl." | never thought of " Quarl" as having
an author. It is a poor imitation; the monkey is
the best in it, and his pretty dishes made of shells.
Do you know the paper in the Englishman by Sir
Richard Steele, giving an account of Selkirk? It
is admirable, and has all the germs of " Crusoe."
Y ou must quote it entire. Captain G. Carleton wrote
hisown Memoirs; they are about L ord Peterborough's
campaign in Spain, and a good book. "Puzzelli"
puzzles me, and | am in a cloud about " Donald
M'Leod." | never heard of them; so you see, my
dear Wilson, what poor assisances | can give in the
way of information. | wish your book out, for | shall
like to see any thing about De Foe or from you.
Your old friend, C. LAMB.

From my and your old compound.

CCXC. TO JOHN HOWARD PAYNE
1823.

Dear Payne,—Your little books are most accept-
able. 'Tis a ddlicate edition. They are gone to the
binder's. When they come home | shall have two—
the " Camp" and "Patrick's Day" —to read for the
first time. | may say three, for | never read the
" School for Scandal." " Seen it | have, and in its
happier days" With the books Harwood left a
truncheon, or mathematical instrument, of which we
have not yet ascertained the use. It is like a telescope,
but unglazed. Or a ruler, but not smooth enough.
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It opens, like a fan, and discovers a frame such as they
weave lace upon at Lyons, and Chamberry. Possible it
is from those parts. | do not value the present the less,
for not being quite able to detect its purport. When
I can find any one coming your way | have a volume
for you, my Elias collected. Tell Poole, his Cockney
in the London Magazine tickled me exceedingly.
Harwood is to be with us this evening with Fanny,
who comes to introduce a literary lady, who wants to
e me—and whose portentous name is Plura, in
English " many things." Now of all God's creatures,
| detest letters-affecting, authors-hunting ladies. But
Fanny " will have it 0" So Miss Many Things and
| are to have a conference, of which you shall have
the result. | dare say she does not play at whist.
Treasurer Robertson, whose coffers are absolutely
swelling with pantomimic receipts, called on me
yesterday to say, he is going to write to you, but if |
were also, | might as well say that your last bill is at
the Banker's, and will be honored on the instant
receipt of the third Piece, which you have stipulated
for. If you have any such in readiness, strike while
the iron is hot, before the Clown cools. Tell Mrs
Kenney, that the Miss F. H. (or H. F.) Kelley, who
has begun so splendidly in Juliet, is the identical little
Fanny Kelly, who used to play on their green before
their great Lying-Inn Lodgings at Bayswater. Her
career has stopt short by the injudicious bringing her
out in avile new Tragedy, and for a third character
in a stupid old one—the Earl of Essex. This is
Macready's doing, who taught her. Her recitation,
& c., (not her voice or person) is masculine. It is so
clever, it seemed a male Debut. But cleverness is the
bane of Female Tragedy especially. Passons uttered
logically, &c. Itisbad enough in men-actors. Could
you do nothing for little Clara Fisher ? Arethere no
French Pieces with a Child in them ? By Pieces |
mean here dramas, to prevent male - constructions.
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Did not the Blue Girl remind you of some of
Congreve's women ? Angelica or Millamant? To
me she was a vision of Genteel Comedy realized.
Those kind of people never come to see one.
N'import — havn't | Miss Many Things coming ?
Will you ask Horace Smith to ... . (The remainder
of this letter has been lost.)

CCXCl . TO BERNARD BARTON
Tuesday, March nth, 1823.

Dear Sir,—The approbation of my little book by
your sSister is very pleasing to me. The Quaker
incident did not happen to me, but to Carlisle the
surgeon, from whose mouth | have twice heard it,
at an interval of ten or twelve years, with little or
no variation, and have given it as exactly as | could
remember it. The gloss which your sister, or you,
have put upon it, does not strike me as correct.
Carlisle drew no inference from it against the honesty
of the Quakers, but only in favour of their surprising
coolness ; that they should be capable of committing
a good joke, with an utter insensibility to its being
any jest at all. | have reason to believe in the truth
of it, because, as | have said, | heard him repeat it
without variation at such an interval. The story
loses sadly in print, for Carlisle is the best story-
teller | ever heard. The idea of the discovery of
roasting pigs | also borrowed from my friend Man-
ning, and am willing to confess both my plagiarisms.
Should fate ever so order it that you shall be in town
with your sister, mine bids me say, that she shall
have great pleasure in being introduced to her. |
think | must give up the cause of the Bank—from
nine to nine is galley slavery, but | hope it is but
temporary. Your endeavour at explaining Fox's in-
sight into the natures of animals must fail, as | shall
transcribe the passage. It appears to me that he stopt
short in time, and was on the brink of falling with



52 LETTERS

his friend Naylor, my favourite. The book shall be
forthcoming whenever your friend can make con-
venient to call for it. They have dragged me again
into the Magazine, but | feel the spirit of the thing
in my own mind quite gone. " Some brains" (I think
Ben Jonson says it) " will endure but one skimming."
We are about to have an inundation of poetry from
the Lakes; Wordsworth and Southey are coming up
strong from the North. The she Coleridges have
taken flight, to my regret. With Sara's own-made
acquisitions, her unaffectedness and no-pretensions are
beautiful. You might pass an age with her without
suspecting that she knew any thing but her mother's
tongue. | don't mean any reflection on Mrs Cole-
ridge here. | had better have said her vernacular
idiom. Poor C, | wish he had a home to receive his
daughter in. But he is but as a stranger or a visitor
in this world.

How did you like Hartley's sonnets? The first, at
least, is vastly fine. Lloyd has been in town a day
or two on busness, and is perfectly well. | am
ashamed of the shabby letters | send, but | am by
nature any thing but neat. Therein my mother bore
me no Quaker. | never could seal a letter without
dropping the wax on one side, besides scalding my
fingers. | never had a seal too of my own. Woriting
to a great man lately, who is moreover very Heraldic,
| borrowed a seal of a friend, who by the female side
quarters the Protectorial Arms of Cromwell. How
they must have puzzled my correspondent ! My
letters are generally charged as double at the Post
Office from their inveterate clumsiness of foldure; so
you must not take it disrespectful to yourself if | send
you such ungainly scraps. | think | lose £100 a year
at the India House, owing solely to my want of neat-
ness in making up accounts. How | puzzle 'em out
last is the wonder. | have to do with millions! !

It is time to have done my incoherences.

Believe me, Yours truly, C. LAMB.
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CCXCIII. TO BERNARD BARTON
April 5th, 1823,

Dear Sir,—Y ou must think me ill-mannered not: to
have replied to your first letter sooner, but | have an
ugly habit of aversion from letter writing, which
makes me an unworthy correspondent. | have had
no spring, or cordial call to the occupation of late. |
have been not well lately, which must be my lame
excuse. Your poem, which | consider very affecting,
found me engaged about a humorous Paper for the
London, which | had called " A Letter to an Old
Gentleman whose Education had been neglected "—
and when it was done, Taylor and Hessey would not
printit, and it discouraged me from doing any thing
else, so | took up Scott, where | had scribbled some
petulant remarks, and for a make-shift father'd them
on Ritson. It is obvious | could not make your
Poem a part of them, and as | did not know whether
| should ever be able to do to my mind what you
suggested, | thought it not fair to keep back the
verses for the chance. Mr Mitford's sonnet | like
very well, but as | aso have my reasons against
interfering at all with the Editorial arrangement of
the London, | transmitted it (not in my own hand-
writing) to them, who | doubt not will be glad to
insert it. What eventual benefit it can be to you
(otherwise than that a kind man's wish is a benefit)
| cannot conjecture.  Your Society are eminently
men of Business, and will probably regard you as an
idle fellow, possibly disown you, that is to say, if you
had put your own name to a sonnet of that sort, but
they cannot excommunicate Mr Mitford, therefore I
thoroughly approve of printing the said verses.
When | se any Quaker names to the Concert of
Ancient Music, or as Directors of the British Institu-
tion, or bequeathing medals to Oxford for the best
classical themes, &c., then | shall begin to hope
they will emancipate you. But what as a Society can
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they do for you? Youw
sion in the Army, nor the
Posts in Church or State
giving—and then, if they disown
must live "a, man forbid."

| wish'd for you yesterday. | dined in Parnassus,
with Wordsworth, Coleridge, Rogers, and Tom
Moore,—half the Poetry of England constellated and
cluster'd in Gloucester Place. It was a delightful
Evening! Coleridge was in his finest vein of talk,
had all the talk, and let 'em talk as evilly as they do
of the envy of Poets, | am sure not one there but was
content to be nothing but a listener. The Muses
were dumb while Apollo lectured on his and their
fine Art. It is a lie that Poets are envious, | have
known the best of them, and can speak to it, that
they give each other their merits, and are the kindest
critics as well as best authors. | am scribbling a
muddy epistle with an aching head, for we did not
quaff Hippocrene last night. Marry, it was Hippocrass
rather. Pray accept this as a letter in the meantime,
and do me the favour to mention my respects to Mr
Mitford, who is so good as to entertain good thoughts
of Elia, but don't show this ailmost impertinent scrawl.
| will write more respectfully next time, for believe
me, if not in words, in feelings yours most so—

CCXCIV, TO BRYAN WALLER PROCTER
April 13, 1823,

Dear Lad,—You must think me a brute beast, a
rhinoceros, never to have acknowledged the receipt
of your precious present. But indeed | am none of
those shocking things, but have arrived at that indis-
position to letter-writing which would make it a hard
exertion to write three lines to a king to spare a
friend's life: whether it is that the Magazine paying
me so much a page | am loath to throw away com-
position. How much a sheet do you give your

Il 43 *C
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correspondents ? | have hung up Pope, and a gem
it is, in my town room ; | hope for your approval.
Though it accompanies the Essay on Man, | think
that was not the poem he is here meditating. He
would have looked up, somehow affectedly, if he were
just conceiving " Awake, my S John." Neither is
he in the Rape of the Lock mood exactly. 1 think he
has just made out the lag lines of the "Epistle to
Jervis" between gay and tender,

" And other beauties envy Worsley's eyes."

['ll bed . . .'dif that it the line. He s brood-
ing over it, with a dreamy phantom of Lady Mary
floating before him. He is thinking which is the
earlies possble day and hour that she will firs seit.
What a miniature piece of gentility it is! Why did
you give it me? | do not likeyou enough to give
you any thing so good.

| have dined with T. Moore and breakfasted with
Rogers, dnce | saw you ; have much to sy about
them when we mest, which | trust will bein a week
or two. | have been over-watched and over-poeted
gnce Wordsworth has been in town. | was obliged
for health's sake to wish him gone, but now he is
gone | fed a great loss | am going to Dalston to
recruit, and have serious thoughts of altering my
condition, that is, of taking to sobriety. What do
you advise me?

Rogers spake very kindly of you, as every body
does, and none with so much reason asyour C. L.

CCXCV. TO MISS HUTCHINSON
[April 25,1823.]

Dear MissH.,—M ary has such an invinciblereluct-

ance to any epistolary exertion, that | am sparing her

a mortification by taking the pen from her. The

plain truth is, she writes such a pimping, mean,

detestable hand, that she is ashamed of the formation
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of her letters. There is an essential poverty and
abjectness in the frame of them. They look like
begging letters.  And then she is sure to omit a most
substantial word in the second draught, (for she
never ventures an epistle without a foul copy first,)
which is obliged to be interlined ; which spoils the
neatest epistle, you know. Her figures, |, 2, 3, 4,
& c., where she has occason to express numerals, as in
the date, (25th April 1823,) are not figures, but
figurantes ; and the combined posse go staggering up
and down shameless, as drunkards in the day-time.
It is no better when she rules her paper. Her lines
"are not less erring" than her words. A sort of
unnatural parallel lines, that are perpetually threaten-
ing to meet; which, you know, is quite contrary to
Euclid. Her very blots are not bold like this, [here a
large blot is inserted,'] but poor smears, half left in and
half scratched out, with another smear left in their
place. | like a clear letter ; a bold free hand, and a
fearless flourish. Then she has always to go through
them (a second operation) to dot her i's, and cross her
t's. | don't think she can make a corkscrew if she
tried, which has such a fine effect at the end or middle
of an epistle, and fills up.

Thereis a corkscrew !—one of the best | ever drew.
By the way, what incomparable whisky that was of
Monkhouse's! But if | am to write a letter, let me
begin, and not stand flourishing, like a fencer at a
fair.

April 25th, 1823.

Dear Miss H.,—It gives me great pleasure (the
letter now begins) to hear that you got down so
smoothly, and that Mrs Monkhouse's spirits are so
good and enterprising. It shows whatever her
posture may be, that her mind at least is not supine.
I hope the excursion will enable the former to keep
pace with its outstripping neighbour. Pray present
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our kindest wishes to her and all ; (that sentence
should properly have come into the Postscript, but we
airy mercurial spirits, there is no keeping us in.)
"Time" (as was said of one of us) " toils after us in
vain." | am afraid our co-visit with Coleridge was a
dream. | shall not get away before the end (or
middle) of June, and then you will be frog-hopping
at Boulogne; and besides, | think the Gilmans would
scarce trust him with us ; | have a malicious knack at
cutting of apron-strings. The Saints' days you speak
of have long since fled to heaven, with Astraea, and
the cold piety of the age lacks fervour to recall them;
only Peter left his key—the iron one of the two that
"shuts amain"—and that is the reason | am locked
up. Meanwhile of afternoons we pick up primroses
at Dalston, and Mary corrects me when | call 'em
cowslips. God bless you all ; and pray remember me
euphoniously to Mr Gruvellegan. That Lee Priory
must be a dainty bower. Is it built of flints 2—and
does it stand at Kingsgate ?

CCXCVI. TO BERNARD BARTON
May 3rd, 1823.

Dear Sir,—I| am vexed to be two letters in your
debt, but | have been quite out of the vein lately. A
philosophical treatise is wanting, of the causes of the
backwardness with which persons after a certain time
of life set about writing a letter. | always feel as
if I had nothing to say, and the performance generally
justifies the presentiment. Taylor and Hessey did
foolishly in not admitting the sonnet. Surely it might
have followed the B. B. | agree with you in think-
ing Bowring's paper better than the former. | will
inquire about my Letter to the Old Gentleman, but |
expect it to go in, after those to the Young Gentleman
are completed. | do not exactly see why the Goose
and little Goslings should emblematize a Quaker poet
that has no children. But after all—perhaps it is a
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Pelican. The Mene, Mene, Tekel, Upharsin around
it | cannot decipher. The songster of the night pour-
ing out her effusions amid a silent Meeting of Madge-
Owlets, would be at least intelligible. A full pause
here comes upon me, asif | had not a word more
left. | will shake my brain. Once—twice—nothing
comes up—George Fox recommends waiting on these
occasions. | wait. Nothing comes. G. Fox—that sets
me off again. | have finished the "Journal," and four
hundred more pages of theDoctrinals, which | picked
up for 7s. 6d. If | get on at this rate, the society
will be in danger of having two Quaker poets to
patronise. | am at Dalston now, but if, when | go
back to Covent Garden, | find thy friend has not
call'd for the Journal, thee must put me in the way
of sending it ; and if it should happen that the Lender
of it, having that volume, has not the other, | shall
be most happy in his accepting the Doctrinals, which
| shall read but once certainly. It is not a splendid
copy, but perfect, save a leaf of Index.

| cannot but think that the London drags heavily.
| miss Janus. And O how it misses Hazlitt—Procter
too is affronted (as Janus has been) with their abom-
inable curtailment of his things— some meddling
Editor or other—or phantom of one—for neither he
nor Janus know their busy friend. But they always
find the best part cut out; and they have done well
to cut also. | am not so fortunate as to be served
in this manner, for | would give a clean sum of
money in sincerity to leave them handsomely. But
the dogs—T. & H. | mean—will not affront me, and
what can | do? Must | go on to drivelling? Poor
Relations is tolerable—but where shall | get another
subject—or who shall deliver me from the body of
this death ?. | assure you it teases me more, than it
used to please me. Ch. Lloyd has published a sort
of Quaker poem, he tells me, and that he has order'd
me a copy, but 1 have not got it. Have you seen it?
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| mug leave a little wafer space, which brings me to
an apology for a condusion.
| am afraid of looking back, for | fed all this while
| have been writing nothing, but it may show | am
alive. Bdieve me, cordially yours
C. LAMB.

CCXCVII. TO J. B. DIBDIN
May 6, 1823.

Dear Sir,—Your verses were very pleasant, and |
shall like to s=e more of them, | do not mean addressed
tome.

| do not know whether you live in town or country,
but if it suits your convenience | shall be glad to se
you some evening—say Thursday—at 20 Great Russall
Street, Covent Garden. If you can come, do not
trouble yoursdf to write. We are old-fashioned
people who drink tea at six, or not much later, and
give cold mutton and pickle at nine, the good old
hour. | assure you (if it suit you) we shall be glad
to s= you. Yours, €tc. C. LAMB.

My love to Mr Railton. The same to Mr Rankin,
to the whole Firm indeed.

E.l.H., Tueday,
Some day of May, 1823. Eliawritten on cover.
Not official.

Endorsed:
J. B. Dibdin, Esgr., Messs Rankings, 113, Cheapsde.

CCXCVIII. TO WILLIAM HONE
E.l1.H. 19May, '23.

Dear Sir,—I| have. been very agreeably entertained
with your present, which | found very curious and
amusng. What wiseacres our forefathers appear to
have been! It should make us thankful, who are
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grown so rational and polite. | should call to thank
you for the book, but go home to Dalston at present.
| shall beg your acceptance (when | see you) of my
little book. | have Ray's Collections of English Words
not generally Used, 1691 ; and in page 60 (" North
Country words ") occurs " Ryntye'—" by your leave,"
" stand handsomely." As, " Rynt you, witch," quoth
Bese Locket to her mother; Proverb, Cheshire.—
Doubtless this is the " Aroint " of Shakspeare.

In the same collection | find several Shaksperisms.
"Rooky" wood: a Northern word for "reeky,"

" misty,” &c. " Shandy" a north country word for
" wild." Sterne was York,
Yours obliged, C. LAMB.

| am at 14, Kingsland Row, Dalston. Will you
take a walk over on Sunday ? We dine exactly at 4,
and shall be most glad to see you. If | don't hear
from you (by noteto E. |. Ho.) | will expect you.
Mr Hone,
45, Ludgate Hill.

CCXCIX. TO BERNARD BARTON
July 10th, 1823.

Dear Sir,—1 shall be happy toread the M S. and to
forward it; but T. and H. must judge for themselves
of publication. If it prove interesting (as | doubt not)
| shall not spare to say so, you may depend upon it.
Suppose you direct it to Accountant's Office, India
House. | am glad you have met with some sweeten-
ing circumstances to your unpalatable draught. |
have just returned from Hastings, where are exquisite
views and walks, and where | have given up my soul
to walking, and | am now suffering sedentary con-
trasts. | am a long time reconciling to Town after
one of these excursions. Home is become strange
and will remain so yet a while. Home is the most
unforgiving of friends, and always resents Absence ;
| know its old cordial looks will return, but they are
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slow in clearing up. That is one of the features of
this our galley slavery, that peregrination ended makes
things worse. | felt out of water (with all the sea
about me) at Hastings, and just as | had learned to
domiciliate there, | must come back to find a home
which is no home. | abused Hastings, but learned its
value. There are spots, inland bays, &c., which
realise the notions of Juan Fernandez. The best
thing | lit upon by accident was a small country
church, (by whom or when built unknown,) standing
bare and single in the midst of a grove, with no
house or appearance of habitation within a quarter
of a mile, only passages diverging from it thro'
beautiful woods to so many farm-houses. There it
stands like the first idea of a church, before parish-
ioners were thought of, nothing but birds for its
congregation, or like a Hermit's oratory (the Hermit
dead), or a mausoleum : its effect singularly impres-
sive, like a church found in a desert isle to startle
Crusoe with a home image; you must make out a
vicar and a congregation from fancy, for surely none
come there. Yet it wants not its pulpit, and its font,
and all the seemly additaments of our worship.

Southey has attacked " Elia" on the score of
infidelity, in the Quarterly article, "Progress of Infi-
delity." | had not, nor have, seen the Monthly. He
might have spared an old friend such a construction of
afew careless flights, that meant no harm to religion.
If all his unguarded expressions on the subject were
to be collected—

But | love and respect Southey—and will not retort.
| hate his review ; and his being a Reviewer.

The hint he has dropped will knock the sale of the
book on the head, which was almost at a stop before.

Let it stop. Thereiscornin Egypt, while thereis
cash at Leadenhall. You and | are something besides
being Writers. Thank God.

Yourstruly, C.L.



CHAPTER 1.

COLEBROOK ROW—AND THE FLIGHT
FROM LEADENHALL

SEPTEMBER 1823—APRIL 1825

ccc. TO BERNARD BARTON
September 2nd, 1823.

Dear B. B.,—What will you say to my nat writing ?

You cannot say | do not write now. Hessey has not

used your kind sonnet, nor have | ssn it. Pray send

me a Copy. Neither have | heard any more of your
Friend's MS. which | will reclaim, whenever you
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please. When you come London-ward you will find
me no longer in Covent Garden. | have a Cottage, in
Colebrook Row, lIslington. A cottage, for it is de-
tach'd; a white house, with six good rooms, the
New River (rather elderly by this time) runs (if a
moderate walking pace can be so termed) close to
the foot of the house; and behind is a spacious garden,
with vines (I assure you) pears, strawberries, par-
snips, leeks, carrots, cabbages, to delight the heart of
old Alcinous. You enter without passage into a
cheerful dining-room, all studded over and rough
with old Books, and above is a lightsome Drawing-
room, three windows, full of choice prints. | feel
like a great Lord, never having had a house before.

The London | fear falls off. | linger among its
creaking rafters, like the last rat. It will topple down
if they don't get some Buttresses. They have pull'd
down three: W. Hazlitt, Procter, and their best stay,
kind light-hearted Wainwright their Janus. The
best is, neither of our fortunes is concern'd in it.

| heard of you from Mr Pulham this morning, and
that gave a fillip to my Laziness, which has been in-
tolerable. But | am so taken up with pruning and
gardening, quite a new sort of occupation to me. |
have gather'd my jargonels, but my windsor Pears
are backward. The former were of exquisite raci-
ness. | do now st under my own vine, and contem-
plate the growth of vegetable nature. | can now
understand in what sense they speak of father Adam.
| recognise the paternity, while | watch my tulips.
| almost fell with him, for the first day | turned a
drunken gardener (as helet in the serpent) into my
Eden, and he laid about him, lopping off some choice
boughs, & ¢, which hung over from a neighbour's
garden, and in his blind zeal laid waste a shade, which
had sheltered their window from the gaze of passers
by. Theold gentlewoman (fury made her not hand-
some) could scarcely be reconciled by all my fine
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words. There was no buttering her parsnips. She
talk'd of the law. What a lapse to commit on the
first day of my happy " garden-state."

| hope you transmitted the Fox-Journal to its
Owner with suitable thanks.

Mr Cary, the Dante-man, dines with me to-day.
He is a model of a country Parson, lean, (as a Curate
ought to be,) modest, sensible, no obtruder of church
dogmas, quite a different man from Southey. You
would like him. Pray accept this for a Letter, and
believe me, with sincere regards, Yours, C. L.

CCCl. TO THOMAS ALLSOP
Saturday, 6 Sep. 1823.

Dear Allsop,—I am snugly seated at the cottage.
Mary is well, but weak, and comes home on Monday ;
ghe will soon be strong enough to se her friends
here. In the mean time, will you dine with me at %
past four to-morrow ? Ayrton and Mr Burney are
coming.

Colebrook Cottage, left hand side, end of Cole-
brook Row, on the western brink of the New River,
a detach'd whitish house.

No answer is required, but come if you can.

C. LAMB.

| called on you on Sunday. Respects to Mrs A
and boy.

CCCIlI. TO THE SAME
E. I. House, 9 Sep. 1823.

My dear A .,—1 am going to ask you to do me the
greatest favour which a man can do for another. |
want to make my will, and to leave my property in
trust for my Sister. N.B. | am not therefore going
to die.—Would it be unpleasant for you to be named
for one? The other two | shall beg the same favour
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of are Talfourd and Procter. |If you feel reluctant,
tell me, and it sha'n't abate one jot of my friendly
feeling toward you.
Yours ever
C. LAMB.

ccclll. TO THE SAME
Sep. 10, 1823.
My dear A.,—Your kindness in accepting my re-
quest no words of mine can repay. It has made you
overflow into some romance which | should have
check'd at another time. | hope it may be in the
scheme of Providence that my sister may go first (if
ever so little a precedence), myself next, and my good
Executors survive to remember us with kindness many
years. God bless you.
I will sat Procter about the will forthwith.
C. LAMB.

ccelv TO THE SAME
Tuesday [? 16 Sept.], 1823.
My dear Allsop,—I thank you for thinking of my
recreation. But | am best here—I| feel | am; | have
tried town lately, but came back worse. Here | must
wait till my loneliness has its natural cure. Besides
that, though | am not very sanguine, yet | live in
hopes of better news from Fulham, and cannot be out
of the way. 'Tis ten weeks to-morrow.—I| saw Mary
a week since; she was in excellent bodily health, but
otherwise far from well. But a week or so may give
aturn. LovetoMrsA. and children, and fair weather
accompany you.
C.L.
ccev. TO BERNARD BARTON

September 17th, 1823.

Dear Sir,—I have again been reading your Stanzas
on Bloomfield, which are the most appropriate that
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can be imagined, sweet with doric deicacy. 1 like
that,—

Our more chaste Theocritus—

just hinting at the fault of the Grecian. | love that
stanza ending with,

Words, phrases, fashions, pass away
But Truth and nature live through all.

But | shall omit in my own copy the one stanza
which alludes to Lord B. | suppose. It spoils the
sweetness and oneness of the feeling. Cannot we
think of Burns, or Thomson, without sullying the
thought with a reflection out of place upon Lord
Rochester ? These verses might have been inscribed
upon a tomb ; are in fact an epitaph; satire does not
look pretty upon a tombstone. Besides, there is a
quotation in it, always bad in verse, seldom advisable
in prose. | doubt if their having been in a Paper will
not prevent T. and H. from insertion, but | shall have
a thing to send in a day or two, and shall try them.
Omitting that stanza, a very little alteration is wanting
in the beginning of the next. You see | use freedom.
How happily (I flatter not !) you have brought in his
subjects; and (I suppose) his favourite measure,
though | am not acquainted with any of his writings
but the Farmer's Boy. He dined with me once, and
his manners took me exceedingly.

| rejoice that you forgive my long silence. | con-
tinue to estimate my own-roof comforts highly. How
could | remain all my life a lodger! My garden
thrives, (I am told,) tho' | have yet reaped nothing
but some tiny salad and withered carrots. But a
garden's a garden anywhere, and twice a garden in
London.

Somehow | cannot relish that word Horkey.
Cannot you supply it by circumlocution, and direct
the reader by a note to explain that it means the
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Horkey. But Horkey choaks me in the Text. It
rases crowds of mean associations, Hawking and
sp—g, Gaukey, Stalky, Maukin. The sound is
every thing in such dulcet modulations'specially. 1like

Gilbert Meldrum's serner tones,

without knowing who Gilbert Meldrum is. You
have slipt in your rhymes as if they grew there,
so natural-artificially, or artificial-naturally. There's
a vile phrase!

Do you go on with your Quaker Sonnets? Have
'em ready with Southey's Book of the Church. |
meditate a letter to S. in the " London," which per-
haps will meet the fate of the Sonnet.

Excuse my brevity, for | write painfully at office,
liable to a hundred callings off. And | can never sit
down to an epistle elsewhere. | read or walk. If
you return this letter to the Post Office, | think they
will return fourpence, seeing it is but half a one.
Believe me, tho',

Entirely yours, C.L.

CCCVI. TO THOMAS ALLSOP
1823,

Dear A.,—Your Cheee is the best | ever tasted,
Mary will tell you so hereafter. She is at home, but
hes disappointed me. She has gone back rather than
improved. However, she has sense enough to vaue
the present ; for sheisgreatly fond of Stiiton. Yours
is the delicatest, rain-bow-hued, melting piece | ever
flavoured. Believe me, | took it the more kindly,
following so great a kindness.

Depend upon't, yours shall be one of the first
houses we shall present outselves at, when we have
got our Bill of Health.

Being both yours and Mrs Allsop'struly.
C.L.andM.L.
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CCCVII. TO THE SAME
Saturday, 4 October, 1823.

Dear Sir,—Will Mrs A. and you dine with us to-
morrow at half pas 3? Do not think of troubling your-
self to send (if you cannot come), as we shall provide
only a goose (which is in the House), and your not
coming will make no difference in our arrangements.

Your obliged,
C. LAMB.

CCCVIII. TO THE REV. H. F. CARY
India Office, 14th Oct. 1823.

Dear Sir,—If convenient, will you give us house
room on Saturday next ? | can deep anywhere. |If
another Sunday suit you better, pray let me know.
We were talking of Roast Shoulder of Mutton with
onion sauce; but | scorn to prescribe to the hospi-
talities of mine host.

With respects to Mrs C., yours truly,

C. LAMB,

CCCIX. TO J. B. DIBDIN
October 28, 1823.

My dear Sir,—Your Pig was a picture of a pig,
and your Picture a pig of a picture. The former
was delicious but evanescent, like a hearty fit of
mirth, or the crackling of thorns under a pot; but
the latter is an idea, and abideth. | never before saw
swine upon satin.  And then that pretty strawy
canopy about him! he seems to purr (rather than
grunt) his satisfaction. Such a gentlemanlike porker
too! Morland's are absolutely clowns to it. Who
the deuce painted it ? | have ordered a little gilt
shrine for it, and mean to wear it for a locket; a
shirt-pig.
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| admire the pretty toes shrouded in a veil of
something, not mud, but that warm soft consistency
which the dust takes in Elysium after a spring shower
—it perfectly engloves him.

| cannot enough thank you and your country friend
for the delicate double present—the Utile et Decorum.

Three times have | attempted to write this sentence
and failed ; which shows that | am not cut out for a
pedant.

Sir (as | say to Southey)—will you come and see
us at our poor cottage of Colebrooke to tea to-morrow
evening, as early as six ? | have some friends coming
at that hour.

The panoply which covered your material pig shall
be forthcoming. The pig pictorial, with its trappings,
domesticate with me.

Your greatly obliged
ELIA.
J. B. Dibdin, Esq.,
Messrs  Rankings,
113, Cheapside.

CCCX. TO THOMAS ALLSOP
The Cottage, Saturday Night [Nov.].

Dear Sir,—Mary has got a cold, and the nights are
dreadful ; but at the first indication of Spring (alias
the first dry weather in November, early) it is our
intention to surprise you early some evening.

Believe me, most truly yours,
C.L.

Mary regrets very much Mrs Allsop's fruitless visit.
It made her swear ! She was gone to visit Miss
Hutchinson, whom she found out.
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CCCXI. TO THE SAME
E. I. H., 7th November.

Dear Allsop,—Our dinner-hour on Sundays is four,
at which we shall be most happy to sse Mrs A. and
yourself—|I mean next Sunday, but | also mean any
Sunday. Pray come. | am up to my very ears in
business, but pray come.

Yours most sincerely,

CCCXII. TO MRS HAZLITT
[November, 1823]

Dear Mrs H.,—Sitting down to write a letter is
such a painful operation to Mary, that you must
accept me as her proxy. You have seen our house.
What | now tell you is literally true. Yesterday
week George Dyer called upon us, at one o'clock,
(bright noonday,) on his way to dine with Mrs Bar-
bauld at Newington. He sat with Mary about half
an hour, and took leave. The maid saw him go out,
from her kitchen window, but suddenly losing sight
of him, ran up in a fright to Mary. G. D., instead
of keeping the dlip that leads to the gate, had
deliberately, staff in hand, in broad open day,
marched into the New River. He had not his spec-
tacles on, and you know his absence. Who helped
him out they can hardly tell, but between 'em they
got him out, drenched thro' and thro'. A mob
collected by that time, and accompanied him in.
" Send for the Doctor," they said: and a one-eyed
fellow, dirty and drunk, was fetched from the public
house at the end, where it ssems he lurks, for the
sake of picking up water practice; having formerly
had a medal from the Humane Society for some
rescue. By his advice the patient was put between
blankets ; and when | came home at four to dinner, |
found G. D. a-bed, and raving, light-headed, with
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the brandy and water which the doctor had ad-
ministered. He sang, laughed, whimpered, screamed,
babbled of guardian angels, would get up and go
home; but we kept him there by force ; and by
next morning he departed sober, and seems to have
received noinjury. All my friends are open-mouth'd
about having paling before the river ; but | cannot
see, that because a lunatic chooses to walk into a
river with his eyes open at mid day, | am any the
more likely to be drowned in it, coming home at
midnight.

| had the honour of dining at the Mansion House
on Thursday last by special card from the Lord
Mayor, who never saw my face, nor | his; and all
from being a writer in a magazine. The dinner
costly, served on massy plate ; champagne, pines,
& c.; 47 present, among whom the Chairman and
two other directors of the India Company.

There's for you! and got away pretty sober.
Quite saved my credit.

We continue to like our house prodigiously.

Does Mary Hazlitt go on with her novel ? or has
she begun another ? | would not discourage her,
though we continue to think it (so far) in its present
state not saleable. Our kind remembrances to her
and hers, and you and yours.

Yours truly,
C. LAMB.

| am pleased that H. liked my letter to the

Laureat.

Mrs Haditt,
Alphington near Exeter.

CCCXI11. TO ROBERT SOUTHEY
E.l.H., 21¢ November 1823.
Dear Southey,—The kindness of your note has
melted away the mist which was upon me, | have
been fighting against a shadow. That accursed Q.R.
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had vexed me by a gratuitous speaking of its own
knowledge that the Confessions of a D—d was a
genuine description of the state of the writer. Little
things that are not ill-meant may produce much
ill.  That might have injured me, alive and dead. |
am in a public office, and my lifeisinsured. | was
prepared for anger, and | thought | saw, in a few
obnoxious words, a hard cae of repetition directed
against me. | wish both magazine and review at
the bottom of the sea. | shall be ashamed to se you,
and my sister (tho' innocent) will be still more so;
for the folly was done without her knowledge, and
has made her uneasy ever sincee My guardian angel
was absent at that time.

I will muster up courage to sse you, however, any
day next week (Wednesday excepted). We shall
hope that you will bring Edith with you. That will
be a second mortification. She will hate to see us;
but come and heap embers. We deserve it; I, for
what |'ve done, and she for being my sister.

Do come early in the day, by sun-light, that you
may see my Milton.

| am at Colebrook Cottage, Colebrook Row, Isling-
ton: a detached whitish house, close to the New
River end of Colebrook Terrace, left hand coming
from Sadler's Wells.

Will you let me know the day before ?

Your penitent, C. LAMB.

P.S.—I do not think your hand-writing at all like
****'s | do not think many things | did think.

CCCXIV. TO DERNARD BARTON
Nov. 22, 1823.
Dear B. B.,—| am ashamed at not acknowledging
your kind little poem, which | must needs like much,
but | protest | thought | had done it at the moment.
Is it possible a letter has miscarried ? Did you get
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one in which | sent you an extract from the poems of
Lord Stirling? | should wonder if you did, for |
sent you none such. There was an incipient Lie
strangled in the birth. Some people's conscience is
so tender! But, in plain truth, | thank you very
much for the verses. | have a very kind letter from
the Laureat, with a self-invitation to come and shake
hands with me. This is truly handsome and noble.
'Tisworthy of my old idea of Southey. Shall not I,
think you, be covered with ared suffusion ?

Y ou are too much apprehensive of your complaint.
I know many that are always ailing of it, and live on
to agood old age. | know amerry fellow (you partly
know him) who, when his Medical Adviser told him
he had drunk away all that party congratulated him-
self (now his liver was gone) that he should be the
longest liver of the two. The best way in these
cases is to keep yourself as ignorant as you can—as
ignorant as the world was before Galen—of the
entire inner construction of the Animal Man—not to
be conscious of a midriff,—to hold kidneys (save of
sheep and swine) to be an agreeable fiction—not to
know whereabouts the gall grows—to account the
circulation of the blood an idle whimsey of Harvey's
—to acknowledge no mechanism not visible. For,
once fix the seat of your disorder, and your fancies
flux intoit like bad humours. Those medical gentries
choose each his favourite part—one takes the lungs—
another the aforesaid liver—and refer to that what-
soever in the animal economy is amiss. Above all,
use exercise, take a little more spirituous liquors,
learn to smoke, continue to keep a good conscience,
and avoid tampering with hard terms of art—Viscosity
—scirrhosity, and those bugbears, by which simple
patients are scared into their graves. Believe the
general sense of the mercantile world, which holds
that desks are not deadly. It is the mind, good B. B.,
and not the limbs, that taints by long sitting. Think
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of the patience of tailors—think how long the Chan-
cellor sits—think of the Brooding Hen.

| protest | cannot answer thy Sister's kind inquiry,
but | judge, | shall put forth no second volume.
More praise than buy, and T. and H. are not particu-
larly disposed for Martyrs. Thou wilt see a funny
passage, and yet a true History, of George Dyer's
Aquatic Incursion in the next London. Beware his
fate, when thou comest to see me at my Colebrook
Cottage. | have filled my little space with my little
thoughts. | wish thee ease on thy Sofa, but not too
much indulgence on it. From my poor desk, thy
fellow-sufferer, this bright November, C. L.

CCCXV. TO WILLIAM HARRISON AINSWORTH
India House, 9th Dec. 1823.

Dear Sir,—I should have thanked you for your books
and compliments sooner, but have been waiting for a
revise to be sent, which does not come, though | re-
turned the proof on the receipt of your letter. | have
read Warner with great pleasure. What an elaborate
piece of alliteration and antithesis ! why it must have
been a labour far above the most difficult versification.
There is a fine simile or picture of Semiramis arming
to repel a siege. | do not mean to keep the book,
for | suspect you are forming a curious collection,
and | do not pretend to any thing of the kind. |
have not a black-letter book among mine, old Chaucer
excepted, and am not bibliomanist enough to like
black-letter. It is painful to read ; therefore | must
insist on returning it at opportunity, not from con-
tumacy and reluctance to be obliged, but because it
must suit you better than me. The loss of a present
from should never exceed the gain of a present to.
I hold this maxim infallible in the accepting line. |
read your magazines with satisfaction. | thoroughly
agree with you as to " The German Faust,” as far as
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| can do justice to it from an English trangdlation.
'Tis a disagreesble canting tale of seduction, which
has nothing to do with the spirit of Faustus—Curiosity.
Was the dark secret to be explored to end in the
seducing of a weak girl, which might have been
accomplished by earthly agency ? When Marlowe
gives his Faustus a mistress, he flies him at Helen,
flower of Greece, to be sure, and not at Miss Betsy,
or Miss Sally Thoughtless.

"Cut is the branch that bore the goodly fruit,
And wither'd is Apollo's laurel tree
Faustus is dead."

What a noble natural transition from metaphor to
plain spesking ! as if the figurative had flagged in
description of such a loss, and was reduced to tell the
fact simply.

| must now thank you for your very kind invitation.
It is not out of prospect that | may see Manchester
some day, and then | will avail myself of your kind-
ness. But holidays are scarce things with me, and
the laws of attendance are getting stronger and stronger
at Leadenhall. But | shall bear it in mind. Mean-
time something may (more probably) bring you to
town, where | shall be happy to sseyou. | am aways
to be found (das!) at my desk in the fore part of
the day.

| wonder why they do not send the revise. | leave
late at office, and my abode lies out of the way, or |
should have seen about it. If you are impatient,
perhaps a line to the printer, directing him to send it
me, at Accountant's Office, may answer. You will
se by the scrawl that | only snaich a few minutes
from intermitting business.

Y our obliged servant,
C. LAMB.

(1f 1 had time | would go over this letter again, and
dot all my i's.)
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CCCXVI. TO THE SAME
India House, Dec. 29th, 1823.

My dear Sir,—You talk of months at a time, and
| know not what inducements to visit Manchester,
Heaven knows how gratifying! but | have had my
little month of 1823 already. It is all over; and
without incurring a disagreeable favour | cannot so
much as get a single holiday till the season returns
with the next year. Even our half-hour's absences
from office are set down in a book ! Next year, if |
can spare a day or two of it, | will come to Man-
chester ; but | have reasons at home against longer
absences.

| am so ill just at present, (an illness of my own
procuring last night ; who is perfect ?) that nothing
but your very great kindness could make me write.
I will bear in mind the letter to W. W ., and you shall
have it quite in time, before the 12th.

My aching and confused head warns me to leave
off. With a muddled sense of gratefulness, which |
shall apprehend more clearly to-morrow, | remain,
your friend unseen, C.L.

Will your occasons or inclination bring you to
London ? It will give me great pleasure to show you
every thing that Islington can boast, if you know the
meaning of that very Cockney sound. We have the
New River ! | am ashamed of this scrawl ; but | beg
you to accept it for the present. | am full of qualms.

" A fool at fifty is a fool indeed."

CCCXVII. TO WILLIAM HONE

[? December 1823.]
Dear Sir,—Miss Hazlitt is anxious about her M S.
novel. Would you be so kind as to transmit it some
way or other to Mr Hardy, 30, Queen's Row, or
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Queen's Square, Pimlico, if he has not already got
it? | am afraid | have not duly acknowledged the
present of your excellent pamphlet, for which much
thanks and approbation, tho' late.
| remain, yourstruly,
C. LAMB.
Mr Hone,
45, Ludgate Hill.

CCCXVIII. TO BERNARD BARTON
January 9, 1824.

Dear B. B.,—Do you know what it is to succumb
under an insurmountable day - mare, —a whoreson
lethargy, Falstaff calls it,—an indisposition to do
any thing, or to be any thing,—a total deadness and
distaste—a suspension of vitality,—an indifference to
locality,—a numb, soporifical, good-for-nothingness
—an ossfication all over,—an oyster-like insens-
bility to the passng events,—a mind-stupor, —a
brawny defiance to the needles of a thrusting-in con-
science—did you ever have a very bad cold with a
total irresolution to submit to water-gruel processes ?
this has been for many weeks my lot and my excuse
—my fingers drag heavily over this paper, and to my
thinking it is three-and-twenty furlongs from here to
the end of this demi-sheet—I have not a thing to say
—no thing is of a moreimportance than another—I am
flatter than a denial or a pancake—emptier than Judge
Park's wig when the head is in it—duller than a
country stage when the actors are off it—a cipher—
an o—I| acknowledge life at all only by an occasional
convulsional cough, and a permanent phlegmatic pain
in the chest—I am weary of the world-—Life is weary
of me. My day is gone into Twilight, and | don't
think it worth the expense of candles—my wick hath
a thief in it, but |1 can't muster courage to snuff it—
| inhale suffocation—I can't distinguish veal from
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mutton—nothing interests me—'tis 12 o'clock, and
Thurtell isjust now coming out upon the New Drop
—Jack Ketch alertly tucking up his greasy deeves to
do the last office of mortality, yet cannot | elicit a
groan or a moral reflection—if you told me the world
will be at an end to-morrow, | should just say, " will
it ?" —I have not volition enough left to dot my i's
—much less to comb my eyebrows—my eyes are set
in my head—my brains are gone out to see a poor
relation in Moorfields, and they did not say when
they'd come back again—my skull is a Grub Street
Attic, to let—not so much as a joint-stool or a crack'd
jordan left in it—my hand writes, not |, from habit,
as chickens run about a little when their heads are
off—O for a vigorous fit of gout, cholic, toothache,
—an earwig in my auditory, a fly in my visual organs
—pain is life—the sharper, the more evidence of life—
but this apathy, this death—did you ever have an
obstinate cold, a six or seven weeks unintermitting
chill and suspenson of hope, fear, conscience, and
every thing—yet do | try all | can to cureit, | try
wine, and spirits, and smoking, and snuff in unsparing
quantities, but they all only seem to make me worse,
instead of better—I deep in a damp room, but it does
me no good ; | come home late 0' nights, but do not
find any visible amendment.

Who shall deliver me from the body of this death ?

It isjust 15 minutes after 12. Thurtell is by this
time a good way on his journey, baiting at Scorpion
perhaps, Ketch is bargaining for his cast coat and
waistcoat, the Jew demurs at first at three half-crowns,
but on consideration that he may get somewhat by
showing 'em in the Town, finally closes. C. L.

CCCXIX. TO THE SAME
Jan. 33rd, 1824.
My dear sir,—That peevish letter of mine, which
was meant to convey an apology for my incapacity
Il 343 D
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to write, seems to have been taken by you in too
serious a light. It was only my way of telling you
| had a severe cold. The fact is | have been in-
superably dull and lethargic for many weeks, and
cannot rise to the vigour of a Letter, much less an
Essay. The London must do without me for a time,
a time, and half a time, for | have lost all interest
about it, and whether | shall recover it again |
know not. | will bridle my pen another time, and
not teaze and puzzle you with my aridities. | shall
begin to feel a little more alive with the spring.
Winter is to me (mild or harsh) always a great trial
of the spirits. | am ashamed not to have noticed
your tribute to Woolman, whom we love so much.
It is done in your good manner. Your friend Taylor
called upon me some time since, and seems a very
amiable man. His lagt story is painfully fine. His
Book | " like." It is only too stuffed with scripture,
too Parsonish. The best thing in it is the Boy's
own story. When | say it is too full of Scripture,
| mean it is too full of direct quotations; no book
can have too much of silent Scripture in it. But
the natural power of a story is diminished when the
uppermost purpose in the writer seems to be to re-
commend something €lse, viz., Religion. You know
what Horace says of the Deus Intersit. | am not
able to explain myself, you must do it for me.

My siger's part in the Leicester School (about
two-thirds) was purely her own; as it was (to the
same quantity) in the Shakspeare Tales which bear
my name. | wrote only the Witch Aunt, the First
Going to Church, and the final Story about a little
Indian girl in a ship.

Your account of my Black Balling amused me. |
think, as Quakers, they did right. There are some things
hard to be understood.

Themore | think, the more | am vexed at having
puzzled you with that Letter, but | have been so out
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of Letter-writing of late years, that it is a sore effort
to sit down to it, and | felt in your debt, and sat down
waywardly to pay you in bad money. Never mind
my dulness, | am used to long intervals of it. The
heavens seem brass to me—then again comes therefresh-

ing shower—" | have been merry once or twiceerenow."
You said something about Mr Mitford in a late
letter, which | believe | did not advert to. | shall

be happy to show him my Milton (it is all the show
things | have) at any time he will take the trouble
of a jaunt to Islington. | do also hope to se Mr
Taylor there some day. Pray say so to both.

Coleridge's book is in good part printed, but
sticks a little for more copy. It bears an unsaleable
Title, Extracts from Bishop Leighton, but | am
confident there will be plenty of good notes in it,
more of Bishop Coleridge than Leighton, | hope,
for what is Leighton ?

Do you trouble yourself about Libel cases? The
Decision against Hunt for the " Vision of Judgment"
made me sick. What is to become of the good old
talk about our good old King—his personal virtues
saving us from a revolution, &c. &c. Why, none
that think can utter it now. It must stink. And
the Vision is really, as to Him-ward, such a tolerant,
good-humour'd thing. What a wretched thing a
Lord Chief Justice is, always was, and will be!

Keep your good spirits up, dear B. B. ; mine will
return—They are at present in abeyance. But | am
rather lethargic than miserable. | don't know but a
good horsewhip would be more beneficial to me than
Physic. My head, without aching, will teach yours
to ache. It is well | am getting to the conclusion.
I will send a better letter when | am a better man.
Let me thank you for your kind concern for me,
(which | trust will have reason soon to be dissipated,)
and assure you that it gives me pleasure to hear from
you. Yours truly, C.L.
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CCCXX. TO CHARLES OLLIER
[January 27, 1824.]
Dear Oilier,—Many thanks from both of us for
Inesilla. | wished mysdf younger, that | might
have more enjoyed the terror of that desolate city,
and the damned palace | think it is as fine as any
thing in its way, and wish you joy of success &c.
With better weather, | shall hope to se you at
Islington.
Meantime, believe me,
Yourstruly,
C. LAMB.
Scribbled mids officia flurry.

CCCXXI. TO BERNARD BARTON
February 25th, 1824.

My dear sir,—Your title of Poetic Vigils arrides
me much more than a volume of verse, which is no
meaning. The motto says nothing, but | cannot
suggest a better. | do not like mottoes but where
they are singularly felicitous; there is foppery in
them. They are un-plain, un-Quakerish. They are
good only where they flow from the Title, and are
a kind of judtification of it. There is nothing about
watchings or lucubrations in the one you suggest, no
commentary on Vigils. By the way, a wag would
recommend you to the line of Pope,

Sespless himsaf—to give his readers deep.

| by no means wish it. But it may explain what |
mean, that a neat motto is child of the Title. | think
Poetic Vigils as short and sweet as can be desred,
only have an eye on the Proof, that the Printer do
not subdgtitute Virgils, which would ill accord with
your modesty or meaning. Your suggested motto
is antique enough in spelling, and modern enough
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in phrases; a good modern antique: but the matter
of it is germain to the purpose, only supposing the
title proposed a vindication of yourself from the
presumption of authorship. The first title was
liable to this objection, that if you were disposed
to enlarge it, and the bookseller insisted on its ap-
pearance in Two Tomes, how oddly it would sound,

A VOLUME OF VERSE
IN TWO VOLUMES,

SECOND EDITION, ETC.

You see thro' my wicked intention of curtailing this
Epistolet by the above device of large margin. But
in truth the idea of letterizing has been oppressive to
me of late above your candour to give me credit for.
There is Southey, whom | ought to have thank'd a
fortnight ago for a present of the Church Book. |
have never had courage to buckle myself in earnest
even to acknowledge it by six words. And yet | am
accounted by some people a good man. How cheap
that character is acquired! Pay your debts, don't
borrow money, nor twist your kitten's neck off, nor
disturb a congregation, &c., your business is done.
I know things (thoughts or things—thoughts are
things) of myself, which would make every friend |
have fly me as a plague patient. | once * * * and
st a dog upon a crab's leg that was shoved out under
a mass of sea-weeds, a pretty little feeler. Oh!
pah ! how sick | am of that and a lie, a mean one, |
once told—

| stink in the midst of respect. | am much hypt,
the fact is, my head is heavy, but there is hope, or if
not, | am better than a poor shell-fish—not morally,
when | set the whelp upon it, but have more blood
and spirits; things may turn up, and | may creep
again into a decent opinion of myself. Vanity will
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return with sunshine.  Till when, pardon my neglects,
and impute it to the wintry solstice.
C. LAMB.

CCCXXII. TO THE SAME
March 24th, 1824.

Dear B. B.,—I hasten to say that if my opinion can
strengthen you in your choice, it is decisive for your
acceptance of what has been so handsomely offered.
| can see nothing injurious to your most honourable
sense.  Think that you are called to a poetical
Ministry—nothing worse—the Minister is worthy of
the hire.—

The only objection | feel is founded on a fear that
the acceptance may be a temptation to you to let fall
the bone (hard as it is) which is in your mouth and
must afford tolerable pickings, for the shadow of
independence. You cannot propose to become in-
dependent on what the low state of interest could
afford you from such a principal as you mention; and
the most graceful excuse for the acceptance would be,
that it left you free to your voluntary functions.
That is the less light part of the scruple. It has no
darker shade. | put in darker because of the ambig-
uity of the word "light," which Donne, in his
admirable poem on the Metempsychosis, has so
ingeniously illustrated in his invocation—

" M ak e my dark heavy poem, light and light,"

where the two senses of light are opposed to different
opposites. A trifling criticism. | can see no reason
for any scruple than but what arises from your own
interest ; which is in your own power of course to
solve. If you still have doubts, read over Sander-
son's Cases of Conscience, and Jeremy Taylor's Ductor
Dubitantium, the first a moderate octavo, the latter



TO MRS ALLSOP 85

a folio of 900 close pages, and when you have
thoroughly digested the admirable reasons pro and
con which they give for every possible Case, you will
be—just as wise as when you began. Every man
is his own best casuist; and after all, as Ephraim
Smooth, in the pleasant comedy of Wild Oats, has it,
" there is no harm in a Guinea." A fortiori there is
less in 2000.

| therefore most sincerely congratulate with you,
excepting so far as excepted above. If you have fair
prospects of adding to the Principal, cut the Bank;
but in either case do not refuse an honest Service.
Y our heart tells you it is not offered to bribe you from
any duty, but to a duty which you feel to be your
vocation. Farewell heartily.

C. L.

CCCXXIIL. TO MRS ALLSOP
India House, 13 April [1824].

Dear Mrs A.,—Mary begs me to say how much
she regrets we cannot join you to Reigate: our
reasons are—1st, | have but one holyday, namely,
Good Friday, and it is not pleasant to solicit for
another, but that might have been got over. 2ndly,
Manning is with us, soon to go away, and we should
not be easy in leaving him. 3rdly, our school-girl
Emma comes to us for a few days on Thursday.
4thly and lastly, Wordsworth is returning home in
about a week, and out of respect to them we should
not like to absent ourselves just now. In summer |
shall have a month, and, if it shall suit, should like to
go for a few days of it with you both any where.
In the mean time, with many acknowledgements,
&c.,&c.

| remain,
Yours (both) truly,
C. LAMB.
Remember Sunday's.
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CCCXXIV. TO BERNARD BARTON
[No date]

| am sure | cannot fill a letter, though | should
disfurnish my skull to fill it. But you expect some-
thing, and shall have a Notelet. |s Sunday, not
divinely speaking, but humanly and holidaysically,
a blessing? Without its institution, would our
rugged taskmasters have given us a leisure day, so
often, think you, as once in a month? or, if it
had not been instituted, might they not have given
us every 6th day ? Solve me this problem. [If we
are to go 3 times a-day to Church, why has Sunday
dipt into the notion of a Holliday ? A Holyday
| grant it. The Puritans, | have read in Southey's
Book, knew the distinction. They made people
observe Sunday rigorously, would not let a nursery-
maid walk out in the fields with children for recrea-
tion on that day. But then—they gave the people
a holiday from all sorts of work every second
Tuesday. This was giving to the Two Caesars that
which was his respective. Wise, beautiful, thought-
ful, generous legislators! Would Wilberforce give
us our Tuesdays? No, (d—n him.) He would turn
the six days into sevenths,

And those three smiling ssasons of the year
Into a Russian winter.—OLD PLAY.

| am sitting opposite a person who is making
strange distortions with the gout, which is not un-
pleasant—to me at least. What is the reason we do
not sympathize with pain, short of some terrible
surgical operation ? Hazlitt, who boldly says all he
feels, avows that not only he does not pity sick
people, but he hates them. | obscurely recognise
his meaning. Pain is probably too sdfish a con-
sideration, too simply a consideration of self-atten-
tion. We pity poverty, loss of friends, &c.—more
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complex things, in which the sufferer's feelings are
asociated with others.  This is a rough thought
suggested by the presence of gout ; | want head to
extricate it and planeit. What is all this to your
Letter ? | felt it to be agood one, but my turn, when
| write at all, is perversely to travel out of the record,
so that my letters are any thing but answers. So you
still want a motto ?  You must not take my ironical
one, because your book, | take it, is too serious
for it. Bickerstaff might have used it for his lucu-
brations. What do you think of (for a Title)

Religio Tremuli
or Tremebundi

Thereis Religio-Medici and Laici. But perhaps the
volume is not quite Quakerish enough or exclusively
for it. But your own Vigils is perhaps the Best.
While | have space, let me congratulate with you
the return of Spring, what a Summery Spring too!
all those qualms about the dog and cray-fish melt
before it. | am going to be happy and vain again.
A hasty farewell.

C. LAMB.
CCCXXV. TO THE SAME
[Postmark May 15, 1824]
Dear B. B.,—| am oppressed with business all day

and Company all night. But | will snatch a quarter
of an hour. Your recent acquisitions of the Picture
and the Letter are greatly to be congratulated.—
| too have a picture of my father and the copy of his
first Love verses, but they have been mine long.
Blake is a real name, | assure you, and a most extra-
ordinary man, if he be still living. He is the Robert
Blake, whose wild designs accompany a splendid folio
edition of the " Night Thoughts," which you may
have seen, in one of which he pictures the parting
Il 343 *D
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of soul and body by a solid mass of human form
floating off God knows how from a lumpish mass
(fac Simile to itself) left behind on the dying bed.
He paints in water colours, marvellous strange
pictures, visons of his brain which he assrts that
he has seen. They have great merit. He has seen
the old Welsh bards on Snowdon—he has seen the
Beautifullest, the Strongest, and the Ugliest M an, left
alone from the Massacre of the Britons by the
Romans, and has painted them from memory (I have
seen his paintings) and asserts them to be as good as
the figures of Raphael and Angelo, but not better, as
they had precisely the same retro-visions and prophetic
visons with themself [himself]. The painters in Oil
(which he will have it that neither of them practised)
he affirms to have been the ruin of art, and affirms
that all the while he was engaged in his Water-
paintings, Titian was disturbing him, Titian thelll
Genius of Oil Painting. His Pictures, one in
particular the Canterbury Pilgrims (far above
Stothard's) have great merit, but hard, dry, yet with
grace. He has written a Catalogue of them, with
a most spirited criticism on Chaucer, but mystical and
full of Vision. His poems have been sold hitherto
only in manuscript. | never read them, but a friend
at my desre procured the Sweep Song. There is
one to a Tiger, which | have heard recited, beginning

" Tiger Tiger, burning bright,
Thro' the desarts of the night "

which is glorious. But alas! | have not the Book,
for the man is flown, whither | know not, to Hades,
or a Mad House.—But | must look on him as one
of the most extraordinary pesons of the age
Montgomery's Book | have not much hope from.
The Society, with the affected name, have been
laboring at it for these twenty years, and made few
converts. | think it was injudicious to mix stories
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avowedly colour'd by fiction with the sad true state-
ments from the parliamentary records, &c. but | wish
the little Negroes all the good that can come from it.
| batter'd my brains (not butter'd them—but it is a
bad a) for a few verses for them, but | could make
nothing of it. You have been luckier. But Blake's
are the flower of the s&t you will, | am sure agree,
tho' some of Montgomery's at the end are pretty—
but the Dream awkwardly paraphrasd from B.

With the exception of an Epilogue for a Private
Theatrical, | have written nothing now for near six
months. It is in vain to spur me on. | must wait.
| cannot write without a genial impulse and | have
none. 'Tis barren all and dearth. No matter, life
is something without scribbling. | have got rid of
my bad spirits, and hold up pretty well this rain-
damn'd M ay.

So we have lost another Poet. | never much
relished his Lordship's mind, and shall be sorry if the
Greeks have cause to miss him. He was to me
offensive, and | never can make out his great power,
which his admirers talk of. Why, a line of Words-
worth's is a lever to lift the immortal spirit! Byrons
can only move the Spleen. He was at best a Satyrist
—in any other way he was mean enough. | daresay
| do him injustice; but | cannot love him, nor
squeeze a tear to his memory. He did not like
the world, and he has left it, as Alderman Curtis
advised the Radicals, " if they dont liketheir Country,
damn 'em, let 'em leave it " —they possessing no rood
of Ground in England, and he ten thousand acres.
Byron was better than many Curtises.

Farewell. Accept this Apology for a Letter from
one who owes you so much in that kind.

Yours ever truly,
C.L.

B. Barton, Esg,

Woodbridge, Suffolk.
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CCCXXVI. TO THE SAME
July 7th, 1824,

Dear B. B.,—I have been suffering under a severe
inflammation of the eyes, notwithstanding which |
resolutely went through your very pretty volume at
once, which | dare pronounce in no ways inferior to
former lucubrations.  "Abroad” and "lord" are vile
rhymes notwithstanding, and if you count you will
wonder how many times you have repeated the word
unearthly ; thrice in one poem. It is become a slang
word with the bards, avoid it in future lustily.
"Time" is fine; but there are better a good deal,
| think. The volume does not lie by me; and after
a long day's smarting fatigue, which has amost put
out my eyes, (not blind however to your merits,) |
dare not trust myself with long writing. The verses
to Bloomfield are the sweetest in the collection.
Religion is sometimes lugged in, as if it did not
come naturally. 1 will go over carefully when | get
my seeing, and exemplify. You have aso too much
of singing metre, such as requires no deep ear to
make; lilting measure, in which you have done
Woolman injustice. Strike at less superficial melo-
dies. The piece on Nayler is more to my fancy.

My eye runs waters. But | will give you a fuller
account some day. The book is a very pretty one in
more than one sense. The decorative harp, perhaps,
too ostentatious ; a simple pipe preferable.

Farewell, and many thanks.
C. LAMB.

CCCXXVII. TO W. MARTER

E.1.H., 19 July[1824].

Dear Marter, — | have just received your letter,
having returned from a month's holydays. My exer-
tions for the London are, tho' not dead, in a dead deep
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for the present.  If your club like scandd, Blackwood's
Is your megazine; if you prefer light articles, and
humorous without offence, the New Monthly is very
amusng. The bes of it is by Horace Smith, the
author of the Rejected Addresses.  The Old Monthly
hes more of matter, information, but not so merry.
| cannat sfdy recommend any others, as not knowing
them, or knowing them to their dissdvantage  Of
Reviews, besde what you mention, | know of none
except the Review on Houndow Hesath, which | take
it is too expengve for your ordering. Pity me, that
have been a Gentleman these four weeks, and am
reduced in one day to the date of a reedy writer. |
fed, | fed my gentlemanly qualities fas oozing avay
—sauch as a s of honour, neckcloths twice a day,
abdtinence from swearing, &c. The dek enters into
my soul.
See my thoughts on busness next Page,

SONNET

Who firgt invented work ?—and bound the free
And holyday-rejoicing Spirit down

To the ever-haunting importunity

Of Bushness in the green fields, and the Town—
To plough, loom, spade, and (oh mogt sad !)

To thisdry drudgery of the dek's dead wood ?
Who but the Being unblest, alien from good,
Sabbathless Satan ! He, who his unglad

Task ever plies 'mid rotatory burnings,

That round and round incalculably reel—

For wrath divine hath made him like a whed—
In that red realm from whence are no retumings;
Where toiling & turmoiling ever & aye

He and his Thoughts keep pensve worky-day.

With many recollections of pleasanter times, my old
compeer, happily rdeased before me, Adieu.
C. LAMB.
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CCCXXVIII. TO JOHN B. DIBDIN
Wensday, July 28, 1824.
My Dear Sir,—| must appear negligent in not

having thanked you for the very pleasant books you sent
me. Arthur, and the Novel, we have both of us
read with unmixed satisfaction. They are full of
quaint conceits, and running over with good-humour
and good-nature. | naturally take little interest in
story, but in these the manner and not the end is the
interest ; it is such pleasant travelling, one scarce cares
whither it leads us. Pray express our pleasure to
your father with my best thanks.

| am involved in a routine of visiting among the
family of Barron Field, just returned from Botany

Bay. | shall hardly have an open Evening before
Tuesday next. Will you come to us then ?
Yours truly, C. LAMB.

J. B. Dibdin, Esgre,
Messrs Ranking & Co., 113, Cheapside.

CCCXXIX. TO THOMAS HOOD
[Postmarked Aug. 10, 1824.]

And what dost thou at the Priory ? Cucullus non
facit Monachum. English me that, and challenge old
Lignum Janua to make a better.

My old New River has presented no extraordinary
novelties lately; but there Hope dts day after day,
speculating upon traditionary gudgeons, | think she
has taken the fisheries. | now know the reason why
our forefathers were denominated East and West
Angles. Yet is there no lack of spawn; for | wash
my hands in fishets that come through the pump
every morning, thick as motelings,—little things like
that, that perish untimely, and never taste the hook.
You do not tell me of those romantic land bays that
lie as thou goest to Lover's Seat ;. neither of that little
churchling in the midst of woods (in the opposite



TO THOMAS HOOD 93

direction, nine furlongs from the Town), that seems
dropped by the Angel that was tired of carrying two
packages; marry, with the other he made shift to
pick his flight to Loretto. Enquire out, and see my
little Protestant Loretto. It stands apart from trace of
human habitation ; yet hath it pulpit, reading-desk,
and trim front of masses marble, as if Robinson
Crusoe had reared it to soothe himself with old
church-going images. | forget its Christian name,
and what she-saint was its gossip.

You should also go to No. 13, Standgate Street,—
a Baker's, who has the finest collection of marine
monsters in ten sea counties—sea dragons, polypi,
mer-people, most fantastic. You have only to name
the old gentleman in black (not the devil) that lodged
with him a week (he'll remember us) last July, and
he will show courtesy. He is flattered by the notice
of the savans. His wife is the funniest thwarting

little animal! They are decidedly the lions of
green Hastings.
Well, | have made an end of my say. My epis

tolary time is gone by when | could have scribbled
as long (I will not say as agreeable) as thine was to
both of us. | am dwindled to notes and letterets.
But, in good earnest, | shall be most happy to
hail thy return to the waters of Old Sir Hugh.
Thereis nothing like inland murmurs, fresh ripples,
and our native minnows.

" He sang in meeds how tweet the brooklets ran,
To the rough ocean and red restless sands."

| design to give up smoking; but | have not yet

fixed upon the equivalent vice. | must have quidpro
quo ; or quopro quid, as Tom Woodgate would correct
me. My service to him. C.L.

Thomas Hood, Esg.,
Mrs Fernor's,
Priory, Hastings.
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CCCXXX. TO THE REV. HENRY F. CART
East-India House, August 19, 1824.
Dear Sir,—1 shall have much pleasure in dining

with you on Wednesday next, with much shame that
| have not noticed your kind present of the Birds,
which | found very chirping and whimsical. | believe
at the time | was daily thinking of paying you a visit,
and put it off—till 1 should come. Somehow it dlipt,
and [1] must crave your pardon.

Yourstruly,
C. LAMB.
CCCXXXI. TO BERNARD BARTON
August, 1824.
Dear B. B.,—1 congratulate you on getting a house
over your head. | find the comfort of it | am sure.

At my town lodgings the Mistress was always quarrel-
ling with our maid ; and at my place of rustication the
whole family wer e always beating one another, brothers
beating sisters, (one a most beautiful girl lamed for
life,) father beating sons and daughers, and son again
beating his father, knocking him fairly down, a scene
| never before witnessed, but was called out of bed
by the unnatural blows, the parricidal colour of which,
tho' my morals could not but condemn, yet my reason
did heartily approve, and in the issue the house was
quieter for a day or so than | had ever known. | am
now all harmony and quiet, even to the sometimes
wishing back again some of the old rufflings. There
is something stirring in these civil broils.

The album shall be attended to. If | can light
upon a few appropriate rhymes (but rhymes come
with difficulty from me now) | shall beg a place in
the neat margin of your young housekeeper.

The Prometheus Unbound, is a capital story. The
Literal rogue! What if you had ordered " Elfrida"
in sheets\ she'd have been sent up | warrant you. Or
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bid him clasp his bible, (i.e. to his bosom), he'd have
clapt on a brass clasp, no doubt.

| can no more understand Shelley than you can.
His poetry is "thin sown with profit or delight."
Yet | must point to your notice a sonnet conceiv'd
and expressed with a witty delicacy. It is that
addressed to one who hated him, but who could not
persuade him to hate him again. His coyness to the
other's passion (for hate demands a return as much
as Love, and starves without it) is most arch and
pleasant. Pray, like it very much.

For his theories and nostrums, they are oracular
enough, but | either comprehend '‘em not, or there
is miching malace and mischief in 'em. But, for the
most part, ringing with their own emptiness. Hazlitt
said well of 'em—Many are the wiser and better for
reading Shakspeare, but nobody was ever wiser or
better for reading Shelley.

| wonder you will sow your correspondence on so
barren a ground as | am, that make such poor returns.
But my head aches at the bare thought of letter-writ-
ing. | wish all the ink in the ocean dried up, and
would listen to the quills shivering up in the candle
flame, like parching martyrs. The same indisposition
to write has stopped my Elias, but you will see a futile
effort in the next Number, " wrung from me with slow
pain." The fact is, my head is seldom cool enough.
| am dreadfully indolent. To have to do any thing,
to order me a new coat, for instance, tho' my old
buttons are shelled like beans, is an effort. My pen
stammers like my tongue. What cool craniums those
old inditers of Folios must have had. What a morti-
fied pulse.  Well, once more, | throw myself on
your mercy—Wishing peace in thy new dwelling,

C. LAMB.
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CCCXXXII. TO THE SAME
September 30, 1824.

Dear B B.,—I am ill at these numbers, but if
the above be not too mean to have a place in thy
Daughter's sanctum, take them with pleasure. |
assume that her name is Hannah, because it is a
pretty scriptural cognomen. | began on another
sheet of paper, and just as | had penn'd the second
line of Stanza two, an ugly Blot, as big as this, fell,
to illustrate my counsel. | am sadly given to blot,
and modern blotting-paper gives no redress; it only
smears, and makes it worse as for example. The
only remedy is scratching out, which gives it a Clerkish
look. The most innocent blots are made with red
ink, and are rather ornamental. Marry, they are not
always to be distinguished from the effusions of a cut
finger.

LITTLE Book, surnamed of white,

Clean as yet, and fair to sight,
Keep thy attribution right.

Never disproportion'd scrawl ;
Ugly blot, that's worse than all ;
On thy maiden clearness fall !

In each letter, here design'd,
Let the reader emblem'd find
Neatness of the owner's mind.

Gilded margins count a sin,
Let thy leaves attraction win
By the golden rules within ;

Sayings fetch'd from sages old ;
Laws which Holy Writ unfold,
Worthy to be graved in gold :

Lighter fancies not excluding;
Blameless wit, with nothing rude in
Sometimes mildly interluding

Amid strains of graver measure:
Virtue's self hath oft her pleasure
In sweet Muses' groves of leisure.
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Riddles dark, perplexing senseg;
Darker meanings of offence ;
What but shades—be banish'd hence.

Whitest thoughts in whitest dress,
Candid meanings, best express
Mind of quiet Quakeress.

Well, | hope and trust thy Tick-doleru, or how-
ever you spell it, is vanished, for | have frightful
impressions of that Tick, and do altogether hate it as
an unpaid score, or the Tick of a Death-Watch. |
take it to be a species of Vitus's dance (I omit the
sanctity, writing to " one of the men called Friends.")
| knew a young Lady who could dance no other ; she
danced thro' life, and very queer and fantastic were
her steps. Heaven bless thee from such measures,
and keep thee from the Foul Fiend, who delights to
lead after False Fires in the night, Flibbertigibit, that
gives the web and the pin etc., and | forget what else.

From my den, as Bunyan has it, 30th Sep. 1824.

C.L.

CCCXXXIII. TO MRS COLLIER
November 2, 1824.

Dear Mrs Collier,—We receive so much pig from
your kindness, that | really have not phrase enough
to vary successive acknowledgments. | think | shall
get a printed form to serve on all occassions. To say
it was young, crisp, short, luscious, dainty-toed, is
but to say, what all its predecessors have been. It
was eaten on Sunday and Monday, and doubts only
exist as to which temperature it eat best, hot or
cold. | incline to the latter. The petty-feet made a
pretty surprising pre-gustation for supper on Saturday
night, just as | was loathingly in expectation of bren-
cheese. | spell as | speak.

| do not know what news to send you. You will
have heard of Alsager's death, and your son John's
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success in the Lottery. | say he is awise man if he
leaves off while he is well. The weather is wet to
weariness ; but Mary goes puddling about a-shopping
after a gown for the winter. She wants it good and
cheap. Now | hold that no good things are cheap,
pig-presents always excepted. In this mournful
weather | gt moping, where | now write, in an office
dark as Erebus, jammed in between four walls, and
writing by candle-light, most melancholy. Never see
the light of the sun six hours in the day ; and am
surprised to find how pretty it shines on Sundays. |
wish | were a Caravan driver, or a Penny Postman,
to earn my bread in air and sunshine  Such a
pedestrian as | am, to be tied by the legs, like a
Fauntleroy, without the pleasure of his Exactions. |
am interrupted here with an official question, which
will take me up till it is time to go to dinner. So
with repeated thanks, and both our kindest remem-
brances to Mr Collier and yourself, | conclude in
haste,
Yours and his sincerely,
C. LAMB.
From my Den in Leadenhall,

On further inquiry, Alsager is not dead ; but Mrs
A. is brought to bed.

Mrs Cdllier,
Smallfield Place,
East Grinstead, Sussex.

CCCXXX