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" A true Great Man; great in intellect, in courage,
affection and integrity ; one of our most lovable and
precious men. Great, not as a hewn obelisk; but as
an Alpine mountain,—so simple, honest, spontaneous.
. . . Unsubduable granite, piercing far and wide into
the Heavens; yet in the clefts of it fountains, green
beautiful valleys with flowers !"






PREFATORY NOTE TO NEW
EDITION

IT is not necessary, | hope, to apologise to the
public for presenting to their notice this reprint
of a life of Carlyle which, on its first appear-
ance, the British Quarterly Review declared to be
" by far the most satisfactory and interesting of
all the volumes which have yet appeared upon
Carlyle.” In the Sword and Trowel Spurgeon
remarked that it was " an intensely interesting
and wonderfully adequate book." From time to
time during the years that have elapsed since
Mr. Wylie's death various writers have referred
to the book, regretting the fact that it was out
of print and that copies were difficult to obtain.
Their opinions of it unanimously concurring with
those of the reviewers of the original issue, that
the book was not of ephemeral, but of permanent,
literary value, ultimately caused my brother, Mr.
W. Pollock Wylie, and myself to prepare this
reprint.

| must acknowledge my indebtedness to my
father's true friend Mr. Wm. Robertson, of Ayr,
who generously and willingly gave his services
in the task of revising the book for publication,
a task he has most thoroughly and ably performed.
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Mr. Robertson was of opinion that the Carlyle
portion of the book should be left intact ; but there
were numerous references to other matters, which,
correct when first printed, had, through lapse of
time, become much altered. With these Mr.
Robertson has dealt in masterly fashion.

With regard to the attempt to give some record
of the author's life, 1 may say that he, being
one of the busiest and also most humble-minded
of men, kept no record of his own doings; so
that it has been difficult to set down in proper
order of sequence even the outstanding events of
his varied career. In some of his business rela-
tions and literary friendships he was singularly
happy, in others peculiarly unfortunate, but
through all vicissitudes he preserved, with but few
modifications, the old Faith, and never forsook the
chief tenets of his Covenanting ancestry.

MARY A. WYLIE.
GREENOCK, October, 19009.



MEMOIR OF WM. HOWIE
WYLIE

IN St. Andrew's Churchyard at Kilmarnock a
tall Grecian obelisk of grey Aberdeen granite
marks the grave of Wm. Howie Wylie. He died
at Elmslie House, Troon, Ayrshire, the residence
of one of his uncles, on the 5th of August, 1891,
at the age of fifty-seven, and just when, after years
of strenuous toil, he had succeeded in founding
the Christian Leader. That paper was then at
the height of its success; and round its editor
were gathered a band of illustrious and able
writers, some of them already famous, others just
appearing in print, but destined to become popular
as the years have proved. Each number of the
paper seemed like a collection of beautiful jewels
of thought gathered from the finest writers and
singers of the day, and skilfully set in a har-
monious design by a master-hand. Even at this
date the pages of that bygone Leader are
ransacked by writers, who find a réchauffé of its
contents still fresh and acceptable to the readers
of to-day. Undoubtedly, had its author been
spared a little longer, the Christian Leader would
still be " Scotland's religious weekly," as more
than one shining light in the ministerial world
termed it when it first appeared. As it is fourteen
9
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handsome volumes stand as a monument of one
of the greatest achievements of modern journalism.
Alone, and almost without capital other than he
daily provided by his contributions to other
periodicals, the editor successfully created and
established this weekly, a record surely when one
considers the amount of money and numbers of
men who stand behind the launch of other
journals.

It is impossible in the limited space at my
disposal to do other than simply chronicle the
outstanding events of Mr. Wylie's career. Much
might, and yet may be, written concerning his
literary friendships and meetings with illustrious
men, but here, in what is merely a Preface or
Introduction to a new edition of one of his books,
it behoves the chronicler to be brief.

A native of Kilmarnock, on his mother's side,
he could boast of being a descendant of the
Howies of Lochgoin. As a boy he was fond of
visiting the graves of the Covenanters, and once
received a severe punishment from his father for
walking many miles to visit " old Howie's " rest-
ing-place—" but my mother knew what was in my
mind."

When quite a youth he entered the office of
the Kilmarnock Journal, and also about this time
became local correspondent for the North British
Daily Mail (now Daily Record and Mail), a con-
nection which only ceased at his death. Before
he had attained his twentieth year he was appointed
editor of the Ayr Advertiser, and was first to
reach the scene of the disaster when the s.s. Orion
sank off Portpatrick. His report of that tragic
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event was translated into every language in
Europe. In addition to his editorial duties the
boy found time to write his first book—Ayrshire
Streams, a small volume of scenes, characters, and
traditions of the West Country. It was published
by Hall, Virtue & Co., London, in 1851.

From Ayr he went to Nottingham to be on
the staff of the Nottingham Journal.  While there
he wrote his second book, Old and New Notting-
ham, published by Longman, Green and Longmans,
in 1857. In the same year he wrote a small
handbook guide to Nottingham.

He next filled the post of sub-editor of the
Liverpool  Courier.

In 1854-55 we find him employed as editor
of the Falkirk Herald and sub-editor of the
Glasgow Commonwealth, and in the latter year
he removed from Falkirk to Edinburgh, where,
continuing literary work as sub-editor of the
Daily Express (then struggling to establish itself
in opposition to the Scotsman), he at the same
time attended classes at the University with a
view to becoming a minister. About this time
the Italian patriot Joseph Mazzini was in exile,
and, visiting Edinburgh, was lionised by the
Liberal students. Mr. Wylie, who was then
President of the Dialectic Society, an honour
shared by many eminent men, gave Mazzini shelter
in his rooms when the Papal authorities demanded
of the British Government his extradition. The
rooms were visited by officers of the Crown when
a smoking concert was in progress; but the
students so successfully concealed the fugitive
that the officers departed with their unexecuted
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warrant | Carlyle's graphic description of the
patriot occurs to one in connection with this inci-
dent: " A small, square-headed, bright-eyed,
swift, yet still, Ligurian figure ; beautiful and
merciful, and fierce . . . true as steel, the word,
the thought of him pure and limpid as water;
by nature a little lyrical poet; plenty of quiet
fun in him, too, and wild emotion, rising to the
shrill key, with all that lies between these two
extremes."

Soon after this event Mr. Wylie left Edinburgh
for London, where he became a student at Regent's
Park Baptist College, of which the late Dr. Joseph
Angus was then Principal. Dr. Angus, it may
be mentioned, greatly appreciated his student's
beautiful handwriting, and made use of him con-
tinually, finding in " Willie Wylie," as he always
called him, a willing and helpful amanuensis.

On completion of his course at Regent's Park
College a call came to him from the Baptist
Chapel at Ramsey, in Huntingdonshire. The
years of his ministry at Ramsey were, perhaps,
the happiest of his life. His marriage took place
in the first year of his pastorate. His wife was
a member of a Greenock family, one of her
brothers, the late Mr. John Pollock, in conjunction
with the late Mr. Erskine Orr, being proprietor
and founder of the Greenock Telegraph, that
pioneer of halfpenny evening papers.

The Fen people with whom the young minister
was brought into touch were charming. The prin-
cipal families in the chapel belonged to the class
of gentleman farmer, and were people of con-
siderable refinement and culture. In many cases
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they owned by inheritance the land they farmed.
Among them Mr. Wylie was exceedingly popular,
and many lifelong friendships were made. The
flat Fenland is rich in historical landmarks, and
not without a certain beauty of its own. To eyes
accustomed to the giant hills and wild, rocky
grandeur of our Scottish scenery it must have
seemed strange to look out over a plain in which
were no mountains, a vastness bounded only by
the shadowy blue of the far horizon. But the
monotony is broken by the spires of Ely Cathe-
dral in one direction and the towering height of
Peterborough Cathedral in another, while dimly in
yet another direction Lincoln Cathedral may be
discerned. At that time, too, the Fenland was
dotted over with ancient windmills, than which,
to northern eyes, nothing could have been more
quaint and picturesque. So amidst these in-
teresting surroundings Mr. Wylie spent five busy
years, at the end of which he felt constrained
to accept a call to a larger charge at Accrington.
To his Ramsey flock his departure was a matter
of universal regret, and the memory of his
ministry still lives in the Fen Country.

At Accrington he had the unique experience
of succeeding Dr. Williams, who, in turn,
succeeded him ! for, after a year of incessant
activity as preacher, pastor, and litterateur, a
bronchial ailment developed which ultimately
terminated his ministry. He retired to Scotland,
and remained for several months at Ashton,
Gourock, resting, but by no means idle, as his
writings in the Greenock Telegraph and many
other papers testify. In politics he was an ardent
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Liberal, and the sojourn at Ashton afforded ample
scope for political activity. The late Mr. W. D.
Christie (afterwards British Minister at Buenos
Ayres) was then standing as Parliamentary
candidate for Greenock, and in that stirring con-
test Mr. Wylie took an active part. To Mr.
Christie he was subsequently indebted for his
introduction to his hero—Carlyle.

At the end of six months his health improved
so much as to enable him to accept a pastorate
at Blackpool, but, fearing with characteristic
scrupulosity to undertake more than he might be
able to accomplish, he would not consent to any
installation service. After a short period, his voice
again giving way under the strain of preaching,
he was reluctantly compelled to retire for ever
from preaching. That he was exceptionally gifted
as a preacher may be inferred from the fact that
he received a call to be successor to the late Rev.
Charles Vince, of Graham Street Church, Birming-
ham, which is one of the most important con-
gregations in the Baptist denomination. This,
however, his health would not permit him to
accept.

Turning to journalism as his only remaining
profession, he took up his abode in London, where
he received the appointment of correspondent in
the House of Commons to several newspapers.
He was aso a member of the gallery staff of
the Pall Mall Gazette, It may not be in-
apposite at this juncture to mention that Mr. Wylie
was the inventor of the system of reporting
verbatim speeches by turns. His invention was
first put to practical test when Lord John Russell
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was speaking at an election contest in Liverpool.
It was a broiling day in July, and only some three
or four reporters were present. One can well
imagine their relief as each in turn was set free
by his colleague, at Mr. Wylie's suggestion.

In addition to these many duties he undertook
editorial work in connection with the Freeman—
the organ of the Baptists—at the same time being
colleague to Dr. Peter Bayne in the sub-editing
of the Chrisian World. While on the staff of this
latter weekly he edited several volumes for its
publishers—notably the Book of the Banyan
Festival, This work was a complete record pf
the proceedings at the unveiling of the statue of
Bunyan given to Bedford by his Grace the Duke
of Bedford, June 10, 1874.

The seven years in London were so crowded
with work that it is not surprising to find Mr.
Wylie's health again giving way. Again he re-
turned to Scotland and for several months resided
at Troon, Elmslie House being lent to him for
the winter by his uncle. In spring he went to
Paisley, on a visit to that friend of sterling worth,
the late Rev. Oliver Flett, D.D., the first minister
of the Coats Memorial Church there. Some of
his friends thought this period of enforced rest a
fitting occasion to present Mr. Wylie with a
testimonial. As a result of this movement a sum
of nearly £500 was raised and presented to him.
Amongst the subscribers were Mr. Thomas Coats,
of Paisley ; Mr. Samuel Morley ; Duke of Bed-
ford ; Earl of Glasgow ; Sir John Burns, of Castle
Wemyss ; Ex-Provost Campbell, of Greenock, and
others ; all of whom are now passed away.
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Being at length much recovered, though still
far from strong, he left Dr. Flett's hospitable
home and took up his abode in Helensburgh, where
the remainder of his life was spent.

There, in 1881, the Life of Carlyle was written,
printed, and published in the almost incredibly
short period of four weeks. About this time its
author was doing a great deal of miscellaneous
literary work. His " Literary Notes" in each
Monday's issue of the N. B. Daily Mail (now
Record and Mail) were a great feature of that
journal, in which were also appearing from time
to time a series of articles, by Mr. Wylie, on the
" Castles and Mansions of the West." This series
he contemplated bringing out in book form, and
many very beautiful photographs were taken for
the purpose of serving as illustrations in this
destined-never-to-be-published book. This was
only one of dozens of projected volumes, but in
the storm and stress of the daily round of toil
these dreams had to be laid aside.

The year 1882 marked the realisation of one of
his most cherished hopes—the creation of a weekly
newspaper which was to supply a long-felt want
in religious journalism. In the Christian Leader
Mr. Wylieembodied his highest ideals. He wished
it to be a Christian paper in the truest sense of
the word—a paper expressing broad-minded views
on all subjects, and free from religious cant. All
must be perfect, and to this end he laboured with
untiring energy and patience.

The enthusiasm with which the advent of the
Leader was greeted everywhere surpassed even
the most sanguine expectations of its projector.
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Letters poured in from China, India, Canada,
America, indeed, from all parts of the world, ex-
pressing the delight which missionaries and settlers
had felt in reading copies of the new paper sent
to them by friends in the Old Country. The
unanimous verdict was : " It is just what we have
always wanted. We look forward eagerly to its
arrival." Had any spur been required by the
editor, these letters were eminently calculated to
call forth all his energies. On he toiled, day
by day, year after year, foregoing holidays and
even necessary sleep, incessantly occupied with—

" Pages of this and that,
Reason and rant to scan,
Till at his desk there sat
The shadow of a man."

So, on his death, wrote " Hermione, one of that
band of sweet singers who were gathered round
the editorial chair.

At last there came a day when he was unable
to leave his bed. But still, in spite of pain and
weakness, every item of each week's paper passed
through his hands. For many months his only
nourishment consisted of a little milk. Yet the
busy brain and pen continued their accustomed
work until within a week of his death. His old
friend Dr. Robert Forrest, of Glasgow, studied
his case with the deepest solicitude, but could
discern no particular disease. Other medical
opinions were obtained, but all united in the
verdict that no disease existed, only a too-active
brain had worn the body out. "He had lived

a hundred years, though he died before sixty,"
2
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was the shrewd remark made by one who stood
at his grave. And this was true; he absorbed
more and gave out more in his shortened life than
most men do in a century. He was never satisfied
with hiswork, neither with its quality nor quantity ;
he would do more and do it better. And so the
flame burned, and at last burned itself out.

The last week of his life he earnestly desired
to be removed to Troon, on the Ayrshire coast.
It had ever been to him a favourite resort. But
this final effort proved too great, and within the
week that the change was made he passed peace-
fully away. His last words were addressed to his
son, and seemed like the utterance of his own
life-motive : " Love one another, and work for
others, not for self."

His band of poets vied with each other in
graceful tribute to their lost leader. We cannot
do better than bring this brief record to a close
by quoting a poem written for the Christian Leader
by Miss E. Raymond Burden, one of its most
frequent contributors.

"At rest at last—long-promised rest, to the frail frame o'er

worn,
How seem'st thou in the restful light of the pale autumn
morn ?
| cannot picture thee at rest, for misty films that rise,
And fancy will not draw the lids o'er those soul-searching

eyes!
" At rest, the poet-passioned heart, that flowed so quickly o'er,
Stirred by the lightest kindred breath, to beat on earth no

more !

Shut those deep wells of memory ? | scarce should know thee
now,

With all the deep-wrought grooves of thought smoothed from
that pallid brow.
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" Not weary thou, though the frail barque that held thy spirit's
fire
Shivered before the impetuous strokes of unappeased desire,
So fine had worn the mortal web that veiled its mystery,
A thing impossible it seemed such vivid life could die!

"Life? Whatisit that issued forth to seek the vast unknown,
Drawing from prisoning bars of earth strange forces all its

own—

The thrill of high impassioned power, the spring of smiles
and tears,

And all the fine pathetic lines slow gathered with the
years?

" We knew the echoing of the soul, fettered by uttered word,
The retina of the inward eye, the mediating cord—
Saw, dim through dark material form, the ethereal effluence
roll
And shadows of essential power first furrowed in the soul.

" But that strange tenant, what of it? | ween the spirit fine,
That read with clear, unshadowed eyes the mystery divine,
Had trembled, half across the bar, wrapped in ethereal glow,
To flash on earth’'s dim shimmering star the glorious news

' know."






INTRODUCTION

IN the work of revision of William Howie Wylie's
Thomas Carlyle: the Man and his Books, | have
consistently proceeded on the principle of " the
least said soonest mended.” In other words, |
have refrained wherever possible from altering the
text at all, preferring to let the author have his
original field to himself. It has been necessary
in frequent instances to bring the text up to dater;
and | have endeavoured to do so in such a fashion
that it will remain in date for all its readers to
come. Mr. Wylie was himself a man of strong
individuality, master of a firm yet fluent style
that left his own hall mark on everything that
came from his pen. His dealing with Carlyle
was his own ; so far as| am concerned, it remains
his own.

| cannot, however, let slip the opportunity here
afforded me of placing on record the high regard
in which | hold my dead friend. | am painfully
conscious that the vast majority of the men whom
| have known, and who have gone over to the

21
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majority, have, for me, ceased to be. At best
they are memories, and not living memories.
With William Howie Wylie it is otherwise.
Though dead, he lives in my life. | can feel
his influence. | can realise the measure and the
depth of his friendship, and appreciate his indi-
viduality as before. His was the strenuous life
indeed. He combined with clearly defined and
reasoned principles, that permitted of no deviation
in his quest after the right, a catholicity and a
breadth of vision that made him tolerant of all
men who, after their own fashion, were seeking
the light. It was nothing to him whether they
agreed with him or not. Were they in earnest?
Were they sincere, honest, single-minded? Then
they were fellow-labourers in the vineyard ; and
for all honest toil there would be a reward. It
took all the checks to make the tartan; it took
all the workers to achieve the work.

Thus he pursued his mission, faithful and
tolerant, often weary, but never hopeless, oft
toiling when he should have rested, conscious that
he was overtaxing his strength yet marvellously
resourceful in calling up fresh energies to replace
those that he had exhausted, always inspired to
do the work that lay to his hand. Whatsoever
his hand found to do, he did it with all his might,
walking a straight course and pursuing it humbly,
but with no shadow of turning. Finally, he wore



INTRODUCTION 23

himself out, and entered a well-earned, a hard-
won, rest, having served his day and generation for
the things that are pure and lovely and of good
report.

There were some of us who thought that he
died before his time. But that is not a view
that would have found any countenance from him ;
for he well knew whither his incessant labours
were tending, and he faced the inevitable without
fear and with no complaining. To myself he
showed kindness, and | place my stone on his
cairn in affectionate remembrance thereof.

WILLIAM ROBERTSON.






PREFACE

THIS attempt to give an account of Thomas Carlyle
and his Works that might be of some slight service
as a guide to the study of his writings was printed
before the appearance of the posthumous Reminis-
cences edited by Mr. Froude. These throw much
new light on the early life of their Author, some
chapters of which had previously been obscures;
but this fresh information does not materially affect
what appears in the following pages. For the
first time, however, it is now possible to state
with precision that Carlyle went to the Grammar
School at Annan in 1806, and to Edinburgh
University in 1809. In 1814 he was usher at
Annan, in 1816 schoolmaster at Kirkcaldy, and
in 1818 he took pupils at Edinburgh. In 1822
he became the private tutor of Charles Buller,
and after his marriage he lived for eighteen
months near Edinburgh before removing to
Craigenputtoch. Into one misapprehension re-
specting the burnt MS. of the French Revolution
| was beguiled by the report of Mr. Milburn,
of America, whose statement | accepted as a
correction of my own previous information'; the

latter now turns out to have been accurate. It
25



26 PREFACE

was the M S. of the first, not of the second, 'volume
that was destroyed by fire.

It will be observed that | have had the good
fortune to discover what | believe to be a hitherto
unknown Poem by Carlyle; and the reasons for
ascribing the piece to him have now received an
accession in the account which he gives in the
posthumous Reminiscences of his father's con-
nection with the building of the Bridge at
Auldgarth.

To Mr. Boehm, A.R.A., the friend of Carlyle,
my best acknowledgments are due for his kind
and courteous permission to allow the use of his
Statue-Portrait of the subject of this volume. This
work of art was thought highly of by him whose
features it so truthfully delineates ; and I shall be
content and grateful if my endeavour to pourtray
the same subject should commend itself to the
reader as not altogether unworthy the companion-
ship of an Illustration so full of genius and of life.

W.H. W,
March 9, 1881.
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THOMAS CARLYLE

CHAPTER |

The country of the Carlyles—What scenery owes to noble lives
—The ancient house of Carlyle—A Carlyle brother of the
Bruce—The Lords of Torthorwald—Lord Scrope at
Ecclefechan—Decline of the family—The farmers of
Hoddam.

FIFTY years ago the words, " Thomas Carlyle,
Nutholm,"” painted by a village artist on a rustic
cart as homely as his letters, would not have been
likely to attract any particular notice from the pass-
ing pilgrim who had just emerged from the pastoral
valley of the Clyde into that comparatively level,
well cultivated, and sylvan country from which you
first descry the sparkling waters of the Solway.
Yet it was with a positive thrill that, on a summer
day a little more than twenty years ago, two young
students from Edinburgh, making their first tour
on foot into England, read the name on that old
battered cart, as it went jolting painfully past a
clump of pines, in whose shade they had laid down
to rest, away from the heat of the noonday sun.
That name was the first strong reminder that we

were now actually on the confines of aregion which
31



32 THOMAS CARLYLE

we had greatly desired to see. It told us that
we must be nearing the village where, five years
before the dawn of the nineteenth century, there was
born to a humble, but industrious, intelligent, and
God-fearing couple—members of that peasant class
which has furnished Scotland with a majority of her
greatest names—a son who was destined to grow
up into an illustrious guide and an inspirer of men.
From these hedges of thorn guarding our path,
Thomas Carlyle, as a boy, had probably gathered
the sprigs of " may " in the early summer, and
the ripe, if not luscious, fruit in the late autumn.
In this very fir wood, who knows, he may have
played with his schoolmates, or rested, book in
hand, on his lonely rambles. These very fields and
lanes may have witnessed his eager converse with
his student friend Edward Irving, when there was
" nothing but joy, health, and hopefulness without
end " in their young hearts. Such were the reflec-
tions suggested by the sight of that name on the
old country cart. A new glory diffused itself over
the landscape ; for were not these the scenes in
the midst of which had been nurtured the greatest
of all the living sons of the Scottish soil ?

How the charm would be lessened that we find
in the scenery of our native land, how much less
potent would be the influence of that scenery in the
formation of character, were it not for such
associations as these ! Without the moral interest
derived from humanity, the physical beauty and
grandeur would count for comparatively little;
even the most splendid prospects in nature assert
but a limited power over the mind until they have
been linked to the story of noble lives. What are
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the fields, however good for growing corn, that
have been hallowed by no memories of martyr and
hero? the rivers that are songless but for their
own natural music? the mountains that are no
more associated with human life than are the
clouds which mantle round their summits? Even
the sky-cleaving peaks that rise from the Yose-
mite Valley, and the groves of that marvellous
region, must, after all, be comparatively tame,
since, with all their material magnitude, they have
no story to tell about man. The figure of
Columba, emerging from the mists of a venerable
antiquity, glides with us as we sail among the
Hebridean isles, and the grey old evangelist and
his school of the prophets rise upon our view as
we cast anchor under the Cyclopean walls of
Elachnave, or sat foot on the sacred soil of lona;
the savage gloom of Glencoe is deepened by the
song of Ossian, which comes moaning down every
corrie, like the sighing of the night-wind among
the hills; a whole west country, from Elderslie
to Lochryan, is transfigured by the memories of
Wallace, and Bruce, and Burns; and, go where
you may in the land of Walter Scott, every hill,
and valley, and stream has felt the touch of the
magician's wand. Not merely for their natural
loveliness do we visit those lakes on whose woody
shores dwelt Southey and Coleridge, De Quincey
and Arnold, Wilson and Wordsworth.  Sheffield,
with its clang of hammers, and thick smoke
curtain, looks less grim when we think of
Ebenezer Elliott and James Montgomery. Byron
and Kirke White deepen the romance of Sherwood
Forest, and send a pathos through Wilford Grove ;

3
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the whole of woody Warwickshire Becomes like
fairyland at thought of Shakespeare; even the
dull banks of the sleepy Ouse are glorified by
the Farmer of St. lves and the Bedford Tinker—
the one the doer of the greatest deeds, the other)
the dreamer of the grandest dream, that fill with
so much meaning the name of England.
Although the man who was to add a fresh
charm to the lovely shire in which the Bruce was
born, and where Burns found his grave, did not
appear in the world till the eighteenth century was
nearly ended, the name he bore had long been
one of the most illustrious in Annandale. The
Carlyles, indeed, were among the very oldest
families in that richly-storied province of Scot-
land ; and before they came thither, they had
been one of the most powerful houses in Cumber-
land, where, at the time of the Norman Conquest,
they possessed large estates. The history of the
Carlyle family is a subject in which its most dis-
tinguished member naturally felt a keen interest,
and on which, as we have reason to know, he had
bestowed considerable attention—so much, indeed,
that a rumour was at one time current to the
effect, that he was collecting materials for a history
of the House! The Annandale Carlyles trace

! “That Mr. Carlyle descended from this grand stock there can
be no sort of doubt, but his genealogical tree was too imperfect
to establish the connection. In a letter to a kinsman some
years ago, Mr. Carlyle related how, when Nicholas Carlisle, the
antiquarian, paid them a visit, while searching for materials for
a family history, his father and uncle gave the distinguished
visitor audience in a field where they were busily engaged in
ploughing."— The Globe Newspaper, Feb. 5, 1881. The castle of
Torthorwald, the chief seat of the Carlyles, is supposed to have
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their descent from Crinan, Abthane of Dunkeld,
whose son, Maldred, married Beatrice, daughter
of King Malcolm 1. About 1124, Robert de
Brus, who had come into Scotland with David I .,
received a grant of Annandale from his royal
friend and patron ; and his grandson, aso named
Robert, on entering upon his inheritance, was
created Lord of Annandale, or, as it was then
called, Estrahannent. Under this third of the
Scottish Bruces, and about the year 1185, the
Carlyles held lands in Annandale. They also
owned property in Cumberland, deriving their sur-
name, in all probability, from the ancient capital
of that picturesque region. By the daughter of
the king, Maldred had a son, named Uchtred ;
and the eldest son of the latter was Robert of
Kinmount.  Uchtred's second son, Richard,
received the lands of Newbie-on-the-Moor from
his grandfather. Eudo de Carlyle, grandson of
Richard, witnessed a charter to the monastery of
Kelso, about 1207. The next head of the Carlyle
family, Adam, had a charter of various lands in

been built in the thirteenth century. It has been placed in the
second class of Border castles, not because of its size, but on
account of its strength and accessory defences, in which respect
it was not exceeded by some of the first-class fortresses. It is
supposed to have been last repaired about 1630. " An ancient
man now (1789) living at Lochmaben," writes Capt. Grose,
"remembers the roof of this building on it." Mr. M'Dowall,
writing in 1872, says. "The appearance of the ruin at the
present differs little from the picture of it given by Grose, the
lapse of eighty-two years having made scarcely any impression
upon it." The parish of Torthorwald, which contains the three
villages of Torthorwald, Collin, and Rowcan, lies near the foot
of Nithsdale, and is separated from Dumfries parish by Lochar
Water.
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Annandale from William de Brus, second lord
of the district, who died in 1215. Gilbert,
son of Adam, who had joined in the disas
trous Baliol revolt, swore fealty to Edward |.
in 1296.

Sir William de Carlyle, grandson of Gilbert, rose
so high in the favour of his liege lord, Robert, Earl
of Carrick, that the latter gave him his daughter
Margaret in marriage ; thus the head of the house
of Carlyle became brother-in-law to the greatest
and best of the Scottish monarchs, the famous
Robert the Bruce. This is attested by a charter
of the Patriot-King bestowing upon them the lands
of Crumanston, in which the wife of Sir William
is designated " our dearest sister." It is further
confirmed by a charter in which Sir William de
Carlyle's son received a grant from his royal uncle
of the lands of Colyn and Roucan, near Dumfries ;
the recipient is designated " William Karlo, the
King's sister's son." Sir William Carlyle of
Torthorwald was slain at the fatal battle of Loch-
maben, when Edward 111 . of England was engaged
setting up the perfidious puppet Edward Baliol on
the Scottish throne ; and it is well worthy of
note that, in the same engagement, there fell Sir
Humphrey de Bois of Dryfesdale, supposed to
be an ancestor of Hector Boece, the historian,
and Sir Humphrey Jardine, the head of that Ann-
andale house which in the nineteenth century pro-
duced Sir William Jardine, the eminent naturalist.
Few battlefields can boast of an incident like
this.

At the battle of Neville's Cross, Thomas Carlyle
of Torthorwald fell while gallantly defending the
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person of the young King David ; and when the
latter was ransomed from his captivity in England,
nine years afterwards, he displayed a grateful re-
collection of Carlyle's services ; a charter, signed
by the King, October 18, 1362, conveyed the
lands of " Coulyn and Rowcan to our beloved
cousin Susannah Carlyle, heir of Thomas de
Torthorwald, who was killed defending our person
at the battle of Durham, and to Robert Corrie,
her spouse, belonging formerly to our cousin
William de Carlyle." When the daughter of
James |. crossed to France in 1436 to be married
to Louis the Dauphin, William Carlyle was one of
the train of knights who attended the Princess
Margaret. It was this Carlyle who gave a bell
for the parish kirk of Dumfries, which is not
only still extant, but which, according to the worthy
historian of the burgh of Dumfries, Mr. William

M'Dowall, was employed till about sixty years
ago in " the secular duty of warning the lieges
when fires broke out in the burgh." It hangs

on the bartizan of the Mid Steeple, and bears a
Latin inscription, which, when Englished, runs
thus: " William de Carlyle, Lord of Torthorwald,
caused me to be made in honour of St. Michael.
The year of our Lord 1433." In 1455, at the
battle of Langholm, which sealed the doom of
the rebellious house of Douglas, one of the leaders
of the victorious royal army was Sir John Carlyle
of Torthorwald, who, along with the head of the
house of Johnstone, took Hugh, Earl of Ormond,
prisoner, for which service he received from the
King a grant of the forty-pound land of Pettinain
in Clydesdale. Ennobled in 1470, he sat as Lord
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Carlyle of Torthorwald ' in the parliament of
1475 ; and he was subseguently sent on an embassy
to France, in recompence for the great expense
attending which he received several grants of land
from the Crown in 1477, though one of these
grants was revoked by the succeeding monarch,
James V. After the battle of Pinkie and the
engagement at Annan, among the landholders of
Annandale who were driven to swear allegiance
to Edward VI. we find the Lord Carlyle, with
101 followers ; next to whom on the record comes
Irving of Coveshaw, with 102 followers, who may
have been a progenitor, for aught we know, of
Thomas Carlyle's bosom friend, Edward Irving.
In 1570, when the friends of Mary Stuart in
Dumfriesshire were assailed by an English force
under Lord Scrope, Lord Carlyle was one of the
leaders who mustered his followers and took part
in the battle, in which he was taken prisoner. Lord
Scrope's account of the engagement opens with the
statement that on entering Scotland he encamped
at " Heclefeaghan," by which his lordship did
his best to reproduce on paper the troublesome
name of Ecclefechan—the village destined to be
made for ever memorable as the birthplace of
Thomas Carlyle. When we come to the momentous
struggle of the seventeenth century, which has

L If the Prime Minister who, when it was too late, offered
asmall titular distinction to Thomas Carlyle had been acquainted
with the history of the country which for a time he was
permitted to rule, perhaps it might have occurred to him that
it would have been more seemly to suggest to Her Majesty the
revival of this ancient title in favour of the greatest of all the
Carlyles, instead of insulting him with the offer of a G.C.B.
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been nowhere described with so much of insight
and graphic force as in Carlyle's Cromwell, we
find that the Irvings of Bonshaw and of Drum,
as well as their relations in the burgh of Dumfries,
espoused the Royalist and anti-Presbyterian side ;
but as to the part played by the Carlyles at that
period the local records are silent. The family
had apparently degenerated, or at least fallen into
decay. In 1580, their peerage passed to a
daughter of the house, Elizabeth, who carried the
family estates over to a Douglas. The eldest
son, Sir James Douglas, was created Lord Carlyle
of Torthorwald in 1609, and by his son the title
was resigned in 1638 to the Earl of Queensberry,
who had acquired the estate. A George Carlyle,
from Wales, turned up as a claimant of the estate,
and got it, too, by a decree of the House of Lords
in 1770. It was thought that in him also lay
the right to the peerage, but after dissipating
his estate at Dumfries, which he accomplished in
a few years, he vanished into Wales. A professor
of Arabic at Cambridge, the Rev. Joseph D.
Carlyle, who died in 1831, was said to be the
next heir ; and it is worthy of note that a branch
of the family, the Carlyles of Bridekirk, who also
fell upon evil days, had for their male representa-
tive that minister of Inveresk whose Autobiography
has sufficient vitality as a picture of manners to
preserve the memory of the Rev. Alexander Carlyle
as perhaps the crowning example of the Scottish
" Moderate."

No one who has read the history of the Glad-

stones, who declined from the position of terri-
torial magnates of old renown in Lanarkshire to
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that of humble burgesses in Biggar, to rise again
by the force of character and genius to a place
second to that of no family in Britain, will regard
our story of the Dumfriesshire Carlyles as an
impertinence, though we are unable directly to
connect the greatest man who has ever borne the
name with the ancient lords of Torthorwald. He
was of the same stock, beyond question ; and, if
all the truth were known to us to-day, it might
be found that he had as good a claim as any to
such a preface as this to the story of his life. In
the opening years of the seventeenth century we
discover Carlyles among the merchant burgesses of
Dumfries, one of them figuring as Bailie (Alder-
man) William Carlyle in the municipal records ;
and we have only to enter such a burial-ground
as that of Hoddam, on the roadside, a mile and a
half to the south of Ecclefechan, to find from the
gravestones that Carlyles have for many genera-
tions been settled as farmers in the district. When
we visited the place, the first inscription that met
our eye was in memory of a Thomas Carlyle who
died at Eaglesfield in 1821 ; and near it was the
memorial of a still earlier Thomas Carlyle of
Sornsisyke, who died in the eighteenth century, two
years before the philosopher was born. This quaint
little City of the Dead, not more than 35 feet
square, is shrouded by a thorn hedge on one hand
and a strip of dark firs on the other. It was
quite by accident that we lit upon it, and not
without some difficulty that we discovered an
entrance. Once within the enclosure, nothing out-
side was to be seen but a patch of blue sky
overhead. There is no church near to remind you
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of the living—amid the old tombstones, thickly
planted, you are alone with the dead. No more
skilful chisel than that of the rustic mason has
been employed ; but when we read the inscriptions
that connected the peasants sleeping beneath our
feet with the most kingly Scot of our century, the
spot became more impressive in its primitive
simplicity than the stateliest mausoleum. Greater
than the proudest lord of Torthorwald is he who
sprang from the ranks of the homely farmers of
Hoddam.



CHAPTER I

Birth of Carlyle and death of Burns—Birthplace and parentage
—Anecdotes of his father and mother.

THE month of December 1795, which was
darkened by national distress consequent on a
failure of that year's harvest, and by political
agitation of excessive violence resulting from the
stringent Sedition Bill passed by the dominant
party to restrict the expression of public senti-
ment, is perhaps even more memorable as having
witnessed the one meeting in the struggle of
public life that took place between the two
greatest Scotsmen of the period. While Robert
Burns was upholding with his pen the cause of
freedom as represented by the Liberal leader
Henry Erskine, Walter Scott was voting in the
Parliament House at Edinburgh for the reactionary
Dundas. But what we now care most to remember
was the sore trouble that had entered the humble
home of the poet at Dumfries. For four months
the life of his youngest child, " a sweet little
girl," as he described her in a letter written on
one of those sad December days to Mrs. Dunlop,
had been trembling in the balances ; his own
health was giving way; poverty held him in its
42
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grip so tightly that he was obliged to write to
a friend for the loan of a guinea; and in the
anxious, deepless hours of the night he was
incessantly asking himself, " What will become
of my poor wife and bairns when | am taken
awvay? " Ere seven months had come and gone
after that bleak December, the " awkward squad "
—aptly symbolising a nation that knew not the
value of the gift till it was "gone—had fired their
farewell shots over the grave of Burns. It was
while the great light of the Scottish nation was
flickering to extinction at Dumfries that its
successor dawned in a still humbler domicile in
an obscure hamlet not more than sixteen miles
distant from the burgh in which Burns breathed
his last. Thomas Carlyle was born at Ecclefe,-

chan,' in the parish of Hoddam, on Tuesday
the 4th December 1795.°

He was the first child of James Carlyle and
Margaret Aitken, who had been married on the
5th March in the same year. Like Hugh Miller,
his father was originally a stonemason, and at
the time of his son's birth he had reached the

Y It has been stated in some of the newspaper obituaries of
Carlylethat thisvillage was also the birthplace of Dr. Currie; but
the biographer of Burns, born in 1756, first saw the light at Kirk-
patrick-Fleming, in the same country of Dumfries, of which
parish his father was then the minister.

2 The coincidence is worth noting that Leopold von Ranke,
who performed for English history a service akin to that which
Carlyle rendered to German history, was born in Thuringia in
the same month of the same year as his Scottish contemporary—
Dec. 21, 1795. Von Ranke outlived Carlyle by more than five
years, retaining his brillian intellectuality unimpaired almost to
the last day of his life.
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mature age of thirty-seven—the very same age
as that of the poet who was then dying at Dumfries.
There is a slight discrepancy in the statements
that were published during Mr. Carlyle's lifetime,
both as to the precise position occupied by James
Carlyle when he became a father, and also as to
his residence at that date. According to the
account that might fairly enough be deemed the
best accredited, since it came from the pen
of a persona friend of Carlyle's, and was
printed in a volume which he had himself
authorised, he was born "in the parish of
Middlebie, about half a mile from the village
of Ecclefechan,” and it is added that " his
father was a small farmer in comfortable
circumstances." ' But there is every reason to
believe that the father, presently to become a
small farmer and by and by a pretty extensive
one, was at the date of his marriage still following
his original occupation as a stonemason, being
aso a bit of an architect, and that at the time
of Thomas's birth his parents were resident in
the village. James Carlyle had come into posses-
sion of two small one-storeyed cottages in Eccle-
fechan, between which a lane ran conducting to
some houses at the back, and over this lane he
thriftily threw an arch, thus connecting the
cottages, besides adding a storey to their height.
He let the ground floor to a baker, and, with
his young wife, occupied one-half of the top floor,
containing two rooms. It was in the smaller of

! Biographical Memoir by Thomas Ballantyne, prefixed to
Passages selected from the Writings of Thomas Carlyle. London :
Chapman & Hall. 1855. P. 1.
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these, the room immediately over the arch, a mere
cupboard, nine feet by five, that Thomas Carlyle
(according to this story) was born. To this day
nothing is changed in the inner or outer aspect of
the house.

The father was the second of five Brothers, sons
of Thomas Carlyle, tenant of Brownknowe, a small
farm in Annandale, all of whom, it is said, followed
the same occupation of stonemason; and who have
left behind them, in the locality, a reputation for
great strength, as well as eccentricity of character.
" The Carlyles were like no other people,” we
have been told by more than one person who knew
them. Strongly marked were their features, both
of mind and body ; and to intellectual powers
and moral force, much above the average, they
would seem to have united a pugilistic tendency,
and even a " fractiousness,” to borrow a native
term, that sometimes developed itself in peculiar
forms. " Pithy, bitter-speaking bodies, and awfu'
fechters,” is the description of them given by one
neighbour ; and the sentence gathers up in a few
words the most of the opinion that has been handed
down by their contemporaries to the present
generation, and which is found floating to-day all
over Annandale. Of the five brothers, James
appears to have been the most notable, both in
respect to his skill as a mason, and his general
sagacity, as well as in some other respects. The
local traditions regarding him, indicate a character
in many ways akin to that of his illustrious son.
" What a root of a bodie he was! " exclaimed
one old lady of Ecclefechan who had known him
well. " Ay, acurious bodie : he beat this warld.
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A spirited bodie; he would sit on no man's coat
tails. And sic stories he could tell |  Sic sayings,
too ! Sic names he would give to things and folk i
Sic words he had as were never heard before | "
He was a great reader as well as a great talker.
"It was a muckle treat to be in his house at
nicht, to hear him tell stories and tales. But he
was always a very strict old bodie, and could bide
no contradiction." Mr. Ballantyne describes him
as " a man possessing great force of character,
of an earnest, religious nature, and much respected
throughout the district, not less for his moral worth
than for his native strength of intellect." He
seems to have had many of the good qualities,
the intelligence, earnestness, and moral purity, that
shone conspicuous in the father of Burns:; and
we have sometimes thought, that in delineating
the peasant-saint of Alio way, which he did with
signal power,® Carlyle had the figure of his own
father vividly before his mind. But the elder
Burns, we should say, though he could be stern
on occasions and was of a sombre temperament,
had a gentleness and a quiet dignity that did not
pertain to the more active-minded, self-assertive,
and even rather contentious Borderer. Annan-
dale, we must bear in mind, had been for many
centuries the arena of incessant warfare'; and the
fighting quality, brought to a high pitch of perfec-
tion in all the old families of the " Debateable

1 sublimer in thisworld | know nothing than a Peasant Saint.
Such a one will take thee back to Nazareth itself; thou wilt
se the splendour of Heaven spring forth from the humblest
depths of the Earth, like a light shining in great darkness."—
Carlyle's Essay on Burns.



THOMAS  CARLYLE a7

Land,"! descended with much of its mediaeval
vigour to the eighteenth century Carlyles. Truth
to tell, there seems to have been in Carlyle's father
at least a touch of what his son found, and
describes so well, in a second Ayrshire worthy,
" Old Sulphur Brand," the irascible father of
Boswell, known in the Parliament House at Edin-
burgh as Lord Auchinleck, and who, being a
staunch Whig, proved more than a match even
for Dr. Johnson, when the two got on politics at
his lordship's seat in Ayrshire.

Of Carlyle's father, many anecdotes are still
current at Ecclefechan. Some of these, as we
might expect, are apocryphal, especially a set of
stories that represent him and his brothers as
noted pugilists; it is just possible, however, there
may be a grain of truth in the anecdote that,
while working as a mason, he, in order to evince
his contempt for a " pup " (that is, a dandy)
who was passing, let fall upon him, from the top
of the ladder, a huge mass of mortar. A venerable
native of Ecclefechan, resident in Glasgow, used
to tell of the unfailing regularity and amost
soldier-like strictness of discipline with which the
rustic patriarch marshalled his family into the front
pew of the gallery in the Burgher Kirk, where
they worshipped’; and one little incident she
relates is not without significance. The windows

! The Debateable Land is the title of a Dumfriesshire local
history, or historical pamphlet rather; said to be avaluable little
work in its way, manifesting considerable research. It was
written by a Thomas Carlyle, described as "of Waterbeck."
No student of the history of England and Scotland needs to be
told the origin of the name which gave atitle to his pamphlet.
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of the meeting-house being destitute of blinds,
many of the congregation were inconvenienced on
the warm summer days by the burning rays of
the sun. A proposal was made to procure blinds,
and a subscription started. The collectors called
on old Carlyle, and stated their case, expressing
a hope that he would give something. " What ! "
he exclaimed, " you want siller to shut God's
blessed licht out o' His ain house? Na, na I'll
give you nothing for sic a purpose. If you had
wanted more licht it would have been a different
matter, and | micht have given you a subscrip-
tion." So the collectors had to go away as they
came. Another story, though homely and even
grotesque, illustrates his hatred of all deceit. One
of his children—there were nine in all—was about
to be married, and the young folks concluded, in
view of the festive occasion, that it would be seemly
to have the doors and walls of the house adorned
with a coating of paint. But the father refused
to listen to this proposal, holding that it was better
to let the old walls remain in their native integrity
than to pollute them with what he regarded as
the brush of falsehood. The rest of the house-
hold, however, remained resolute in their deter-
mination, and gave the painters instructions to
proceed with the work, meanwhile bringing all
their batteries of persuasion to bear on their father,
in which effort they were probably assisted by the
gentle mother. The combined pleadings, however,
were all urged in vain. On the appointed day
came the painters, whereupon the old man, who
had planted himself in the doorway of his domicile,
demanded to know what had brought them thither.
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"To pent the hoose" they replied. " To pent
the hoose ! " he exclaimed ; " ye can just slent
the bog [that is, retrace your steps| wi' yer ash-
backet feet, for ye'll pit nane o' yer glaur [mud]
on my door."

As he advanced in life, he became more
decidedly religious, and one proof of this was
furnished by the gradual mellowing of his dis-
position. Mr. Carlyle once told a friend that his
father had a special fondness for reading theology,
and that John Owen was his favourite author.
" He could not tolerate anything fictitious in
books,” said his son, " and walked as a man in
the full presence of Heaven, and Hell, and the
Judgment." Mr. Carlyle thought his father, all
things considered, the best man whom he had
ever known. On one occasion he said to a friend,
"He was a far cleverer man than | am, or ever
will be." At another time he described him as
one who, " like Enoch of old, walked with God."
He was much in the habit of using old-fashioned
words and phrases, with which he had become
familiar in his reading of the puritan divines ;
there was a rare pungency, too, in his speech ;
and " his pithy sayings," according to one writer,
" occasionally prickly and sharp, ran through the
countryside." Edward Irving, while paying a visit
to the family, was greatly impressed with the
bright and vivid phraseology of the old man ; and,
after conversing for a while with the sire, he turned
to the son, saying, " | have often wondered where
you acquired that peculiar, original, and forcible
manner of expressing your ideas. | have dis-
covered that it is an inheritance from your father."

4



50 THOMAS CARLYLE

The old man died in 1832, at the age of seventy-
four. He had four sons—Thomas, James, Alex-
ander, John Aitken, the last named well known as
Dr. Aitken Carlyle, the translator of Dante's
Inferno—and five daughters. In one of the
opening years of the century, he entered on the
occupation of the farm of Mairhill, in the parish
of Hoddam, and at the end of his lease he re-
moved to Scotsbrig, in the parish of Middlebie, a
farm consisting of two or three hundred acres,
afterwards occupied by Mr. Carlyle's only-surviv-
ing brother James.

If Irving was right, as he seems to have been,
in the notion that the father had talents which
had been transmitted to the son—a talent for the
laying on of nicknames that would stick being one
that evidently came from that source—it may be
asserted with equal, if not greater, confidence,
that Carlyle owed very much that was best, in his
nature and even in his writings, to his mother.
She was her husband's second wife ; for James
Carlyle, at the age of thirty-two, had married a
distant cousin of his own, Jannet Carlyle, the
daughter of a small farmer. But this first wife
died in 1792, in her twenty-fifth year, leaving no
children.  About three years afterwards, the
widower—who had meanwhile built for himself
the quaint little dwelling known as " The Arched
House "—married Margaret Aitken, a native of
Whitestanes, in the parish of Kirkmahoe. Her
parents, though belonging to the upper section
of the working class, were not in such circum-
stances as enabled them to keep their family at
home ; and so Margaret was sent out to domestic
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service. She could read, but, like most of the
members of her class at that time, and even down
to a much later period, she was not able to write.
It is a remarkable fact that, like Janet Hamilton
the Coatbridge poetess, she taught herself writing
when she was well advanced in life, with the care
of a large family resting upon her ; and she did
so with the sole object of being able to corres-
pond with her eldest son. All the accounts we
have got of this woman go to prove that, though
originally a domestic servant, she was, in the best
snse of the word, a lady. In person she was a
little woman, of a slender make, and endowed
with the gift of beauty. As a housewife she was
careful and hardworking, and an admirable
manager ; but in her the qualities of Martha were
blended with those of the meditative Mary : for she
was a great reader, deeply religious, and endowed
with a very sweet temper, in which last-named
respect she furnished a contrast to her fiery and,
at times, tempestuous husband. The quality of her
mind, both as to its strength and independence,
is sufficiently attested by the fact—the most
remarkable we know concerning her—that it was
she who first suggested to her son that new theory
as to the character of Cromwell which he was the
first to lay before the world. It was through her
spiritual instincts, we are told, that she had dis-
covered that the then prevailing estimate of the
Protector was incorrect ; and more than this we do
not require to know, in order to feel that her son
was indeed justified in indulging that tone of
personal self-gratulation which may be detected
in one of his aphorisms, to the effect that no able
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man ever had a fool for a mother. To strength
of brain she united a most winsome tenderness of
heart; and there can be no doubt that Carlyle's
delicacy of insight, and poetic sensibility, were
inherited from his mother. While he was fond of
dwelling on her virtues, he would confess that she
was " entirely too peaceable and pious for this
planet " ; and he was wont humorously to deplore
some sad results of her enjoining non-resistance
upon him at school. His love for her amounted
to a kind of worship, and tradition has handed
down many touching little anecdotes—that about
her learning to write being one of the number—
which go to prove that the affection of the son
was reciprocated to the full.

When we know that it was she who suggested
that vindication of Cromwell, which many sregard
as his greatest, and which is certainly his most
satisfactory work, we are not surprised to be told
that, though most of the subjects upon which her
son wrote were new to her, she read all his books
with great care, and particularly read and re-read
his French Revolution. One of his college friends,
like himself an Ecclefechan man, used often to call
on Mrs. Carlyle and get an early reading of her
son's latest book, which, with filial attention, was
always forwarded to her at the earliest possible
moment. This gentleman would read the book
aloud to the old lady, doing his best, no doubt,
to help her over the difficulties; for it was her
frequent, if not invariable, salutation, "1 hae
gotten anither o' Tarn's buiks, but | can mak'
naething o't." We suspect, however, that she
generally contrived to master them. It is said
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that she was at first somewhat disturbed by the
new religious views she met with in the books, but
when she found her son was in earnest and stead-
fast, she cared for no more. The first anecdote that
we remember to have heard concerning Carlyle,
was one relating to the visit he paid to his mother,
for the purpose of spending a few days with her
before he set off for Germany to procure materials
for his Life of Frederick. On the morning when
he had to take his departure, a little group of
friends were gathered on the railway platform at
Ecclefechan to see him off. On entering the book-
ing office he happened to put his hand into his
coat pocket, where he discovered something bulky,
of whose presence he did not seem to have been
aware. He at once took it out, and on unfolding
the mysterious parcel, he discovered it to contain
some nice home-made Dumfriesshire bannocks,
which his mother—just as when he was a little boy
at school—had stowed away in his pocket, that he
might use them on his journey. The discovery was
too much for him. The simple circumstance had
transported him to the days of childhood ; and
when his friends came forward to grasp his hand,
his eyes were suffused with tears, and his voice
trembled. One of the two saddest visits he ever
paid to Scotsbrig was in the last hours of 1853,
when his venerable mother was laid in the grave.
She died on Christmas Day. She had survived
her husband twenty-one years.



CHAPTER 111

Etchings of Ecclefechan—Village culture and great men—
The home training of Carlyle—His mother's lesson—How
his father died—Anecdotes of his childhood.

FEW writers of even a professed autobiography
have givten a fuller, and none a more vivid, history
of their early life than Carlyle supplies in the
second book of Sartor Resartus.  The more
narrowly we investigate the subject on the spot,
the plainer does it appear that those wonderful
opening selections from the paper bags of Diogenes
Teufelsdrockh are not only a spiritual record of
the childhood of Thomas Carlyle, but that they are
also a scrupulously faithful picture of the actual
scenes and society in the midst of which he was
reared. Under the thinnest possible veil, woven
by richly humorous fancy, we find portraits of
his parents in Father Andreas and Gretchen ; and
Entepfuhl is a picture of Ecclefechan as accurate
as if it had been written for a guide book or a
gazetteer. Mrs. Oliphant, as the biographer of
Edward Irving, visited the place not so many
years ago ; and she gives a graphic view of the
scene where " the low grey hills close in around
the little hamlet of Ecclefechan, forgotten shrine
of some immemorial Celtic saint; a scene not
54
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grandly picturesque, but full of sweet pastoral
freedom and solitude ; the hills rising grey against
the sky, with slopes of springy turf, where the
sheep pastured, and shepherds of an antique type
pondered the ways of God to man." But more
lovingly minute are the etchings of the village and
the surrounding country that have been executed
by the superb artist who spent there the happy
years which were as ages, when the young spirit,
" awakened out of Eternity," had not yet learned
what is meant by Time—when " as yet Time was
no fast-hurrying stream, but a sportful sunlit
ocean."

Each sentence in the opening chapters of the
second book of Sartor is the fruit of the impres-
sions made " in those plastic first-times, when the
whole soul is yet infantine, soft, and the visible
seed-grain will grow to be an all overshadowing
tree." We are told how the village stood, as it
still stands, " in trustful derangement, among the
woody slopes " ; and " the little Kuhbach gushing
kindly by, among beech-rows, through river after
river, into the Donau," is the burn that runs down
the centre of the single street that forms Eccle-
fechan. When we saw it upwards of twenty years
ago, on a midsummer day, it seemed rather a
sluggish little stream ; and it was crossed in the
village by a multitude of bridges. It was open
at that time; but since then the greater part of
it has been covered over,' doubtless to the sanitary

! This was effected, at his own sole cost, by Dr. Arnott, a
son of a native of the village, over whose grave, in the south-east
corner of the parish churchyard, there is a headstone with
the following epitaph ;:—"Sacred to the memory of Archibald
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advantage and the convenience of the inhabitants ;
though the good work has involved a sacrifice of
the picturesque charm which the burn had for
Carlyle in his early days. The pilgrim to his
shrine will be pleased to note that, in front of
the tenement in which he was born, the streamlet
still flows in an open channel ; and traces may
be seen on its margin of the ash and beech trees
with which it was formerly fringed.

Though so many of the lines in Carlyle's picture
of the place are as true to-day as they were
eighty years ago, some others, like that of the
gushing Kuhbach, have been either altered or
wholly blotted out. The swineherd's horn, and
the spectacle of the " hungry happy quadrupeds
starting in hot haste" to answer its welcome
morning call, to say nothing of their humorous
but orderly return in the evening, when each,
" topographically correct,” trotted off " through its
own lane to its own dwelling," are no longer to
be heard or seen. The last swineherd of Eccle-
fechan long since doffed for ever his " darned
gabardine and leather breeches, more resembling
slate or discoloured-tin breeches,” and now deeps
peacefully in the same kirkyard with the bright-
eyed boy who was to send the memory of him down

Arnott, Esg., Kirkconnell Hall ; born 1772, died 6th July 1855.
Dr. Arnott was for many years surgeon of the 20th Foot, and
served in Egypt, Maida, Walcheren, throughout the Peninsular
War, and in India. At St. Helena he wasthe medical attendant
of Napoleon Bonaparte, whose esteem he won, and whose
last moments he soothed. The remainder of his most useful
and exemplary life he spent in the retirement of his native
place, honoured and beloved by all who knew him."
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through the ages. The Postwagen that used to
wend through the village northwards from London
to Glasgow " in the dead of night, slow-rolling
under its mountains of men and luggage,” and
which passed " southwards visibly at eventide,”
has given place to the railway train. And the
woodman's axe has been laid years ago to the
root of the grand old tree, so long the pride of
the villagers, which stretched " like a parasol of
twenty ells in radius, overtopping all other rows
and clumps " ; but there are some yet alive who
remember the time when, under its shadow, " in
the glorious summer twilights,” the elders of the
hamlet sat talking, just as they had done when
little Thomas was one of their most attentive
auditors, " often greedily listening," as he himself
tells us, to their stories and debates, while " the
wearied labourers reclined, and the unwearied
children sported, and the young men and maidens
often danced to flute-music.” The annual cattle
fair, however, " undoubtedly the grand summary
of Entepfuhl's child-culture,” though now shorn
of much of its pristine glory, as is the case with
all similar institutions in this age of railways, still
gathers into a field close by " the elements of an
unspeakable hurly-burly " ; and looking out and
up from any point of 'vantage in the hollow where
the village lies we see how faithful remains the
word-picture of the " upland irregular wold, where
valleys, in complex branchings, are suddenly or
slowly arranging their descent towards every
quarter of the sky.**

Such were the scenic and social environments
of Carlyle in his childhood. We may add that
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the village was thten, what it has now ceased to
be, a seat of the gingham manufacture ; so that
eighty years ago the population was composite,
including a large proportion of men and women
who wrought at the loom. Indeed, there is an
old tombstone in the churchyard, in memory of a
Robert Peal, who lived in Ecclefechan, and who
died in 1749 at the age of 57, concerning whom
the local tradition asserts that he was either the
great-grandfather or the great-grand-uncle of Sir
Robert Peel ; and it is further stated, by the same
authority, that the ancestors of the great statesman,
once weavers in Ecclefechan, removed to Lan-
cashire to engage in the cotton trade! Now the
population, which numbers about 900, is exclu-
sively agricultural. The older one-storeyed
cottages were for the most part built by Cailyle's
father and uncle ; and as they are regularly white-
washed once a year, on the approach of the annual
fair, they have a much tidier appearance than
one is accustomed to find in villages farther north.
The winsome aspect of the hamlet is enhanced by
the more modern tenements being faced with the
red sandstone that abounds in the district. This
outward neatness is not the only token which tells
the stranger passing through from the north that
he is leaving Scotland behind him. The country
has become more level, the verdure richer ; if you
ask your way at any roadside cottage, ten to one

! " There is a short cross street in the village which used to be
known as Peal's Wynd, where lived an old lady, Betty Peal, who
is said to have been the recipient of Sir Robert Peel's bounty, on
the ground that she was considered by him to be a relative."—
Scotsman Newspaper, Feb. 11, 1881.
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but you are answered in the dialect of Cumber-
land or of Lancashire by an English tongue, which
wags cheerily to the music of pattens on the clean
stone floor ; the very tavern signboards proclaim
that England is near by intimating " ale and
spirits "—an inversion of the Scotch order—or by
leaving out altogether what in Scotland is the
leading article.

A man's parentage and early surroundings,
according to Carlyle's view, are the grand factors
in determining the nature of his life; and we
have his own authority for concluding that his
early position was, in both respects, " favourable
beyond the most." Certain sapient editors, with
the spirit of provincial self-complacency that is
nowhere found to such perfection as in a metropolis,
have remarked that few educational advantages
were to be found in the obscure hamlet where
Carlyle was born. The mere mention of his name
might have led them to pause before expressing
such an opinion; and they had forgotten the
cae of Burns, whose opportunities, from their
point of view, were smaller still. The scholar
whose university was the stony farm of Mount
Oliphant, who had studied men merely in a few
clachans and farm-houses of Kyle, did he not
become the interpreter of Scotland to herself and
to the world? The two greatest female writers
of England were village bred ; and amost the
same may be said of Shakespeare himself. We
have seen how fortunate Carlyle was in his parent-
age ; and the impression already made is deepened
by the definite facts relating to his personal history
that are revedled in Sartor. The home training
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of the child was, no doubt owing to the father's
temperament, rather too stoical ; but for the
mother's unfailing gentleness, the severity of the
paternal discipline might have proved more than
the child could bear. Even as things were, the
l[imitations imposed were productive of evil results
which the victim himself clearly perceived. "My
active power was unfavourably hernmed in; of
which misfortune how many traces yet abide with
me!" Perhaps he failed to realise the whole
extent of the misfortune. It is evident that James
Carlyle, who, as we have seen, married rather late,
was an exigeant husband. That is indicated in
the picture of the anxious wife watching over him,
hovering round him, eager to anticipate his
slightest wish and to avert his anger : " assiduously
she cooked and sewed and scoured for hira"—
words that have a good deal of meaning. The
father was a pious man; but before time had
mellowed him his piety was of a somewhat different
sort from that of the mother. His attendance at
church partook of the character of parade-duty,
" for which he in the other world expected pay
with arrears—as, | trust, he has received." But
the mother, " with a true woman's heart, and fine
though uncultivated sense, was in the strictest
acceptation religious." She rendered an altogether
invaluable service to her boy by teaching him,
" less by word than by act and daily reverent look
and habitude, her own simple version of the
Christian Faith." For any defects in the parental
training Carlyle was not the man to whimper.
Instead of being disposed to quarrel with his up-
bringing, he was devoutly thankful as he looked
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back upon it, and saw that even out of its ex-
cessive austerity good had come. In an age that
has witnessed a sad and often disastrous relaxation
of parental control, the words in which Carlyle con-
gratulates himself on his rigorous training cannot
be too earnestly pondered. The bond of obedience
imposed upon him was, he tells us, strait and
inflexible. "1 was forbid much: wishes in any
measure bold | had to renounce." Often he shed
bitter tears as the lessons were administered which
taught him how Freewill comtes in painful collision
with Necessity. But, if his father erred, it was
on the right side; for, in the habituation to
obedience, " it was beyond measure safer to err
by excessthan by defect." That habit laid for him
" the basis of worldly discretion, nay of morality
itself." It was " the root of deeper earnestness,
of the stem from which all noble fruit must grow."
Tender and true are the last loving touches in
the picture of the domestic culture which left its
mark indelibly on Thomas Carlyle. " Above all,
how unskilful soever, it was loving, it was well-
meant, honest ; whereby every deficiency was
helped."

How faithfully the son returned that love I He
was never weary of sounding the praises of the
father who had been so sternly faithful ; and when
he mentioned his mother's name, even when he was
a grey old man of more than fourscore, his tones
melted with tender emotion. One day in London,
when he was within a few months of eighty, Carlyle
was walking in company with an American stranger
who had that day called to sse him. They
approached a street-crossing. When half way over,
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Carlyle suddenly stopped, and stooping down
kicked something out of the mud, at the risk of
being run over by one of the many carriages that
were rushing past. With his bare hands he brushed
the mud off and placed the white substance in a
clean spot on the curbstone. " That," said he,
in a tone as sweet and in words as beautiful as
his companion had ever heard, " is only a crust
of bread. Yet | was taught by my mother never
to waste, and above all bread, more precious than
gold, the substance that is the same to the body
that the mind is to the soul. | am sure the little
sparrows or a hungry dogl will get nourishment
from that bit of bread.” - Thus did he bear in
his heart till his last days on earth the homeliest
lesson he had learnt from the lips of his mother.

It is a fact worth noting that the last time
Carlyle ever saw his father was on his journey
from Craigenputtoch to London, when he went to
the modern Babylon with the MS. of Sartor for
the purpose of getting into print. " | came upon
my fool's errand,” said he once to Milburn, the
blind Methodist preacher from America, " and |
saw my father no more, for I had not been in
town many days when tidings came that he was
dead. He had gone to bed at night as well as
usual, it seems; but they found in the morning
that he had passed from the realm of Sleep to
that of Day. It was a fit end for such a life as
his had been. He was a man at the four corners
of whose house there had shined through the years
of his pilgrimage, by day and by night, the light

! " Thomas Carlyle at Home," by Clarence Winthrop Bowen,
in The Independent (New Y ork), Sept. 9, 1875.
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of the glory of God. Like Enoch of old, he had
walked with God; and at the last he was not,
for God took him." And, after a pause, he added :
" If | could only see such men as were my father
and his minister,—men of such fearless and simple
faith, with such firmness in holding on to the
things that they believed, and saying and doing
only what they thought was right, in seeing and
hating the thing that they felt to be wrong,—I
should have far more hope for this British nation,
and indeed for the world at large."

Some of the anecdotes of Carlyle's childhood
are significant as well as amusing. It is evident

that he was precocious. " In some fifteen
months,” baby Thomas " could perform the
miracle of—Speech ! " Even earlier than that he

seems to have begun to realise the great truth
that Silence is Golden. He was " noted as a still
infant, that kept his mind much to himself ;
above all, that seldom or never cried. He
aready felt that time was precious; that
he had other work cut out for him than
whimpering." A profound impression seems
to have been made upon his mind by his investi-
ture in his first short-clothes of yellow serge;
“or rather, | should say, my first short-cloth,
for the vesture was one and indivisible, reaching
from neck to ankle, a mere body with four limbs,"
—a fashion of child attire that long obtained in
that and other parts of Scotland, though now
probably quite extinct. Very pretty is the picture
of his suppers on the orchard wall, whither on
the evenings he was wont to carry forth his
porringer of bread and milk : having either got
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up himself by climbing, or been assisted by his
father. "There," he says, "many a sunset have
I, looking at the distant western Mountains, con-
sumed, not without relish, my evening meal.
Those hues of gold and azure, that hush of World's
expectation as Day dies, was still a Hebrew Speech
for mer; nevertheless | was looking at the fair
illuminated Letters, and had an eye for their
gilding." He was on friendly terms with all the
cattle and poultry, thereby acquiring " a certain
deeper sympathy with animated nature.”  The
sense of humour was awakened within him by the
" touching, trustful submissiveness to man " of the
poor pigs obeying the summons of the swineherd ;
and the swallows, " snug-lodged in our cottage
lobby," with the little bracket fixed by his father
plumb under the nest (for cleanliness sake), were
loved by him from the heart, so that the bright,
nimble creatures taught him many a precious
lesson. He was about eight years old when it
first struck him that the stage coach " could be
other than some terrestrial moon, rising and setting
by mere law of nature, like the heavenly one ;
that it came on made highways, from far cities
towards far cities ; weaving them like a monstrous
shuttle into closer and closer union." A city child
of the same age would probably have known that
fact earlier ; but to how few would the reflection
have come that arose in the mind of this little
rustic in Annandale? His imagination was stirred
—" and a historical tendency given him," a fact
specially worthy of note—by the narrative habits
of his paternal grandfather (though in Sartor he
ascribes these to Father Andreas). The old man
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had been of an adventurous turn, had travelled
even as far as London; and eagerly the child
" hung upon his tales, when listening neighbours
enlivened the hearth.” With amazement he began
to discover that Ecclefechan " stood in the middle
of a Country, of a World ; that there was such
a thing as History, as Biography ; to which I
aso, one day, by hand and tongue, might
contribute." Thus, at the tender age of eight,
the Vindicator of Cromwell and the most brilliant
historian of the French Revolution got the first
glimpse of the work that had been given him
to do.



CHAPTER IV

The boy bookworm—His first schoolmaster—Classical lessons at
the Manse—The Hinterschlag gymnasium at Annan—At
Burns's grave.

BEFORE the first-born of James Carlyle had
entered his second year, the improving circum-
stances of the father enabled him to move from the
small house over the Arch, or " Pend,” as it is
called in Scotland, to a more commodious dwell-
ing—a two-storeyed cottage, away from the coach
road, in a lane which used to be called " Matthew
Murray's Close,” but which is now known as
" Carlyle's Close." In this house all the other
eight children were born, and here Thomas was
brought up. After undergoing a number of
changes, the tenement at length became the village
butchery, or " slaughter house,” as they phrase
it in the North. Almost from his infancy Carlyle
was a great reader. In a cottage close by there
lived an aged woman, Mrs. Milligan, who, when a
girl, had often nursed Thomas, and " given him
many a ride upon her back " ; and, according to
her testimony, which agreed with that of other
contemporaries, he was always a thoughtful and
studious child, who mixed little with the village
children, or even with his own brothers or sisters,
66
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having a greater relish for the society of his grand-
father and other grown up people, and who was
fond of roaming about the fields and hills, always
with a book in his hand. In Sartor he himself
tells us that he could not remember ever to have
learned reading ; " so perhaps had it by nature."
What printed thing soever he could meet with,
he read; and all his pocket money, never more
than copper, he laid out on stall literature, by
which is signified, we presume, those penny chap-
books that were then the sole literature for the
people ; which, as they accumulated, he with his
own hands sowed into volumes. " By this means
was the young head furnished with a considerable
miscellany of things and shadows of things:
History in authentic fragments lay mingled with
fabulous chimeras, wherein also was reality ; and
the whole not as dead stuff, but as living pabulum,
tolerably nutritive for a mind as yet so peptic."”
He was early noted for his extraordinary memory.
At the age of five he could repeat the heads and
particulars of any sermon he heard, a greater feat,
in those days of " painful " preachers and long
sermons, than it would be in our more superficial
time. As a boy he exhibited considerable ability
as an orator, and on one occasion, at some local
public discussion, he astonished the audience, in-
cluding even his own father, by an extraordinary
burst of eloquence.

Of his schoolmasters, using the word in its
technical 3ense, he does not speak very respect-
fully. " Of the insignificant portion of my educa-
tion which depended on schools, there need almost
no notice be taken." He must have been little
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more than an infant when he was sent to the parish
school, then taught by a poor dominie of the
" stickit minister " genus, one William Gullen by
name, whose portrait makes a pathetic passage in
Sartor, and the sad story of whose life might be
worth telling, had it been preserved in an authentic
form. According to the local tradition, he seems,
like too many of his kind, to have been harshly
used by the parish ministerl; and this is so far
borne out by Carlyle's account of him—" a down-
bent, broken-hearted, under-foot martyr,"” who, if
he did little for his pupil, had at least " the merit
of discovering that he could do little "; and whom
we are bound to think of respectfully, since he
had the insight to discern the powers that were
lying waiting development in the little Carlyle,
whom he pronounced " agenius." Without hesita-
tion, he declared that he was fit for the learned
professions, and must be sent to the Grammar
School, and one day to the University. The
struggling dominie, it is said, was driven, by the
persecution of the minister, to emigrate to America,
and no more was ever heard of him at home.
The schoolhouse is still standing, close to the
churchyard, facing the Hoddam Road—a long
cottage-like building, in a tolerable state of repair,
said to have been built with the stones of the
ancient church of St. Fechan, from which the
village derives its name. Many years have elapsed
since a more commodious schoolhouse was erected,
and the old one was reduced to serving the purpose
of a poorhouse for the reception of " casuals.”

Carlyle was only in his eighth year when he
was transferred to the Academy, or Grammar
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School, of Annan, where his father had once been
a pupil, and upon which he bestows the significant
name of " the Hinterschlag Gymnasium."
According to all accounts, it must have well de-
served the unsavoury title, for the master, even
at that period of educational brutality, was dis-
tinguished for the unmerciful severity of his
punishments. Adam Hope was his rather inap-
propriate name ; he knew syntax enough, " and
of the human soul thus much—that it had a faculty
called memory, and could be acted on through the
muscular integument by appliance of birch rods.”
Hope was also the teacher of Edward Irving, and
it is only doing justice to his memory to say, that
Irving used to ascribe to his tutor's severity the
scholarship which his own disposition would not
have led him to acquire. He often had his ears
pinched by the master till they bled. Young as
he was, it would seem that Carlyle had acquired
the elements of Latin before going to Annan,
having been assisted in the task by a student son
of the Secession minister of Ecclefechan, who
taught a class in his father's manse when he was
at home during the University recess. There is
alocal tradition that it was the mother who insisted
on her eldest boy having the advantage of this
classical training. Old James wished little
Thomas to " gang and work," which set the child
book-worm a-crying bitterly. He told his mother
that he wanted to keep to his " buiks " ; and her
gentle influence prevailed, against the paternal de-
cision, in securing for her first-born the greatest
wish of his heart. It is a story that has been
repeated in many a humble Scottish home. Young
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Johnston, the minister's son, was wont to tell in
after years how he discovered that the boy (not
yet eight years old) had been privately studying
his Latin Rudiments with great industry, but that
his grammar and construction were in a chaotic
state. After three months drill, however, little
Thomas had succeeded in grasping the intricacies
of both, and could translate Virgil and Homer
with an ease that astonished his tutor.’

The precocity of the child is attested by the
marvellously distinct impression which he retained
of that " red sunny Whitsuntide morning," when,
trotting the six intervening miles, full of hope,
by his father's side, he entered the main street of
Annan, " and saw its steeple-clock (then striking
eight) and jail, and the aproned or disaproned
burghers moving in to breakfast." A little dog
was rushing past, in mad terror, with a tin kettle
which some human imps had tied to its tail ; this,
and all the other details of the scene, fix them-
selves in his memory, and are reproduced nearly
thirty years afterwards with the quaint fidelity of

1 A friend of Mr. Johnston's writes :—" Carlyle continued to
retain a warm affection for Mr. Johnston, who, for a considerable
time, occupied a Preshyterian pulpit in Jersey City, New York.
They frequently corresponded, and Mr. Johnston received a copy
of every work Carlyle produced. He watched the tendencies of
Carlyle's religious views, sometimes with regret, and sometimes
with pleasure. When he forwarded his ' Letters and Speeches
of Oliver Cromwell,” Mr. Johnston wrote, thanking him, and
complimenting him for his thorough appreciation of the sound-
ness of the Calvinistic principles; but following this great work
came his biography of John Sterling, which completely de-
molished Mr. Johnston's hopes concerning the soundness of
his old pupil's religious views."
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a Dutch painter. The bullies of the school were
cruel to the little boy from Ecclefechan, taking
advantage of " his small personal stature,” and
also of the unwillingness to fight which his mother
had succeeded in planting in him as a fundamental
principle of action; and he wept so often under
their tyranny " that he was nicknamed the Tearful,
which epithet, till towards his thirteenth year, was
not quite unmerited." At rare intervals, how-
ever, " the young soul burst forth into fire-eyed
rage, and, with a stormfulness under which the
boldest quailed," he asserted his rights, in defiance
of his mother's law.

Even in his purchasing of chap-books before
he left home, it is hardly possible that he could
have observed with strictness the rigid rule laid
down by his father against all works of fiction ;
but, under the milder sway of the cooper in whose
house he lodged at Annan, the paternal injunc-
tions were no doubt set aside with even greater
freedom, for he tells how " he remembered few
happier days than the one on which he ran off
into the fields to read Roderick Random, and how
inconsolable he was that he could not get the
second volume." " To this day," he added, " |
think few writers equal to Smollett "—an estimate
that may be ascribed, in part at least, to the sweet
memory of that day in which he drank the stolen
waters. So far as the school was concerned, his
time at Annan, according to his own report,
was utterly wasted, the teaching being purely
mechanical ; but he " went about, as was his wont,
among the craftsmen's workshops, there learning
many things," and he also got good from " some
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small store of curious reading " — probably in-
cluding that fragment of the forbidden Smollett
—which he found at the house where he lodged.
It confirms our faith in the strictly autobio-
graphical character of Sartor when we learn that
it was actually a cooper's house, the cooper being
a relation of his father's.

It is, perhaps, not unworthy of note that one
of Carlyle's schoolfellows at Annan was Thomas
Burns, a nephew of the poet, who subsequently
became parish minister of Monkton, in Ayrshire,
and died at Dunedin, where he was Free Church
minister and Chancellor of the University of Otago,
in 1871. While at Monkton he betrayed a dislike
to any mention of his illustrious uncle being made
in his presence. The good man came to know
better as the years went by ; and at the antipodes
he enjoyed the lustre that was reflected upon him
from the chief of Scottish song. It was probably
during the Annan days that Carlyle went to
Dumfries to see the grave of Burns. This glimpse
of his boyhood, a picture that must henceforth
be treasured in the Scottish heart, he gave to an
American; visitor not long before his death during
a walk from Chelsea to Piccadilly. He told of his
early admiration of Burns—how he used to creep
into the churchyard of Dumfries, when a little
boy, and find the tomb of the poet, and sit and
read the simple inscription by the hour. " There
it was," said he, "in the midst of poor fellow-
labourers and artisans, and the name—Robert
Burns | " At morn,, at noon, and eventide, he loved
to go and read that name. Thus were thoughts
dimly suggested to the mind of the boy, that
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quickened and grew, till at length, in his man-
hood, they found expression in what was the first
—and seems likely to be the last—worthy and all-
sufficing exposition of the life and works of the

Scottish bard.



CHAPTER V

The secession kirk—Carlyle's portrait of Dr. Lawson—Letter to
a pastor's widow—Another link with Burns.

CARLYLE'S parents were Nonconformists ; and it
was in the Secesson Church at Ecclefechan, of
which his father and mother were members, that
he received such nutriment as the Scottish pulpit
was destined to bestow upon him in his early years.
Those who know what that particular branch of
the Church was at the dawn of the century, and
especially the character of its leading lights, will
have no difficulty, as they read his works, in dis-
cerning the permanent mark which this part of
his youthful culture left upon his mind and heart.
It was a Church which had its origin in the
attachment of the best part of the Scottish nation
to two things without which a true Church is simply
impossible—purity of doctrine and life, and free-
dom of administration. Its chief founders were
Ebenezer and Ralph Erskine, the former of whom,
along with three other parish ministers, had been
expelled from their ministerial charges by the
General Assembly in 1733 for their faithful protest
against the worldly policy which had degraded the
doctrine and the life of the Established Church,
besides annihilating the rights of the people by the

74
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infliction of the tyrannical Law of Patronage. In
1747 the new communion, which, however, repre-
sented the old spirit of the Scottish people, was
unhappily broken into two sections by a difference
of opinion with respect to the burgess oath, which
imposed on all who swore it a pledge " to profess
and allow the true religion presently professed
within this realm, and authorised by the laws
thereof.” Some held that the swearing of this
oath was virtual approval of the Establishment
with all its corruptions ; others maintained that
the oath referred only to the true religion as
professed, but did not involve any approval of
the mode of its settlement by the State. The
controversy led to a separation. The party which
objected to the taking of the oath formed itself
into the General Associate Synod ; the other
section retained the original title of Associate
Synod. The former body were popularly styled
the Anti-Burghers, the latter the Burghers—names
that remained in use long after they had ceased
to represent any living reality.

The church at Ecclefechan belonged to the
Burgher branch of the Secession. Its pastor, the
Rev. John Johnston, was a notable man, an excel-
lent scholar, and in every other essential respect
the model of what a Christian minister ought to
be. He had studied theology under Professor
Brown of Haddington ; and he was himself the
first classical tutor of a carpenter's son in Peebles-
shire, who made his mark on the spiritual history
of Scotland as Professor Lawson of Selkirk. The
lines in Sartor that may be construed as bearing
at least some reference to the church which Carlyle
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attended with his parents are few, but they are
impressive. " The highest whom | knew on earth
| here saw bowed down, with awe unspeakable,
before a Higher in Heaven : such things, especi-
ally in infancy, reach inwards to the very core
of your being ; mysteriously does a Holy of Holies
build itself into visibility in the mysterious
deeps ; and Reverence, the divinest in man, springs
forth undying from its mean envelopment of Fear."

The United Presbyterian Church, * in which
nearly all sections of the Seceders were happily
included, prior to its own union in 1900 with
the Free Church of Scotland, is represented at
Ecclefechan to-day by a handsome Gothic edifice,
situated close by the churchyard, with a sguare
clock tower—the most conspicuous object in the
village ; but it was in a rude little meeting-house,
in no wise differing from the cottages of the
peasantry, and which the pilgrim may still see
standing by the roadside as he walks from the
railway station to the village, that the young soul
was impressed with the awe to which he has given
such memorable utterance.

More fully, both in conversation and in letters,
did Carlyle, down to his closing years on the
earth, testify to the depth and duration of that
hallowed influence. Oftener than once he was
heard to declare, " | have seen many capped and
equipped bishops, and other episcopal dignitaries ;

! » We had the pleasure of visiting the locality in the month of
Augudt lagt, and found several relatives of Mr. Carlyle, all in com-
fortable circumstances, and mostly connected with the United
Presbyterian Church."—Thomas Carlyle: (he Man and Teacher.
By David Hodge, M.A. Ardrossan: Arthur Guthrie. 1873.
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but I have never seen one who more beautifully
combined in himself the Christian and the Christian
gentleman than did Mr. Johnston." To the blind
preacher Milburn, from America, he said (in 1860)
that " it was very pleasant to see his father in
his daily and weekly relations with the minister.
They had been friends from youth. That minister
[he must have said the minister's son] was the
first person that ever taught me Latin, and |
am not sure but that he laid a very great curse
upon me in so doing. | think it is likely |
should have been a wiser man, and certainly a
godlier one, if | had followed in my father's steps,
and left Greek and Latin to the fools that wanted
them." !

When the summer communions came round
there often stood by the village pastor's side, in
the pulpit at Ecclefechan, his old pupil, now the
learned and pious Professor from the little Seces-
sion Academy at Selkirk ; and that these occasions
were not forgotten by at least one youthful hearer
has been put beyond dispute by the testimony
of Carlyle himself. When the late Dr. John Mac-
farlane, of Glasgow, latterly of Clapham, published
his memoir of Lawson, he sent a copy of the
book to the aged philosopher at Chelsea, and
received (in 1870) an acknowledgment which was

! Thomas Carlyle : His Life, his Books, his Theories. By Alfred
H. Guernsey. New York, 1879. Milburn, who dictated the
recollections of his conversation with Carlyle to Mr. Guernsey,
makes Carlyle say that his father was " an elder of theKirk." and
that his pastor was " minister of the parish." The reporter must
have forgotten the exact words that were really used by Carlyle.
The report throughout is evidently a very free one, though
bearing the marks of general authenticity.
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probably the most fondly-cherished guerdon for
what had been his labour of love. " Your Bio-
graphy of Dr. Lawson" wrote Carlyle, " has
interested me not a little, bringing present to me
from afar much that it is good to be reminded
of ; strangely awakening many thoughts, many
scenes and recollections of forty, of sixty years
ago—all now grown very sad to me, but also very
beautiful and solemn. It seems to me | gather
from your narrative and from his own letters a
perfectly credible account of Dr. Lawson's
character, course of life, and labours in the
world ; and the reflection rises in me that perhaps
there was not in the British Island a more com-
pletely genuine, pious-minded, diligent, and faith-
ful man. Altogether original too, peculiar to
Scotland, and, so far as | can guess, unique even
there and then. England will never know him
out of any book—or, at least, it would take the
genius of a Shakspere to make him known by
that method ; but if England did, it might much
and wholesomely astonish her. Seen in his
intrinsic character, no simpler-minded, more
perfect ' lover of wisdom," do | know of in that
generation.  Professor Lawson, you may believe,
was a great man in my boy circle ; never spoken
of but with reverence and thankfulness by those
| loved best. In a dim but singularly conclusive
way | can still remember seeing him, and even
hearing him preach (though of that latter, except
the fact of it, | retain nothing) ; but of the figure,
face, tone, dress, | have a vivid impression (per-
haps about my twelfth year, i.e, summer of
1807-8) ; it seems to me he had even a better



THOMAS CARLYLE 79

face than in vyour frontispiece—more strength,
sagacity, shrewdness, simplicity, a broader jaw,
more hair of his own) (I don't much remember
any wig) ; altogether a most superlative steel-
grey Scottish peasant (and Scottish Socrates of
the period) ; really, as | now perceive, more like
the twin brother of that Athenian Socrates who
went about, supreme in Athens, in wooden shoes,
than any man | have ever ocularly seen. Many
other figures in your narrative were, by name or
person, familiar to my eyes or mind, in that far-
off period of my life."

Not unworthy to be ranked with this is the
letter addressed in 1868 to the widow of a United
Presbyterian minister, who had edited a volume
of her husband's sermons, and sent a copy to
Carlyle. " Your gentle, sad, and modest gift,"
he replied, " is mournful and affecting to me.
| received it with thanks, and it shall be among
my precious things. Well do | understand your
desolate feelings ; and what pious beauty was in
the noble labours you undertook for the sake of
him that is gone ; the fruit of which is this book,
which | doubt not will be a spiritual benefit to
many. May it be a blessing to many ; as to
yourself, | cannot doubt, it has already been I
An admirable work ; and a difficult, and at last
a successful—possible perhaps to you alone of the
living! | know well what of solacement and
sacred assuagement to a bitter sorrow must have
been in it, and much approve of your courageous
wisdom, and still augur well of you. Human
sympathy, alas, cannot help ; only time and devout
reflection—and above all, strenuous employment
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—in doing what remains to be done. Only once
did | s the loved partner whom you have lost ;
but I marked deeply in him the features of a
faithful, steadfast, and piously high-minded man,—
as indeed | had been taught to expect by what
my dear, sincere, and pious mother often said of
him. Your loss, | se how immense it is, and
how vain is speech upon it. | will only say,
may you have comfort springing from your own
faithful, brave, and loving soul, inspired (we may
well say) from a higher source."

Dean Stanley, in a sermon preached in West-
minster Abbey on the day following Carlyle's
death, asserted that Carlyle " still clung, amidst
all the vicissitudes of his long existence," to " the
Church of Scotland." The Dean was so intimately
conversant with Scottish ecclesiastical history, that
he ought to have perceived the misleading tendency
of such a phrase. It may not be out of place
here to note that Dean Stanley, in his entertaining
Lectures on the History of the Church of Scot-
land, describes Burns as " the prodigal son of the
Church of Scotland,” and alleges that " the kindly
and genial spirit of the philosophic clergy and laity
saved him from being driven, by the extravagant
pretensions of the popular Scottish religion, into
absolute unbelief." The lecturer does not seem
to have known the fact, that what the poet really
thought of " the philosophic clergy " of the Estab-
lishment was placed beyond all doubt by the selec-
tion he made at Dumfries, when he took seats
for himself and his family in the Secession Kirk,
of which the Rev. William Inglis was pastor.
When Burns was asked by some one, in a taunting
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tone, why he condescended to listen to the preach-
ing of a Seceder, he replied, " |1 go to hear Mr.
Inglis because he preaches what he believes, and
practises what he preaches." We have been told
by a grandson of Mr. Inglis, of a circumstance
not noticed in any of the biographies of Burns.
Mr. Inglis was the Christian pastor who attended
the poet on his death-bed ; and to him Burns
" expressed the deepest penitence for his im-
morality, ,and for his profane and licentious
writings." This fact our informant had from his
father, who, when a youth, frequently saw Burns.
Mr. Inglis, though he had been settled in his
ministerial charge at Dumfries as early as 1765,
performed all its duties till 1810, and was able
to preach till the time of his death, in 1826.
Though he was an Anti-Burgher, it is not im-
probable that he may have had amongst his occa-
sional hearers the lad in the neighbouring village,
who was, so many years afterwards, to give the
world an imperishable portrait of Lawson of
Selkirk. If this was the case, that old Dumfries
Seceder is doubly worthy of remembrance, since
it fell to his lot to preach the gospel needed
by all men—and that in lowly meeting-houses,
upon which the world hardly bestowed a look,
or, at the utmost, only a glance of scorn—to Robert
Burns and Thomas Carlyle.



CHAPTER VI

Meets Edward Irving—Enters the university—The literary and
social life of Edinburgh—His teachers: Brown, Playfair,
Leslie—The spiritual crisis—Turns from the pulpit—His
;‘_ather's grief—Origin of his Dyspepsia—Poverty and Lone-
iness.

THOUGH the Ecclefechan boy must have spent the
greater part of six years in the native town of a
contemporary who was to be his first friend, out-
side the domestic precinct, Carlyle had entered his
fourteenth year before he met Edward Irving.
That in so small a town he had got earlier glimpses
of him, is extremely probable; but they did not
come together till 1809. In the exquisitely tender
obituary of his friend, a tribute that stands un-
rivalled in the whole compass of our prose litera-
ture, written for the Fraser of January 1835, he
says :—" The first time | saw Irving was six-and
twenty years ago, in his native town, Annan. He
was fresh from Edinburgh, with College prizes,
high character and promise ; he had come to see
our schoolmaster, who had also been his. We
heard of famed Professors, of high matters,
classical, mathematical, a whole Wonderland of
Knowledge : nothing but joy, health, hopefulness

without end, looked out from the blooming young
82
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man." ! That meeting was freighted with momen-
tous issues for Carlyle. "But for Irving, | had
never known what the communion of manwith man
means." And it was through Irving that he was
to meet the future partner of his life, the true
helpmate to whom, when his work was nearly done,
he ascribed all of worth that he had been able to
achieve in the world.

It was not long after that first meeting till
Carlyle followed Irving to the " Wonderland.”
He was but a boy of fourteen when, in 1810, he
matriculated at Edinburgh. His extreme youth
may account, in part at least, for the scantiness
of the information that we possess respecting his
student life at the University, and aso for the
comparative faintness of the impression which the
literary and social characteristics of the city seem
to have made upon him. It was, perhaps, the most
brilliant epoch in the history of the Scottish
capital. The whole atmosphere of the place
was richly charged with intellectual ozone. The
charm of its social life at that period has been
depicted in such works as Mrs. Fletcher's Auto-
biography; its literary and political activity is
reflected with even greater vivacity in the kindred
masterpieces of Lord Cockburn. The great Tory

Y Irving had just taken his M.A. degree. All accounts concur
in representing him as perhaps the noblest-looking youth in
Annandale. Allan Cunningham said he could not enter a village
but he caught the admiring attention of both old and young.
" Once, when a boy," said aresident in Annan to Irving's earliest
biographer, poor Washington Wilks, " | went to Ecclef echan Fair
with my father ; every one was looking at a very tall young man,

with a pony. | asked my father who it was, and he said,
Irving, the tanner's son, that's training to be a preacher."
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rival of the Edinburgh Review had been started
in the year preceding that in which Carlyle entered
the city of Sir Walter Scott and Jeffrey; the
Lady of the Lake was but newly issued from the
press. Brougham had not long left for London;
but Harry Erskine, a purer patriot and a greater
lawyer, as well as the most brilliant wit of his day,
was still adorning the Scottish bar. OIld Henry
Mackenzie, author of The Man of Feeling, and
of the first critical essay recognising the genius
of Burns, xemained as a relic of the generation
which had Hume and Robertson among its central
figures, and was still able to enliven the conversa-
tion with reminiscences of men and manners gone
by. Old Sir Harry Moncreiff, the successor of Dr.
John Erskine as leader of the Evangelicals, was
reminding visitors to the General Assembly of
Jupiter among the lesser gods ; and the polished
and persuasive Alison, father of the coming
historian of Europe, was worthily representing the
" church of deportment " in the city of John Knox.
Mrs. Grant of Laggan and Mrs. Elizabeth Hamil-
ton were each centres of most agreeable society,
in which one was sure to find the ladies listening
to the brilliant talk of the little dictator who was
controlling the public taste and policy through the
lately-invented medium of the great Whig Review.
In the University, Dr. Thomas Brown, most
poetical of philosophers, was just stepping into
the chair vacated by Dugald Stewart ; Playfair,
the tutor of Lord John Russell, was the Professor
of Natural Philosophy ; and Leslie, who, the year
before, had issued his Elements of Geometry, was
teaching mathematics.
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But the seat of the most popular poetry and the
most influential criticisms of the time does not
seem to have stirred the blood of the singular boy
from Ecclefechan. It is no doubt true that, when
he addressed the students as their Lord Rector in
1866, he spoke kindly of his " dear old Alma
Mater," and told how, fifty-six years before, he had
entered the city " with feelings of wonder and
awe-struck expectation." These feelings, however,
he does not appear long to have retained ; and
they had certainly vanished when he was writing
Sartor.  There he gives a description of his Uni-
versity almost less flattering than the account of
his school experiences in his native village and at
Annan. " Out of England and Spain,” says
Teufelsdrockh, " ours was the worst of all hitherto
discovered Universities." The professors, "sta-
tioned at the gates, to declare aloud that it was
a University, and exact considerable admission
fees," he pictures as no better than the " hide-
bound pedants” and " mechanica Gerund-
grinders " of Dumfriesshire, concerning whom he
had already declared that, in a subsequent century,
teachers quite as effective " will be manufactured
at Niirnberg out of wood and leather." In the
above-mentioned address he did not name one of
his old teachers ; and it was only too evident that
he hurried over the subject of his own connection
with the place as quickly as possible. It was the
opinion of some of his contemporaries, the ready
victims of exuberant eloguence, that Brown was
the superior of his predecessor ; but this estimate
was not shared by Carlyle. The only Edinburgh
Professor of that day he names in any of his writ-
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ings is Dugald Stewart—" a name venerable to all
Europe,” he says, " and to none more dear and
venerable than ourselves." Of Brown, on the other
hand, he never spoke in private except under the
derisive title of " Miss Brown,” or " the little
man who spouted poetry." Even the most enthusi-
astic admirers of Stewart's successor acknowledged
that his manner was strongly marked by affecta-
tion, and that while his poetry (as Dr. Gregory
observed) was too philosophical, his philosophy
was too poetical. Carlyle turned away from his too
liquid and musical diction with disgust. Against
Playfair it is well known that he bore a grudge,
and not without a cause ; for, after having worked
hard in that professor's class, the certificate he
got was exceedingly cold and reserved. As Lord
Rector, Carlyle counselled the students to be dili-
gent in their attention to what their teachers told
them ; but, according to all accounts, he had not
himself observed this rule very strictly in the case
of some at least of his own professors. Though
we hear of his having secured one honour, he was
far too discursive a reader to be one of the model
prize-taking class of students. Indeed, he is said
to have been the most omnivorous reader who ever
passed within the portals of the University. In
Sartor the library is described as " small " and
"ill-chosen " ; but he adds that from his chaos
he " succeeded in fishing up more books, perhaps,
than had been known to the very keepers thereof."
These, indeed, did not suffice to satiate his craving
for books; and it is alleged that, after having
exhausted the University library, he did the same
by several circulating librariesin thecity, including
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the one which had been founded by Allan Ramsay.
Yet it would be a mistake to suppose that he was
not a real student, though he failed to concentrate
his attention upon any one special subject or set of
subjects, and left the University without a degree.
Nay, it is likely that he profited more than most
by the culture which the place afforded. "What
vain jargon of controversial metaphysics, ety-
mology, and mechanical manipulation, falsely
named science, was current there, |, indeed, learned
better, perhaps, than the most. Among eleven
hundred youths, there will not be wanting some
eleven eager to learn. By collision with such, a
certain warmth, a certain polish, was communi-
cated ; by instinct and happy accident, | took
less to rioting than to thinking and reading, which
latter, also, | was free to do." In the same
passage of Sartor he states that he learned, on his 1
own strength, to " read fluently in ailmost all culti-
vated languages, on amost all subjects and '
sciences”  Almost in the same words, he told
the students in 1866 that what he had found the
University do for him was, that it taught him to
read " in various languages and various sciences,”
so that e could go into the books that treated
of these things, and try anything he wanted to
make himself master of gradually, as he found it
suit him. In spite of the vast extent of his read-
ing, it was proba