THE CORRESPONDENCE OF CARLYLE AND EMERSON.

In the deluge of “new books,” in which so
many of us at present are occupied in swim-
ming for our lives, it is not often that there
floats toward us a pair of volumes so well
deserving to be arrested in their passage as
this substantial record * of a beautiful and
distinguished friendship. The book has a
high interest, and we have found it even more
absorbing than we expected. Itis only super-
ficially, indeed, that it may be spoken of as
new ; for the persons and things it commemo-
rates have already receded —so fast we move
to-day—into a kind of historical perspective.
The last letter that passed between the corre-
spondents is of the date only of 1872; Car-
lyle died nine and Emerson ten years later.
But we seem to see them from a distance:
the united pair presents itself in something
of the uplifted relief of a group on canvas or
in marble. They have become, as I say, his-
torical ; so many of their emotions, their dis-
cussions, their interests, their allusions belong
to a past which is already remote. It was,
in fact, in the current of an earlier world that
the Correspondence began. The first letter,
which is from Emerson as the last is from
Carlyle, is of the date of 1834. Emerson was
the voice of New England in those days, and
New England has changed not a little.  There
is something peculiarly young and tender in
the social scene in which we see him engaged;
for, in the interval that separates us from
the period included in the whole of the first
of these volumes and in the greater part of
the second, a great many things have come
and gone. The questions of those years are
not the questions of these. There were more
questions then, perhaps ; at least, they made
more show. It may seem to the reader of
Emerson’s early letters that at that time there
was nothing in New England but questions.
There were very few things, and even few
persons. Emerson’s personal references are
rare. Bronson Alcott, W. E. Channing,
Margaret Fuller, Thoreau, an occasional
American about to go to Europe, carrying a
letter or a book to Carlyle, constitute 1n this
direction the chief objects of mention. Tran-
scendentalism has come and gone, and the
abolition of slavery, and the novelty of the
Unitarian creed, and the revelation of Goethe,
and the doctrine of a vegetable diet, and a

® The Correspondence of Thomas Carlyle and
Ralph Waldo Emerson. 1834-1872. In two volumes.
Boston: J. R. Osgood & Co., 1883.
Vor. XXVI.—26.

great many other reforms then deemed urgent.
Carlyle’s extraordinary personality has, more-
over, thanks to recent publications, revealed
itself with unlooked-for vividness. Of few
distinguished men has the public come into
such complete possession so soon after death
has unlocked the cabinets. The deeply inter-
esting volumes given to the world so promptly
by Mr. Froude, have transmuted the great
Scotch humorist from a remote and mysteri-
ous personage—however portentous, disclos-
ing himself in dusky, smoky ejaculations and
rumblings —into a definite and measurable,
an almost familiar figure, with every feature
marked and every peculiarity demonstrated.
We know Carlyle, in short; we may look at
him at our ease, and the advantage, though
we have enjoyed it but for a year or two, has
become part of our modern illumination.
When we receive new contributions accord-
ingly, we know what to do with them, and
where, as the phrase is, to fit them in; they
find us prepared. I should add that if we
know Carlyle, we know him in a great meas-
ure because he was so rich, so original a
letter-writer. The letters in Mr. Froude’s vol-
umes constituted the highest value of those
memorials and led us to look for entertain-
ment as great in the Correspondence which
Mr. Charles Eliot Norton had had for some
time in his keeping, and which, though his
name does not appear on the title-page, he
has now edited with all needful judgment and
care. Carlyle takes his place among the first
of English, among the very first of all letter-
writers. All his great merits come out in this
form of expression; and his defects are not
felt as defects, but only as striking character-
istics and as tones in the picture. Original-
ity, nature, humor, imagination, freedom, the
disposition to talk, the play of mood, the
touch of confidence — these qualities, of which
the letters are full, will, with the aid of an
inimitable use of language—a style which
glances at nothing that it does not render
grotesque,—preserve their life for readers
even further removed from the octasion than
ourselves, and for whom possibly the vogue of
Carlyle’s published writings in his day will be
to a certain degree a subject of wonder. The
light thrown upon his character by the mass
of evidence edited by Mr. Froude had not
embellished the image nor made the reader’s
sympathy advance at the same pace as his
curiosity. But the volumes that lie before us
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seemed to promise a more genial sort of testi-
mony, and the promise has been partly kept.
Carlyle is here in intercourse with a friend for
whom, almost alone among the persons with
whom he had dealings, he appears to have
entertained a sentiment of respect—a con-
stancy of affection untinged by that humorous
contempt in which (in most cases) he indulges
when he wishes to be kind, and which was
the best refuge open to him from his other
alternative of absolutely savage mockery. Of
the character, the sincerity, the genius, the
many good offices of his American correspond-
ent, he appears to have had an appreciation
which, even in his most invidious hours, never
belied itself. It is singular, indeed, that
throughout his intercourse with Emerson he
never appears to have known the satiric fury
which he directed at so many other objects—
accepting his friend ez bloc, once for all, with
reservations and protests so light that, as ad-
dressed to Emerson’s own character, they are
only a finer form of consideration. Emerson,on
the other hand, who was so much more kindly
a judge, so much more luminous a nature,
holds off, as the phrase is, comparatively, and
expresses, at times, at least, the disapproba-
tion of silence. Carlyle wasthe more constant
writer of the two, especially toward the end
of their correspondence; he constantly ex-
presses the desire to hear from Emerson often-
er. The latter had not an abundant epistolary
impulse; the form and style of his letters,
charming as they are, is in itself a proof of
that. But there were evidently certain direc-
tions in which he could not go with his friend,
who has likewise sundry tricks of style which
act at times even upon the placid nerves of
the inventor of Transcendentalism. He thinks,
for instance, that Carlyle’s satire of the “ gig-
mania” has been overdone; and this, although
Emerson himself was as little as possible of
a gigmaniac. I must add that it would be
wrong to suppose that the element of reserve,
or of calculated silence, plays in the least a
striking part in the letters of either. There is
nothing more striking, and nothing finer, than
their confident frankness. Altogether the
charm of the book is that as one reads it one
is in excellent company. Two men of rare
and beautiful genius converse with each other,
and the conversation is a kind of exhibition.
There was something almost dramatic in
the *beginning of their friendship. Emerson,
a young Bostonian, then unknown, went to
Europe for the first time in 1833. He had
read Carlyle’s contributions to the ¢ Edin-
burgh Review,” and on his return from Italy,
spending the summer in England, had no
greater care than to become acquainted with
the author. Carlyle, hardly better known
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then than Emerson,— poor, struggling, lonely,
discouraged, but pregnant with all his future
eloquence,—was spending at the farm of
Craigenputtock, in the south of Scotland,
those melancholy, those almost savage years
of which we have so rich a report in the let-
ters and journals published by Mr. Froude.
«] found the house amid desolate, heathery
hills, where the lonely scholar nourished his
mighty heart.” So writes Emerson in the
first chapter of the ¢ English Traits.” The
two spent a day of early autumn together,
walking over the moors, and when they sep-
arated it was with a presentiment of the fut-
ure and a conviction on the part of each
that he had made a rare acquisition. Carlyle
has commemorated in several places the ap-
parition of the generous young American,—
“one of the most lovable creatures in him-
self that we had ever looked upon,” he wrote
to his mother ; and toward the end of his life,
in one of these letters, he glances back at it
in the tenderest manner, across the years.
«T shall never forget the visitor,” at a later
date, too, Mrs. Carlyle wrote, “who years
ago, in the desert, descended on us out of the
clouds, as it were, and made one day there
look like enchantment for us, and left me
weeping that it was only one day.” Emerson
went back to America, and the first letter in
this collection is of the date of nine months
later— May, 1834. Thisletter contains, by the
way, an allusion to Carlyle’s situation at that
time, which, in the light thrown upon his state
of mind and circumstances at Craigenputtock
by the “lonely scholar’s” own letters, jour-
nals, and reminiscences, may provoke a smile.
¢« remembered with joy the favored condi-
tion of my lonely philosopher, his happiest
wedlock, his fortunate temper, his steadfast
simplicity, his all means of happiness—not,”
Emerson indeed adds, * that I had the re-
motest hope that he should so far depart from
his theories as to expect happiness.” Car-
lyle’s fortunate temper and steadfast simplic-
ity sound to-day like bold touches of satire.
It is true that his idiosyncrasies were as yet
more or less undeveloped. The Correspond-
ence speedily became brisk, the more so that,
in the winter of 1834—3, Carlyle had settled
himself in London, that life and work had
opened to him with a somewhat better prom-
ise, and that the transmission to his Amer-
ican disciple of his new compositions offered
repeated occasion for letters.

They pass with frequency for the following
fifteen years, when there 1 an interruption
of a twelvemonth. They begin again in 1850,
and continue at the rate of two or three a
year, till 1836. After this they are less fre-
quent, though the mutual regard of the
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writers evidently knew no diminution. In
1872, Emerson went abroad again (he had
visited England for a second time in 1847);
and after his return the letters cease. Many of
the early ones are occupied with the question
of the republication of Carlyle’s writings in
America. Emerson took upon himself to pre-
sent ““ Sartor Resartus” and some of its suc-
cessors to the American public, and he con-
stantly reports to the author upon the progress
of this enterprise. He transmits a great
many booksellers’ accounts as well as a con-
siderable number of bills of exchange, and
among the American publishers is a most faith-
ful and zealous representative of his friend.
Some of these details, which are very numer-
ous, are tedious; but they are interesting at the
same time, and Mr. Norton has done well to
print them all. In the light of the present
relations of British authors to the American
public, they are curious reading. There ap-
pears to have been a fortunate moment (it
was not of long duration) when it was pos-
sible for the British author to reap something
of a harvest here. It would appear that, be-
tween 1838 and 1847, Emerson sent Carlyle
some five hundred and thirty pounds, the
proceeds of the sale of several of his works in
this country. The sum is not large, but it
must be measured by the profit that he had
up to that time derived in England. It was
in Boston that “ Sartor Resartus,” with which
the English publishers would have so little
to do, first made its way into the light, after
a precarious and abbreviated transit through
“ Fraser's Magazine.” * It will be a very brave
day,” Carlyle wrote in 1838, after Emerson
had made arrangements for the issue of the
“ French Revolution” in Boston, “it will be
a very brave day when cash actually reaches
me, no matter what the number of the coins,
whether seven or seven hundred, out of
Yankee-land; and strange enough, what 1s
not unlikely, if it be the firsf cash I realize
for that piece of work— Angle-land continu-
ing still zzsolvent to me.” Six years later, in
1844, he writes, on the occasion of a remit-
tance from Emerson of thirty-six pounds,
“ America, I think, is like an amiable family
tea-pot; you think it is all out long since,
and lo, the valuable implement yields you
another cup, and another!” Encouragement
had come to him from America as well as
money; and there is something touching in
the care with which Emerson assures him of
the growth of his public on this side of the
ocean, and of there being many ingenuous
young persons of both sexes to whom his
writings are as meat and drink. We had
learned from Mr. Froude’s publications that
his beginnings were difficult; but this Cor-
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respondence throws a new light upon those
grim years—I mean in exposing more defi-
nitely the fact that he was for some time on
the point of coming to seek his fortune in this
country. Both his own and Emerson’s early
letters are full of allusions to this possible
voyage : for Emerson, in particular, the idea
appears to have a fascination ; he returns to
it again and again, keeps it constantly before
his correspondent, never ceases to express his
desire that Carlyle should embark for Boston.
There was a plan of his giving lectures in the
United States, and Emerson, at Carlyle's
request, collects all possible information as
to the expenses and the rewards of such an
attempt. It would appear that the rewards
of the lecturer's art, fifty years ago, were

- extremely slender in comparison of what they

have since become; though it must be added
that Emerson gives a truly touching descrip-
tion of the cost of living. One might have
entertainment at the best hotels for the sum
of eight dollars a week. It is true that he
gives us no re-assurance as to what the best
hotels in America, fifty years ago, may have
been. Emerson offers his friend the most
generous hospitality ; on his return from
Europe, he had married and settled himself
at Concord. To Concord he entreats Mr.
and Mrs. Carlyle to take their way ; their
room is ready and their fire is made. The
reader at this point of the correspondence
feels a certain suspense: he knows that Car-
lyle never did come to America, but like a
good novel the letters produce an illusion.
He holds his breath, for the terrible Scotch-
man may after all have embarked, and there
is something really almost heart-shaking in
the thought of his transporting that tremen-
dous imagination and those vessels of wrath
and sarcasm to an innocent New England
village. The situation becomes dramatic, like
the other incident I have mentioned, in the
presence of Emerson’s serene good faith, his
eagerness for the arrival of such a cloud-
compelling host. The catastrophe never came
off, however, and the air of Concord was dis-
turbed by no fumes more irritating than the
tonic emanations of Emerson’s own genius.
It is impossible to imagine what the historian
of the French Revolution, of the iron-fisted
Cromwell, and the Voltairean Frederick,
would have made of that sensitive spot, or
what Concord would have made of Carlyle.
Emerson, indeed, throughout had no hesi-
tations on this score, and talked of the New
England culture to his lurid correspondent
without the least fear that his delicate speci-
mens would be scorched. He sends him Mr.
Alcott, he sends him Margaret Fuller, and
others besides, who have a varying fortune at



268

the little house in Cheyne Walk. It is true
that Carlyle gave him constantly the encour-
agement of a high and eloquent esteem for
his own utterances. He was evidently a great
and genuine admirer of the genius, the spirit
of his American friend, and he expresses this
feeling on a dozen occasions.

“ My friend ! you know not what you have done for
me there [in the oration of *The American Scholar ’].
It was long decades of years that I had heard nothing
but the infinite jangling and jabbering, and inarticulate
twittering and screeching, and my soul had sunk down
sorrowful and said there is no articulate speaking
then any more, and thou art solitary among stranger-
creatures; and lo, out of the West comes a clear utter-
ance, clearly recognizable as a maa’s voice, and I jfave
a kinsman and brother: God be thanked for it! I
could have wep? to read that speech; the clear high
melody of it went tingling through my heart; 1 said
to my wife, ‘There, woman!’ * * * My brave
Emerson! And all this has been lying silent, quite
tranquil in him, these seven years, and the ‘vociferous
platitude ’ dinning his ears on all sides, and he quietly
answering no word; and a whole world of thought
has silently built itself in these calm depths, and, the
day having come, says quite softly, as if it were a com-
mon thing, ¢Yes, / am here, too.” Miss Martineau
tells me, ¢ Some say it is inspired; some say it is mad.’
Exactly so; no say could be suitabler.”

That is from a letter of 1837, and though at
a later date (in 1850) he speaks of seeing
“ well enough what a great deep cleft divides
us in our ways of practically looking at this
world”; though, too (in 1842), he had already
uttered a warning against Emerson’s danger
(with his fellow-transcendentalists) of ““soaring
away * * * into perilous altitudes, beyond
the curve of perpetual frost * * * and
seeing nothing under one but the everlast-
ing suows of Himmalayah ” —the danger of
“inanity and mere injuring of the lungs!”"—
though, as I say, he threw out his reflections
upon certain inevitable disparities, his attitude
toward the Concord philosopher remained
{I have already noted it) an eminently hos-
pitable one. “ The rock-strata, miles deep,
unite again ; and the two poor souls are at
one,” he adds in the letter written in 1850,
from which I have just quoted. When “ Eng-
lish Traits” came out, Carlyle wrote, “ Not
for seven years and more have I got hold of
such a Book;—Book by a real max, with
eyes in his head; nobleness, wisdom, humor,
and many other things in the heart of him,
Such Books do not turn up often in the
decade, in the century.” He adds, indeed,
rather unexpectedly: “In fact, I believe it
to be worth all the Books ever written by
New England upon Old.” Carlyle speaks as
if there had been an appreciable literature of
that kind. Itis faint praise to say that ¢ Eng-
lish Traits” was the authority on the subject.
He declares in another letter that My Friend
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Emerson, alone of all voices out of America,
has sphere-music in him for me.” These
words, written in 1843, are part of a para-
graph in which Carlyle expresses his feelings
with regard to the American * reforming " class
at large. The high esteem in which he held
his correspondent did not impel him to take
an enthusiastic view of certain persons with
whom, apparently, he supposed his corre-
spondent to be in some degree associated.
« Another Channing, whom I once saw here,
sends me a ¢ Progress-of-the-Species ' Period-
ical from New York. Ack Gott! These people
and their affairs seem all ¢ melting’ rapidly
enough into thaw-slush, or one knows not
what. Considerable madness is visible in
them * * * T am terribly sick of all that;
—and wish it would stay at home at Fruit-
land, or where there is good pasture for it,
* % * [a] bottomless hubbub, which is not
all cheermg.” Several of the wanderers from
“ Fruitland ” knocked at his door, and he
speaks of them to Emerson with a humorous
irreverence that contrasts characteristically
with Emerson’s own tone of consideration
(that beautiful courtesy which he never lost)
for the same persons. One of them, ‘“all
bent on saving the world by a return to
acorns and the golden age,” he desires to be
suffered to love him as he can, “and live on
vegetables in peace; as I, living pasZly on
vegetables, will continue to love him[” But
he warns Emerson against the ¢ English
Tail” of the same visitor, who, arrived in
London, apparently had given away his con-
fidence on terms too easy. ‘ Bottomless im-
beciles ought not to be seen in company with
Ralph Waldo Emerson, who has already men
listening to him on this side of the water.”
Of Margaret I‘uller, however,—one of those
who had attempted ‘“the flight of the un-
winged,” as he calls it,— Carlyle speaks in the
most affectionate though the most discrimi-
nating manner :

“Poor Margaret, that is a strange tragedy that his-
tory of hers, and has many traits of the Heroic in it,
though it is wild as the prophecy of a Sybil. Such a
predetermination to eaf this big Universe as her oys-
ter or her egg, and to be absolute empress of all height
and glory in it that her heart could conceive, I have
not before seen in any human soul. Her ¢ mountain
#e’ indeed : — but her courage too is high and clear,
her chivalrous nobleness indeed is great; her veracity,
in its deepest sense, & foute éprenve.’’

It is difficult to resist quoting, where so
much is quotable; but the better way is to
urge the reader to go straight to the book.
Then he will find himself interested, even
more than in the happy passages of charac-
terization in which it abounds, in the reflection
it offers of two contrasted characters of men
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of genius. With several qualities in com-
mon, Carlyle and Emerson diverged, in their
total expression, with a completeness which
is full of suggestion as to their differences of
circumstance, race, association, temper. Both
were men of the poetic quality, men of im-
agination; both were Puritans; both of them
looked, instinctively, at the world, at life, as
a great total, full of far-reaching relations;
both of them set above everything else the
importance of conduct—of what Carlyle
called veracity and Emerson called harmony
with the universe. Both of them had the de-
sire, the passion, for something better, —the
reforming spirit, an interest in the destiny of
mankind. But their variations of feeling
were of the widest, and the temperament of
the one was absolutely opposed to the tem-
perament of the other. Both were men of
the greatest purity and, in the usual sense,
simplicity of life; each had a high ideal, each
kept himself unspotted from the world. Their
Correspondence is to an extraordinary degree
the record, on either side, of a career with
which nothlng base, nothing interested, no
worldly avidity, no vulgar vanity or personal
error, was ever mingled—a career of public
distinction and private honor. But with these
things what disparities of tone, of manner,
of inspiration! “Yet I think I shall never be
killed by my ambition,” Emerson writes in a
letter of the date of 184r. I behold my
failures and shortcomings there in writing,
wherein it would give me much joy to thrive,

with an equanimity which my worst enemy
might be glad to see. * * * My whole philos-
ophy — which is very real—teaches acqui-
escence and optimism. Only when I see how
much work is tobe done, what room for a
poet— for any spiritualist —in this great, in-
telligent, sensual and avaricious America, 1
lament my fumbling fingers and stammering
tongue.” Emerson speaks the word in that
passage ; he was an optimist, and this in spite
of the fact that he was the inspiration of the
considerable body of persons who at that
time, in New England, were seeking a better
way. Carlyle, on the other hand, was a pes-
simist—a pessimist of pessmlsts—and this
great difference between them includes many
of the others. The American public has little
more to learn in regard to the extreme amen-
ity of Emerson, his eminently gentle spirit,
his almost touchmg tolerance, his deference
toward every sort of human manifestation ;
but many of his letters remind us afresh of his
singular modesty of attitude and of his ex-
treme consideration for that blundering hu-
man family whom he believed to be in want
of light. His optimism makes us wonder at
times where he discovered the errors that it
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would seem well to set right, and what there
was in his view of the world on which the
spirit of criticism could feed. He had a high
and noeble conception of good, without hav-
ing, as it would appear, a definite conception
of evil. The few words I have just quoted
in regard to the America of 1841, *intelli-
gent, sensual, and avaricious,” have as sharp
an ironical ring in them as any that I remem-
ber to have noticed in his part of the Cerre-
spondence. He hasnot a grain of current con-
tempt; one feels, at times, that he has not
enough. This salt is wanting in his taste of
things. Carlyle, on the other hand, who has
fearfully little amenity (save in his direct re-
lation to Emerson, where he is admirable),
has a vivid conception of evil without a cor-
responding conception of good. Curiously
narrow and special, at least, were the forms
in which he saw this latter spirit embodied.
‘ For my heart is sick and sore on behalf of
my own poor generation,” he writes in 1842.
“Nay, 1 feel withal as if the one hope of
help for it consisted in the possibility of new
Cromwells and new Puritans.” Eleven years
later, returning from a visit to Germany, he
writes that “truly and really the Prussian
soldiers, with their intelligent sifence, with the
touches of effective Spartanism I saw or fan-
cied in them, were the class of people that
pleased me best.” There could be nothing
more characteristic of Carlyle than this con-
fession that such an impression as that was
the most agreeable that he had brought
back from a Continental tour. Emerson, by
tradition and temperament, was as deeply
rooted a Puritan as Carlyle; but he was a
Puritan refined and sublimated, and a certain
delicacy, a certain good taste would have
prevented him from desiring (for the ameli-
oration of mankind) so crude an occurrence
as a return of the regiments of Oliver. Full
of a local quality, with a narrow social hori-
zon, he yet never would have ventured to
plead so undisguisedly (in pretending to
speak for the world at large) the cause of his
own parish. Of that “ current contempt ” of
which I just now spoke, Carlyle had more
than enough. If it is humorous and half-
compassionate in his moments of comparative
tolerance, it 1s savage in his melancholy ones ;
and, in either case, it is full of the entertain
ment which comes from great expression.
“ Man, all men, seem radically dumb, jab-
bering mere jargons and noises from the teeth
outward; the inner meaning of them—of
them and of me, poor devils—remaining
shut, buried forever. * * * Certainly could
one generation of men be forced to live with-
out rhetoric, babblement, hearsay, in short
with the tongue well cut out of them alto-
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gether, their fortunate successors would find
a most improved world to start upon!” Car-
lyle’s pessimism was not only deep, but loud ;
not of the serene, but of the irritable sort.
It is one of the strangest of things to find
such an appreciation of silence in a mind
that in itself was, before all things, expres-
sive. Carlyle’s expression was never more
rich than when he declared that things were
immeasurable, unutterable, not to be formu-
lated. “ The gospel of silence, in thirty vol-
umes,” that was a happy epigram of one of
his critics ; but it does not prevent us from
believing that, after all, he really loved, as it
were, the inarticulate. And we believe it for
this reason, that the working of his own gen-
ius must have been accompanied with an ex-
traordinary internal uproar, sensible to him-
self, and from which, in a kind of agony, he
was forced to appeal. With the spectacle of
human things resounding and reverberating
in his head, awaking extraordinary echoes,
it is no wonder that he had an ideal of the
speechless. But his irritation communed hap-
pily for fifty years with Emerson’s serenity ;
and the fact is very honorable to both.

“T have sometimes fancied I was to catch
sympathetic activity from contact with noble
persons,” Emerson writes in a letter from
which I have already quoted; *“that you
would come and see me; that I should form
stricter habits of love and conversation with
some men and women here who are already
dear to me.” That is the tone in which he
speaks, for the most part, of his own life; and
that was the tone which doubtless used to be
natural in Concord. His letters are especially
interesting for the impression they give us of
what we may call the thinness of the New
England atmosphere in those days—the
thinness, and, it must be added, the purity.
An almost touching lightness, sparseness,
transparency marked the social scenery in
those days; and this impression, in Emerson’s
pages, is the greater by contrast with the
echoes of the dense, warm life of London that
are transmitted by his correspondent. One is
reminded, as we remember being reminded in
the perusal of Hawthorne’s ¢ American Note-
books,” of the importance of the individual in
that simple social economy— of almost any in-
dividual who was not simply engaged in buy-
ing and selling. It must be remembered, of
course, that the importance of the individual
was Emerson’s great doctrine; every one
had a kingdom within himself—was potential
sovereign, by divine right, over a multitude
of inspirations and virtues. No one main-
tained a more hospitable attitude than his
toward anything that any one might have to
say. There was no presumption against even
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the humblest, and the ear of the universe
was open to any articulate voice. In this re-
spect the opposition to Carlyle was complete.
The great Scotchman thought @// talk a jab-
bering of apes; whereas Emerson, who was
the perfection of a listener, stood always in
a posture of hopeful expectancy and regarded
each delivery of a personal view as a new
fact, to be estimated on its merits. - In a gen-
uine democracy all things are democratic;
and this spirit of general deference, on the
part of a beautiful poet who might have
availed himself of the poetic license to be
fastidious, was the natural product of a soci-
ety in which it was held that every one was
equal to every one else. It was as natural
on the other side that Carlyle’s philosophy
should have aristocratic premises, and that
he should call aloud for that imperial master,
of the necessity for whom the New England
mind was so serenely unconscious. Nothing
is more striking in Emerson’s letters than the
way in which people are measured exclusively
by their moral standards, designated by
moral terms, described according to their
morality. There was nothing else to describe
them by. “A man named Bronson Alcott is
great, and one of the jewels we have to show
you. ¥ * # A man named Bronson Alcott
1s a majestic soul, with whom conversation is
possible. He is capable of the truth, and
gives one the same glad astonishment that
he should exist which the world does. * * *
The man Alcott bides his time. is
a beautiful and noble youth, of a most subtle
and magnetic nature. * * * Jhavea young
poet in the village named Thoreau, who writes
the truest verses. I pineto show you my treas-
ures. * * * QOne reader and friend of yours
dwells now in my house, Henry Thoreau, a
poet whom you may one day be proud of,
a noble, manly youth, full of melodies and
inventions.” Carlyle, who held melodies and
inventions so cheap, was probably not a lit-
tle irritated (though, faithful to his constant
consideration for Emerson, he shows it but
mildly) by this enumeration of characters so
vaguely constituted. “In fact, I do again
desiderate some concretion of these beautiful
abstracta.” That remark which he makes in
regard to one of Emerson’s discourses, might
have been applied to certain of his friends.
“The Dial, too, it is all spirit-like, aériform,
aurora-borealis-like. Will no 4nge/ body him-
self out of that; no stalwart Yankee mazn,
with color in the cheeks of him and a coat on
his back ?” Emerson speaks of his friends
too much as if they were disembodied spirits.
One doesn’t see the color in the cheeks of
them and the coats on their back. The fine
touch in his letters, as in his other writings, is
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always the spiritual touch. For the rest, felic-
itous as they are, for the most part they suf-
fer a little by comparison with Carlyle’s; they
are less natural, more composed, have too
studied a quaintness. It was his practice, ap-
parently, to make two drafts of these commu-
nications. The violent color, the large, ava-
lanche-movement of Carlyle’s style—as if a
mass of earth and rock and vegetation had
detached itself and came bouncing and bump-
ing forward—make the efforts of his corre-
spondent appear a little pale and stiff. There
is always something high and pure in Emer-
son’s speech, however, and it has often a
perfect propriety —seeming, in answer to Car-
lyle’s extravagances, the note of reason and
justice. “ Faith and love are apt to be spas-
modic in the best minds. Men live on the
brink of mysteries and harmonies into which
they never enter, and with their hand on the
door-latch they die outside.”

Emerson’s views of the world were what
the world at all times thought highly pecul-
iar; he mneither believed nor thought nor
spoke in the most apprehensible manner.
He says himself (in 1840) that he is “ gently
mad " —surrounded, too, by a number of per-
sons in the same condition. “I am gently
mad myself and am resolved to live cleanly.
George Ripley is talking up a colony of agri-
culturists and scholars, with whom he threat-
ens to take the field and the book. One man
renounces the use of animal food; and an-
other of coin; and another of domestic hired
service ; and another of the State ; and on the
whole, we have a commendable share of
reason and hope.” But Emerson’s “mad-
ness” was as mild as moonlight, compared
with the strange commixture of the nature of
his friend. If the main interest of these let-
ters is, as I have said, their illustration of the
character of the writers, the effect of Carlyle’s
portion of them is to deepen our sense, al-
ready sufficiently lively, of his enormous in-
congruities. Considerably sad, as he would
have said himself, is the picture they present
of a man of genius. One must allow, of
course, for his extraordinary gift of expression,
which set a premium on every sort of exag-
geration; but even when one has done so,
darkness and horror reside in every line of
them. He is like a man hovering on the
edge of insanity —hanging over a black gulf
and wearing the reflection of its bottomless
deeps in his face. His physical digestion was
of the worst; but it was nothing compared
with his moral digestion. Truly, he was not
genial, and he was not gracious; as how
should he have been in such conditions?
He was born out of humor with life ; he came
into the world with an insurmountable preju-
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dice ; and to be genial and gracious naturally
seemed of small importance in the face of the
eternal veracities— veracities of such a grim
and implacable sort. The strangest thing,
among so many that were strange, was that
his magnificent humor—that saving grace
which has eased off the troubles of life for so
many people who have been blessed with it
—did so little to lighten his burden. Of this
humeor these volumes contain some admira-
ble specimens—as in the description of “the
brave Gambardella,” the Neapolitan artist
who comes to him with an introduction from
Emerson ; of the fish-eating Rio, historian of
Christian Art; of the “loquacious, scribla-
cious” Heraud; of the *“buckramed and
mummy-swathed " Miss Martineau, and many
more besides. His humor was in truth not
of comic but of tragic intention, and not so
much a flame as an all-enveloping smoke.
His treatment of all things is the humorous —
unfortunately in too many cases the ill-hum-
orous. He even hated his work—hated his
subjects. These volumes are a sort of record
of the long weariness and anguish (as one
may indeed call it) with which he struggled
through his “ Cromwell,” his  French Revolu-
tion,” and the history of Frederick. He thought,
after all, very little of Frederick, and he de-
tested the age in which he lived, the « pu-
trid eighteenth century —an ocean of sordid
nothingness, shams, and scandalous hypocri-
sies.” He achieved a noble quantity of work,
but all the while he found no inspiration in it.
“The reason that I tell you nothing about
Cromwell is, alas, that there is nothing to be
told. T am, day and night, these long months
and years, very miserable about it—nigh
broken-hearted often. * * * No history of
it can be written to this wretched, fleering,
sneering, canting, twaddling, God-forgetting
generation. How can I explain men to Apes
by the Dead Sea?” Other persons have en-
joyed life as little as Carlyle; other men have
been pessimists and cynics; but few men
have rioted so in their disenchantments, or
thumped so perpetually upon the hollowness
of things with the view of making it resound.
Pessimism, cynicism, usually imply a certain
amount of indifference and resignation; but
in Carlyle these forces were nothing if not
querulous and vocal. It must be remembered
that he had an imagination which made ac-
quiescence difficult—an imagination haunted
with theological and apocalyptic visions. We
have no occasion here to attempt to estimate
his position in literature, but we may be per-
mitted to say that it is mainly to this splendid
imagination that he owes it. Both the moral
and the physical world were full of pictures
*for him, and it would seem to be by his great
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pictorial energy that he will live. To get
an idea of the solidity and sincerity of this
gift one must read his notes on a tour in Ire-
land in 1849 ; * it is a revelation of his atten-
tion to external things and his perception of
the internal states that they express. His
doctrine, reduced to the fewest words, is that
life is very serious and that every one should
do his work honestly. This is the gist of the
matter; all the rest is magnificent vocaliza-
tion. We call it magnificent, in spite of the
fact that many people find him unreadable on
account of his unprecedented form. His ex-
temporized, empirical style, however, seems
to us the very substance of his thought. If
the merit of a style lies in complete corre-
spondence with the feeling of the writer, Car-
lyle’s is one of the best. Itis not defensible,
but it is victorious; and if it is neither homo-
geneous, nor, at times, coherent, it bristles
with all manner of felicities. It is true, never-
theless, that he had invented a manner, and
that his manner had swallowed him up. To
look at realities and not at imitations is what
he constantly and sternly enjoins; but all the
while he gives us the sense that it is not
at things themselves, but straight into this
abysmal manner of his own that he is
looking.

All this, of course, is a very incomplete
account of him. So large a genius is full of in-
terest of detail, and in the application in spec-
ial cases of that doctrine of his which seems
so simple there is often the greatest suggest-

* See THE CENTURY for May, June, and July 1882.
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iveness. When he does look #rough his own
manner into the vivid spots of history, then he
sees more in them than almost any one else.
We may add that no account of him would
have even a slight completeness which should
fail to cite him as a signal instance of the force
of local influences, of the qualities of race and
soil. Carlyle was intensely of the stock of
which he sprang, and he remained so to the
end. No man of equal genius was probably
ever less of a man of the world at large—
more exclusively a product of his locality,
his clan, his family. Readers of his ¢ Rem-
iniscences” and of Mr. Froude’s memoir
will remember how the peasant-group in
which he was born—his parents, his brothers
and sisters —appeared to constitute one of the
great facts of the universe for him; and we
mean not as a son and a brother simply, but
as a student of human affairs. He was im-
pressed, as it were, with the historical impor-
tance of his kinsfolk. And as one finds a little
of everything in a man of genius, we find a
great deal of tenderness even in the grim-
ness of Carlyle; so that we may say, as the
last word of all (for it qualifies our implication
that he was narrow), that his tenderness was
never greater than when, in spite of the local
limitation, he stretched across the ocean, in
gratitude for early sympathy, for early services,
and held fast to the friendship of Emerson.
His family was predominant for him, as we
say, and he cleaved to his relations, to his
brothers. But it was as a brother that he
addressed Emerson,
Henry James, Jr,

YESTERDAY AND TO-DAY.

(YESTERDAY,)

I is so wide, this great world vaulted o’er
By the blue sky clasping white shore to shore.
And yet it is not wide enough for me!

I love you so—it cannot hold my love.
There is not space in earth or heaven above.
There is not room for my great love and me.

(TO-DAY.)

It is so wide, this great world vaulted o’er
By the sad sky clasping dark shore to shore,
It is too wide—it is too wide for me!

Would God that it were narrowed to a grave,
And I slept quiet, naught hid with me save

The love that was too great—too great for me.

Frances Hodgson Burnett.



