
SPARKNOTES ESSAYS OF ELIA

Essays of Elia/Last Essays of Elia by Charles Lamb. Lamb had written familiar essays since Lambâ€™s
â€œRecollections of the South Sea Houseâ€• appeared in the August issue, the first of the essays written under the
pseudonym â€œElia.â€•.

He praises the tea they drink and their jovial attitude, before describing dinners that his late friend used to
throw for the boys every year where they were treated like nobility. Methinks, it is better that I should have
pined away seven of my goldenest years, when I was thrall to the fair hair, and fairer eyes, of Alice Wâ€”â€”n,
than that so passionate a love-adventure should be lost. The name "Elia" under which they were written was
that of a fellow-clerk in the India House. Where be those puling fears of death, just now expressed or affected?
Surely the sun rose as brightly then as now, and man got him to his work in the morning. These proselytes of
the gate are welcome as the true Hebrews. The accountant, John Tip, was of a different sort. Presentation
Introduction Written about a dream world, the essay Dream Children by Charles Lamb belongs to his famous
work Essays of Elia published in London magazines. The conference over, you were at leisure to smile at the
comparative insignificance of the pretensions which had just awed you. Time, I take for granted, has not
freshened it. We lived a life as careless as birds. He sate like Lord Midas among them. What alterations may
have been made in it since, I have had no opportunities of verifying. Combine not preposterously in thine own
person the penalties of Lazarus and of Dives! I can here play the gentleman, enact the student. With him old
Janus doth appear, Peeping into the future year, With such a look as seems to say, The prospect is not good
that way. He rather seemed pleased whenever it was, with all gentleness, insinuated. I was a poor friendless
boy. Coleridge, in his literary life, has pronounced a more intelligible and ample encomium on them. Kits â€”
some few years since? The introduction gravely announces that the art of roasting was inadvertently
discovered; it then gives the story as it is supposed to be found in an old manuscript. A gag-eater in our time
was equivalent to a goul, and held in equal detestation. Then was his forte, his glorified hour! He is the true
actor, who, whether his part be a prince or a peasant, must act it with like intensity. What a careless, even
deportment hath your borrower! Yet pleasant fellows, full of chat â€” and not a few among them had arrived
at considerable proficiency on the German flute. The Rev. Lamb is speaking of the South Sea House forty
years back. He anticipated no excuse, and found none.


