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PREFATORY NOTE

FroM a critical point of view, the works of Fielding
have received abundant examination at the hands of &
long line of distinguished writers. Of thess, the latest
is by no means the least ; and as Mr. Leslie Stephen’s
brilliant studies, in the recent &dilion de luze and the
Cormhill Magazins, are now in every one’s hands, it is
perhaps ne more than a wise discretion which has
prompted me to confine my attention more strictly to
the purely biographical side of the subject. ¥n the
present memoijr, therefore, I have made it my duty,
primarily, to verify such scattered aneedotes respecting
Fielding as have come down to us3; to correct (I hope
not obtrusively) a few mis-statements which have crept
into previous accounts ; and to add euch supplementary
details as I have been able to discover for myeelf.

In this task I have made use of the following autho-
rities :—

L Arthar Mwphy's Faay on the Life and Genius of
Henry Fielding, Esg. This was prefixed to the first
collected edition of Fielding's works published by
Andrew Millar in April 1762; and it continued for a
long time to be the recognised authority for Fielding'a
life. It is posaible that it fairly reproduces his person-
ality, as presented by contemporary tradition; but it
is misleading in ita facts, and needlessly diffuse. Under
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pretence of respecting “the Manes of the desd,” the
writer seems to have found it pleasanter to fill his space
with vagranf discussions on the “Middle Comedy of
the Greeks ” and the machinery of the Eape of the Lock,
than to make the requisite biographical inquiries. This
is the more to be deplored, because, in 1762, Fielding'sa
widow, brother, and sister, as well as his friend
Lyttelton, were atill alive, and trustworthy information
should have besn procurable.

II. Watson’s ILife of Henry Figlding, Esg. This is
usually to be found prefixed to a selection of Fielding's
works Issmed at Edinburgh. It also appeared as a
volume in 1807, although there is no copy of it in this
form at the British Moseum. It carries Murphy & little
farther, and correcte him in some instances. But its
author had clearly never even seen the AMiscellamies of
1743, with their valuable Preface, for he speaks of
them as one volume, and in apparent ignorance of their
contents. -

IIL Sir Welter Scott’s biographical sketch for
Ballantyne’s Nowelisf's Library. This was published in
1821 ; and is now included in the writer's Miscellaneous
Proge Works. Bir Walter made no pretence to original
research, and even spoke slightingly of this particular
work ; bat it has all the charm of his practised and
genial pen. . )

IV. Roscoe’s Memoir, compiled for the one-volume
edition of Fielding, published by Washbourne and
others in 1840.

V. Thackeray's well-known lecture, in the English
Humounrisls of the Eighteenth Cenbury, 1853,

VL The Life of Henry Ficlding ; with Notices of his
Writings, hiz Times, and kis Contemporaries. By Frederick
Lawrence. 1865. This is an exceedingly painstaking
book ; and constituten the first serious attempt at a
biography. Its chief defect—as pointed out at the
time of its appearance—is an ill-judged emmliation of
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Fomter’s Goldomith. The author attempted to mske
Fielding a literary centre, which is impossible ; and the
attempt has involved him in needless digressions. He
is alan not always careful to give chapter and verse for
his statements,

VIL Thomas Keightloy’s papers On fhe Life and
Writings of Hery Fielding in Froser’'s Magazine for
Janvary and Febrnary 1858, These, prompted by Mr.
Lawrence's book, are most valuable, if only for the
author's frank distrust of his predecessors. They are
the work of an enthusiast, and a very conacientious
examiner. If, as reported, Mr, Keightley himszelf medi-
tated a life of Fielding, it in much to be regretted that
he never carried out his intention,

Upon the two last-mentioned works I have chiefly
relied in the preparation of this study. I have freely
availed myself of the material that both aunthors col-
lected, verifying it always, and extending it wherever 1
could. Qf my other sources of information—pamphlets,
reviews, memoirs, and newspapers of the day—the list
would be too long ; and sufficient: references to them are

given in the body of the text. I will only
add that I think there is scarcely a quotation of import-
ance in theae pages which has not been compared with
the original; and, except where otherwise stated, all
extracts from Fielding himaelf are taken from the first
editions.

At this distance of time, new facts respecting a man
of whom so little has been recorded require to be
announced with considerable caution. Some definite
additions to Fielding lore I bhave, however, been
enabled to make, Thanks to the late Colomel J. L.
Chester, who was engaged, only a few weeks before his
death, in friendly investigations on my behalf, I am
shle to give, for the first time, the date and place of
Fielding’s second marriage, and the baptismal dates of
all the children by that marriage, except the eldest. I
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am alee able to fix approximately the true period of his
love-affair with Miss Sarah Andrew. From the original
sssignment at South Kensington I have ascertained the
exact sum paid by Millar for Joseph Andrews ; and in
chapter v. will be found a seriea of extracts from a
very interesting correspondence, which does not appear
to have been hitherto published, between Aaron Hill,
his daughters, and Richardson, respecting Tom Jones.
Although T cannot claim eredit for the diacovery, I
believe the present is also the first biography of
Fielding which entirely discredits the unlikely story of
his having been a stroller at Bartholomew Fair; and I
may zlso, I think, elaim to have thrown some additional
light on Fielding’s relationa with the Cibbers, seeing
that the last critical essay upon the author of the
Apology which I have met with, contains no reference to
Fielding at all. For such minor mnovelties as the
paesege from the Universal Speclalor at p. 26, and the
account of the projected translation of Lucian gt p, 163,
atc., the reader is referred to the book iteelf, where
these, and other waifs and sfrays, are duly indicated.
I, in my endeavour to secure what is freshest, I have ab
the eame time neglected s fow stereotyped guotations,
which have hitherto seemed indispensable in writing of
Fielding, I trust I may be forgiven.

Brief as it is, the book has not been without ite
obligations. To Mr. B. F. Sketchley, Keeper of the
Dyce and Forster Collections at South Kensington, I am
indebted for reforence to the Hill correspondence, and
for other kindly offices; to Mr. Frederick Locker for
permission o collate Fielding’s last letter with the
original in his possession. My thanks are also due to
Mr. B. Arthur Kinglake, J.P,, of Taunton ; to the Rev.
Edward Hale of Eton Oollege, the Rev. G C. Green
of Modbury, Devon, the Rev. W, 8. Shaw of Twerton-
on-Avon, and Mr. Richard Garnmett of the British
Mugeum. Without rome expression of gratitude to the
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last mentioned, it would indeed be almost imposaible to
conclude any modern preface of this kind, If I have
omitted the names of others who have been good encugh
to assist me, I must ssk them to accept my acknowledg.
menta although they ave not specifically expressed.

Eartwe, Morck 1883,

I have taken advantage of the present issue to add,
in the form of Appendices, some supplementary partic-
ulars which have come to my krowledge since the hook
was first published. The moat material of these im the
curious confirmation and extension of Fielding's love
affair with Sarah Andrew. Besides these additions, a
few necessary rectifications have been made in the text

A D

Baring, April 1889.
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FIELDING.

CHAPTER I
RARLY YEARS—FIRST PLAYS.

LR his contemporary Smollett, Henry Fielding came
of an ancient family, and might, in his Horatian mooda,
have traced his origin to Inachus. The lineage of the
house of Denbigh, as given in Burke, fully justifies the
splendid biit sufficiently quoted eulogy of Gibbon. From
that first Jeffrey of Hapsburgh, who came to England,
femp, Henry IIL, and assumed the name of Fieldeng, or
Filding, “from his father’s pretensions to the dominions
of Lauffenbourg and Rinfilding,” the future novelist conld
boast & long line of illustrious anceators. There was a
8ir William Feilding killed at Tewlkesbury, and a Sir
Everard who commanded at S8toke. Another Sir William,
a stannch Royalist, was created Earl of Denbigh, and died
in fighting King Charles’s battles, Of his two sons, the
elder, Basil, who succeeded to the title, was a Parliamment-
arvian, and served at Edgehill under Kssex. George, his
socond son, wae raised to the peerage of Ireland as Vis-
count Callan, with succession to the ecarldom of Desmond ;
and from this, the younger branch of the Denbigh family,
Henry Ficlding directly descended. The Earl of Des-
L B
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mond’s fifth son, John, entered the Church, hecoming
Canon of Salicbury and Chaplain to William III. By hia
wife Bridget, daughter of Scipic Cockain, Esq., of Bomer-
get, he had three sons and three daughters. Edmund, the
third son, was a soldier, who fought with distinction under
Marlborough. When about the age of thirty, he mar-
ried Sarah, daughter of 8ir Henry Gould, Knt., of Sharp-
ham Park, near Glastonbury, in Somerset, and one of the
Judges of the King’s Bench. These last were the parents
of the novelist, who was born at Sharpham Park on the
22d of April 1707. One of Dr. John Fielding’s nieces,
it may here be added, married the first Duke of Kingston,
becoming the mother of Lady Mary Pierrepont, after-
wards Lady Mary Wortley Montagu, who was thug Henry
Fielding’e second cousin. She had, however, been born
in 1689, and was consequently some years his senior.
According to a pedigree given in Nichola {Hislory and
Antiquities of the County of Leicester), Edmund Fielding
was only a lieutenant when he married ; and it is even
not improbable (as Mr. Keightley conjectures from the
nearly secret union of Lieutenan! Booth and Amelia in
the later novel) that the match may have been a stolen
one. At all events, the bride continued to reside at her
father's house; and the fact that Sir Henry Gould, by
hiz will made in March 1706, left his daughter £3000,
which was to be invested *in the purchsse either of
a Church or Colledge lease, or of lands of Inheritance,”
for her sole use, her husband having “nothing to doe
with it,” would seem (as Mr. Keightley suggests) to indi-
cate a distrust of his military, and possibly impecunios,
son-in-law. This money, it is slso important to ve-
member, was to come to her children at her death, Sir
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Henry Gould did not long survive the making of his will,
and died in March 1710.! The Fieldings must then have
removed fo & small house at Fast Btour (now Stower), in
Dorsetshire, where Sarah Fielding was born in the follow-
ing November. It maybe that this property was purchased
with Mrs. Fielding’s money ; but information is wanting
upon the subject. At East Stour, according to the ex-
tracts from the parish register given in Hutchine's His-
fory of Dorsel, four children were born,—namely, Sarah,
above mentioned, afterwards the authoress of Davoid
Simple, Anne, Beatrice, and another son, Edmnnd.
Edmund, says Arthur Murphy, “was an officer in the
marine service,” and (adds Mr. Lawrence) “died young.”
Anne died at East Stour in August 1716, Of Beatrice
nothing further ie kmown, These would appear to have
been all the children of Edmund Fielding hy his firat
wife, although, as Sarsh Fielding is styled on her monu-
ment at Bath the second daughter of General Fielding, it
is mot impossible that another daughter may have been
born at Sharpham Park,

At East Stour the Fieldings eertainly resided until
April 1718, when Mrs. Fielding died, leaving her elder
son a boy of not quite eleven years of age. How much
longer the family remained there is unrecorded ; but it
is clear thet a great part of Henry Fielding’s childhood
must have been spent by the “pleasant Banks of
sweetly-winding Stour” which passes through it, and to
which he subsequently refers in Tom Jones. His eduea-

1 My, Eeightley, who seems to have secn the wiil, dates it—
donbtless by a slip of the pen—May 1708. Reference to the ori-
ginal, however, now at Somerset House, shows the correct date to

be March 8, 1708, before whieh time the marriage of Fielding's
parents must therefore be placed.
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tion during this time was confided to a certain Mr
Oliver, whom Lawrence designates the *family chaplain.”
Keightley supposss that he wae the curate of  East
Stour ; but Hutchins, a bettar anthority than either, says
that be was the clergyman of Motcombe, a neighbour-
ing village. Of this gentleman, according to Murphy,
Parson Trulliber in Joseph Andrews is a “very humorous
and striking portrait.” It is certainly more humorous
than complimentary.

From Mr. Oliver's fostering care—and the result shows
that, whatever may have been the pig-desling propen-
sities of Parson Trulliber, it was not entirely profitless—
Fielding was transferred to Eton. When this tock place
is not known ; but at that time boys entsred the school
much earlier than they do now, and it was probably not
long after his mother’s death. The Eton boys were then,
28 at present, divided into collegers and oppidans. There
ars no registers of oppidans before the end of the last
century ; but the Provost of Eton has been good enough
to search the eollege lists from 1715 to 1735, and there
is no record of any Henry Fielding, nor indesd of any
Fielding at all. It may therefore be concluded that he
was an oppidan, No particulars of his stay at Eton have
come down to us; but it is to be presumed Murphy's
statement that, ““ when he left the place, he was said to
be uneommonly versed in the Gireck anthors, and an
early master of the Latin classics,” is not made without
foundation.! We have also his own snthority (in Tom

1 Fielding’s own words in the versea to Walpole some yeats Inter
scarcely go so fer :—
¢ Tuscan and French are In my Head ;
KXatin 1 write, and Greek I.——read.”
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Jomes) for supposing that he oecasionaily, if not frequently,
sacrificed “ with true Sparian devotion” at the “birchen
Altar,” of which a representation is to be found in M,
Maxwell Lyte's history of the College. Arnd it may
fairly be inferred that he took part in the different sports
and pastimes of the day, such as Conguering Loba, Steal
baggage, Chuck, Starecaps, and so forth. Nor does it
need any strong effort of imagination to conclude that
he bathed in ¥Sandy hole” or *Cuckow ware,” attended
the cock-fights in Bedford's Yard and the bull-baiting in
Bachelor’s Acre, drank mild punch at the ¢ Christopher,”
and, no doubt, was occasionally brought back by Jack
Cutler, ©* Pursnivant of Runaways,” to make his explana-
tiona t¢ Dr. Bland the Head-Master, or Francis Goode
the Usher. Among his school-fellows were some who
subsequently attained to high dignities in the State, and
gtill remained his friends  Foremost of these was George
Lyttelton, later the stateaman and orator, who had al-
ready commenesd poet as an Eton boy with his “Solilequy
of & Beauty in the Country.” Another was the future
Bir Charles Hanbury Williams, the wit and squib-writer,
then known zs Charles Hanbury only. A third was
Thomas Winnington, for whom, in after years, Fielding
fought hard with brain and pen when Tory scribblers
assailed his memory. Of those who must be regarded
as contemporaries merely, were William Pitt, the * Great
Commoner,” and yet greater Earl of Chatham ; Henry
Fox, Lord Holland ; and Charles Prait, Earl Camden.
Gilbert West, the translator of Pindar, may also have
been at Eton in Fielding’s time, as he was only a year
older, and was intimate with Lyttelton. Thomas Auvgus-
tine Arne, again, famous in days to ecore a8 Dr. Arne, wes
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doubtless also at this date practising sedulously upon that
“miserahle cracked common flute,” with which tradition
avers he was wont to torment his schoolfellows. Gray
and Horace Walpole belong to a later period,

During his stay at Eton, Fielding had been rapidly
developing from a boy into a young man. When heleft
school it is impossible to say; but he was probably seven-
teen or eighteen years of age, and it is at this stage of
his career that must be fixed an occurrence which one
of his biographers places much farther on. This is his
earliest recorded love-affair. At Lyme Regis there re-
gided a young lady, who, in addition to great personal
charms, had the adventapge of being the only daughter
and heiress of one Solomon Andrew, decessed, a mer-
chant of considerable local reputstion. Lawrence says
that she was Fielding’s cousin. ‘This may be so; but
the statement is unsupported by any authority. It is
certain, however, that her father was dead, and that she
was living “in maiden meditation ” &t Lyme with one of
her guardiang, Mr. Andrew Tucker. In his chance visits
to that place, young Fielding appearas to have become
desperately enamoured of her, and to have sadly fut-
tered the Dorset dovecotes by his pertinscions and un-
deeirable attentions, At one time he seems to have
actually meditated the abduetion of his *“flame” for an
entry in the town archivee, discovered by Mr. George
Roberts, sometime Mayor of Lyms, who tells the story,
declares that Andrew Tucker, Esq., went in fear of his
life “owing to the behaviour of Henry Fielding and his
attendant, or man.” Such a state of things (especially
when guardians have gons of their own) iz clearly not
to be endured ; and Miss Andrew was prudently trans-
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ferred to the care of another gnardian, Mr. Rhodes of
Modbury, in South Devon, to whose son, & young gen-
tleman of Oxiord, she was promptly married. Burke
(Landed Geniry, 1858) dates the marriage in 1726, a date
which is practically confirmed by the baptism of & child
at Modbury in April of the following year.  Burke
further describes the hushand as Mr. Ambrose Rhodes
of Buckland House, Buckland-Tout-Saints. His son, Mr.
Rhodes of Bellair, near Exeter, was gentleman of the
Privy Chamber to George IIL ; and one of his descend-
ants possessed n picture which passed for the portrait of
Sophin Western. The tradition of the Tucker family
pointed to Miss Andrew as the original of Fielding’s
beroine ; but though such a supposition is intelligible, it
is untenable, sinco he says distinotly (Book XTII. chap. i
of Tom Jones) that his model was his first wife, whose
likeness he moreover draws very specifically in another
place, by declaring that she resemblod Margaret Cecil,
Lady Ranelagh, and, more nearly, *the famous Dutcheas
of Mazarine.”!

With thia early escapade ia perhaps to be connected
what seems to have been one of Fielding's earliest literary
efforts, 'This is a modernisation in burleaque octosyliabic
verse of part of Juvenal’s sixth satire. In the “ Preface”
to the later published Miscellanies, it is said to have been
* originally sketched out before he was Twenty,” and to
have constituted “all the Rovenge taken by an injured
Lover.,” But it must have been largely revised subsequent:
to that date, for it eontains references to Mrs. Clive, Mrs.
Woffington, Cibber the younger, and even to Richardson’s
Pamels, It has no special merit, although some of the

1 Ses Appendix No. I.: Fielding and Sarah Andrew,
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couplets have the true Swifttan tuarn.  If Murphy's state-
ment be correct, that the author *went from Eton fo
Leyden,” it must have been planned at the latier place,
where, he tells us in the preface to Don Quizole in Eng-
land, he alao began that comedy. Notwithetanding theee
literary distractions, he is nevertheless reported to have
studied the civilians * with a remarkahble application for
about two years.” At the expiration of this time, remit-
tancea from home failing, he was obliged to forego the
lectures of the “learned Vitriarius” (then Professor of
Civil Law at Leyden University), and return to London,
which he did at the beginning of 1728 or the end of
1737.

The fact was that hiz father, never a rich man,
had married again. His second wife was a widow
named Eleanor Rasa; and by this time he was fast ac-
quiring a second family. Under the preesure of his
growing cares, he found himself, however willing, a«
unable to maintain his eldest son in London as he had
previously been to discharge his expenses at Leyden.
Nominally, he made him an allowanes of two hundred
a year; but this, as Fielding himself explained, *any
body might pay that would.” The consequence was, that
not long after the arrival of the latter in the Metropolia
he had given up 21l idea of pursning the law, to which
his mother’s legal connections had perhaps firet attracted
bim, and hed determined to adopt the more seductive
occupation of Living by his wits. At this date he was
in the prime of youth. From the portrait by Hogarth
representing him at a time when he waa broken in health
snd had lost his teeth, it is difficult to reconstruet his
likeness at twenty. But we may fairly assume the “ high-
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arched Roman nose* with which his enemies reproached
him, the dark eyes, the prominent chin, and the humorous
axprossion ; and it is clear that he must have been tall
and vigorous, for he was over six feet when he died, end
had been remarkably strong and active. Add to this
that he inherited a splendid constitution, with an un-
limited capacity for enjoyment, and we have n fair ides
of Henry Ficlding at that’ moment of his career, when
with passions “tremblingly alive all o'er"—as Murphy
says—ha etood,
¢Thia way and that dividing the swift: mind,”

between the professions of hackmey-writer and hackney-
coachman. His natural biss wasg towards literature, and
his opportunities, if not his inclinations, directed him to
dramatic writing,

It is not necessary to attempt any detailed sccount
of the state of the stage at this spoch. Nevertheless, if
only to aveid confusion in the future, it will be well to
enumerate the several London theatres in 1728, the
more especially as the list is by ne means lengthy.
First and foremost there was the old Opera House in
the Haymarket, built by Vanbrugh, as far back as 1705,
upon the site now occupied by Her Majesty's Theatre.
This was the home of that popular Italian song whick so
axeited the snger of thorough-going Britons ; snd here,
at the beginning of 1728, they were performing Handel’s
opera of Stroe, and delighting the cogroscenti by Dite che
J&, the echo-air in the same composer’s Tolomeo. Oppo-
site the Opera House, and, in position, only “a few fest
distant” from the existing Haymarket Theatre, waa the
New, or Little Theatre in the Haymarket, which, from
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the fact that it had been opened eight years before by
“the French Comedians,” was also sometimes styled
the French Houss, Next comes the nolonger-existent
theatre in Lincoln’s Inn Fields, which Christopher Rich
had rebuilt in 1714, and which his son John had made
notorious for pantomimes. Here the Beggar's Opera,
precursor of a long line of similar productions, had just
besn successfully produced. Finally, most ancient of
them all, there was the TheatreRoysl in Drury Lans,
otherwise the King's Play Houss, or Old House. The
virtual patentees at this time were the actors Colley
Cibber, Robert Wilks, and Barton Booth. The two for-
mer were just playing the Provek’d Husband, in which the
famous Mrs. Oldfield (Pope’s “Narcisea”) had created
a furore by her sssumption of Lady Townley. These, in
February 1728, were the four principal London theatrea.
Goodman’s Fields, where Garrick made his d#buf, was not
opened until the following year, and Covent Garden
belongs to a still later date.

Fielding’s firat dramatic essay—or, to speak more
precigely, the first of his dramatic essays that was pro-
duced upon the stage—waa a five-act comedy emtitled
Love in Several Masgues. It was played at Drury Lane
in February 1728, succeeding the Provok'd Husband. In
his “Preface ” the young suthor refers to the disadvan-
tage under which he laboured in following close upon
that comedy, and slso in being *cotemporary with an
Entertainment which engrosses the whole Talk and
Admiration of the Town,”—i.e the Beggar's Opera. Ha
also acknowledges the kindness of Wilks and Cibber
“ previons to its Representation,” and the fact that he
had thus acquired their suffrages makes it doubtful
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whether hie atay at Leyden wae not really briefer than
is generally supposed, or that he left Eton much eatlier.
In either case he must heve been in London some monthe
before Love in Several Masgues appeared, for a first play
by an untried youth of twenty, however promising, is
not easily brought upon the boards in any era ; and from
his own utterances in Pasguin, ten years later, it is clear
that it was no easier then than pow. The sentiments
of the Fustian of that piece in the following protest
probably give an accurate picture of the average dramatic

experiences of Henry Fielding .—

#These little things, Mr. Snesriell, will sometimes hap-
pen.  Indeed a Poet undergoes a great deal befors he comes
to his Third Night ; first with the Muses, who are humorons
Ladies, and must be attended ; for if they take it into their
Head at any time to go abroad and leave you, you will pamp
your Brain in vain : Then, Sir, with the Master of a Play-
Rouss to get it acted, whom you generally follow o guarter of o
Year before you know whether he will receive € or no; and then
perhaps he tells yon it won’t do, and returns it you again,
reserving the Bubject, and perhaps the Name, which he
brings out in his next Pantomims; bui if he should receive
the Play, then you muat attend again to get it writ out into
Parts, and Rehears’d. 'Well, Sir, at last the Rehearsals begin ;
then, Bir, begine another Hcene of Trouble with the Actors,
some of whom dont like their Parts, and all are eontinually
plaguing you with Alterations: At length, after having waded
thro’ all thess Diffieulties, his [the 7] Play appears on the Stage,
where one Man Hiesea out of Resentment to the Anthor; a
Hecond out of Dislike to the House ; & Third out of Dislike to
the Actor ; & Fourth out of Didlike to the Play ; a Fifth for
the Joke sake; a Sixth to keep all the rest in Company,
Enemies abuse him, Friends give him up, the Play is damn'd,
and the Author goes to the Devil, so ends the Farce.”

To which Sneerwell roplies, with much promptitude :
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4 The Tragedy rather, I think, Mr. Fustion.” But what-
ever may have been its preliminary difficulties, Fielding’s
first play was not exposed to so untoward a fate. It was
well received. As might be expected in a beginner, and
as indeed the references in the Preface to Wycherley
and Congreve would lead us to expect, it was an obvious
attempt in the manner of those then all-popular writers,
The dialogue is ready and witty. But the characters have
that obvious defect which Lord Beaconsfield recognised
when he apoke in later life of his own earliest efforts,
“ Books written by boys,” he says, “which pretend to
give & picture of manners and to deal in kmowledgo of
humsan nature must necessarily be founded on affectation.”
To thia rule the personages of Love in Several Masques are
no exception. They are drawn rather from the stage
than from life, and there is little constructive ekill in
the plot. A certain booby squire, Sir Positive Trap,
seems like a first indication of some of the later successes
in the novels; but the rest of the dramalis persone are
puppete. The success of the piece was probably owing
to the acting of Mrs Oldfield, who took the part of
Lady Matehless, a character closely related to the Lady
Townleys and Lady Betty Modishes, in which she won
her triumphs. She seems, indeed, to have been un-
usually interested in this comedy, for she consented to
play in it notwithstanding a ‘“slight Indisposition ” con-
tracted “by her violent Fatigne in the Part of Lady
Townly,” and she assisted the author with her corree-
tiona and advice — porhaps with her influence as an
actross. Fielding’s distinguished kinswoman Lady Mary
Wortley Montagu also read the MB. Looking to eertain
scenes in jt, the protestation in the Prologue—
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“ Nought shall offend the Fair Ones Ears to-day,
Which they might blush to hear, or bluh Lo say™—

has an air of insincerity, although, contrasted with some
of the writer's later productions, Love in Several Masquss
is comparatively pure. But he might honestly think
that the work which had received the imprimatur of a
stage-queen and a lady of quality should fairly be re-
garded as morally blameless, and it is not necessary to
bring any bulk of evidence to prove that the morality of
1728 differed from the morality of fo-day.

To the last-mentioned yeer is ascribed a poem entitled
the “ Masguerade. Inscribed to C—t H—d—g—r. By
Lemuel Gulliver, Poet Laureate to the King of Lilliput.”
In this Fielding made his satirical contribution to the
attacks on those impure gatherings organised by the
notorious Heidegger, which Hogarth had not long before
stigmatised pictorially in the plate known to collestors as
the “large Masquerade Ticket.” As verse this performence
is worthless, and it is not very foreibly on the eide of good
manners ; but the ironic dedication has a certain touch
of Fielding’s later fashion, Two other poetical pieces,
afterwards inclnded in the Afiscellanies of 1743, also bear
the date of 1728. One iz 4 Dasoription of U—n G—
(alias New Hog's Norion) in Com. Honmfs, which Mr
Keightley has identified with Upton. Grey, near Odiham,
in Hampehivre, It is a burlesque description of a tumble-
down country-house in which the writer was staying,
and is addvesssd to Rosalinda The other is entitled
To Euthalia, from which it must be concluded that, in
1798, Sarah Andrew had found more than one successor.
But in epite of eome biographers, and of the apparent
encoursgement given to his first comedy, Fielding does
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not seem to have followed up dramatic authorship with
equal vigour, or at all events with equal succesa. His real
connection with the stage does not begin until January
1730, when ﬂf Temple Beat was produeed by Giffard
the actor at the theatre in Goodman’s Fields, which had
then just been opened by Thomas Odell ; end it may be
presumed that his incentive wazs rather want of funds
than desire of fame, The Temple Beau cortainly shows
an advence upon ita predecessor ; but it is an advence in
the eame direction, imitation of Congreve ; and although
Clenesto ranks it among the best of Fielding’s plays, it
is doubtful whether modern criticiem would sustain his
verdict. It ran for a short time, and was then with-
drawn. The Prologue was the work of James Ralph,
afterwards Fielding’s colleague in the Champion, and it
thus refers to the prevailing teste, The Beggar's Opere
had lkilled Italian song, but now & new danger had
arisen,—
¢ Humour and Wil, in eack politer Age,

Trivmphant, rear'd the Trophies of the Stage !

But only Farce, and SBhew, wll now go

And Harlequin's the Darling of the Town.”

As if to confirm his friend’s opinion, Fielding’s next
piece combined the popular ingredients above referred
to. In March following he produced at the Haymarket,
under the pseudonym of Scriblerus Secundus, The
Author’s Farce, with & “Puppet Show” called The
Pleasures of the Town. In the Puppet Show, Henlay,
the Clare-Market Orator, and Samuel Johnsom, the
quack author of the popular Hurlothrumbo, were smartly
satirised, as also was the fashionable craze for Opers and
Pantomime, But the most enduring part of this odd
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medley ia the farce which occupies the two first acts,
and under thin disguises no doubt depicts much which
was within the writer’s experience. At all events,
Luckless, the author in the play, has more than one of
the characteristics which distinguish the traditional por-
trait of Fielding himself in his early years. He wears a
laced coat, is in love, writes playe, and cannot pay his
landlady, who declares, witli some show of justice, that
ghe “would no more depend on a Benefit-Night of an
un-acted Play, than she wou'd on a Benefit-Ticket in an
un-drawn Lottery.” *Her Floor (she lamenta)ia all spoil'd
with Ink—her Windows with Verses, and her Door has
been almost beat down with Duns.” But the most
humorous scenes in the play—scenes really admirable in
their ironic delineation of the seamy side of authorship
in 1730—are those in which Mr. Bookweight, the pub-
lisher—the Curll or Osborne of the period—is shown
surrounded by the obedient hacks, who feed st his table
on *good Milk-porridge, very often twice a Day,” and
manufacturs the murders, ghost-stories, political pam-
phlets, and tranelations from Virgil (out of Dryden)
with which he supplies his customers. Here is ona of
them a8 good as sny :—

5 Bookweight, 8o, Mr, Index, what Newns with you {

Index. 1 have brought my Bill, Sir.

Book. What's here I—for fitting the Motio of Reeum enetis
Améci to a dozen Pamphlets at Sixpence per each, Six
Shillinga— For Omnia vineit Amor, & nos cedamus Amor,
Bixpence—For Dificile est Satyram non scribere, Sixpence—
Hum! hum! hum! Sum total, for Thirty-six Latin Motto's,
Eighteen Shillings; ditto English One Shilling and Nine-
pence; ditto Gresk, Four, Four Bhillings. These Gresk
Mottos are excemsively dear.
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Ind. If you have them cheaper at either of the Univer-
gities, T will give you mine for nothing.

Book. You chell bave your Money immediately, and prey
remember that I must have two Latin Seditions Motio’s
and one Gresk Moral Motto for Pamphlets by to-morrow

Ind. Sir, I ehall provide them. Be pleas’d to loock on
that, Bir, and print me Five hundred Propoeals, and as many
Receipta,

Book. Proposals for printing by Subseription & new Trans-
lation of Clieero, OF the Naburs of the Gods and his Tuscuian
Questione, by Jeremy Inder, Esq, ; I am sorry you have un-
dertaken this, for it prevents a Design of mine,

Ind, Indeed, 8ir, it does not, for you pee all of the Book
that I ever intend to publish. It is only a handsome Way
of agking one's Friends for a Guinea,

Book, Then you have not translated a Word of it, perhapea.

Ind. Mot a single Syllable.

Book. Well, you shall have your Proposals forthwith ;
but I desire yon won’d be a little more reasonable in your
Billa for the future, or I ehall deal with you no longer; for
I have a certain Fellow of a College, who offers to furnish me
with Becond-hand Motto’s out of the Spectator for Two-pence
each.

Ind, 8ir, I only desire to live by my Goods, and I hope
you will be plead to allow pome difference between &
neat fresh Piece, piping hot out of the Classicks, and old
thread-bare worn-out Stuff that hes paat thro’ ev’ry Pedant's
Month, . . .V

The latter partof thisamusing dialogus, referring toMr.
Index’s translation from Cicero, was added in an amended
version of the duthor's Farce, which appeared some years
later, and in which Fielding depicta the portrait of an-
other all-powerful personage in the literary life,—the
actor-manager. 'This, however, will be more conveniently
treated under ita proper date, and it is only necessary
to say here that the slight sketches of Marplay and
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Sparkish given in the firat edition, were presumably in-
tended for Cibber and Wilks, with whom, notwithstand-
ing the “civil snd kind Behavigur” for which he had
thanked them in the “Preface” to Love in Several Maspues,
the young dramatist wes now, it seems, at war. In the
introduetion to the Miscellaniss, he refers to “a slight
Pique” with Wilks; and it i not impossible that the
key to the difference may be found in the following
paasage i—

% Sparkish. Whet doat think of the Play ¢

Marplzy. 1t may be a very good ope, for onght I kmow ;
but I know the Author has no Inerest,

Bpark. Give ms Interest, and rat the Play.

Mor. Ratherrat the Play which has no Interest. Interest
aways a8 much in the Theatre as at Court.—And you know
it is not always the Companion of Merit in either.”

The handsome student from Leyden—the potential
Congreve who wrote Love in Several Masques, and had
Lady Mary Wortley Montagu for patroness, might fairly
be snpposed to have expectations which warranted the
civilities of Mossgrs, Wilks and Cibber; but the * Luck-
leas” of two years later had probably convinced them
that his drematic performances did not involve their sins
qua non of anccess. Under these circumstances nothing
perhaps could be more natural than that they should play
their parta in his little satire.

We have dwelt st some length upon the futher's
Farce, bacause it i the first of Fielding’s plays in which,
leaving the * wit-traps” of Wycherley and Congreve, he
deals with the direct censure of contemporary folly, and
becanse, ppart from translation and edaptation, it is in
this field that his most brilliant theatrical successes were
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won. For the next few years he continued to produce
comedies and farces with great rapidity, both under his
own namse, snd under the peeadonym of Heriblerus Se-
cundus. Most of these chow manifest rigns of haste, and
gome are recklessly immodest. We shall confine our-
selvea to one or two of the best, and do little more than
enumerate the others. Of these latter, the Coffes-House
Politician ; or, The Justice cought in his own Trap, 1730,
sucoseded the duffior's Farce, The leading ides, that of
a {radesman who neglecta his shop for * foreign affairs,”
appears to be derived from Addison’s excellent character-
sketch in the Tadler of the * Political Upholsterer.” This
is the more likely, in that Arme the musician, whose
father is generally euppossd to have been Addison’s
original, was Fielding’s contemporary at Eton. Justice
Squeezum, snother character contained in this play, is
a kind of first draft of the later Justice Thrasher in
Amelia. The representation of the trading justice on
the stage, however, was by no means new, since Justice
Quorum in Coffey’s Beggar's Wedding (with whom, aa will
appear presently, Fielding’s name has heen erronecusly
associated) exhibits similar characteristics. Omitting for
the moment the burlesque of Tom Thumd, the Coffes- Houss
Politician was followed by the Lelter Wrilers; or, 4 new
Way lo Keep a Wife af Homs, 1731, a brisk little farce, with
one vigorously drawn character, that of Jack Commons, a
young university rake; the Grub-Sirest Opera, 1731 ; the
farce of the Loélery, 1731, in which the famous Mra. Clive,
then Miss Raftor, appeared ; the Modern Husband, 1732 ;
the Covend Garden Tvagedy, 1732, & broad and rather
riotons burlesque of Ambross Philips’ Disfrest Mother
and the Debauchees ; or, The Jesuit Caught, 1732—which
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was based upon the then debated story of Father Girard
and Catherine Cadiére,

Neither of the two last-named pieces is worthy of
the anthor, and their strongest condemnakion in our day
is that they were condemned in their own for their un-
bridled license, the Grub Streed Jowrnal going 8o far as to
say that they had “met with the universal detestation
of the Town.” The Moderr Husband, which turns on
that most loathsome of all commercial pursuits, the traffic
of & husband in his wife’s dishonour, appears, oddly
encugh, to have been regarded by its suthor with espa-
cisl complaceney. Its prologue lays stress upon the
moral purpose ; it was dedieated to Sir Robert Walpole;
and from & couple of letters printed in Lady Mary Wort-
ley Montagu's Correspondence, it is clear that it had been
submitted to her perusal. It had, however, no great
suceess upon the stage, and the chief thing worth re-
membering about it is that it afforded his last character
to Wilke, who played the part of Bellamant. That
“glight Pique,” of which mention has been made, was
no doubt by this time a thing of the past.

But if moet of the works in the foregoing list can
hardly be regarded as creditable to Fielding’s artistic or
moral senss, ons of them ati least deserves to be excepted,
and that is the burlesque of Fom Thumd. This was first
brought out in 1730 at the little theatre in the Hay-
moarket, where it met with a favoursble reception. In
the following year it was enlarged to three acts (in the
firgt version there had been but two), and reproduced ab
the same theatre ag the Tragedy of Tragedies; or, The
Lifs and Death of Tom Thumb the Gread, * with the Anno-
tations of H Beriblerus Secundua” It is certainly cne
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of the best burlesques ever written. As Baker observes
in his Biographic Dramatice, it may fairly be ranked as
a sequel to Buckingham’s Rekearsal, since it includes the
absurdities of nearly all the writera of tragedies from
the period when that piece stops to 1730. Among the
authors satirised are Nat. Lee, Thomson (whose famons

O Sophonisba, Sophonisha, O 1"
is parodied by
¥ O Huntamunca, Huneamunea, O 1),

Benks’s Earl of Esser, a favourite play at Bartholomew
Fair, the Busiris of Young, and the durengzebe of Dry-
den, etc. 'The annotations, which abound in transparent
references to Dr. Blentle]ly, Mr. T{heobul]d, Mr. D[enni]s,
are excellent imitations of eontemporary pedantry. One
oxample, elicited in Act 1 by a reference to “giants,”
must stand for many :—

¢ That learned Historian Mr, 8—n in the third Num.
ber of his Criticism on our Author, takes great Pains to
explode this Passage. It is, eays he, difficult to guess what
(Giants are here meant, unless the Giant Desair in the Pil-
grim’s Progress, or the giant Greainsss in the Royal Villoin ;
for I have heard of no other sort of Giants in the Reign
of King Arthur. Petrus Burmanus makes three Tom Thumbs,
one whereof he eupposes to have been the same Person whom
the Greeks called Hercules, and that by these Gianta are to be
understood the Cenigurs slain by that Heroe. Awnother Tom
Thumb Lie contends to have been no other thun the Hermes
Triomegistus of the Antienta. The third Tom Thumb he places
under the Reign of King Arthur,; to which third Tom
says he, the Actions of the other two were attributed, Now,
tho’ I know that this Opinion is supported by an Assertion
of Justua Lipsius, Thomam #ium Thumbum non alitm quam
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Herewlem fuisse saiis condtaé; yet shall I venture to oppose
one Line of Mr. Midwinter, against them all,

In Arthury Court Tom Thumb did live,

“But then, says Dr. B——y, if we place Tom Thumb
in the Court of King Asthur, it will be proper to place that
Court out of Britain, where no (liants were ever heard of
Spencer, in his Fairy Queen, is of ancther Opinion, where
deseribing Albion, he says,

Far within, a salvage Nation dwelt
Of hideons Giants.

And in the same canto :
Then Elfar, with fwo Brethren GHanits hed
The one of which had two Heads,—

The other three.
Risum teneatis, Amiei”

Of the play itself it is diffieult to give an idea by
extract, as nearly every line travesties some iragic pass-
age once familiar to play-goers, and now utterly for-
gotten. But the following lines from one of the speeches
of Lord Grizzle—a part admirably acted by Liston in
later years™—are & fair specimen of its ludicrons use {or
rather abuse) of simile:—

“ Yet think not Iong, I will my Rival bear,
Or unreveng’d the elighted Willow wear ;
The gloomy, brooding Tempest now confin’d,
Within the hollow Caverns of my Mind,
In dreadful Whirl, shall rowl along the Coasts,
Shall thin the Land of all the Men it boasts,
And eram up ev'ry Chink of Hell with Ghosts.
8o have I seen, in some dark Winter's Day,
A eudden Storm rush down the Sky's High-Way,
Sweep thro' the Streets with terrible ding-dong,
Gush thro’ the Sponts, and wash whole Crowds along.

-} Compare Hazlitt, On the Comic Wrilers of the Last Century.
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The crowded Shops, the thronging Vermin skreen,
Together cram the Dirty and the (lean,
And not one Shoe-Boy in the Street is seen.”

In the modern version of Kane O'Hara, to which
songs were added, the Tragedy of Tragedies still kesps, or
kept the stage. But its crowning glory is ite traditional
connection with Swift, who told Mrs, Pilkington that he
“had not Jangh'd above twice” in his life, once at the
tricks of a merry-andrew, and again when (in Fielding’s
burlesque) Tom Thumb killed the ghost. This is an
incident of the earlier versions, omitted in deference to
the eritics, for which the reader will seek vainly in the
play a8 now printed ; and he will, moreover, diseover that
Mre. Pilkington's memory served her imperfectly, since
it is not Tom Thumb who kills the ghoat, but the ghost
of Tom Thumb which is killed by his jealous rival,
Lord Grizzls. A trifling inaccuracy of this sort, how-
ever, is rather in favour of the truth of the story than
against it, for a pure fiction would in all probability have
baen more precise. Another point of interest in connee-
tion with this burlesque is the frontispiece which Hogarth
supplied to the edition of 1731. It has no special value
a3 a design, but it constitutes the earliest reference to
that friendship with the painter, of which so many traces
zre to be found in Fielding’s works,

Hitherto Fielding had succeeded best in burlesque.
But, in 1732, the same year in which he produesd the
Moedern Husband, the Debatchees, and the Covend Garden
Tragedy, he made an adaptation of Molidre's Méderin
malgré lus, which had already been imitated in English
by Mre. Centlivre and others. This little piece, to which
he gave the title of the Mock-Doctor ; or, The Dumb Lady
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owr’d, was well received. The French original was ren-
dered with tolerable closeness; but here and there
Fielding has iniroduced little touches of his own, as,
for instancs, where Gregory (Sganarelle) tells his wife
Darcas (Martine), whom he has just been beating, that
as they are but one, whenever he beats her he beats half
of himself. To thin she replies by requesting that for
the future he will beat the other balf. An entire scene
{the thirteenth) waa also added at the desire of Misa
Raftor, who played Dorcas, and thought her part too
ghort. This is apparently intended ae a burlesgue of
the notorions quack Misaubin, to whom the Mock-Docfor
was jronically dedicated. IHe was the proprietor of a
famous pill, and was introduced by Hogarth into the
HarloPs Progress. Gregory was played by Theophilug
Cibber, and the preface containg a complimentary refer-
ence to his acting, and the expected retirement of his
father from the stage. Neither Genest nor Lawrence
gives the date when the pisce was first produced, but if
the “April” on the dubious anthor's benefit ticket attri-
buted to Hogarth be correct, it must heve been in the
first months of 1732

The cordial reception of the Mock-Dodlor reerms to hava
oncouraged Fielding to make further lovies upon Moliére,
and he apeaks of his hope to do so in the “Preface.” As
a matter of fact, he produced a version of I'Avare at
Drury Lane in the following year, which entirely ont-
shone the older versions of Shadwell and Ozell, and
gained from Voltaire the praise of having added to the
original *guelques beautle de dialogue particulidres 2 sd
(Bielding’s) nation” Lovegold, its leading réls, became
astock part. Tt was woll played by its first actor Griffin,
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and was a favourite exercise with Macklin, Shuter, and
{in our own days) Phelps.

In February 1733, when the Miser was first acted,
Fielding was five and twenty. His means at this time
were, in all probability, exceedingly uncertain. The
amall proportion of money due to him at his mother's
death had doubtless heen long since exhausted, and he
must have been almost wholly dependent upon the pre-
carious profits of his pen. That he was assisted by rich
and noble friends to any material extent appears, in
spite of Murphy, to be unlikely. At all events, an occa-
sional dedication to the Duke of Richmond or the Earl
of Chesterfield cannot be regarded as proof positive.
Lyttelton, who certainly befriended him in later Life, was
for a great part of this period absent on the Girand Tour,
and Ralph Allen had not yet come forward, In default
of the alwayas deferred allowance, his father's honse at
Salisbury (%) was no doubt open to him ; and it is plain,
from indieations in his minor poems, that he occasionally
escaped into the country. But in London he lived
for the moet part, and probably not very worshipfully.
‘What, even now, would be the life of a young man of
Fielding's age, fond of pleasure, careless of the future,
very liberally equipped with high epirits, and straightway
exposed to the perilons peductions of the stage? ¥ield-
ing had the defects of his gualities, and was no better
than the rest of those about him. He was manly, and
frank, and generous; but these characteristica could
scarcely protect him from the terrors of the tipstaff,
and the sequels of “tother bottle” Indeed, he very
honestly and unfelgnedly confesses to the lapses of his
youth in the Journey from this Worid to the Nexd, adding
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that he pretended “to very little Virtue more than gene-
ral Philanthropy and private Friendship.” It is there-
fore but reasonable to infer that his daily life must have
heen more than usnally characterised by the wicissitudes
of the eighteenth-century prodigal,—altemations from
the “Rose” to a Clare-Market ordinary, from gold-lace
to fustian, from champagne to “British Burgundy.” In
a rhymad petition to Walpole, dated 1730, he makes
pleasant mirth of what no doubt was sometimea sober
truth—his debts, his duns, and his dinnerless condition
He (the verses tell us)

¢ from hia Garret can look down
On the whole Btreet of Arlingion.” !

Again—
“The Family that dines the latest
I in our Btreet esteem’d the greatest ;
But latest Hours must surely fall
Before him who ne'er dines at all ;*
and

¥ Thia too doth in my Favour epealk,
Your Levde iz but twice a Week ¢
From mine I can exclude but one Day,
My Door is quiet on a Sunday.”

‘When he can admit so much even jestingly of himsel, it
is but legitimate to presume that there is no great ex-
aggeration in the portrait of him in 1735, by the anony-
mous satiriet of Seasonable Beproof -

& F—g, who yesterday appear'd 2o rough,
Clad in coorss Frize, and plaister’d down with Snuff,
Bee how his Fustant gaudy Trappings shine ;
‘What Play-house Bard was ever seen so fine !
But this, not from his Humour flows, you'll say,

1 Wheie 8ir Robert lived.
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But mere Necessity ;—for last Night lay
In Pawn, the Velvet which he weams to Day.”

His work bears traces of the inequalities and irregu-
larities of hia mode of living. Although in certain cases
(e.g. the revised edition of Tom Thumb) the artist and
acholar seems to have spasmodically asserted himself,
the majority of his plays were hasty and ill-considered
performances, most of which (as Lady Mary said) he
would have thrown into the fire “ if meat conld have bean
got without money, and money without seribbling.”
“YWhen he had contracted to bring on a piay, or a faree,”
says Murphy, “it is well known, by many of his friends
now living, that he wonld go home rather late from a
tavern, and would, the next morning, deliver a scene to the
players, written upon the papers which had wrapped the
tobaceo, in which he so mnch delighted.” It is not easy
to conceive, unless Fielding’s capacities as & smoker were
unusual, that any large contribution to dramatic litera-
ture could have been made upon the wrappings of
Virginia or Freeman’s Best; but that his reputation
for careless production was established among his con-
temporaries js manifest from the following paseage in
a burlesque Author's Wil published in the Universal
Spectator of Oldys :—

& Rem, I give and bequeath to my very negligent Friend
Henry Drama, Esg,, all my Inpustry. And whereas the
World may think this an unnecessary Legacy, forasmamch as
the said Henry Drama, Esq,, brings on the Siage four Peeces
every Season ; yet as such Pieces are always wrote with wn-
common Rapidity, and during such fatal Intervals only as
the Stocks have been on the Fall, this Legacy will be of wse
to kim to reviss and correct his Worke. Furthermore, for
fear the sald Henry Drama should make an ill Use of the
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eaid Indusiry, and expend it oll on & Ballad Farce, it's my
Wil the said Legacy shoul be paid him by eqnal Portions,
and as his Necessities may require.”

There cen be little doubt that the above quotation,
which is reprinted in the Genéleman’s for July 1784, and
seems to have hitherto escaped inquiry, refers to none
other than the *very negligent” Author of the Moders:
Husband and the 0/d Debauchees—in other words, to
Henry Fialding.



CHAPTER IL
MORE PLAYS—MARRIAGE—THE LICENSING ACT.

THE very subordinate part in the Miser of * Furnish, an
Upholsterer,” was taken by = third-rate actor, whose
surname has been productive of no little misconception
among Henry Fielding’s biographers. This was Timothy
Fielding, sometime member of the Haymsarket and
Drury Lane companies, and proprietor, for several suc-
cesgive years, of a booth at Bartholomew, Southwark, and
other fairs. Iun the absence of any Christian name, Mr.
Lawrencs seems to have rather rashly concluded that
the Fielding mentioned by Genest as having a booth at
Bartholomew Fair in 1733 with Hippisley (the original
Peachum of the Beggars Opera), was TFielding the
dramatist; and the mistake thus originated at once
began that prosperous eourse which usually awaits any
glip of the kind. It misled one notoriously careful
inquirer, who, in his interesting chronicles of Bartholo-
mew Fair, minutely investigated the actor’s history, giving
precise details of his doings at “ Bartlemy” from 1728
to 1786 ; but, although the theory involved obvicus in-
congigtencies, apparently without any suspicion that the
proprietor of the booth which stood, season after season,
in the yard of the George Inn at Smithfield, was an
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entirely different person from his greater namesake.
The late Dr. Rimbault carried the story farther still,
and attempted to show, in Nofes and Queries for May
1859, that Henry Fielding had a booth at Tottenham
Court in 1738, “subsequent to his admission into the
Middle Temple ;” and he also promised to supply addi-
tional particulars to the effect that even 1738 was not
the “last year of Fielding's career as a booth-proprietor.”
At this stage (probably for good reasons) inquiry seems
to have slumbered, although, with the fatal vitality of
ertor, the statement continued {and still continues) to
be repeated in various querters. In 1875, however, Mr.
Frederick Latreille published a short article in Nofes and
Queries, proving conclusively, by extracts from eontempo-
rary newspapers and other sources, that the Timothy
Fielding above referred to was the real Fielding of the
fairs ; that he became landlord of the Buffalo Tavern
*“at the corner of Bloomsbury Square” in 1733; and
that he died in August 1738, his christian name, so
often suppressed, being duly recorded in the register of
the neighbouring church of St George’s, where he was
buried. The admirers of our great novelist owe Mr.
Latreille a debt of gratitnde for this opportune dis-
covery. It is true that a certain element of Bohemian
pictureaqueness is lost to Henry Fielding’s life, already
not very rich in recorded incident ; and it would certainly
have been curious if he, who ended his days in trying to
dignify the judicial office, should have begun life by acting
the part of a *trading justice,” namely that of Quornm
in Coffey’s Beggar's WWedding, which Timothy Fielding
had played at Drury Lane. But, on the whole, it is
satisfactory to know that his early experiences did not,
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of necessity, include those of a strolling player. Some
obscure and temporary connection with Bartholomew
Fair he may have had, as Smollett, in the scurrilous
pamphlet issued in 1742, makes him say that he blew a
trumpet there in quality of herald to a collection of wild
beasts ; but this is probably no more than an earlier
and uglier form of the apparition laid by Mr. Latreille.
The only positive evidence of any connection between
Henry Fielding and the Smithfield carnival is, that
Theophilus Cibber's company played the Miser at their
booth in August 1733,

With the exception of the Miser and an afterpiece,
never printed, entitled Deborah ; or, 4 Wifs for you all,
which was acted for Miss Raftor's benefit in April 1733,
nothing important was brought upon the stage by
Fielding until January of the following year, when he
produced the Iniriguing Chambermaid, and a revised
version of the Author's Farce. By a suecession of changes,
which it is impossible here to describe in detail, consider-
able alterations had taken place in the management of
Drury Lane. In the first place, Wilks was dead, and
his share in the Patent was represented by his widow.
Booth also was dead, and Mrs. Booth had sold her
share to Giffard of Goodman’s Fields, while the elder
Cibber had retired. At the beginning of the season of
1733-34 the leading patentee was an amateur ealled
Highmore, who had purchased Cibber’s share. He had
also purchased part of Booth's share before his desth in
May 1733. The only other shareholder of importance
wag Mre Wilka Shortly after the opening of the
theatre In September, the greater part of the Drury
Lane Company, led by the younger Cibber, revolted
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from Highmore and Mrs, Wilks, and set up for them-
solves. Mattars were farther complicated by the fact
that John Rich had not long opened a mew theatre in
Covent Garden, which constituted a fresh attraction;
and that what Fielding called the ® wanton affected
Fondness for foreign Musick,” was making the Italian
opera a dangerous rival—the more so as it was patronised
by the nobility. Without actors, the patentees were in
perious case. Miss Raftor, who about thia time bhecame
Mra. Clive, appears, however, to have remained faithful
to them, as also did Henry Fielding. The lively little
comedy of the Iniriguing Chambermaid was adapted from
Regnard eepecially for her; and in its published form
waa preceded by an epistle in which the dramatist dwells
upon the *Factions and Divislons among the Players,”
and compliments her upon her compassionate adherence
to Mr. Highmore and Mrs. Wilks in their time of need.
The epistle is also valuable for ifs warm and generous
testimony to the private character of this accomplished
aetress, whose part in real life, says Fielding, was that of
* the best Wife, the best Daughter, the best Sister, and
the best Friend.” The words are more than mere com-
pliment ; they appear to have been true. Madcap and
humourist as she was, no breath of slander seems ever
to have tarnished the reputation of Kitty Clive, whom
Johnson—a fine judge, when his prejudices were not
actively aroused—called in addition “the Dbest player
that he ever saw.”

The Infriguing Chambermaid was produced on the 15th
of January 1734, Lettics, from whom the piece was
nsmed, was well personated by Mrs. Clive, and Colonel
Bluff by Macklin, the only actor of any promise that
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Highmore had been sble to sscure. With the new
comedy the Aulhor's Farce was revived. It would be
unnecossary to refer to this again, but for the addi-
tiona that were made to it, These consisted chiefly in
the substitution of Marplay Junior for Sparkish, the
actor-manager of the first version. The death of Wilks
may hsve been a reason for this alteration; but a stronger
was na doubt the desire to throw ridicule upon Theo-
philus Cibber, whose behaviour in deserting Drury Lane
immediately after his father had sold his share to High-
mors had not passed without censure, nor had his father’s
action escaped sarcastic comment. Theophilus Cibber—
whose best part was Beaumont and Fletcher's Copper
Captain, and who carried the impersonation into private
life—had played in several of Fielding’s pieces; but
Fielding bad linked his fortunes to those of the paten-
teez, and was consequently against the players in this
quarre. The following scene was accordingly added to
the farce for the exclusive benefit of *Young Mar
Play l’:.u_

¥ Marplay junior. Mr. Lucklees, T kies your Hands—S8ir,
I am your most obedient humble Servant; yon ses, Mr.
Lucklees, what Power you have over me. I attend your
Commands, the’ several Persons of Quality have staid at
Court for me above this Hour,

Luckless, T am obliged to you—I have a Tragedy for your
House, Mr, Marplay.

May, jun. Ha! if you will send it me, I will give youmy
Opinion of it ; and if I can make any Alterations in it that
will be for its Advantage, I will do it freely.

Wiimore, Alterations, 8ir?

Mar, jun, Yes, Bir, Alterations—I will maintain it, let a
Piay be never so good, without AMeration it will do nothing.

Wit. Very odd indeed.
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Mar. jus. Did youn ever write, 8ir ?

Wit No, 8ir, I thank Heav'n.

Mar. jun, Oh! your humble Bervant—your very humble
Bervant, Bir. When you write yourself you will find the
Necemity of Alterations. Why, 8ir, wou'd you guess that I
had alter'd Shakepsar ?

Wit. Yea, faith, Sir, no one sooner.

Mar, jun, Alack-a-day! Was you tosee the Plays when
they are brought to ns—a Parcel of crude, undigested Stuff
‘We are the Persona, 8ir, who lick them into Form, that mould
them into Shape—The Poet make the Play indeed! The
Colour-man might be as well said to make the Picture, or the
‘Weaver the Coat: My Father and I, 8ir, are a Couple of
poetical Tailors; when a Play is brought us, we consider
it a8 & Tailor does hin Coat, we cut it, Sir, we ent it: And
let me tell you, we have the exact Measure of the Town, we
know how to fit their Taste. The Poets, between you and
me, are & Pack of ignorant——

Wit. Hold, hold, eir, This is not quite so civil to Mr.
Luckless : Begides, sa T take it, you have done the Town the
Honour of writing yonrself,

Mar. jun, 8ir, you are a Man of SBense ; and express your-
gelf well. I did, as you say, once make a small Sally ints
Parnaseus, took a sort of flying Leap over Melicon : But it
ever they catch me there again—Bir, the Town have a Pre-
judice to my Family ; for if any Play con’d have made them
sshamed to damn it, mine must It was all over Plot. It
wou'd have made half a dozen Novela: Nor was it cram’d
with & pack of ‘Wit-trapa, like Congreve and Fycherly, where
évery one knows when the Joke was coming, I defy the
gharpeet Critick of 'em sll to know when any Jokes of mine

coming. The Dialogne was plain, easy, and natural,
#nd not one single Joke in it from the Beginning to the End:
Besides, Bir, there was one Scene of tender melancholy Con-
versstion, enough to have melted a Heart of Stone ; and yet
they damn'd it: And they damn'd themselves ; for they
hall have no more of mire.

Wit Take pity on the Town, Sir.

Mar. jun. 1! No, Bir, no. Tl write no more. No
wore ; unless I am fore’d to ik
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Lckless. That's no easy thing, Merplay
May, jun, Yes, Bir. Odes,Od.es,aHanmaybeobhg’dbo
write those you know.”

These concluding lines plainly refer to the elder
Cibber's appointment 85 Laureate in 1730, and to those
“gnnual Birth-day Straine,” with which he so long de-
lighted the irreverent; while the alteration of Shake
speare and the cobbling of plays generally, satirised
again in a later scene, are strictly in accordance with
contemporary accounta of the manmers and cnstoms of
the two dictators of Drury Lane. The piece indicated
by Marplay Junior was probably Theophilna Cibber’s
Lover, which had been produced in January 1731 with
very moderate success,

After the Inériguing Chambermaid and the revived
Author's Farce, Fielding seems to have made farther
exertions for “the distressed Actors in Drury Lane”
He had always been an admirer of Cervantes, frequent
references to whose master-work are to be found scattered
through his plays ; and he now busied himself with com-
ploting and expanding the loose scenes of the comedy of
Don Quizols in England, which (as before stated) he
had sketohed at Leyden for, his own diversion. Ha
bad already thought of -bringing it mpon the stage,
but had been dissuaded from doing so by Cibber and
Booth, who regarded it as wanting in novelty. Nov{
however, he strengthened it by the addition of some
election scenes, in which—he tells Lord Chesterfield
in the dedication—he designed to give a lively repre-
sentation of “the Calamities bronght on a Country
by general Corruption;” snd it was duly rohearsed.
But unexpected delays tock place in jts prodeetion;
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the revolted players returned to Drury Lane; and,
leat the actors’ benefits should further retard its ap-
pearance by postponing it until the winter season,
Fielding transferred it to the Haymarket, where, accord-
ing to Geneste, it was acted in April 1734. As a play,
Don Quizole in England has fow stage quelities and no
plot to speak of Bat the Don with his whimsies, and
Bancho with his appetite and string of proverbs, are con-
coived in eomething of the spirit of Cervantes. Squire
Badger, too, a rndimentary Squire Western, well repro-
sented by Macklin, is vigorously drawn ; and the song
of hiz huntsman Seut, beginning with the fine line *The
dusky Night rides down the Sky,” haa a verse that
recalls a practice of which Addison acenses Bir Roger
de Coverley :—
“ A brushing For in yonder Wood,
Becure to find we sk ;
For why, I carry'd sound and good,
A Cortlosd thers last TWeck.
And & Hunting we will go.”

The election scenes, though but slightly attached to
the main story, are keenly satirical, and considering that
Hogarth’s famous series of kindred prints belongs to a
much later date, must certainly have been novel, &5 may
be gathered from the following little colloquy hetween
Mr, Mayor and Mesers. Guzzle and Retail :—

“ Mayor (80 Retail). . . . I like an Opposition, hecause
otherwise 2 Man may be oblig'd to vote against his Party ;
therefore when we invite a Centleman to stand, we invite
him to spend his Monsy for the Honour of his Party ; and
when both Parfies have spent aa much as they are able, every
honest Man will vote according to his Conscience.
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@ue, Mr. Mayor talks like & Man of Sense snd Honour,
and it does me good to hear him,

May. Ay, ay, Mr, Guuzle, I never gave a Vole contrary
to my Conscience. I have very carnestly recommended the
Country-Interest to all my Brethren: But befere that, I
recommended the Town-Interest, that is, the interest of this
Corporation ; and first of all I recommended fo every parti-
cular Man to take a particular Care of himself, And it i
with & certain way of Reasoning, That he who serves me
beat, will serve the Town best; snd he that serves the Town
best, will serve the Country best.”

In the January and Februery of 1735 Fielding pro-
duced two more pieces at Drury Lane, a farce and a five-
act comedy. The farce—a lively trifle enough—was
An Old Man taught Wisdom, a title subsequently changed
to the Virgin Unmasked. It waa obviously written to
display the talenis of Mrs. Clive, who played in it her
favourite character of a hoyden, and, after “interview-
ing” a number of snitors chosen by her father, finally
ran away with Thomas the footman—a course in those
days not without its parallel in high life, above stairs as
wall as below. It appears to have succeeded, though
Bookish, one of the characters, was entirely withdrawn
in deference to some disapprobation on the part of
the audience; while the part of Wormwood, a lewyer,
which is found in the latest editions, is said to have been
“ omitted in representation.” 'The comedy, entitled The
Universal Gallant; or, The different Husbunds, was scarcely
go fortunate. Notwithstanding that Quin, wha, after an
absence of many years, had returned to Drury Lane,
playod a leading part, and that Theephilus Cibber in the
hero, Captain Smart, seems to have been fitted with a
character exactly suited to his talents and idiosyncrasy,
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the piay ran no more than three nights, Till the third
act was almost over, * the dudienss,” says the Prompéer (a8
quoted by *Sylvanus Urban™), “sat quiet, in hopes it
would mend, till finding it grew worse and worse, they loat
all Patience, and not an Exzpression or Sentiment afterwards
pass’d without ite dessrved Cemsurs” Perhape it is not
to be wondered at that the author—**the prolifick My
Fidding,” as the Prompler calls him, attributed itz con-
demnation to canses other than its lack of intersst. In
his Adeerfisoment ho openly complains of the “ecruel
Uesge” his “poor Play” had met with, and of the bar-
barity of the young men about town who made *'a Jest
of damning Plays™—a pestime which, whether it pre-
vailed in this case or not, no doubl existed, as Sarah
Fielding afterwarda refers to it in David Simple, If an
author—he goes on to say—“be so unfortunate [as] to
depend on the success of hia Labours for his Bread, he must
be an jehaman Creature indesd, who would out of aport
and wantonness prevent a Man from getting a Livelihood
in an honest and inoffensive Way, and make a jest of
etarving him and his Family,” 'The plea is a good one
if the play is good ; but if not, it is worthless, In this
respect the public are like the French Cardinal in the
story; and when the famished writer's work fails to
entertain them, they are fully justified in doubting his
raison d'#re. 'There is no reason for aupposing that the
Universal Gallant deserved a better fate than it met with.

Judging from the time which elapsed between the
production of this play and that of Pasquin (Fielding's
next theatrical venture), it has been conjectured that the
interval was occupied by his marrizge, and brief experi-
ence as o Dorsetshire couniry gentleman, The exact
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date of his marriage is not kmown, though it is generally
assumed to have taken place in the beginning of 1784,
But it may well have been earlier, for it will be observed
that in the sbove quotation from the Preface to the
Universal Gallant, which is dated from * Buckingham
Street, Feb. 12,” he indirectly speaks of “hi¢ family.”
This, it is frue, may be no more than the pious frand of
a bachelor; but if it be taken literally, we must conclude
that his marriage was already so far a thing of the past
that he was already a father. This supposition would
account for the absence of any record of the birth of a
ohild during his forthecoming residence at East Stour,
by the explanation that it had already happened in
London; and it is not impoasible that the entry of the
marriage, t0o, may be hidden away in some obscure
Metropolitan parish register, since those of Salisbury have
been fruitlessly searched. At this distance of time, how-
ever, speculation is fruitless; and, in default of more
definite information, the *spring of 1735,” which Keight-
ley gives, must be accepted ae the probable date of the
marriage,

Concerning the lady, the particulars are more precise.
fShe was & Miss Charlotte Cradock, one of three sisters
living upon their own means at Salisbury, or—as it was
then styled—New Sarnm. Mr, Keighiley’s personal
inquiries, eires 1858, elicited the information that the
family, now extinet, was highly respectable, but not of
New Sarum’s beat society, Richardson,in one of his male-
volent outbursts, assarted that the sisters were illegiti-
mate; but, says the writer above referred to, *of this
circumstance we have no other proof, and I am sble to
add that the tradition of Salisbury kmowe nothing of it.”
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They were, however, celebrated for their personal attrac-
tions ; and if the picture given in chap. ii. book iv. of Tom
Jones accurately represents the first Mra, Fielding, she
must have been a most charming brunette. Something
of the stereotyped characteristica of a novelist’'s hercine
obviously enter into the deseription; but the luxuriant
black hair, which, cut *“to comply with the modern
Faghion,” “curled so gracefully in her Neck,” the lustrous
eyes, the dimple in the right cheek, the chin rather full
than small, and the complexion having *“more of the
Lilly than of the Rose,” but flushing with exercise or
modesty, are, doubtless, accurately set down, In speak-
ing of the nose as * exactly regular,” Fielding appears to
have deviated elightly from the truth ; for we learn from
Lady Louisa Stuart that, in this respect, Miss Cradock’s
appearance had “puffered a littla” from an accident
mentioned in book ii. of .4melia, the overturning of a
chaise. Whether she also poesessed the mental qualities
and accomplishments which fell to the Iot of Sophia
‘Woestern, we have no means of determining; but Lady
Stusart is again our anthority for saying that she was as
amiable as she was handsome.

From the love-poems in the firat volume of the Mis-
cellanies of 1743—poems which their author declares to
have been * Productions of the Heart rather than of the
Head "—it ia clear that Fielding had been attached to
his future wife for several years previous to 1735, One
of them, Advice to the Nymphs of New S——m, colebrates
the charms of Celia—-the poetical equivalent for
Charlotte—as early as 1730; another, containing a
reference to the player Anthony Boheme, who died in
1781, was probably written at the same time; while a
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third, in which, upon the special intervention of Jove
himself, the prize of beauty is decreed hy Venus to the
Salisbury eisters, may be of an earlier date than any.
The year 1730 was the year of his third piece, the
Author’s Farce, and he must therefore have been paying
his addresses to Miss Cradock not very long after his
arrival in London. This is a fact to be borne in mind
So early an attachment to a good and beautiful girl,
living no farther off than Salishury, where his own father
probably reaided, is scarcely consistent with the reckless
dissipation which has been laid to his charge, although,
on his own showing, e was by no means faultless. But
it is & part of natures like his to exaggerate their errors
in the moment of repentance ; and it may well be that
Henry Fielding, too, was not so black as he painted him-
golf. Of his love-verses he says—* this Branch of Writ-
ing is what I very little pretend to;” and it would be
misleading to rate them highly, for, unlike his Literary
descendant, Mr. Thackeray, he never attained to any
special quality of note. But some of his octosyllabics,
if they cannot be called equal to Prior's, fall littie helow
Swift'a “I hate ”—cries he In one of the pieces,

I hate the Town, and all its Ways ;
Ridotic’s, Opera’s, and Plays ;

The Ball, the Ring, the Mall, the Court ;
‘Wherever the Beau-Monde resort . . .

All Coffee-Houses, and their Praters ;

All Courta of Justice, and Debeters ;

All Taverns, and the Sota within em ;

All Bubbles, and the Bogues that skin "em,”

—and so forth, the natural anti-climax being that he
loves nothing but his *Charmer ” at Salisbury. In an-
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other, which is headed To Celia.—Occasioned by her appre-
hending her House would bs broke open, and having an old
Fellow to guard ¥, who sal up oll Night, with a Gun without
any Ammunition, and from which it has been concluded
that the Miss Cradocks were their own landlords, Venus
chides Cupid for neglecting to guard her favourite .—

% ¢Clome tell me, Urchin, tell no lies ;
‘Where was you hid, in Vince's eyea ?
Did you fair Bennet’s Breast importune ?
{I know you dearly love a Fortune,)’
Poor Cupid now began to whine ;
¢ Mamma, it was no Fanlt of mine,

Lin a Dimpls lay perdue,

That little Guard-Room chose by you.
A hundred Loves (all arm’d) did grace
The Beguties of her Neck and Face ;
Thence, by a Bigh I dispossest,

‘Was blown to Harry Ficlding's Breast ;
‘Where I was fore'd all Night to stay,
Becanse I could not find my Way.

But did Mammsa know there what Work
I've made, how acted like & Turk;
‘What Pains, what Torment he endures,
‘Which no Physician ever cures,

Bhe would forgive” The Goddess amil'd,
And gently chuck’d her wicked Child,
Bid him go back, and take more Care,
And give her Service to the Fair.”

Swift, in his Rhapsody on Poetry, 1733, coupled Field-
ing with Leonard Welsted as an instance of sinking in
verse. But the foregoing, which he could not have seen,
is scarcely, if ab all, inferior to his own Birihday Foems
io Stelle?

1 Swift afterwards sohstituted “the leureate [Cibber]' for

* Fialding,” and appears to have changed his mind as o the latter's
merita T can sasure Mr. Fielding,” says Mrs, Pilkington in the
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The history of Fielding’s marrisge resta so exelu-
sively mpon the statements of Arthur Murphy that it
will bs well to quote his words in full :—

1 Mr. Fielding had not been long a writer for the stage,
when he married Mins Craddock [#ic], & beauty from Salisbury.
About that time, his mother dying, a moderate esiate, at
Stower in Dorsetshire, devolved to him. To that place he
retired with his wife, on whom he doated, with a resclution
to bid adieu to all the follies and intemperances to which he
had addicted himself in the career of a town-life. But un-
fortunately & kind of family-pride here gained an ascendant
over him ; and he began immediately to vie in splendour
with the neighbouring country ’squires.  'With an estate not
much above two hundred pounds a-year, and his wife’s for-
tone, which did not exceed fifteen hundred pounds, he
encumbered himeelf with a large retinne of servants, all clad
in coatly yellow liveriea. For their master'’s honour, these
people could not descend so low as to be careful in their
apparel, but, in & month or two, were unfit to be seen ; the
’squire’s dignity required that they should be new-equipped ;
and his chief pleasure consisting in society and comvivial
mirth, hoepitality threw open his doors, and, in less than
three years, entertainments, hounds, and horses, entirely de-
voured a little patrimony, which, had it been managed with
ceconomy, might have secured to him a state of independence
for the rest of his life, ete.”

This passage, which has played a conspicuocus part in
all biographies of Fielding, was very carefully sifted by
Mr. Keightley, who came to the conclusion that it was &
“mere tissue of error and inconsistency.”! Without
going to this Jength, we must admit that it is manifeetly
third and Iast volume of her Memoirs (1764), *‘ the Dean had &
high opinion of his Wit, which must be a Pleasure to him, as no
Man was over better qualified to judge, posseseing it so eminently
hirself,”

! Boms of Mr. Keightley's eriticimms ware anticipated by Watson,
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incorrect in many reapects, If Fielding married in 1735
(though, as already pointed out, he may have mar
riod earlier, and retired fo the country upon the failure
of the Universal Gallanf), he is certainly inaccurately
deseribed s ““not having been long s writar for the
stage,” since writing for the stage had been his chief
occupation for seven years. Then again his mother had
died as far back as April 10, 1718, when he was a hoy
of eleven ; and if he had inherited anything from her, he
had probably been in the enjoyment of it: ever since he
came of age. Furthermore, the statement as to “threa
years ” is at variance with the fact that, according to the
dedieation to the Universal Gallont, he was still in Lon-
don in February 1735, and was back again managing the
Haymarket in the frst months of 1738. Murphy,
however, may only mean that the *estate” at East
Stour was in his possession for three years, Mr
Keightley's other points—namely, that the *tolerably
respectable farm-house,” in which he is supposed to
have lived, was scarcely adapted to “splendid entertain-
menta,” or “a large retinue of servants;” and that, to
L@ in strict accordance with the family arms, the liveries
ehould have been not *yellow,” but whits and blne—must
bo taken for what they are worth. On the whale, the
probability is, that Murphy’s words were only the care-
leas ropetition of local tittle-tattle, of much of which, as
Captain Booth says pertinently in .4melia, *the only
basia is lying” The squires of the neighbourhood
would naturally regard the dashing young gentleman
from London with the same distrustful hostility that
Addison’s “Tory Foxhunter” exhibited to those who
differed with him in politics. It wonld be remembered,
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besides, that the new-comer was the son of another and
an earlier Fielding of less pretensions, and no resl cor-
diality could ever have existed between them. Indeed,
it may be assumed that this was the case, for Booth'a
account of the opposition and ridicule which he—* a poor
renter {"—encountered when he enlarged his farm and
set up his coach haa a distinet personal accent. That he
was lavish, and lived beyond his means, is quite in accord-
snce with his character. The man who, 83 a Bow Street
magistrate, kept open house on a pittance, was not Likely
to be leas Javish 83 a country gentleman, with £1600 in
his pocket, and newly married to a young and handsome
wife. “He would have wanted money,” said Lady Mary,
“if his hereditary lands had been as extensive as his
imagination ;” and there can be little doubt that the
rafters of the old farm by the Stour, with the great locust
tree at the back, which is figured in Hutching's Higory of
Dorsel, rang often to hunting choruses, and that not sel-
dom the *dusky Night rode down the Sky” over the
prostrate forms of Harry Fielding’s guests,! But even
£1500, and (in spite of Murphy) it is by no means clsar
that he had anything more, could scarcely last for ever.
‘Wkether his footmen wore yellow or nof, a few brief
months found him again in town. That he was able

L An interesting relic of the East Stour residence has recently
been presented by Mr. Merthyr Guest (throngh Mr. B. A. Kinglake)
to the Somersetshire Archwological Boejety. It is an cak table of
solid proportions, and bears on a brass plate the following inserip.
tion, emansting from a former owner :—*‘ This {able belonged to
Henry Ficlding, Esq., novelist. He hunted from East 8tour Farm,
1718, and in three years dissipated his fortune keeping hounds,”
In 1718, it may be observed, Fielding waa a boy of eleven, Prob-
ably the whole of the latter sentence is nothing more than s dis-
tortion of Murphy.
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to rent a theatre may perhaps be accepted as proof that
his profuse hospitalities had not completely exhausted
his meana.

The moment was a favourable one for a fresh thest-
rical experiment. The stage-world was split up into
fuctions, the players were disorganised, and everything
seemed in confusion. Whether Fielding himself con-
ceived the idea of making capital out of this state of
things, or whether it was suggested to him by some of
the company who had acted Don Quizpls in England,
it is imposgible to say. In the first monthe of 1736,
however, he took the little French Theatre in the
Haymarket, and opened it with a company which he
christened the *Great Mogul's Company of Comedians,”
who were forther described as “having dropped from
the Clouds.” The *Great Mogul” was & name some-
times given by playwrights to the elder Cibber; but there
is no reason for supposing that any allugion to him was
intended on thizs occasion. The company, with the ex-
ception of Macklin, who was playing at Drury Lane,
consisted chiefly of the actors in Don Quizole in England,;
and the first piece was entitled Pasguin: a Dramalick
Satire on the Times : being the Rehearsal of Two Ploys, viz. a
Comady call'd the Election, and a Tragedy call'd the Life and
Death of Common-Sense. The form of this work, which
belongs to the same class as Sheridan’s Critic and Buck-
ingham’s Behearsal, was probably determined by Fielding’s
past experience of the publio taste. His latest comedy
had failed, and its predecessors had not been very sue-
oetaful. Bub  his burlesques had met with a betier
reception, while the election episodes in Don Quizpls had
seemed to discloss a fresh field for the satire of con-
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temporary mannera. And in the satire of contemporary
manners he folt his strength lay. The success of Pasyuin
proved he had not miscalculated, for it ran more than
forty nights, drawing, if we may believe the unlmown
author of the life of Theophilus Cibber, numerous and
enthusisstic audiences *from Grosvenor, Cavendish, Han-
over, and all the other fashionable Squares, as also from
Pall Mull, and the Inns of Court.”

In regard to plot, the comedy which Paspuin contains
gcarcely deserves the name. It consists of a string of
loosely-connected scenes, which depict the shameless poli-
tical corruption of the Walpole ers with a good deal of
boldness and humour. The scle difference between the
# Court party,” represented by two Candidates with the
Bunyan-like names of Lord Place and Colonel Promise,
and the “Country party,” whose nominees are Sir Harry
Fox-Chace and Squire Tankard, is that the former bribe
openly, the latter indirectly. The Mayor, whose sym-
pathies are with the *“Country party” is finally in-
duced by his wife to vote for and return the other side,
although they are in a minority ; and the play is con-
cluded by the precipitate marrisge of his daughter with
Colonel Promise. Mr, Fustian, the Tragic Author, who,
with Mr. Sneerwell the Critic, iz one of the spectators of
the rehearsal, demurs to the sbruptness with which this
ingenious catastrophe is brought about, and inguires
where the preliminary action, of which there is not the
slightest evidence in the piece itself, has taken place
Thereupon Trapwit, the Comic Author, replies as follows,
in one of those passages which show that, whatever
Fielding's dramatic limitetions may have been, he was
at least a keen oritic of stage practice :—
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% Trapusl, Why, behind the Beenes, Sir, What, would
you have every Thing brought upon the Stage? I intend to
bring ours to the Dignity of the French Stage ; and I have
Horaee's Advice of my 8ide ; we have many Things both said
and done in our Comedies, which might be better perform’d
behind the Scenea: The Frenck, you know, banich all Cruelty
from their Stage ; and I don’t see why we ghould bring on &
Isady in ours, practising all manner of Cruelty upon her
Lover : besids, 8ir, we do not qnly produce it, but encourage
it ; for I could name yon some Comedies, if T would, where
& Woman is brought in for four Acts together, behaving to &
worthy Man in & Manner for which she almosat deserves to
be hang'd ; and in the Fifth, forsooth, she in rewnrded with
him for a Husband: Now, fir, as I know this hits some
Tastes, and am willing to oblige all, I have given every
Lady a Latitude of thinking mine has behaved in whatever
Manner ehe would have her,”

The part of Lord Place in the Eledion, after the
first few nights, waa taken by Cibber’s daughter, the
notorious Mra, Charlotte Charke, whose extraordinary
Memoirs are among the curicsities of eighteenth-cen-
tury literature, and whose experiences were as varied as
those of any character in fiction. She does not seem to
have acted in the Lifs and Death of Common-Senss, the
rehearsal of which followed that of the Eledion. This is
a burlesque of the Tom Thumb type, much of which is
written in vigorous blank verse. Queen Common-Sense
is conspived against by Firebrand, Priest of the Sun, by
Law, and by Physic. Law is incensed becamse sho
has endeavoured to make his piebald jargon intelli-
gible ; Physic because she has preferred Water Gruel
to all his drugs; and Firebrand because she would
restrain the power of Priests, Some of the strokes
must have gone home to those receptive hearers who, as
one contemporary account informa ns, “were dul! enough
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not only to think they contain’d Wit and Humonr, but
Truth also ™ :—

“ Queen Common-Sense. My Lord of Law, I sent for you
this Morning ;
I have & strange Petition given to me ;
Two Men, it seems, have lately been at Law
For an Estate, which both of them have loat,
And their Attorneys now divide between them.
Law, Madam, these things will happen in the Law.
Q. . 8. Will they, my Lord ? then better we had none:
But I have also heard a sweet Bird sing,
That Men, unsble to discharge their Debta
At a ghort Warning, being swed for them,
Have, with both Power and Will their Debta to pay
Lain all thetr Lives in Prison for their Coata.
Law. That may perhaps be some poor Person’s Case,
Too mean to entertain your Royal Ear
Q. C. 8. My Lord, while I am Queen I shall not think
One Man too mean, or poor, to be redress'd ;
Moreover, Lord, I am inform'd your Laws
Are grown so large, and daily yet encreass,
That the great Age of old Methusalem
Would acarce mffice to yead your Statutes ont.”

There is aleo much more than merely transitory satire
in the speech of “ Firebrand ” to the Queen :—

¥ Pirebrond. Ha! do you doubt it? nay, if you doubt
that,
I will prove nothing—But my zeal inspires me,
And T will tell you, Madam, you yourseif
Are a most deadly Enemy to the Sun,
And all his Priests have greatest Cause to wish
You had been never horn.
¢. 0. 8. Ha! say'st thou, Priest ?
Then know I honour and adore the San |
And when I see his Light, and feel his Warmth,
I glow with flaming Gratitude toward him ;
But know, I never will adore & Pricet,
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"‘Who wears Pride’s Face beneath Religion's Mask,
And mekes & Pick-Lock of his Piety,
To steal away tha Liberty of Mankind.
But while I live, I'll never give thee Power.
Firebrand, Madam, our Power in not deriv’d fram you,
Nor any one ; ’TwaaaentusmaBox
From the great Sun himself, and Carriage peid ;
Phaeton brought it when he overturn'd
The Chariot of the Bun into tha Sea.
Q. C. 8. Shew me the Instrument, and let me read it
Fireb. Madam, you cannot read it, for being thrown
Into the Bea, the Water has so damag’d it,
That none but Priests could ever read it since,”

In the end, Firebrand stabs Common-Senss, but her
Ghost frightens Ignorance off the Stage, upon which
Breerwell says—“I am glad you make Common-Sense
get the better at last; I was under terribls Appre-
hensions for your Moral.” ¢ Faith, Sir,” says Fustian,
*this is almost the only Play where she has got
the better lately.” And so the piece closes. But it
would be wrong to guit it without some reference to the
numberless little touches by which, throughout the
whole, the humours of dramatic life behind the scenes
are ironically depicted, The Comic Poet is arrested on
his way from “ King's Coffee-House,” and the claim being
¢ for upwards of Four Pound,” if is at: first supposed that
*“he will hardly get Bail.” He is subsequently inquired
after bya Glentlewomsan in a Riding-Hood, whom he passes
off us & Lady of Quality, but who, in reality, is bringing
him & clean shirt. There are difficnlties with one of the
Ghoats, who has a *Church-yard Cough,” and “is so
Lame he can hardly walk the Stage;” whila another
commes to rehearsal without being properly floured, because
the stage barber hea gone to Drury Lane “to shave the

B
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Bultan in the New Entertainment.” On the other hand,
the Ghost of Queen Commeon-Sense appears before ahe
is killed, and is with some difliculty persuaded that her
action is promature, Part of “the Mob” play truant to
soo a show in the park ; Law, straying withont the play-
house passagoe is snapped up by a Lord Chief-Justice's
Warrant ; and a Jew carries off one of the Mzids of
Honour. These little incidents, together with the un-
blushing reslism of the Pota of Porter that are made to
do duty for wine, and the extra two-pennyworth of
Lightning that is ordered against the first night, are all
in the spirit of that inimitable picture of the Strolling
Actresses dressing in o Barn, which Hogarth gave to the
world two years later, and which, very possibly, may
have borrowed some of its inspiration from Fielding’s
¢ dramatic satire.”

There is every reason to suppose that the profits of
Pasuin were far greater than those of any of its suthor’s
previous efforts. In a rare contemporary caricaturs,
preserved in the British Musenm! the “Quesn of
Common-Sense ” is shown presenting * Henry Fielding,
Esq.,” with a well-filled purse, while to * Harlequin®
(John Rich of Covent Garden) she extends a halter;
and in gome dogperel lines underneath, reference is
made to the “showra of Gold” resulting from the
piece. This, of course, might be no more than a poetical
fiction ; but Fielding himself attests the pecuniary sue-
ceas of Pasguin in the Dedication to Tumble-Dows Dick,
and Mrs, Charke’s statement in her Memoirs that her
salary for acting the small part of Lord Place was four
guineas s week, “with an Indulgence in Point of

1 Political and Paraonal Satires, No, 22687,
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Charges at her Benefit” by which she cleared sixty
guineas, certainly points to a prosperous exchequer.
Fielding’s own benefit, as appears from the curious ticket
attributed to Hogarth and facsimiled by A, M. Ireland,
took place on April 25, but we have no record of the
amount of his gains. Mrs. Charke farther says that
“asoon after Pasguin began to droop,” Fielding pro-
duced Lillo’s Fatal Curiosily in which she acted Agnes
This tragedy, founded on a Cornish story, iz one of
remarkable power and passion ; but upon its first appear-
ance it made little impression, although in the succeed-
ing year it waa acted to greater advantage in combination
with another satirical medley by Fielding, the Hisforicel
Register for the Year 1736.

Like most sequels, the Historical Eegister had neither
the vogue nor the wit of its predecessor. It was only
half as long, and it was even more disconnected in
character. “Harmonious Cibber,” as Swift calls him,
whose * preposterous Odes” had already been ridienled
in Pasquin and the Author’s Farce, was once more hrought
on the stage as Ground-Ivy, for his alterations of Shake-
epeare ; and under the name of Pistol, Theophilus Cibber
is made to refer to the contention between his second
wife, Arne's sister, and Mrs. Clive, for the honour of
playing “Polly ” in the Beggm’s Opera, a play-houss feud
which at the latter end of 1736 had engaged * the Town "
almost as seriously as the earlier rivalry of Fanstina and
Cuogzoni. This continued raillery of the Cibbers is, as
Fielding himself seems to have felt, a *Jest a little over-
acted ;” but there ia one scens in the piece of undeniable
freshness and humour, to wit, that in which Cock, the
famous gslesman of the Pinzzas—the George Robins of
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hiz day—is brought on the stage as Mr. Auctioneer Hen
(a part taken by Mrs. Charke). Hiu wares, “collected
by the indefatigable Painn of that celebrated Virtuoso,
Peer Humdrum, Eaq.,” include such desirable items as
“curious Remnants of Political Honesty,” * delicate
Fieces of Patriotism,” Modeaty {which does not obtain s
bid), Courage, Wit, and “a very nest clear Conscience”
of great capacity, * which has been worn by a Judgs, and
a Bishop.” The *Cardinal Virtues” are then put up,
and eightesn-pence is bid for them. But after they have
been knocked down at this extravagant sum, the buyer
complaing that he had understood the snctioneer to say
itg, Cardinal’s Virtues,” and that the lot he has purchased
includes “ Temperanee and Chastity, and » Pack of Stuff
that he would not give three Farthings for.” The whole
of this scene is “admirable fooling;” and it was after-
warde impudently etolen by Theophilue Cibber for his
farce of the Auction. The Historwal Regisler concludes
with a dialogne between Quidam, in whom the audience
recognised Sir Robert Walpole, and four patriots, to
whom he gives a purse which has an inatantaneons effect
upen their opinions All five then go off dancing to
Quidam's fiddle ; and it is explained that they have holes
in their pockets thromgh which the money will fall as
they danos, enabling the donor to pick it all up sgain,
“and 8o not lese one Half-penny by hia Generoeity,”
The frank effrontery of satire like the foregoing hed
by this time begun to atiract the attention of the
Ministry, whoee withers had alresdy been sharply wrung
by Pasguin ; snd it has heen conjectured that the ballet
of Quidam and the Patriots played no amall part in
precipitating the famons * Licenaing Act,” which was
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passed a fow weeks afterwards. Like the marriage which
gucceeded the funeral of Hamlet's father, it certainly
“fallowed hard npon.” But the reformation of the stage
had already been contemplated by the Legislature; and
two years befors, Sir John Barnard had brought in a
bill #to restrain the number of houses for playing of
Interludes, and for the better regulating of common
Players of Interludea” This, however, had been aban-
doned, because it was proposed to add a clause enlarging
the power of the Lord Chamberlain in licensing plays,
an addition to which the introducer of the measure made
strong objection. He thought the power of the Lord
Chamberlain already too great, and in support of his argu-
ment he instanced its wanton exercise in the case of Gay’s
Polly, the .representation of which had been suddenly
prohibited a few years earlier. But Paspuin and the
Regigter brought the question of dramatic lawlessness
again to the front, and a hill was hurriedly drawn, one
effoct of which was to revive the very provision thast
Bir John Barnard had opposed. The history of this
affair is exceedingly obscure, and in all probability it
has never been completely revealed. The received or
nuthorised version is to be found in Coxe’s Life of Weal-
pole.  After dwelling on the offence giver to the Govern-
ment by Pasquin, the writer goes on to say that Giffard,
the mansger of Goodman’s Fields, brought Walpole a
farco called The Golden Rump, which had been pro-
posed for exhibition. Whether he did this to extort
money, or to ask advice, is not clear. In either case,
Walpole is said to have “paid the profits which might
have accrued from the performance, and deiained the
eopy.” He then made s compendions eelection of the
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treasonable and profane passages it contained. These he
submitted to independent membera of both parties, and
sfterwards read them in the House iteelf. The reenlt
was that by way of amendment to the “ Vagrant Ast”™
of Anne’s reign, a bill was prepared limiting the nember
of theatres, and compelling all dramatic writers to obtain
a liconse from the Lord Chamberlain. Such in Coxe’s
ageount; but notwithstanding its circumstantial character,
it has been insinnated in the sham memoirs of the younger
Cibber, and it is plainly asserted in the Rambier's Maga-
zine for 1787, that certain preliminary details have been
couveniently suppressed. It is alleged that Walpole
himself eansed the fares in question to be written, and to
be offered to Giffard, for the purpoee of introducing his
scheme of reform ; and the suggestion is not without &
certain remote plansibility, As may be guessed, however,
The Golden Rump cannot be appealed to. It was never
printed, although its title is identical with that of a
caricature published in March 1737, and fully described
in the Gentleman's Magazine for that month. If the play
at all resambied the design, it must have been ohscene
and eentrilous in the extreme.!

Meanwhile the new bill, to which it had given rise,
passed rapidly throngh both Houses. Report speaks of
snimated discussions and warm opposition. But there
are no traces of any divisions, or petitions againet if,

1 Horace Walpale, in his Memoires of the Last Ten Years of the
Reign of Qeorge IT., esys {vol. L p. 12}, *'I have in my posseszion the
imperfect copy of this piece as I found it among my father's pepers
after his death,” He calls it Fiolding's; but no importancs ean
be attached to the statement. Thers is a copy of the caricaturs in

the British Moseum Print Boom (Political and Personal Batires,
No. 2827).



m] LICENSING ACT, -3

and the only speech which has survived is the very
elaborate and careful oration delivered in the Upper
House by Lord Chesterfield. The “second Cicero”—as
Sylvanus Urban styles him—opposed the bill upon the
ground that it would affect the liberty of the press; and
that it was practically a tax upon the chief property of
men of letters, their wit—a “ precarious dependenca ”—
which (he thanked God) my Lords were not obliged to
rely npon, He dwelt also upon the value of the stage
a8 & fearlean censor of vice and folly ; and he quoted with
excellent affect but doubtful accuracy the famous answer
of the Prince of Conti [Condé] to Molidre [Louis XIV.]
when Tariuffc waa interdicted at the instance of M. de
Lawmoignon :—“ It is true, Moliére, Harlequin ridicules
Heaven, and exposes religion ; but you have done much
worse—you have ridicoled the first minieter of religion.”
This, although not directly advanced for the purposs,
really indicated the head and front of Fielding’s offend-
ing in Pasquén and the Hislorical Register, and although in
Lord Chesterfield’s speech the former ia ironieaily con-
demned, it may well be that Fielding, whose Don Quizele
hed been dedicated to his Lordship, waa the wire-puller
in this case, and supplied this very illuatration. At all
events it is entirely in the spirit of Firebrand’s words in
Pasguin .—

# Bpeak boldly ; by the Powera I serve, I awear

You epeak in Safety, even the’ you speak
Against the Gods, provided that you speak
Not sgainst Priesta.”

But the feeling of Parliament in favour of drastic
legislation was even stronger than the persuasive perig
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of Chesterfield, and on the 21st of June 1737 the bill
received the royal assent.

With ite passing Fielding’s career as a dramatic
author practically closed In his dedieation of the
Historical Ragister to “the Publick,” he had spoken of
his desire to beautify and enlarge his little theatre, and
to prooure & better company of actors ; and he had added
—«If Nature hath given me any Talents at ridiculing
Vice and Imposture, I shall not be indolent, nor afraid
of exerting them, while the Liberty of the Press and
Stage subeists, that is to say, while we bave any Liberty
left among us.” To all these projects the * Licensing
Act” effectively put an end ; and the only other plays
from his pen which were produced eubsequently to this
date were the “Wedding Day,” 1743, and the pesthu-
mons Good-Nutured Man, 1779, both of which, aa is plain
from the Preface to the Miscellanies, were among his
earlieat attompta. In the little farce of Miss Lucy in Town,
1742, he had, he eays, but “a very small Share.” Be-
sides these, there are three hasty and flimsy pieces which
belong to the early part of 1737. The first of these,
Tumble-Down Dick ; or, Phatfon in the Suds, was a dra-
matic sketch in ridicule of the unmeaning Entertain-
ments and Harlegninades of John Rich st Covent
Garden. This was ironically dedicated to Rich, under
his stage name of “*Jobhn Lun,” and from the dedieation
it appears that Rich had brought out an unsuccessful
satire on Pasguin called Marforio. The other two were
Eurydice, & profane and pointless farce, afterwards
printed by its author (in anticipation of Beaumarchais)
“as it was d—mned st the Theatre-Royal in Drury-
Lane;” and a few detached scenes in which, under the
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title of Earydice Hiss'd; or, n Word to the Wise, ita un-
toward fate was attributed to the “frail Promise of
uncertain Friends” But even in these careless and half-
considered productions there are happy strokes; and
one scarcely looks tofind such nervous and sensible lines
in & mere & propos us these from Euwrydics Hisd'd .—
% Vet grant it shon’d succeed, grant that by Chance,

Or by the Whim and Madnes of the Town,

A Farce without Contrivance, without Sense

Should ron to the Astonishment of Mankind ;

Think how yon will be read in After-times,

When Friends are not, and the impartisl Judge

Shall with the meanest Beribbler rank your Name ;

‘Who would not rather wish a Butler's fame,

Distreas’d, and poor in every thing but Merit,

Than be the blundering Lanveat to a Conxt 1”

Self-accusatory passages such as this—and there are

others like it —indicate a higher ideal of dramatic
writing than Fielding is held to have attained, and
probebly the key to them is to be found in that resction
of better judgment which seems invarisbly to have
followed his most reckless efforts. It was a part of
his sanguine and impulsive nature to be as easily per-
suaded that his work was worthless as that It was
excellent. “When,” says Murphy, “he waa not under
the immediate urgency of want, they, who were intimate
with him, are ready to aver that he had a mind greatly
superior to anything mean or little ; when hia finances
ware exhausted, he was not the most elegant in his choice
of the means to redress himself, and he would instantly
exhibit a farce or a puppet-chew in the Haymarket
theatre, which was wholly inconsistent with the profes-
gion he had embarked in.” The quolation displays all
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Murphy’s loose and negligent way of dealing with his
facta ; for, with the exception of Miss Lucy én Town, which
can searcely be ranked among his works at all, there ie
sheolutely no trace of Fielding’s having exhibited either
#puppet-shew ” or “faree” after seriously adopting the
lew 8¢ a profession, nor does thers appear to have been
much acting at the Haymarket for some time after his
msnsgement had closed in 1787. Still, his superficial
characteristica, which do mnot depend sc much uwpom
Murphy as upon those “who were intimate with him,”
are probably accurately described, and they sufficiently
account for many of the obvious discordances of his work
and life. That he was fully conscious of something
higher than his actual achievement aa a dramatist ia
clear from hiz own observation in later life, * that he
left off writing for the stegs, when he ought to have
begrn ;¥—an utterance which {we shrewdly suspect) has
prompted not a little profitless speculation as to whether,
if he kad continmed to write plays, they would have been
equal to, or worse than, his novels. The discussion would
be highly interesting, if there were the slighteat chance
that it could be attended with any satisfactory reanlt,
But the truth is, that the very materials are wanting.
Fielding “left off writing for the stage® when he was
under thirty; Tom Jones was published in 1749, when
he was more than forty. Hia plays were written in
haate ; his novels at leisure, and whem, for the most
part, he was relieved from that “immediate urgency of
want,” which, according to Murphy, characterised his
younger days. If—as has been suggested —we could
compare a novel written at thirty with a play of the
sume date, or & play written at forty with Tom Jones,
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the comparison might be ingtructive, although even then
considerable allowsances would have to be made for the
esaantial difference between plays and novels, But, as
wo cannot make such & comparison, further inquiry
ia simply waste of time. All we can safely affirm is,
that the plays of Fieldings youth did not equal the
fictions of his maturity; and that, of those plays, the
comedies were leas smccessful than the farcea and bur-
lesquez. Among other reasona for this latter difference
one chiefly may be given:—that in the comedies he
sought to reproduce the artificial world of Congreve
and Wrycherley, while in the burlesques and farces he
depicted the world in which he Hved,



CHAPTER IIl
THE CHAMPION—JOSEPH ANDREWS,

TeE Hisorical Register and EBurydice Hisf'd were pub-
lished together in Jupe 1737. By this time the
¢ Licensing Act” wee passed, and the “Grand Mogul'a
Company " dispersed for ever. Fielding waa now in his
thirty-first year, with a wife and probably a danghter
depending on him for support. In the abeence of
any prospect that he would be able to secure a main-
tenance ss & dramatic writer, he seems to have decided,
in spite of his comparatively advanced age, to revert
to the profeasion for which he had originally been
intended, and to qualify himself for the Bar. Aceord-
ingly, at the close of the year, he bacame a student of the
Middle Temple, and the books of that society contain the
following record of his admission : }-—

574 Q) 1 Nowrw 1737,
Henricus Fielding, de East Stour ¢n Oom Dorset Ar, filius «t
hares apparens Brig: Gon': Edmundi Fisliing admissus et
in Sovidtatems Medis Templi Lond specialiter ot obligatur wna
eum ele.

Et dat pro fine 4. 0. 0.

It may be noted, as Mr. Keightley has already

1 This differs slightly from vions transcri; baving
vorified at the Mid]me ’].':mple. Fre Fis, be beon
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observed, that Fielding is deseribed in this entry as of
East Btour, * which would seem to indicate that he still
retained his property at that place;” and further, that
his father is spoken of as & “brigadier-general,” whereas
{(according to the Gentleman's Magarine) he had been
made a major-general in December 1735 Of dis
crepancies like these it is idle to sttempt any explana-
tion. But, if Murphy is to be believed, Fielding devoted
himself henceforth with remarkable assidaity to the
study of law. The old irregularity of life, it is alleged,
occasionally asserted itself, though without checking the
energy of his application, “This,” aays hia firat bio-
grapher, ¢ prevailed in him to such a degree, that he
has been frequently known, by his intimates, to retire
late at night from a tavern to his chambers, and there
read, and make extracts from, the most ahstruse authors,
for several hours before he went to bed; so powerful
were the vigour of his constitution and the activity of
his mind.” It is to this passage, no doubt, that we owe
the pictaresque wet towel and inked ruffles with which
Mr, Thackeray has decorated him in Pendennis,; and, in
all probability, a good deal of graphic writing from less
able pens respecting his modus vivendi as a Templar.
In point of fact, nothing is known with certainty respect-
ing his life at thiz period; and what it would really
concern us to learn—namely, whether by “chambers”
it is to be understood that he was living alone, and,
if a0, where M, Fielding was ab the time of thess pro-
tracted vigils—Muyrphy has not told us. Perhaps she
was safe all the while at East Stour, or with her sisters
ot Balisbury. Having no precise information, however,
it can only be recorded, that, in spite of the fitful
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outbreaks above referved to, Fielding applied himself
to the study of his profession with all the vigour of a
man who has to make up for lost time ; sand that, when
on the 20th of June 1740 the day came for his heing
“called,” he was very fairly equipped with legal Enow-
ledge. That he hed also made many friends among his
colleaguca of Westminster Hall is manifest from the
number of lawyers who figure in the subscription list of
the Miscellanies.

To what extent he was occupied by literary work
during his probationary period it is difficult to say.
Murphy speaks vaguely of “a large number of fugitive
political tracts;” but unless the Essay on Conversalion,
advertised by Lawton Gilliver in 1737, be the same as
that afterwards reprinted in the JMiscellanies, there is no
positive record of anything until the issne of True Great-
ness, an epistle to George Dodington, in January 1741,
though he may, of course, have written much anony-
mouely. Among newspapers, the one Murphy had in
mind was probably the Champion, the first number of
which is dated November 15, 1739, two years after
his sdmission to the Middle Temple as a student. On
the whole, it seems most likely, as Mr. Keightley con-
jectures, that his chief oceupation in the interval was
studying law, and that he must have been living upon
the regidue of his wife’s fortune or his own means, in
which case the establishment of the above pariodical
may mark the exhaustion of his resources.

The Champion is a paper on the model of the elder
egsayiste, It was iseued, like the Tailer, on Tuesdays,
Thuradays, and Saturdays. Murphy says that Fielding's
part in it cannot now be ascertained; but ss the
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« Advertisoment ¥ to the edition in two volumes of
1741 etates expresaly that the papers sipned 0. and
L. are the “ Work of one Hand,” and as a nmmber of
those signed C are unmintakably Fielding’s, it is hard
to discover where the difficulty lay. ‘The papera signed
. and L. are by far the most numerous, the mejority
of the remainder being distinguished by two etars, or the
gignature * Lilbourne,” These are understood to have
been from the pen of James Ralph, whose poem of
Night gave rise to a stinging couplet in the Dunciad, but
who was nevertheless a man of parts, and an industrious
writer. As will be remembered, he had contributed a
prologue to the Temple Beaw, 5o that his sazociation with
Fielding must have been of some standing. Besaides
Ralph’s essays in the Champion, he was mainly responsible
for the Index fo the Times which accompanied each
number, and consisted of a series of brief paragraphs
on current topics, or the last new book In this way
Glover’s London, Boyee's Deily, Somervile’s Hobbind,
Lillo’s Elmeris, Dyer's Ruinz of Rome, and other of the
very minor poeie minores of the day, were commented
upon. ‘These notes and notices, however, were only a
subordinate feature of the Champion, which, like its prede-
ceasors, consisted chiefly of essays and allegories, social,
moral, and political, the writers of which were supposed
to be members of an imaginary “Vinegar family,”
described in the imitial paper. Of these the most pro-
minent was Captain Hercules Vinegar, who took all
questions relating to the Army, Militia, Trained-Bands,
and “fighting Part of the Kingdom.” Hie father,
Nehemish Vinegar, presided over history and politics ;
his uncle, Counsellor Vinegar, over law and jndieature;
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and Dr. John Vinegar his cousin, over medicine and natu-
ral philosophy. To others of the family—including Mrs.
Joan Vinegar, who was charged with domestic affairs—
were allotted clasaic litersture, poetry and the Drama,
and fashion. This elaborate scheme was not very
strictly adhered to, and the chief writer of the group is
Captain Hercules

Shorn of the contemporary interest which formed
the chief eloment of its success when it was first pub-
lished, it must be admitted that, in the present year
of grace, the Champion is hard reading. A kind of
lassitude-—a sense of uncongenial task-work—broods
heavily over Fielding's contributions, except the one or
two in which he is quickened into animation by his
antagonism to Cibber; and although, with our Emow-
ledge of his after achievements, it is possible to trace
some indications of his yet unrevealed powers, in the
absence of such knowledge it would be difficult to
distinguish the Champion from the hundred-and-one for-
gotten imitators of the Spedafor and Tatler, whose names
have been 8o patiently chronicled by Dr. Nathan Drake,
There is, indeed, a certain obvious humour in the
account of Captain Vinegar’s famous club, which he had
inherited from Hercules, and which had the enviable
property of falling of itaelf upon any knave in eompany,
and there iz & dash of fthe Zom Jones manner in the
noisy activity of that exeellent housewife Mrs. Josn.
SBome of the lighter papers, such as the one npon the
“Art of Puffing,” are ammsing enough; and of the
vigsions, that which is besed upon Lueian, and represents
Charon as stripping his freight of all their superfinous
incumbrancea in order to lighten his boat, has & double
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interest, since it contains references not only to Cibber,
but alao (though this appesrs to have heen hitherto
overlooked) to Fielding himself. The *tall Man,” who
at Mercury's request strips off his ¢ old Grey Coat with
great Readiness,” but refuses to part with “half his
Chin,” which the shepherd of souls regards as falee,
ia clearly intended for the writer of the paper, even
withont the confirmation afforded by the embsequent
allngions to his connection with the stage. His *length
of chin and noss,” sufficiently apparent in his portrait,
was a favourite theme for contemporary peracnalities.
Of the moral essays, the most remarkable are a set of
four papers, entitled An Adpology for ke Clergy, which
may perhaps be regarded as a set-off against the earcasmes
of Pasguin on priesteraft. They depiot, with a great
deal of knowledge and discrimination, the pattern priest
as Fielding conceived him. To these may be linked an
earlier picture, taken from life, of & country parson who,
in his simple and dignified surroundings, even more
closely resembles the Vicar of Wakefield than Mr.
Abrahsm Adams. Seme of the more general articles
contain happy passages. In one there is an admirable
parody of the Norman-French jargon, which in those
days added superfluous obscurity to legal utterances;
while another, on * Charity,” contains a foreible exposi-
Gion of the inexpediency, as well as inhumanity, of
imprisonment for debt. References to contemporaries,
the inevitable Cibber excepted, are few, and these seem
mostly from the pen of Ralph  The following, from
that of Fielding, is notable as being one of the earliest
authoritative testimonies to the merits of Hogarth : =T
esteem (says he) the ingenious Mr. Hogarth as one of
F
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the most useful Satyrists any Age hath produced. In
his excellent Works you seo the delusive Scene exposed
with all the Forece of Humour, and, on casting your
Eyes on another Picture, you behold the dreadful and
fatel Consequence. I almost dare affirm that those two
Works of his, which he calls the Rake's and the Harlof's
Progress, are ealculated more to serve the Cause of
Yirtue, and for the Preservation of Mankind, than all
the Folic's of Morality which have been ever written ;
ard & sober Family should no more be withont them,
than without the Whole Duly of Man in their House.”
He returned to the same theme in the Preface to Joseph
Andrews with s still apter phrase of appreciation :—
“It hath been thought a vast Commendation of a
Painter, to say his Figures seem to breathe ; but surely,
it is a much greater and nobler Applause, that they
appear to think.”!

When the Chempion was rather more than a year
old, Colley Cibber published his famous Adpology. To
the attacks made upon him by Fielding at different times
he had hitherto printed no reply--perhaps he had no
opportunity of deing so. But in his eighth chapter,
when apesking of the eauses which led to the Licensing
Act, he takes ocoasion to refer to his mesailant in terms
which Fielding must have found exceedingly galling,
He carefully abstained from mentioning his name, on
the gronnd that it could do him no good, and was of

! Fielding occasionally refers io Hogarth for the pictorial types
of his charactera. Bridget Allworthy, he tella ns, resemblad the
starched prude in Morwing; and Mrs. Partridge and Paraon
Thwackum have their criginals in the Harlof's Progress. It was

Fielding, too, who eaid that the Fnraged Musician was ¢
to make & man deaf to loock at™ (Foyags to Zisbon, 1755, p. 50),
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po importance ; but he described him as '*a broken
Wit,” who had sought notoriety * by raking the Ohan-
nel 7 (ie. Kennel), and “pelting his Superiors.” He
accused him, with a scandalised gravity that is as edify-
ing as Chesterfield’s irony, of attacking *Religion,
Laws, Government, Priests, Judges, and Ministers.”
He called him, either in allugion to his statmre, or
bis peeudonym in the Champion, a © Herculean Satyrist,”
a © Droweansir in Wit"—*“who, to make his Poetical
Fame immortal, like another FErosfraius, set Fire to
his Stage, by writing up to an Act of Parliament to
demolish it. I shall not,” he continues, “give tho
particular Strokes of his Ingennity a Chance to be re-
membered, by reciting them ; it may be enough to say,
in general Terms, they were so openly flagrant, that the
‘Wiedom of the Legislature thought it high time, to take
a proper Notico of them.”

Fielding was not the man to leave such a challenge
nnanswered. In the Champion for April 22, 1740, and
two eubsequent papers, he replied with a elashing criti-
cism of the Apology, in which, after demonstrating that
it must be writter in English becanse it was written
in no other language, he gravely proceeds to point out
examples of the anthor’s superiority to grammar and
learning—and in general, subjects its pretentious and
glipshod styls to s minute and highly detrimental
examination. In a further paper he returns to the
charge by a mock trial of one “Col. Apal.” (ks Colley-
Apology), arraigning him for that, “not having the Fear
of Grammar before his Eyes,” he had committed an
tmpardonable assault upon his mother-tongue. Field-
ing’s knowledge of legal forms and phrassology enabled
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him to make a happy parody of court procedurs, and
Mr. Lawrence saye that this particular * jeu d'ssprié ob-
tained great celebrity.” But the happiest stroke in the
eontroversy—as it seems to us—is one which escaped
Mr. Lawrence, and oceura in the paper already referred
to, whera Charon and Mercury are shown denuding the
luckless passengers by the Styx of their surplus émpedi-
ments. Among the rest, approaches “an elderly Gen-
tleman with a Piecs of wither'd Laurel on his head.”
From & little book, which he is discovered (when
etripped) to have bound close to his heart, and which
bears the title of Lowe in a Riddie—an unsucceasful
pastoral produced by Cibber at Drury Lane in 1720—
it ia clear that this personage is intended for none other
than the Apologist, who, after many entroaties, is finally
compelled to part with his treasure. I was surprized,”
continuee Fielding, “to see him pass Examination with
his Laurel on, and was assured by the Standera by, that
HMercury would have taken it off, if he had seen it.”

These attacks in the Champion do not appear to have
received eany direct response from Cibber. But they
were reprinted in & rambling production issned from
“Curll's chaste press” in 1740, and entitled the Tvyal
of Coliey Cibber, Comedian, &c. At the end of this there
iz a short address to * the Self-dubl’d Caplain Hercules
Vinegar, alias Buffoon,” to the effect that “the malevolent
Flings exhibited by him and his Man Ralpk,” have been
faithfully reprodnced. Then comes the following corious
and not very intelligible « Advertisement ; "—

“If the Ingenious Henry Fielding Eaq.; (Son of the Hon
Lieut. General Fielding, who wpon his Return from his
Travels entered himself of the Temple in order to study the
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Law, and married one of the pretty Miss Cradocks of Salisiury)
will eeen himeelf the AuTHOR of 18 efrange Things called
Tragical Comedies and Comical Tragediss, lately advertised Ly
J. Watls, of Wild-Court, Printer, he shall ba mextionsd in
Capitals in the Thérd Edition of Mr, Ciesar's Life, and like-
wise be placed among the Poetw ménores Dramatici of the
Present Age: Then will both his Name and Wrilinge be
remembered on Record in the immortal Poeical Legister
written by Mr. Giuga Jacon,”

The *poetical register” indicated was the book of
that name, containing the Lives and Charaderistics of
the English Dramatic Poets, which Mr. Giles Jacob, an
industrious literary hack, had issned in 1723, Mr
Lawrence is probably right in his supposition, besed upon
the foregoing advertisement, that Fielding “had openly
expressed resentment at being deacribed by Cibber a= *a
broken wit,’ without being mentioned by name.” He
never seems to have wholly forgotten his animosity to
the actor, to whom there are frequent references in
Joseph Andrews ; and, ss late as 1749, he is still found
harping on * the withered laurel ” in a letter to Lyttel-
ton. Even in his last work, the Poyage fo Lisbon, Cibber's
name is mentioned. The origin of this protracted feud
is obscure ; but, apart from want of sympathy, it must
probably be sought for in some early misunderstanding
between the two in their capacities of manager and
author, As regards Theophilus Cibber, his desertion
of Highmore was sufficient reason for the ridieule cast
upen him in the 4wihor's Farce and elsewhere. With
Mra, Charke, the Laureate’s intractable and eccentric
daughter, Fielding was naturally on better terms. She
waas, as already stated, s member of the Great Mogul's
Company, and it is worth noting that some of the sar-
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casms in Paspuin against her father were put into the
mouth of Lord Place, whose part wae taken by this un-
dutifal child. All things considered, both in this con-
troversy and the later one with Pope, Cibber did not
come off worst, His few hits were personal and un-
scrupulous, and they were probably far more deadly
in their effects than any of the ironical attacks which
his adversaries, on their part, directed against his poeti-
cal ineptitude or halting “ parta of speech.” Despite hiz
superlative coxcombry and egotism, he was, moreover, a
man of no meen abilities. His Careless Husband is s far
better acting play than any of Fielding’s, and his 4pology,
which even Johnson allowed to be “well-dons,” is valu-
able in many respects, especially for its mccount of the
contemporary stage. In describing an actor or actress
he hed few equals—mwitness his skilful portrait of Nokes,
and his admirably graphic vignette of Mrs. Verbruggen
88 that *finish'd Impertinent,” Melantha, in Dryden’s
Marriage d-la-Mode.

The concluding paper in the collected edition of the
(hampion, published in 1741, is dated June 19, 1740.
On the day following Fielding was called to the Bar
by the benchers of the Middle Temple, and {(says M,
Lawrence) “chambers were asgigned him in Pump Court.”
Simultaneously with this, his regular connection with
journslism appears to have ceased, although from his
statement in the Preface to the Miscellanies—that “na
long as from June 1741,” he had * desisted from writing
one Syllable in the Champion, or any other public Paper,”
—it may perhaps be inferred that up to that date he
continued to contribute now and then. This, neverthe-
less, is by no means clear. His last utterance in the pub-
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lished volumes is certainly in a sense valedictory, as it
refers to the position acquired by the Champion, and the
difficulty experienced in establishing it. Incidentally, it
payd 8 high compliment to Pope, by speaking of * the
divine Translation of the Iliad, which he [Fielding] has
lately with no Dissdvaniage fo the Translaior COMPARED
with the Original,” the point of the sentence so impressed
by ita typography, being apparently directed againat those
critice who had condemned Pope’s work without the
requisite knowledge of Greek, From the temor of the
rest of the essay it may, however, be concluded that
the writer was taking leave of hia enterprise; and,
according to a note by Boswell, in his Life of Joknson, it
seems that Mr. Reed of Staple Inn possessed documents
which showed that Fielding at this juncture, probably
in anticipation of more lucrative legal duties, surrendered
the reins to Ralph. The Champion continued to exist
for some time longer; indeed, it must be regarded as
longlived among the eesayists, since the issue which
contained its well-known criticism on Garrick is No.
455, and appeared late in 1742. But as far as can be
agcertained, it mever again obtained the honours of a
reprint,

Although, after he was called to the Bar, Fielding
practically relinquished periodical literature, he does
not seem to have entirely desisted from wtiting. In
Sylvanue Urban's Register of Books, published during
Jamuary 1741, is advertised the poem Of True Greal
ness aftorwards included in the Miscellamies; and the
game autherity announces the Pernoniad, an anonymous
burlesque Epie prompted by Admiral Vernon's popular
expedition againat Porto Bello in 1739, “ with eix Ships
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only.” That Fielding was the author of the latter is
sufficiently proved by his order to Mr. Nourse (printed
in Roscoe’s edition), to deliver fifty copies to Mr Chappel.
Another sixpenny pamphlet, entitled T3¢ Opposition, «
Vigion, issued in December of the same year, is onu-
merated by him, in the Preface to the Miscellanies,
among the few works he had published ‘‘since the
End of June I741;” and, provided it can be placed
before this date, he may be credited with a political
sermon ealled the Crisis (1741), which is ascribed to him
upon the anthority of a writer in Nichols's dnscdofes. He
may also, before “the End of June 1741,” have written
other things; but it is clear from his Caves? in the
above-mentioned “ Preface,” together with his complaint
that “he had been very unjustly cemsured, as well on
sceount of what he had not writ, as for what he had,”
that much more bas been laid to his charge than he ever
doserved. Among ascriptions of this kind may be
mentioned the curious Apology for the Life of Mr. The
Cibber, Comedian, 1740, which is deseribed on its title-page
as & proper sequel to the autobiography of the Laureate,
in whose “style and manper” it is said to be written,
Baut, although this performance is evidently the work of
some one well acquainted with the dramatic annals of
the day, it is more than doubtful whether Fielding had
any hand or part in it. Indeed, his own statement that
“he never was, nor would be the Author of anonymous
Scandal [the italica are ours] on the private History or
Family of any Person whatever,” should be regarded as
conclusive.

During all this time he seems to have been steadily
applying himself to the practice of his profession, if,
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indeed, that weary hope deferred which forme the wsual
probation of legal preferment can properly be so de-
seribed.  As might be anticipated from his Salisbury
connections, he travelled the Western Circunit; and,
according to Hutching's Doredd, he assiduously attended
the Wiltshire scasions. He had many friends among
hig brethren of the Bar. His cousin, Henry Gould,
who had been called in 1784, and who, like his grand-
father, oltimately became a Judge, was also a member
of the Middle Temple ; and he was familiar with Charles
Pratt, afterwards Lord Camden, whom he may have
known at Eton, but whom he certainly knew in his bar-
vigter days. It is probable, too, that he was acquainted
with Lord Northington, then Robert Henlay, whose
name eppears as & subscriber to the Miscellanies, and
who was once supposed to comtend with Kettleby
(another subscriber) for the honour of heing the original
of the drunken barrister in Hogarth's Midnight Modern
Conversalion, a picture which no doubt accurately repre-
genta 8 good many of the festivala by which Henry
Fielding relioved the tedium of composing those MS, folis
volumes on Crown or Criminal Law, which, after his
desth, reverted to his half-brother, Sir John. But to-
wards the close of 1741 he was engaged upon another
work which has outweighed all his most laborions foren-
gic efforts, and whick will long remain an English elassie.
This was The History of the Advenlures of Joseph Andrews,
and of his Friend Mr. Abraham Adams, published by
Andrew Millar in February 1742,

In the same number, and st the eame page of the
Gontleman’s Magasine which contains the advertisement
of the Pernoniad, there iz a reference to a famous novel
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which had appearod in November 1740, two montha
earlior, and had already attained an extraordinary
popularity. *Several Encomiums (says Mr. Urban) on
a Scricy of Faemiliar Leiters, publish’d but last month,
entitled PAMELA or Firfue rewarded, came too late for
thia Magazine, and we believe thers will be little Occa-
sion for inserting them in our next; becauss a Second
Edition will then come out to supply the Demands in
the Country, it being judged in Town as great  Bign of
Want of Curiosity not to have read Pamels, as not to have
seon the French and Halian Dancers” A second edition
wag in fact published in the folowing month (February),
to ba speedily succeoded by a third in March and a
fourth in May. Dr. Sherlock (oddly misprinted by Mre,
Barhauld as “ Dr. Slocock ) extolled it from the pulpit;
and tho great Mr. Pope was reported to have gore
farther and deeclared that it would “ do more good than
many volumes of sermons” Other admirers ranked it
noxt to the Rible; clergymen dedicated theological
treatises to the author; and “even at Ranclagh " —says
Richardson’s biographer -—* those who remember the
publication say, that it was nsual for ladies to hold up
the volumes of Pamela to one another, $o shew that they
had got the book that every one was talking of.” It is
perhaps hypercritical to obgerve that Ranelagh Gardens
were not opened until eightesn months after Mr. Riving.
ton’s duodecimos first made their appearance; but it
will be gathered from the tone of some of the fore-
going commendations that its morality was a strong
peoint with the new candidate for literary fame; and
its voluminous title-page did indeed proclaim at Iarge
that it was ‘“Published in order to cultivate the Prin-
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ciples of Virtue and Religion in the Minds of the Youth
of Both Sexes” Its author, Sammuel Richardson, was &
middle-aged London printer, s vegstarian and water-
drinker, a worthy, domesticated, fussy, and highly-
nervous little man, Delighting in female scciety, and
accustomed to act as confidant and amanuensis for the
young women of his acquaintance, it had been sug-
geated to him by some bookseller friends that he should
prepare a “little volume of Letters, in a common styls,
on such subjects es might be of use to those country
roaders, who were unable to indite for themselves.”
As Hogarth’s Conversation Pieces grew into his Pro-
gresaes, o this project seems to have developed into
Pamedla, or Vistue Bewarded. The necessity for some
connecting link between the lettera suggested a story,
end the story choson was founded upon the actual ex-
periences of a young servant girl, who, after vietoriously
resisting all the attempts made by her master to seduce
her, ultimately obliged him to marry her. It is needless
to give any account hers of the minute and deliber-
ate way in which Richardson filled in this outline. As
one of his eritics, D’Alembert, haa unanswerably said—
“ Lo nature et bonne & imiler, mais non pas jusqu's Pennut,”
—and the author of Pamela has plainly disregarded
this useful law. On the other hand, the tedium and
elaboration of his style have tended, in these less
leisurely days, to condemn his work to a mneglect
which it does not deserve. Few writers—it is a trmiem
to eay so—have excelled him in minute anslysis of
motive, and knowledge of the human heart. About the
final morality of his heroine's long-drawn defence of her
chastity it may, however, be permitied to doubt; and,
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in contrasting the bock with Fielding’s work, it shonld
not be jorgotten that, irreproachable though it sesmed to
the suthor's admirers, good Dr. Watts complained (and
with reason) of the indelicacy of some of the scenes.
But, for the moment, we are more concerned with the
offect which Pamela produced upon Henry Fielding,
struggling with the *eternal want of pence, which vexes
public men,” and vaguely hoping for some profitable open-
ing for powers which hed not yet been satiefactorily exer-
cised, To his robust and mascnline geniua, never very
delicately sensitive where the relations of the sexes are
concerned, the gtrange conjunction of purity and precan-
tion in Richardeon's heroine was a thing unnatural, and
s theme for inextinguishable Homerie laughter, That
Pamela, through all her trials, could really have cherished
any affection for her unserupulous edmirer would seem
to him & sentimental sbsurdity, and the unprecedented
success of the book would sharpen his senss of its
assailable side. Possibly, too, his acquaintance with
Richardson, whom he knew personally, but with whom
he could have had no kind of sympathy, disposed him
against his work In any case, the idea presently
occurred to Fielding of depicting a young man in cir
cumetances of similar importunity st the hands of a
dissolute woman of fashion. He took for his hero
Pamela’s brother, and by a malicious stroke of the pen
turned the Mr, B. of Pamels into Squire Booby. But
the process of invention rapidly earried him into pathe
far beyond the mere parody of Richardeon, and it is only
in the first portion of the book that he really remembers
his jutention. Affer chapter x the story follows its
natural course, and there is little or nothing of Lady
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Booby, or her frustrate amours, Indeed, the author
does not even pretend to preserve congruity as regards
his hero, for, in chapter v., he makes him tell his mistress
that he has never been in love, while in chapter xi. we
are informed that he had long been attached to the
charming Faony, Moreover, in the intervening letters
which Joseph writes to his sister Pamels, ke makes no
reference to this long-existent attachment, with which,
one would think, she must have been perfectly familiar.
These discrepancies all point, not so much to negligence
on the part of the author, as to an unconscious tranafor-
mation of hig plan. He no doubt speedily found that
mere ridicule of Richardson was insufficient to sustain
the interest of eny eerious effort, and, besides, must
have been secretly conscious that the “Pamela” charae-
taristics of his hero were artistically irreconcilabls with
the personal bravery and cuedgel-piaying attributes with
which he had endowed him, Add to this that the
immortal Mrs. Slipslop and Parson Adams— the
latter especially—had begun to acquire an importance
with their creator for which the initial scheme had by no
means provided ; and he finally seems to have disre-
garded his design, only returning to it in his lagt chapters
in order to olose his work with some appearance of con-
mstency. The Hislory of Joseph Andrews, it has been
said, might well have dispensed with Lady Booby alto-
gether, and yet, without her, not only this book, but
Tom Jones and Amelin also, would probably have been
lost to us. The accident which prompted three such
masterpieces cannot be honestly regretted.

It was not without reason that Fielding added promi-
nently to his title-page the name of Mr. Abraham Adams,
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If he is not the real hero of the book, he is undoubtedly
the character whose fortunes the reader follows with the
closest interest. Whether he is smoking his black and
consolatory pipe in the gallery of the inn, or losing his
way while he meditates a pussage of Greek, or groaning
over the fatuities of the man-offashion in Leonora’s story,
or hrandishing his famous erabatick in defence of Fanny,
he ia alwaya the same delightful mixture of benevolence
and simplicity, of pedantry and credulity and ignorance
of the world He is *“compact,” to use Shakespsare’s
word, of the oddest contradictions,—the most diverting
eccontricities, He has Aristotle’s Polifics at his fingers'
ends, but he knows nothing of the daily Guseftesrs,; he
is perfectly familiar with the Pillars of Hercules, but
be has never even heard of the Levent. He travels to
London to sell & collection of sermons which he has for-
gotten to earry with him, and in a moment of excitement
he tossos into the fire the copy of ZLschylus which it has
cost him years to transeribe. He givea irreproachable
advice to Joseph on fortitude and resignation, but he
is overwhelmed with grief when his child is reported to
be drowned When he speaks upon faith and works,
on marriage, on school diseipline, he is weighty and
sensible; but he falls an easy vietim to the plaunaible
professions of every rogue he meets, and is willing to
believe in the principles of Mr. Peter Pounce, or the
humanity of Parson Trulliber. Not all the discipline
of hog's blood and eundgels and cold water to which he is
mbjectod can deprive him of his native dignity; and
a8 he stands before us in the short great-coat under
which his ragged cassock is continually making its
appearance, with his old wig and battered hat, a clergy-
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man whose social position is searcely above that of a
footman, and who supporta a wife and six children upon
& cure of twenty-three pounds a year, which his out-
spoken honesty is continually jeopardising, he ia & far
finer figure than Pamela in her coach-and-six, or
Bellarmine in his cionamon velvet. If not, as Mr
Lawrence says, with exagperated enthusgiaam, * the
grandest delineation of & pattern-priest which the world
has yet seen,” he ie assuredly a noble example of primi-
tive goodness and practical Christianity. It is certain—
a8 Mr. Forster and Mr. Keightley have pointed out—
that Goldsmith borrowed soms of his characteristics for
Dr. Primrose, and it has been suggested that Sterne re-
membered him in more than one page of Tristram Shandy.

Next to Parzon Adams, perhaps the best character in
Joseph Andrews—though of an entirely different type—
is Lady Booby’s “ Waiting-Gentlewoman,” the excellent
Mrs. Slipslop. Her sensitive dignity, her easy changes
from servility to insolence, her sensuality, her inimitably
distorted vocabulary, which Sheriden horrowed for Mra,
Malaprop, and Dickens modified for Mrs. Gamp, are
all peculiarities which make up a personification of the
trichest humour and the most life-like reality. Mr. Pster
Pounce, too, with his “gooundrel maxims,” as disclosed
in that remarkable dislogue which is said to be “bstter
worth reading than all the Works of Colley Cibber,” and
in which charity is defined as consisting rather in & dis-
position to relieve distress than in an actual act of relief;
Parson Trulliber with his hogs, his greediness, and his
willingness to prove his Christianity by fisticufls;
shrowish Mrs, Tow-wouse with her scold’s tongue, and
her erring but perfectly subjugated hnsband,—thesa
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again are portraits finished with admirable spirit and
fidelity. Andrews himself, and his blushing swestheart,
do not lend themselves so readily to humorous art.
Nevertheleas the former, when freed from the wiles of
Lady Booby, is by no means a despicable hero, and
Fanny is a sufliciently fresh and hlocming heroine. The
characters of Pamela and Mr. Booby are fairly preserved
from the pages of their original inventor. But when
Fielding makes Parson Adems rebuke the pair for
laughing in church at Joseph's wedding, and puts into
the lady’s mouth a sententious little speach upon her
altered pogition in life, he is adding some ironical tonches
which Richardson would cerfainly have omitted.

No salection of personsges, however, even of the
most detailed and particnlar deseription, can convey any
real impression of the mingled irony and insight, the
wit snd eatire, the genial hut perfectly remorseless e
volation of human springs of action, which distinguish
scene after soene of the book. Nothing, for example,
can be more admirable than the different manifestations
of meanmess which take place among the travellers of
the stage-coach, in the oft-quoted chapter where Joseph,
having been robbed of everything, lies naked and bleed-
ing in the ditch, Thero is Misa Grave-airs, who protests
against the indeceney of his entering the vehicle, but:
like & certain lady in the Rake's Progress, holda the sticks
of her fan before her face while he doea a0, and who is
afterwards fonnd to be carrying Nantes under the guise
of Hungary-water ; there is the lawyer who advises that;
the wounded man shall be taken in, not from any
bumane motive, but because he is afraid of being in-
volved in legal proceedings if they leave him to his fato;
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there is the wit who Beizes the occasion for a burst of
facetiona doubleeniendres, chiefly designed for the dis-
comfiture of the prude; and, lastly, there is the coachman,
whose only concern is the shilling for his fare, and who
refuses to lend either of the useless greatcoats he in
sitting upon, lest ¢ they should be made bloody,” leaving
the shivering suppliant to be clothed by the genercsity
of the postilion (“a Lad,” says Fislding with a fine touch
of satire, ““who hath been since transported for robbing
s Henroost”).  This worthy fellow accordingly strips
off his only outer garment, ‘ at the same time swearing
a great Oath,” for which he iz duly rebuked by tho
passengers, “ that he would rather ride in his Shirt all
hiz Life, than euffer a Fellow-Creature to lie in eo
miserable a Condition.” Then there are the admirable
scenes which succeed Joseph's admiseion into the inn;
the discussion bhetween the bockseller and the two
parsons 2a to the publication of Adams’s sermons, which
the “Clergy would be certain to ery down,” because
they inculeate good worke against faith; the debate
before the justice as to the manuseript of Zschylus,
‘which is mistaken for one of the Fathers; and the pleasant
discourse between the poet and the player which, be-
ginning by compliments, bids falr to end in blows.
Nor are the stories of Leonora and Mr, Wilson without
their interest. They Interrupt the etraggling narrative
far less than the Man of the Hill interrupts Zom
Jones, and they afford an opportunity for varying the epic
of the highway by pictures of polite society which conld
not otherwise be introduced. There ean be little doubt,
too, that some of Mr. Wilson's town experiences were
the reflection of the author’s own eareer; while the charse-
G
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teristics of Leonora’s lover Horatio,—who was & young
Gentleman of a good Family, bred to the Law,” and re-
cently called to the Bar, whose “Face and Person were
such as the Generality allowed handsorse: but he had
a Dignity in his Air very rarely to be seen,” and who
“had Wit and Huomour, with an Inclinstion to Batire,
which he indulged rather too much "—read almost like
a complimentary description of Fielding himsalf.

Like Hogarth, in that famous drinking scene to
which reference has already been made, Fielding was
careful to disclaim any personal portraiture in Jossph
Andrews. In the opening chapter of Book iii he
declaree *“once for all that he deacribes not Men, but
Manners ; not an Individual, but a Species,” although
he admites that his characters are “taken from JYife.”
In his “Preface,” he reiterates this profession, adding
that in copying from nature, he has “used the utmost
Care to obscure the Persons by euch different Circum-
stances, Degrees, and Colours, that it will be impossible
to guess at them with any degree of certainty.” Never-
theless—as in Hogarth's case—naither his protests mor
his &kill have prevented some of those identifieations
which are so seductive to the curious; and it is gen-
erally believed,—indeed, it was expressly stated by
Richardson and others,—that the prototype of Parson
Adams wes & friend of Fielding, the Reverend William
Young. Like Adams, he was s scholar and devoted to
Alachylus ; he resembled him, too, in his triek of snap-
ping his fingers, and his habitual absence of mind. Of
this Iatter pecnliarity it is related that on one occasion,
when a chaplain in Marlborongh’s wars, he sirolled
abatractedly into the enemy’s lines with his heloved
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Zschylus in his hand. His peaceable intentions were so
unmistakable that he was instantly released, and politely
directed to his regiment. Onea, too, it is said, on being
charged by a gentleman with sitting for the portrait of
Adams, he offerad to knock the speaker down, thereby
supplying additional proof of the truth of the allegation.
He died in Angust 1757, and is buried in the Chapel of
Chelsea Hospital. The obituary notice in the Geadle-
man's Magasine describes him as *late of Gillingham,
Dorsetshire,” which would make him a neighbour of the
novelist,! Another tradition conneets Mr, Peter Pounco
with the scrivener and usurer Peter Walter, whom Pope
had eatirieed, and whom Hogarth is thought to have intro-
dueed into Plate i. of Marriage d-lo-Mode. His sister lived
at Salishury ; and he himself had an estate at Stalbridge
Park, which was close to East Stour. From references
to Walter in the Champion for May 31, 1740, as well as
in the Essay on Conversalion, it in clear that Fielding
knew him personally, and disliked him. He may, in-
deed, have been among those county magnates whose
criticism wae so objectionable te Captain Booth during
his brief residence in Dorsetehire. Pareon Trulliber,
also, according to Murphy, wes Fielding’s first tutor
—Mr. Olivar of Motecombe. Bnt hiz widow denied
the resefnblance ; and it is hard to believe that this
portrait is not overcharged. In all these cases, how-
ever, there is mo reason for supposing that Fielding
may not have thoroughly believed in the sincerity
of his attempts to avoid the exaet reproduction of
actual persons, although, rightly or wrongly, his present-

1 Lord Thurlow was accustomed to find a later likenesa to Field-
ing’s hero in his protdgd, the post Crabbe.
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ments were speedily identified. 'With ordinary people
it is by salient characteristics that & likeness is estab-
lished ; and no variation of detail, however skilful, greatly
affects this result, In our own days we have seen
thet, in spite of both anthors, the public declined to
believe that the Harold Skimpole of Charles Dickens,
and George Eliot's Dinah Morris, were not perfectly
recognisable copies of living originals,

Upon its title-page, Joseph Andrews is declared to be
“ written in Imitation of the Mapner of Cervantes,” and
there is no doubt that, in addition to being subjected to
an unressonable amount of illusage, Parson Adams
has manifest affinities with Don Quixote. Seott, how-
aver, seems to have thought that Scarron’s Koman
Comigue was the resl model, so far as mock-heroic
was concerned ; but he must have forgotten that Field-
ing was already the suthor of Tom Thumd, and that
Swift had written the Baitle of the Books. Resemblances
—not of much moment—have also been traced to the
Poysan Pareens and the Histoire de Marianne of Mari-
vaux. With both these books Fialding was familiar; in
faot, he expressly mentions them, as well as the Roman
Comigue, in the course of his story, and they doubtless
exorcised more or leea influence upon his plan. Bat in
the Preface, from which we have already quioted, he
describes that plan; and this, becanse it is something
definite, is more interesting than any speculation as to
his determining models. After marking the division of
the Epie, like the Drama, into Tragedy and Comedy, he
points out that it may exist in prose as well as verse,
and he proceeds to explain that whet he has attempted
in Jossph Andrewve is “a comic EpicPoem in Prose,”
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differing from serious romance in ity subetitution of &
light and ridiculons” fable for a “grave and solemn”
one, of inferior characters for those of superior rank, and
of ludicrous for sublime sentiments. Sometimes in the
diction he has admitted burlesque, but never in the
gentiments and characters, where, he contends, it would
be out of place. He further defines the only source of
the ridiculous to be affectation, of which the chief
causes are vanity and hypocrisy. 'Whether this scheme
was an after-thought it is diffioult to esy; but it is
certainly necessary to a proper understanding of the
author’s method —a method which was to find so
many imitators. Another passage in the Preface is
worthy of remark. With reference o the pictures of
viee which the book contains, he observes: * First, That
it ia very difficult to pursue & SBeries of human Actions,
and keep clear from them. Becondly, That the Viees to
be found here [ie in Jossph Andrews] are rather the
accidental Consequences of some humen Frailty, or
Foible, than Causes habitually existing in the Mind,
Thirdly, That they are never set forth as the Objects of
Ridicule but Deteatation. Fourthly, That they are never
the prineipal Figure at the Time on the Scene; and,
lastly, they never produce the intended EvilL” In read-
ing some pages of Ficlding it is not always easy to see
that he has strictly adhered to these principles; but it
is well fo recall them oceasionally, as constituting ab all
events the code that he desired to follow.

Although the popularity of Fielding’s first novel was
considerable, it did not, to judge by the number of
oditions, at once equal the popularity of the book by
which it was suggested. Pamels, as we have seem,
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speedily ran through four editions; but it was six
months before Millar published the second and revised
edition of Jossph Andrews; and the third did not
appear until more than a year after the date of firat
publication, 'With Richardson, as might be expected,
it was never popular at all, and to a great extent it
is possible o sympathise with his annoyance. Thae
dasughter of his brain, whom he had piloted through so
many troubles, had grown to him more real than the
danghters of his body, and to see her at the height of her
fame made contemptible by what in one of hia letters he
terms * a lowd and ungenerous engrafiment,” must have
bheen & more trial to his absorbed and seli-conscious
nature, and one which not all the eonsolationa of his
consistory of feminine flatterers—*my ladies,” as the
little man called them-—could wholly alleviate. But it
must be admitted that his subssquent attitude was
peither judicious nor dignified. He pursnsd Fielding
henceforth with steady depreciation, ceught eagerly at
apy scandal respecting him, professed himself umnable
to perceive his genins, deplored his “lowness,” and
comforted himself by reflecting that, if he pleased st
all, it was because he had learned the art from Pamela.
Of Fielding’s other contemporary crities, one only need
be mentioned here, more on account of his literary
eminence than of the special felicity of his judgment.
“I heve myself,” writes Gray to West, “upon your
recommendation, been reading Joseph Andrews. The
incidents are ill laid and without invention ; but the
characters have a great deal of nature, which always
pleases even in her lowest shapes Parson Adams is
perfectly well ; so i Mra, Slipslop, and the story of
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Wilson ; and throughout he [&e¢ author} shews himeelf
well read in Stage-Coaches, Country Sqnires, Inns, and
Inns of Court. His reflections upon high people and
low people, and misses and masters, are very good.
However the exaltedness of some minds (or rather as I
ehrewdly suspect their insipidity and want of feeling or
observation) may make them insensible to these light
things, (I mean such as characterise and paint nature)
yot surely they are as weighty and much more useful
than your grave discourses upon the mind, the passions,
and what not.” And thereupon follows that fantaatic
utterance concerning the romamces of MM. Marivaux
and Crébillon jfils, which hss disconcerted so many of
Gray's admirers. 'We snspect that any reader who ehonld
nowadays contrast the sickly and sordid intrigne of the
Paysan Parvenu with the healthy animalism of Joseph
Andrews would greatly prefer the latter. Yet Grays
verdict, though cold, is not undiseriminating, and is per-
haps as much as one could expect from his cloistered
and fastidious taste.

Various anecdotes, all more or less apocryphal, have
been related respecting the first appesrance of Joseph
Andrews, and the sum paid to the anthor for the copy-
right. A referenca to the original assignment, now in
the Forater Library at South Kensington, definitely
settles the latter point. The amount in “lawfnl Money
of Grreat Britain,” roceived by * Henry Fielding, Esq.”
from *“Andrew Millar of St. Clement’s Danes in the
Strand,” was £183:11s. In this document, as in the
order to Nourse of which a faasimile is given by Roscoe,
both the author's name and signature are written with
the old-fashioned double §, and he calls himself « Field-
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ing” and not “ Feilding,” like the rest of the Denbigh
family. If we may trust sn snecdote given by Kippis,
Lord Denbigh once asked hie kinsman the reason of
this difference. “1I cannot tell, my lord,” returned tha
novelist, “unless it be that my branch of the family
waa the first that learned to spell” In connection with
this assignment, however, what in perhaps even more
interesting than these discrepamcies is the fact that one
of the witnessee was William Young. Thus we have
Parson Adams acting as witness to the eale of the very
book which he had helped to immortalise.



CHAPTER IV,
THE MISCELLANIES—JONATHAN WILD,

Ix March 1742, according to an artiecle in the Gensle-
man's Magazine, attributed to Bamuel Johnson, *the
moat popular Topie of Conversation ™ was the deccount of
the Conduct of the Dowager Dulchess of Marlborough, from
her first coming fo Courl, #o the F¥ear 1710, which, with
the help of Hooke of the Roman History, the *terrible
old Barah ” had just put forth. Among the little clond
of Saroh-Ads and Old Wives Tales evoked by this
production, was a Pindicetion of her Girace by Fielding,
specially prompted, as appears from the title-page, by
the *“late scwrrilous Pamphlet” of a “noble Author”
If this were not acknowledged to be from Fielding's pen
in the Preface to the Miscellanies (in which collection,
howevaer, it is not reprinted), its authorship would be
sufficiently proved by its being included with Miss Lucy
in T;on in the assignment to Andrew Millar referred to
at the close of the preceding chapter. ‘The price Millar
paid for it was £5: 5a., or exactly half that of the farce.
But it is only reasonable to sssume that the Duchess
herself (who is eaid to have given Hooke £5000 for his
help) also rewarded her champion. Whether Fielding’s
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admiration for the *glorious Woman” in whose cause
he had drawn his pen was genuine, or whother—ito
tse Johnson's convenient suphemism concerning Hooke
—+he was acting only ministerially,” are matters for
speculation. His father, however, had served under the
Duke, and thers may have been & traditional attachment
to the Churchills on the part of his family. It has even
been ingeniously suggested that Sarah Fielding was her
Grace's god-child ;* but as her mother'’s name was also
Sarah, no importanes can be attached to the snggestion

Miss Lucy in Town, as its sub-title explains, was a
sequel to the Pirgin Unmaskd, and was produced at
Drury Lane in May 1742, As already stated in chapter
ii, Fielding’s part in it was small. It is a Lively but
pot very creditable trifle, which turms upon certain
equivooal London experiences of the Miss Lucy of
the earlier piece; and it seems to have been chiefly
intended to afford an opportunity for some clever imi-
tation of the reigning Italian singers by Mrs Clive and
the famous tenor Beard. Horace Walpole, who refers to
it in 8 letter to Mann, batween an account of the open-
ing of Ranelagh and an anecdota of Mrs Bracegirdle,
calla it * a little simple farce,” and says that ** Mra, Clive
mimics the Muscovita admirably, and Beard Amorevoli
tolerably.” Mr. Walpole detested the Muscovits, and
adored Amorevoli, which perhaps accounta for the
nice discrimination shown in his praise. One of the
other characters, Mr. Zorobabel, a Jew, was faken by
Macklin, and from another, Mrs. Haycock (afterwards
changed to Mra Midnight), Foote is supposed to have

Y Momoirs of Sarah, Duchass of Murlorough, ete,, by Mrs,
A. T. Thommson, 1889,
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borrowed Mother Cole in The Minor, A third char-
acter, Lord Bawble, was considered to reflect upon
sty particular person of quality,” and the piece was
speedily forbidden by the Lord Chamberlain, although
it appears to have been acted a few months later
without opposition. One of the resulta of the prohibi-
tion, according to Mr. Lawrencs, was a Leller &0 o
Noble Lord (the Lord Chemberlsin) . . . occasioned by a
Representation . . . of a Farce called * Miss Lucy in Town.”
This, in spite of the Caveat in the Preface to the
Miscellnnies, he ascribes to Fielding, and styles it “a
sharp expostulation . . . in which he [Fielding] dis-
avowed any idea of a persomal attack” But Mr.
Lawrence must plainly have been misinformed on the
subject, for the pamphlet bears little sign of Fielding's
hand. As far as it is intelligible, it is rather against
Miss Lucy than for her, and it makes no reference to
Lord Bawble's original The name of thie injured
patrician seems indeed never to have tranespired; but
he could acarcely have been in any sense an exceptional
member of the Georgian aristocracy.

In the same month that Miss Lusy in Town appeared
at Drury Lane, Millar published it in book form. In
the following June, T. Waller of the Temple-Cloisters
isaed the first of a contemplated series of translations
from Aristophanes by Henry Fielding, Esq., and the
Bov. William Young who sat for Parson Adams,
The play chosen was Pluus, the God of Riches, and a
notice upon the original eover stated that, according to
the reception it met with from the public, it would be
followed by the others. It muet be presumed that
‘“the distressed, and at present, declining State of
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Learning ” to which the authors referved in their dedica-
tion to Lord Talbot, was mot a mere form of speech,
for the enterprise does not seem to have met with suffi-
cient emcouragement to justify ite continusnce, and this
special rendering has long since been supplanted by
the more modern versions of Mitchell, Frere, and othera
Whether Fielding took any large share in it is not now
discernible. It is most likely, however, that the hulk
of the work was Young’s, and that his colleague did
little more than furnish the Preface, which iz partly
written in the first person, and betrays ite origin by s
sudden and not very relevant attack upon the *pretty,
dapper, brigk, smearé, pert Dialogue” of Modern Comedy
into which the “infinite Wit" of Wycherley had de-
generated under Cibber. It also contains a compliment:
to the numbers of the “inimitable Author® of the
Essay on Man.

This is the second compliment which Fielding had
paid to Pope within a brief period, the first having been
that in the Champion respecting the translation of the
Jlied. 'What his exact relations with the anthor of
the Dunciod were, has never been divulged. At first
they seem to have been rather hostile then friendly.
Fielding had ridiculed the Romish Church in the Oid
Debauchess, a courss which Pope could scarcely have
approved ; and he was, moreover, the cousin of Lady
Mary, now no longer throned in the Twickenham
Temple. Pope had commented upon & passage in
Tom Thumd, and Fielding had indirectly referred to
Pope in the Covent Garden ITragedy. When it had
been roported that Pope had gome to sse Pasguin,
the statement had been at once contradicted. But
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Fielding was now, like Pope, against Walpole; and
Joseph Andrews hed been published. It may therefore
be that the compliments in Pluius and the Champion
were the result of some rapprochement hetween the two.
It is, nevertheless, curious that, at this very time, an
attempt appeam to have been made to comnect the
novelist with the controversy which presently arose out
of Cibber's well-known letter to Popa In Angust
1742, the month following its publication, among the
pamphlets to which it gave riss, was announced Ihe
Cudgel ; or, a Crab-ires Lecture. To the Author of the Dun-
oud. By Hercules Vinegar, Esg.” This very mediocre
satire in verse isstill to be found at the British Museum ;
but even if it were not included in Fielding's generel
disclaimer a8 to unsigned work, it would be difficult
to connect it with him, To give but one reasom, it
would make him the ally and adherent of Cibber,—
which is absard. In all probsbility, like another Grub
Btreet squib under the same psendonym, it was by Ralph,
who had already attacked Pope, and continued to main-
tain the Captain’s character in the Champion long after
Fielding had ceased to write for it It iz even posaible
that Ralph had some share in originsting the Vinegar
family, for it iz noticeable that the paper in which
they are first introduced bears no initials. In this case
he would consider himself free to adopt the name, how-
ever disadvantageons that course might be to Fielding’s
reputation. And it is clear that, whatever their rela-
tions had been in the past, they were for the time on
opposite sides in politics, since while Fielding had been
vindicating the Duchess of Marlborough, Ralph had
been writing againat her.
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Theas, however, are minor questions, the discussion of
which would lead too far from the main narrative of
Fielding's life. In the same letter in which Walpole hed
referred to Miss Lucy in Town, he had epoken of the
suceess of a new player at Goodman's Fields, after whom
all the town, in Gray's phrsse, was “ horn-mad;” but
in whose acting Mr. Walpole, with a critical distrust
of novelty, saw nothing particularly wonderful. This
wag David Garrick. He had been admitted & stndent
of Lincoln’s Inn & year before Fielding entered the
Middle Temple, had afterwards turned wine-merchant,
and wea now delighting London by his versatility in
comedy, tragedy, and farce. One of his earliest theat-
rical exploits, according to Sir John Hawkins, had been
4 private representation of Fielding's Mock-Doclor, in a
room over the Bt John’s Gate, Clerkenwell, so long
familiar to subscribers of the Gentleman’s Magazine ; his
fellow-actore being Cave's journeymen printers, and
his sodience Cave, Johnson, and a few friends. After
this he appears to have made the acquaintance of
Fielding ; and late in 1742, applied to0 him to know if he
had “ any Play by him,” as “ he was desirous of appear-
ing in 8 new Part.” As a matter of fact Fielding had
two plays by him—the Good-natured Mun (a title subse-
guently used by Goldemith), and a pisce called The
Wedding Day. The former was almost finished : the latter
was an early work, being indeed *the third Drsmatic
Performance he ever attempted.” The necessary ar-
rangements having been made with Mr, Fleetwood, the
manager of Drury Lane, Fielding set to work to com-
plete the Good-nalured Manm, which he considered the
better of the two. When he had dons so, he came to
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the conclusion that it required more attention than he
could give it ; and moreover, that the part allotted to
Garrick, although it satisfied the actor, was scarcely
important enowgh. He accordingly reverted to the
Wedding Day, the central character of which had heen
intended for Wilks. It had many faultsa which nome
eaw more clearly than the author himself, but he hoped
that Garrick’s energy and-prestige would triumphantly
surmount all obstacles. He hoped, as well, to improve
it by revision. The dangerous illness of his wife, how-
ever, made it impoasible for him to execute his task; and,
a8 ha was pressad for money, the Wedding Day was
produced on the 17th of February 1743, apparently much
as it had been first written some dozen years before.
As might be anticipated, it was not & suocees. The char-
acter of Millamonr is one which it is hard to believe that
even Garrick could have made attractive, and though
others of the parts were entrusted to Mrs. Weffington,
Mru. Pritchard, and Macklin, it was acted but six nighta
The author’s gains were under £560. In the Preface
to the Miscellanies, from which most of the foregoing
account 13 taken, Fielding, as usual, refers its failure to
other causes than its inherent defects. Rumours, he
says, had been circulated as to its indecency {(and in
truth some of the scenes are more than hazardous) ; bub
it had passed the licenser, and muat be supposed to have
been up to the moral standard of the time. Its unfavour-
able reception, as Fielding must have known in his heart,
was due to its artistic shortcomings, and also to the
faot that a change was taking place in the public taste.
Tt is in connection with the #edding Day that ome of
the beet-known anecdotes of the suthor is related.
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(Garrick had begged him to retranch a certain objection-
able passage. This Fielding, either from indolence or
unwillingneas, declined to do, asserting that if it was
not good, the sudienes might find it out. The passage
wag promptly hissed, and Garrick returned to the grean-
room, where the author was solucing himself with a
hottle of champagne. ' What iz the matter, Garrick t”
said he to the flustered actor; * what are they hissing
now?” He was informed with some heat that they
had been higsing the very scene he had heen asked
to withdraw, “and,” added Garrick, *they have so
frightened ma, that I shall not be able to collect myself
sgain the whole might.”—%Oh |” answered the author,
with an oath, “they HAVE found it out, have theyi”
This rejoinder is usnally quoted as an instance of Field-
ing’s contempt for the intelligence of his audience ; but
nine men in ten, it may be observed, would have said
something of the same sort.

The only other thing which need be referred to in
connection with this comedy—the last of his own
dramatic worke which Fielding ever witnessed upon the
stage—is Macklin’s doggerel Prologue. Mr, Lawrence
aftributes this to Fielding ; but he seems to have over-
locked the fact that in the Misrellanies it is headed,
 Wril and Spoken by Mr. Macklin,” which gives it more
intevest as the work of an outsider than if it had been
a mere laugh by the suthor at himself Garrick is re-
presented as too busy to speak the prologue ; and Field-
ing, who has been * drinking to raise his Spirits,” has
begged Macklin with his ‘“long, dismal, Mercy-begging
Face,” to go on and apologise. Macklin then pretends
to recognise him among the audience, and pokes fun at
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his anxieties, telling him that he had better heve
stuck to *honest Adram Addams"” who, “in spight of
Critics, can make his Readers laugh,” The words ““in
apite of critics™ indicate another distinction between
Fielding’s novels and plays, which should have its
weight in any comparison of them. The censors of the
pit, in the eighteenth century, seem to have exer-
ciged an unusual influence in deciding whether a play
ghonld sucesed or mot ;! and, from Fielding's frequent
referances to friends and enemies, it wonld almost sesm
as if he believed their suffrages to be more important
than a good plot and & witty dialogne. On the other
hand, no coterie of Wita and Templars could kill &
book like Joseph Amdrews. To say nothing of the
opportunities afforded by the novel for more leisurely
character- drawing, and greater by-play of reflection
and desoription—ita reader was an isolated and inde-
pendent judge ; and in the long run the differenve told
wonderfully in favour of the anthor Macklin wase
tovionaly right in recommending Fielding, even in jeat,
nature vin Parson Adams, and from the familiar pub-
ducing Unes advice it may also be inferred, not only
however opinion was one commonly current, but that
ill-bredel was nnusually popular.

Goode Wedding Day wes issued separstely in February
vowd. It must therefore be assumed that the three
Riumes of Miscellanies, by Henry Fielding, Esq., in
fhich it was reprinted, and to which reference has so
¥ten been made in these pages, did not appear until
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later,! They were published by subseription; and
the list, in addition to a large nomber of aristocratic
and legal names, contains some of more permanent
intereat. Bide by side with the Chesterfields and Marl-
boroughs and Burlingtans and Denbighs, come ‘William
Pitt and Henry Fox, Esge, with Dodington and Win-
nington and Hanbory Williams. The theatrical world
ig well represented by Garrick and Mra Woffington and
Mrs, Clive. Literature has no names of any eminence
except that of Young; for Bavage and Whitehead, Mallet
and Benjamin Hoadly, are certainly ignes minores. Pope
is conspicuons for his absence ; so alsp are Horace Wal-
pole and Gray, while Richardson, of course, is wanting.
Johnson, as yat only the author of London, and journey-
man to Cave, could scarcely be expected in the roll ; and,
in any case, his friendship for the author of Pamels would
probably have kept him away. Among some other
well-known eighteenth century names are those of
Dedsley and Millar the booksellers, and the famous
Vauxhall impresario Jonathan Tyers.

The first volume of the Miscellanies, basides.on the
Preface, incindes the anthor’s poems, essf.awrence
versation, On the Knowledge of the Characterd over-
On Nothing, s squib upon the transactions ded,
Royal Society, a translstion from Demosthenee
one or two minor pieces. Much of the biogra
material contained in the Preface has already been
nes of, as well as those verses which can be definitely
dated, or which relate to the authors love - affa
The hitherto unnoticed portions of the velumggmg
* By advertisament in the Zondon D«i{yPMw}r:sthi:
%ser, they would seem to have been published ear!-
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chiefly of Epistles, in the orthodox eighteenth cen-
tury fashion, One—already referred to—is headed
Of True Greainess; another, inscribed to the Duke of
Richmond, Of Good-nalure ; while a third is addressed
to a friend On the Choice of a Wife. This last contains
some sensible lines, but slthough Roscoe has managed
to extract two quotable passages, it is needless to imitate
him here. These produétions show no trace of the
suthentic Fielding. The essays are more remarkable,
althongh, like Montaigne's, they are searcely described
by their titlea That on Conversation is really a little
trestise on good breeding; that on the Characlers of
Men, & lay sermon against Fielding’s pet antipathy
~—hypocrisy. Nothing can well he wiser, even now,
than some of the coumsels in the former of these
papers on such themes as the limits of raillery, the
dutiea of hospitality, and the choice of subject in general
conversation, Nor, however threadbare they may look
to-day, can the finsl conclusions be reasonably objected
to .~ First, That every Person who indulges his Ill-
nature or Vanity, at the Expense of others ; and in intro-
ducing Uneasiness, Vexation, and Confasion into Society,
however exalted or high-titled he may be, is thoroughly
ill-bred ;”* and ®Secondly, That whoever, from the
Goodneas of his Disposition or Understanding, endea-
vours to his utmost to cultivate the Good-humour and
Happinees of others, and to contribute to the Ease and
Comfort of all his Acquaintance, however low in Rank
Fortune may have placed him, or however clumsy he
may be in his Figure or Demeanocur, hath, in the truest
sense of the Word, a Claim to Good-Breeding.” One
fancion that this essay must have been a favourite with
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the historian of the Book of Smobe and the creator of
Major Dobbin.

The Characlers of Men 8 not equal to the Conversabion
The theme is a wider one ; and the end proposed,—that
of supplying rules for detecting the real disposition
through all the social disguises which cloak and envelop
it,—can scarcely be eaid to be attaimed. But there are
happy touches even in this; and when the author says
—5] will venture to affirm, that I have known some of
the best sort of Men in the World (to use the vulgar Phrasa,}
who would not have scrupled cutting s Friend’s Throat ;
and a Fellow whom no Man should be scen b0 speak o, capable
of the highest Acts of Friendship and Benevolence,” one
recognises the hand that made the aole good Samaritan
in Joseph Andrews *‘a Lad who hath sinca been transported
for robbing a Hen-roost.” The account of the Terres-
trial Chrysipus or Guinea, a burlesque on & paper read
before the Royal Society on the Fresh Water Polypns,
is chiefly interesting from the fact that it is supposed
to be written by Petrus Gualterns (Peter Walter), who
had an “ extraordinary Collection ” of them. He died,
in fact, worth £300,000. The only other paper in the
volume of any value is a short one OF fhe Remedy of
Aiction for the Loss of owr Friends, to which we shall
presently return.

The farce of Eurydics, and .the #edding Day, which,
with A Journey from this World io the Nexd, ete., make up
the contents of the second volume of the Miscellaniss,
have been already sufficiently discussed, But the Journey
dessrves some further notice. It has been enggested
that this curions Lucianic production may have been
prompted by the vision of Mereury and Charon in the
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Champion, though the kind of allegory of which it con-
sists in common enough with the elder essayista ; and it
is notable that another book waa published in April 1743,
under the title of Cardinal Fleury's Journey fo ihe other
Worid, which is manifestly suggested by Quevedo,
Fielding’s Journey, however, is a fragment which the
suthor feigns to have found In the garret of a stationer
in the Strand. Sixteen cut of five-and-twenty chapters in
Book i. are occupied with the transmigrations of Julian
the Apoatate, which are not concluded. Then follows
another chapter from Book xix., which contsins the his-
tory of Anna Boleyn, and the whole breaks off abruptly.
Ite beet portion is undoubtedly the first ten chapters,
which relate the writer's progresa to Elysium, and afford
opportunity for many strokes of satirs. Such are the
whimsical terror of the spiritual traveller in the stage-
coach, whe hears suddenly that his neighbour has died
of smallpox, a disease he had been dreading all his life ;
and the punichment of Lord Scrape, the miser, who is
deomed to dole out money to all comers, and who, after
“being purified in the Body of a Hog,” is ultimately to
return to earth again, Nor is the delight of some of
those who profit by his enforced assistamce less keenly
realised :—* I remarked a poetical Spirit in particular,
who swore he would have a hearty Gripe at him : ‘For,
says he, the Rascal not only refused to subscribe to my
Works ; but sent back my Letter unanswered, tho’ I'm
a better Gentleman thap himself.’” The descriptions of
the City of Diseases, the Palace of Death, and the Wheel
of Fortune from which men draw their chequered lots,
are all unrivalled in their way. But here, as always, it
is in his pictures of hwman nature that Fielding shines,
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and it is this that makes the chapters in which Minoa
is shown adjndicating upon the separate elaims of the
claimants to enter Elysium the most piquant of all.
The virtuoso and butterfly hunter, who in repulsed *with
groat Scorn ;” the dramatic anthor who is admitted (to
his disgust), not on account: of his works, but because he
has once lent “the whole Profits of a Benefit Night to a
Friend ;” the parson who is turned back, while his poor
parishioners are admitted ; and the trembling wretch
who has been hanged for a robbery of eighteen-pence, to
which he had been driven by poverty, but whom the judge
welcomes cordially hecause he had been a kind father,
hushand, and eson; all thess are conceived in that humane
and generons spirit which is Fielding’s mosi engaging
characteristic. The chapter immediately following, which
describes the literary and other inhabitants of Elysium,
is even better. Here is Leonidas, who appears to be
only moderately gratified with the honour recently done
him by Mr. Glover the poet; here is Homer, toying with
Madam Dacier, and profoundly indifferent &a to hia birth-
place and the continuity of hiz poems ; hers, too, is Shake-
gpeare, Who, foreseeing future commentators and the “New
Shakespere Society,” declines to enlighten Betterton and
Booth as to a disputed pasesge in hiz works, adding, “I
marvel nothing so much as that Men will gird themeelves
atsdiscovering obscure Beauties in an Author. Certes
the greatest and most pregnant Beautiee are ever the
pPlainest and most evidently striking; and when two
Meanings of & Pasaage can in the least ballance our Judge-
ments which to prefer, I hold it matter of unquestionable
Certainty that neither is worth a farthing.” Then, agaln,
there are Addison and Steele, who are described with a0
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Pleasant a knowledge of their perzonalities that, although
the passage has been often quoted, there seems to be no
reason why it should not be quoted once more :—

“ Férgnl then came up to me, with Mr, Addison under his
Arm. Well, Sir, said he, how niany Tranelations have these
few last Years produced of my Fneid § 1 told him, I believed
several, but I could not poesibly remember ; for I had never
read any but Dr. TFrapp's.l—Ay, esid he, that is a curious
Piece indeed ! I then aequainied him with the Discovery
mede by Mr. Warburion of the Elewsinian Mysteries conched
in his 6th book. What Mysteries ! said Mr. Addison. The
Eleusintan, answered Firgtl, which I have disclosed in my
6th Book. How ! replied Addison, You never mentioned
a word of any mach Mysteries to me in all our Acquaintance.
I thought it was unnecessary, cried the other, to a Man of
your infinite Learning: besides, yon always told me, you
perfectly understood my meaning, Upon this I thought the
Critic looked a little out of countenance, and turned aside
to a very merry Spirit, one Dick Siele, who embraced him,
and told him, He had been the greatest Man upon Earth ;
that he readily resigned up o1l the Merit of his own Warka
to him, Upon which, dddison gave him a gracious Smile,
and elspping him on the Back with much Sclemnity, cried
out, Well mid, Dick.”

After encountering these and other notabilities, in-
cluding Tom Thamb &nd Livy, the latter of whom takes
occagion to commend the ingenious performances of Lady
Marlborough's assistant, Mr, Hooke, the author meets
with Julian the Apostate, and from this peint the nar-
rative grows languid, Its unfinished condition may per-
haps be sccepted as a proof that Fielding himself had
woaried of his scheme.

The third volume of the Miscelianies ia wholly oeen-
pied with the remarkable work entitled the History of the
Life of the late My, Jonathan Wild the Greaf, An in the

1 Dr. Trapp's translation of the &neid was published in 1718.



104 FIELDING. * [caar.

case of the Journey from this World io the Nexdt, it is not
unlikely that the first germ of this may bs found in
the pages of the Champion. * Reputation "-—eays Field-
ing in one of the essays in that periodical —* often
courts those most who regard her the least,  Actions
have sometimes been attended with Fame, which were
undertaken in Defiance of it. Jorathan Wyld himself
had for many years no small Share of it in this King-
dom.” The book now under consideration is the elabo-
ration of the idea thus casually thrown out. Under
the name of a notorions thief-taker hanged at Tyburn
in 1725, Fielding has traced the Progress of a Rogue
to the Gsllows, showing by innumerable subtle touches
that the (so-called) greatnesz of a villain does not
very materially differ from any other kind of great-
ness, which is equally independent of goodness. This
continually suggested affinity between the ignoble and
the pseudo-noble is the text of the book. Against
genuine worth (its anthor is carsful to explain) his satire
iz in no wise directed He is far from coneidering
“ Newgaiz a5 no other than Human Nature with ita
Mask off;” but he thinks “ we may be excused for sus-
pecting, thet the splendid Palaces of the Great are often
no other than Newgals with the Mask on.” Thus Jona-
than Wild the Great is a prolonged satire upon the epuri-
ous eminence in which benevolence, honeaty, charity,
and the like have no part; or, as Fielding prefers to
term it, that false or “Bombast greatness” which is so
often mistaken for the “{ruz Sublime in Human Natare
—Greatness and Goodness combined. So thoronghly
has he explained hia intention in the Prefaces to the
Miscellanies, and to the book itself, that it is difficult to
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comprehend how Scott could fail to eee hia drift Pos-
sibly, like some others, he found the subject repugnant
and painful to his kindly nature. Possibly, too, he did
not, for this reason, study the book very carefully, for,
with the episode of Hesrtfree under one’s eyes, it is
not strictly accurate to say (as he does) that it presents
““a picture of complate vice, unrelieved by any thing of
humas fecling, and never by any accident even deviating
into virtue.” If the author's itroduction be boine in
mind, and if the book be read steadily in the light there
supplied, no one ean refrain from admiring the extraor
dinary skill and concentration with which the plan is
pursued, and the adroitness with which, at every turn,
the villainy of Wild is approximated to that of thosa
securor and more illustrious criminals with whom he is
go seldom confused. And Fielding has never carried
one of hia chief and characteristic excellences to so great
perfection : the book is & model of sustained and aleap-
less irony. To make any extracts from it—atill less to
make any extracts which should do justice to it, ia almost
impracticable ; but the edifying discourse between Wild
and Count La Ruse in Book i, and the pure comedy of
that in Book iv. with the Ordinary of Newgate {who ob-
jecte to wine, bat drinka punch because “it is no where
spoken against in Scripture ), as well as the account of
the prison faction between Wild and Johnsaon,! with its

1 fSoma erities at thia point appear to have identified Johnson
and Wild with Lord Wilmington and 8ir Robert Walpole (who re-
migned in 1743}, while Mr. Eeightley suspects that Wild through-
out typifies Walpole. But theadvertisement ** from the Publisher ”
to the editlon of 17564 disclaims any sach " personal Application, "
1'Tha Trath is (he says), ne & very corrupt State of Morals in hers
represented, the Scens scoms very properly to bave been luld in

/
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admirable speech of the « grave Man ” against Party, may
all be cited as examples of its style and method. Nor
should the character of Wild in the last chapter, and
his famous rules of conduct, be neglected It must be
sdmitted, however, that the book is not caleulated to
suit the nicely-sensitive In letters ; or, it may be added,
those readers for whom the evolution of a purely intel-
Jectual conception is either unmeaning or uninteresting.
Its place in Fielding's works is immediately after his
three prest novels, and this is more by reason of its
subject than its workmanship, which ecovid hardly be
excelled. When it was actuslly composed is doubtful.
I it may be connected with the already-quoted passage
in the Champion, it must be placed after March 1740,
which is the date of the paper; but, from a reference to
Peter Pounce in Book ii., it might also be supposed
to have been written after Joseph Aadrews. The Bath
simile in chapter xiv. Book i, makes it likely that some
part of it was penned at that place, where, from an epi-
gram in the M; ies © written Exdempore in the Pump
Boom,” it is clear that Fielding was staying in 1742,
But, whenever i was completed, we are inclined to think
that it was planned and begun before Joteph Andress
was published, ae it is in the highest degree improbable
that Fielding, always carefully watching the public taste,
would have followed up that fortunate adventure in a
new direction hy s work so entirely different from it as
Jonathan ild.

Newgate: Nor do I see any Reason for introducing any allegory
at all ; unless we will agree that there zre, withont those Walls,
soms other Bodiea of Men of worse Morals than those within j and

who heve, consequently, & Right to changs Places with its present
Inhabitanta” The writer waa probably Fielding,
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A socond edition of the Miscellanies appeared in the
same year as the first, namely in 1743. From this date
until the publication of Tom Jones in 1749, Fielding pro-
duced no work of signal importance, and his personsl
history for the next few years is exceedingly obscure.
'We are inclined to suspect that this must have been the
most trying period of his career. His health was ghat-
tered, and he had besome a martyr to gout, which seri-
ously interfered with the active practice of his profeasion,
Agsin, “about this time,” says Murphy vaguely, after
speaking of the Wedding Day, he lost his first wife,
That she was alive in the winter of 1742-3 in clear, for,
in the Preface to the Miscellanies, he describes himself as
being then laid up, “ with a favourite Child dying in one
Bed, and my Wife in a Condition very little better, on
another, attended with other Circumstances, which served
as very proper Decorations to such a Seene,”—by which
Mr, Keightley no doubt rightly supposes him to refer
to writs and bailiffs. It must also be assumed that
Mre. Fiolding was alive when the Preface was written,
gince, in apologising for an apparent delay in publish-
ing the book, he says the “real Reason” was *the
dangerous Miness of one from whom I draw [the italice
are ours] all the solid Comfort of my Life.” There
is another unmistakable reference to her in ome of the
minor papers in the first volume, vig, that Of the Bemedy
of Afftiction for the Loss of our Friends. * I remember the
moat excellent of Women, and tenderest of Mothers,
when, after a painful and dangerous Delivery, ahe was
told she had a Daughter, answering; Good God/ have I pro-
duced & Creature who is o undergo what I have suffered!
Some Years afterwards, I heard the same Woman, on the
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Death of that very Child, then one of the loveliest Crea-
tures ever seen, comforting herself with reflecting, that
her Child could never know what i was to feel puch o Loss as
she then lamenied.” Were it not for the passages already
quoted from the Preface, it might almost be concluded
from the tone of the foregoing quotation and the final
words of the paper, which refer to our meeting with those
wo have lost in Heaven, that Mrs, Fielding was already
dead. But the use of the word “draw” in the Pre-
face affords distinet evidence to the contrary. It is
therefore moet probable that she died in the latter part
of 1743, having been long in a declining state of health.
For a time her hushand was inconsolable. “The forti-
tonde of mind,” says Murphy, “ with which he met all the
other calamitiea of life, deserted him on this most trying
occasion.” His grief was so vehement * that his friends
began to think him in danger of losing his reason.”
That Fielding hed depicted his first wife in Sophia
Weatern has already been pointed out, and we have
the authority of Lady Mary Wortley Montagu and
Richardson for saying that ehe was afterwards repro-
duced in 4Amalia. * Amelia” gaye the latter, in a letter
to Mrs. Donnellan, *“even to her noselesaness, iz again his
firet wife.” Some of her traite, too, are to be detected in
the Mrs. Wilson of Joseph Andrews. But, beyond these
indications, we hear little about her. Almost all that
is definitely known is contained in a passage of the
admirable Infroductory Anecdoles contributed by Lady
Louisa Stuart in 1837 to Lord Wharncliffe’s edition of
Lady Mary Wortley Montagu’s Lefiers and Works. 'This
account was based upon the recollections of Tady Bute,

Lady Mary’s danghter.
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“QOunly those persons (says Lady Siuart) are mentioned
here of whom Lady Bute could speak from her own recollec-
tion or her mother's report, Both had made her well in-
formed of every particular that concerned her relation Henry
Fielding ; nor was she a stranger to that beloved fixst wife
whose picture he drew in his Amelia, where, es she said, even
the glowing language he knew how to employ did not do
moare than justice to the amiable qualities of the original, or
to her beauty, although this had snffered a little from the
acrident related in the novel,—a frightful overturn, which
destroyed the gristle of her nose.! He loved her passionately,
and she returned his affection ; yet led no happy life, for they
were almost always miserably poor, and seldom in a state of
quiet and safety. All the world knows what was his im-
prudence ; if ever he possessed a seore of pounds, nothing could
keep him from lavishing it idly, or make him think of to-
morrow, Bometimea they were living in decent lodgings
with tolerable comfort; sometimes in a wretched garret with-
out necessaries ; not to speak of the spunging-houses and
hiding-places where he was occasionally to be found. His

1 That any one could have remained lovely after such a
catastrophe is difficult to belisve. But probably Lady Bate (or
Lady Btuari} exaggersted ite effects ; for—to say nothing of tha
fuct that, throughont the novel, Amelia's beauty I8 continnally
commended—in the delightfully feminine deacription which is
given of her by Mre. James in Bock xi. chap. i., pp. 11415 of the
firet. edition of 1752, although she is literally pulled fo pisces, there
is no reference whatever to her noss, which may be taken as proof
poditive that it was not an assailable feature. Moreover, in the book
an wo now have it, Fielding, obrionaly in deference to contemporary
aritiolsm, inserted the followlng apecific passages :—* Bhe was,
indeed, a moet charming woman ; and I know not whether the
little sear on her noss did not rether add to, than diminish her
beanty " (Book iv. chap, vii}; and in Mrs. James's porteait:—
““Then her nose, 28 well proportioned ws it is, haa a visible scar on
one side,” No previous biographer aeems to have thonght it neces-
sary to make any mention of thess statements, while Johnson's
speech about ** That vile broken noee, never oured,” and Richard-
son's coarsely-malignant ntterance to Mr. Donnellan, are svery-
where industricusly rememberesd and repeated.
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elaatie gaiety of spirit carried him throungh it all ; but, mean-
while, care and anxiety were preying upon her more delicate
mind, and undermiring her comstitution. She gradually
declined, canght a fever, and died in his arms,”

As usual, Mr. Keightley has done his best to test this
gtatement to the utmost. Part of his examination may
be noglected, becaunse it is based upon the misconcep-
tion that Lord Wharncliffe, Lady Mary's greatgrand-
aon, and not Lady Stuart, her granddaughter, was the
writer of the foregoing account. But as a set-off to
the extreme destitution alleged, Mr. Keightley very
justly observes that Mrs. Fielding must for some time
have had a maid, since it was & maid who had been
dovotedly attached to her whom Fielding subssquently
married. He also argues that “living in a garret and
ekulking in out o' the way retreats,” are incompatible
with studying law and practising as a barrister, Mak-
ing every allowanee, however, for the somewhat exagger-
ated way in which those of high rank often speak of
the distresses of their less opulent kinsfolk, it iz pro-
bable that Fielding’s married life was one of continual
shifts and privations. Such a state of things is com-
pletely in accordance with his profuse nature! and his
precarious means, Of his family by the first Mra. Field-
ing no very material particulars have been preserved.
Writing, in November 1745, in the Trus Patriof, he
speaks of having a son and a daughter, but no son
by hie first wife asems to have survived him The
late Colonel Chester found the burial of a “James
Fielding, son of Henry Fielding,” recorded under date
of 19th February 1736, in the register of Bt. Gilea in

1 The passages as to his imprudences is, oddly emowgh, omitted
from Mr. Keightley's quotation,
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the Fields ; but it is by no means certain that this entry
refora to the novelist A daughter, Eleanor Harriot,
certainly did survive him, for she is mentioned in the
Foyage to Lisbon as being of the party who accompanied
him. Another daughter, as already stated, probably died
n the winter of 1742-3; and the Journey from thiz World to
the Nexd contains the touching reference to this or ancther
child, of which Dickens writes so warmly in one of his
letters. ‘I presently,” says Fielding, speaking of hia
entranee into Elysium, * met a little Daughter, whom I
had lost several Years before. Good Glods ! what Worda
can describe the Raptures, the melting passionate Ten-
derness, with which we kiss'd each other, continning in
our Embrace, with the most extatic Joy, a Space, which
if Time had been mesasured hers as on Earth, could not
have been less than half a Year.”

From the death of Mra. Fielding until the publication
of the True Pufriof in 1740 ancther comparative blank
ensues in Fielding's history ; and it can only be filled by
the assumption that he was still endeavouring to follew
his profession as a barrister. His literary work seems
to have been confined to a Preface to the second
edition of his eister’s novel of David Simple, which ap-
peared in 1744, This, while rendering fraternal justice to
that now forgotten book, is memorabla for some personal
utterances on Fielding's part In denying the suthor-
ship of David Simpls, which had been attributed to him,
he takes occasion to appeal against the injustice of refer-
ring anonymous works to his pem, in the face of his
distinct engagernent in the Preface to the Miscellanics,
that he would thenceforth write nothing except over his
own signature ; and he complains that such a course has s
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tendeney to injure him in a profession to which “he has
applied with so arduous and intent a diligence, that he
has had no leisure, if he had inclination, t0 composa
anything of this kind (Le. David Simple).” At the same
time, he formally withdraws his promise, since it has in
no wise exempted him from the scandal of putting forth
ancnymous work, From other psssages in this “Pre-
face,” it may be gathered the immediate cause of irrita-
tion was the assignment to his pen of “that infamous
paultry libel ” the Cousidicads, & satire directed at the
law in general, and some of the snbacribers to the Mis-
cellanies in particular. This” he says, *accused me
not only of being a bad writer, and a bad man, but
with downright idiotism, in flying in the face of the
greatest men of my profession.” It msay eazily be con
ceived thet such a report must be unfavourable to a
struggling barrister, and Fielding’s anxiety on this head
is & strong proof that he wae still hoping to succeed at
the Bar. To a subsequent collection of Familiar Lefiers
betwaen the Principal Characlers in David Simpls and some
offiers, he supplied another preface three years later, to-
gother with five little-kmown epistles which, nevertheless,
are not without evidence of hia characteristic touch.

A life of ups and downs like Fielding’s ia seldom
remarkable for its consistency. It is therefore not
surprising to find that, despite his desire in 1744 to
refrain from writing, he was again writing in 1745,
The landing of Charles Edward attracted him once
more into the ranks of journalism, on the side of
the Government, and gave rise to the True Pairicl, a
weokly paper, the first number of which appeared in
November. This, baviig come to an end with the
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Rebellion, was eucceeded in December 1747 by the
Jacobites Journal, supposed to emanate from  John
Trott-Plaid, Esq.,” and intended to push the discomfit-
ure of Jacobite sentiment stilll further. It is needless
to disouss these mainly political efforts at any length.
They are said to have been highly approved by those in
power : it is certuin that they: earned for their author the
stigma of *pension’d scribbler.” Both are now very
rare; and in Murphy the former is represented by
twentydour numbers, the latter by two only. The True
Palriot contains a dream of London sbandoned to the
rebels, which is admirably graphic; and there is also a
prophetic chroniecle of events for 1746, in which the
same iden is treated in a lighter and more satirical vein.
Bui perhaps the most interesting feature is the reappear-
ance of Parson Adama, who addresses a couple of
letters to the same periodical—one on the rising gener-
ally, and the other on the *young England” of the
day, aa exemplified in a very offensive specimen he
had recently encountered at Mr Wilson’s  Other
minor pointa of interest in copnection with the
Jacobile's Journal, are the tradition associating Hogarth
with the rude woodeut headpiece (a Scotch man and
woman on an ass led by a monk) which surmounted its
earlier numbars, end the genial welcome given in No. 5,
perhaps not without some touch of contrition, to the
two firat volumes, then just published, of Richardson’s
Clarissa. 'The pen is the pen of an imaginary * corre-
spondent,” but the words are unmistalably Fielding’s :—

“When I tell you I have Istely received this Fleasure [fa
of reading a new master-piece], you will not want me to
inform you that I owe it to the Author of Cranmss Such

I
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Bimplicity, meh Manners, such deep Penetration into Nature ;
such Power to raies and alarm the Passions, few Writers,
either ancient or modern, have been posseseed of. My Affec-
tions are so strongly engaged, and my Fears are o raised, by
what I have already read, that I cannot expreas my Eagerness
to see the rest. Sure thin Mr. Richardson is Master of all
that Art which Hormes compsres to Witcheraft
~—Pectus inaniter angit,
Irritat, mulcet, falais terroribns implet
Ut Magus—*

Beotween the discontinuance of the True Pairisi and
the establishirent of ita snceessor aceurred an event, the
precise date of which has been hitherto unknown, namely,
Fielding's second marriage, The account given of this
by Lady Louisa Stuart in as follows —

“ His [Fielding’s] biographers seem to have boen shy of
diaclosing that after the death of this charming woman [his
first wife] he married her maid. And yet the act was not
eo discreditable to his character 88 it may sound. The maid
had few personal charms, but was an excellent creatnre, de-
votedly attached to her mistress, and almoet broken-hearied
for her loaa In the firet agoniea of his own grief, which ap-
proached to frengy, he found no relief but from weeping along
with her ; nor solace, when & degree calmer, but in talking
to har of the angel they mutually regretted. This made her
his habitual confidential aseociate, and in process of time he
began to think he eculd not give his children a tenderer
mother, or secure for himself a more faithful housekeeper and
norsa  Af least this was what he old his friends ; snd it ia
certain that her conduct as his wifa conflrmed it, and fully
justified his good opinion.”

It has now been ascertained that the marriage took
place at Bt. Bene't's, Paul’s Wharf, an obecure little church

in the City, at pressent ewrendered to a Welsh congregs-
tion, but at that time, like Mary-le-bone old church, much
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in request for unions of a private charaster. The date
in the register is the 27Tth of November 1747, The
second Mra, Fielding’s maiden name, which has been
hitherto varicusly reported as Macdonnell, Macdonald,
and Macdaniel, is given as Mary Daniel,! and she is further
described as “of St. Clement's Danes, Middlesex, SBpin-
ster.” Either previously to' this occurrence, or immedi-
ately after it, Fielding seems to have taken two rooms in
a house in Back Lane, Twickenham, “not far,” says the
Rev. Mr. Cobbett in his Memorials, “*from the gite of
Copt Hall” In 1872 this house was still standing,—a
quaint old-fashioned wooden atructure ;3—and fromhence,
on the 25th February 1748, was baptized the first of the
novelist's sone concerning whom any definite informa-
tion exists—the William Fielding who, like his father,
became a Westminater magistrate. Beyond suggesting
that it may supply a reason why, during Mrs. Fielding's
life-time, her hushand’s earliest biographer made no refer-
ence to the marriage, it is needless to dwell upon the
proximity between the foregoing dates, In otherrespecta
the circumstance now first made public is not inconsistent
with Lady Stuart'’s narrative; and there is no doubt,
from the references to her in the Journal of & Foyage &o
Lisbon and elsewhere, that Mary Daniel did prove an
exeellent wife, mother, and nurse. Another thing is
made clear by the date established, and this is that
the verses “ On Felix ; Marry'd to a Cock-Maid ” in the
Gentleman's Magazine for July 17486, towhich Mr. Lawrence
refers, cannot possibly have anything to do with Fielding,

1 Bee note to Fielding's letter in Chap, vil
% Now (1888) it no longer exists, and & row of cottages occupies
the xits.
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although they seem to indicate that alliances of the kind
were not unusual Perhaps Pamelzs had made them
fashionable. On the other hand, the supposed allusion
to Lyttelton and Fielding, to be found in the first edition
of Peregrine Pukle, but afterwards suppressed, receives a
certain confirmation. “When,” says Smollett, speaking
of the relations of an imaginmary Mr. Spondy with
Goosling Serag, who is understood to represent Lyttelton,
‘“he is inclined to marry his own cook-wench, his gracious
patron may condescend te give the bride away ; and may
finally settle him in his old age, as a trading Westminster
justice.” That, looking to the facta, Fielding’s second
marriage should have gained the approval and eounte-
nance of Lyttelton is no more than the wmpright and
honourable character of the latter would lead na to
expect.

The Jacolnis's Journal cessed to appear in November
1748, In the early part of the December following, the
remainder of Smollett’s programme eame to pass, and by
Lyttelton’s interest Fielding was appointed a Justice of
the Peace for Westminster. From a letter in the Bedford
Correspondence, dated 13th December 1748, respecting
the lease of & house or houses which would qualify him
to act for Middlesex, it would seem that the county was
afterwards added to his commission. He must have
entered upen his office in the firnt weeks of December,
a8 upon the ninth of that month one John Salter was
committed to the Gatehouss by Henry Fielding, Eag,,
% of Bow Street, Covent Garden, formerly Sir Thomas de
Veil's” Sir Thomaa de Veil, who died in 1746, and whose
Memoirs had just been published, could not, however,
have been Fielding’s immediate predeceasor,



CHAPTER V.
TOM JONES,

WRITING from Basingstoke to his brother Tom, on the
29th October 1746, Joseph Warton thus refers to a visit
he paid teo Fielding :—

%1 wish you had been with me last week, when I apent
two eveninge with Fielding and his sister, who wrote Devid
Himple, and you may guess I was very well enlertained. The
ladyindeed retir’d pretty soon, but Rusgsell and I sat up with the
Poet [Warton no doubt uses the word here in the sense of
‘maker’ or “ereator’] till one or two in the morning, and
were inexpressibly diverted. I find he values, as he justly
may, hin Joseph Andrews above all his writings: he was
extremely civil to me, I fancy, on my Father's account.” 1

This mention of Joseph Andrews has misled some of
Fielding's biographers into thinking that he ranked
that novel above Tom Jones, But, in October 1746,
Tom Jones had not been published ; and, from the
absence of any reference to it by Warton, it is ouly
reagonable to conclude thet it had not yet assumed &
definite form, or Fielding, who was by no means uncom-
municative, would in all probability have spoken of it

1 {.¢, the Rev. Thomas Warton, Vicar of Basingatoke, and some-
time Professer of Poetry st Oxford.
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as an effort from which he expected still greater things,
It is clear, too, that at this date he was staying in London,
presumably in ladgings with his sister; and it is alo
most likely that he lived much in town when he was con-
ducting the Trus Pairiet and the Jacobile's Journal. At
other times he would appear to have had no settled place
of abode. There are traditions that Tom Jones was com-
posed in part at Salisbury, in a house at the foot of
Milford Hill ; and again that it was written at Twiverton,
or Twerton-on-Avon, near Bath, where, as the Vicar
pointed out in Nofes and Queries for March 16th, 1879,
there still exists a houss called Fielding’s Lodge, over
the door of which is a stone crest of & pheenix rieing out
of o mural coronet. This latter tradition is supported
by the statement of Mr. Richard Graves, suthor of the
Spiritual Quizate, and rector, circs 1750, of the meigh-
bouring parish of Claverton, who says in his Trifing
Anecdoles of the late Ralph Allen, that Fielding while at
Twerton used to dine almost daily with Allen at Prior
Park, There are also traces of his residence at Bath
itself ; and of visits to the seat of Lyttelton’s father at
Hagley in Worcestershire. Towards the close of 1747
he had, as before stated, rooms in Back Lane, Twick-
enham ; and it must be to this or to eome earlier period
that Walpole alludes in his Porish Register (1759) :~—
 Here Fielding met his bunter Muse

And, as they quaff'd the fiery juice,

Droll Nature stamp'd each Ineky hit

ith unimaginable wit ;"
& quatrain in which the last lines exense the first. Aec-
cording to Mr. Cobbett's already-quoted Memorials of
Tunckenham, he loft that place upon his appointment as a
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Middlesex magisirate, when he moved to Bow Street.
His liouse in Bow Street belonged to John, Duke of Bed-
ford ; and he continuned to live in it until a short time
before his death, It was subsequently occupied by his
half-brother and successor, Sir John,! who, writing to the
Duke in March 1770, to thank him for hie munificent
gift of an additional ten years to the lease, recalls “that
princely instance of generosity which his Grace shewed
to his late brother, Henry Fielding.”

‘What this was, is not specified. It may have heen
the gift of the leases of those tenements which, as
explained, were necessary to qualify Fielding to act
a8 a Justice of the Peace for the commty of Middlesex ;
it may even have been the lease of the Bow Street
house; or it may have been smply a gift of money,
But whatever it was, it was something considerable. In
his appeal to the Duke, at the close of the last chapter,
Fielding referred to previous obligations, and in his dedi-
cation of Tom Jones to Lyttelton, he returns again to his
Grace’s beneficenca. Another person, of whose kind-
ness grateful but indirect mention is made in the samo
dedication, ia Ralph Allen, who, according to Derrick,
the Bath M.C., sent the novelist a present of £200, before
he had even made his acquaintance,? which, from the
reference to Allen in Joseph Andrews, probably began
before 1742, Lastly, there is Lyttelton himself, con-
cerning whom, in addition to a sentence which implies that
he actually suggested the writing of Tom Jones, wo have

1 In the riots of "80—aa Dickens has not forgotten ito note
in Barnaby Rudge—the house was destroyed by the mob, who
burned Sir John's goods in the street (Boswell's Johwnson, chap.

Ixx,}
2 Derrick's Letlers, 1767, ii. 95.
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the exprees statements on Fielding's part that © without
your Assistance this History had never been compléted,”
and “I partly owe to you my Existence during great
Part of the Time which I have employed in composing
it.” Thess words must plainly be sceepted as indicating
pecuniary help; and, faking all things together, there
can be little doubt that for some years antecedent to his
appointinent ar & Justice of tho Peacs, Fielding was in
straitened circumstances, and was largely aided, if not
practically supported, by his friends. Even supposing
him to have been subsidised by Government as alleged,
his profits from the True Pairiot and the Jacobite's Journal
could not have been excessive; and his gout, of which
he speaks in one of his letters to the Duke of Bedford,
must have been a serious obstacle in the way of his legal
laboura.

The History of Tom Jones, a Foundling, waa published
by Andrew Millar on the 28th of February 1749, and
its eppearance in six volumes, 12mo, was announced in
the General Advertizer of that day's date. There had been
no author’s name on the titlepage of Joseph Andraws,
but Tom Jores was duly described as « by Henry Fielding,
Esq.,” and bore the motto from Horace, seldom eo justly
applied, of * Mores hominum mullorum vidit,” The sdver-
tisement aleo ingennously stated that as it was “impossible
to get Sets bound fast enough to answer the Demand for
them, such Gentlemen and Ladies as pleased, might have
themn sew'd in Blue Paper and Boards at the Price of
16 a Set.” The date of issue sufficiently disposes of
the statement of Cunningham and others, that the book
was written at Bow Street. Little more then the
dedication, which is preface as well, can have been pro-
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duced by Fielding in his new home. Making fair allow-
ance for the nsnal tardy progrese of a book through the
prees, and taking into cousideration the fact that the
author was actively occupied with his yet unfamiliar
magisterial duties, it is most probable that the last chapter
of Tom Jones had been penned before the end of 1748,
and that after that time it had been at the printer’s For
the exact price paid to the author by the publisher on
this occasion we are indebted to Horace Walpole, who,
writing to George Montagn in May 1749, says—* Millar
the bookseller has done very genercusly by him [Field-
ing] : finding Tom Jones, for which he had given him
six hundred pounds, sell a0 greatly, he has since given
him another hundred.”

It is time, however, to turn from these particulars to
the book itself. In Joseph Ardrews, Fielding’s work had
been mainly experimental. He had sst out with an
intention which had unexpectedly developed into mome-
thing else. That something else, he had explained, waa
the comic epic in prose. He had discovered ite acope
and possibilities only when it was too late to re-cast his
original design ; and though Joseph .Andrews has all the
freshness and energy of a first attempt in a new direc-
tion, it has aleo the manifest disadvantages of a mixed
conception and an uncertsin plan. No one had per
ceived these defects more plainly than the author; and
in Tom Jones he set himeeli diligently to perfect his
new-found method. He believed that he foresaw a
“new Province of Writing,” of which he regarded him-
self with justice as the founder and lawgiver ; and in the
¢ prolegomenous, or introductory Chapters ” to each book
—those delightful resting-spaces where, a8 George Eliot
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gays, “he seems to bring his arm-chair to the prosceninm
snd chat with us in all the lusty ease of his fine English *
—he takes us, as it were, into hia confidence, and dis-
courses frankly of his aims and his way of work. He
looked upon thess little “initial Essaya™ indeed, as an
indispensable part of his scheme. They have given him,
says he more than once,“the greatest Pains in composing”
of any part of his book, and he hopes that, lilke the
Greek and Latin mottoes in the Spectator, they may serve
to secure him agginst imitation by inferior authora®
Naturally & great deal they contain is by this time
commonplace, althongh it was unhackneyed enough when
Fielding wrote. The ahsolute necessity in work of this
kind for genius, learning, and knowledge of the world,
the constant obligation to preserve character and pro-
bability—to regard variety and the law of contrast :—
these are things with which the modern tiro (however
much he mey fail to possess or observe them) ia now
supposed to be at least theoretieally acquainted. But
there are other chapters in which Fielding may also
be said to reveal his personal point of view, and
these can scarcely be disregarded. His “Fare,” he
says, following the language of the table, is “ HumMAN
NATURR,” which he shall first present “in that more
plain and simple Manner in which it Ia found in the
Country,” and afterwards “hash and ragoo it with all
the high French end [fialian seasoning of Affectation and
Vice which Courts and Cities afford.” His inclination,

! Notwithstanding this waming, Cnmberland (who ecopied so
muoh) copied thess in hia novel of Henry, On tha other hand,
Fielding's French and Polish translators omitted them as smper.
flnoua.
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be admite, ia rather to the middle and lower classes
than to “the highest Life,” which he considers to present
#yory little Humour or Entertainrment.” His characters
{a= before) are based upon actusl experience; or, s he
terms it, * Conversation.” e does not propose to pre-
sent his reader with “Models of Perfection ;” he has
never happened to meet with those “ fuultless Monsters.”
He holds that mankind is constitutionally defective, and
that a single bad act does not, of necessity, imply & bad
nature. He has also ohserved, without surprise, that
virtue in this world is not always “ the certain Road to
Happiness,” nor “Vies to Misery.” In shert, having
been admitted * behind the Scenes of this Great Theatre
of Nature,” he paints humanity as he has found it, ex-
tenuating nothing, nor setting down aught in malice,
but reserving the full force of hia satire and irony for
affectation and hypocrisy. His mincere endeavour, he
says moreover in hia dedication to Lyitelton, has been
“ to recommend Goodness and Innocence,” and promoto
the cause of religion and virtue. And he has all the
sonsciousness that what he is engaged upon is no ordi-
nary enterprise. He is certain that his pages will outlive
both. *their own infirm Author” and his epemies; and
he appeals to Fame to solace and reassure him-—

* Come, bright Love of Fame,”—says the beautiful * Invo-
cation” which begins the thirteenth Book,—* inspire myglow-
ing Breast : Not thee I call, who over swelling Tides of Blood
end Tears, dost bear the Heroe on to Glory, while Sighs of
Millions waft his spreeding Sails ; but thes, fair, gentle Maid,
whom Afnesis, happy Nymph, firet on the Banks of Hebrus
didst produce. Thee, whom Maeonia educated, whom Mantua
charm’d, and who, on thet fair Hill which overlooks the
proud Metropolin of Britain, eat, with thy Milion, awestly
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tuning the Heroie Lyre; fill my ravished Fancy with the
Hopes of charming Agea yet to come, Foretel me that some
tender Maid, whose Grandmother is yet unborn, hereafter,
when, under the fietitious Name of Sophia, she reads the real
Worth which once existed in my Oharloifs, shall, from her
sympathetic Breast, send forth the heaving Sigh. Do theu
teach me not only to foresee, but to enjoy, nay, even to feed
on future Praise. Comfort me by a solemn Assurance, that
when the little Parlour in which I sit at this Instant, shall
ba reduced to a worse furnished Box, I shall be read, with
Honour, by those who never knew nor saw me, and whom [
ghall neither know nor ses.”

With no less earnestness, after a mock apostrophe to
Wealth, he appeals to Genius :—

“Teach me (bs exclaims), which to thee is no difficult
Task, to know AMankind better than they know themselves,
Remove that Mist which dims the Intellecte of Mortals, and
causes them to adore Men for their Art, or to detest them
for their Conning in deceiving others, when they are, in
Reality, the Objecta anly of Ridicule, for deceiving themeelves.
Stzip off the thin Disgnise of Wisdom from Self-Conceit, of
Plenty from Avarice, and of Glory from Ambition. Come
thon, that haat inepired thy Arisophanes, thy Lucian, thy
Cervantes, thy Rabelais, thy Molidrs, thy Shakespear, thy&qﬂ,
thy Marivauz, fill my Pages with Humour, 'till Mankin
lamtheGoodNaturetolaughonlyattheFoﬂleaofobhem,
snd the Humility io grieve at their own.”

From the little group of immortals who are here
enumerated, it may be gathered with whom Fielding
gought to compete, and with whom he hoped hereafter
to be associated. His hopes were not in vain. Indeed,
m ane respect, he must be held to have even ontrivalled
that particular predecessor with whom he has been
ofteneat compared. Like Don Quizole, Tom Jones in the
precuzsor of a new order of things,—the earliest and
freshest expression of & new departure in art. But
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while Tom Jones is, to the full, as amusing es Don
Quizots, it has the advantage of a greatly superior
plan, and an interest more skilfully sustained. The
incidents which, in Cervantes, simply succeed each other
like the scenes in a panorama, are, in Tom Jones, but
parts of an organised and carefully-arranged progression
towarde & foressen conelusion. As the hero 2nd heroine
cross and re-cross each other’s track, there is scarcely
an episcde whick does not aid in the moving forward
of the story, Little details rise lightly and naturally
to the suface of the narrative, not more noticeable at
firet than the most everyday occurrences, and a few
pagea farther on become of the greatest importance.
The hero makes a mock proposal of marriage to Lady
Bellaston. It searcely detains attention, so matursl an
expedient does it appear, and behold in a chapter or
two it has becoms a terrible weapon in the hands of the
injured Sophia! Again, when the secret of Jones
birth! is finally disclosed, we look back and discover
a hundred little premonitions which escaped us at first,
but which, read by the light of our latest knowledge,
nsenme a fresh significance. At the same time, it must
be admitted that the over-quoted and somewhat anti-
quated dictum of Coleridge, by whick Tom Jones is
grouped with the Aldhemist and (Edipus Tyrannus, as one
of the three most perfect plots in the world, requires
revision, It is impossible to apply the term ¢ perfect”

! Much ink hes been shed respecting Fielding's resson for
making his hero illegitimate. But may not ** The History of Tom
Jonss, & Fotndling,” have had no smbtler origin than the recent
eetzblishment of the Foundling Hospital, of which Fielding had
rﬂthnin'themmmdinwhiohhisﬁimdﬂopﬂhm
nterested
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to a work which contains such an inexplicable stumbling-
block as the Man of the Hill's story. Then again, pro-
gress and animation alone will not make a perfect plot,
unless probability be superadded. And although it can-
not be said that Fielding disregards probability, he
certainly strains it considerably. Money is conveniently
lost and found; the nmvest coincidences continually
oceur ; people turn up in the nick of time at the exact
spot required, and develop the most nesdful (but entirely
casual) relations with the charactera Sometimes an
episode is so inartistically introduced as to be almost
clumsy. Towards the end of the book, for instance,
it has to be shown that Jomes has still some power of
resisting temptation, and he accordingly receives from a
Mrs, Arabella Hunt, a written offer of her hand, which
he declines. Mrs. Hunt’s name has never been mentioned
before, nor, after this oceurrence, is it mentioned again,
But in the brief fortnight which Jones haa been in town,
with his head full of Lady Bellaston, Sophia, and the
rest, we are t¢ assume that he has unwittingly inspired
her with so desperate & passion that she proposes and is
refused—all in a chapter. Imperfections of this kind
are more worthy of consideration than some of the
minor negligences which eriticiam has amused itecli by
detecting in this famous book Such, among others,
is the discovery made by a writer in the Gertleman’s
Magazine, that in one place winter and summer come too
close together; or the “atrange spacimen of oscitancy ”
which ancther (it is, in fact, Mr. Keightley} considers
it worth while to record respecting the misplacing of
the village of Hambrook. To such triftes as these last
the precept of son gffendar maculis may safely be applied,
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although Fielding, wiser than his critics, seems to have
foresean the necessity for still larger allowances :—

% {'ru¢l indeed,” says he in his proemium to Book XI,,
““would it be, if such a Work as thie History, which hath em-
ployed some Thousands of Hours in the composing, should
be liable to be condemned, because some particnlar Chepter,
or perhaps Chapters, may be obnoxious to very just and
penajble Objestiona . . , To write within such severe Rules
as these, is a8 impossible a8 £6 Iive up 1o some splenetic
Opinions ; and if we judge according to the Bentiments of
some Crities, and of some Christians, no Anthor will be saved
in this World, and no Man in the next.”

Notwithstanding ite admitted superiority to Joseph
Andrews a8 & work of art, there is no male character in
Tom Jomes which can compete with Parson Adams—
none certainly which we regard with equal admiration
Allworthy, excellent compound of Lyttelton and Allen
though he be, remaina always a little stiff and cold in
comparison with the * veined humanity” around him.
We feel of him, as of another impecesble personage, that
we “cannot breathe in that fine air, That pure severity
of perfect light,” and that we want the *warmth and
colour ” which we find in Adams. Allworthy is a type
rather than & character—a fault which also seems to
apply to that Molidresque hypocrite, the younger
Blil, Fielding seeres to bhave welded this latier
together, rather than to have fused him entire, and
the result is a certain lack of verisimilitude, which
makes us wonder how his pinchbeck profeasions and
vamped-up virtues could deceive so many persons,
On the other hand, his father, Captain John Blifil,
hes all the look of life Nor can there be any doubt
about the vitality of Squire Western. Whethor the
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germ of his character be derived from Addison’s Tory
Foxhunter or not, it is certain that Fielding must have
had superabundant material of his own from which to
model this thoronghly repressntative, and at the same
time, completely individual character. Western has all
the rustic tastes, the narrow prejudices, the imperfect
education, the nnreasoning hatred to the court, which
distinguished the Jacobite country gentleman of the
Georgian era; but his divided love for his daunghter
and his horses, hiz good-humour znd his shrewdneas,
hia foaming impulses and his quick subsidings, his
tears, hig caths, and his barbaric dialect, are all essential
features in & personal portrait When Jones has rescued
Sophis, he will give hir all his stable, the Chevalier
and Miss Slouch excepted ; when he finds he ia in love
with her, he is in a frensy to * get af un” and “ spoil his
Caterwauling.” He will have the surgeon’s heart’s
blood if he takes & drop too much from Sophia’s white
arm ; when she cpposes his wishes as to Blifil, he will
turn her into the street with no more than a smock,
and give his estate to the © zinking Fand” Throughout
the book he is gualis ab incepto,—boisterous, brutal, jovial,
and inimitable ; 80 that when finally in * Chapter the
Last,” we get that pretty picture of him in Sophy’s
nursery, protesting thet the tattling of his little grand-
daughter is * sweeter Music than the finest Cry of Dogs
in Englond,” we part with him slmoat with a feeling of
esteem. Scott seems to have thought it unreasonable
that he should have “iaken a beating so unresistingly
from the friend of Lord Fellamar,” and even hints that
the passage is an interpolation, although he wisely refraing
from suggesting by whom, and shonld have lmown that



v) TOM JONES, 129

it was in the first edition. With all deference to 30
eminent sn authority, it iz impossible to share his
hesitation. Fielding was fully aware that even the
bravest have their fits of panic. It must besides be
remembered that T.ord Fellamar’s friend was not an
effeminate dandy, but a wilitary man—probably a pro-
fessed sabreur, if not a salaried bully like Captain Stab
in the Buke's Progress; that hé was armed with a stick
and Western was not; and that he feil upon him in
the most unexpected manmer, in & place whers he was
wholly out of his element. It is inconceivable that the
sturdy squire, with his faculty for distributing * Flicks”
and “Dowses,”—who came so valiantly to the aid of
Jones in his battle-royal with Blifill and Thwackum,—
was likely, under any but very exceptional circum-
stancea, to be dismayed by & cans. It was the excep-
tional character of the assault which made a coward of
him ; and Fielding, who hed the keenest eye for in-
coneistencies of the kind, knew perfectly well what he
was doing,

Of the remaining dramafis persone—the swarming
individualities with which the great comie epicis literally
“all alive,” a¢ Lord Monboddo said—it iz impossible
to give any adequate account. Few of them, if any, are
open to the ohjection slready pointed out with respect to
Allworthy and the younger Blifil, and most of them besar
signs of having been closely copied from living models.
Pargon Thwackum, with his Antinomian doctrines, his
higotry, and his pedagogic notions of justice; Square
the philosopher, with his faith in human virtne (alas!
poor Square), and his cuckoo-cry about *the unalterable
Rule of Right and the eternal Fitness of Things;” Par-

4
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tridge—the nnapproachable Partridge,—with his saper-
gtition, his vanity, and hiz perpetual Infandum regina,
but who, notwithstanding all his cheap Latinity, can-
not construe an unexpected phrase of Horace ; Ensign
Northerton, with his vague and disrespectiul recol-
lections of “Homo;” young Nightingale and Parson
Supple :—each is a definite character bearing upon hia
forchead the mark of his absolute fidelity to human
nature. Nor are the female actors less accurately
conceived. BStarched Miss Bridget Allworthy, with her
pinched Hogarthian face ; Miss Western, with her dis-
jointed diplomatie jargon ; that budding Slipslop, Mre.
Honour; worthy Mra Miller, Mrs. Fitzpatrick, Mrs.
Waters, Lady Bellaston,—all are to the full as real
Lady Bellaston especially, deserves more than & word
Like Lady Booby in Joseph 4ndrews, she is not a pleasant
character; but the pictnre of the fashionable demirep,
cynical, sensual, and jmperious, has never been drawn
more vigorously, or more completely —even by Balzac.
Lastly, there is the adorable Sophia herself, whoss pardon
should be asked for naming her in such close proximity
to her frailer sister, Byron ealls her (perhaps with a
elight suspicion of exigence of rhyme) foo “ emphatic ;”
mesning, apparently, to refer to such passagea as her con-
versation with Mrs. Fitzpatrick, etc. But the heroine
of Fielding’s time—a time which made merry over a
lady’s misadventures in horsemanship, and subjected her
to such atrocities as those of Lord Fellamar—required
to be strongly monlded ; and Sophia Western is pure
and womanly, in spite of bher unfavourable surroundings.
She ie a charming example—the first of her race—of an
unsentimentalized flesh-and-bloed hercine; and Time
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haa bated no jot of her frank vitality or her healthy
beauty. Her descendants in the modern novel are far
more numerous than the family which she bore to the
fortunate—the too fortunate--Mr, Jones,

And this reminds us that in the foregoing enumers-
tion we have left out Hamlet. In truth, it is by no
means easy to speak of this handaome, but very un-
heroie hero. Lady Mary, employing, curiously enough,
the very phrase which Fielding has made one of his
characters apply to Jones, goes so far as to call him a
“gorry scoundrel;” and eminent crities have dilated upon
his fondness for drink and play. But it is a notable
instance of the way in which preconceived sattributes
are gradually attached to certain characters, that there
is in reality little or nothing to show that he was either
sot or gamester. 'With one exception, when, in the joy of
his heart at his benefactor’s recovery, he takes too much
wine {and it may be noted that on the same accasion
the Catonic Thwackum drinks considerably more), thers
is no evidence that he was specially given to tippliny,
even in an age of hard drinkers, while of his gambling
there is absolutely no trace at all. On the other hand,
he is admittedly brave, generous, chivalrous, kind to
the poor, and courteous to women. What, then, iz his
curdinal defect? The anewer lies in the fact that Field-
ing, following the doctrine laid down in his initial
chapters, has depicted him under certain conditions (in
which, it is material to note, he is always rather the
tempted than the tempter), with an unvarnished truth-
fulness which to the pure-minded is repugnant, and to the
prurient indecent. Remembering that he too had been
young, and reproducing, it may be, his own experionces,
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he exhibite his youth as he had found him—a * piebald
miscellany,”—
¢Burata of great heart and elips in sensnal mire ;°

and, to our modern ideas, when no one dares, as Thack-
eray complained, “to depict to his ufmost power a
Man” the spectacle is discomforting. Vet those who
look upon human nature as keenly and unflinchingly as
Fielding did, knowing how weak and fallible it is,—how
prone to fall away by accident or passion,—ean scarcely
deny the truth of Tom Jones. That such a person cannot
properly serve as a hero now is rather a question of our
time then of Fielding's, and it may safely be set aside.
One objection which has heen made, and made with
reason, is that Fielding, while taking care that Nemesis
shall follow his herc’s lapses, has spoken of them with
too much indulgence, or rather without sufficient excuse.
Coleridge, who was cerfainly not sgueamish, seems to
have felt this when, in a MS. note1in the wellknown
British Museum edition, he says :—

“Even in this most guestionable part of Tom Jones [is,
the Lady Bellaston episode, chap. ix. Book xv.] I cannot bat
think after frequent reflection on it, that an additional para-
graph, more fully & forcibly unfolding Tom Jones's sense
of gelf degradation on the discovery of the true character of
the relation, in which he had stood to Lady Bellaston—& his
awakened feeling of the dignity and manliness of Chastity—
would have removed in great measnre sny just objection, at
all events relating to Fielding himself, by taking in the state
of manners in his time,”

1 Thase notea were communicated by Mr, James Gillman to The

Literary Bomains of Samuel Taylor Coleridge, published by H. N,

in 1888, The book in which they were made, (it is the

four volums adition of 1778, and has Gillman's book-plats), is now
in the British Museumn. The above transeript is from the MS.
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Another point suggested by these last lines may be
touched #n pessanf. Lady Ballaston, as Fielding has
carefully explained (chap. i Book xiv.), was mnot a
typical, but an exceptional, member of society; and
although there were eighteenth-century precedents for
such alliances (ag. Miss Edwards and Lord Anne
Hamilton, Mra, Upton and General Braddock,} it is a
question whether in a picture of average English life it
was neoessary to deal with exceptions of this kind, or,
at all events, to exemplify them in the principal person-
age. Buf the diecussion of this subject would prove
endless. Right or wrong, Fielding has ecertainly suffared
in popularity for his candour in this respect, since one
of the wisest and wittieat books ever written camnot,
without heitation, be now placed in the hands of women
or very young people. Moreover, this same candour has
undoubtedly attracted to its pages many, neither young
nor women, whom its wit finds unintelligent, and its
wisdom leaves unconcerned.

But what a brave wit it is, what a wisdom after all,
that is contained in this wonderful novel! Where shall
we find its like for richness of reflection—for inexhaunst-
ible good-humour—for large and liberal hamanity | Like
Fontenelle, Fielding might fairly claim that he had never
caat the emallest ridicale upon the most infinftesimal of
virtunes ; it 18 against hypocerisy, affectation, ineincerity
of all kinds, that he wages war. And what a keen and
searching observation,—what a perpetual faculty of sur-
prisa,—what an endlesa variety of method! Take the
chapter headed ironically 4 Receipt to regain the lost Affec-
tions of a Wife, in which Captain John Blifil gives =0
striking an example of Mr. Samuel Johnson’s just pub-
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lished Panidy of Human Wishes, by dying enddenly of
apoplexy while he is considering what he will do with
Mr. Allworthy’s property (when it reverts to him);
or that admirable scene, commended by Macaulay, of
Partridge at the Playhouse, which is none the worse
because it has just a elight look of kinehip with that other
famons visit which Sir Roger de Coverley paid to Philipe’s
Distrest Mother, Or take again, as utterly unlike either
of thees, that burlesque Homeric battle in the church-
yard, where the “sweeotly- winding Stowr” stands for
*reedy Simeis,” and the bumpkins round for Greeks
and Trojans! Or take yet once more, though it is
woful work to offer bricks from this edifice which has
already (in & sense) outlived the Escorial,’ the still more
diverse passage which depicta the changing conflict in
Black George’s mind as to whether he ghall return to
Jones the sixtean guineaa that he has found :—

“ Black Greorge having received the Purse, set forward to-
warda the Alehouse; but in the Way a Thought oceurred
whether he should not detain this Money likewiso, His
Consciencs, however, immediately started at thin Suggestion,
and began to upbraid him with Ingratitude to his Benefactor.
To this his Avarice answered, ¢ That his conscience should
bave consideved thet Matter before, when he deprived poor
Jones of his 500L That having quietly acquiesced in what
was of g0 much greater Importance, it was absard, if not down-
right Hypoorisy, to affect any Qualms at this Trifle’—In
return to which, Conacience, like & good Lawyer, attempted
to distinguigh between an absolute Breach of Trust, as here
where the Goods were delivered, and a bare Concealment of
what was found, as in the former Case, Awarice presently
treated t.h:sw:th Ridicule, called it & Distinetion without a
Difference, and absolutely insisted, that when once all Pre-

1 The Eacorial, it will be remembered, was partially burned in 1872,
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tensionn of Honour and Virtue were given up in sny one
Instance, that there was no Precedent for resorting to them
upon a second Occasion. In short, poor Conscience hed cer-
tainly been defeated in the Argument, had not Fear gtept in
to her Assistance, and very strennously urged, that the real
Distinction between the two Actions, did not lie in the dif-
ferent degress of Honour, but of Safety : For that the secret-
ing the 5001. was a Matter of very little Hazard ; wheraas
thedetaixfﬁng- the sixteen Guinpas wes liable to the utmost

“ By this friendly Aid of Fear, Conscience obtained a
complest Victory in the Mind of Black George, and sfter
making him a fow Compliments on his Honesty, forced him
to deliver the Money to Jones."

When one remembers that this is but one of many
such passages, and that the book, notwithstanding the
indulgence claimed by the author in the Preface, and
despite & certain hurry at the close, is singularly even
in ite workmanship, it certainly increasea our respect
for the manly genius of the writer, who, amid &ll the
distractions of ill-health and poverty, could find the
courage to pursue and perfect such a conception. It
is true that both Cervantes and Bunyan wrote their
immortal works in the confinement of a prison. But
they must at least have enjoyed the seclusion zo need-
ful to literary labour ; while Tom Jones was written here
and there, at all timea and in all places, with the dun
at the door and the wolf not very far from the gate.!

The little sentence quoted some pages back from
‘Walpole’s letters is sufficient proof, if proof were needed,
of its immediate success. Andrew Millar was shrewd

1 galisbury, in the neighbourhood of which Tom Jones is laid,
claims the originals of some of the characters. Thwackum is said

to have been Hele, s schoolmaster; Square, one Chubb, s Deist,
and Dowling the lnwyer a person named Stillingflest.
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enough, despite his constitutional confusion, and he is
not likely to have given an additional £100 to the
anthor of any book without good resson. But the indi-
cations of that success are mot very plainly impressed
upon the public prints. The Gentleman's Magacine for
1749, which, as might be expected from Johnson’s con-
nection with it, contains ample accounts of his own
tragedy of frene and Richardson's recently-published
Clarisss, has no notice of Tom Jomes, nor is there even
any advertisement of the second edition issued in the
same year. But, in the emblematic frontispiece, it
appears under (larissa (and sharing with that work s
possibly unintended proximity to a sprig of laurel stuck
in a bottle of Nantes), among a pile of the books of
the year; and in the “poetical essays” for August,
one Thomas Cawthorn breaks into rhymed panegyrie
“8ick of her fools,” sings this enthugsiastic but scarcely
Iucid admirer—
“ Bick of her fools, great Nature broke the jest,

And Truth held out each character to test,

‘When Fentus gpoke: Let Fielding take the pen!?

Life dropt her mask, end all menkind were men.”

There were others, however, who would scarcely

have achoed the laudatory sentiments of Mr. Cawthorn.
Among these was again the excellent Richardson, who
seems to have been wholly unpropitiated by the olive
branch held out to him in the Jawbite's Journal, His
vexation at the indignity put upon Pamels by Josgph
Andrews was now complicated by a twittering jealousy of
the “epurious brat,” as he obligingly called Tom Jones,
whose success had been so *unaccounteble.” Inm these
circumstances, some of the letters of his correspondents
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must have been gall and wormwood to him. Yaedy
Bradehaigh, for instance, under her som de plume of “Bel-
four,” tells him that she is fatigued with the very name
of the book, having*met several young ladies who were
for ever talling of their Tom Jones's, **for so they call
their favourites,” and that the gentlemen, on their side,
had their Sophias, one having gone so far as to give
that all-popular name to his “Dutch mastiff puppy.”
But perhaps the best and freahest exhibition (for, as far
‘a3 can be ascertained, it has never hitherto been made
public} of Richardson’s attitude to his rival is to be
found in a little group of letters in the Forster collection
st South Kensington. The writers are Aaron Hill and
his danghters ; but the letters do not seem to have been
known to Mrs. Barbauld, whose last communication
from Hill is dated November 2, 1748. Nor are they to
be found in Hill's own Correspondence. The ladies, it
appears, had visited Richardson at Salisbury Court in
1741, and were great admirers of Pamela, and the * divine
Clarizsa.” Some months after Tom Jones was published,
Richardson (not yet having brought himeelf to read the
book) had asked them to do so, and give him their
opinion a8 to its merite. Thereupon Minerva and
Aptreea, who despite their names, and their description
of themselves as *Girls of an untittering Disposition,”
must have been very bright and lively young persons,
began seriously “to lay their two wise heads together”
and ‘“hegard this Diseovery of their Emptiness,” Hav-
ing “with much ado got over some Reluctance, that
was bred by a familiar coarseness in the Tille” they
report “much {masqu'd) merit” in the “whole six
volumes "-—* g double merit, both of Hesd, and Heard"



188 FIELDING. oAy,

Had it been the latter only it would be more worthy
of Mr. Richardson’s perusal; but, say these considerate
pioneers, if he does spare it his atiention, he must
only do so at his leisure, for the®author *introduces
All hia Bections (and too often interweaves the serious
Body of his meanings), with long Buns of bantering
Levity, which his [Fielding's] Good sense may suffer
by Effect of.” =It is true (they continue), he seems to
wear this Lightness, as a grave Head sometime wears a
Feather: which tho’ He and Fashion may consider as’
an ornament, Reflection will condemn, as a Disguiss,
and covering.” Then follows a brief excursus, intended
for their correspondent’s special consolation, upon the
folly of treating grave things lightly ; and with delight-
ful sententionsness the letter thus concludes :(—

i Mean while, it is an honest pleasure, which we take in
adding, thaet (exchusive of one wild, detach’d, and independ-
ent Btory of a Man of the Hill, that neither brings on Any-
thing, nor rose from Anything that went before it) All the
changefull windings of the Author's Fancy carry on & course
of regular Deaign; and end in an extremely moving Close,
where Lives that seem’d to wander and run different ways,

All, in an instructive Center.

% The wholo Piece congists of an inventive Race of Dis-
apointmenta and Recoveriea, It excites Curiosity, and
holds it watehfel It has just and pointed Bative ; but it is
& partial Satire, and confin’d, too narrowly : It sacrificea to
Authority, and Interest. Its Fvenis reward Sincerity, and
punizh and expose Hypocrisy ; shew Pity and Benevolence in
amisble Lights, and Avarice and Brutality in very despicable
ones. In every Part It has Humanity for its Intention: In
too many, it seme wantoner than It was meant to be: It has
bold ehocking Pictures ; and (I fesr) not unresembling ones,
in high Life, and in low. And (to conclode this too adven-

1 The * pen-holder ™ is the fair Astrea.
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turcus Guess-work, from a Pair of forward Daggoges) woud,
every where, (wo think,) deserve to please,—if stript of what
the Author thonght himself most sure to please by,

“ And thus, Sir, we have told you our mincere opinion of
Tom Jones, . . .

“ Your most profest Adnirers and most humble Servants,

& Agtreon
and Hill,

' Minerva
“ Pratgrow the 27tk of July 1749.”

Richardson’s reply to this ingenuous criticism is
dated the 4th of August. His requesting two young
women to study and criticise a book which he has
heard strongly condemned as immoral,-—his own obvious
familiarity with what he has not read but does not
scruple to censure,—his transparently jealous antici-
pation of its author'a ability,—all this forms a picture so
characteristic alike of the man and the time that mo
apology is needed for the following textusl extract :—

“T must confess, that I have been prejudiced by the Opinion
of Several judicious Friends sgainst the truly coarse-titled
Tom Jones ; and so have been discoursged from reading it.—I
was told, that it was a rambling Collection of Waking Dreams,
in which Probability was not observed : And that it had a very
bad Tendency. Amnd I had Reason to think that the Author
intended for his Second View (His first, to fill hia Pocket, by
accommodating it to the reigning Taste) in writing it, to
whiten a vicious Character, and to make Morality bend to his
Practices. "'What Reason had he to make his Tom illegitimate,
in an Age where Keeping is become a Fashion ? Why did
he make him & common—What shall T cell it ¢ And a Kept
Fellow, the Lowest of all Fellows, yet in Louve with a Young
Creature who waa traping [trapesing 7] after him, a Fugitive
from her Father's Houss —Why did he draw his Heroine o
fond, so foolish, and so insipid 7—Indeed he has one Excuse
—He knows not how to draw a delicate Woman—He has
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not been aocustomed to such Com) y—And is loo prescrib-
ing, too impetnous, too immorsl, venture to say, to taka
any other Bysss than that a perverse and crocked Nature has
given him ; or Evil Habits, at least, have confirm'd in him.
Do Men expect Grapes of Thorns, or Figs of Thistlea§ Bat,
perbaps, I think the worse of the Piece because I know the
Writer, and dislike his Prineiples both Publie and Private,
tho’ I wish well to the Man, and Love Four worthy Sisters
of his, with whom T am well acquainted. And indeed should
admire him, did he make the Use of his Talents which I
wish him to make, For the Vein of Humonr, and Ridienle,
which he is Master of, might, if properly turned do great
Bervice to y* Cause of Virtue,

¢But no more of this Gentleman’s Work, after I have said,
That the favourahle Things, you say of the Piece, will tempt
me, if ¥ can find Leisure, to give it & Perusal.”

Notwithstanding this last sentenes, Richardson more
than once reverts to Tom Jones before he finishes his
letter. Its effect upon Minerva and Astrea is best
described in an extract from Aaron Hill's reply, dated
soven days later (August the 11th):—

¢ Unfortunate Tom Jones! how sadly has he mortify'd Two
sawey Correspondents of your meking ! They are with me
now ; and bid me tell you, You have spoil'd ‘em Both, for
Criticks —Shall I add, a Secret which they did not bid me
tell you +—They, Both, fairly ory'd, that ¥on shou’d think it
possible they cou’d approve of Any thing, in Any work, that
had an Bvil Tendency, in any Part or Purpose of it. They
maintain their Point so far, however, as to be convine’d they
may, that you will disapprove this over-rigid Judgment of
those Friends, who con'd not find a Thread of Moral Meaning
in Tom Jones, quite independent of the Levifies they justly
cengure.—And, a8 soonr as you have Time to read him,
for yourself, tin there, pert Sluts, they will be bold enough
to rest the Matter.—Mean while, they love and honour you
and your opinions.”
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To this the author of Clarissa replied by writing a
Iong epistle deploring the pain he had given the “ dear
Ladies,” and minutely justifying his foregone conclusions
from the expressions they had used. He refers to Field-
ing again a3 “a very indelicate, s very impetuous, an
unyieldingspirited Man ;” and he also truats to ba able
to * bestow a Reading” on Tom Jones; but by s letter
from Lady Bradshaigh, printed in Barbauld, and dated
Docember 1749, it seems that even at that date he had
not, or pretended he had not, yet done so, In another
of the nnpublished South Kensington letters, from a Mr,
Solomon Lowe, oocurs the following :—* I do not doubt ”
—says the writer—*but all Europe will ring of it [Clar-
issa]: when a Cracker, that was some thous® hours a-com-
poaing,! will no longer be heard, or talkt-of.” Richardson,
with businesalike precision, has gravely docketed this
in his own handwriting,—* Cracker, T. Jones.”

It is unfortunate for Mr. Lowe's reputation as &
prophet that, after more than one hundred and thirty
years, this ephemeral firework, as he deemed it, should
gtill be sparkling with undiminighed brilliancy, and to
judge by recent editions, is selling as vigorously as ever.
From the days when Lady Mary wrote “ Ne plus ullra”
in her own copy, and La Harpe called it Z premier roman
du monde, (a phrase which, by the way, De Musset applies
to Clarizsa), it has come down to us with an almost
universal accompaniment of praise. Gibbon, Byrom,
Coleridge, Scott, Dickens, Thackeray,—have all leit their
admiration on record,—to say nothing of professional
critics innumerable. As may be seen from the British
Museum Catalogue, it has been translated into French,

1 Fidse Tom Jores, Book xi. chap. i
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German, Polish, Dutch, and Spanish. Russia and Sweden
have aleo their versions. The first French tranalation,
or rather sbridgment, by M. de La Place was pro-
hibited in France (to Richardson’s delight) by royal
decree, an act which affords another instance, in Scott’s
words, of that “French delicavy, which, on so many
occasions, has strained at a gnat, and swallowed a
camel” (e.g. the novels of M. Crébillon fils) La
Place's edition (1750) was gracefully illustrated with
sixteen plates by Hubert Bourguignon, called Gravelot,
one of those eighteenth -century illustrators whose
designs at present are the rage in Paris. In England,
Fielding’s best-known pictorial interpreters are Row-
landson and Cruikshank, the latter being by far the
more sympathetic. Stothard also prepared some designs
for Harrison's Novelisf's Magazine ; but his refined and
effeminate pencil was scarcely strong enough for the task,
Hogarth alone could bave been the ideal illustrator of
Henry Fielding ; that is to say—if, in hien of the rude
designs he made for Trisfram Shendy, he could have been
indnced to undertake the work in the larger fashion
of the Rake's Progress, or The Merriage & la Mode.

As might perhaps be anticipated, Tom Jones attractad
the dramatistl In 1765, one J. H Steffens made a
comedy of it for the German boards; and in 1785,
a M. Desforges based upon it another, called Tom

1Tt may be added that it also ativacted the plagiariat, As
Pamela hed its sequel in Pamela's Conduct én High Life, 1741, 8o
Tom Joneswas continued in Fhe History of Tom Jonesthe Foundling,
in Kz Married Siats, s second edition of which was imsued in 1750,
The Preface anncunoces, needlesaly enough, that “ Henry Ficlding,
Eaq., is not the Author of this Book,” It deserves no serions oon-
sideration.



v.] TOM JONES. 148

Jones & Londres, which was acted at the Thédtre Fran
gais. It was also tnrned into a comie opera by Joseph
Reed in 1769, and played at Covent Garden. But
its most piquant fransformation is the Comddie lyrigus
of Poinsinet, acted at Paris in 17858 to the lively
music of Philidor. The famons Caillot took the
part of Squire Western, who, surrounded by pigueurs,
and girt with the conventional ecor de chasse of the
Gallic sporteman, singe the following arielie, diversified
with trne Fontainableau terms of venery :—

“ D'un Cerf, dix Core, j'ai connaimsanes :
On T'attaque an fort, on le lance ;
Tous sont préts :
FPiqueura & Valeta
Sunivent les pas da 'ami Jone (sic).
J'entends crier : Voleelets, Voleeleta,
Ansaitét j'ordonne
Qua la Mente donne.
Tayaut, Tayent, Tayank
Mes chiens déeconplés environnent ;
Les trompes sonnent :

‘Courage, Amis: Tayant, Tayant.’
Quelques chiens, que P’ardeur dérange,
Quittent 1a voye & prennent le change,

Jones les rassure d'un o :
Ourvari, ourvari,

Accouts, accoute, sccoute.

Au refour nous en revoycns.
Acconte, 4 Mirmirvgut, courens ;
Tout & Griffaut ;

Y aprie: Tayaut, Tayaut,

On reprend

Toute,
Voilk lo Corf 4 'ean,
La trompe sonne,
La Meute donne,
L’4cho résonne,
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Nous pressona les nonveaux relais :
Voleelets, Voleelets.
L’animal fored succcmbe,

Fait un effort, se releve, enfin tombe :

Et noa chameurs chantent tons & Venvi :

* Amig, gofitons les fruits de Ia victoire ;

¢ Amig, Amia, eélébrons notre gloire,
¢ Halali, Fanfare, Halali

£ ala]j-’”

‘With this trinmphant flonrish of trumpets the present
chapter may be fitéingly concluded.’

1 Bee Appendix No. IL : Fielding and Mra, Hussey.



CHAFPTER VL
JUSTICE LIFE—AMELIA.

In one of Horace Walpole's letters to George Montagu,
already quoted, thers is a description of Fielding’s Bow
Street establishment, which has attracted more attention
than it deserves, The letteris dated May the 18th, 1749,
and the paseage (in Cunningham's edition) rons as fol-
lowa:—

# He [Rigby] and Peter Bathurst! t'other night carried a
servant of the latter’s, who had attempted to shoot him, before
Fielding ; who, to all his other vocations, has, by the grace
of Mr. Lyttelton, added that of Middlesex justice. He sent
them word he was af supper, that they must come next morn-
ing. 'They did not understand that freedom, and ran up,
where they found him banqueting with & blind man, a whore,
and three Irishmen, on some cold mutton and a bone of ham,
both in one dish, and the dirtiest cloth. He never stirred
nor asked them to eit.  Rigby, who had seen him so often
come to beg a guinea of Bir C. Williams, and Bathurst, at
whose father’s ho had lived for victuals, understood that dig-

1 Probably u son of Peter Bathurst (d. 1748), brother of Pops'a
frignd, Allen, Lord Bathurst. Righy waa the Richard Rigby whose
deapieable character is familiar in Eighteenth-Century Memairs.
* He died {says Cunningham) involved in debt, with his sccounts
s Paymuaater of the Forces hopelamty unsettled.”

L
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nity aa litile, and pulled themsclves chaira; on which he
civilised”_

Scott ealls this “a humiliating anecdote ;” and both
Mr. Lawrence and Mr. Keightley have exhausted rhe-
toric in the effort to explain it away. As told, it is cer-
tainly uncomplimentary; but considersble deduetions
must be made, both for the attitude of the narrator and
the occasion of the narrative. Walpole's ehampionship
of his friende was notorious ; and his absolute injustice,
when his partisan apirit was uppermost, is everywhere
patent to the readers of his Letters. In the present case
he was not of the encroaching party ; and he speaks from
hearsay solely. But his friends had, in his opinion, been
outraged by a man, who, according to his ideas of fitness,
ghould have come to them cap in hand ; and as a natural
consequence, the story, no doubt exaggerated when it
reached him, loses nothing under his transforming and
malicious pen. Btripped of its decorative flippancy, how-
ever, there remains but little that can really be regarded
a8 “humiliating.” Beott himeelf suggests, what is most
unquestionably the case, that the blind man was the
novelist's half-brother, afterwards Sir John Fielding ; and
it is extremely unlikely that the lady so discourtecusly
characterised could have been any other than his wife,
who, Lady Stuart tells ua, “had few personal charms.”
There remain the *thres Irishmen,” who may, or may
not, have been perfectly presentable members of society.
At all events, their mere nationality, so rapidly decided
upon, cannot be regsrded as a stigma. That the com-
pany and entertainment were acarcely calculated to suit
the superfine standard of Mr. Bathurst and Mr. Righy
may perhaps be conceded. Fielding was by no means a
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rich man, and in his chequered career had possibly grown
indifferent to minor decencies. Moreover, we are told
by Murphy that, as a Westminster justice, he “kept his
table open to those who had been his friends when young,
and had impaired their own fortunes.” Thus, it must
always have been a more or less ragged regiment who
met about that kindly Bow Street board ; but that the
fact reflects wpon either the host or guests cannot be
admitted for a moment. If the aneedots is disereditable
to anyone it i to that facile retailer of zng and incorrigible
society-gossip, Mr. Horace Walpole,

But while these unflattering tales were told of his
private life, Fielding was fast hecoming eminent in his
public capacity. On the 12th of May 1749 he was
unanimously chosen chairmsn of Quarter Seesions at
Hicks’s Hall (a8 the Clerkenwell Seasions House was then
called) ; and on the 29th of June following he delivered
a charge to the Westminster Girand Jury which is ueually
printed with his works, end which is still regarded by
lawyers as a model exposition. It is at first & little
unexpected to read his impressive and earnest denuncia-
tions of masquerades and theatres (in which latter, by
the way, one Semuel Foote had very recently heen fol-
lowing the example of the author of Pasguwn); but Field-
ing the magistrate and Fielding the playwright were
two different persons; and a long interval of changeful
experience lay between them, In another part of his
charge, which deals with the offence of libelling, it is
possible that his very vigorous appeal was not the leas
foreible by reason of the personal attacks to which he
hed referred in the Preface to David Sumple, the Jacolie's
Journal, and elsewhera. ITis only other literary efforts
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during this year appear to have been a little pamphlet
entitled 4 True Sials of the Cass of Bosavern Penlez ; and
5 formal eongratulatory letter to Lyttelion mpon hia
second marriage, in which, while speaking gratefully of
his own obligations to his friend, he endeavours to enlist
his sympathies for Moore the fabulist who was also
“ghout to marry.” The pamphlet had referenes to an
occurrence which took placein July. Three sailors of the
“Qrafton” man-of-war had been robbed in a house of ill
fame in the Strand. Failing to obtain redress, they
attacked the house with their comrades, and wrecked i,
cauging & *dangerous riot,” to which Fielding meakes
incidental reference in one of his letters o the Duke of
Bedford, and which was witnessed by John Byrom, the
poet and stenographer, in whose Remaing it is described,
Bosavern Penlez or Pen Lez, who had joined the crowd,
and in whose possession some of the stolen property was
found, was {ried and hanged in September. His sentence,
whick wae considered extremely severe, excited much
controversy, and the object of Fielding’s pamphlet was
to vindicate the justice and necessity of his conviction.
Towards the close of 1749 Fielding fell serionsly ill
with fever sggravated by gout. It was indeed at one
time reported that mortificstion had supervened ; but
under the care of Dr. Thomson, that dubious practitioner
whose treatment of Winnington in 1746 had given risa
to so much paper war, he recovered; and during 175
was actively employed in his magisterinl dutien At
this period lawlessness and violemce appear to have
provailed to an unusual extent in the metropolis, and
the office of a Bow BStreet justice was no einecure.
Reform of some kind waa felt on all sides to bo urgently
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required ; and Fielding threw his two years' experience
and his deductions therefrom into the form of a pamphlet
entitled An Enguiry inlo the Causes of the lale Increase of
Kobbers, elc., with some Proposals for vemedying this growing
Ewil. It was dedicated to the then Lord High Chancellor,
Philip Yorke, Lord Hardwicke, by whomn, as well as by
more recent legal authorities, it was highly appreciated.

Like the Clarge to the Grand Jury, it is a grave argumen.-
tative document, dealing sericusly with Juxury, drunk-

enness, gaming, and other prevalent vices. Omce only,

in an ironical passage respecting beaus and fine ladies,

does the author remind us of the anthor of Tom Jimes.

As a rule, he is weighty, practical, and learncd in the

law. Against the curse of Gin- drinking, which, owing

to thae facilities for obtaining that liquor, had inereassd

to an alarming extent among the poorer classes, he is

egpecially urgent and energetic. He points out that it
is not only making dreadful havoc in the present, but
that it is enfeebling the race of the future, and he con-
cludes—

*Soms little Care on this Head is surely neceasary : For
the' the Encrease of Thieves and the Destruction of Mor-
ality ; though the Loss of our Labourers, our Bailors, and our
Soldiers, should not be eufficient Reasons, there is one which
seems to be unanswerable, and that is, the Loss of our Gin-
drinkers: Sinee, should the drinking this Poison be continmed
in it present Height during the next twenty Years, there
will, by that Time, be very few of the common People left to
drink it.”

To the appeal thus made by Fielding in January 1751,
Hogarth added his pictorial protest in the following
month by his awiul plate of Gin Lene, which, if not
actually prompted by his friend’s words, waa certainly
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inepired by the same crying evil Ome good result of
thesa efforts was the “Bill for restricting the Sele of
Spirituous Liguors,” te which the royal assent was given
in June, and Fielding’s connection with this enactment
is practically acknowledged by Horace Walpole in his
Memoires of the Last ten Years of the Reign of George IT. The
law was not wholly effectual, and was diffienlt to enforce;
but it was not by any means without its good eifecta.’
Between the publication of the Enguiry and that of
Amelia there is nothing of importance to chronicle except
Fielding’s connection with one of the eventa of 1751, the
discovery of the Glastonbury watere. Aeccording to the
account given in the Gentleman’s for July in that year, a
certain Matthew Chancellor had been cured of *“an asthme
and phthisic ” of thirty years’ standing by drinking from
a spring near Chain Gate, Glastonbury, to which he had
(s0 he alleged) heen directed in a dream. The spring
forthwith became famous; and in May an entry in the
Historical Chronicle for Sunday, the 5th, records that
above 10,000 persons had visited it, deserting Briatol,
Bath, and other popular resorta, Numercusz pamphleta

1 The Rev. R. Hurd, afterwards Bishop of Worcester, an upright
and scholarly, bot formal and censorious men, whom Johneon
called a '*word-picker,” and franker contemporaries *‘an old maid
in breeches,” has left a referonce to Fislding at this time which in
not flattering. “'I dined with him [Halph Allen] yesterday,
whers I mat Mr, Fielding,—a poor smaciated, worn-ont rake, whose
gout and infirmities have got the better even of hia buffoonery "
(Letter to Balguy, dated *Inmer Temple, 19th March, 1751.”)
That Fielding had not long before been dangerously ill, and that
he was & martyr to gout, isfact: the rest ia probably no more than
the echo of » foregone conclusion, baeed upon report, or dislike to
his works. Hurd praised Richsrdson and proseribed Bterns, He
must have been wholly out of eympathy with fhe author of Tom
Jones,
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were published for and against the new waters; and
a letter in their favour, which appeared in the London
Daily Advertiser for the 31st August, signed “Z. Z," ig
“gupposed to be wrote” by “J—e F—g" TFiclding
was, a8 may be remembered, a Somersetshire man, Sharp-
ham _Pa.rk, hiz birthplace, being shout three miles from
Glastonbury; and he testifies to the * wonderful Effects of
this salubrious Spring * in words which show that he had
himself experienced them, “Having seon great Numbers
of my Fellow Creatures under two of the most miserable
Disesses human Nature car labour under, the Asthms and
Evil, return from Glasionbury hlessed with the Return of
Health, and having myself been relieved from a Disorder
which baffled the most skilful Physicians,” justice to
mankind (he says) obliges him to take notice of the sub-
ject. 'The letter is interesting, more as showing that, at
this time, Fielding’s health was broken, than as proving
the efficacy of the cure; for, whatever temporary relief
the waters afforded, it is clear {as Mr. Lawrence perti-
nently remarks) that he derived no permenent benefit
from them. They must, however, have continued to
attract visitors, as a pump-room was opened in August
1753 ; and, although they have now fallen into disuse,
they were popular for many years.

But a more important oceurrence than the discovery
of the Somersetshire spring is a little announcement
contained in Sylvarms Urban’s list of publieations for
December 1751, No. 17 of which is “Amelia, in 4 Looks,
12mo; by Henry Fielding, Esq.” The publisher, of
course, was Andrew Millar; and the actual day of issue,
a3 appears from the General Advertiser, was Docember the
19th, although the title-page, by anticipation, bore the
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date of 1752. 'There were two mottoes, one of which was
the appropriate—
5 Felives ter & ampling
Quos irrupia tenet Copula ;”
and the dedication, brief and simply expressed, was to
Ralph Allen. As before, the t‘artful sid” of advertise-
ment was invoked to whet the public appetite.

“ To eatisfy the earnest Demand of the Publick (says
MiHar), this Work has been printed at four Presses ; but the
Propricter notwithetanding finda it impoesible to get them (ric)
bound in Time, withont spoiling the Beauty of the Impreasion,
and therefore will sell them sew’d at Half-a-Guinea.”

"This was open encugh ; but, according to Seott, Millar
adopted & second expedient to assist 4melic with the
booksellers.

“He had paid a thonsand pounds for the copyright ; and
when he Legan te suepect that the work would be judged
infexior to its predecessor, he employed the following stratagem
to push it upon the trade. At a sale made tothe booksallers,
previous to the publication, Millar offered his friends his other
publications on the wsual terms of discount; bmt when he
came to Amelis, he laid it eside, a3 & work expected to be in
such demand, that he conld not afford to deliver it to the trade
in the usnal manner. The russ succeeded—the impression
was anxiongly bought up, and the bookseller relieved from
every apprehension of a slow sale,”

There were several ressons why—superficially speaking
—Amelia should be “ judged inferior to its predecessor.”
That it succeedod Tom Jones after an interval of little
more than two years and eight months would be an
important element in the comparison, if it were known
at all definitely what period was oceupied in writing Tom
Jones. All that can be affirmed is that Fielding must have
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been far more &t leisure when he composed the earlier
work than he eould possibly have been when filling the
offico of o Bow Btreet magistrate. But, in reality, thersis
a much better explanation of the superiority of Tom Jones
to Amelia than the merely empirical one of the time it took.
Tom Jones, it has been admirably said by s French critie,
“ ust la condensation et le résumb de loute une existence. C'est
e vésullal et a conclusion de plusicurs enndez de passions el
de pensées, la formule dernitre ¢f compléle de Ia philosophis
personnclle que Ton dest faile sur loul ce que Ton a vu of
senii.” Such an experiment, argues Planche, is not twice
repeated in a lifetime : the scil which produced so rich
& crop can but yield a poorer aftermath. Behind Tom
Jones there was the author’s ebullient youth and man-
hood ; behind Amelia but a section of his graver middle-
aga, There are other reasone for diversity in the man-
ner of the book iteelf. The abaence of the initial chap-
ters, which pave so much variety to Tom Jones, tonds to
heighten the sense of impatience which, it must be con-
fessed, occasionally creeps over the reader of Ameha,
especially in those parts where, like Dickens at a later
period, Fielding delays the progress of his narrative for
the diecussion of social problems and popular grisvances.
However laudable the desire {expressed in the dedication)
“t0 expose some of the most glaring Evils, as well publie
a8 private, which ab present infest this Country,” the result
in Amelia, from an art point of view, iz as unsatisfactory
a3 that of certain well-known pages of Bleak House and
Litile Dorrif, Again, there is & merked change in the
aititnde of the author,—s change not wholly reconcilable
with the brief period which separates the two novels.
However it mayhave chanced, whether from failing health

» ey
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or otherwisa, the Fielding of 4melia is suddenly & far
older man than the Fielding of Tom Jomes. The robust
and irrepressible vitality, the full-veined delight of living,
the energy of observation and strength of satire, which
characterise the one give place in the other to a calmer
retrospection, a more compassionate humanity, a gentler
and more benignant criticism of life. Thet, as some
have contended, .4melic shows an intellectual falling-off
cannot for a moment be admitted, least of all upon the
ground—as even so staunch an admirer as Mr. Keightley
has allowed himself to believe—that certain of its in-
cidente are obvicualy repeated from the Modern Husband
and others of the anthor's plays. At thias rate Tom
Jones wmight be judged inferior to Joseph Andrews,
because the Political Apothecary in the “Man of the
Hill's” story has his prototype in the Coffee-House Poli-
#ician, whose original is Addison’s Upholsterer. The
plain fact is, that Fielding recognised the failure of his
Pplays as literature ; he regarded them as dead ; and freely
transplanted what was good of his forgotten work into
the work which he hoped would live. In this, it may
be, there was something of indolence or haste; but
assuredly there was no proof of declining powera.

H, for the sake of comparison, Fom Jones may be
described as an animated and happily-constructed comedy,
with more than the usual allowance of first-rate charac-
ters, Amelis must be regarded ss a one-part piece, in
which the rest of the dramalis person are wholly sub-
ordinate to the central figure. Captain Booth, the two
Colonels, Atkingon and his wife, Miss Matthews, Dr.
Harrison, Trent, the shadowy and maleficent ** My Lord,”
are all less active on their own account than energised
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and set in motion by Amelia Rotmd her they revolve;
from her they obtain their impulse and their orbit. The
best of the men, as studies, are Dr. Harrison and Colonsl
Bath. The former, who is as benevolent ss Allworthy,
ia far more human, and it may be added, more humor-
ous in welldoing. He is an individual rather than an
sbatraction. Bath, with hie dignity and gun-cotton
honour, iz also admirable, but not entirely free from the
objection made to some of Dickene’s creations, that
they are rather characteristics than characters. Captain
‘William Booth, beyond his truth to nature, manifests no
qualities that can compensate for his weakness, and the
best that can be said of him 1s, that without it, his wife
would have had no opportunity for the display of her
magnanimity. There is also a certain want of conaist-
ency in his presentment; and when, in the residence
of Mr. Bondum the bailiff, he suddenly develops an
unexpected scholarship, it is impossible not to suspect
that Fielding wae unwilling to lose the opportunity of
preserving some neglected acenes of the Awufhor’s Farce.
Mise Matthews is a new and remarkable study of the
Jemme endrelenus, to parallel which, as in the case of
Lady Bellaston, we must go to Balsac; Mrs. James,
again, is an excellent example of that vapid and colonr-
less nonentity, the * person of condition.” Mrs. Bennet,
although apparently more contradictory and less intel-
ligible, is mnevertheless true to her past history and
present enviromments ; while her husband, the sergeant,
with his concealed and reverential love for his beautiful
foster-gister, hae had & Vis no 1o:0f descendants in the
meodernnovel. Itis vin his last novel, her phat the author
has lavished sllawn at length in Tom Jones.~ touching
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portrait in the whole of fiction then this hercic and
immortal one of feminine goodness and forbearance. Itis
needlese to repeat that it is painted from Fielding’s first
wife, or to insist that, as Lady Mary was fnlly persuaded,
* goveral of the incidents he mentions are real matters of
fact.” That famous scene where Amelis is spreading,
for the recreant who is losing his money at the King's
Arms, the historic little supper of hashed mutton which
she has cooked with her own hands, and denying herself
& glass of white wine to save the paltry sum of sixpence,
“while her Husband was paying & Debt of several
Guineas Incurred by the Ace of Trumps being in the
Hands of his Adversary "—a scene which it is impossible
to read aloud without a certain huskiness in the throst,
—the visits to the pawnbroker and the sponging-house,
the robbery by the little servant, the encounter at
Vauxhall, and some of the pretty vignettes of the chil-
dren, are no doubt founded on personal recollections.
Whether the pursuit to which the heroine is exposed
had any foundation in reality it is impossible to say;
and there is & passage in Murphy’s memoir which almoat
reads as if it hud been penned with the express purpose
of anticipating any toc harshly literal identification of
Booth with Fielding, sinee we are told of the latter that
“though disposed to gallantry by his strong animal
gpirits, and the vivacity of his passions, he was remark-
able for tenderness and constancy o his wife [the italics
are ours], and the strongest affection for his children.”
These, however, are questions beside the matter, which
is the conception of -« M5 w. That remains, and must
remain for ev=« the shadowy and ma of Fielding's greatest
modern p~ Betive on their own accoun.
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* wrought with love ., . ,
Nought modish in it, pure and noble linea
Of generons womanhood that fits all time,”

There are many women who forgive; but Amelia does
more—she not only forgives, but she forgets. The
passage in which she exhibits to her contrite husband
the letter received long before from Miss Mutthews is
one of the noblest in Ilbamtura, and #H it had been
recorded that Fielding—like Thackeray on & memorable
occasion—had bere slapped his fist upon the table, and
said * That is a stroke of genius!” it would scarcely
have been a thing to be marvelled at. One final point
in connection with her may be noted, which has not
always been borne in mind by those who depict good
women — much after Hogarth's fashion — without a
head. She is not by any means a simpleton, and
it is misleading to describe her as a fender, fluttering
little creature, who, because she can cook her husband’s
supper, and caresses him with the obsolete name of
Billy, must necessarily be contemptible. On the con-
trary, she has plenty of ability and good sense, with &
fund of humour which enables her to slily enjoy and
even gently satirise the fine lady aire of Mrs, James,
Nor is it necessary to contend that her faculties are
subordinated to her affections ; but rather that conjugal
fidelity and Christian charity are inseparable alike from
her character and her creed.

Ag fllnstrating the tradition that Fielding depicted
his first wife in Sophia Western and in Amelia, it has
been remarked that there is no formal description of her
personal appearance in his last novel, her portrait having
already been drawn at length in Zum Jones. But the
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following depreciatory sketch by Mrs, James is worth
quoting, not only because it indirectly conveys the im-
preesion of a very handeome woman, but because it
is also an admirable specimen of Fielding’s lighter
MANNEF -

“In the first place,’ cries Mre. James, ‘her eyes are too
large ; and she hath a look with them that I den’t Imow how
to describe ; but I know I don’t like it. Then her eychrows
are too large ; therefore, indeed, she doth all in her power to
remedy this with her pincers ; for if it was not for those, her
eyebrowa would be preposterons.—Then her nose, as well
proportioned aa it is, has a visible scar on one side.’—Her
neck likewise fs too protuberant for the genteel size, especially
as ghe laces herself ; for no woman, in my opinion, can be
genteel who i8 not entirely flat befors. And lastly, she is
both too short, and too tall.—Well, you may laugh, Mr.
James, I know what I mean, though-I"cannot well express it.
I mean, that she ia too tall for a pretty woman, and too short
for a fine woman.—There is such & thing as a kind of insipid
medinm—a kind of something that is neither one thing or
another, I knmow mot how to express it more clearly ; but
when I say such a one is a pretly woman, a pretiy thing, a
pretty creature, you know very well I mean a little woman ;
and when I say such & one is a very fine woman, a very fine
person of & woman, fo be sure I onst mean a8 fall woman,
Now a woman that is between both, in certainly peither the
one nor the other.”

The ingenious expedients of Andrew Millar, to which
reference has been made, appear to have so far suc-
ceeded that & new edition of 4meliz was called for on
the day of publication. Johnson, to whom we owe
this story, was thoroughly captivated with the book.
Notwithstanding that on another occasion he paradoxi-
cally assertad that the author was “a blockhead ”—

1 Bes note on this subject in chapter iv., and Appendix No, III.
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“ g barren rascal,” he read it through without stopping,
and pronounced Mra Booth to be *the most pleasing
hervine of all the romances.” Richardson, on the other
hand, found * the characters and situations so wretch-
odly low and dirty” that he could not get farther than
the first volume. With the professional reviewers, a
certain Criticulus in the Gentleman's excepted, it seems to
have fared but ill ; and although these adverse verdicts,
if they exist, sre now more or leas inaccessible, Fielding
has apparently summarised most of them in a mock-trial
of Amelic before the * Courl of Censorial Enguiry,” the
proceedings of which are recorded in Nos. 7 and 8 of the
Covent-Glarden. Journal. The book is indisted upon the
Statute of Dulness, and the hercine is charged with
being & *“Jow Character,” a “Millsep,” and a * Fool ;"
with lack of epirit and fainting too frequently ; with
dressing her children, cooking and other * servile Offices;”
with being too forgiving to her husband; and lastly,
as may be expected, with the inconsistency, already
amply referred to, of being “a Beauty withow! & nose.”
Dr. Harrison and Colonel Bath are arraigned much in
the same fashion, After some evidence against her has
been tendered, and “ s Great Number of Beauns, Rakes,
fine Ladies, and several formal Persons with bushy Wigs,
and Canes at their Noses,” are preparing to supplement
it, & grave man steps forward, and, begging to be heard,
delivers what must be regarded as Fielding's final apology
for his last novel .—

& 1f you, Mr. Censor, gre yourself a Parent, you will view
me with Compassion when I declare I am the Father of this
poor Girl the Prisoner at the Bar ; nay, when I go further
and avow, that of all my Offapring she is my favourite Child,
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I can truly eay that I bestowed a more than ordinary Pains
in. her Education ; in which I will venture to affirm, I fol-
lowed the Bules of all those who are acknowledged to have
writ best on the Subject ; and if her Condnet be fairly exa-
mined, she will be found to deviate very little from the
stricteat Obeervation of all those Rules ; neither Homer nor
Virgil pursued them with greater Cave than myself, and the
candid and learncd Reader will see that the latier was the
noble model, which I made nse of on this Oocasion.

¢#J do not think my Child is entirely free from Faults.
I know nothing human that is so; but surely she doth not
deserva the Bancour with which she hath been treated by the
Public. However, it is not my Intention, at present, to
make any Defence ; but shall submit to a Compromise, which
hath been always allowed in this Court in all Prosecutions
for Dulness. I do, therefore, solemnly declare to you, Mr,
Censor, that I will trouble the World no more with any
Children of mine by the same Muse,”

‘Whether gincere or not, this last statement appears
to have afforded the greatest gratification to Richardson.
“Will I leave you to Captain Bootht” he writes
triumphantly to Mrs. Donnellan, in answer to &
question she had put to him.  “ Captain Booth, Madam,
has done his own busivess. Mr. Fielding has over-
written himself, or rather under-written ; and in his own
journal seems ashamed of his last piese; and has pro-
mised that the same Muse shall write no more for him,
The piece, in short, is as dead as if it had been published
forty years ago, as to sale.” There is much to the same
effect in the worthy Little printer'’s correspondence ; but
enough hss been quoted to show how intolerabls to the
super-sentimental crestor of the high-souled and heroic
Clarisss was his rival'a plainer and more practical picture
of matronly virtne and modesty. In cases of this kind,
parva ssges sadia esh, and Amelia has long since outlived



v} AMELIA, 161

both rival malice and contemporary coldness. It is a
proof of her author’s genins, that she is even more intel-
ligible to cur age than she waa to her own.

At the end of the second volume of the firat edition
of her history was s notice announcing the immediate
appearance of the above-mentioned Covent-Glarden Journal,
s bi-weokly paper, in which Fielding, under the style
and title of Sir Alexander Drawcansair, assnmed the
office of Censor of Great Britain, The first number
of this new venture was issued on January the 4th, 17562,
and the price was threepence. In plan, and general
appearance, it resembled the Jacobile's Journal, consiating
mainly of an introeductory Easay, paragraphs of current
news, often accompanied by pointed editorial commeont,
miscellaneons articles, and advertisements. Ome of the
features of the earlier numbera was a burlesque, but
not very successful, Journal of the present Paper War,
which epeedily involved the author in actual hostilities
with the notorious quack and adventurer Dr. John Hill,
who for some time had been publishing certain impudent:
luoubrations in the London Daily Adverfiser under the
heading of The Inspector ; and also with 8mollett, whom he
(Fielding) had ridiculed in his second number, perhaps
on account of that little paragraph in the first edition
of Percgrine Pickle, to which reference waa made in an
earlier chapter. BSmollett, always irritable and com-
bative, retorted by a needlessly coarse end venomous
pamphlet, in which, under the name of “Habbakkuk
Hilding, Justice, Dealer and Chapman,” Fielding was
attacked with indescribable brutality. Ancther, and
seemingly mnprovoked, adversary whom the Jowrnal of
the War brought upon him was Bonnal Thornton, after-

N
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wards joint-anthor with Gleorge Colman of the Connois-
seur, who, in a production styled Have af you Al ; or, The
Drury Lane Journal, lampooned Sir Alexander with
remarkable rancour and sseiduity. Mr. Lawrence haa
treated these  quarrels of authors” at some length ; and
they also have some record in the curious collections of
the elder Disraeli As & general rule, Fielding was far
lesa personal and mueh more scrupulous in his ehoice of
weapons than those who assailed him ; but the conflict
was an undignified one, and, as Scott has justly said,
“neither party would obtain honour by an inquiry into
the cause or conduct of its hostilities.”

In the ennmeration of Fielding’s works it is some-
what difficult (if due proportion be observed) to assign
any real importance to efforte like the Coveni-Garden
Journal. Compared with his novels, they are insigni-
ficant enough. But even the worst work of such a man
is notable in its way; and Fielding’s contributions to
the Journal are by no means to be despised. They are
ghrewd lay sermoms, often exhibiting much out-of-the
way erudition, and nearly alwwys distinguished by some
of his personal qualitieca In No. 33, on * Profanity,”
there is a character-sketch which, for vigour and vitality,
is worthy of hiz best days; and there is also a very
thoughtful paper on “Reading,” containing a kindly
reference to the ingenious Author of Clerissa,” which
shonld have mollified that implacabls moralist. In
this essay it is curious to notice that, while Fielding
speaks with due admiration of Shakespeare and Molitre,
Lucian, Cervantes, and Bwift, he condemns Rabelais
and Aristophanes, although in the invocation already
quoted from Tom Jones, he had included both these
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authors among the models he admired. Another paper
in the Covent-Garden Journal is especially interesting
because it affords a clue to a project of Fielding’s which
unfortunately remained a project. This was a Transla-
tion of the works of Lucisn to be undertaken in comn.
junction with his old colleague, the Rev. William
Young. Proposals were advertised, and the enterprise
was duly heralded by a “puff preliminary,” in which
Fielding, while sbhetaining from anything direetly con-
cerning hia own abilities, observes, “I will only venture
to say, that no Man seems eo likely to franslate an
Anthor well, as he who hath formed hie Stile upon that
very Author”—a sentence which, taken in conmnection
with the references to Lucian in Tom Thumb, the Cham-
pion and elsewhers, must be accepted as distinetly auto-
bicgraphie. The last number of the Covent-Garden
Journal (No. 72) was issued in November 1752. By this
time Bir Alexander pesms to have thoroughly wearied of
hia task. With more gravity than usual he takes leave
of letters, begging the Publis that they will not hence-
forth father on him the dulneea and sourrility of his
worthy contemporaries ; “since I solemnly declare that
unlees in revising my former Works, I have at present
no Intention to hold eny further Correspondence with
the gayer Musea.”

The labour of conducting the Coveni-Garden Journal
st have been the more severe in that, during the
whole period of ite existence, the editor was vigoronsly
carrying out his duties as & magistrate. 'The prison and
political scemes in Amelia, which contemporary critica
regarded as redundant, and which even %o us are more
curious than eesential, testify at once to hia growing
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interest in reform, and his keen appreciation of the
defects which existed both in the law itself and in the
adminigtration of the law; while the numerous cases
heard before him, and periodically reported in his paper
by his clerk, afford ample evidance of his judieial activity.
How completely he regarded himself (Bathurst and Righy
notwithstanding) as the servant of the public, may be
gathered from the following regnlarly repeated notice:—
“To the PoBLlc,

« ATl Pevsona who shall for the Future, suffer by Robbers,
Burglars, &c., are desired immediately to bring, or send, the
best Description they ean of such Robbers, &e., with the Time
and Place, sud Cireomstances of the Fact, to Henry Fielding,
¥sq. ; at his Houee in Bow Street.”

Another inatance of his energy in his vocation ia to be
found in the little collection of cases entitled Ezgmples
of the Inderposition of Providence, in the Disction and
Punishment of Murder, published, with Preface and In-
troduction, in April 1752, and prompted, as advertise-
ment announces, “by the many horrid Murders com-
mitted within this last Yeer.” It appesred, as a matter
of fact, only a fow days after the execution at Qxford,
for parricide, of the notorious Miss Mary Blandy, and
might be assumed to have a more or less timely intention ;
but the purity of Fislding’s purpose is placed beyond a
doubt by the fact that he freely distributed it in eourt
to those whom it seemed caloulated to profit,

The only other works of Fielding which preceds the
posthumonsly published Jowrnal of 6 Foyage o Lisbon
are the Propasal for Making an Effsctual Provision for the
Poor, cto., » pamphlet dedicated to the Right Honble.
Henry Pelham, published in January 1758; and the
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Clear Siale of the Case of Elizabeth Canning, published in
March. The former, which the hitherto unfriendly
Gentleman’s patronisingly styles an “ excellent piece,”
eonceived in & manner which gives *a high ides of his
[the author's] present femper, manners and ability,”
is an elaborate project for the erection, inier alie, of 8
vast building, of which a plan, # drawn by an Eminent
Hand,” was given, to be called the County-house, capable
of eontaining 5000 inmates, and including work-rooms,
prisons, an infirmary, and other features, the details of
which are t0o minute to be repeated in these pages, even
if they had received any attention from the Legislature,
which they did not. The latter was Fielding's contri-
bution to¢ the extraordinary judicial puezle, which
agitated London in 1753-4. It is needless to do more
than recall ita outline. On the 29th of January 1763,
one Elizabeth Canning, a domestic servant aged eighteen
or thereabouts, and who had hitherto borne an exeellent
character, returped to her mother, having been missing
from the house of her master, a carpenter in Alderman.
bury, since the 1st of the same month. She was half
starved and half clad, and allsged that she had been
abducted, and confined during her absence in a house on
the Hertford Road, from which she had just escaped
This house she afterwards identified as that of one
Mother Wells, & person of very indifferent reputation.
An ill-favoured old gipsy woman named Mary Squires was
alzo declared by her to have been the main agent in ill-
using and defaining her. The gipey, it is true, averred
that at the time of the ocourrence she was a hundred and
twenty miles away ; but Canning persisted in her state-
ment. Among other people before whom she came was
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Fielding, who examined her, as well a8 & young woman
callod Virtue Hall, who appeared subssquently as one
of Canning’s witnesses. Fielding seems to have been
strongly impressed by her appesrance and her story,
and his pamphlet (which was contradicted in every par-
ticular by his adversary, John Hill) gives & curicus and
not very edifying picture of the magisterial proced-
ure of the time. In Febrnary, Wells and Squires were
tried ; Squires was sentenced to death, and Wells to
imprisenment and burning in the hand. Then, by the
axertions of the Lord Mayor, Sir Crisp Gascoyns, who
doubted the justice of the verdict, SBquires was respited
and pardoned. Forthwith London was eplit up into
Egyptian and Canningite factions; & hailstorm of
pamphleta set in; portraits and caricatures of the
principal personsages were in all the print ehops; and,
to use Churchill’s words,

 —Belty Canning was at least,
With Gascoyne's help, a gix months feast.”

In April 1754, however, Fate so far prevailed against her
that she herself, in turn, was tried for perjury. Thirty-
eight witnesses swors that Squires had been in Dorset-
shire ; twenty-seven that she had been seen in Middlesex,
After some hesitation, gunite of & piece with the rest of
the proceedings, the jury found Cenning guilty; and
she was transported for seven years. At the end of her
sentence ehe retuyned to England to receive a legacy
of £500, which had been left her by an enthusiaatie old
lady of Newington-green.! Her *“case” is full of the
moat inexplicable contradictions ; and it oceupiea in the
Siais Trials some four hundred and twenty closely-printed
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pages of the moat curioua and picturesque eighteenth-
century details. But bow, from the st of Janusry
1753 to the 29th of the same month, Elizsheth Canning
really did manage to spend her time ia & secret that, to
this day, remains undivnlged.

1 8o mays the Annual Regiser for 1761, p. 179. But recording

to Iater acoounts (Gans, Mag. xllii, 413), she never returned, dying
in 1778 at Weatherafield {n. Connéotinnt,



CHAPTER VII,
THE JOURNAL OF A VOYAGE 70 LISBON.

IN March 1758, when Fielding published his pamphlet
on Elizebeth Canning, his life was plainly drawing to a
close. His energies indesd were unsbated, as may be
gathered from a hrief record in the Gentleman’s for that
month, describing hir judicial raid, at four in the mom-
ing, npon & gamingroom, where he suspected certain
highwaymen to be assembled. But his body waa en-
feebled by disease, and he knew he could not look for
Jongth of days. He had lived not long, but much ; he
had seen in little space, as the motto to Tom Jones
announced, “the manners of many men;” and now
that, prematurely, the inevitable hour approached, he
called Cicero and Horace to his aid, and prepared to
meet his fate with philosophic fortitude. Between
* Quem fors disrum cungus dabé, fucro
Appons,’

* Grala suprrveniet, QU@ non sperainiur, hora,

he tells us in his too-little-conmplted Propesal for the Poor,
he had schooled himself to regard events with equa-
binity, striving above all, in what remsained t¢ him of

and
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life, to parform the duties of his office efficiently, and
solicitous only for those he must leave behind him,
Henceforward his literary efforts should be mainly
philanthropie and practical, not without the hope that,
if successful, they might be the meana of securing some
provision for his family. Of fiction he had taken formal
leave in the trial of dmelis,; and of lighter writing
generally in the Inst paper of the Coveni-Garden Journal,
But, if we may trust his Introduction, the amount of
work he had done for his poorlaw project must have
been enormous, for he had read and considered sll the
laws upon the subject, as well as everything that had
been written on it since the days of Elizabeth, yet he
spoaks meverthelesa as one over whose head the sword
had all the while been impending :—

“The Attempt, indeed, in mch, that the Want of Succees
can acarce be called a Dissppointment, tho’ I ahall bave loat
much Time, and misemployed much Paine; and what is
gbove all, shall mim the Pleaanre of thinking that in the
Decline of my Health and Life, I have conferved a great and
laating Benefit on my Country.”

In words still more resigned and dignified, he con-
cludes the book :—

His enemies, ho says, will no donbt * discover, that instead
of intending & Provision for the Poor, I have been carving
out one for myself,! and have very cunuingly projected to
baild rmyself a fine Hoose at the Expence of the Public
This would be to act in direct Opposition to the Advics of
my ahove Master [4.2, Horace]; it would be indeed

Birvers domos smmemor sepulchrs.
Those who do not kmow me, may believe this; but thoss

1 Presumably as Governor of the proposed County-house-
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who do, will hardly be so decoived by that Chearfulness
which was alwaya nstural to me ; and which, I thank God,
my(}unsmeneedothnotrepmvemefortnmngmethatl
am not seneible of my declining Constitntion. , . . Ambition
owAvaﬁcemnnolongermiaeaHope,ordichtamyEchme
to me, who have nmo fnrther Design than to pass my short
Remainder of Life in somsa Degree of Ease, and barely fo
preeerve my Family from being the Objecte of any such
Laws a8 I have here proposed.”

With the exception of the above, and kindred pass-
sges quoted from the Prefaces to the Miscellanics and
the Plays, the preceding pages, as the reader has no
doubt observed, contain little of a purely antobiographical
character. Moreover, the anecdotes related of Fielding
by Murphy and others have not always been of such a
nature as to inspire implicit confidence in their accuracy,
while of the very few lettars that have been referred to,
ncne have any of those intimate and familiar touches
which reveal the individuality of the writer. Bat from
the middle of 1753 up to a short time befors his death,
Fielding has himself related the story of his life, in ane
of the most mmfeigned and touching little tracts in our
own or any other literaturs. The only thing which, st the
moment, suggests itself for comparison with the Journal
of a Voyage to Lisbon is the letter and dedication which
Fielding’s predecessor, Cervantes, prefizves to his last
romance of Pergiles and Sigismunda. In each cuse the
words are animated by the same wncompleining kindli-
ness—the same gallant and indomitable gpirit ; in each
ease the writer is & dying man Cervantes survived
the date of his letter to the Conde de Lemoa but three
days; and the Journal, says Fielding’s editor (probably
his brother John), was “finished almost at the mame
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period with life.” It was written, from its authors
account, in those moments of the voyage when, his
womankind being sea-sick, and the crew wholly absorbed
in working the ship, he was thrown upon his own re-
sources, and compelled to employ his pen to while away
the time. The Preface, and perhaps the Introduction,
were added after his arrival at Lishon, in the brief period
before his death. The fdrmer is & semi-humorous
apalogy for voyage-writing ; the latter gives an acoount
of the circumatances which led to this, hia lest expedition
in search of health.

At the beginning of August 1753, Fielding teils us,
having taken the Duke of Portland’s medicine* for near a
year, “the effects of which had heen the carrying off the
gymptoms of a lingering imperfect gout,” Mr, Ranby,
the King's Sergeant-Surgeon? {to whom complimentary
reference had been made in the Man of the Hill's
etory in Tom Jones), with other able physicians, advised
him “to go immedistely to Bath.” He accordingly
engaged lodgings, and prepared to leave town forthwith,
While he was making ready for his departure, and was
“almost fatigued to death with several long examina-
tions, relating to five different murders, all committed
within the space of & week, by different gangs of street
robbera,” he received a message from the Duke of New-
castle, afterwards Premier, through thet Mr. Carrington
whom Walpole calls “the cleverest of all ministerial
torriers,” requesting his sttendanece in Lincoln's - Inn

1 & popular eighteenth-gentary gout-powdsr, but as old as Galen.
?Dfmeiptforitisgiminthemmwlm volL xxiit.,
5re,

* Mr. Banby was also the friend of Hogarth, who etched his
house at Chiswick.
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Fields {(Newcastle House). Being lame, and greatly
over-taxed, Fielding excused himeelfé But the Duke
gent Mr, Carrington again next day, and Fielding with
great difficulty obeyed the summons. After waiting
some three hours in the antechamber (no unususl foa-
ture, as Lord Chesterfield informe us, of the Newcastle
audiences), a gentleman was depated to consult him as
to the devizing of & plan for putting an immediate end
to the murders and robberiea which had become sc
common. This, although the visit cost him “a severe
cold,” Fielding at once undertook. A proposal was
apeedily drawn out and submitted to the Privy Couneil.
Its essentinl features were the employment of a known
informer, and the provision of funds for that purpose.

By the time this scheme was finally approved, Field-
ing’s disorder had *turned to a deep jaundice,” in which
caso the Bath waters were generally regarded as * almost
infallible.” But his eager desire to break up * this gang of
villains and cut-throats” delayed him in London ; and a
day or two after he had received a portion of the stipulated
graut, (which portion, it seems, took several weeks in
arriving), the whole body were entirely dispersed,—
“gaven of them were in actual custody, and the rest
driven, some out of town, and others out of the kingdom.”
In examining them, however, and in taking depositions,
which often osoupied whole days and sometimes nights,
although he had the satiefaction of knowing that during
the dark months of November and December the metro-
polis enjoyed complete immunity from murder and
robbery, his own health was “reduced to the last
extremity.” y

“ Mino (he says) was now no longer what is called a
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Bath cass,” nor, if it had been, could his strength have
sustained the *‘intolersble fatipue” of the journey
thither. He necordingly gave up his Bath lodgings,
which he had hitherto retained, and went into the
country “in a very weak and deplorable condition,”
He was suffering from jaundice, dropsy, and asthma,
under which combination of diseases his body was *“so
entirely emaciated, that it had lost all its museular flesh,”
He had begun with reason “to look on his cass as
deaperate,” and might fairly have regarded himaself sa
voluntarily sacrificed to the good of the public But he
in far too honest to assign his action to philanthropy
alone. His chief object (he owns) had been, if possible,
to secure some provision for his family in the event of
hia desth. Not being a *trading justico,”—that is, a
justice who took bribes from suitors, like Justice
Thresher in Amelia, or Justice Squeez’um in the Coffee
House Polilician,—his post at Bow Street had scarcely
been a lucrative cne. “By composing, instead of in-
flaming, the quarrels of porters and beggars (which I
blush when I say hath not beem universally practised)
and by refusing to take a shilling from & man who most
undoubtedly would not have had another left, I had
reduced an income of about 500! & year of the dirtiest
money upon earth to little more than 300/ a consider-
able proportion of which remained with my clerk”
Besides the residue of his justice’s fecs, he had also, he
informs us, a yearly pension from the Government, “ out
of the public asrvies-money,” but the amount is not atated,
The rest of his meane, as far a8 can be ascertained,
were derived from his literary labours. To a man of his
lavish disposition, and with the claims of a family upon
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him, thia could acarcely have been a competence ; and if,
a8 appears not very clearly from a note in the Journal, he
now resigned his office to his half-brother, who had long
been his assistant, his private affairs at the beginning of
the winter of 1753-54 must, a8 he says, have “bad but a
gloomy aspect.” In the event of his death his wife and
children could have no hops except from some acknow-
Jedgment by the Government of his past services.
Meanwhile his diseazes were elowly gaining ground.
The terrible winter of 17563-54, which, from the weather
record in the Genilsman’s, scems, with small intermission,
to have been prolonged far into April, was eapecially try-
ing to esthmadtic patients, and consequently wholly againet
him. In February he returned to town, and put himself
under the care of the notorions Dr. Joshua Ward of Pall
Mall, by whom he was freated and tapped for dropey.?
He was at his worst, he says, “on that memorable day
when the public lost Mr, Pelham (March 6th) ;” but from
this time, he began, under Ward’s medicines, to acguire
« gome little degree of strength,” although his dropay in-
creased. With May came the leng-delayed spring, and
he moved to Fordhool,? a “little houss™ belonging to him
at Ealing, the air of which place then enjoyoed a consider-
able reputation, being reckoned the best in Middlesex,

1 Ward appears in Hogarth's Consultation of Phywicians, 1726,
and in Pope—**Ward try'd on Puppies, and the Poor, his Drop.”
He was s quack, but must have poesessed conmidershle ability.
Bolingbroke wished Pope to consult him in 1744 ; and hs attended
CGeorgo II,  Thers is ap acoount of him in Nichols's Genstne Worka
of Hogarth, 1. 89,

3 It Iay on the Uxbridge Road, a lit{ls heyond Acton, and
nearly oppogite the present Ealing Common Btation of the Metro.-
politan District Eallway. The nmite is now occapied by & larger
house bearing the same nams,
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«and far superior to that of Kensington Gravel-Pits.”
Here a re-perusal of Bishop Berkeley’s Siris, which had
heen recalled to his memory by Mra, Charotte Lennex,
‘“the inimitable author of the Femals Quixole,” set him
drinking tar-weter with apparent good effect, axcept as far
ad his chief ailment was concerned. The applications of
the trocar became more frequent : the summer, if summer
it could be called, was “ mouldering away ;” and winter,
with all its danger to an invalid, was drawing on apace.
Nothing seemed hopeful but removal to & warmer climata,
Aix in Provenca was at first thought of, but the idea was
abandoned on account of the difficultics of the journey.
Lishon, where Doddridge had died three years before,
was then chosen ; a passage in a vessel trading to the
port was engaged for the sick man, his wife, daughter,
and two mervants; and after some delays they started.
At this point the metual Jowrnal begina with a well-
remembered entry :—

“ Wednesday, June 26th, 1764,—On this day, the most
melancholy sun I had ever beheld arose, and found me awake
at my house at Fordhook, By the light of this sun, I was, in
my own opinion, last to behold end take leave of some of
thoee creatures on whom I doated with a mother-like fondness,
guided by nature and pamicn, and uneored and unhardened
by all the doctrine of that philoacphical school where I had
learnt to bear pains and to despise death,

“In this situation, as I could not conquer natmre, I
submitted eptirely to her, and she made ae great s focl of
me as gho had ever done of eny womsan whatecever : under
pretence of giving me leave fo enjoy, ehe drew me to suffer
the company of my little ones, during eight houra; and I
doubt not whether, in that time, I did not undergo more
than in all my distemper.

« At twelve precisely my cosch was at the door, which
wa4 10 sooner told me than I kisg'd my children round, and
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went into it with gome little resolution. My wife, who
behaved more like a hercine and philosopher, tho' at the
same time the tenderest mother in the world, and my eldest
daughter, followed me ; some friends went with us, and others
here took their leave ; and I heard my behaviour applauded,
with many murmurs and praises to which I well knew I had
no fitle ; as all other such philosophers may, if they have
any modesty, confess on the like oceasions.”

Two hours later the party reached Rotherhithe
Here, with the kindly assistance of his and Hogarth's
friend, Mr. Saunders Weleh, High Constable of Hoiborn,
the gick man, who, at this time, *had no nss of his
limbs,” was carried to a boat, and hoisted in a chair over
the ship’s side. This latter journey, far more fatigning
to the sufferer than the twelve miles ride which he had
previously undergone, was not rendered more easy to
bear by the jests of the watermen and sailors, to whom
his ghastly, death-stricken countenance seemed matter
for merriment; and he waz greatly rejoiced to find
himeelf eafely seated in the cabin. The voyage, how-
ever, already more than once deferred, was not yet to
begin, Wednesday, being King’s Proclamation Day, the
vessel could not be cleared at the Custom House ; and
on Thuarsday the skipper announced that he should not
sot out until Saturday. As Fielding’s complaint was
again becoming troublesome, and no surgeon was avail-
able on board, he sent for his friend, the famons ana-
tomist, Mr. Hunter, of Covent Garden,' by whom ha
was tapped, to his own relief, and the admiration of
the simple sea-captain, who (he writes) was greatly im-
pressed by “the hervic constancy, with which I had

1 This must have been Willism Hunter, for in 1754 his more
distingnished brother John had not yet become celebratad
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borne an operation that is attended with searce any
degree of pain.” On Sundey the vessel dropped down
to Gravesend, where, on the next day, Mr. Welch,
who until then had attended them, took his leave ; and,
Fielding, relieved by the trocar of any immediate sppre-
hensions of discomfort, might, in spite of his forlorn
case, have been fairly at ease. He had & new concern,
however, in the state of Miu Fielding, who was in
agony with toothache, which successive operators failed
to relieve; and there is an unconsciously touching
little picture of the sick man and his skipper, who waa
deaf, sitting silently over “a small bowl of punch” in
the narrow cabin, for fear of waking the pain-worn
sleeper in the adjoining state-room. Of his second wife,
as may be gethered from the opening words of the
Journal, Fielding always speaks with the warmest affec-
tion and gratitude. Elsewhere, recording a storm off
the Isle of Wight, he says, *My dear wife and child
muet pardon me, if what ¥ did not conceive to be any
great evil to myself, I was not much terrified with the
thoughts of happening to them : in truth, I have often
thought they are both too good, and too gentle, to be
trusted to the power of any msn.” With what a tenacity
of courtesy he treated the whilom Mary Daniel may be
gathered from the following vignette of insolence in
office, which can be taken aa a set-off to the malicious
tattle of Walpole :—

" Soon after their departure [is. Mr. Welch and a com-
panion], our cabin, where my wife and I were aitting together,
was visited by two ruffians, whose appesrance greatly corre-
sponded with that of the sherif’s, or rather the knight-
marshal’s bailiffs, One of thess, especially, who seemed to
affect & more than ordinary degree of Tudensss and insolence,

X
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came in without any kind of caremcny, with a broad gold
lace upon his hat, which was cocked with much military
fiercenesa or his head, An inkhorn at his button-hole, and
some pepers in his hand, sufficiently assured mo what he
was, and I asked him if he and his companions were not
custom-house officers ; he answered with sufficient dignity
that they were, as an information which he seamed to consider
would sfrike ihe hearer with awe, and suppress all farther
inguiry ; but on the contrary I procesded to ask of what
rank ha was io the Custom house, and receiving an anawer
from his companion, as I remember, that the gentleman was
& riding surveyor ; I replied, that he might be a riding sur-
veyor, but could be no gentleman, for that nons who had
any litle to that denomination would break into the presemce
of & lady, without any apology, or even moving his hat. He
then took his covering from his head, and laid it on the
table, saying, he ssked pardon, and blamed the mate, who
should, hes said, have informed him if any persons of dis-
tinction were below. I told him he might guess from our
appearance (which, perhaps, was rather more than could be
gaid with the strietest adherence to trath) that he was before
& gentleman and lady, which should teach him to be very
civil in his behaviour, tho’ we should not happen to be of
the number whom the world calls people of fashion and
distinetion, However, I said, that s he seemed sensible of
his error, and bhad asked pardon, the lady would permit him
to put his hat on sagain, if he chose it. This he refiised with
some degrea of surliness, and failed not io convince me thaf,
if T should condescend to Decome more gentle, he would soon
grow more rude.”

The date of this occurrence was July the 1at. On
the evening of the same day they weighed anchor and
manapged to reach the Nore, For more than & week
they were wind-bound in the Downs, but on the 11th
they anchored off Ryde, from which place, on the next
morning, Fielding despatched the following letter to
hia brother, Beaides giving the names of the captain and
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the ehip, which are carefully snppressed in the Journal,l
it is especially interesting as being the last letter writtem
by Fielding of which we have any knowledge :—

“(On board the Queen of Portugsl, Richd Veal at
anchor on the Mother Bank, off Ryde, to tha
Care of the Post Master of Portemouth—this is

my Date and y© Direction.

July 12 1754,

“Dear Jack, After receiving that agreeable Lre from
Mepes- Fielding and Co., we weighed on monday morning
end sailed from Deal to the Westward Four Dayas long but
inconceivably pleasant Passage brought us yesterday to an
Anchor on the Mother Bank, on the Back of the Iale of
‘Wight, where we had last Night in Safety the Pleasure of
hearing the Winda roar over our Heads in &g violent s Tem-
pest 88 I have known, and where my only Consideration
were the Fears which must powess any Friend of ours, {f
there in happily any such) who really makea our Wellbeing
the Object of his Concern especially if such Friend shonld be
totally inexperienced in Sea Affairs. I therefore beg that on
the Day you receive this M™ Daniel® may kmow that we are
just risen from Breakfast in Health and Bpirits this twelfth
Instant at § in the morning. Our Voyage hath proved fruit-
ful in Adventures all which being to be written in the Book,
you must postpone y© Curiosity As the Incidents which

1 Probably this was intentional Notwithstanding the state-
ment in the ‘' Dedication to the Public” that the text {8 given
"as it eame from the hands of the suthor,” the Jowrnsl, in the
firal fegue of 17865, seems to have been comslderably *edited,”
" Mra. Francis” (the Byde landlady) is there called *‘Mrs, Hum-
phrys," and the portrait of the military coxcomb, together with
some particulars of Fielding's visit to the Duke of Newcastle, and
other details, are wholly omitted.

1 It will he remembered that the maiden.name of Fielding's
pecond wife, as given in the Register of Bt. Bene't's, was Mary
Danjel. **Mrs. Daniel” was therefore, in all probability, Field-
ing’s mother-in-law; and it may resscnsbly ba asarmed that she
had remained in charge of the little fumily at Fordhook,
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fall under y* Cognizgance will possibly be conaigned to
Oblivion, do give them to ws as they pass, Tell y* Neigh-
bour I am much obliged to him for recommending me to the
Care of & mmost able and experienced Seaman to whom other
Captains seem to pay such Deforence that they attend and
watch his Motions, and think themselves only safe when
thay act under his Direction and Exemple. Our Bhip in
Truth seems to give Laws on the Water with as much
Authority and Superiority as you Dispense Laws to the
Poblic and Examples to y* Brethren in Commission. Please
to direct y* Answer to me on Board as in ths Date, if gone
to be returned, and then send it by the Poet and Pacquet to
Linbon to

¢ ¥r affect Brother

“ H. Freupive

“Tp John Fielding Esq. at bis House in

Bow Street Cov?t Garden London,”

Ap the Queen of Poriugal did not leave Ryde until
the 23d, it is possible that Fielding received a reply.
During the remainder of this desnltory voyage he con-
tinnzed to begnile his solitary hours—honrs of which
we are loft to imagine the phyasical torture and mono-
tony, for he says but little of himseli-—Dby jottings
and notes of the, for the most part, trivisl accidenta of
his progress, That happy chesriulness, of which he
speke in the Proposal for the Poor, had not yet deserted
him; and there are moments when he seems rather
on & pleasure-ixip than a forlorn pilgrimage in search
of health, At Ryde, where, for change of air, he went
ashore, he chronicles, after many discomforta from
the moet disobliging of landladies (let the name of
Mra. Francis go down to posterityl), ‘“the beet, the
pleasantest, and the merriest meal, [in a barn] with more
appetite, more real, solid luxury, snd more festivity, than
wae ever sesh in sn entertsinment at White's” At
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Torbay, he expatiates upon the merits and flavour of the
John Dory, a specimen of which “gloriously regaled”
the party, and furnished him with a pretext for a dis-
sertation on the London Fish Supply. Another page he
devotes to commendation of the excellent Pinum Pomonea,
or Southam cyder, supplied by “Mr, Giles Leverance of
Cheeghurst, near Dartmouth in Devon,* of which, for
the sum of five pounds ten shillings, he extravagantly
purchases three hogsheads, one for himself, and the
others ag presents for friends, among whom no deubt was
kindly Mr. Weleh, Here and there he sketches, with
but little abatement of his earlier paiety and vigour, the
human nsture around him. Of the objectionable Ryde
landlady and her husband there are portraits not much
inferior to those of the Tow-wouses in Joseph Andrews,
while the military fop, who visits his uncle the captain
off Spithead, is drawn with all the insight which depicted
the vagaries of Ensign Northerton, whom indeed the real
hero of the Jourmal not s little resembles. The best
character sketeh, however, in the whole is that of Captain
Richard Veal himself (one almost feels inclined to wonder
whether he was in any way related to the worthy lady
whose apparition visited Mre. Bargrave at Canterbury 1),
but it i8 of necessity somewhat dispersed. It has also an
additional attraction, because, if we remember rightly, it
is Fielding’s sole excursion into the domain of Smollett.
The rough old see-dog of the Haddock and Vernon period,
who had been a privateer; and who still, as skipper of a
merchant-man, when he visite a friend or gallants the
ladies, decorates himself with a scarlet coat, cockade, and
sword ; who gives vent to a kind of Irish howl when his
favourite Litten is suffocated under a feather bed ; and
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falls abjectly on his knees when threatened with the dread-
ful name of Law, iz a character which, in its surly good-
humonr and sensitive dignity, might easily, under more
favourable circumstances, have grown into an individn-
ality, if not equal to that of Bquire Western, at least
on a level with Partridge or Colonel Bath. There are
numbera of minute touches—as, for example, his mis-
taking “a lion” for “Elias*” when he reads prayers to
the ship’s company ; and his quaint asseverations when
exercised by the inconstancy of the wind—which show
how closely Fielding studied his deaf companion, But
it would occupy too Iarge a space to examine the Jowrnal
more in detail It is sufficient to say that after some
further delays from wind and tide, the travellers sailed up
the Tagus, Here, having undergone the usual quarantine
and custom-house obstruction, they landed, and Fielding’s
pepultimate words record a good supper at Lisbon, “for
which we were as well charged, as if the bill had been
made on the Bath Road, between Newbury and London.”
The book ends with a line from the poet whom, in the
Proposal for the Poor, he had called his master :—

“—whiic finss chariequs viegue”

Two months afterwards he died at Lishon, on the 8th of
October, in the forty-sighth year of his age.

He was buried on the hillside in the centre of the
beantiful English cemstery, which faces the great Basilica
of the Heart of Jesus, otherwise kmown as the Church
of the Estrella. Here, in a leafy spot where the night.
ingales fill the atill air with song, and watched by those
secular cypresses from which the place takes jta Porto-
guese name of Os Cypresies, lies all that was mortal of
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him whom BSeott called the “Father of the English
Novel.” His firat tomb, which Wraxall found in 1772,
“nearly concealed by weeds and nettles,” was erscted by
the English factory, in consequence mainly—as it seema
—of a proposal made by an enthusisstie Chevalier de
Meyrionnet, to provide one (with an epitaph) at his
own expense. That now existing was substituted in
1830, by the exertions of thé Rev. Christopher Neville,
British Chaplain at Lishon. It is & heavy earco-
phagus, resting upon a large bass, and surmounted by
just such apother urn and flame as that on Hogarth's
Tomb at Chiswick. On the front is a long Latin inscrip-
tion ; on the back the better-kmown words :-—

Luger BRITANKIA GREMIO HON DARI
FovERe NaTUM,!

It ia to this last memorial that the late George Borrow
referred in his Bible in Spain .—

“Let trevellers devote one entire morning to inspecting
the Arcos and the Mai das agoss, after which they may
repair to the Englich church and cemetery, Pére-la-chaise m
ministure, where, if they be of England, they may well be
excused if they kies the cold tomb, as I did, of the anthor of
& Amelia,” the most eingular genius which their island ever
produced, whose worke 1t has long been the fashion to abuse
in publis and to read in secret.”

Borrow’s book was first published in 1843, Of late
years the tomb had been somewhat neglected; but
from a communrication in the Adihengum of May 1879,
it appears that it had then been recently cleaned, and

1 The fifth word Is generally given an *datnm.” But the shove

vergion, which has been verified at Lisbon, may bs accepted as
corTect.
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the inseriptions restored, by order of the present
chaplain, the Bev. Godfrey Pope.

There is but one authentic portrait of Henry Ficlding
This is the pen-and-ink gketch drawn from memcry by
Hogarth, long after Fielding's death, to ssrve ae a frontis-
piece for Murphy's edition of his works, It was engraved
in facsimile by Jamee Basire, with such success that
ihe artist is said o have mistaken an impression of the
plate (without its emblematic border) for his own draw-
ing  Hogarth's sketch is the sole source of all the
portraits, more or less “romanced,” which are prefixed
to editions of Fielding; and also, there is good reason
to suspect, of the dubious little miniature, stall in pos-
geazion of hia descendants, which figurea in Hutching'a
History of Dorset and elsewhore. More then one account
has been given of the way in which the drawing was
produced. The most effective, and, unfortunately, the
most popular, version has, of course, heen selected by
Murphy. In this he tells us that Hogarth, being un-
able to recall his dead friend's features, had recourse
to a profile cut in paper by a lady, who poasessed the
happy talent which Pope ascribes to Lady Burlington,
Her name, which i given in Nichols, was Margaret
Collier, and she was possibly the identicdl Misas Col-
lier who figores in Richardson's Correspondence. Set-
ting aside the fact that, as Hogarth’s eye-memory was
marvellons, this story is highly improbable, it was ex-
presaly contradicted by George Stesvens in 1781, and by
John Ireland in 1798, both of whom, from their relstions
with Hogarth’s family, were likely to be credibly in-
formed. Steevens, aftar referring to Murphy’s fable,
says in the Biographical Anscdoles of William Hogarth, ©1
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am assurad that our artizt began and finished the head
in the presence of his wife and another ledy, He had
no asgistance but from his own memory, which, on such
oceagions, was remarkably temascious.” Ireland, in his
Hogarth ilustrafed, gives nus aa the simple fact the fol-
lowing:—* Hogarth being told, after his friend’s death,
that & portrait was wanted as a frontispiecs to his works,
gketched this from memory.” According to the inserip-
tion on Basire'a plate, it represents Fielding at the age
of forty-eight, or in the year of his death, This, how-
ever, can only mean that it represents him as Hogarth
had lsst seen him.  But long before he died, disesse had
greatly altered his appearance; and he must have been
little more than the shadow of the handscme Harry
Fielding, who wrote farces for Mrs, Clive, and heard the
chimes at midnight. As he himself says in the Foyage
to Lisbon, he had lost his teeth, and the consequent fall-
ingin of the lips is plainly perceptibie in the profile.
The ehape of the Roman nose, which Colonel James in
Amelia irreverently styled a " proboscis,” would, how-
over, remain unaltered, and it is still poseible to diviue a
eurl, half humorous, half ironie, in the short upper lip.
The eye, apparently, was dark and deepset. Oddly
enough, the chin, to the length of which he had himself
referred in the Champion, doee not appear abaormall

1 In the bust of Flelding which Miss Margaret Thomas has
been commissioned by Mr. B. A. Kinglakes to exocute for the
Bomerset Valhalla, the Bhire-Hall st Taunton, theeo points have
been carefully considersd ; and the sculptor has succeeded in pro-
ducing a work which, while it snggesta the mingling of humeur and
dignity that is Fielding’s chief characteristio, is slac generally falth-
fol to Hogarth's indications, From these, indeed, it is impossible
to deviste. Not only is his portrait nnique; but it was admitted
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Beyond the fact that he was above six feet in height,
and, until the gout had broken his constitution, unusu-
ally robust, Murphy adda nothing further to our idea of
his personal appearance.

That other picture of his character, traced and retraced
{often with much axaggeration of outline), is so familiar
in English literature, that it cannot now be materially
altered or amended. Yot it is impossible not to wish
that it were derived from some lesa projudiced or more
trustworthy witnesses than those who have spokem,—
say, for example, from Lyttelton or Allen. There are
always signs that Walpole’s malice, and Smollett's ani-
mozity, and the rancour of Richardson, have had too much
to do with the representation; and even Murphy and
Lady Mary ave scarcely persons whom one would sslect
a8 ideal biographers. The latter is probably right in
comparing her consin to Sir Richard Steele. Both were
generous, kindly, brave, and sensitive ; both were impro-
vident ; both loved women and little children ; both
ginned often, and had their momenta of sincere repent-
ance ; to both was given that irrepressible bopefulness,
and full delight of being which forgets to-morrow in
to-day. That Henry Fielding was wild and reckless in
his youth it would be idle to contest ;—indeed it is an
intelligible, if not a necessary, consequence of his physique
and his termperament. But it is not fair to speak of him
a8 if his youth lasted for ever. *Critics and biographers,”
says Mr, Leslie Btophen, *“have dwelt far too exclusively
upon the uglier side of his Bohemian life ;” and Field-
ing himseelf, in the Jacobiles Journal, complaina sadly
to be like Fielding by Fislding's friends. [The bust waa placed in
the Bhire Hall, 4th September 1883,
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that his enemies have fraced his impeachment *even
to his boyish Years,” That he who waa prodigal as
& lad was prodigal as s man may be conceded; that
he who was sangnine at twenty would be sanguine st
forty (although this is Jess defensible) may also be allowed.
But, if we presa for “better assurance than Bardolph,”
there iz abeolutely no good .evidence that Fielding’s
career after his marriage materially differed from that of
other men struggling for a livelihood, hampered with
ill-health, and exposed to all the shifts and humiliations
of necessity. If any portrait of him is to be handed
down to posterity, let it be tho last rather than the first ;
—not the Fielding of the green-room and the tavern—
of Covent Garden frolics and “modern conversstiona;”
but the enerpetic magistrate, the tepder hmsband and
father, the kindly host of his poorer friends, the prac-
tical philanthropist, the patient and magnanimous hero
of the Poyage fo Lisbon. If theee things be remembered,
it will seem of minor importance that to his dying
day he never knew the value of money, or that he forgot
his troubles over a chicken and champagne. And even
his improvidence was not without its excusable sidse.
Onco—s0 runa the legend—Andrew Millar made him
an advance to meet the claims of an importunate tex-
gatherer. Carrying it home, he met a friend, in even
woree straits than his own; and the money changed
hands. 'When the tax-gatherer arrived there was nothing
but the answer——* Friendship has called for the money
and had it; let the collector call again.” Justice, it
is neodless to say, was satisfied by a second advence
from the bookseller. But who shall condemn the man
of whom such a story can be told ¥
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The literary work of Fielding is so inextricably inter-
woven with what ia kmown of his life that most of it has
been examined in the course of the foregoing narrative.
‘Whet remains fo be said is chiefly in eummary of what
has heen said alreedy. As a dramaiist he has no emi-
nence ; and though his plays do not deserve the aweeping
condemnation with which Macaulay once spoke of them
in the Houss of Commons, they are not likely to atiract
any critics but those for whom the inferior efforts of a
great genius possess & morbid fascination. Some of them
gerve, in a measure, to illustrate his career ; others contain
hinta and sitnations which he afterwards worked into his
novels ; but the only ones that possess real stage qualities
are those which he borrowed from Regnard and Molidre.
Don Quizote in England, Pasquin, the Hislorical Register,
can claim no present consideration commensurate with
that which they received as contemporary satires, and
their interest is mainly antiquarian ; while Tom Thumd
and the Covend-Garden Tragedy, the former of which wounld
make the reputation of & smaller man, can searcely hope
to be remembered bedide Amsha or Jonathan Whid.
Nor can it be admitted that, as a periodical writer,
Fielding was at his beet. In spite of effective passages,
his essays remain far below the work of the great
Augustans, and are not above the level of many of
their less illustrious imitators. That instinet of popular
selection, which retains a faint hold upon the Rambler,
the Adveniurer, the World, and the Conncizsssur, or at
least consents to give them honourable interment as
“British Essayists” in a secluded corner of the shelves,
has mede no pretence to any preservation, or even any
winnowing, of the Champion and the Trus Pairigf. Field-
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ing's papers are learned and ingenious; they are fre-
quently humorous ; they are often esvnest; but it must
be a loiterer in literature who, in these days, except for
antiquarian or biographical purposes, can honestly find it
worth while to consult them. His pamphlets and projects
are more valuable, if only that they prove him to have
looked coriously and sagaciously at social and politieal
problems, and to have striven, as far a8 in him lay, to set
the crooked straight. Their import, to-dey, ia chiefly
that of linke in a chain—of contributions to & progreasive
literature which has travelled into regions unforeseen by
the author of the Proposal for the Poor, snd the Inguiry
into the Causes of the late Intrease of Robbers. As such, they
have their place in that hbrary of Political Economy of
which Mr. M'Culloch has catalogued the riches Tt is
not, however, by his pamphlets, hin essays, or bin plays
that Fielding is reaily memorable ; it is by his triad of
novels, and the surpassing study in irony of Jonathan
Wild. In Joseph Andrews we have the first eprightly
runnings of & genius that, after much uncertainty, had
at last found its fitting vein, but wae yet doubtiul
and undisciplined : in Tom Jones the perfect plan has
come, with the perfected method and the assured ex.
pression. There is an inevitable loss of that fine way-
wardness which is sometimes the result of untrained
affort, but there is the gemeral gain of order, and the
full production which results of art. Ths highest point
is reached in Zom Jomes, which is the earliest definite
and authoritative manifestation of the modern novel
Iia relation to De Foe is that of the vertebrate to the
invertebrate: to Richardson, thet of the real to the
ideal —one might almost add, the impossible It ean
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be compared to no contemporary English work of ita
own kind; and if we seek for ita parallel at the time
of publication we must go beyond literature to art—to
the masterpiece of that preat pictorial satirist who
was Fielding's friend In both Fielding and Hogarth
there is the same comstructive power, the same rigid
sequence of cause and effect, the same significance of
detail, the same sidelight of allusion. Both have the
same hatred of affectation and hypoorisy—the same un-
aerring insight into character. Both are equally attracted
by striking contrasts and comie situations ; in both there
is the same declared morality of purposs, coupled with
the same sturdy virility of expreasion. One, it is true,
leaned more strongly to tragedy, the other to comedy.
But if Fielding had painted pictures, it would have been
in the style of the Marriage & la Mode ; if Hogarth had
written novelg, they would have been in the style of Tom
Jones. In the gentler and more subdued Ameha, with
ita tender and womanly central-fignre, there i3 a certain
changs of plan, dus to altered conditions—it may be,
to an altered philosophy of art. The narrative is less
brisk and animated ; the character-painting less broadly
humorous ; the philanthropic element more strongly
developed. To trace the influence of these thres great
works in succeeding writers would hold us too long, It
may, nevertheless, be safely asserted that there are few
English novels of manners, written since Fielding’s day,
which do not descend from him as from their fount and
source ; and that more than one of our modern mesters
betray unmistakable signs of a form and fashion studied
minutely from their frank and manly ancestor,
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A FEW particulars respecting Fielding'a family and
posthumous worke can scarcely be omitted from the
present memoir. It has heen stated that by his first
wife he had one daughter, the Eleanor Harriot who
accompanied him to Lisbon, and survived him, although
Mr. Keightley eays, but without giving his authority,
ghe did not survive him long, Of his family by Mary
Daniel, the eldest son, William, to whose birth refer-
encé has already besn made, waas bred to the lew, became
& barrister of the Middle Temple eminent a8 a special
pleader, and ultimately a Westminater magistrate. Ha
died in October 1820, at the age of seventy-three. He
seoms to have shared his father's conversational qualities,'
and, like him, to have been a strenuous advocate of the
poor and unforfunate. Bouthey, writing from Keswick
in 1830 to Bir Egerton Brydges, speaks of & meeting
he had in 5t. Jamss's Park, about 1817, with one of
the novelist’s aons. “He waa then,” says Southey,
‘g fine old man, though visibly shaken by time : he re-
caived me in & manner which had much of old courtesy
about it, and I looked upon him with great interest for
his father's sake.” The dato, and the fact that William
1 Fide Lookhart's Zife of Seoff, chap. L
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Fielding had had a paralylic stroke, make it almost
certain that this was he; and a further reference by
Southey to his religions opinions is confirmed by the
obituary notice in the Gentleman’s, which speaks of him
a8 8 worthy and pious man. The names and baptisms
of the remaining children, as supplied for these pages by
the late Colonel Chester, were Mary Amelia, baptized
January 6, 1749 ; Sophis, January 21, 1750 ; Lonisa,
December 8, 1762 ; and Allen, April 6, 1764, about a
month before Fielding removed to Ealing, All these
baptisms took place at St. Paul's, Covent Garden, from
the registers of which these particulars were extracted.
The eldeat daughter, Mary Amelia, doss not appear to
have long eurvived, for the same registers record her
burial on the 17th December 1749. Allen Fielding
became & clergyman, and died, according to Burke,
in 1823, being then viear of St Stephen’s, Canterbury.
Ho left & family of four sons and thres daughters. Ome
of the sons, George, became rector of North Ockendon,
Essex, and married, in 1825, Mary Rebecca, daughter
of Ferdinand Hanbury-Williams, and grandniece of
Fielding’s friend and echoolfellow Bir Charles. Thia
lady, who so curicusly linked the present and the past,
died not long since at Hereford Square, Brompton, in
her eighty-fifth year, Mrs, Fielding herself (Mary
Daniel) appears to have attained a good old age. Her
death took place st Canterbury on the 1ith of March
1802, perhaps in the house of her son Allen, who is
gtated by Nichols in his ZLeiceslershire to have beem
rector in 1803 of 8t. Cosmus and Damian-inthe-Blean
After her husband’s death, her children were educated
by their uncle John and Ralph Allen, the latter of
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whom~—says Murphy—made a very liberal annual dona-
tion for that pnrpose; and (adds Chalmers in a note),
when he died in 1764, bequeathed te the widow and
those of her family then living, the sum of £100 each.
Among Fielding’s other connections it is only neces-
sery to speak of his aister Sarah, and his above-mentionsd
brother John, Sarah Fielding continued to write; and in
addition to David Simple, published the Governsss, 1749 ;
a translation of Xemophon's Memorabilis; s dramatie
fable called the Ory, and some other forgotten books.
During the latter part of her life she lived at Bath,
where she was highly popular, bath for her personal
character and her accomplishments, She died in
1768 ; and her friend, Dr. Johm Hoadly, who wrote the
verses to the Rake's Progress, erscted a momument to
her memory in the Abbey Church.
“Her unaffected Manners, eandid Mind,

Her Heart benevolent, end Soul resign’d ;

‘Were more her Praise than all she knew or thought

Though Athens Wisdom to her Bex she taught,”—
says he; bub in mere facta the inscription ia, as he
modestly stylee it, a “ deficient Memorial,” for ehe i de-
scribed as having been born in 1714 instead of 1710,
snd as being the second dsughter of General Hemry
instead of Gleneral FEdmund Fielding. Jobn Fielding,
the novelist’s half-brother, aa already stated, succeeded
him at Bow 8treet, though the post ia sometimes
claimed {on Boswell's authority) for Mr. Welch. The
mistake no doubt arcee from the circumstance that
they frequently worked in concert.  Previous to his
appointment as a magistrate, John Fielding, in addi-
tion to sasisting his brother, scems to have been largely

o
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concerned in the promotion of that curious emterprise,
the “ Universal-Register-Office,” s0 often edvertised in
tha Coveni-Garden Journal, 1t appears to have been an
Estate Office, Lost Property Office, SBervants’ Registry,
Curiosity Shop, and multifsrions General Agency. As
A magistrate, in epite of his blindness, John Fielding
was remarkahly energetic, and is reported to have known
more than 3000 thieves by their voices alone, and could
recognise them when hrought into Court. A description
of London and Westminster is often aseribed to him, but
he denied the suthorship. He was Imightad in 1761,
and died at Brompton Place in 1780. Lytteiton, who
had becomse Sir George in 1751, wea raised to the peer-
age as Baron Lyttelton of Frankley three years after
Fielding’s death. He died in 1773, In 1760-5 he pub-
Yighed his Dialagues of the Dead, profanely characterised by
Mr. Walpole as “ Doad Dialogues.” No. 98 of thesaisa
collogay between “Plutarch, Charon, and & Modern Book-
seller,” and it containa the following reference to Fielding :
—We have [says Mr. Bookseller) another writer of these
imaginary histories, cne who has not long sinee descended
to theee regions, His name is Fielding ; and his worke,
a3 I have heard the best judges sey, have a true epirit of
comedy, snd an exact representation of neture, with fine
moral touches. He haa not indeed given lessons of pure
and consummate virtue, but he has exposed vice snd
meanness with all the powers of ridienla” It is perhapa
excusable that Lawrence, like Roecoe and others, should
have attributed this to Lyttelton; but the preface never-
theless assigns it, with two other dialogues, to a © different
hand” They were, in fact, the first essays in authorship
of that filnstrions blue-stocking, Mre. Elizabeth Montagn,
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Fielding’s only posthumous works are the Journal
of & Voyage fo Lishon and the comedy of The Fathers;
or, The Good-Natur'd Man. The Journal waa published
in February 1755, together with & fragment of a Com-
ment on Bolingbroke's Fssays, which Mallet had issned
in March of the previous year. This fragment must
therefore have been begun in the last months of Field-
ing's life; and, according to Murpby, he made very
careful preparation for the work, as sttested by long
extracts from the Fathers and the leading controver-
ginlists, which, after his death, were preserved by his
brother. Beyond a pessage or two in Richardson's
Correspondence, and a sneering referemce by Walpole to
Fielding’s “acccunt how his dropsy was treated and
teased by an innkeeper’s wife in the Isle of Wight,"
there ig nothing to show how the Journal was received,
etill leen that it brought any substantial pecunisry relief
to “those mnocents,” to whom reference had been made
in the “ Dedication.” The play was not placed npon the
stage until 1778, Ite story, which is related in the
Adverlisemend, is curious. After it had been set aside
in 1742,! it seems to have been submitted to Sir Charles
Hanbury Williama, Sir Charles was joet starting for
Ruseis, as Envoy Extrsordinary. Whether the MS,
went with him or not is unknown ; but it was lost until
1775 or 1776, when it was recovered in a tatterad
and forlorn condition by Mr. Johnes, M P. for Cardigan,
from a person who entertained & very poor and even
contemptuous opinion of its merita Mr. Johnee thought
otherwise. He sent it to Garriek, who ai once recog-
nised it as “Earry Fielding’s Comedy.” Revised and

1 Fide chap. fv. p. 04
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retouched by the actor and Sheridar, it waa produced
st Drury Lane, a8 The Fathers, with a Prologne and Epi-
logue by Gerrick. For a fow nighta it was recsived
with interest, and even some flickering enthusiasm. It
was then withdrawn ; and there is no likelibood that it
will ever be revived.
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FIELDING AND SARAH ANDREW.

By the courtesy of the editor of the Athsneum, the fol-
lowing letter js here reprinted from that paper for 24 Jume
1883 .—

75 Haton Rise, Baling.

In 1855, when Mr, Frederick Lawrence published hia
Life of Henry Fielding, he thus referred (ch. vii. p. 87) to
an “early passage” in the novelist's career: “On his
[Fielding’s] retwrn from Leyden he conceived a desperate
attachment for his cousin, Mise Sarch Andrewa [sic]. That
young lady's friends had, however, go little confidence in her
wild kineman, that they took the precaution of removing her
out of his reach; not, it is eaid, until he had attempied
an abduction or elopement. . . . His consin was afterwards
married to s plain country gentleman, and in that alliance
found, perhaps, maore rolid happiness than she wounld have
experienced in an early and improvident marriage with her
gifted kinsman Her image, however, was never effaced from
his recollection ; and there is a charming picture (so tradition
tells} of her luxurisnt beauty in the portrait of Sophia
Western, in Tom Jones.” Mr. Lawrence gave no hint or sign
of his anthority for this nnexpected and hitherto unrecorded
incident, But the review of his bock in the Athmoum for
10th November 1855 elicited the following notes on the
subject from Mr, George Roberts, some time mayor of Lyme,
and anthor of a brief history of that town. *Henry
Fielding,” wrote Mr. Roberts, * was at Lyme Regis, Dorset,
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for the purpose of carrying off an heiress, Misa Andrew, the
daughter of Solomon Andrew, Esq., the last of a series of
merchants of that name at Lyme. The young lady was living
with Mz, Andrew Tucker, one of the corporation, who sent
her away to Modbury, in South Devon, where she married
an ancestor of the present Rev., Mr. Rhodes, an eloquent
preacher of Bath, who possesses the Andrew property. Mr
Rhodes's son married the yourg lady upor his return to
Modbury from Oxford The circomatances sbout the ai-
tempta of Henry Pielding to carry off the young Iady, handed
down in the ancient Tucker family, were donbted by the
late head of his family, Dr. Rhodes, of Shapwick, Uplyme,
etc. Bince his decease I have found an entry in the old
archives of Lyme about the fears of Andrew Tucker, Eaq,
the guardian, as to his eafety, owing to the behaviour of
Henry Fielding end his attendant, or man. Aeccording to
the tredition of the Tucker family, given in my History of
Iyme, Sophia Western weza intended to pourtray Miwm
Andrew.” To Mr. Roberte's communication succeeded that
of enother correspondent-—one “P. 8."—who gave some
additional particulsrs ; “There is now, at Bellair, in the
immediate neighbourhood of Exeter the portrait of ¢ SBophia
Western' [Miss Andrew]. Bellsir belongs to the Rhodes
family, and was the residence of the late George Amhrose
Rhodes, Fellow of Caius College, and formerly Physician to
the Devon and Exeter Hospital. He himself directed my
attention to this pictore, In the board-room of the above
hospital there im also the three-quarter length portrait of
Ralph Allen, Esqg,, the ¢ Bquire Allworthy’ of the same novel”
No further contribution appears to have been made to the
literature of the smbject. The late Mr. Eeightley, in his
articlea on Lawrence’s book in Fraeer's Magazine for January
and Febrpary 1858, did, a8 & matter of fact, refer to the
story and Mr, Roberts’s confirmation of it; but beyond
pointing out that Miss Andrew could not have been the
original of Bophia Western, who is declared by Fielling
himeelf (Tom Jones, bE. xili. ch. i} to have been the i
of his firet wife, Charlotte Cradock, he added nothing to the
existing information.
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When I began to prepare the aketch of Fielding recently
included in Mr, John Morley’s series of *English Men of
Letters,” matters atood at thie point, and I had little hope
that any supplementary details could be obtained. I was,
indeed, fortunate enough to discover that Burke's Landed
@oniry for 1858 gave the year of Mise Andrew’s marriage as
1726 ; and inguiries at Modbury, though they did not
actuslly econfirm this, practically did so, by disclosing the
fact that & child of Mr. and Mre. Ambrose Rhodes was
beptized at that place in April 1787. It became clesr,

that instead of being subsequent to Fielding's
“return from Leyden” in 1728, as Lawrence supposed, the
date of the reported attempt at elopement could not hava been
later than 1728 or the early port of 1726—so far back, in
fact, in Fielding’s life that I confess to having entertsined a
private doubt whether it ever occurred st all 'That doubt
has now been completely removed by the appearence of
soms new and wholly unlooked-for evidenca,

After the publication in 1858 of his Fraser papers, Mr,
Keightley seerns to have continuved his resesrches with the
intention of writing a final biography of Fielding. In this,
which was to include a reprint of the Journal of o Voyage
#o Iishon and s critical examination of Fielding’s works, he
made conmiderable progress; and by the courtesy of his
nephew, Mr. Alfred C. Lyster, his MSS, have been placed at
my disposal. Much that relates to Fielding’s life has mani-
festly the disadvantage of having been written more thenm
twenty years sgo, and it reproduces soms espects of Fielding
which have now been ebandoned ; bot in the elucidation and
expansion of the Barah Andrew episode Mr. Keightley leaves
little to be desired. His firet siep, apparently, was to com-
municate with Mr. Roberts, who furnished him (8th May
1859) with the following transeript or summary of the

record in the Register Book of Lyme Regis :—

# John Bowdidge, Jun.,, was Mayor when Andrew TFucker,
Gent., one of the corporation, caused Henry Fielding, Gent.,
and his servant or companion, Joseph Lewis—both now and
for some time past residing in the borough—to be bound
over fo keep the peace, a8 he was in fear of his life or some
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bedily hurt to be deme or to be procured to be done to him
by H. Fielding end his man  Mr. A. Tucker feared that
the man would beat, maim, or kil him  14th November
17267

We thus get the exact date of the occurremeca, 14th
November 1725 (e when Fielding was eighteen), the fact
that he had been staying for some time in Lyme at that date,
and the name of hié servant. In & further letter of 14th
May 1859, Mr. Roberts referred Mr, EKeightley to Mr
James Davidson, a Devon antiquary, in whoee Hisory of
Newenham Abbey, Longmana, 1843 (purely a most out-of-the-
way sonrce of information ), he found the following, derived
by the author from the Rhodes family {pp. 165, 186) ;—

“The estate [of Shapwick, near Axminster] continned but
a short time the property of the noble family of Petre, being
sold by William the fourth baron, on the 10th of November
1670, to Bolomon Andrew of Lyme Regis, a gentleman, who
possessed a considerable property obiained by his ancestors
and himself in mercantile affaira.  From him it descended to
hia only eon, who died at the age of twenby-nine years,
leaving two eoms and a dsughter, the latter of whom, by the
decease of her brothers, becams heirees to the estate, This
young lady was placed under the guardianship of Mr. Rhodes
of Modbury, and her uncle, Mr. Tucker of Lyme, in whose
family she resided. At this time Henry Fielding, whoss
very objectionsble but once popular works have plased his
rame high on the list of novel-writers, wes en occasionsl
vigitor at the place, and enraptured with the charma and the
more golid stiractions of Miss Andrew, paid her the most
assiduons attention. The views of her guardians wers, how-
ever, opposed to & connection with so diesipated, though well-
born and well-educated & youth, who is eaid to have in con-
sequence made a desperate attempt to carry the lady off by
force on a Sunday, when she was on her way to church,
The reaidence of the heiress was then removed to Modbury,
and the disappointed admirer found consolation in the society
of a beauty at Balisbury whom he married”

Thers are some manifest misconceptions in thie account,
due, no doubt, to Mr. Davideon's ignorance of the exast
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period of the occurrence as established by the above record
in the Lyme archivea In the first place, it munst have been
four or five years at least before Fielding consoled himself
with Misa Charlotte Cradock, and nearly ten (according to
the received date) before he married her, Again, in saying
that he was “diesipated,” Mr. Davideon must have been
thinking of his conventional after-character, for in 1725 he
was but & boy fresh from Eton, and could scarcely have
established any reputation &3 & rake, Nor is there anything
in our whole knowledge of him to justify us in mippesing
that he was at any time & mere mercenary fortune-hunter,
Finally, according to cne of Mr, Robertas letters {o Mr.
Keightley, timorous Mr. Tucker of Lyme had a very different
reason from his personal shortcomings for objecting to Field-
ing aa & puitor to his ward, ¢ The Tucker family,” says Mr,
Roberts, **by tradition consider themselvea tricked ont of the
heiress, Miss Andrew, by Mr, Rhodes of Modbury, Mr.
Andrew Tucker intending the Jady for his own son” Never-
theless, these reservationa made, Mr. Davidson’s vemion,
althongh ez parts, supplies colour and detail to the story.
From a pedigree which ho gives in his hook, it further
appears that Mra. Rhodes died on the 22d of Angnst 1783,
aged seventy-three, This would make her fifteen in 1725
There remained Lawrence's enigmatical declaration that she
was Fielding’s congin, Briefly stated, the result of Mr
Keightley's inquiries in thie direction tends to show that
Mis: Andrew’s mother was connected with the family of
Fielding's mother, the Goulds of Sharpham Park ; and as
Mr, Lawrence does not seem to have been awanre of the
exiptence of Davideon’s book, or to have had any acquaintance
with the traditions or archives of Lyme, Mr. Keightley sur-
mises, very plausibly, that his unvooched date must have
been derived, directly or indirectly, from the Rhodes family.

Mr. Keightley ales ingenionaly attempts to connect
Fielding’s subsequent residence at Leyden {1726-28 11} with

e i?cwkjeydms g 1888{ here Fieldmg biodinan
graduated ) Wi 5 BAIE
occurs vnder data of lﬂth March 1728, Uom]u’l! Muagaxine for

November 1883—*¢ A Spotchman in Holland "
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this affair by asemming that he was despatched to the Dutch
university, instead of Oxford or Cambridge, in order to keep
him out of harm's way, This ia, however, to travel sorne-
what from the realm of fact into that of romance. At the
same time, it muet be admitted that the materials for romance
are tempting. A charming girl, who is also an heiress ; o
pusilianimons guardian with nlterior views of his own; a
handsome and high-spirited young suitor ; a faithful attandant
ready to “beat, maim, or kill® in his master’s behslf; a
frustrated elopement and a compulsory visit to the mayor—-
all these, with the picturesque old town of Lyme for a back-
ground, suggest 8 most appropriate firsl act to Harry Field-
ing’s biographical tragi-comedy, But to do such & theme
justice we.muat

#oall up him that left half-told ™
the story of Denis Duval

APPENDIX No. 1L

FIELDING AND MBS, HURRKY.

Ar pp. 124-5, vol i, of J. T. Smith's Nollsters and Ms
Times, 1828, occurs the following note —

“ Henry Fielding was fond of colouring his pictures of
life with the glowing and variegated tinta of Nature, by
converaing with persons of every situation and calling, as I
have frequently been informed by ons of my [ie J. T, Bmith's]
great-aunta, the late Mrs. Hussey, who knew him intimately,
I have heard her say, that Mr, Fielding never muffered his
talent for sprightly conversation to mildew for a moment;
and that his manners were o gentlemanly, that even with
the lower classes, with which he frequently condescended
particularly to chat, such as Bir Boger de Ooverley’s old
friends, the Vauxhall watermen, they seldom outatepped the
limita of propriety. My aunt, who lived to the ags of 105,
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had been blessed with four husbands, and her name had twice
been changed to that of Hussey: she was of a most delightful
disposition, of s Tetentive memory, highly entettaining, and
liberally communicative ; and to her I have frequently been
obliged for an interesting anecdots, Bhe wan, after the death
of her second hysband, Mr, Hussey, a fashionable sacque and
mantus-maker, snd lived in the Strand, a fow doors weat of
the rexidence of the celebrated Ls Beck, a famous eook, who
had e large partrait of himself for the sign of his house at
the north-west eorner of Half-moon Sireet, since called Idttla
Bedford Street. One day Mr. Fielding observed to Mrs.
Hussey, that he was then engaged in writing u novel, which
ke thonght would be hie best production ; and that he in-
tended to introduce in it the charactors of all his frienda,
Mra. Hussey, with a smile, ventured to remark, that he must
have many niches, and that surely they must already be
filled. < asdure you, my dear madam,’ replied he, ¢there
ghall be a bracket for a bust of you' Some time after this,
he informed Mrs. ¥ussey that the work was in the press;
but, immediately recollecting that be had forgotten his pro-
miee to her, went to the printer, and wes time enongh to
insert, in vol. iii. p. 17 [bk, x ck. iv.], where he speaks of
the shape of Sophia Western—*8uch charme are there in
affability, and 2o sure is it to abtract the praises of all kinds of
people’—¢ It may, indeed, be compared to the celebrated Mrs.
Hussey! To which cbservation he hes given the following
note: A celebrated mantua-maker in the Strand, famous
for metting off the shapes of women.'”

There is no reason for supposing that this neglected anec-
dote should not be in all respects authentic. In fact, npon
the venersted principle that

# there it stands unto this day
To witneas if T Lis,—
the existence of the passage and note in Tom Jones is practi-
cally sufficient argument for its veracity. This being so, it
surely deserves some consideration for the light which -
throws on Fielding's character. Mrs, Humey’s testimony
to his dignifiel and gentlemanly manners, which does »



204 APPENDIX IL

secta to be advanced to meef any particular charge, may
surely be set against any innuendoes of the Bumney and
‘Walpole type ss to his mean environment and coarsa eonver-
sation. And the suggestion that “the characters of all hia
friends "—by which must be intended rather mention of
them fhan portraifa—are fo be fonnd in his masterpiece, in
fairly borne out by the most casual inspection of Tom Jones,
especially the first edition, where all the proper naraes are in
italies, In the dedication alone are referonces to the
% princely Benefactions® of John, Duke of Bedford, and to
Lyttelton and Ralph Allen, both of whom are also mentioned
by name in bk, xiif, ch. i The names of Hogarth and
Garrick also occur frequently, In bk iv, ch L iz an anee-
dote of Wilks the player, who had been one of Fielding's
earliest patrons. The surgeon in the story of the “Men of the
Hill” (bk. viii, ch. xiii) * whose Name began with an B,” and
who © was Sergeant-Surgeon to the King,” evidently stands
for Hogarth's Chiswick neighbour, Mr. Ranby, by whose
advice Fielding was ordered to Bath in 1753. Agsin, he
knew, though he did not greatly admire, Warburton, to
whose learning there ia 8 handsome compliment in bk, xiii.
¢h. & In bk xv, ch. iv, is the name of another friend or
acquaintance (also mentioned in the Journey from this World
{o the Nexf), Hooke, of the Roman History, who, like the
author of Tom Jones, had drawn his pen for Sarah, Dochess
of Marlborough. Bk xi ch, iv, containa an aneedots, resl
or imaginary, of Richard Nash, with whom Fielding must
certainly have becoms familiar in his visits to Bath ; and it
is probable that Square’s medical advisers (bk, xviii. ch, iv),
Dr. Harrington snd Dr. Brewster, both of whom eunbseribed
to the Miscellanies of 1743, were well-known Bathonians,
Mz, Willoughby, alse a subscriber, was probably Justice
‘Willoughby of Noyle” referred to in bk. viii. cb. xi.

the use of Handel’s name in bk iv. ch. v. is of eny signifi-
cance there is no evidence ; but the deacription in bk, iv. ch.
vi. of Conseience * mitting on ita Throne in the Mind, like the
iﬂnb Hiex CrANCELLOR of this Kingdom in his Court,” and
filfilling its fumctions “with a Knowledge which nothing
liepes, &4 Penetration which nothing can deceive, and an
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Integrity which nothing can corrupt,” is clestly an obligue

ic of Philip Yorke, Lord Hardwicke, to whom, two
years later, Fielding dedicated his Enguiry dnio the lats
Increass of Robbers, eto. Besides these, there aro references
to Bishop Hoadly (bk if. ch. vii), Mre. Whitefield, of the
#Bell * st (Hloncester, and Mz, Timothy Harris (bl viii, ¢h,
viii), Mra. Clive and Mr, Miller of the Gardener’s Dictionary
(bk. ix. ch. i); and closer examination would no doubt reveal
further allusions. Meanwhile the above will be sufficient to
show that the statement of the * celebrated manina-maker in
the Strand ” respecting Fielding’s friends in Tom Joner is nof
without foundation. '

APPENDIX No. IIL

AMELIA'S ACCIDENT.

Ix addition to the alterations mentioned at p. 108 ., Fielding
ioserted the following paragraph in the Covent Garden Journal,
No. 38, for 11th January 17682 :—

“Yb is currently reported that a famous *Surgeon, who
ebaolutely cured one Mrs, Amelia Booth, of a viclent Hurt in
her Nose, insomuch, that she had scarce a Bear left on it
intends to bring Actions against several ill-meaning and
slanderous People, who have reported that the aaid Lady had
no Nose, merely because the Author of her History, in &
Haurry, forgot to inform his Readers of that Particular, and
which, if those Readers had any Nose themeselvea, exeept that
which is mentioned in the Motto of this Paper, they would
have emelt out,”

The motto is the pessage from Martial in which he speaks
of the nasus rhinocercits.

Priuted by R, & R CLaxx, Sdinbrngh.
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THACKERAY.

CHAPTER 1,

BIOGRAPHICAL.

Ix the foregoing volumes of this serics of English Men
of Lelters, and in other works of a similar nature which
have appeared lately as to the Aucient Classics and
Foreign Classivs, biography has naturally been, if not the
leading, at any rate a considerable clement, The desire
iz common to all readers to know mot only what a great
writer has written, but also of what nature has been the
man who has prodeced such great work. As to all the
authors taken in hand before, there has been extant some
written record of the man’s life. Diographical details
have been more or less kmown to the world, so that,
whether of a Cicero, or of a Goethe, or of our own
Johnson, there has been a story to tell. Of Thackeray
no life has been written; and though they who knew
him,—and possibly many who did not,—gre conversant
with aneedotes of the man, who was ome so well known
in gociety as to have created many anecdotes, yet there
has been no memoir of his life sufficient to supply the
wants of even so small & work as this purports tu be,
B
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ffor this the resson mey simply be told. Thackeray, not
iong before his death, had had his taste offended by some
fulsome biography, Paragraphs, of which the eulogy
seemed to have been the produce rather of personal love
than of inquiry or judgment, disgusted him, and he
begged of his girls that when he should lave gono
there should mothing of the sort be dome with his
name,

‘We can imagine how his mind had worked, how he
bhad declared to himself that, as by those loving hands
into which his letters, his mnotes, his little details,—hia
literary remains, a8 such documents used fo be called,—
might naturally fall, truth of his foibles and of hie short-
comings could not be told, so should not his praises be
written, or that flattering portrait be limmed which
biographers are wont to produce. Acting upon these
inatructions, his daughters,—while there were two living,
and since that the one surviving,—have carried out the
order which has appeared to them to be sacred. Such
being the case, it certainly ia not my purpose mow to write
what may be called a life of Thackeray. In this pre-
liminary chapter I will give such incidents and anecdotes
of his life as will tell the reader perhaps all about him
that & reader is emtitled to ask, I will fell how he
became an aunthor, and will ssy how first he worked and
struggled, and then how he worked and prospered, and
became a household word in English literature ;—how,
in this way, he passed through that courss of mingled
failure and success which, though the literary aspirant
may suffer, is probably better both for the writer and for
the writings than unclonded early glory. The suffering
no doubt is acute, and a touch of melancholy, perhaps of
indignation, may be given to words which have been
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written while the heart has been too Ifull of its own
wronga; but this is betfer than the continued note of
triumph which i still heard in the final voicee of the
apoilt child of literature, even when they are losing their
muosic, Then I will tell how Thackeray died, eary
indeed, but still baving done a good lifo’s work. Some-
thing of his manner, something of his sppearance I
can say, something perhaps of his condition of mind;
becanse for some fow years he was knmown to moe.
But of the continual intercoursa of himself with the
world, and of himself with his own works, I can tell
little, becanss no record of his life has hean made
Public.

Willtiam Makepeace Thackeray was born at Caleutta,
on July 18, 1811, His father was Richmond Thackeray,
son of W, M. Thackeray of Hadley, near Bammet, in
Middlesex, A relation of his, of the same name, a
Rev. Mr. Thackeray, I knew wall aa rector of Hadley,
mauny years afterwards, Him I believe to have been
a second cousin of our Thackeray, but I think they
had never met each other. Another consin was Provos
of Kings at Cambridge, fifty years ago, as Cambridge
men will remember. Clergymen of the family have besn
numerous in England during the century, and there waa
one, a Rev. Elias Thackersy, whom I also knew in my
youth, & Qignitary, if I remember right, in the diocese of
Meath, The Thackerays seem to have affected the Charch ;
but such was not at any period of his life the hias of our
novelist's mind.

Hia father and grandfather were Indian civil servants.
His mother was Anne Becher, whose father was also in
the Company's servico. She married early in India, and
was only nineteen when her son was born. Shews:left

B
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a widow in 1816, with only one child, and was married s
few yoars afterwards to Major Henry Carmichacl Smyth,
with whom Thackersy lived on terms of affectionate inter-
course till the major died. All who knew William
Makepeace remember his mother well, s handsome, spare,
gray-haired lady, whom Thackeray treated with a courtly
deference a8 well as constant affection. There was,
however, something of diserepancy between them as to
matters of religion, Mrs, Carmichael Smyth was disposed
to the somewhat austers ohservance of the evangelical
section of the Church., Such, certainly, never became
the case with her son. There wae disagreement on the
subjeet, and probably unhappiness at intervals, but never,
I think, quarrelling. Thackeray's house waz his mother’s
home whenever she pleased it, and the home also of his
stepfather.

He was brought & child from India, and was sent
carly to the Charter House, Of his life and doings there
his friend and schoolfellow George Venables writes to me
as follows ;

“ My rocollection of him, thovgh fresh emough, does
not furnish much material for biography, He came to
echool young,~a prethy, gentle, and rather timid boy. I
think his experience there was not generally pleasant.
Though he had siterwards a scholarlike kmowledge of Latin,
he did not attain distinetion in the school; and I should
think that the character of the head-master, Dr. Russell,
which was vigorous, unsympathetie, and stern, though
not severe, was uncongenial to his own, With the boys
who knew him, Thackeray was popular; but he had no
gkill in games, and, I think, no taste for them . . . .
Ha was already known by his faculty of meking verses,
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chiefly parodies. I only remember ene line of one parody
on a poem of L. E. L.’s, about ¢ Violsts, dark blue violsts ;’
Thackeray's version was ¢ Cabbages, bright green cabbages,’
and we thought it very witty. Ha took part in a scheme,
which came to nothing, for a school magazine, and he
wrote verees for if, of which T only remember that they
were good of their kind. When I knew him better, in
later years, I thought I could recoguise the sensitive nature
which he had as a boy . . . . His change of retrospective
feeling about his school days was very characteristic. In
his earlier books he always spoke of the Charter House
a8 Slaughter House and Smithfield. .As he became famons
and prosperous his memory softened, and Slanghter Honae
was changed into Grey Friars where Colonel Neweome
ended his life.”

In February, 1829, when he was not as yet eighteen,
Thackeray went up to Trinity College, Cambridge, and
was, I think, removed in 1880. It mey be presumed,
therefore, that his studies there were not very serviceable to
him, There are few, if any, records left of his doings at
the university,—unless it be the fact that he did there
commenee the literary work of his life, The line about
the eabbages, and the scheme of the school magazine, can
hardly be =aid to have amounted even 1o a commencement,
In 1829 a litile periodical was brought cut at Camhridge,
called The Snob, with an assuranca on the title that it
was not conducted by members of the university. It is
presumed that Thackersy took a hand in editing this,
He cerfainly wrote, and published in the little paper,
some burlesque lines on the subject which was given
for the Chancellors priza poem of the year. This was
Timbuctoo, end Tennyson was the victor on the occasion.
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There is some good fun in the four first and four last
linee of Thackeray’s production.

In Africa,—a quarter of the world,—

Men's skins ere black; their hair is erisped snd enrled ;

And somewhere there, unknown to publio view

A mighty city lies, called Timbuetoo,

. . »

I #ee her tribee the hill of glory moent,

And sell thoir sngars on their own account 3

While round her throne the prostrte nations come,

Boe for her rice, and barter for her rom.

I cannot find in T%e Snob internsl evidence of much
literary merit beyond thiz. But then how many greai
writers have there been from whose early lucubrations no
futore literary excellence could be prognosticated 1

There is something at any rate in the name of the pub-
leation which tells of work that did eome. Thackersy’s
mind was at all times peculiarly exercised with s sense
of snobbishness. His appreciation of the vies grew ab-
noroslly, so that at Jast he had a morbid horror of a snoh
—=a morbid fear lest this or the other man should tum
anob on his handa, Tt is probable that the idea was taken
from the early Sneb at Cambridge, either from his own
participation in the work or from his remembrance of it
The Snob lived, I think, but nine weeks, and was followed
at an interval, in 1830, by The Goumsmnan, which lived to
the seventeenth number, and at the opening of which
Thackeray no doubt had a hand. It professed to be a
continnation of The Snob, Tt conteins & dedication to all
proctors, which I should not be sorry to attribute to him,
“ To all Proctors, past, present, and future—

Whose taste it in our privilege to follow,
Whose virtue it s our duty to imitate,
Whose presence it 1 onr interest to avoid.”

Thers is, however, nothing beyond fancy to induce me to
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beliove that Theckersy waa the aunthor of the dedieation,
and I do not know that there is any evidence to show
that he was connected with Ve Snob beyond the writing
of Timbructoo.

In 1830 he left Cambridgs, and went to Weimar either
in that year or in 1831, Betwesn Weimar and Paris ho
spent some portion of his earlier years, while his family,
—his mother, that is, and his stepfather,—were living in
Devonshire, It was then the purport of his life to become
an arfist, and he studied drawing at Paris, affecting
especially Bonnington, the young English artist who
had himself painted at Paris and who had died in 1828,
He never learmed to draw,—perhaps never could have
learned. That he was idle, and did not do his best, we
may take for granted. He was alwaya idle, and only on
some occasions, when the spirit moved him thoroughly,
did he do his best even in after life. Dut with drawing,
—or rather without it,—he did wonderfully well oven
when he did his worat, He did illustrate his own
books, and everyone knows how incorrect were his
delineations. Ilut as illustrations they were excellent,
How often have I wished ihat characters of my own
creating might be sketched as faultily, if with the
game appreciation of tha intended purpose. Let anyone
lock at the “plates,” as they are called in Vanity Fair,
and compare each with the scemes and the characters
intended to be displsyed, and there see whether the artist,
~—if we may eall him so,—has not maaaged to convey in
the picture the exact foeling which he has described in
the text. I have a little sketch of his, in which a cannon-
ball is supposed to hava just carried off the head of an
side-de-camp,—messenger I had perhaps better say, leat ¥
might affront military feelings,—who is kmeeling on the
field of battle and delivering a despatch to Marlborough
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on homseback. The graceful ease with which the duke
receives the message though the messenger’s head be gone,
and the soldier-like precision with which the headlees hero
finishes his last effort of military obedisnce, may not have
been portrayed with well-drawn figures, but no finished
illustration ever told its story better. Dickens haa in-
formed us that he first met Thackeray in 1835, on which
occagion the young ertist aspirant, looking no dowbt
after profitable employment, proposed to become the
illustrator of my earliest book.” Tt is eingular thet
guch should have been the first interview between the
two great novelists. 'We may presume that the offer was
Tejected.

In 1833, Thackeray came of age, and inherited his
fortune,—as to which various stories have been told. It
seema to have amounted to abont five hundred a year, and
to have passed through his hands in a year or two,
interest and principal. It has been told of him that it
was all taken away from him &t cards, but such was not
the truth, Some went in an Indian bank in which he
invested it. A portion was lost at cards. But with
some of it,—the larger part as I think,~he endeavoured,
in concert with his atepfather, to float a newepaper, which
failed. There meem to have been two newspapers in
which he was so concerned, The National Standard and
The Constitulional. On the latter he was engaged with
his stepfather, and in carrying that on he lost the laat
of his money. The National Sfandard hed been
running for some weeks when Thackeray joined it, and
lost hiz money in it. It ran only for little more then

. twelve months, and then, the money having gone, the
periodical ecame to an end, X kmow no road fo forbune
more tempting to a young man, or one that with more
cortainty leads fo ruin. Thaekeray, whe in a way more or
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lesa correet, often refers in his writings, if not to the
incidents, at any rate to the remembrances of his own life,
tells us much of the story of this newspaper in Lovel the
Widower. “They are welcome,” says the bachelor, “to
make merry at my chargea in respect of a cerfain bargain
which I made on sowning to London, and in which, had I
been Moses Primurose purchasing green spectacles, I conld
scarcely have been more faken in, My Jenkinson was
an old college asquaintance, whom I was idiot encugh to
imagine a respectable man. The fellow had a very smooth
tongue and slesk sanctified exterior. He waa rather a
popular preacher, and used to cry a good deal in the
pulpit. He and a queer wine merchant and bill dis-
counter, Sherrick by name, had somehow got possceeion
of that neat little literary papor, The Museum, which per-
haps you remember, and thiz eligible literary property my
friond Honeyman, with his wheedling tongue, induced
me {o purchase,” Here ia the history of Thackeray's money,
told by himself plainly enough, but with no intention on
his part of narrating an incident in his own life to the
public. But the drollery of the circumstances, his own
mingled folly and young ambition, struck him as being
worth narration, and the more forcibly as he remembered
all the ins and outs of his own reflections at the time,—
how he had meant to enchant the world, and make his
fortune, There was lilerary capitel in it of which he
could make use after so many years. Then he tella us
of this ambition, and of the folly of it; and at the same
{ime pula forward the excuses to be made for it *1I
deresay I gave myself airs as editor of that confounded
Museum, and proposed to educatp the publie taste, fo
diffuse morality and sound lterature throughout the
nation, and to pocket a liberal salary in return for my
gervices. I daresay T printed my own sonneis, my own
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tragedy, my own verses . . . . I daresay I wrobe satirical
arficles . . . . I daresay I made a gaby of myseM fo the
world. Pray, my good friend, hast thon never dome
likewige? If thou hast never been a fool, be sure thou
wilt never be » wise man.” Thackersy was quite aware
of his early weaknessos, and in the maturity of life kmew
well that he had not been precociously wise. He delighted
so to fell his friends, and he delighted also to tell the
public, not meaning that any but an inmer circle should
know that he was speaking of himeelf. But the story
now is plain to all who can read.®

It was thus that he lost his money; and then, not
having prospered very well with his drawing lessons in
Paris or elsewhers, he was fain to take up literature as
n profession, It is a business which has its allurements.
It requires no capital, no special education, no training,
ond may be taken up at any time without a moment's
delay. If a man can command a table, a chair, pen,
paper, and ink, he can commence his trade as literary
man. It is thus that aspirants generally do commence
it. A man may or may not have another employment
to back him, or means of his own; or,—as waa the case
with Thackeray, when, after his first misadventure, he had
to look about him for the means of living,—he may
have nothing but his intellect and his friends. But the
idea comes to the man fhat as he has the pen and ink,

* The report that he had lost all his money and wae going to
Yive by painting in Parig, was still prevalent in London in 1836,
Macready, on the 27th April of that year, says In his Diary ; “Ab
Garrick Club, where I dined and aaw the papers. Met Thackersy,
who hes spent all his fortone, and is now abont to settls in Paria,
I believe an an artist.” Botb ab this time he was, in truth, tarning
to literature as & profession.



1] BIOGRATHICAL. 11

and time on his hand, why should he not write and make
monay ¢

It is an idea that comew to very many men and women,
old as wall as young,—to many thousands who at last are
crushed by it, of whom the world knows nothing. A
man can make the attempt though he has not a coat fit
to go out into the street with; or a woman, though she
be almost in rags. There is no apprenticeship wanted.
Indesd there is mo room for such apprenticeship. Tt is
an art which no ene tenches ; thero is no professor who,
in a dozen lessoms, even pretends to show the aspirant
how to write & book or an article. Jf you would be a
watchmaker, you must learn; or a lawyer, a cook, or
even o housemaid. Before you can elean a home you
must go into the stable, and begin at the beginmimg,
Even the cab-driving tiro must st for awhile on the
box, and learn something of the streets, before he ean
ply for a fave. Bui the literary beginner rushes st once
at the top rung of his ladder ;—as though o youth, having
made np his mind to be a clergyman, should demand,
without preliminary steps, to be appointed Bishop of
Yondon, That ke should be able to read and write ia
presumed, and that only. 8o much may be presumed of
everyone, apd nothing more is wanted.

In truth nothing more is wanted,—exespt those inner
lighta as to which so many men live and die without
having learned whether they possess them or not. Prae-
tice, industry, study of literature, cultivation of taste, and
the rest, will of course lend their aid, will probably be
nocessary before high excellence is attained, But the
instances are not to seek,—are at the fingers of us all,
—in which the first uninstructed effort lias succeeded.
A boy, almost, or perhaps an old woman, has sat down
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and the book has come, and the world has read if, and
the booksellers have been civil and have written their
cheques. When all trades, all profeasions, all seats at
offices, all employments at which a crust can be earned,
are go crowded that a young man knows not where {o
look for the means of livelihood, is there not an atirac-
tion in this which to the self-confident musf be almost
invineible3 The booksellers are comrteouz and write
their cheques, but that is not half the whole? Monstrari
digito! That is obtained. The happy aspirant is written
of in newspapers, or, perhaps, better still, he writes of
others. "When the barrister of forty-five has hardly got a
name beyond Chancery Lane, this glorious young seribe,
with the first down on his lips, has printed his novel and
been talked about.

The temptation is irresistible, and thousands fall into
it. How i & man to know that he iz not the lucky one
or the gifted one? There is the table and there the pen
and ink, Among the unfortunate he who fails altogether
and from the first start is not the moset unfortunata. A
short period of life is wasted, and a sharp pang is endured.
Then the disappointed one is relegated to the condition
of life which he would otherwise have filled a little earlior.
He has besn wounded, but not killed, or even maimed.
But he who has a little success, who aucceeds in earning a
few haleyon, but, ah ! so dangerous guineas, ia drawn into
a trade from which he will hardly escape till he be
driven from i, if he come out alive, by sheer hunger,
He hangs on till the guinsas become erowns and shillings,
—till some sad reecord of his life, made when he applies
for charity, declares that he has worked hard for the last
yoar or two and has earned less than a policemnan in the
streets or a porter at & railway. It is to that that he is
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brought by applying himself to a buainess which requirea
only » table and chair, with pen, ink, and paper! Itis to
that which he is brought by venturing to believe that he
has been gifted with powera of imagination, mt.ion, and
expreesion.

The young man who makea the attempt lmowa that
ke muset run the chance, He is well aware that nine
must fail where one will mseke his rumning good. 8o
much s that does rerch his ears, and recommends itself
to his common eense. But why should it not be he aa
well as another? There is always some lucky one winning
the prize. And this prize when it has been won is so
well worth the winning! He can endure starvation,—so
he tells himself,—as well as snother. He will try. But
yet he knowa thet he has but one chance out of fen in
his favour, and it is only in his happier moments that
he flatters himself that that remsins to him. Then there
falls upon him,—in the midst of that labour which for its
success especially requires that a man's heart shall be
light, and that he be elways at his best,—doubt and
despair, If there be no chance, of what use is his
labour $

‘Were it not better done as others uss,

To sport with Amaryllis in the shade,
and amuse himself after that fashion? Thus the very
industry which alone eould give him a chanee is discarded.
It is so that the young man feels who, with some slight
belief in himself and with many doubts, zita down to
commence the literary labour by which he hopes to Live,

8o it was, no doubt, with Thackeray. Such were his
hopes and his fears }——with a resolution of which we can
well understand that it should have waned at times, of
earning his bread, if he did not make hia fortune, in the
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world of literature. One has not to look far for evidenee of
the condition I have described,—that it waa so, Amaryllis
and all. How or when he mede his very first attempt
in London, I have not learned ; but ke had not probably
spent his money without forming ¢ press ” acquaintances,
and had thus found an aperture for the thin end of the
wedge. He wrote for The Constitutional, of which he was
part proprietor, beginning his work for that paper as a
correspondent from Peris, For & while he was connected
with The Times newspaper, though hie work there did not
I think amount to much, His first regular employment
was on Fraser's Magazine, when Mr. Fraser's ehop waa in
Regent Btreet, when Oliver Yorke was the presumed editor,
and among contxibutors, Carlyle was ome of the most
notable, I imagine that the battle of life was difficult
enough with him even after he had become one of the
leading props of that magazine, All that he wrote was
not taken, and all that was teken was not approved. In
183738, the Hisfory of Samucl Titmarsh and the Great
Hoggarty Diamond appeared in the magazine. ‘The
Great Hoggarly Diamond is now known to all readers
#f Thackeray’s works. It is not my purpose to speak
specially of it lere, except fo assert thab it hes been
thought to be & great success. When it was being
brought out, the author told a friend of his,—and of mine,—
that it +was not much thought of at Fraser's, and that he
had been called upon to shorten it, That is an incident
disagreeabls in ite mature to any literary gentleman, and
likely to be specially 8o when he knows that his provision
of bread, certainly of improved bread and butter, is ab
stoke. ‘The man who thus darkens his literary brow with
the frown of disapproval, has at his disposal &1l the loaves
and all the fishes that are going. If the writer be suc-
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cessful, there will come a time when hewill be above such
frowns ; but, when that opiniom went forth, Thackeray
had not yet made his footing good, and the notice to him
respecting it must have been very bitter. It was in
writing this Hoggarty Diamond that Theckeray first
invented the name of Michael Angelo Titmarsh. Samuel
Titmarsh was the writer, whereas Michael Angelo wes an
intending illustrator. Thackeray’s nose had been broken
in & school fight, while he was quite a little boy, by
another little boy, at the Charter House ; and there was
probably some association intended to be jocose with the
name of the great artist, whose nose was broken by his
fellow-student Torrigiano, and who, aa it happened, died
exactly three centuries before Thackeray.

1 can understand all the disquietude of his heart when
that warning, as to the too great length of his story, was
given to him, He was not o men capable of fecling at
any time quite assured in his poeition, and when that
ooourred he was very far from assurance. I think that ot
no time did he doubt the sufficiency of hia own mental
qualification for the work he had taken in hand ; but he
doubted all else. He doubted the appreciation of the
world ; he doubted his fitness for turning his intellect to
valuable account; he doubted his pbysical capacity,——
dreading his own lack of industry; he doubted his Iuck
he doubted the continual absence of some of those mis-
fortunes on which the works of literary men are ship-
wrecked. Though he was aware of his own power, ho
always, to the last, was afraid that his own doficiencies
ghould be too strong against him. If was his nature to
ba idle,—to put off his work,—and then to be angry with
himaelf for putting it off. Ginger was hot in the mouth
with him, and all the allurementa of the world were strong
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upon him. To find on Menday morning an excuse why he
should not on Monday do Mondey’s work wae, at the
fime, an inexpressible relief to him, but had become a
deep regret,—almost a remorse,—before the Monday was
over. To such a one it was not given to believe in him-
self with that sturdy rock-bound foundation which we sce
to have belonged to some men from the earlieat struggles
of their career. To him, then, must have coms an inex-
preeaible pang when he was told that his story must be
curtailed.

‘Who else would have told suech a story of himself to
the first acquaintance he chanced to mest? Of Thackeray
it might be predicted that he certainly would do so. No
little wound of the kind aver came to him but what he
diselosed it at once. ¢ They have only bought so many
of my new book.” “Have you seen the abuse of my
last pumber $” ** What am I to twrn my hand toi They
are getting tired of my novels.” ¢ They don’t read it,”
he maid to me of EBemond. *“Se you don’t mean to
publish my work $” he eaid once to a publisher in an open
company. Other men keep their little troubles to them-
selves. T have heard evem of authors who have declared
how all the publishers were running after their books ; I
have heard some discourse freely of their fourth and fifth
editions ; I have known an author to hoast of his thou-
pands sold in this country, and his tens of thousands in
America ; but I never heard anyone else declars that no
one would read his chefd’euvre, and that the world was
becoming tired of him. It was Le who said, when
he was fifty, that & man past fifty should never write a
novel.

And yet, as T have said, he was from an early age fully
conscious of his own ability. That he was eo is to be
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seen in the handling of meny of his early works,—in
Barry Lyndon, for instancs, and the Memoirs of
My, €. James Yellowplueh. The smund is oo certain
for doubt of that kind, Buat he had not then, nar did he
ever achieve that assurence of public favonr which makes
a man confident that his work will be successful. During
the years of which we are now speaking Theckeray was a
literary Dohemian in this sense,—that he never regarded
his own status as certain, 'While performing much of
the best of his life's work he was not sure of his market,
not certain of his readers, his publishers, or his prics ;
nor was he certain of himaelf.

Tt is impossible not to form eome contrast between him
and Dickens as to this period of his life,—a comparison
not as to their literary merits, but literary position.
Dickens was one year his junjor in age, and at this
time, viz, 1837-38, had reached almost the zenith of hia
reputation.  Pickwick had been published, and Oliver
Twist and Nicholae Nicklsby were being published., All
the world waa talking about the young author who
was assuming hie position with & confidence in his own
powers which was fully justified both by his present
and future success. JIf was manifest that he eculd
make, not only his own fortune, but that of his pub-
lishers, and that he was a literary hero hound to he
worshipped by all literary grades of mem, down to the
 davils * of the printing-office. At that time, Thackeray,
the older man, was still doubting, still heasitating, still
struggling, Everyone then had accepted the name of
Charles Dickens. That of William Thackeray was hardly
known beyond the circle of those who are careful to
make themeelves acquainfed with such matters. It was
then the custom, more gemerally than it is at present, to

¢
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maintain anonymous writing in magarines. Now, if any-
thing of special merit be brought out, the name of the
suthor, if not published, is known. It wss much lesa
o at the period in question ; and as the world of readers
began to be mequainted with Jeames Yellowplush,
Catherine Hayes, and other hercea and heroines, the
nemes of the author had to be inguired for. I remember
myself, when I was already well acquainted with the
immortal Jeames, asking who was the writer. The works
of Charles Dickens were at that time as well known to be
his, and as widely read in England, ea those almost of
Shakespeare.

It will be said of course that this came from the earlier
popularity of Dickens, That is of course; but why
should it have been 8o} They had begun to make their
effort much ot the pame time; and if there was any
advantage in point of position as they commenced, it was
with Thackeray., Tt might be said thet the genius of the
one was brighter than that of the other, or, at any rate, that
it was more precocions, Bus afrer-judgment has, I think,
not declared either of the suggestions to be true. I will
meke no comparison between fwo such rivals, who wers so
distinetly different from each, and each of whom, within
80 very short a period, has come {o stand on a pedestal
80 high,~—the two exalted {0 80 equal & vocation, And if
Dickens showed the best of his power early in life, so did
Thackeray the beat of his intellect. In no display of
mental foree did he rise ebove Burry Lyndon. I hardly
know how the teller of a marrative shall hope to mount
in simply intellectual faculty above the effort there made,
In whet then wae the difference? Why was Dickens
already » great man when Thackeray was still a literary
Bohemian §
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The answer 18 to be found not in the extent or in the
natare of the geniua of either man, but in the condition
of mind,—which indeed may bo read plainly in their
works by those who have oyes to sea. The one was
steadfast, industrious, full of purpose, never doubting of
himself, always puting his beat foot foremoet and atend-
ing firmly on it when he got it thers; with no inward
trepidation, with ne moments in which he was half in-
clined to think tha$ this race was not for his winning, this
goal not to be reached by his struggles. The sympathy
of friends was good to him, but he could have done
without it. The good opinion which he had of himaelf
waa never ehaken by adverse criticism ; and the criticism
on the other sids, by which it waa exalted, camoe from the
enumeration of the number of copies sold. He waa a
fire reliant man, very litile prone to change, who, when
Iie had discovered the nature of hia own talent, know how
to do the very best with it,

It may almost be said that Thackeray was the very
opposite of this. Unsteadfast, idle, changeabls of pur-
pose, aware of his own intellect but not trusting it, ne
man ever failed more generelly than he to put hia best
foot foremoaf. Full az his works are of pathos, full of
humour, full of love and charity, tending, as they always
do, to truth and honour and manly worth and womaniy
modesty, excelling, as they seem to me fo do, most other
written precepts thet I know, they always peem ito lack
something that might have been there. Thore is a touch
of vagueness which indicates that his pen was not finn
while he was weing it. He seoms to me to have been
dreaming ever of somo high flight, and then to have told
himself, with a half-broken heart, that it was beyond his
Power o soar up into those bright regions. I can fancy

¢
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as the cheets went from him every day he told himself,
in regard to every sheet, that it was a failure, Dickens
was quite sure of hia sheets.

#T have got to make it shorler |” Then he would
put his hands in his pockets, and stretch himself, and
gtraighten the lines of his facs, over which a emile would
comae, aa though thia intimation from his editor were'the
best joke in the world; and he wonld walk awny, with
his heart bleeding, and every nerve in an agony. There
are none of ms who want to have meeh of his work
shortened now.

In 1837 Thackeray married Tsabella, daughter of Colonel
Matthew Shawe, and from this union there came three
dsughfers, Anne, Jane, and Harriet. The name of the
eldest, now Mre. Richmond Ritehie, who bas followed so
closely in her father's steps, is a housohold word to the
world of novel readers ; the sacond died as a child ; the
younger lived to marry Leslie Stephen, who is too well
known for me to ssy more than that he wrote, the other
day, the little volume on Dr, Johnson in this series ; bu
she, too, has now followed her father. Of Thackersy's
married life what need be said shall ha contained in a
very few words, It was grievously unbappy; but the
mizery of it came from Ged, and was in no wise due to
human fault. She becams ill, and her mind failed her,
There was a period during which he would not believe
that her iliness was more than illness, and then he cling
to her and waited on her with an assiduity of affection
which only made his task the more painfal to him. At
last it became evideni that she should live in the eom-
panionship of eome one with whom her life might be
altogether quiet, and she has aince been domieiled with a
lady with whom she has been happy. Thus she was,
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after but a few years of married life, taken away from
him, and he became ss it were a widower till the end of
his days.

At this period, and indeed for some years after his
marriage, hia chief literary dependence was on Frgeor's
Magazine, He wrote also at this time in the New Monthly
Mrgazine. In 1840 he brought out his Paris Skefch Book,
88 to which he tells us by a notice printed with the
first odition, that half of the eketthes had already been
published in various periodicals, Here he used the name
Michael Angelo Titmarsh, as he did also with the Journey
Jrom Cornhill io Cairo. Dickens hed called himself Boz,
and clung to the name with persistency as long as the
publie wonld permit it. Thackeray’s affection for assumed
namesg was more intermittent, though I doubt whether he
used his own name altogether till it appeared on the title-
page of Vanity Fair. About this time began hia con-
nection with Punch, in which much of his best work
appeared. Looking back at our cld friend as he used to
come out from week to week at this time, we can herdly
boast that we msed to recognise how good the literary
pabulum waa that was then given for our eonsumption.
‘We have to admit that the ordinary reader, 8s the ordinary
pieturesear, requires to be guided by a name. We are
moved to absclute admiration by a Raphael or & Hobbems,
‘but hardly till we have learned the name of the painter,
or, at any rate, the manner of his painting. Jam notsure
that a1l lovere of poetry would recognise s Lyeidas coming
from eome hitherto unknown Milton. Gradually the good
picture or the fine poem makes its way into the minds of
s slowly discerning publie. Punch, no doubl, hecame
very popular, owing, perhaps, more to Leech, ita artist,
than to auy other single person. Graduslly the world
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of readers began to know thal thers was a speciality of
humour to be found in ita pages—fun and sense, satire
and good humour, compressad together in amell literary
morsels aa the nature of ita columps required, Graduaily
the name of Thackeray sy one of the band of brethren
was buzzed about, and gradually became known as that
of the chief of the literary brothers. But during the ycars
in which he did much for Pusck, saay from 1843 to 1853, he
was still stroggling to make good his footing in literatmre,
They knew him well in the Punch office, and no doubt the
amount and regularity of the cheques from Mesars. Brad-
bury and Evans, the then and still owners of that happy
periodical, made him aware that he had found for himeelf
a eatisfactory career. In “a good day for himself, the
journal, and the world, Thackeray found Punck.” This
wad 2aid by hia old friend Shirley Brooks, who himself
lived to be editor of the paper and died in harness, and
was said most truly. Punch was more congenial to him,
and no doubt more generous, than Fraser, There was still
something of the literary Bohemian about him, but not as
it had been before. He waa still unfixed, looking out for
some higher career, not altogether satisfied to be no more
than one of an ancnymous band of brothers, even though
the brothers were the brothers of Punck. We can only
imagine what were his thoughts as to himeelf and that
other man, who was then known as the greaf movelist of
the day,—of a rivalry with whom he waa certainly con-
seious, Punch wea very much to him, but was not quite
Thet must have heen very clear to himaelf as
he meditated the beginning of Vanity Fair,
« Of the contributions to the periodical, the best known
now ave The Snob Papers and The Ballads of Police-
man X, But they were very numerous, Of Thackeray



y BIOGRAPHIUAL. 8

as a poet, or maker of verses, I will say a fow words in a
thapter which will be devoted to his own so-called ballads,
Here it seerns only necessary to remark that there was not
apperently any time in his ecareer at which he began
to think eeriously of appesring before the public as o
poot. Such was the intention early in their carcer with
many of our best known prose writers, with Milton, and
Goldsmith, and Samuel Johnson, with Seott, Macaulay,
and more lately with Matthew Arnold ; writers of verse
and prose who ultimately prevailed some in one direction,
and others in the other, Milton and Goldsmith have hesn
known best as poets, Johnson and Macaulay as writers of
prose. Duf with all of them there has been a distinet
effort in each art. Theckeray secms to have tumbled into
versification by accident ; writing it a3 emateurs do, a
little now and again for his own delectation, and to catch
the taste of partiel friends. The reader feels that Thackeray
would not have begun to print his verses nnless the oppor-
tunity of doing so had been brought in his way by his doings
in proge, And yet he had begun to write verses when he
was very young ;—at Cambridge, aa we have seen, when he
contributed more to the fame of Timbuctoo than I think
even Teanyson hos done,—and in his early years at Patis.
Here again, though he must have felt the strength of his
own mingled humour and pathos, he always struck with
an uncerfain note till he had gathered strength and con-
fidence by popularity. Good as they generally were, his
verses were accidents, written not as a writer writes whe
claims to be a poet, but as thongh they might have been
the relaxztion of a doctor or & barrister,

And so they were. When Thackeray first sebtled him-
self in London, to make his living among the magazines
and newspapers, I do not imagine that he counted much
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on his poetic powerms. He describes it all in his own
dialogue between the pen and the album.
“8ince he saya the pen, speaking of its master,
Thackeray :
Bince he my faithful service did engage,
To follow him throngh his queer pilgrimage
I've drawn and writien many a line and page.
Curicatures I scribbled have, and rhymes,

And dinner-cards, and picture pantomimes,
And many little children’s books at timea.

TPve writ the foolish fanoy of hin rain 3
The nimlesa jest thas, striking, hath caused pain g
The idle word that he'd wish back aguin.

Tve helped him to pon many a line for bread.

Tt was thus he thought of his work. There hed been
carieatures, and rhymes, and many little children's books ;
end then the lines written for his bread, which, exeept
that they were written for Puneh, were hardly undertaken
with a more serious purpose. In all of it there was
ample seriousness, had he known it himeelf. What a tale
of the restlessness, of the ambition, of the glory, of the
misfortunes of a great country is given in the ballads of
Peter tha French drummer | Of that brain so full of
fancy the pen hed lightly written all the fancies. He
did not know it when he was doing so, but with that
word, fancy, he has deseribed exactly the gift with which
his brain was specially endowed. If a writer be acenrate,
ot sonarous, or witty, or simply pathetic, he may, I think,
gouge his own powers. He may do so after experiemce
with something of certainty. But fancy is a gift which
the owner of it cannot measure, and the power of which,
when be is using it, he canmot himself understand.
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There is the same lambent flame flickering over every-
thing he did, even the dinner-cards and the picture pan-
tomimes. He did not in the least kmow what he put
into thoss things, 8o it was with his verses. It was
only by degrees, when he was told of it by others, that
he found fhat they too were of infinita value to him in
his profession.

The Irish Sketeh Book came ount in 1843, in which he
used, but only half used, the name of Michael Angelo
Titmarsh. He dedicetes it to0 Charlea Lever, and in
signing the dediction gave his own name, *Laying
aside,” he says, ‘ for a moment the travelling title of
Mr. Titmarsh, let me acknowledge these favours in my own
name, and subscribe myself, &e. &e., W. M. Thackeray.”
8o he gradually fell into the declaration of his own identity.
In 1844 he made his journey to Turkey and Egypt,—From
Cornhill {o Grrand Cairo, as he called it, etill using the old
nom de plime, but again signing the dedication with his
own name. It was now meade fo the captain of the vessel
in which he encountered that famons white squall, in
describing which he has shown the wonderful power he
had over words,

In 1846 was commeneced, in numbers, the novel which
first made his name well known to the world. This was
Vanity Fuir, a work to whick it is evident that he
devoted all his mind. TUp to this time his writings
had consisted of short contributions, chiefly of sketches,
each intended to stand by iteelf in the periodieal to
which it was sent.  Barry Lyndon had hitherto been
the longest; but that and Cutherine Hayes, and the
Hoggarty Diamond, though stories continued through
various numbers, had not as yet reached the dignity,—or
ab any rate the length,—of a threa-volume novel, Buf of
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late novels had grown to be much longer than these of the
old well-known messure. Dickens had siretched his to
nearly double the length, and had published them in twenty
numbers. The attempt had caught the public taste and
had been pro-eminently suocessful. The nature of the
tale as originated by him was altogether unlike that
to which the readers of modern novels had been msed.
No plot, with an arranged catastrophe or dénodiment, was
necessary. Bome untying of the various knots of the
narrative no doubt were expedient, but these were of the
gimplest kind, done with the view of giving an end to thet
which might otherwise be endless. The adventures of a
Piclwick or a Nickleby required very little of a plot, and this
mode of telling a story, which might be continued on
through any number of pages, aslong as the characters were
interesting, met with approval. Thackeray, who had never
depended much on hia plot in the shorter tales which he
had hitherto told, determined to adopt the same form in
his first great work, but with these changes ;—That ae the
central character with Dickens had always been made
beautiful with unnatural virtne,—for whe was ever so un-
selfish as Pickwick, so manly and modest as Nicholas, or
%o good a boy as OFiver 7—a0 should his centre of interest
be in every respect abnormally bad,

As to Thackeray’s reason for this,—or rather as to that
condition of mind which brought about this result,—I will
say something in a final chapter, in which I will en-
deavour to describe the nature and effect of his work gene-
rally. Here it will be neceasary only to declare that, such
was the choice he now made of a subject in his first attempt
to rise out of a world of small literary contributions, into
the more zssured position of the author of a work of
importance, We are aware that the monthly nurses of
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periodical literature did not at first smile on the effort,
Thae proprietors of magazines did not see their way to under-
take Vanity Fir, and the publishers are said to have gene-
rally looked shy mpon it. At last it was broughf out in
numbers,—twenty-four numbers instead of twenty, as with
those by Dickens,—under the guardian hands of Mesars,
Bradbury and Evans, This was eompleted in 1848, and
then it was that, at the age of thirty-seven, Thackeray firet
achieved for himself a name and reputation throngh the
country. Bafore this he had been known ot Fraser's and
at the Punch office.  Ho wza known at the Garrick Club,
and had become individually popular among literary men
in London. He had made many fast friends, and had
been, as it were, found out by persons of distinction.
But Jones, and Smith, and Robinson, in Liverpool, Man.
chester, and Dirmingham, did not know him as they knew
Dickens, Carlyle, Termyson, and Macaulay,—not as they
Eknew Landsesr, or Stansfeld, or Turner; not as they
knew Macready, Charles Kean, or Miss Fauvcit. In
that year, 1848, his name becams ¢ommon in the
memoirs of the time. On the §th of June I find him
dining with Magcready, to meet Sir J. Wilson, Panizzi,
Landseer, and others. A few days afterwards Macready
dined with him, #Dined with Thackeray, met the Gordons,
Kenyons, Procters, Reove, Villiers, Evans, Stansfeld, and
saw Mra Sartoris and 8. C, Dence, White, H. Goldsmid,
in the evening.” Again; “Dined with Forster, having
celled and taken up Drookfield, met Rintoul, Kenyon,
Procter, Kinglake, Alfred Tennyson, Thackeray.” Macready
was very aecurate in joiting down the names of thoss
ho entertained, who entertained him, or were entertained
with him. Vanify Fair was coming out, and Thackeray
had become one of the personages in literary society.
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In the January number of 1848 the Edinburgh Review
had an article on Thackeray’s works generally as they
were then knmown, It purports fo combine the JFrish
Sketeh Book, the Journey from Cornhill fo Grand Cairo,
and Vanity Fair as far as it had them gone; but it
does in truth deal chiefly with the literary merita of the
Intter. I will quote a passage from the article, as proving
in regard to Thackeray’s work an opinion which was well
founded, and as telling the story of his life as far as it
was then known ;

“Full many a valusble truth,” says the reviewer,
“has beon sent undulafing through the air by men who
have lived and died nnknown. At this moment the
rising generation are supplied with the best of their
mental aliment by writers whose names are a dead letter
to the mass; and among the most remarkable of these
ia Micheel Angelo Titmarsh, aliss William Makepeace
Thackeray, author of the Fish Skefch Book, of A Journey
Jrom Cornkill to Grand Cairo, of Jeames's Diary, of The
8nob Papers in Punch, of Vanity Fuoir, eto, ete.

*Mr. Thackeray ia mow sbout thirty-seven. years of
age, of a good family, and originally intended for the
bar, He kept seven or eight terms at Cambridge, but
left the university without taking a degree, with the
view of becoming an arfist; and we well remember,
ten or twelve years ago, finding him day ofter day
engaged in copying pictures in ths Louvrs, in order to
qualify himself for his infended profession. It may be
doubied, however, whether any degree of assidnity would
have enabled him to excel in the money-making hranches,
for his talent was altogether of the Hogarth kind, and
waa principally remarkable in the pen-and-ink sketches
of character and situation, which he dashed off for the
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amusoment of his friends, At the end of two or thres
years of desultory application he gave wp the notion of
becoming & painter, and took to literature. He set up
and edited with marked ability a weekly journal, on the
plan of Ths Athonmum snd Literary Gozette, but was
unabile to compete euccessfully with such long-established
rivals, Hoe then became a regular man of lefters,—that
is, hs wrote for respectable magazines and newspapers,
unfil the attention attracted to his contributions in
Frasy's Magazine and Punck emboldened him to start
on his own aceonnt, and risk an independent publieation.”
Then follows & eulogistic and, a8 I think, a correct
criticiem on the book as far as it had gone. There
are a few remarks perhapa n little less eulogistio as to
some of his minor writings, T%e Snob Papers in particular ;
and at the end thers is a staternent with which Y think
we shall all now agree; “ A writer with such a pen and
pencil as Mr. Thackeray’s is an acquisition of real and
high value in our literature,”

The reviewer has done his work in a tone friendly to
the author, whom he knew,>—as indeed it may be said
that this little book will be written with the same
feeling,— but the public has already recognised the
truth of the review gemerally. There can be no doubt
that Thackeray, though he had hitherto been but & con-
tributor of anonymoua pieces to periodiesls,—t{o what is
genearally eonsidered as merely the ephemeral literature of
the month,—had already become effective on the tasies
and morals of readars. Affectation of finery; the vul-
garity which apes good breeding but never approaches it ;

* The article was written by Abraham Hayward, who s still
with us, and was no doubi instigated by o desire to asmist
Thackaray in hin siruggle npwards, in which it snoceedad.
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dishonest gambling, whether with dice or with railway
ghares ; and that low taste for literary excitement which
in gratified by mysterions murders and Old Bailey exe-
cotions had already recesived condign punishment from
Yellowplush, Titmarsh, Fitzhoodls, and Ikey Sclomon.
Under &l thoee names Thackersy had plied his trade sa a
eafirist. Though the truths, as the reviewer said, had
been merely sent undulating through the air, they had
already become effective,

Thackeray hed now become a personage,—one of the
recognised stars of the Liferary heaven of the day. It
was an honour to know him ; and we may well believe
that the givers of dinners were proud to have bim among
their guests. He had opened his oyster,~—with his pen,
an achievement which he eanmof be said fo have aceom-
plished until Vanity Fuir had come out. In inguiring
about bim from those who survive him, and knew him
well in those days, I alwaya hear the same account, “If I
could only tell you the impromplu lines which fell from
him!” “If I had only kept the drawings from his
pen, which used $o be chucked about as though they
were worth nothing!” “If T could only remember the
drolleriea|” Had they been kept, there might now be
many volumes of these sketches, as {0 which the reviewer
says that their talent was “altogether of the Hogarth
kind,” Could there be any kind more valusble? Like
Hogarth, he could always make his picture tell his
story ; though, unlike Hogarth, he had not learned
to draw. I have had sent to me for my inspection
au album of drawings and letters, which, in the coursa
of twenty years, from 1829 to 1849, were despetehed
from Thackeray to his old friend Edward Fitzgerald.
Looking at the wit displayed in the drawings, I feel
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inelined to say that had he persisted he would have been
¢ sccond Hogarth. There is a series of ballet soenes,
in which 4 Flore et Zephyr" are the two chief porformers,
which for expression and drollery exceed anything that
I know of the kind, The sot in this book are litho-
graphs, which were published, but I do not remember
to have seen them eolsewhere, There are still among
us many who knew him well ;—Edward Fitzgerald and
George Vensbles, James Spedding and Kinglake, Mra,
Proeter,—the widow of Barry Cornwall, who loved him
well,—and Monckion Milnes, as he used to bo, whose
touching linea written just after Thackeray'a death will
close this volume, Frederick Pollock and Frank Fladgate,
John Blackwood and Willinm Russell, —and they all tell
the pame story. Though he 8o rarely talked, as good talkers
do, und was aversa to it down to worl, there were always
falling from his mouth and pen thoselittle pearls, Among
the friends who had been kindest and deavest to lum in
the daya of his strugglings he once mentioned threa to ne,
—Matthew Higgins, or Jacob Omnium as he was more
popularly called ; William Stirling, who became Sir
William Mexwell ; and Russell Sturgis, who ia now the
genior partner in the great house of Darings, Alas, only
the last of these three ia left among us{ Thackeray was a
man of no great power of conversation, I doubt whether
he over shone in what is called general mociety, He was
not & man to be valuable at a dinnertable as a good
talker, It was when there were but $wo or three together
that he was happy himself and made others happy ; and
then it would rather be from soms apecial piece of
drollery that the joy of the moment would come, than
from the discussion of ordinary topies. After so many
years his cld friends remember the fag-ends of the
doggerel lines which used to drop from him without any
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effort on all occasions of jollity. And though he could
be very and,—laden with melancholy, as I think must
have been the case with him always,—the feeling of fun
would quickly come to him, and the queer rhymes would
be poured out as plentifully as the sketches were made.
Hore is a contribution which I find hanging in the memory
of mn old friend, the serions nature of whose literary
labours would certainly have driven euch lines from his
mind, had they not at the time eaught fast hold of him 3

In the remantie little town of Highbtury

My father kept » ciroulatin’ Library ;

He followed in his youih thet man immortal, who
Conguoered the Frenchmen on the plains of Waterloo,
Mamma was an inhabitant of Drogheda,

Very good she was to darn and to embroider.

In the famonas jsland of Jamaics,

For thirty years I've been s sugar-baker;

And here I git, the Muses' ‘appy vot'ry,

A onltivetin® every kind of po'ixy.

There may, perhape, have been a mistake in a line, but
the poem has been handed down with fair correctness over
o period of forty yeara, He was always vergifying. He
once owed me five pounds seventeen ahillings and six-
pence, his shere of a dinner bill at Richmond, He sent
me a cheque for the amount in rhyme, giving the proper
financial document on the second half of a sheet of note
paper. I gave the poem away as an autograph, and now
forget the lines. This was all trifling, the reader will say.
No doubt. Thackeray was always trifling, and yet always
serious. In attempting to underetand his character it in
neceasary for you to bear within your own mind the idea that
he waa always, within his own bosom, encountering melan-
choly with buffocnery, and meanness with satire. The
very apirit of buslesque dwelt within him,—a spirit which
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docs nob #ee the grand the leas because of the travesties
which it is always engendering,

In his youthful—all but boyish,—days in Londoen,
he delighted to “put himself up” at the Bedford, in
Covent Garden. Then in his early married days he lived
in Albion Street, and from thence went to Great Coram
Street, till his household there was broken up by his
wife’s illness. He afterwarda took lodgings in St. James's
Chambers, and then a house in Young Street, Kensington.
Here he lived from 1847, when he was achieving his great
triumph with Vanity Fair, down fo 1863, when he re-
moved to o house which he bought in Omnslow Bquare.
In Young Street there had come to lodge opposite to him
an Irish gentleman, who, on the part of his injured country,
felt very angry with Thackeray. The Irish Skefeh Book
had not been complimentary, nor were the descriptions
which Thackerayhad given generally of Irishmen ; and there
'was extant an absurd idea that in his abominable heroine
Catherine Hayes he had alluded to Miss Catherine Hayes
the lrish singer, 'Word was taken fo Thackersy that this
Irishmian infended to come across the street and avenge
his country on the calumniator'’s person. Thackeray imme-
diately called uvpon the gentleman, and it is said that the
visit was pleasant to both parties. There certainly was no
blood shed.

He hed now succeeded,—in 1848,—in making for hime.
self a standing as a man of letters, and an inecome, What
was the extent of his income I have no means of saying ;
nor is it a subject on which, as I think, inquiry should
be made. Buat he was not aatisfied with his position,
He felt it to be precarious, and he was always thinking of
what he owed to his two girls, That arbitrium popularis
aure on which he depended for his daily bread was not

D
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regarded by him with tho confidence which it deserved
Ho did not probably know how firm was the hold he had
obtained of the public ear. At any rate he waa anxious,
and endeavoured to securs for himself a permanent income
in the public service. He had become by this time
acqueinted, probably intimate, with the Marquis of
Clanvicarde, who wad then Postmaster-General. In 1848
there fell o vacaney in the situation of Assistant-Becretary
st the General Post Office, and Lord Clanricarde either
offered it to him or promised to give it to him. The
Postmaster-General had the disposal of the place,—but was
not gltogether free from conirel in the matter. When
he made known his purpose at the Post Office, he was
mst by an sasurance from the offieer nuxt under him that
the thing could not be done. The services were wanted
of a man who had had experience in the Poat Office;
and, moreover, it was necessary that the feelings of other
gentlemen should be comsulted. Men who have been
serving in an office many years do not like to see even a
man of genius put over their heads, In fact, the office
would have been up in arms at such an injustice.
Lord Clanricarde, who in a matter of patronage was mnot
scrupulous, was still & good-natured man and amenable.
He attempted to befriend his friend till he found that
it was impossible, and then, with the best grace in the
world, sccepted the official nominee that was offered to
him.

It may be said that had Thackeray succeeded in that
attempt he would surely have ruined himself No man
can be fit for the management and performance of special
work who has learned nothing of it before his thirty-
seventh year; and no man could have heen less so than
Theckeray, There are men who, though they be not fit,
are disposed to learn their leason and make themselves ag
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fit as possible. Buch cannot ba said to have been the case
with this men, For the special duties which he would
have been called npon to perform, consisting to & great
extent of the maintenanee of discipline over a large
body of men, fraining is required, and the eervice would
have suffered for awhile under any untricd clderly tiro.
Another man might have put himself into harness.
Thackeray never would have done so. The details of
his work after the first month would have been inex-
pressibly wearisome to him, Yo have gone into the city,
and to have remained there every day from eleven iill
five, would have been all but impossible to him. He
would not have done it. And then he would have hoex
tormented by the feeling that he was taking the pay and
not doing the work. There is a Lelief eurrent, not confined
to a few, that a man may be a Government Sccretary
with & generous salary, and have nothing to do. The
idea is something that remaing to us from the old
days of sinecures. If there be now remaining places so
pleasant, or genilemen so happy, I do not know them,
Thackeray’s motion of his future duties was probably
very vague. He would have repudisted ilhe notion that
he was looking for a sinecure, buf mo doubb considered
that the duties would be easy and light. Tt is not too
much to assert, that he who could drop lhis pearlsas I
have said above, throwing them wide cast without an
effort, would have found his work as Assistant-Secretary
at the General Poat Office to be altogether too much for
him. And then it was no doubt his intention to join
literature with the Civil Service. He had been taught to
regard the Civil Service as essy, and had counted upon
himself as able to add it to his novels, and his work with
his Punch brethren, and to his contributions ganerally to
the literature of the day. He might have done so, conld
pd
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he have riven ot five, and have sat st his private desk for
three hours before he began his official routine at the
public one. A capability for grinding, an aptitude for
continuouns task work, a disposition to eit in one's chairas
though fixed to it by cobbler's wax, will enable a man in
the prime of life to go through the tedium of a second
day’s work every day ; but of all men Thackeray was the
last to bear the wearisome perseverance of such a life.
Some more or less continuous attendance at his office he
must have given, and with it would have gone Punch
and the novels, the ballads, the burlesques, the essays, the
lectures, and the monthly papers full of mingled satire and
tenderness, which have left tous that Thackersy which we
could go ill afford to lose out of the literature of the nine-
teanth century. And there would have remained to the
Civil Bervice the memory of a disgraceinl job,

He did not, however, give up the idea of the (ivil
Bervice. In & lefter to his American friend, Mr, Reed,
dated 8th November, 1854, he says; “ The secretaryship
of our Legation at Washington was vecant the other day,
and I instantly asked for it ; but in the very kindest letter
Lord Clarondon showed how the petition was impossible,
First, the place was given away. Next, it wonld not be
fair to appoint out of the serviee. But the first was an
excellent reason ;—not a doubt of it.” The validity of the
second waa probably not so apparent to him as it is to one
who has himself waited long for promotion. ¢ So if ever
I coms,” he continues, “as I hope and trust to do this
time next year, it must be in my own coat, and not the
Queen’s,” QCertainly in his own coaf, and not in the
Queen’s, must Thackeray do anything by whieh he could
mend his fortune or make his reputation. There never
wee o man les fit for the Queen’s coat,
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Noverthaless he held atrong ideas that much waa due
by the Queen's ministers to men of letters, and no doubit
had his feelings of alighted merit, because no part of the
debt due was paid to him, In 1850 he wrote a letier to
The Morning Chronicle, which has eince been republished,
in which he alludes to certain opjnions which had been
put forth in The Examiner. “ 1 don't ses,” heeays, * why
men of Jetters should not very cheerfully coincide with
Ay, Examiner in accepting all the honours, places, and
prizea which they can get. The amount of such as will
be awanjed to them will not, we may be pretty sure,
impoverish the eountry much ; and if it is the eustom of
the State to reward by money, or titles of honour, or stars
and garters of sny sort, individuels who do the eountry
gervice,—and 1f individuals ate gratified at having ¢ 8ir’ or
#My lord’ appended to their names, or stars and ribbous
hooked on to their coats and walstcoats, as men most
nndoubtedly are, and as their wives, families, aud relations
are,~—there can be no reason why men of letters should not
have the ghance, as well as men of the robe or the swond;
or why, if honour and money are good for one profession,
they should not be good for another, No man in other
callings thinks himeelf degraded by receiving e reward
from his Government ; nor, surely, neel the literary man
be more squeamish about pensions, and ribbons, and tities,
then the ambassador, or general, or judge. Every European
efate but ours rewards its men of letiers. The Amencan
Government gives them their full share of its small
patronage ; and if Americans, why not Englishmen ”

In this a great subjoct is discussed which would be
oo long for these pages; but I think that there now
exists o feeling that literature can herself, for hersalf,
produce a rank as effoctive as any that a Queen’s minister
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can bestow, Sarely it would be 2 repainting of the lily,
an adding a flavour to the rose, a gilding of refined gold
to create to-morrow a Lord Viscount Tennyson, a Baron
Carlyle, or a Right Honourable Sir Robert Browning.
And as for pay and pension, the lesa tha better of it for
sny profession, unlesa so far as it may be payment made
for work done. Then the higher the payment the better, in
literature as in all other trades, It may be doubted even
whether a special rank of its own be good for literature,
puch as that which is achieved by the happy possessora of
the forty chairs of the Academy in France. Even though
they had an aungel to make the choice,—which they have
not,—that angel would do more harm to the excluded than
good to the selected.

Pondennis, Esmond, snd The Newcomes followed
Vanity Fair—not very quickly indeed, always at an
interval of two yeare,—in 1850, 1852, and 1854. As I
purpose to devote a separate short chapter, or part of a
chapter, to each of thess, I need say mnothing here of
their special merits or demerits, [Esmond was brought
out as a whole. The others appeared in numbers. “He
Lisped in numbers, for the numbers came.” It is a mode
of pronuneciation in literature by no means very articulate,
but easy of production and luerative. Dut though easy
it is seductive, and leads o idlenesa. An author by means
of it can raise money and reputation on his bock before he
has written it, snd when the pang of parturition is over
in regard to ona part, he feels himself entitled to a period
of ease because the amount required for the next division
will oecnpy him only half the month. This to Thackeray
was g0 alluring that the entirety of the final half was not
always given o the task. His self-reproaches and bemoan-
ings when sometimes the day for reappearing would come
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terribly nigh, while yet the necessary amount of copy was far
from being ready, were offen very ludierons and very sad ;
—~ludicrous because he never told of his distress without
adding to it something of ridicule which was irresistible,
and sad because those who loved him best were aware
that physical suffering had already fallen upon him, and
that he was deterred by illness from the exercise of con-
tinuous energy. I myself did nol mow him till after thae
time mow in question. My acquaintance with him was
quite late in his lifs, But he-has told me something of
it, and I have heard from those who lived with him how
continnal were his sufferings. In 1854, he says in one of
his letters fo Mr. Reed,~the only private letters of his
which I know to have been published ; “I am to-day
Just out of bed affer another, ahout the dozenth, severe
fit of spasms which I have had this year. Ny book
would have been written but for them.” His woik was
always going on, but though not fuller of matter,——that
wonld have been almost impoasible,—would have been
better in manner had he been delayed neither by suffering
nor by that pelsying of the energies which suffering
produces.

Thia ought to have heen the happiest period of his life,
and should have heen very happy. He had become
fairly easy in his circumstances, He had succeeded in his
work, and had made for himself & great name, Ile was
fond of populsrity, and especially anxious to be loved
by a emall circle of friends. These good things he had
ihoroughly achieved. Immediately after the publication
of Vanity Fair he stood high among tho literary heroes
of his country, and had endeared himself especially to a
specinl knot of friends. His face and figure, his six feet
four in height, with his flowing hair, already nearly gray,
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and hia broken mnose, his broad forehead and ample chest,
encountered everywhere either love or respect; and his
daughtars to him were all the world,—the bairnz of whom
he says, at the end of the White Sguall ballad ;

1 thought, as dsy was bresking,

My littlo girls wero wuking,

And mmiling, and making

A prayer at home for me.

Nothing could heve been more tender or endearing than
his relations with his children, But still there was a
gkeleton in his enpboard,—or rather two skeletons. His
home had been broken up by his wife's malady, and his
own health was shattered. Wken he was writing Pen-
dennis, in 1849, he had a severe fever, and then those
spasms came, of which four or five years afterwards he
wrote to Mr. Beed. His home, as a home should be, was
never restored to him,—or his health. Just at that period
of life at which s man generally makes a happy exchange
in taking his wife’s drawing-room in lien of the emoking
room of his club, and assumes those domestic ways of
Living which are becoming and pleasant for matured years,
that drawingroom and those domestic ways were closed
against him, The children were then no more than
babies, as far as society was concerned,—things to kiss
and play with, end make a home happy if they could
only have had their mother with them. I have no doubt
there were those who thought that Thackeray was very
jolly under his adversity. Jolly he was, It was the
manner of the man to be so,—if that continual playful-
ness which was natoral to him, lying over a melancholy
which wes as continual, be compatible with jollity. He
laughed, and ato, and drank, and threw hia pearls ebout
with mirsculous profusion, But I fancy that he was far
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from happy. I remember once, when I was young, receiv-
ing advice as to the manner in which I had better spend
my evenings ; I was told that I onght to go home, drink
tea, and read good books, It was excellent advice, but I
found that the reading of good books in solitude waa not
an occupation congenial to me. It was so I take it, with
Thackeray, He did not like his Ionely drawing-reom, and
went back to his life among the elubs by no means with
contentment.

In 1853, Thackeray having: then his own twe girla to
provide for, added a third to his family, and adopted
Amy Crows, the danghter of an old friend, and eister of
the well-known artist now among us. How it came to
pass that she wanted a home, or that this special home
suited her, it would be unnecessary here to tell even if I
knew. But that he did give a home {o this young lady,
making her in sl respects the same as another daughter,
should be told of him. He was a man who liked to
broaden his back for the support of others, and to meke
himself essy under such burdens. In 1862, she mmtied a
Thackeray cousin, & young officer with the Victoria Cross,
Edward Thackeray, and went out to India,—where she
died.

In 1854, the year in which The Newcomes eame out,
Thackeray had broken his close alliance with Punck. In
December of that year there appeared from his pen an
article in The Quarferly on Jokn Leech's Pictures of Life
and (haracler. It is a rambling discourse on picture-
illustration in general, full of interest, but hardly good as a
eriticiam,—n portion of literary work for which he was not
specially fitted. In it he fells us how Richard Doyle, the
artist, had given up his work for Puneh, not having been
able, aa 8 Roman Catholic, to endure the akits which, at
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that time, wore appearing in one number after another
against what was then called Papal aggression. The
reviewer,—Thackeray himself —then %ells ws of the
secesaion of himself from the board of brethren.
# Another member of Mr. Punch's cabinet, the biographer
of Jeames, the author of The Snob Papers, resigned his
funetions, on zeeount of Mr. Punch's assaults upon the
present Emperor of the Fremch nation, whose enger
Jeames thought it was unpatriotic to arouse,” How hard
it must be for Cabinets to agrea ! This man or that is
sure fo have some pet conviction of his own, and the
better the man the stronger the conviction! Then the
reviewer went on in favour of the artist of whom he
was specially speaking, making a comparison which must
at the time have been odious enough to some of the
brethren, ¢ There can be no blinking the fact that in
Mr. Punch’s Cabinet John Lesch is the right-hand man.
Faney a number of Punch without Lesch’s pictures!
‘What would you give for it3” Then he breaks out into
strong admiration of that one friend,—perhaps with &
little disregard aa to the feelings of other friends.* This
Critical Review, if it may properly be so called,—at any
rate it is po named as now published,—is to be found in
our auther's collected worke, in the same volume with
Catherine. It is there preceded by amother, from T%e
Westminster Review, written fourteen years earlier, on

t For a week there existed at the Punch offios & grudge against
Thackeray iu reference to this awkward guestion : *“What would
you give for yonr Punch without John Leech P” Then he asked
the oonfraternity to dinner,—more Thackerayano—and the coma
fraternity osme. Who cen doubt but they were very jolly over
the littte blmder ? For years afterwards Thackeray was 8 guest
at the well-known Punch dinner, though he was no lgnger ono of
the contribnutors,
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The Genius of Cruikshank. 'This containg a deseriptive
catalogue of Crnikshank’s works up to that period, and is
interesting from the piquant style in which it is written.
I faney that these two are the only efforts of the kind
which he made,~~and in both he dealt with the two
great cariceturists of his time, he himself being, in the
imaginative part of & carieaturist’s work, equal in power
to either of them,

We now come to a phase of Thackeray'a life in which
he achieved a remarkablo success, attributable rather to
hig fame as n writer than to eny particuler excellence in
the art which he then exercised. IHe took upon himself
the functions of a leeturer, being moved to do so by a
hope that ho might thus provide a sum of money for the
future sustenanee of his children. No donbt he had been
advised to this course, though I do not know from whom
specially the advice may have come, Dickens had already
considered the subject, but had not yet eonsented to read
in public for money on his own account. John Forster,
writing of the year 1848, says of Dickens and the then only
thought-of exercise of a new profession ; *I eontinued to
oppose, for reasons to be atated in their place, that whicl
he had set his heart upon too etrongly to abandon, and
which I still can wish he had preferred to surrender with
all that seemed to be ite enormous gain.” And agnin ha
says, speaking of a proposition which had heen made to
Dickens from the town of Bradford; « At first this was
entertained, but was abandoned, with some reluctance,
upon the argument that to become publicly a reader must
alter, withont improving, his position publicly as & writer,
and that it was a change to be justified only when the
higher ealling should have failed of the old euccess.”
The mesning of this was that the money to be made
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would be sweet, but tiat the descent to a profession
which wes considered o be lower than that of literature
itself would carry with it something that was bitter, It
waa 88 though one who had sat on the woolsack es Loxd
Chancellor should raize the question whether for the sake
of the income attached to it, he might, without disgrace,
ocoupy & seat on a lower bemch ; as though an architect
shonld consider with himself the propriety of making his
fortune as a contractor ; or the head of a college lower hLia
dignity, while he increased his finances, by teking pupils.
‘When guch discussions arise, money generally earries the
day,—and should doso. 'When convinced that money may
be earned withont disgrace, we ought to allow money to
carry the day. When we talk of sordid gain and filthy
lucre, wo are generally hypocrites. If gains be sordid
and luere filthy, where is the priest, the lawyer, the
doctor, or the man of literatore, who does not wish for
dirty hands? An income, and the power of puiting by
something for old age, something for those who are fe
come after, is the wholesome and acknowledged desire of
all professional men. Thackeray having children, and
being gifted with no power of msaking his money go very
far, was anxious enough on the subject. We may eay
now, that had he confined himeelf to his pem, he would
not have wanted while he lived, but would have left but
little behind him, Thet he wae anxious we have seen,
by his attempts to subeidiss his Iiterary gains by a
Government office. I cannot but think that had he under-
taken public duties for which he was ill qualified, and
received a salary which he eould hardly have earmed, ho
would have done less for his fame than by reading to the
publia. 'Whether he did that well or ill, he did it well
enough for the money. The people who heard him, and
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who paid for their peats, were satisfied with their bargain,
—as thay were also in the caseof Dickens ; and I venture
to say that in becoming publicly a reader, neither did
Dickens or Thackeray ¢ alter his position as a writer,”
and “that it was a change to be justified,” though the
suceess of the old calling had in no degree waned. What
Thackeray did enabled him to leave & comfortable income
for his children, and one earned honestly, with the full
approval of the world around him,

Having saturated his mind with the literature of
Queen Anne's time,—not probably in the firat instance
a3 a preparation for Kemond, but in such a way as to
induce him to create an Esmond,-—he took the authors
whom he knew so well as the subjeet for his firat series
of lectures. He wrolg The English Humourisfs of the
Eiyhteenth Century in 1851, while he must have been
at work on FEsmond, and first delivered the course at
‘Willis'’s Rooms in that year, He afterwerds went with
these through many of our provinecial towns, end then
carried them to the United States, where he delivered
them to large andiences in the winter of 1852 and 1858,
Some few words as to the merita of the composition I
will endeavour to say in another place. I myeelf never
heard him lecture, and can therefore give no opinion of
the performance. That which I have heard from othors
has been very various, It is, I think, certain that he had
none of those wonderful gifts of elocution which made jta
pleasure to listen to Dickens, whataver he read or what-
ever he said ; nor had he that power of application by
uging which his rival taught himself with sccuracy the
exact effect to ba given to every word. The rendering
of o piese by Dickens was composed as an oratorio is com-
posed, and wea then studied by heart as music is studied
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And the piece was all given by memory, without any
looking at the notes or words. There was nothing of
thia with Thackeray. DBut the thing read was in itself of
great interest fo vdueated poople. The words were given
clearly, with eufficient infonation for easy understanding,
go that they who ware willing to hear something from
him felt on hearing that they had received full value for
their money. At any rate, the lecturea were successful,
The money was made,—and waa kept.

He came from hia first trip {0 Ameriea to his new houss
in Onslow Square, and then published The Newcomes,
This, too, was one of his great works, as to which I
ghall have to speak hereafter, Then, having enjoyed his
puccess in the first attempt to lecture, he prepared a
second serien, He never essayed the kind of reading
which with Dickens became so® wonderfully popular.
Dickens recited portions from his well-known worka,
Thackeray wrote his leciures expressly for the purpose.
They bLave mince heen added to his other literature,
but they were prepared as lectures. The second eseries
were The Four Georges. In a luerative point of view
they were even more auccessful than the first, the sum
of money reslised in the United States having been
considerable. In England they were less popular, even
if better attended, the subject chosen having been dis-
tasteful to many. There arose the question whether
toc much freedom had not been taken with an office
which, though it be no Ionger considered to be founded
on divine right, is still as sacred as can be anything that
is human. If there is fo remsin among ua a sovereign,
that eoversign, even though diveated of political power,
should be endowed with all that personal respect can
give, If we wish omselves to be high, we should treat
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that which is over us as high. And this should not de-
pend altogether on personal character, though we know,
—aa we have reason to know,—how much may be added
to the firmness of the feeling by personal merit. The
respect of which we speak should, in the strongest degres,
be a possession of the immediate cecupant, and will natn-
rally become dim,—-or perhaps be exaggerated,—in regard
to the past, as history or fable mey tell of them. No one
need heaitate to spask his mird of King John, let him be
ever 8o strong a stickler for.the privileges of majesty.
But there are degress of distance, and the throne of which
we wish to preserve the dignity seems to be assailed when
unmeasured evil is said of one who has ssf there within
our own memory. There would seem to each of us to be
a personal affront were a departed relative delineated with
all those faulta by which we must own that even our near
relatives have been made imperfect. Itis a general convie-
tion aa to this which so frequently turns the biography of
those recently dead into mere eulogy. The fictitious charity
which is enjoined by the de morfuls nil nist bonwmn
banishes truth. The feeling of which I speak almost leads
me st this moment fo put down my pen.  And, if so much
be due to all subjects, is less due to a sovereign?
Considerations such as these diminished, I think, the
popularity of Thackeray’s second series of lectures; or,
rather, not their popularity, but the estimation in whick
they were held. On this head he defended himself more
than once very gallantly, and had a great deal to say on
his side of the question. “Supposs, for example, in
America,—in FPhiladelphia or in New York,—that I had
spoken about George IV. in terms of praize and affected
reverence, do you believe they would have hailed his
name with cheers, or have heard it with anything of
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respoct?” And aguin ; “ We degrade our own honour
and the sovereign’s by unduly and unjustly praising him ;
and the mere slaverer and flatterer is one who comes
forward, as it were, with flash notes, and pays with false
eoin his tribonte to Cewesar. I don’t disguise thet I foal
somehow on my trial here for loyalty,—for honest English
feeling.” Thia was said by Thackaray at a dinmer at
Edinburgh, in 1857, and showa how the matter reated on
his mind, Thackeray’s loyalty was no doubt true enough,
but was mixed with but little of reverence. He was one
who revered modesty and innocence rather than power,
against which he had in the bettom of his heart something
of republican tendency, His Jeaning was no doubt of the
more manly kind. But in what he said at Edinburgh he
hardly hit the nail on the head. No one had suggested
that he should have eaid good things of a king which he
did not believe to be true. The question was whether it
may not be well sometimes for us to hold our tongues,
An American literary man, hers in England, would not
lesture on the morsls of Hamilton, on the manners of
General Jeckson, on the general amenities of President
Johmaon,

In 1857 Thackeray stcod for Oxford, in the liberal
intereat, in oppoeition to Mr. Cardwell, He had heen
induced to de this by his old friend Charles Neate, wha
himeelf twice sat for Oxford, and died now not many
months egince. He polled 1,017 voles, againat 1,070 by
Mr. Cardwell; and wae thus again saved by his good
fortune from attempting fo fill a situation in which he
would not have shone. There are, no doubt, many ta
whom a seat in Parlisment comes almoat as the birthright
of & well-born and well-to-do Fnglish gentleman. They
go there with no more idea of shining than they do when
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{hey ave elected to a firat-class club ;—hardly with o
ides of being mseful It iz the thing to do, and the
House of Commons is the place where a man ocught to
be—1for a certain number of hours. Such men neither
sucoeed nor fail, for nothing is expscted of themr From
such & one as Thackeray something would have heen
expected, which would not have been forthcoming. He
was too desultory for regular work,—full of thought, bnt
too vague for practical queetions, He could not have
endured to sit for two or thrée hours at & time with his
hat over his eyes, pretending to listen, as is the duty of &
good legislstor. He was a man intolerant of tedium,
and in the beat of his time impatient of slow work.
Nor, thengh his liberal feelings were very strong, were
his political convictions definite or sccurnte, He waa a
msn who mentally drank in much, feeding his fancy
hourly with what he saw, what he heard, what he read,
and then pouring it all out with an immense power of
amplification. But it would bave been impossible for
him to study and bring home to himself the various
points of s complicated bill with @ hundred and fifty
clauses. In becoming a man of letters, and taking that
branch of letters which fell to him, he obtained the
special place that was fitted for him. He was a round
Pog itt a round hole. There was no other hole which he
-would have fitted nearly so well. But he bad his moment
of political ambition, like others,—and paid a thomsand
pounds for his attempt.

In 1857 the first number of The Virginians appeared,
and the Iast,—the twenty-fourth,—in October, 1859. This
novel, as all my readers are aware, in & contimuancs of
Kamond, and will be spoken of in its proper place. He
was then forty-eight years old, very gray, with much of

B
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age upon him, which had come from suffering,—age
shown by dislike of activity and by an old man's way ¢f
thinking abont many things.—speaking as though the
world wero all behind him instead of hefore; but still
with a stalwart ontward bearing, very erect in his gait,
and a countenance peculiarly expressive and capable of
much dignity. I speak of his personal appearance af,
this time, because it was then only that I became
acquainted with him, In 1859 he undertook the last
great work of his life, the ediforship of The Corakill
Mugazine, a periodical sst on foot by Mr. George Smith,
of the house of Smith and Elder, with an amount of
onotgy greater than has generally been bestowed upon
such enterprises. It will be well remembered still how
much The Cornkill was talked sbout and thought of
before it first appeared, and how much of that thinking
and talking wae due to the fact that Mr. Thackeray was
to edit it. Macmillan’s, I think, was the first of the
ehilling magazines, having preceded Zhe Cornhill by a
month, and it would ill become me, who have been
a humble servant to each of them, to give to either any
preference, But it must be acknowledged that a greai
deal was expected from T%e Cornhdll, and T think it will
be confessed that it waa the general opinion that a great
deal was given by it. Thackeray had become big enough
to give a special éelaf to any literary exploit to which he
attached himself. Since the days of The Constitutional
he had fought his way up the ladder and knew how to
take his stand thers with an sssurance of suceess, When
it becams kuown to the world of readers that s new
magazine was o sppear nnder Thackeray’s editorship, the
world of readern was quite sure that there would be a
large sale. Of the first number over ons hundred and fen
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thousand were sold, and of the second and third over
onge hundred thousand. It is in the nature of such things
that the sale should fall off when the novelty is over
People believe that a new delight has come, a new joy for
ever, and then find that the joy is not quite so perfect or
enduring aa they had expected. Dut the commencement
of such enterprises may be taken ss a mensure of what
will follow. The magazine, either by Thackeray’s namo
or by its intrinsie mmerits,—probably by both,—achieved
8 great suecess, My acquaintancs with him grew from
my having heen one of his staff’ from the firet.

About two months before the opening day I wrote to
hin: sugpesting that he should aceept from me & serics of
four short stories on which I was engaged. I got hack a
long letter in which he said nothing about my shert
stories, but asking whether I could go to work at onmce
and let him have a long novel, so that it might begin
with the first number At the same time I heard from
the publisher, who suggested some intercsting little details
aa to honorarium, The little details were very interesting,
but absolutely no time was allowed to me. It was re-
quired that the first portion of my book should be in the
printer’s handa within a month. Now it was my theory,—
and ever since this occurremce has been my practice,—
to ses the end of my own work before the public should
see the commencement.” If I did this thing I must not
only abandon my theory, but instantly contrive a story, or

* I bed begun an ¥rish story snd half finished it, which would
vouch just the required length., Woald that do, I asked. I was
eivilly told that my Irish story would no doubt be charming,
but was not gnite the thing that wan wanted. Conld I not begin
& new coe,~English.—snd if possible about clergymen? The
details were so intoresting that bad a oouple of archhishops been
demanded, T shonld have produced them. 2

E
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begin to write it before it was eontrived. That was whar
T did, wrged by the interesting nature of the details, A
novelist cannot always at the spur of the moment make
hia plot and create his characters who shall, with en
arranged sequence of events, live with a certain degree of
eventful decorum, through that portion of their lives which
1~ to be portrayed. I hesitated, bui allowed myself to be
alluied to what I felt to be wrong, much dreading the
event. How seldom is it that theories stand the wear and
tear of practice! I will not say that the story which
came wae good, but it was received with greater favour
than any I had written before or have written since. I
think that almost anything wonld have been then accepted
coming under Thackeray’s editorehip.

I was astonished that work should be reqmired in such
haste, knowing that much preparation had been made, and
that the sarvice of almost any English novelist might have
heen obtasined if asked for in due time. It was my
readiness that was needed, rather than any other gift!
The riddle was read to me affer & {ime. Thackeray hed
himself intended to begin with one of his own grest
novels, but had put it off #ill it was too late, Lovel the
Widower wos commenced at the same time with my own
etory, but Lovel the Widower was not eubstantial enough
to appear as the principal joint at the banquet. Though
your guests will undoubledly dipe off the little delicacies
you provide for them, there must be & heavy saddle
of mutton among the viands prepared. I waa the saddle
of mntton, Thackeray having omitted to get his joint down
to the fire in time enough. My fitnesa laymmympaolty
for quick roasting.

Tt may be interesting to give a list of the eomfributors
to the fint number. My novel called Framley Parsonaw



] BIOGRAPRICAL. 58

came first, At this banquet the saddle of mutton was
served before the delicacies. Then there was a paper by
Bir John Bowring on The Chinese and Oulor Barbarians.
The commencing number of Lovel tha Widowsr followed,
George Lewes came next with his first chapters of
Studics in Animal Life. Then there was Father Prout's
Inawguration Ode, dedicated to the author of Vanity Fair,
—which should have led the way. I need bardly say
that Father Prout was the .Rev. F. Mahony. Then
followed Our Volunterrs, by 8ir John Burgoyne; 4 Man
of Letters of the Last Generation, by Thormnton Hunt;
The Search for Sir John Frankiin, from a private journal
of an officer of the ¥ox, now 8Sir Allen Young; and T%e
First Morning of 1860, by Mrs, Archer Clive. The
number was concluded by the first of those Roundubout
Papers by Thackerny himself, which became so delightful
s portion of the literature of The Cornkill Magazine.

It would be out of my power, and hardly interesting,
to give an entire list of those who wrote for Tha Cornhill
under Thackeray’s editorial direction. But I may name a
few, to show how strong was the support which he received.
Those who eortributed to the first number I have named.
Among those who followed were Alfred Tennyson, Jacob
Omnium, Lord Houghton, Willians Russell, Mra, Bascher
Stowe, Mra, Browning, Robert Bell, George Augustus Sala,
Mrs, Gaskell, James Hinton, Mary Howitt, John Kaye,
Charles Lever, Frederick Locker, Laurence Oliphant, John
Ruogkin, Fitzjamen Stephen, T. A. Trollope, Henry Thomp-
son, Herman Merivale, Adelaide Proctor, Matthew Arneld,
the present Lord Lytton, and Miss Thackersy, now Mra.
Ritchie. Thackeray continued the editorship for two years
and four months, namely, up to April, 1863 ; but, as all
readers will remember, he continued to write for it till he
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died, tho day before Christroas Day, in 1863. His last
contribution was, I think, a paper written for and pub
liched in the November number, called, © Strange fo suy
on Club Paper,” in which he vindicated Lord Clyde from
the accusation of having taken the club stationery homs
with him. It was not a great eubject, for no one eould
or did believe that the Field-Marshal hed been guilty
of any meanness ; but the handling of it has made it
interesting, and his indignation has made it beautifnl.
The magazine was a great success, but justice compels
me to say that Thackeray was not a good editor. As he
would have been an indifferenf civil servant, an indiffarent
member of Parliasment, so was he perfunctory as an
editor. It has sometimes been thought well to select a
popular literary man as an editor ; first, becanse his name
will atiract, and then with an idea that he who can write
wall himesolf will be a competent judge of the writings of
others, The first may sell a iagazine, but will hardly
make it good ; and the second will not avail much, unlesa
tho aditor so situated be patienf encugh to read what is
sent to him, Of o magazine editor it is required that
he should be patient, serupulous, judicious, but above
all things hard-hearted, I think it meay be doubted
whether Thackeray did bring himself to read the basketfula
of manuscripts with which<he was deluged, but ke pro-
bably did, sooner or later, read the tonching little private
notes by which they were accompanied,—the heartrending
appeals, in which he was told thet if this or the other littls
article could be accepted and paid for, a starving family
might be saved from starvation for a month. He tells us
how he felt on receiving such letters in one of his Rownd-
aboul Pupers, which he calls ¢ Thorns in the cushion,®
“How am I to know,” he says—-* though to be pure I
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begin to know now,—as I take the letters off the tray,
which of those envelopex sontains a real Jona fide lotter,
and which athorn$ One of the best invitations this year
I mistook for a thorn letter, and kept it without opening.”
Then he gives the sample of a thorn letter. It is from o
governess with a poem, and with a prayer for insertion and
payment, * 'We have known better days, sir. Ihave asick
and widowed mother to maintain, and little brothers and
gisters who look to me.” He could not stand this, and
the money would be sent, out of his own pocket, though
the poem might be—postponed, till happily it abould be
lost.

From esuch material a good editor could not be made.
Nor, in truth, do I think that he did much of the editorial
work. I had omce mnde an armngement, not with
Thackeray, but with the proprietors, as to some little
story. The story was sent back to me by Thackeray—
rejected.  Virginibus puerisgue! That was the gist of
his objection. There was a project in a gentleman’s mind,
—as told in my atory,~to ron away with a married
woman! Thackeray's letter was very kind, very regretiul,
—full of apology for such treatmemt to such a contri-
butor. But-—Firginitbus pucrisgue ! 1 waa quite sure that
Thackeray had not taken the trouble to read the story
bimeelf. Some moral deputy had veed it, and dis-
approving, no doubt properly, of the little project to
which I have alluded, had incited the editor to wse his
authority. That Thackeray had suffered when he wrote
it waa easy to see, fearing thoat ho was giving pain to one
he would fain have pleased. I wrote him a long letter in
roturn, aa full of drollery za I knew how to make it. In
four or five days there came a reply in the same spirit,—
boiling over with fun. He had kept my letter by him, not
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daring to open it,—as he says that he did with thas eligible
invitation. At last he had given it to one of his girls to
examine,~{o see whether the thorn wounld be too sharp,
whether I had turned upon him with reproaches. A
man so sasceptible, so prone to work by fits and starts, so
unmethodical, eould not have been a good editor.

In 1862 he went into the new homso which he had
built for himself at Palace Green. I remember well, while
this was etill being built, how his friends used to discnss
his imprudence in building it. Though he had done well
with himself, and had made and was making a large income,
waos he entitled to live in a house the rent of which could
not be counted at lesa than from five hundred to six
hundred pounds a year? Befors he had been there two
years, he solved fhe question by dying,—when the house
wes eold for two thousand pounds more than it had cost.
He himself, in epeaking of his project, was wonf to
declare that he was laying out his money in the best way
he could for the interest of his children ;—and it furned
out that he was right.

In 1863 he died in the house which he had built, and
at the period of his death wsa writing a new mnovel in
numbers, called Denic Duval, In The Cornhill, The
Adventures of Philip had appeared. This new enterprise
was destined for commencement on 1st January, 1864,
and, though the writer was gone, it kept ite promise, as
far a8 it went. Three numbers, and what might probably
have been intended for half of a fourth, appeared. It
may be seen, therefore, that he by no means held o my
theory, that the suthor should see the end of his work
before the public sees the commencement. But neither
did Dickena or Mrs Gaskell, both of whom died with
stories not completed, which, when they died, were in.the
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course of publication. AIl the evidencs goes aguinst the
necessity of such precaution. Nevertheless, were I giving
advice to a tiro in novel writing, I should recommend it.

With the last chapter of Denis Duval waz published
in the magasine a set of notes on the book, taken for the
most part from Thackeray’s own papers, and showing how
mnch collaternl work he had given to the fabrication of
hiz novel. No doubt in preparing othoer tales, especially
LEzmond, a very large amount of such collateral Iabour waa
found necessary. Heo was a man whe did very much of
sueh work, delighting to deal in littla historical incidents.
They will be found in almost everything that he did, and
I do not know that he wns ever nccused of gross mistakes,
But I doubt whother on that account he should be ealled
a lnoboricus man, He could go down to Winchelses,
when writing about the little town, 1o pee in which way
the strects lay, and to provide lLimself with what we eall
locsl colouring, He could jot down the sugpestions, aa
theycnmebohnmmd, of his future story. There was an
irregularity in such work which wes to his tasle. His
very notes would be delightful to read, parteking of thu
nature of pearls when prepared only for his own use,
But he could not bring kimself to sit at his desk and do
an allotted task day after day. He mceomplished what
must be considered as quite a safficient life’s work. Ho
had about twenty-five years for the purposs, and that
which he has left ie an ample produce for the iime.
Nevertheless he was a man of fits and starts, who, not
having been in his early yesrs diilled to method, never
achieved it in his eareer.

He died on tha Jay before Christmas Day, as hag becn
‘said sbove, very suddenly, in his bed, early in the
morning, in the fifty-third year of hie life. To those who
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saw him abouf in the world there scemed to be no reason
why he should not continue his career for the next
twenty yeats, But those who knew him were 8o well
aware of hiz constant sufferings, that, though they expected
no sudden ocatastrophe, they were hardly surprised when
it came. His death was probaebly caused by thoee spasms
of which he had complained ten yeara before, in hia letter
to Mr. Reed. On the lasi day but one of the year, a
crowd of sorrowing friends stood over his grave as he wes
laid to rest in Kensal Green ; and, as quickly afterwarda
as it could be executed, a bust to his memory was put up
in Westminster Abhey. It is a fine work of ari, by
Marochetti ; but, as a likeness, is, I think, Jese effective
then that which was modelled, and then given to the
Garrick Club, by Durham, and has lately heen put into
marble, and now stands in the upper vestibule of the
club. Noither of them, in my opinion, give so accurate
pn idea of the man as a statustfe in bronze, by Boehm,
of which two or three copies were made. One of them is
in my possession, It has been alleged, in refevence to
this, that there is something of a caricature in the lengthi-
ness of the figure, in the two hands thrust into ths
{rousors pockets, and in the protrusion of the chin. But
this feeling has originated in the gemeral idea that any
face, or any figure, not wade by the artist mors beantiful
or more graceful than the criginal is an injustice. The
face must be amoother, the pose of the body must be more
digmified, the proportions more perfect, than in the person
ropresenited, or satisfaction is mot felt. Mr. Boehm has
certainly mot flattered, but, as far as my eye ean judge, he
has given the figure of the man exactly as he used to
stand before us, I have a portrait of him in crayon, by
Samnuel Lawrence, as like, but hardly as natural.
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A little befors his death Thackeray told me that he
had then succeeded in replacing the fortune which he had
lost as 8 young man, He had, in fact, done better, for he
left an income of seven hundred and fifty pounds bahind
him,

It has heen zaid of Thackeray that he was a cynie.
This has heen eaid so penerally, that the charge against
him has become proverbial. This, stated barely, leaves
one of two impressions on tho mind, or perheps the two
together,—that this cynicism was natural to his charactor
and came out in hia life, or that it is the characteristie of
his writings. Of the nature of his writings generally, I
will speak in the last chapter of this little bhook, Asto
his personal characier & o cynie, I must find room to
quote the following first stanzas of the little poemn which
appeared to his memory in Punch, from the pen of
Tom Taylor;

He was ncynic! By his life all wrought

Of generoos acts, wild words, and gentle waya;
His heart wide open to all kindly thought,

Hin kand so quick to give, his tongite to praise!

He was a cynic! You might read it writ

In that broad brow, crowned with ita silver hair;
In those blue syes, with childlike candoar lit,

In thet aweet smile his lipa were wont to wear !

He wea & cynic! By the love that clung
About him from hia children, friends, and kin ;

By the sharp pain light pen and gomip tongue
Wronght in him, chafing the soft keart within !

The epirit and nature of the man have been caught
here with ebsolute truth. A public man should of

course be judged from his public work, If he wrote ns o
cynie,—a point which I will not diseuss here,—it may be
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fair that he who is to be known 28 a writer shounld be so
called. But, as a man, T protest that it would be hard to
find an individual farther removed from the character,
Over and outside his fancy, which was the gift which
made him so remarkable,—a certain feminine softness
wag the most remarkable trait about him. To give some
immediate pleagure wns the great delight of his life,—a
sovereign to a schoolboy, gloves to a girl, a dinner to a
man, & compliment to a woman. His charity was over
flowing. His generosity excessive. I heard once a story
of woe from a man who was the dear friend of both of us.
The gentleman wanted a large sem of money inatantly,—
something under two thousand pounds,—had no natural
friends who conld provide it, but must go utterly to the wall
without it. Pondering over this sad condition of things just
revealed to me, I met Thackeray botween the two mounted
heroes at the Horse Guards, and told him thestory. *Do
you maan to sey that I am to find two thousand pounds§”
he said, angrily, with eome expletives, I explained that
I had not even suggested the doing of anything,—only that
wo might diseuss the matter, Then there came over his
face & peculisr smile, and a wink in his eye, and he
whispered his suggestion, as though half ashamed of his
meanness. “I'll go half” he said, “if anybody will do
the resk” And ke did go half, at a day or two's noties,
though the gentleman was no more than simply a friend.
I am glad to be able to add that the money wae quickly
repaid. I eould tell various stories of the same kind, only
that I lack space, and that they, if simply added one to
the other, would fack interest.

He was no cynic, but he was a satirist, and could
now and then be a satirist in conversation, hitting very
hard when he did hit. 'When he was in America he mat
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&t dinner a literary gentleman of high character, middle-
aged, and mosat dignified deportment. The genileman was
one whoes chamoter and acquirements etood very high,—
deaervedly so,-—but who, in society, had thet sir of
wrapping hia togs around him, which adds, or i sap-
posed to add, many cubits to & man's height. But he
had & broken nose. A% dinner he talked much of the
tender passion, and did so in » manner which stirred
up Thackeray’s feeling of the ridiculous. * What hes
the world come to,” said Thackeray out loud to the talile,
*when two broken-nosed old fogies like you and me sit
falking abont love to each other!” The gentloman was
astounded, and could only sit wrapping his togs in silent
dismay for the rest of the evening, Thackeray then,
09 al other similar times, bad no idea of giving pain, but
whon he saw & foible he put his foot upon. it, and tried to
stamp it out.

Such is my idea of the man whom msny eall a cynic,
but whom I regard sa one of the moet soft-hearted of
human beings, sweet as Cherity itself, who went alout
the world dropping pearls, doing good, and never wilfully
inflicting a wound.



CHAPTER IL
FRARER'S MAGAZINE AND PUNCH,

How Thackeray commenced his connection with Fraser's
Mnpazine I am unable to say. We know how he had
come to London with a view to a literary coreer, and that
hoe had at one time made an attempt fo earn his bread as
a correspondent to & mewspaper from Paris, It is pro-
bable that he became acquainted with the redoubtable
Oliver Yorke, otherwise Dr. Maginn, or some of his staff,
through the conmection which hs had thus opened with
the press, Ho was not known, or st any rato he was un-
recognised, by Fraser in January, 1835, in which month an
amusing catalogne was given of the writers then employed,
with portraits of them, all seated at a symposium. I ean
trace no article to his pen before Novemher, 1837, when
the Yellowplush Correspondence was commenced, though
it is hardly probable that he should have commenced
with a_work of so much pretension. There had been
published a volume called My Book, or the Anafomy
of Cunduct, by John Skelion, and a very absnrd hook
no doubt it waz. We may presume that it contained
maxims on etiqustte, and that it was intended to convey
in print those invaluable lessons on deportment which,
as Dickens has told us, were subsequently given by

Mr. Turveydrop, in the academy kept by him for that
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purpose, Thackeray took this as Lis foundation for the
Fashionalle Fax and Polite Annygoals, by Jeames Yellow-
plush, with which he commenced those repeated attacka
against smobbism which he delighted to make through a
considerable portion of his literary life. Oliver Yorke
has himself added four or five pages of hia own fo
Thackeray’s lvcubrations; and with the second, and
eome future numbers, there appesred illustrations by
Thackeray himself, illustrations at this fime not having
been common with the magazine. From all this I gather
that the author was already held in estimation by Fraser's
confraternity. I remember well my own delight with
Yellowrplush at the time, and how I inguired who was the
anthor, It was then that I first heard Thackeray’s name,

The Fellowplush Papers were continued through nine
numbers. No further reference was made to Mr. Skelton
and his book beyond that given at the heginning of the
first number, and the satire is only shown by the attempk
made by Yellowplush, the footman, to give his idees
generally on the manners of noble life. Tho idea seems
to be that a gentleman may, in heart and in action, be an
valgar as a footman, No doubt he may, but the chances
are very much that he won't. But the virtue of the
memeir does nof consist in. the lessons, but in the general
drollery of theletters. The * orthogwaphy is inaccuwate,”
@8 & certain person says in the memoirs,—* g0 inaccuwate
a8 to take a positive study to “ compwehend ” it ; but the
joke, though old, is so handlad as to be very emusing.
Thackeray soon rushes away from his criticisms on
amobbism o other matters. There ate the details of a card-
sharping enterprise, in which we ecannot but feel that we
recognise something of the author’s own experiences in the
misfortunes of Mr, Dawkins; there is the Earl of Crab’s,
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and then the first of those ettacks which hd was tempted
to make on the absurditiea of his hrethren of letters, and
the only one which now has the appearance of having
been illnatured. His firat vietims were Dr. Dionysius
Lardner and Mr. Edward Bulwer Lytton, as ha was then.
‘We can surrender the doctor to the whip of the satirist;
and for “ Sawedwadgeurgeearliittnbuiwig,” as the novelist
is made to call himeel{, we can well believe that he must
himself have enjoyed the Fellpwpluzh Memoirs if he ever
re-read them in after life. The spesch in which he is
made to dissuade the footman from joining the world of
letters i3 so good that I will venture to insert it : < Buliwig
was violently affected; a tear stood in his glistening i,
¢ Yellowplush,’ says he, seizing my hend, *you are right.
Quit not your present cecupation; black boots, clean
knives, wear plush all your life, but don’t furn literary
men, Look at me. ¥ am the firat novelist in Europe
I bave ranged with eagle wings over the wide regions of
Literature, and perched on every eminence in ite turn. I
have gazed with eagle eyes on tha sun of philosophy, and
fathomed the myeterions depths of the human mjnd, All
languages are familiar to me, all thoughts are known to
me, all men understood by me. I have gathered wisdom
from the honeyed lips of Plato, as we wandered in the
gardens of the Academies ; wisdom, too, from the mouth
of Job Johnson, as we smoked our backy in Seven Dials.
Such must be the studies, and such is the mission, in this
world of the Poet-Philosopher. But the knowledge is
only emptinees ; the initiation is but misery ; the initiated
a man shunned and banned by his fellows, Oh!’ said
Ballwig, elasping his hands, and throwing his fine i'a
up to the chandelier, *the curee of Pwomethus descends
upon his wace, Wath and punishmant pursue them from



e TRASER'S MAGAZINN AND PUNUKE, o

gonewation fo genewation! Wo to genius, the heaven-
scalar, the firestealar! Wo and thrioe-hitter deaclation 1
Earth ix the woek on which Zens, wemorssless, stwetchea
his withing . wictim ;—men, the vultures thet feed and
hatten on him. Ai, ail it is agony eternal,—gwoaning
end eolitawy despair! And you, Yellowplush, would
penctwate these mystewios ; you would waise the awiul
weail, and stand in the twemendous Pwesemce. Beware,
as you value your peace, bewart| Withdwaw, waih
Neophyts! For heaven’s sake! O for heaven's sake |’
—Heze he locked round with agony ;—*give me a glass of
bwandy-and-water, for this clawet is beginning to disagwes
with me.'” - It was thus thet Thackeray bagan hat vein
of satire on Mis contemporaries of which it may ba said
that the older he grew the more amusing it was, and at
the samd time less likely to hurk the feelings of the
author sstirised.

The next tale of any length from Thackersy's pen, in
the mnaghsine, was that called Oatherins, which is the
story teken from the life of a wreiched weman called
Catheiin® Hayen. It is certainly not pleasant reading,
and wal not written with a pleasant purpose. It sssumes
to have come from the psm of Ikey Sclomon, of Home
monger Lane, and its object is to show how disgusting
would be the records of thioves, cheais, and murderers if
their doings and langnage were deseribed according to
their nature instead of being handled in such a way as
to areate sympethy, and therefore imitation, Dulwer's
Eugena Avery, Herrison Ainaworth’s Jack Shepperd, and
Dickens' Nedof were in his mind, and it was thus that
he proached lis sermon egaivst the selection of such
heroes and heroines by the noveliate of theeday, “Be it
granted,” he says, in his epilogus, “Solomon is dall ; but

- r
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don't attack his morality, He humbly submite that, in
his poem, no man shall mistake virtus for vice, no man
ghall gllow a single sentiment of pity or admiration to
enter his bosom for any character in the poem, it being
from beginning to end a scene of unmixed raecality, per-
formed by persons who never deviate into good feeling.”
The intention is intelligible emough, but such a story
neither could have been wrilten nor read,—certainly not
written by Thackeray, nor read by the ordinary reader of
a firat-class magazine,—had he not been ensbled to adorn
it by infinite wit. Captain Brock, though a brave man, is
cortainly not deseribed as an intereating or gallant soldier;
but he is possessod of great resources. Ceptain Maczhane,
toa, is a thorough blackguard ; but he is one with a dash
of loyalty about him, so that the reader can almost sympa-
thise with him, and is tempied to say that Ikey Solomon
has not gquite kept his promise,

Cutherine appeared in 1839 and 1840. In the laiter of
those years The Shablby (fenlesl story also came out, Then
in 1841 there followed The History of Samuel Tilmarsh
and the Great Hoggarty Diamond, illustrated by Sammel’s
cougin, Michael Angelo. But though so anmounced in
Fraser, there were no llusirations, and those attached to
the story in later editions are not taken from sketches by
Thackeray. This, aa far as I know, was the first use of
the name Titmarsh, and secms to indicats some intention
on the part of the author of creating a hoax a3 o two
personages,—one the writer and the other the illustraior,
If it were 80 he must socn have dropped the idea. In
the last paregraph he has shaken off his cousin Michael.
The main object of the story is to expose the villany of
bubhle companies, and the danger they run who venture
to have dealings with city mafters which they do not
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understand, I cannot but think that he altered his mind,
and changed his purpose while he was writing it, actuated
probably by that editorial monition as to its length,

In 1842 were commenced The Confessions of Georgs
Fitz-Boodls, which were continued into 1843, I do not
think that they atirasted much attention, or that they
have become peculiarly popular aince, They are supposed
to contain the reminiscencea of & younger son, who moans
over his poverty, complains of womankind generally,
laugha ot the world all round, and intersperses his pages
with cne or two excellent ballads, I guote one, written
for the sake of affording a parody, with the parody along
with it, because the two together give eo strong an ex-
ample of the condition of Thackeray's mind in regard to
literary products. The "*humbug” of everything, the
pretence, the falseness of affected sentiment, the remote-
ness of postical pathos from the frue comdition of the
average minds of men and women, struck him zo0 strongly,
that he sometimes allowed himself almost to feel,—or at
any rate, to say,~—that poetical expression, as being above
nature, must be unnatural He had declared to himself
that all humbug was cdiouns, and should be by him laughed
down to the extent of his capacity. His Yellowplush,
his Catherine Hayes, his ¥itz-Boodle, his Barry Lyndon,
and Becky Bharp, with many others of this kind, were
all invented and treated for thia purpose and after this
fashion. I skall have to say more on the same subject
when I come to The Snob Papers. In this instance he
wrote & very pretty balled, The Willow I'ree,—sc good
that if Jeft by ifeelf it would create no idea of abwurdity
or extravagant pathos in the mind of the ordinary reader,—
simply that he might render his own work absurd by his

own parcdy. 5
7
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THE WILLOW-TEEE.
No. I.

Enow ye tha willow-izree,
‘Whose gray leaves guiver,
Whispering gloomily
To yon pale river P
Lady, st eventide
‘Wander not near it!
They say ita branches hida
A wad lost spirit!

Cmoe to the willow.iree
A mpid oaros feaxful,
Paloe seomed her cheek to be,
Her hlue sye tearful.
floon = ghe paw the tree,

No ons to meet hart

Quick beat her heart to hear
Tha far bells' chime

Toll from the chapel-tower
The tryeting-time.

But the red sun went down
In golden flame,

And thongh she locked arcund,

Yet no ane oame!

Pressatly osme the night,
Badly to greet her,—

Moon in her silver light,
Btazs in their glittes.

Then sank the moon sway
Under the billow,

Still wepb the maid alone—
There by the willow!

{omad,

THEE WILLOW-TREER
No. II.

Long by the willow-tree
Vainly thay scught her,

Wild rang the mother’s screams
Fer the gray water,

4 Where is my lovely one P
Whers in my danghter #

Rouse thee, nir constable—
Boose thee and lock.
¥ieherman, bring your net,
Boatman, your hook.
Beat in the lily-beds,
Dive in the brook.”

Vainly the constable
Bhouted and called he,

Vainly the fisherman
Beat the green aldar.

Vainly ho threw the net.
Never it haunled her!

Mother beeide the fire
8at, her night-oep in ;

Pather in ennyohnir,
Gloomily napping ;

‘When at the window.sill
Oums & light tapping,

And & pals countenance
Lookedthrongh the oasement;,
Loud bea$ the mother’s heart,
Bick with amasernent,
And st the vision which
Oame to sarprise bar |
fhrisking in an agony—
“Lor'! it's Elisar!”



Lonsly and atilly,
Sbrill oame the night wind,

Bhrill blew the morning brooze,
Blling and oold.

Bleak peers the gray dawn
Over the wold!

Bleak over moor and atream
Looka the gray dawn,

Gray with dishevellad hair.

Btill stands the willow there--—
The maid is gone!

Domine, Domine !
Bing we & litany—
Bing for poor maiden.hearta
broken and weary ;
Bing we a litany,
Wail we and weep wa i
wild miserare!

Yeu, 'twas Elisaboth ;—
Yes, ‘twas their girl;

Pals was her cheek, nnd her
Hair ount of curl.

“ Mother ™ the loved one,
Blushing, exclaimed,

4 Let niot your innocent
Lixsy be hlamed.

Yesterday, going to Annt
Joner's to tos,
Mother, dear mothar, I
Yorgot the door-key!
And sa the night waa oold,
And the way steep,
Mrs. Jonss kept me to
Breakfast and sleep.”

Whether her pa and ma
Fully believed her, °
Thet we shall never know.
Stern they roceived her;
And for the work of that
Cruel, though short, night,—
Sent her to bed withont
Toa for & fortnight.

Mopar.
Hey diddle diddlety,
Cat and the Addlety,
Maidens of England take
osution by sha!
Let love and suicide
Never tempt you aside,
And alwayw remember to take
the door-key!

M. George Fitz-Boodle gave his name to other narratives
beyand his own Confessions. A series of stories was carried
on by him in Fraser, called Men’s Wives, containing throo
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Ravenwing, Mr, and Mre. Frank Berry, and Dennis
Hoggarty's Wife. The first chapter in Mr. and Mrs,
Frank Berry describea * The Fight at Slanghter Houge.”
Blaughter House, as Mr. Venahles reminded us in the
Inst chapter, was near Smithfield in London,—the achool
which afterwards became Grey Friars; and the fight
between Bigge and Berry is the record of one which took
plece in the flesh when Thackeray was at the Charter
Houee, DBut Mr Fiiz-Boodle’s name was afterwards
attached to a greater work than these, to s work so great
that subsequent editors have thonght him ts be unworthy
of the honour, In the January nwmber, 1844, of Fraser's
Magaring, are commenced the Msmairs of Barry Lyndon,
and the suthorship is attributed to Mr. Fitz-Boodle. The
title given in the magazine was The Luck of Barry
Lyndon: o Romance of the last Oentury. By Fitz-Boodle,
In the oollested edition of Thackeray's works the Memoirs
are given a8 “ Written by himeelf,” and were, I presume, so
brought out by Thackersy, after they had appeared in
Fraser. Why Mr, George Fitz-Boodle zhould have been
robbed of g0 great an honour I do not know.

In imaginstion, language, comstruction, and general
literary capacity, Thackeray never did anything more re-
merkahle than Barry Lyndon, T have quoted the words
which he put into the mouth of Irey Solomon, declaring
that in the story which he haa there told he has created
nothing but disgust for the wicked characters he has pro-
duced, and that he has “used his humble endeavours to
canze the publis also to hate them,” Here, in Barry
Lyndon, be has, probably unconsciously, acted in direct
opposition to his own prineiples. Barry Lyndon is as
great a seoundrel as the mind of man ever coneeived. Ha
is ome who might have taken as his motto Satan’s
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words; “Evil, bo thou my good.” And yot his story
is so0 written that it is almost impossible mnot to
entertain something of a Iriendly feeling for him. He
tells his own adventures aa s card-sharper, bully, and
liar; as a heartloss wrelch, who had neither love mer
gratitnde in his composition ; whe had no sense even of
loyalty ; who regarded gambling oz the highest acenpation
to which a man conld@ devote himself, and fraud as alwayas
juatified by auccess; a man poseessed by all meannesses
except cowardics, And the reader is s0 carried away by
hiz franknees and enorgy aa almost to rejoice when he
succeeds, and to grieve with him when he is brought to
the ground,

The man is perfectly satisfied as fo the reasonablenees,
~—1I might almost eay, as to the rectitude,—of his own con-
duet throughout. He ia one of s deceyed Irish family,
that could boast of good bleod, His father had obtained
poesesaion of the remnants of the property by turning
Protestant, thus ousting the elder brother, who later on
becomes his nephew's confederate in gambling. The
elder brother is true to the old religion, and as the law
stood in the last cenfury, the younger brother, by changing
his religion, was able to turn him out. Barry, when a
boy, learns the slang and the gait of the debauched
gentlemen of the day, He is specially proud of being
a gentleman by birth and manners. He had been kid-
napped, and made to serve as a common soldier, but boasts
that he was at once fit for the oceasion when enabled to
chow a8 a comt gentleman, «I came fo it at ones,” he
gays, “and as if T had never done anything else all my
life. T had a gentlemsn to wail upon me, a French
Jrissur to dress my hair of a morning. I knew the taste
of choeolate aa by intuition almost, and conld distinguish
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between the right Spanish snd the French before I had
been a week in my pew position. X kad rings on all my
fingers and watches in both my fobe, canes, trinkets, and
snuffboxes of all sorte. I had the fineat natural taste
for lace and china of any man I ever kmew.”

To dreas well, fo wear a sword with a grace, to oarry
away his plunder with affected indifference, and to appear
to be squally essy when he logee his last ducet, to be
agresable to women, and to look like a gentleman,—-$hess
are his sccomplishmenta, In one place he rises to the
height of & grand professor in the art of gambling, and
gives his leasons with almost a nohle air, ¢ Play grandly,
honourably. Bs not of courss cast down at Iosing; but
above all, be not eager at winning, as mean sonls are.”
And he boasts of his accomplishments with a0 much
elogquence a8 to make the reader sure that he believes in
them. He in quite pathetic over himself, and ¢an deacribe
with heartrending words the evils that befall him when
others use against him successfully sny of the arts which
he practises himself,

The marvel of the book is not so much that the hero
shonld evidently think well of himsalf, as that the author
should so tell hin story as to appear to be altogether on
the hero's side. TIn Cafherine, the horrors described are
most truly disgusting,—so much that the story, though
very clever, is not plessant reeding. The Memoirs of
Barry Lyndon axe very pleasant to read. There iz nothing
to shock or disgust. The style of namative is exactly
that which might be used as to the exploits of a man
whom the suthor intended to represent as deserving of
sympathy and praise,—-so that the reader is almost brought
to sympathizse. But I should be doing an injustice to
Thackeray if I were to leave an impression that he had
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taught lessons tending to evil prectics, such as he supposed
to have been left by Jack Sheppard or Eugsna Aram.
No one will be tempted to undertake the life of a
chevalier dindusirie By reading the book, or be made to
think thet cheating at cards is either an agreeable or a
profitable professior. The following is excellent as a
firade in favour of gambling, coming from Redmond de
Balibari, a3 he came o he called during his adventures
abroad, but it will hardly ‘persuads snyone to be a
gambler ;

“We alwaya played on parole with anybody,—any
person, that is, of honour and noble lineage. We never
preased for our winnings, or declined fo receive promissory
notes in lisu.of gold Bat woe to the man who did not
pay when the note became due] Redmond de Balibari
was stre to wait upon him with his bill, and I promise
you there were very few bad debts. On the contrary,
gentlemen wore grateful to us for our forbearance, and
our character for honour stood unimpeached. In latter
timee, o vulgar national prejudice has chosen to cast a
glur upen the charaster of men of honour engaged in the
profession of play; but I speak of the good old days
of Europe, befare the cowardice of the French aristocracy
(in the shamefnl revolution, which served them right)
brought discredit upon our order. They cry fie now
upon men engaged in play; but I should like to know
bow much more honourable #heir modes of livelihood are
than ours. The broker of the Exchange, who bulls and
bears, and beys and sells, and dabbles with lying loans,
and trades upon statesecrets,—what in he but & gamester
The merchant who deals in teas and tailow, is he any better 1
His bales of dirty indigo are his dice, his cards come up
every yoar inatead of every ten minutee, and the ses is his
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green-table, Tou call the profession of the law an
honourable one, where a man will lie for any bidder ;—ke
down poverty for the seke of a fee from wealth ; Lie down
right because wrong is in his brief. | You call a doctor an
honourable man,—a swindling qneack who does not believe
in the noatrums which he preacribes, and takes your guines
for whispering in your ear that it is a fine moming. And
yet, forscoth, a gailant man, who sitsa him down before
the baize and challenges all eomers, his money against
theirs, his fortune sgainet theirs, iz proseribed by your
modern mora! world ! It is a conspiracy of the middle-
class against gentlemen. It is only the shopkesper cant
which is to go down nowadays, I say that play
was en institotion of chivalry. It hes been wrecked
nlong with other privilegee of men of birth. When
Beingalt engaged & man for six-and-thirty hours without
leaving the tables, do you think he showed no eormrage?
How have we had the hest bloed and the brightest syes
too, of Turope throbbing round the tahble, as I and my
uncle have held the cards and the bank against some
terrible player, who was matching some thouesands out of
hie millions against ourall, which wes there on the baize !
When we engaged that daring Alexis Kossloffeky, and
won geven thousand louis om a gingle coup, had we lost
we should have heen heggars the next day ; when fe lost,
he was only a village and a few hundred serfs in pawn
the worse. 'When at Toeplitz the Duke of Courland
brought fourteen lacqueys, each with four bags of florins,
and challenged our bank to play against the sealed bags,
what did we ask? ¢Bir, said we, *we have but eighty
thousand florins in bank, or two hundred thoussnd at
three months. If your highness's bags do not contain
more than eighty thousand we will meet you.” And we
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did ; and after eloven hours' play, in which our bank was
at one time reduced o two hundred and three dneats, we
won geventeen thousand florine of him. Is #ids not some-
thing like boldness? Doee this profession mnot requive
ekill, and perseverance, and bravery? Four ecrowned
heads looked on at the game, and an imperial prineess,
when T turned up the ace of hearts and made Parcki,
burst into tears. No man on the European Continent
beld a higher position than Redmond Barry them; and
when the Duke of Courland loet he was pleased to say
that we had won nobly. And so we had, and spent nobly
what we won” This is very grand, and is put as an
eloguent man would put it who really wished to defend
gambling.

The rascal, of course, comea to a miserabls end, but the
tone of the narrative is continued throughout, He is
brought to live at last with his old mother in the Fleet
prison, on a wretched annmity of fifty pounds per nonum,
which she has saved out of the general wreck, and there he
dies of delirium tremens. For an assumed tone of continued
irony, maintained through the lomg memoir of a life,
never becoming tedious, never unnpatursl, astounding us
mather by ite naturelness, I know nothing equal to Barry
Lymdon,

Ag one reads, one sometimes is struck by a conviction
that this or the other writer has thoroughly liked the
work on which he is engaged, There is a gusto about his
passages, o liveliness in the language, a spring in the
motion of the words, an eagerness of description, & lilt, if
I may so call it, in the progress of the narrative, which
makes the reader feel that the anthor has himself greatly
enjoyed what he has written. He has evidently gone on
with his work without any sense of weariness, or doubt ;
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and the words have come readily to him. So it has been
with Bawy Lyndon. “My mind was filled full with
those blackguards,” Thackeray once said to a friend. It
i easy enough to see that it was so. In the passsge which
1 have above quoted, his mind was running over with the
idea that a rascal might be so far gone in rascality ma to
be in love with his own trade.

This was the last of Thackeray’s long stories in Fraser.
I have given by no means a complete catalogue of hig
contributions to the magerine, but I have perhaps men-
tioned those which are best known. There were many
ghort pieces which have now bean collecied in his works,
such as Little Travels and Roadside Sketches, and the
Carmen Lilliense, in which the post is supposed to be
detained st Lille by want of money. There are others
which I think are not to be found in the collectod works,
guch as a Boxr of Novels by Titmarsh, and Titmarsh in
the Picturs Gallertes. After the name of Titmarsh had
been oncs sssumed it was generally used in the papers
which he sent to Fraser.

Thackeray's connection with Punck began in 1843,
and, a8 far as I can learn, Mirs Tioklcloby's Lecturss on
Englich History was hia first contribution. They, how-
ovar, have not been found worthy of a place in the
collocted edition, Hia short pieces during & long peried
of his life were s0 numerons that to have brought them
all together would have weighted hiz more important
works with too great an amount of extranecus matier,
The same lady, Miss Tickletoby, gave a series of lecturea,
There wes Tha Hislory of the next French Revolwdion,
and The Wanderings of our Fat Contridutor,—the firet of
which is, and the latter ia not, perpetuated in his works,
Our old friend Jeamea Yellowplush, or De Ia Pleche,—for
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we cannot for & moment doubt that he is the same Jeamer,
—is very prolifie, and as exoellent in his orthography, his
sense, and satire, as evar, Thess papers began with The
Tucky Speculator. He lives in The Alhany; he hires a
brougham ; and is devoted to Miss Emily Flimsey, the
danghter of Sir George, who had been his master,—to the
great injury of poor Maryanne, the fellow-servant who
hed loved him in his kitchen days. Then there follows
that wonderful balled, Jeames uf Backiey S8quare. TUpon
this ke writes an angry letter to Punch, dated from his
chambers in The Alhany ; * Has a reglar suzcriber to your
amnging paper, I beg leaf to state that I should never
have done eo had I supposed that it was your ‘abbit to
igspose the mistaries of privit life, and to hinger tho
delligit feelings of umble individyouls like myself” He
writes in his own defence, both as to Maryanne and to
the share-dealing by which he had made his fortune ; and
he ends with deelaring his right to the position which
he holds, *You are corrict in stating that T am of
hancient Normin fam'ly. This is more than Peal can
eay, to whomb 1 applied for » barnetey ; but the primmier
being of low igetraction, natrally stikles for his horder.”
And the letter is signed * Fitrgjames De la Pluche,” Then
follows his diary, beginning with a deseription of the way
in which he roshed into Punck’s office, declaring his mis-
fortunes, when losses had come upon him. *I wish to
be paid for my contribewtions to your paper Suckm-
ntances is altered with me,” Whereupon he gets a cheque
upon Mesars. Pump and Aldgate, and has himself carried
away to new epeculations. He leavee his diary behind
him, and Punch surrepiitionsly publishes it There is
mush in the diary which comes from Thackeray's very
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Lord Bareacres? “I gave the old humbug a few shares
out of my own pocket, ¢There, old Pride, says L, ‘I
like to see you down on your knees to a footman. There,
old Pomposity | Take fifty pounds, I like fo see you
come cringing and begging for it!’ Whenever I see him
in a very public place, I take my change for my money.
I digg him in the ribbs, or clap his padded old shoulders.
I ¢all him * Bareseres, my old brick,’ and I see him wince.
I# does my ’'art good™ It does Thackeray's heart good to
pour himeelf out in indignation against eome imaginary
Bareacres. He blowa off his steam with such an sagerness
that he forgeta fora time, or nearly forgets, his cacography.
Then there are * Jeames on Time Bargings,” * Jeames on
the Guage Question,” * Mr. Jeames again” Of all our
suther’s heroes Jeames is perhaps the most amusing.
There is not much in that joke of bad spelling, and we
should have heen inclined to say beforehand, thet Mrs.
Malaprop had dome it s0 well and so sufficiently, that no
repetition of it would be received with great favour, Like
other dishes, it depends npon the cooking. Jeames, with
his *guckmstances,” high or low, will be immortal,
There were The Travels in London, a long series of them ;
end then Puxch's Prize Novelists, in which Thackeray
imitates the langusge and plots of Bulwer, Disracli,
Charles Laver, G. P, R. James, Mm. Gore, and Cooper,
the American. They ave all axcellent ; perhaps Codlingsby
i3 the best. Mendozs, when he is fighting with the
bargemen, or drinking with Codlingsby, or receiving
Louis Pkilippe in his rooms, scems fo have come direct
from the pen of our Premier. Phil Fogeriy’a jump, and
the younger and the elder horsemen, as they come riding
into the atory, one in his armour and the other with his
feathers, bave the very savour and tome of Lever and
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James; but then the ssvour and the tone are mot so
piguant. I kpow nothing in the way of imitation to equal
Codlingsby, if it be mot The Tale of Drury Lane, by
‘W. B. in the Bejected Addresses, of which it is said that
‘Walter Seott declared that he must have written it him-
self, The scene hetween Dr, Franklin, Louis X VL, Mario
Antoinette, and Tatua, the chief of the Nose-rings, as told
in The Stars and Stripes, ia perfect in its way, but it fails
a3 baing a caricature of Cooper. The caricaturiet hos
boen carried away beyond and above his medel, by his
own sense of fun,

Of the ballads which appeared in Punck I will spesk
elsewhere, as I must give & separate short chapter to our
author's power of vemsification; but I must say a word of
The 8Snob Papers, which wers at the time the most popalar
and the best kmown of all Thackeray’s confributions 1o
Punch. 1 think that perhaps they were more charming,
more piquant, more apparently true, when thoy cams out
one after another in the periodical, than they are now as
collected fogether, T think thet one ab a time would
be better than many. .And I think that the first half in
the long list of anobs would have been more manifesily
snobs to us than they are now with the second half of
the list appended. In fact, there are too many of them,
till the reader is driven fo tell himself that the meaning
of it all is that Adam’s family is from first to last a
family of snobe. * First,” says Thackeray, in preface,
¢ the world was made ; then, a2 a matter of course, mobs ;
they existed for years and years, and were no more known
than America. But presently,—ingena patebat tellus,—
the peopls became darkly aware that there was Buch a
race, Not above five-and-twenty yeara ginece, a name, &n
expressive monosyllable, arose to desiguste that case, That



0 . TEACKNRAY. {omar,

name has spread over England like railroads subseqnently ;
#nobe are known and recognised throughout an empire on
whish I am given to undarstand the eun never seta.
DPunsk appears at the right seasom to chronicle their his
tory; and the individual comes forth to write that history
in Punch.

“J have,—and for thin gift I congratnlate myself with
s deep and abiding thankfulness,—sazn eye for a snob. If
the truthful is the beautiful, it is beantiful to study even
the encbbish ;«—to teack anobe through history aa certain
Iittle doge in Hampghire kunt out truffles ; to sink shafts
in society, and come upon rieh veins of enob-ore, Snob-
bithnesa is like Death, in a quotation from Horace,
which I hope you never heard, * beating with equal foot
st poor men’s doors, and kicking at the gates of emperors.”
Tt is o great mistake to judge of amobe lightly, and think
percentage of snobs, I believe, is to be found in every
rank of this mortal life. You must mot judge hastily or
vuigealy of anoba; to do so shows that you are yourself
a snob. I myself have been taken for ons.”

The state of Thackeray's mind when he commenced
hia delineations of enobhery is here socursisly depicted.
Wiitten, as these papers were, for Punch, and written, as
they were, by Thackeray, it was & necomsity that every
idea put forth should be given aa & joke, and that the
satire em society in.gencral should be wrapped.up in
burlesque abeurdity. But not the less eeger and serious
was hin.intemtions When he tells us, al tha snd of the
firet slapier, of a certain Colonel Snobley, whom, he met
at “Hagnigge Wells, as he says, and with.whom hs
wan 8o disgusted that he determined to drive.the man out
of the house, we are well aware that he had met an
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offepaive military gentleman,—probelly at Tunbridge
Gentlemen thus offensive, even though tamely offensive,
were peculiarly offensive to him. 'We presume, by wnat
follows, that this gentleman, ignorantly,—for himaelf moat
unfortunately,—#poke of Publicila. Thackeray was dis-
gusted,~-disgusted that such a name should be lugged into
ordinary conversation at all, and then that a man should
talk about a name with which he waa so little scquainted
as not to know how to promounce it. The man was
therefore a anob, and ought to be put down ; in all which
I think that Thackeray was unnecessarily hard on the
man, and gave him too much importance.

8o it waa with him in his whole intercormse with snobs,
~—as he calls them., He saw spmething that was dis-
tasteful, and a man instanily became a eanob in his
eatimetion. “But you can draw,” & man once maid to
him, there having boen aome discussion on the subject of
Thackeray’s art powers, The men meant ne doubt to ba
civil, but meant also to imply that for the purpose needed
the drawing was good enough, a matter on which he was ¥
competent to form an opinion. Thackeray instantly put :'}
the man down as a snob for fiattering himo, The little ¥
courtesies of the world and the litils discourtesies becamo
anohbish to him. A man could not wear hia hat, orm
carry his umbrella, or mount hia horse, without 1‘5:1].11113.J
mtosomeenorofm'hbmm'bdomhmhypemnhcd
eyes. Bt Michael would have carried his armourumus,
and 8t. Cecilia have besn snobbish as she twanged her '

harp.
Iﬁmythstapohmmomdmthatwerym:é
in the street would be properly “rum in” if omiy
the truth about the man had been kmown. The tinker
thiuka that every pot ia unsound. The cobbldr donbta the
a
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stability of every shoe. So at last it grew to be the
case with Thackerasy. There was more hope that the
city should be saved because of ite ten just men, than
for society, if society were to depend on ten who were
not smobe. All this aroee from the keeumess of his
vigion into thet which was really mean, DPut thut
kesnness hecame go agpravated by the intensenees of his
scarch that the slightest speck of dust became to his eyes
as o foul stain. PublicGls, a8 we saw, damned one poor
man to a wretched immortality, and snother was called
pitilessly over the coals, beeause ha had mixed & grain of
flattery with a bushel of fruth, Thackeray feils ua that
he waa born fo hunt out snobe, as ecertain dogs are trained
to find truffles. But we can imagine that & dog, very
energetic at producing itruffles, and not finding them as
plentiful as his heart desired, might ocoasionally produee
roots which wero not genuine,—might be carried on in
his energies till to his senses every fungus-root became a
traffle, I think that there has been something of this
with our author’s smob-hunting, and that his zcal was at
The nature of the task which came npon him made
this fanlt almost nnavoidehle. When & hit ie made, say
with a piece at o theatre, or with a zet of illustrations, or
with a series of papers on this or the other subject,—when
something of this ind has suited the taste of the moment,
and gratified the public, there is & natural inelination on
the part of those who are interested to continue tha$
which has been found to be good. It pays and it pleases,
and it seems fo suit everybody. Then it is continued
~«= ne ad nauseam. Wae eee it in everything. When the
WAE B -3 he liked pariridges, partridges were served to
of the o7, The world was pleassd with certain
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ridicnlows poriraits of its big men. The big men were
soon used up, and the little men had to be added.

‘We can imagine that even Puxnck may occasionally be
at & loas for subjects wherewith to delight ita readers. In
fact, The Snob Papers were too good to be brought to an.
end, and therefore there were forty-five of them. A
dozen would have been better. As he himself says in his
laat paper, “for a mortal year we have been together
figttering and abusing the human race.” It was exactly
that. Of course we know,—everybody always knows,—
that a bad epecimen of his order may be found in every
division of society. There may be s anob king, a snob
parscn, & snob member of parliament, s amob grocer, tailor,
goldsmith, and the like, But that is not what has been
meant. We did not want a special satirist to tell us what
we all knew before, Had snobbishness been divided for
us into is various attribuies and characteristics, rather
than attributed to varioua classes, the end sought,—ithe
exposure, namely, of the evil,—would have been better
attained. The snobbishness of flatiery, of falsehood, of
cowardice, lying, fime-serving, money-worehip, would hava
been perhapa attacked to a better purpose than that of
kings, priests, soldiers, merchants, or men of lettera The
assault as made by Thackeray seema to have heen made
on the profession generally,

The paper on clerieal enoba is intended fo be essentinlly
generons, and is ended by an allusion to certain old elerical
friends which has & sweet tone of tendernees in it “ How
shonld he who known you, not respect you or your calling !
Mey this pen never write a pennyworth again if it ever
easts ridicnls upon either.” But in the meantime he has
thrown his stone at the covetounsness of bishops, because
of certain Ivish prelates who died rich many years befors

e 2
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he wrote. The insinuation is that bishops generally take
more of the loaves and flahes than they ought, whereas
the faot is that bishops' incomes are gemerally so insuf-
ficient for the requirements demanded of them, that &
fesling provails that a clergyman to be fit for a bishopris
should have a private income. He attacks the snobbish-
ness of the univemitics, showing us how ons elass of
young men congists of fellow-commoners, who wear lace
and drick wine witk their meals, und another clasa conm-
pieta of sizars, or servitors, who wear badges, as being
poor, and are never allowed to fake their food with their
fellow-studenta, That arrangementa fit for pest timea ave
not fit for theee is true emough. Consequently they
should gradually be cheanged ; and from day to day are
changed, But there is no snobhishness in this. Was the
fellow-commoner & anob when he acted in accordanee with
the custom of his rank and stending? or the sizar who
acospted aid in achisving that edncation which he conld
not have got witiiout itV or the tutor of the college, whe
carried out the rules entrusted to him7 There are two
military exobs, Rag and Famish, One is a swindler and
the other a debeuched young idiot. No doubt they are
both enobs, and one has been, while the other is, an, officer.
But thers is,—I think, not an unfairness so much as an
aheencs of intuition,—in attaching to scldiers especially two
vices to which all classes are open. Rag was & gambling
snch, and Famish a drunken snob,—but they were not
spesially military snoba. Thare is a chapter devoted to
dinnergiving enobs, in which I think the doetrine laid
down will not hold water, and therefore that the nohbism
imputed is not proved. * Your usnel etyle of meal,” says
the satirist-—* that is plenteous, comfortable, and in its
perfection,~shouid be that to which you welsome your
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frienda.” Then there is something said about the ** Bram-
magem plate pomp,” and we are told that it iz right that
dunkes should give grand dinners, but that we,—of the
middle elase,—chould entertsin our frisnds with the sim-
plicity whick is enstomery with as.  In all this there is,
I think, a mistake. The duke gives a grand dinner be-
canse he thinks his friends will like it, sitting down when
alone with the duchess, we may suppose, with a retinue and
grandeur less than that which is arrayed for gala oocasions,
8o is it with Mr. Jones, who is no snob becanse he pro-
vides & costly dinner,—if he can afford it. He does it
because he thinks his friends will like it. It may be that
the grand dinner is & bore,—and that the leg of mutton
with plenty of gravy and potatoea all hot, would be nicer.
I generally prefer the leg of mutton myself. ButIdo not
think that snobbery i involved in the other. A man,no
doubt, may be a snob in giving a dinner., Iam not a snob
becange for the oecasion I eke out my own dozen silver
forks with plated ware; but if I make believe that my
plated ware is trus silver, then I am a snob,

In that matter of association with our betters,—we will
for the moment presume that gentlemen and ladies with
titles or great wealth are onr betters,—great and delicate
questions arise as to what ja smobbery, and what is not,
in speaking of which Thackeray bocomes very indignant,
and explaing the intensity of his feelings as thoroughly by
a charming little pieturs as by his words. It is a picture
of Queen Elizabeth as she is about {o trample with disdain
on the coat which that snoh Raleigh is throwing for her
use on the mud before her, Thia is intended to typify the
Iow parssite nature of the Englishman which has been
described in the previous page or two. * And of these
oalm moralists,”—it matters not for our present purpose
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who were the moraliata in question,—* is there one I wonder
whose heart would not throb with pleasure if he could be
seen walking arm-in-arm with & eouple of dukea down
Pall Mall? No; it is imposaible, in our condition of
society, not to be sometimes a snoh.” And egain: # How
should it be otherwise in a country where lordolatry is
part of our creed, and where our children ere brought up
to respect the ¢Peerage’ as the Englishmen’a second
Bible.” Then follows the wonderfully graphic picture of
Queen Elizbeth and Raleigh,

In &ll this Thackeray has been carried away from the
truth by his hatred for a corfain meanness of which there
are 1o doubt examples enough, As for Raleigh, T think
we have always sympathised with the young man, instead
of despizing him, becanse he felt on the impulss of the
moment that nothing was too good for the woman and the
queen combined. The ides of getting something in return
for hia coat could hardly have come so quick to him as
that impulse in favour of royalty and womanhood, If one
of us to-day should ses the queen passing, would he not
raise his hat, and assume, unconsciously, something of an
altered demeanour because of his reverence for majesty ?
In doing so he would have no mean degirs of getting any-
thing. The throne and ite oecupant are to him honour-
able, and he honours them. There is surely no greater
mistake than to suppose that reverence is enobbishness.
I meet & great man in the street, and some chanee having
brought me to his knowledge, he stops and says a word to
me, Am I a snob becaunse I feel myself o be graced by
his noticed Surely not. And if his asquaintance goes
further and he asks me to dinner, am I not entitled so
far to think well of mysalf because I have heen found
worthy of his society 3
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Thoy who have raised themselves in the world, and
they, oo, whose position has enabled them to receive all
that estimation ean give, all that society can furnish, all
that intercourse with the great can give, are more likely
to be pleasant companions than they who have been less
fortunate, That picture of two companion dukes in
Pall Msll is {oe gorgeous for human eye to endure, A
mean would be scorched to cinders by so much light, as he
would be crushed by a sack of sovereigns even though he
might be allowed t0 have them if he could carry them
away. Dut there can be no doubt that a peer taken at
random as a companion would be preferable to a clerk
from a counting-house,—taken at random. Thoe olak
might turn out a scholar on your hands, and the peer
no better than a poor spendthrift ;,—but the chances are
the other way.

A tufthunter is a snob, & parasite is a snob, the man
who allows the manhood within him to be awed by a
coronet is a smob. The man who worships mere wealth ia
a mob. Buf eo also is he who, in fear lest he should be
called & enob, is afraid to seek the aequaintance,—or if it
come to speak of the scquaintance,— of those whoso
acquaintance is manifestly desirable, In sll this I feel
that Thackeray was carried beyond the truth by hie intenso
desire to put down what is mean.

It is in truth well for us all to know what copstitntes
enobbism, and I think that Thackeray, had he not been,
driven to dilation and dilatstion, could hsve told us.
If you will keep your hands from picking end stealing,
and your tongue from evil apeaking, lying, and slandering,
you will not be a enob. The lesson seema to be simple,
and perhspe s little trite, but if you look inte it, it will
be found to contain nearly all that is mocessary.



] THACRERAY. [cmar.

But the exeellence of each individual picture as it is
drawn is not the less striking because there mey be found
somo fault with the series as & whole. 'What can excel
the telling of the story of Captain Bhindy at his club,—
which is, I must own, as true as it is graphie, Captain
Shindy ie & real emob. “‘Look at it, sir; is it cooked ¥
Bmell i, sir. Y8 it meat fit for a gentleman?’ he roars
out to the steward, who stands trembling before him,
and who in vain tells him that the Bishop of Bullock-
smithy has just had three from the same loin.,” The
telling as regerds Captain Shindy is excellent, but the
sidelong ettack upen the episcopate is cruel, ¢ All the
waitera in the club are huoddled round the ecaptain'a
mutton-chop, He roars out the most horrible eurses
ot John for not bringing the pickles, He utters the most
dreadiul oaths because Thomes hee not arrived with the
Harvey sauce, Peter comes tumbling with the water-
jug over Jeames, who is bringing the *glittering canisters
with bread.’

“Poor Mrs. Shindy and the children are, meanwhile,
in dingy lodgings somewhere, waited upon by a charity
girl in pattens.”

The visit to Cestle Carabas, and the housekesper’s
description of the wondsre of the family mansion, is as
good. ““The Bide Entrance and All’ saya the house-
keeper. ¢The halligator hover the mantelpiece was
brought home by Hadmiral St Michaels, when a capting
with Lord Hanson. The harms on the cheers in the
harms of the Carabas family. The great *all is seventy
foot in lenth, fiftysix in breath, and thivyeight feet
igh. The carvings of the chimlies, represeniing the
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buth of Venus and ’Ercules and 'Eyelash, is by Van
Chislum, the most famous sculpture of his hage and
country. The eeiling, by Calimaneo, represents Painting,
Harchitecturs, and Music,—the naked femals figure with
the berrel-organ,—introducing George, first Lord Carabas,
to the Temple of the Muses. The winder ornaments is by
Vanderputty. The floor ia Patagonian marble ; and the
chandelier in the cenire was presented to Lionel, sacond
marquis, by Lewy the Sixteonth, whose ’ead was cut
hoff in the Fremch Revolution. We now henter the
South Gallery,” ete, ete. All of which is very good fun,
with a dash of truth in it also as io the sncbbery;
—only in this it will be necessary to be quite swre
where the snobbery liea If my Lerd Carabas has a
“buth of Venus,” beautiful for all eyes to ses, there
is no snobbery, only good-nature, in the showing it ; nor
is there enobbery in going to see it, if a beautiful * buth
of Venus ” has charme for you, If you merely went to
soo the ingide of a lord’s house, and the lord is puffed
up with the pride of showing his, then there will be two
anchs,

Of all those papers it may bo said that each has that
quality of & pearl about it which in the previous chapter
I endeavoured to explasin. In each some little point is
made in excellent language, o 88 to charm by its neat-
ness, incigion, and drollery. But The Snob Papers
had better bo read eepavately, and not taken in the
lomp.

Thackersy ceased to write for Pureh in 1852, either
entirely or almost so.



CHAPTER IIL

VANITY FaAIR.

SomErHING has been eaid, in the biographical chapter, of
the way in which Vanity Fair was produced, and of the
peried in the author’s life in which it was written, He
had become famous,—to a limited extent,—by the exquisite
nature of his eoniributions to periodicals ; but he desired
to do something larger, something greater, something,
perhaps, less ephemeral. For though Barry Lyndor and
others have not proved to be ephemsral, it was thus that
he regarded them, In thia apirit he went to work and
wrote Vanity Fuir.

It may be as well o speak first of the faulta which were
attribufed to it. It was maid that the good people ware
sll fools, and that the clever people were ell knaves,
‘When the critics,—the talking crities as well as the writing
critics,—began to discuss Vawntify Fair, there had already
grown up a feeling ns to Thackersy as en author—that he
was one who had taken up the busineses of castigating the
vicos of the world  Secott had deslt with the heroics,
whothar displayed in his Flora MacIvors or Meg Merrilieses,
in his Tvanhoes or Qchiltrees. Miss Edgeworth had been
moral ; Misa Austen conventional; Bulwer bad bean
postical and sentimental; Marryat and Lever had been
funny and pugnacious, always with « dash of gallantry,
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displaying funny paval and funny military life; and
Dickens had already become great in painting the virtues
of the lower orders, But by all these some kind of virtue
had been sung, though it might be only the virtue of
riding & horge or fighting a duel. Even Engene Amm
and Jack Sheppard, with whom Thackeray found so much
faunlt, were intended fo be fino fellows, though they broke
into houses and committed murders, The primary chject
of all those writars was fo creats an intercst by exciting
sympathy., To enhance our sympathy personages wore
introduced who were very vile indeed,—as Bucklaw, in
the guise of a lover, to heighten our feclings for Ravens-
wood and Lucy; ss Wild, as a thief-taker, to mako us
more anxicus for the saving of Jack ; as Ralph Nicklehy,
to pile up the pity for his nicce Eate. But cach of {hese
novelists might have appropriately begun with an Arawe
virumque cano, The song was to be of something god-
like,—even with a Peter Simple, "With Thackeray it had
been altogether different. Alas, alas] the meanness of
human wishes; the poorness of human results[ Tlat
had been his tone. There can be no doubt that the
heroie had appeared contemptible to him, as being untine,
The girl who had deceived her paps and memma seemed
more probable to him than she who perished under
the willow-tree from sheer love,—es given in the Isst
chapter., 'Why sing songs that are falso? Why tell
of Lucy Ashtona and Kate Nicklebys, when pretly
girls, let them be ever so besutiful, can be silly
and sly? Why pour philesophy out of tke mouth
of s fashionable young gentleman like Pelham, seeing
that young gentlemen of that sort rarely, or we may say
never, talk after that fashion? Why make & house
breaker o gallant charming young fellow, the truth being
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that housebreakers as a rule are as objectionsble in their
manners as they are in their morals? Thackeray's mind
had in troth worked in this way, and ke had become a
satiriet, That had been all very well for Fraser and
Punch; but when his satire was confinued through »
long novel, in twenty-four parts, readers,—who do in
{ruth like the hercic better than the wicked,—bogan to
declare that this writer was no novelist, but only a
oynic.

Thence the question arises what a novel should he,—
which I will endeavour to discuss very shorily in a
later chapter. But this special fanit was certainly found
with Vanity Fair at the time. Hercines should not only
be besutiful, but should be endowed also with a quasi
celostial grace,— grace of dignity, propriely, and reficence.
A, heroine should hardly want to be married, the arrange-
ment being almost too mundane,~—and, ehould she be
brought to consent to undergo such bond, becauss of its
acknowladged utility, it should be at some period so dis-
tant an hardly to presemt itaslf to the mind as a reality.
Eating and drinking sheunld be altogether indifferent to her,
2nd her clothes should be picturesque rather then smart,
and that from accident rather than design, Thackeray’s
Amelia does not at all come up to the description here given,
She ia proud of having a lover, constantly declaring to
herself and to othera that he is “the greatest and the best of
men,”—whereas the young gentleman is, in truth, a very
Jittle man, She is not at all indifferent ae to her finery, nor,
a8 we see incidentally, to enjoying her suppem at Vaux-
hall. She is anxious to be married,—and as soon as
possible. A hero too should be dignified and of a noble
preeencs ; » man who, though he may be as poor as
Nicholna Nicklehy, should nevertheloss be beautiful on all
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occasions, and never deficient in readiness, addrems, or
self-assertion. Vansty Fair is epecially declared by tho
suthor to be “a novel without a hero,” and therefore we
have hardly a right to complain of deficiency of heroic
conduct in any of the male charscters. But Captain
Dobbin does become the herc. and is deficient. Why
was he called Dobbin, except to make him ridieulons 1
‘Why is he so shamefully ugly, ao shy, so awkward?
‘Why wes he the son of a grocer? Thackeray in so
depicting him wes determinsd to run counter to the
recognised taste of novel readers, And then again there
mthofeehngof another great fault, Let there be the
virtnous in a novel and let there be the vicious, tho
dignified and the undignified, the sublime and the ridicu-
lous,—only let the virtuous, the dignified, and the sublime
be in the ascendant. Edith Bellsnden, and Lord Even.
dale, and Morton himself would he too stilted, were
they not enlivened by Mause, and Cuddie, and Pound-
text. But here, in this novel, the vicious and the
absurd have been mede to be of more importanca than
the good and the mnoble, Becky Bharp and Rawdon
Crawley are the real heroine and hero of the story. Iiis
with them that the reeder is called wpon to interest
himself. I is of them that he will think when he is
reading the book. It is by them that he will judge the
book when he hes read it. There was no doubt & feoling
with the public that though satire may be very well in ita
Place, it shonld not be made the backbone of & work sc long
and so important as this. A short story such ss Caifierine
ot Barry Lyndor might be pronounced to have been. called
for by the imiquities of an outeide world; but this
soemed to the readers to have been addressed almost to
themselves, Now men and women like to be painted an
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Titian would paint them, or Raffaslle,—not as Rembrandt,
or even Rubens.

‘Whether the ideal or the real is the best form of
a novel may be questioned, but thers can be no doubt
that s there are novelists who cannet descend from the
bright heaven of the imagination to walk with their feet
upon the earth, so there are others to whom it is not
given fo soar among clouds. The reader must please him-
self, and make his selection if he cannoi enjoy both.
There are many who are carried into a heaven of pathes
by the woes of a Master of Ravenswood, who fail alto-
gother to be touched by the enduring constancy of a
Dobbin, There ars cthers,—and I will not say but they
may enjoy the keenest delight which literature can give,
—~who cannot employ their minde on fiction unless it be
conveyed In poetry. With Thackeray it was essemtial
that the representations made by him should be, to his
own thinking, lifelike. A Dobbin seemed to him io be
guch a one as might probably be met with in the world,
wherees to his thinking a Ravenswood was simply s
ereature of the imagination. He wonld have said of
guch, as we would say of female faccs by Raffuelle, that
women would like to be like them, but are not like them.
Men might like fo be like Ravenswood, and women may
dream of men so formed and constituted, but such men
do not exist. Dobbins do, and therefore Thackeray chose
to write of a Dobbin,

8o also of the preference given to Becky Sharp and
to Rawdon Crawley. Thackeray thought that more can
e done by exposing the viees than extolling the virtues
of menkind. No doubt he had a more thorongh beliaf
in the one than in the other, The Dobbins he did en-
gounter—seldom ; the Rawdon Crawleys very often. He



L} VANITY FAIR, o5

saw around him so much that was mean t Ho was hurt
so often by the little vanitiea of people! It was thus
that he waa driven to that overthoughtfulness about snobs
of which I have spoken in the last chepter, Tt thus De-
came mnatural to him to insist on the thing which he
hated with unceasing assiduity, end only to break out
now and again into a rapture of love for the true nobility
which was dear {o him,—as he did with the character of
Captain Dobbin, '

It must bo added to oll this that, befors he has done
with hiz snob or hiz knave, he will gonerally weave in
some little trait of humanity by which the sinner shall
be relioved from the ahsolute darkness of utter inmiquity.
He deals with no Varneys or Deputy-Shepherds, all
villany and all lies, because the enobs and knaves he had
seen had never becn all snob or all knave, Even Shindy
probably had some feeling for the poor woman he left at
home. Rawdon Crawley loved his wicked wifo dearly,
and there were moments even with her in which some
redeeming trait half reconeiles her to the reader.

Such were the faults whish were found in Vanity Fair;
but though the fanlts were found freely, the book was
reed by all. Those who are old enough ean well remember
the effect which it had, and the welecome which ‘was given
to the different numbers as they appeared, Though the
story is vague and wandering, clearly commenced without
eny idea of an ending, yet there is something in the
telling which makee every portion of it perfect in iteelf,
There are absurdities in it which wonld not be admitted
to anyone who had not a peculiar gift of making even his
sbeurdities delightful. No echoolgirl who ever lived
would have thrown back her gift-book, as Rebecca did the
# dixonary,” out of the carriage window as she was taken
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sway from schocl. But who does not love that ecens
with which ths novel commencest How could such a
girl as Amelia Osborne have got herself into such society
as that in which we see her at Vauxhall? But we for-
give it all becanse of the telling. And then there is
that crowning absuxdity of Bir Pitt Crawley and his
establishment.

I never could understand how Thackersy in hia first
gerions attempt conld have dered io subjeet himeelf and
Sir Pitt Crawley to the critica of the time. Bir Pitt is
a baronet, a man of large property, and in Parliament, to
whom Becky Sharp goes as a governess at the end of
a delightful visit with her friend Amelia Sedley, on
loaving Miss Pinkerton’s school. The Sedley carriage
tokes her to Bir Pitt's door. “'When the bell was
rung s head appeared between the interstices of the
dining-room shutters, and the door was opened by
a men in drab breeches and gumifers, with a dirty
old coat, a foul old neckcloth lashed round his bristly
neck, & shiniug bald head, a leering red fase, a pair
of twinkling gray eyes, and a mouth perpetually on the

grin

«¢This Bir Pitt Crawley's}’ eays John from the
box.

1 K'eq,” saya the man at the door with & nod,

< ¢« Hand down these ‘ere trunka thero,’ paid John.

¢ Hand "em down yourself,’ said the porter.”

But John ot the box declines to do this, as he cannot
leave his horses.

“The bald-headed man, teking his hande ont of his
bresches’ pocketa, advanced on this rummons, and throwing
Miss Bharp’s trunk over his shoulder, carried it into the
house.” Then Becky is shown into the house, and a
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dimmantled dining.room is deseribed, into which she is lod
by the dirty man with the trank.

Two kitchen chsire, and a ronnd table, and an sttenuated old
poker and tongs, wers, however, gathered round the fireplace, as
was 6 sanoepsn over & feeble, eputiering five. There waa a hit of
cheese and bread and a tin candlestiok on the table, and a litile
black porter in & pint pot.

< Had your dinner, I sappose F?  This was mid by him of the
bald bead. "It is not too warm for you? Like o drop of
beer #"

*“Where in flir Pitt Crawley P ” sald Mise Sharp majestioally.

“He, he! I'm Bir Pitt Orawley. Eek'lect you owe e s pint
for bringing down your Juggage. He, he! sak Tinker if I ain't.”

The lady addrassed as Mry, Tinker ai this moment made ber
appearance, with » pipe and a paper of tobaoco, for which she
had been dsspatohsd & minute before Miss Bharp’s arrival; and
she handed the articlea over to Bir Pitt, who hed taken his seat
by the fire,

“Where's the farden P* msaid he. “I gave you three.half-
pence ; where's the change, old Tinker P

#Thore,” replied Mres, Tinker, flinging down the coin. "I¥'s
only barcnsts as cares about farthings.”

Sir Pitt Crawley has elways been to me & stretch of
sudacity which I have been unahle to understand. But
it has been accepted ; and from this commencement of
Sir Pitt. Crawley have grown the wonderful charactars
of the Crawley family, —cld Miss Crawley, the worldly,
wicked, pleasure-loving aunt, the Rev. Bute Crawley and
his wife, who are quite as worldly, the senctimonions alder
pon, who in truth is not less so, and Rawdon, who
ultimately becomee Becky’s hasband,—who is the bad
hero of the bouk, as Dobbin is the good hero. They
sre admirable ; it is quite clear that Thackersy had
known nothing o@what wea coming about them when he
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cauged Bir Pith to eat his tripe with Mrs, Tinker in the
London dining-room.

There i & double story running through the book,
the parte of which are but lightly woven together, of
which the former tells us the life and adveniures of that
gingular young woman Becky Sharp, and the other the
tronbles and ultimate suceess of owr noble hero Captain
Dobbin. Though it be true that readara prefer, or pretend
to prefer, the romantic to the common in their novels,
and complain of pages which are defiled with thet which
is low, yet I find that the absund, the Indicrous, and even
the evil, leave more impression behind them than the
grand, the beautiful, or even the good. Dominis Sampson,
Dugald Dalgetty, and Bothwell are, I think, more re-
membered than Fergus MaceTvor, than Fvarhoe himeslf,
ot Mr., Butler the minister, It certainly came fo pasa
that, in spite of the eritics, Becky Sharp became the first
attrection in Venily Fair. When we speak now of
Vanity Fair, it is always to Becky that our thoughts
recur, She has made a position for herself in the world
of fiction, and is one of our established personages.

I have already said how she left school, throwing the
# dixonary ¥ out of the window, like dust from her foet,
ond was taken fo epend a few halcyon weeks with her
friend Amelia Sedley, at the Sedley mansion in Russell
Square. There she meots a brother Bedley home from
India,—-the immortal Jos,—at whom she began to set
her hitherto untried cap, Here we become aoqusinted
both with the Bedley and with the Osbome families,
with all their domestio affections and domeetic anobbery,
and have to confesa that the snobbery is stronger than the
affection. As we desire to love.Amelia Sedley, we wish
that the people arcund her were less vnlgar or leas selfish,
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—especially we wish it in regard to that handsome young
fellow, George Osborne, whom she loves with her whole
heart. But with Jos Bedley we are inclined to be con-
tent, though he be fat, purse-proud, awkward, s drunkard,
and a coward, becanse we do not wand anything better for
Becky. Recky dosa not want anything better for herself,
because the man has money, She haz been horn a pauper,
8he knows herself t¢ be but ill qualified to set up asa
beaunty,~—though by dint of cleverness she doea succeed in
that afterwards. She has nc advantages in regard to
friends or family as she enters life. She must earn her
bread for berself, Young as she is, che loves money, and
has & great idea of the power of money. Therefore,
though Jos is distasteful at all points, she instantly raskes
herattack, BShe fails, however, at any rate for the present,
8he never becomes his wife, but at last she succeeda in
getting some of his money. But befors that time comes
she has many a suffering to endure, and many a trinmph
to enjoy.

She goes to Bir Pitt Crawley =s governess for his
pecond family, and is teken down to Queen's Crawley in
the country. There her cleverness prevails, even with
the baronet, of whom I have just given Thackeray's por
trait. She koeps his accounts, end writea his letters, and
helpa him to save money ; she reads with the elder aister
books they ought noti to have read ; she flatters the sancti-
monicus son, In point of fact, she becomes ail in all st
Queen's Crawley, so that Sir Pitt himself falls in Iove
with her,—for there is reason ‘to think that Sir Pitt may
goon become again a widower. But there also came down
to the baronet’s house, on an occcasion of genersl enter-
taining, Captain Rawdon Crawley. Of courss Becky sets
hor cap st him, and of coumme snoceeds, She always

x 8
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succeods. Though she is only the governees, he insists
upon dancing with her, to the negleet of all ths young
ladies of the neighbourhood. They corntinue to walk
together by moonlight,—or staclight,—the great, besvy,
stupid, half-tipey dragoon, and the intriguing, covetous,
altogether unprineipled young woman, And the two
young pecpls absolutely come to love one amother
in their way,—the heavy, stupid, fnddled dragoon,
and the false, covetons, altogether unprincipled yonng
WOIAIL

The fat aunt Crawley is a meiden lady, very rich, and
Bocky quite succeeds in gaining the rich aunt by herwiles.
The aunt becomes 8o fond of Becky down in the country,
that when she has to retwrn to her own homnse in town,
sick from over-ating, she cannot be happy withont taking
Becky with her, So Becky is instailed in the house in
London, having been taken away abrupily from her pupile,
to the great dismay of the old lady’s long-established
rosident companion, They all fall in love with her ; she
makes herself so charming, ehe is so clover ; she can even,
by help of alittle care in dressing, become s0 picturesque !
Asnll this goes on, the reader feels what a great parsonags
ia Misa Rebecca Sharp.

Lady Crawley dies down in the country, while Becky
in etill etaying with his eister, who will not part with her,
8ir Pitt at once rushes up to town, before the funeral,
looking for consolation where only he can find it. Becky
brings him down word from his sister’s zoom that the old
lady is too ill to see him.,

* 80 much the better,” Bir Pitt anawered ; # I want o sse you,
Migs Sharp. I want you beck st Queen’s Cruwlsy, mis," the
baronet said, His eyes had suah & strange look, and were fixed
upon her so stediastly theat Robecos Sharp began almost to
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trembls. Then she half promises, talks sbout the dear children,
and anglew with the cld man. “I tell you I want you,”" be says)
“I'm going back to the yuneral, will you oome back P—yes
orno?”

“} daren't. I don't think—it wouldn’t be right—io be
nlone —with yoo, sir,” Becky asid, seemingly in great

*“I eay again, I want yon. I can’t get on withomt yom, I
didn’t wee what it was till you weat sway. The houge wll goee
wrong. It's not the same place. All my ascoonnts has got
muddled again. You must come back. Do oome baok, Dear
Backy, do come.”

* Come,—aa what, pir ?” Bebecca gasped out.

“Como as Lady Crawley, if you like. There, will that zatisfy
you? Come back and be my wife. You're vit for it. Birth bo
banged. You're as good m lady ag ever I see. You've pot mora
braina in yonr little vinger than any baronet’s wifo in tho
country. Will you comeP TYes or no?” Rehcorea is startled,
but the old man goes on. “T’'ll make yon happy ; zee if I don't.
Yon shall do what yon like, spend what yon like, and have it
all your own way. Tll make yon a settlement. I'1l do every-
thing regular. Look hers,” and the old man fell down on his
kmees and leered at her like & satyr.

But Rebooca, though she had been angling, angling
for favour and love and power, had not expected this.
For once in her life she loses her presemce of mind, and
exelaima : % Oh 8ir Pitt ; oh sir ; I—I'm married already!”
Shke has married Rawdon Crawley, Six Pitt’s younger
son, Miss Crawley’s favourite among those of her family
who are looking for her money. But she keops her secret
for the present, and writea a charming letter to the
Captain ; “ Dearest,—Something tells me that we shall
conguer, You shall leave that odious regiment. Qnuit
gaming, racing, and be a good boy, and we ehall all live
in Park Lane, and ma fanfe shall leave us all her money.”
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Ma tanis’s money has been in her mind all through, but
yeot she loves him.

“Huppose the old ledy doesn’t come to,” Bawdon said to his
littls wife as they eaé togetber in the eoug liftle Brompton
lodgings, Bhe had been trying the new pisno all the morning.
The new gloves fitted her tos nicely. The new shawl became
her wonderfully, The new rings glittered on Ler little hauds,
and the new watoh ticked at her waist.

“I' make your fortune,” she said; and Delilab peited
Bamson's cheek.

“You oan do anything,” he said, kigsing the little hand. “By
Jove you can] and we'll drive down {o the Btar snd Garter and
dine, by Jove!l”

They were neither of them quite heartless af that
moment, nor did Rawdon ever hecome quite bad. Then
follow the adventures of Becky as a married woman,
through all of which there is & glimmer of love for her
stupid husband, while it is the real purpose of her heart
to get money how she may,—by her cherms, by her
wit, by her lies, by her readiness. She makes love to
everyone,—even to her sanctimonious brother-in-law, who
becomes Sir Pitt in his time,—and slways succeeds. Bat
in her love-making there is nothing of love. Bhe gots
hold of that well-remembered old reprobate, the Marquis
of Bfeyne, who possesses the two valuable gifts of being
very dissolute and very rieh, snd from him she obtaina
money and jowels to her heert’s desire. The abominations
of Lord Steyne are depicted in the strongest language of
which Vanily Fair admits. The reader’s hair stands almost
on end in horror at the wickednees of the two wretches,—at
ber desire for money, sheer money ; and his for wicked-
ness, shoer wickedness. Then her husband finds her out,
~~poor Rawdon! who with all his faults and thick-
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headed stupidity, has become shsolutely entranced by the
wiles of his little wife, Hbo ia carried off fo a aponging-
house, in order that he may be out of the way, and, on
eacaping unexpectedly from thraldom, finds the lord in his
wife’s drawing-room. Whereupon he thrashes the old lord,
nearly killing him; takes away the plunder which he finds
on hie wife’s person, and hurries away to seek asaistance
a8 o further revemge ;—for he is determined to shoot
the marquis, or to be shot. He goea to ome Captain
Macmurdo, who is to act as his second, and there he pours
out his heart. *You don't know how fond I was of that
one,” Rawdon said, halfinamiculately, “Damme, I
followed her like a footman! I gave up everything I
had to her. I'm a beggar because I would marry her.
By Jove, eir, I've pawned my own watch to get her
anything she fancied. And she,—she's heen making
s purse for herself all the fime, and grudged me a
hundred pounds to get me out of quod |” His friend
allegea that the wife may be innocent affer all. * It
may be so,” Bawdon exclaimed sadly; “but this don't
look very innocent!” And he showed the cepiain the
thousand-pound note which he had found in Becky's
pocketbook,

But the marquis can do better than fight ; and Rawdon,
in spite of hia frue love, can do better than foilow the
quarrel up o his own undoing. The marquis, on the
apur of the moment, gets the lady's husband sppointed
governor of Coventry Island, with & salury of thres
thousand pounds s year ; and poor Rawdon at lsst oon-
descends to accept the appointment, He will not see his
wife again, but he makes her an allowance out of his
income.

In arranging all this, Thackersy is enabled to have &
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tide blow at the Rritish way of distribnting patronage,—
for the favour of which ho waa afterwards himself a can-
didste. He quotes as follows from T%e Royalist newspaper :
“'We bear that the governorship "—of Coventry Island—
% has been offered to Colonel Rawdon Crawley, C.B, a
distingnished Waterloo officer. 'We need not only men
of acknowledged bravery, bnt men of adminisirative
talents o superintend the affairs of cur colonies; and
we have no doubt that the gentleran selected by the
Colonisl Office to fill the lamented vacancy which hes
occurred at Coventry Island, is admirably calenlated
for the post,” The reader, however, ia aware that the
officer in question cannot write a sentence or speak two
words correctly.

Qur heroine’s adventures are carried on much further,
but they cannot he given here in defail. To the end she
is the ssme,—utterly false, selfish, covetous, and successful,
To have made such a woman really in love would have
heen a mistake. Her husband she likes best,—becanse he
is, or waa, hor own. But there iz no man eo foul, so
wicked, eo unatiractive, but that she can fawn over him
for money and jewels. There are women to whom nothing
is nesty, either in persom, language, scones, actions, ox
prinsiple,—and Becky is one of them; and yeb she is
harmelf attractivee A most wonderful eketch, for the
perpetration of which all Thackeray's power of combined
indignation and humonr was necessary !

The story of Amelia and her two lovers, George
Oshorne and Captain, or a8 he came afterwards to be,
Major, and Colonel Dobhin, is less intereeting, simply
because goodness and eulogy aro less exciting than
wickedness and censure. .Amelia is & true, honest-hearted,
thoroughly English young woman, who loves her love
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bocanse he is grand,—to her syes,—and loving him, loves
him with all her heart, Readers have said that she ig
silly, only because she is not heroie. I do not know that
she is more silly than many young ladies whom we who
are old have loved in our youth, or than thoss whom our
sons are loving at the present fime. Readers complain of
Amelia because she is absolutely trie to nature, There ava no
Raffeellistic tonches, no added graces, no divine romance.
She is feminine all over, and British,—loving, true,
thoroughly unselfigh, yet with a taste for having things
comfortable, forgiving, quite capable of jealousy, but prone
to be appeased at once, at the first kiss; guite convinesd
that her lover, her husband, her children nre the people in
all the world to whom the greatest considerstion is duwe.
Such a one is sure to be the dupe of a Becky Sharp,
shonld a Becky Sharp come in her way,—as is the caso
with 20 many sweet Ameliss whomn we have known. But
in & maftter of Jove she is sound enough and sensible
encugh,—and she is as trus as steel. I know no traif in
Amelia which a man would be aehamed to find in his own
daughter.

&he marries her George Osborne, who, to tell the truth
of him, is but a poor kind of fellow, though he is a brave
soldier, He thinks much of his own petsan, and is selfish.
Thackeray puts in a touch or two here and there by
which he is made to be odionse. He would rather give a
present to himself than to the girl who loved him.
Nevertheless, whan her father is rmined he marries her,
and he fightsa bravely at Waterloo, and is killed. “ No
more firing was heavd at Brussels. The pursuit rolled
miles away, Darkness came down on the field and the
city,—and Amelia was praying for Georgs, who was iying
on his faoe, dead, with a bullet through his heart.”



106 THAORERAY. [amar.

Then follows the long courtship of Dobbin, the txue
hero,—he who has been the friend of George since their
old school-days; who has lived with him snd served him,
end haa alsp Joved Amelia. But he has loved her,—as
one man may love another,—nolely with & view to the
profit of his friend. He has known all along that George
and Amelia have been engaged fo each other aa boy and
gir. George would have meglected her, but Dobbin
would not allow it. George would have jilted the girl
who loved him, but Dobbin would not let him. He had
nothing to get for himself, but loving her as he did, it was
the work of his life to get for her all that she wanted.

George is shot at Waterloo, and then come fifteen
yeara of widowhood,~—fifteen years during which Becky is
carrying on her manceuvres,—fifteen years during which
Amelia cannot bring herself to accept the devotion of
the old captain, who becomes at last a colomel. PBut af
the end she is won, *The vessel is in port. He has got
the prize he has been trying for all his life, The bird
has come in at last, There it is, with its head on ita
shoulder, billing and cooing clean up to his heart, with
soft outstretched fluttering wings. This is what he has
asked for every day and hour for eighteen years. This is
what he has pined affer. Here it is,—the summit, the
end, the last page of the third volume.”

The reader as he closes the book has on his mind a
strong conviction, the strongest possible conviction, that
among men George ia as weak and Dobbin as noble as
any that he has met in literature ; and that among women
Amelin is as true and Becky as vile as any he has en-
countered. Of eo much he will be conscious. In addition
to this he will unconsciously have found that every page
he has read will have been of interest fohim. There has
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been mo padding, no longuenrs; every bit will have had
ita weight with him, And he will find too at the end, if
he will think of it—though readers, I fear, seldom think
much of this in regard to books they have read—that the
lesson taught in every page has beem good. There may
be details of avil painted eo as to disgust,—painted
almost too pleinly,—but none painted so 8s to aliure,



CHAPTER IV.
FENDENNIH AND THE NEWOOMES,

Tan abeence of the heroic was, in Thackeray, so palpeble
to Thackeray himself that in his originsl preface to
Pendennis, when he began to be aware that his reputation
‘was made, he fells his public what they may expect and
what they may not, and makes his joking complsint of
the readers of his time bacause they will not endure with
patience the true picture of & natural man. *Even the
gentlemen of our ege,” he pays,—adding ihat the story of
Pendennie is an attempt to describe one of them, just as
he ig,~—* gven those we cannot show as they are with the
notoricus selfishness of their time and their educatiom,
Since the author of Tom Jones was buried, no writer of
fiction among us has been permitted to depiet to his
utmost power & MaX, We must shape him, and give him
8 cerfain conventional temper.” Then he rebukes his
audience becanse they will not listen to the truth, “¥You
will not hear what moves in the real world, what passes
in society, in the clubs, colleges, mess-rooms,—what is the
life and talk of your soma” You want the Raffaellistio
touch, or that of some painter of horrors equally removed
from the truth. T tell you how a man really doos act,—
as did Fielding with Tom Jomes,—bat it does not eatisfy
you. You will not aympathise with this young man of
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mins, this Pendennis, because he is neither angel nor ivp,
f it be s0, lot, it bo so. I will not paint for you angels or
imps, bocanse I do not sce them. The young man of the
day, whom I do see, and of whom I know the inside and
the out thoroughly, him I have painted for you; and
here he is, whether you like the pictare or not. This ia
what Thackeray meant, and, having this in his mind, he
produced Pendennis. .

The object of a novel should bhe to instruct in
morals while it amuses. I cannot think bnt that every
novelist who has thought much of his art will have
realised as much as that for himself. Whether this may
best be done by the transcendental or by the common-
Place is the queetion which it more behoves the reader
than the euthor to answer, bocause the author may be
fairly sure that he who can do the one will not, probably
cannot, do the other. If a lad be only five feet high he
does not try to enlist in the Guards. Thackersy com-
plains that many ladies have *remonstrated and sab-
scribers left him,” because of his realistic tendency.
Nevertheless he has gone on with his work, and, in
Pendennis, has painted a young man as natural as Tom
Jones. Had he expended himself in the attempt, he
could not have drawn a Master of Ravenswood,

It has to be admitted that Pendennis is not a fine
follow. Hbo is not as weak, as selfish, as unirustworthy as
that George Oshorne whom Amelia married in Fanily
Fair; but neverthelees, he is wesk, and selfish, and
untrustworthy. He is not such & one ag a father wonld
wish to see his son, or a mother to welooms as a lover for
her daughter. But then, fathers are so often doomed to
find their sons not all that they wish, and mothers to see
their girls falling in love with young men who are not
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Palading, In our individual lives we are conlented to
ebdure an sdmixture of evil, which we should resent if
jmputed to us in the general. 'Wo presume ourselves to
be truth-speaking, noble in our sentiments, generous in
our actions, modest and unselfish, chivalrone and devoted.
But we forgive and pass over in gilence a few delin-
quencies among ourselves. 'What boy at school ever is a
coward,—in the general! 'What gentleman ever tells a lie?
What young lady is greedy? ‘W take it for granted, as
though they were fixed rules in lifs, that our boys
from onr public schools look usin the face and are manly ;
that cur gentlemen tell the iruth as a matter of course;
and that omr young ladies are refinod smd unselfish,
Thackeray is always protesting that it is not eo, and that
no good is to be done by blinking the truth. He knows
that we have our little home experiences. Let us have
the facta out, and mend what is bad if we can, This
novel of Pendennis is ono of his loudest protests to this
effect.

T will not attempt to tell the story of Pendennis, how
his mother loved him, kow he first came to be brought up
together with Laura Bell, how he thrashed the other boys
when he was a boy, and how he fell in love with Miss
Fotheringay, née Costigan, and waa determined to marry
her while he was still a hobbledehoy, how he went up to
Bonifaca, that well-known college at Oxford, and there
did no good, spending memey which he had not got, and
learning to gamble, The English gentleman, aa we know,
never liee; but Pendennis is not quite truthful; when
the college tutor, thinking that he hears the rattling of
dice, makes his way into Pen's room, Pen and his two
companions are found with three Homers before them,
and Pen aaka the tutor with great gravity ; # What was
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the present condition of the river Scamander, and whether
it was navigable or not” Hs tells his mother that,
during & certain vacation he mmst sitay up and reed,
instead of coming home,—hut, nevertheless, he gosa up to
London to amuse himself. The reader is soon mada to
understand that, though Pen may be a fine gentleman, he
is not frustworthy. But he repents and comes home, and
kisses his mother; only, alas! hemll alwaya be kisaing
somebody else a]so.

The story of the Amorys and the Claverings, and that
wonderful French cook M. Aleide Mirobolant, forms ona
of those delightinl digressions which Thackeray scatters
through his novels rather than weaves into them. They
generally have but little to do with the story itself, and
are brought in only as giving acope for some incident to
the real hero or heroine. But in this digression Pen in
very much concerned indeed, for he is bronght to the
very verge of matrimony with that peculiarly disagreeabls
lady Miss Amory. He does escape at last, but ouly
within s fow pages of the end, when we are made un-
happy by the lady's victary over that poor young sinmer
Foker, with whom we have all come to aympathise, in
gpite of his vulgarity and fast propensities. She would
to the laet fain have married Pen, in whom she heliaves,
thinking that he would make & name for her, “Il me
faut des émotions,” says Blanche, Whereupon the author,
as he leaves her, explains the nature of this Miss
Amory's feelings. “For this young lady was not able
to carry out any emotion to the full, but had a gham
enthusiasm, & sham hatred, a sham love, a aham taste,
s sham grief; ocach of which flared and shone very
vehemently for an instant, but subsided and gave placs
to the next sham emotion,” Thacketsy, when he drew
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this portrait, must certainty have had some special young
lady in his view. But though we are made umhappy for
¥oker, Foker too escapee at last, and Blanche, with her
emotions, marries that very doubtful mobleman Comte
Montmorenci de Valentinois,

But all this of Miss Amory is but an episods. The
purport of the story is the way in which the hero is
made to enter upon the world, subject as he has been to
the sweet teaching of his mother, and subject as he ia
made to be to the worldly lessons of his old unele the
mgjor. Then he i ill, and nearly dies, and his mother
comes up o nmurse him. And there iz his friend War-
rington, of whose family down in Suffolk we shall have
heard something when we have read The Virgintans,—one
I think of the finest characters, ss it is certainly one of
the most touching, that Thackeray ever drew, Wan
rington, end Pen’s mother, and Laura are our hero’s
better angels,—angels so good as to msake us wonder
that a creature 8o weak should have bhad such angels sbout
him ; though we are driven o confeas that their affection
and loyalty for him are natural. There is a melancholy
beneath the roughness of 'Warrington, and a feminine
softness combined with the reticent menliness of the man,
which have endeared him to readers beyond perhaps any
character in the book. Major Pendennis has become
immortal. Selfish, worldly, falss, padded, caring alto-
gether for things mean and poor in themselves; still the
reader likea him, If is not quite all for himself, ToPen
Le ia good,—to Pen who is the head of his family, apd
to come after him as the Pendennis of the day. To Pen
and to Pen’s mother ho is beneficent after his lights. In
whatever he undertakes it iz s0 contrived that the readar
ghall in some degree sympathise with him. .And s0 it ia
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with poor old Costigan, the drunken Irish captain, Miss
Fotheringay's papa. He was not a pleasant person. “ We
have witneseed the déshabille of Major Pondennis,” says
our author ; * wil! any one wish to be valet-de-chambye to
our other hero, Costigan? It would seem that the cap-
tain, before issuing from his bedroom, scented himself
with otto of whisky.” Yet there is a kindliness about
him which softens our hearfs, though in truth he ia
very careful that the kindness shall always be shown to
himseif.

Among theas people Pon makes his way to the end of
the novel, coming near to shipwreck on various ocossions,
and always deserving the shipwreck which ho has almost
encountered. Then thexa will ariee the question whether
it might not have been better that he ehould be altogether
shipwrecked, rather than housed comfortably with such a
wife as Laura, and left to that enjoyment of happinees
forever after, which is the normal heaven prepared for
heross and heroines who have done their work well
through three volumes, It is almost the only instance
in all Thackerasy’s works in which this sate of blies
is reached. George Osborne, who is the beautiful lover
in Vanity Fair, is killed almcat before our eyece, on the
field of battle, and we feel that Nemesis has with justics
taken hold of him, Poor old Dobbin does marry the
widow, after fifteen years of further service, when we
know him to be a middle-aged man and her o middls-aged
woman, That glorious Paradise of which I have apoken
requires a freshness which can hardly be attributed to
the second marriage of a widow who has been fifteen
years mourning for her first husband. Clive Newoome,
‘the first young man,” if we may so ecall him, of the
novel which I shall mention just mow, is carried so far

I
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beyond his matrimonial elysinm that we are allowed to
see too plainly how far from troe may be those promises
of hymenesl happiness forever after. The carce of
married life have settled down heavily upon his young
head Defore we leave him, He not only marries, bul
losos his wife, and is left a melancholy widower with
his son. Esmond and Beatrix certainly reach no such
elysium a8 that of which we are speaking, Bat
Pen, who surely deserved a Nemesis, though per
haps not one eo black as that demanded by George
Osborne’s delinquencies, is treated as thongh he had
been passed through the fire, and had come ouf,—if
not pure gold, still gold good emough for goldsmitha.
“ And what sort of a husbend will this Pendennis be 1”
This is the question asked by the author himself at the
end of the novel; feeling, no doubt, some hesitation as
to the justice of what he had just dome. * And what
port of a husband will this Pendennis be?” many a
reader will ask, doubting the happiness of such a marriage
end the future of Laura. The querista are referred to
that lady herself, who, seeing his faults and wayward
monde—seeing and owning that there are better men than
be—loves him always with the most constant affection,
The sssertion could be made with perfect confidence, but
ia not to the purpose. That Laura's affection should be
conefant, no one would doubt; but more tham that is
wanted for happiness. How about Pendemnia and his
constancy ¥

The Newcomes, which I bracket in this chapter with
Pendennis, was not written &Il after Eemond, snd
appeared between that novel and T%s Virginians, which
was b sequel 1o Femond. It iz supposed to be edited by
Pen, whose own adventures we have just completed, and
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is commenced by that celebrated night passed by Colonel
Newcoms and his boy Clive at the Cave of Harmony,
during which the colonel is at first so pleasantly receivad
and o genially entertained, but from which he is at last
benished, indignant at the iniquities of our drunken old
friend Captain Costigan, with whom we had become
intimate in Pen's own memoira. The boy Clive is
described as being probably about sixteen. At the end
of the story he has run through tho adventures of his
early life, and is left a melancholy man, a widower, one
who has suffered the extremity of misery from a step-
mother, and who is wrapped up in the only son that is
left to him,--as had been the case with his father at the
beginning of the novel. The Newcomes, therefore, liks
Thackeray’s other tales, is rather a alico from the hio-
graphieal memoirs of a family, than a romance or novel
in itself

It is full of satire from the firet to the last page. Every
word of it seems to have beon written to show how vile
and poor a place this world is; how prone men are to
deceive, how prone to be deceived, There is a scene in
which ¢ his Excellency Bummun Loll, otherwise his High-
nes3 Rummun Loll,” is introduced to Colonel Neweome,—
or rather presented,—for the two men had known each
ofher before. All London was talking of Rummun Loll,
faking him for an Indian prince, but the colonel, who
bhsd perved in India, knew better. Bummun Loll was
no more than a merchant, whe had mads s precarions
fortune by doubtful means. All the girls, nevertheleas,
are yanuing after his Excellency. “He's known to have
two wivea already in Indis,” eays Barnes Newcoms ;
“but, by gad, for a seitlement, I belisve some of the
girls hers would marry him.” We have a delightful

12
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illustration of the London girls, with their bare necks and
shoulders, sitting round Rummun Loll and womshipping
him as he reposes on his low settes. There are a dozen of
them so enchanted that the men who wish to get a sight
of the Rummun are gruite kept at a distance. This is
satire on the women. A few pages on we come mpon &
clergyman who i no more real than Rummun Loll. The
clergyman, Charles Honeyman, had mearried the colonel’s
gister and had lost his wife, and now the brothers-in-law
mest. ¢ Poor, poor Emma !’ exclaimed the ecalesiastic,
casting his eyes fowards the chandelier and pessing a
white camhric pocket-handkerchief gracefully bofore them.
No meu in London understood the ring bueinees or the
pocket-handkerchief business betier, or smothored his
emotion more beautifully, <In the gayest moments, in
the giddiest throng of fashion, the thoughts of the past
will rise; the departed will be among us still. But this
is not the strain wherewith to greet the friend newly
arrived on our shores. How it vejoicca me to behold
you in old England.'” And so the satirist goes on with
Mr. Honeyman the clergyman. Mr. Honeyman the elergy-
man has been already mentioned, in that extract made in
our first chapter from Lovel ths Widower. It was he who
aggisted enother friend, “ with his wheedling tongue,” in
inducing’l'hmkemytopumhmthat“neaﬂitﬂnlihmry
peper,”—callod then 7he Museum, but which waa in truth
The National Standard. In deecribing Barnes Newcome,
the colonel's relative, Thackeray in the same seene attacks
the sharpness of the young men of business of the present
day. There wore, or were to be, some transactions with
Bummun Loll, and Barnes Newcome, being in doubt,
agka the colonel a question or two as to the certainty of the
Rummun’s moeney, much to the colonel's disgust.  The
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young man of buxiness had dropped his drawl or his
languor, and was speaking quite unaffectedly, good-
naturedly, and selfishly. Had you telked to him for &
week you would not have made him understand the scorn
und loathing with which the colenel regarded him, Here
was & young fellow as keen as the oldest eurmwdgeon,
—a lad with scarce a beard to hia chin, that would
pursus his bond as rigidly as Shylock.” ¢ Barmes New-
come never missed a church,” he goes on, * or dressing
for dipner. He never kept a tradesman waiting for his
meney. He seldom drank too much, and never waa late
for buainess, or huddled over his toilet, however brief his
sleep or eevere his headache. In a word, he was as
scrupulously whited as any sepulchre in the whole bills
of mortality.” Thackeray had lately seen some Barnea
Neowcome when he wrote that.

It is all satire; but there in generally a touch of pathos
even through the satire. It is satire when Misa Quigley,
the governess in Park Bizeet, falls in love with the old
colonel after gome dim fashion of her own. “ When she
iz walking with her little charges in the Park, faint signals
of weleoms appear on her wan cheeks, She knows the
dear eolonel amidst a thousand horsemen.” The colonel
had drunk a glass of wine with her after his stafely fashion,
and the foolish old maid thinks teo much of it. Thenwe
are told how she knits purses for him,  as she sita slone
in the schoolroom,—high up in that lone house, when the
little ones are long mince aslesp,—before her dismal little
tea-tray, and her Little desk containing her mother’s letters
and her mementoes of home.” Miss Quigley is an ass;
bat we are made to sympathice entirely with the nss
because of that mersel of pathos as to her motherk
letiers,
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' Clive Newcome, our hero, who iz a second Pen, buf a
better fellow, ia himself o satire on young men,~—on young
man who are idle and ambitious at the same time. He is
a painter; but, instead of being proud of his art, is half
ashamed of it,—beeauss not being industrious he has not,
while yet young, learned to excel. He is “doing” a
portrait of Mrs, Pendennis, Taura, and thus epeaks of
his bueiness, * No. 866,”--he is supposed to be quoting
from the eatalogue of the Royal Academy for the yesr,—
“No. 666, Portrait of Joseph Muggins, Ezq., Newcome,
George Btrest. No. 979. Portrait of Mrs. Muggine on
hor gray pony, Newcome. No. 579, Portrait of Joseph
Muggins, Eaq.’s dog Toby, Newcome. This is what T am
fit for. These ere the victories I have set myself on
achieving. Oh Mrs. Pendennis! isn't it humiliating
‘Why isn't thers & war?! Why haven't I a genius? There
is a painter who lives hard by, snd who bege me to come
and look et his work. He is in the Muggins line too.
He gets his canvases with a good light upon them ; ex-
cludes the contemplation of other objects; stands beside
his pietuve in an attitode himeelf; and thinke that he
and they are masterpieces, Oh me, what drivelling
wretches wo are | Fame t—except that of just the one or two,
—what’s the use of it¥” In all of which Thackeray is
speaking his own feelings about himself es well as the
world at large. What's the use of it alit Oh vanites
vanitatum | Oh vanity and vexation of spirit! “So
Clive Newcoms,” he says afterwards, “lay on a bed of
down and tfossed and tumbled there. He went to fine
dinners, and sat silent over them ; rode fine horses, and
black care jumped up hehind the moody horseman.” Ag
I write this I have before me a letter from Thackersy to &
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friend desoribing his own success when Panify Fair was
eoming out, full of the same feeling. He is making money,
‘but he spends it so fast thet he nover has any ; and as for
the opinions expressed on his hooks, he cares little for
what he hears. There was always present to him a feeling
of black eare seated bohind the horseman,—and would
have been equally so had there been no real care prosent
to him. A sardonic melancholy was the characteristic
most common to him,—which, however, was relisved by
an always present capacity for instant frolie, It was these
attributes combined which made him of all satirists the
most humorous, and of all humorists the most satirieal,
It was those that produced the Osbornes, the Dobbins,
the Pens, the Clives, and the Neweomes, whom, when he
loved them the most, he could not save himsalf from
describing ag meon and unworthy, A somewhat heroic
hero of romance,—~such a one, lot us say, as Waverley, or
Lovel in The Antiguary, or Morton in Old Mortality,—
was revolting to him, as lacking those foibles which humean
nature seemed to him to demand.

The story ends with two sad tragedies, neither of which
would have been demanded by the story, had not such
sadness been agresable to the authors own idiosynerasy,
The one is the ruin of the old colonel’s fortuncs, he
having allowed himself to be enticed into bubble specula-
tions ; and the other i the losa of all happiness, and cven
comfort, to Clive the hero, by the abominationa of his
motherinlaw. The women is so iniquitous, and so
tremendous in her iniquities, that she rizes fo tragedy.
‘Who does not know Mrm, Mack the Campaigner$ Why
at the end of his long story should Thackeray have
merried his hero to s0 lackadaisical a hercine as poor
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little Rosey, or brought on the stage such 2 she-demon
83 Rosey’s mother! But there in the Campaigner in all
her vigour, a marvel of strength of composition,—one of
the most vividly drawn characters in fiction ;—hut &
woman so odious that one is indeced to doubt whethar
she ehonld have been depicted.

The other tragedy is altogether of a different kind,
and though unnecessary to the story, and contrary to that
practice of story-telling which seems to demand that
calamities to those personages with whom we are to
sympathise should not be brought in st the close of &
work of fiction, is 80 beautifully told that no lover of
Thackeray’s work would be willing to part with it. The
old colonel, as we bave msaid, is rnined by speculation,
and in his ruin is brought to accept the alms of the
brotherhood of the Groy Friars, Then we are introduced
to the Charter House, at which, as most of us know,
there still exists a brotherhood of the kind. He dons
the gown,—this old colonel, who had always been com-
fortable in his means, and latterly apparently rich,—and
oceupies the single room, and eats the doled hread, and
among his poor brothers site in the chapel of his order,
The description iz perhaps ss fine as anything that
Theckeray ever did. The pentleman i etill the gentle-
men, with all the pride of gentry ;—but not the less ia
he the humble bedesman, aware that he is living upon
charity, uot made to grovel by any sense of shame, but
knowing that, though his normal pride may be left to
him, an ontward demeanour of humility is befitting.

And then ho dies. “ At the ususl evening hour the
chapel bell begau to toll, and Thomas Newcome's hands
outaide the bod fechly heat time,—and, just as the last
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ball strck, & peculiar gweot emile shone over his Iace,
and hs lifted up bis head a littls, snd quickly said,
‘Adevm,’--end foll back. Tt was the word we ussd at
gchool when mames were callad ; and, lo, ke whoes boart
vras as that of o Jittle child had answered o his name,
and atood in the presenea of the Master!”



CHAYPTER V,
ESMOKD AND THE VIRGINIANS.

Tur novel with which we are now going to deal I
rogard as the greatest work that Thackeray did. Though
I do not hesitate to compare himself with himself, I will
make no comparisch between him and othera; I therefore
abstain from assigning to JKemond any epecial niche
emong prose fictions in the English language, but I
rank it so high as to justify me in plecing him among
the small number of the highest class of English novelists,
Much as I think of Barry Lyndon end Vunity Fair,
I cannot quite say this of thom ; but, as & chain iz not

than its weakest link, so is a post, or a dramatist,
or a novelist to be placed in no lower leval than that
which he has attuined by hia highest sustained fight.
The excellence which has heen reached heve Thackeray
achieved, without doubt, by giving a greater amount of
forethought to the work he had before him than hed
been his wont. When we were young we used to be told,
in our house at home, that *elbow-grease ” was the one
easontial nevessary to getting a tough piece of work well
dome. If a mahogany table was to be made to chine,
it was elbow-grease that the operation needed. Fore-
thought is the elbow-grease which & novelist,—or poet,
or dramatist,—requires. It is not only his plot that has
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to be turmned and returned in his mind, not his plot
chiefly, but he has to make himself sure of his situations,
of his characters, of his effects, so that when the time
comea for hitting the nail he may know where to hit it
on the head,—so that he may himself understand the
pasgion, the calmness, the virtues, the vices, the rewards
and punishments which he means o explain to others,—
50 that his proportions shall be ecorrect, and he be
saved from the absurdity of dovoting twothirds of his
book to the heginning, or two-thirds to the complotion
of his task, 1% is from want of this apecial labour, more
frequently than from intellectual deficiency, that tho
tellers of stories fail so often to hit their nails on the
head. To think of a story iz much harder work than to
write it. The author can sit down with tho pen in his
hand for a given time, and produco a certain number of
words, That ia comparatively casy, and if e have & con-
science in regard to his task, work will be done regularly,
But to think it over as you lie in bed, or walk about,
or git eosily over your fire, to turn it all in your thoughts,
and make the things fit,—that requires elbow-grease of
the mind. The arrangement of tho worde is as though
you were walking pimply along a road. The arrange-
ment of your story i as though you were carrying a sack
of flour while you walked, Fielding had carried his eack
of flour befora he wrote Tom Jones, and Seott his before
he produced Jvankoe. So had Thackeray done,—a very
heavy sack of flonr,—in creating Ksmom!. InVanily Fuir,
in Pendennis, and in The Newcomes, there wos more of that
mere wandering in which no heavy burder was borne,
The richnesa of the amthor'a mind, the beauty of his
Janguage, his imagination and perception of character are
all there, For that which was lovely he has skown his love,
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and for the hateful his hatred ; but, nevertheless, they are
comparatively idle bocksa, His only work, as far as I can
judge them, in which there is no touch of idleness, is
Kemond., Barry Iyndon is consecutive, and has the well-
gustained purpose of exhibiting a finished raseal; but
Barry Lyndon is not quite the same from beginming to
end. All his full-fledged novels, except Esmond, contain
rather stringe of incidents and memoirs of individuals,
than & completed story. But Esmond i3 & whole from
beginning to end, with ita tale well told, ita purpose deve-
loped, ita moral brought home,—and ita nail hit well on
the head and driven in.

I told Thackeray once that it was not only his hest
work, but 8o much the best, that there was none second
to'it. * That was what I intended,” he said, “ but I have
failed. Nobody readsit. .After all, what doea it matter?”
he went on after awhile. “If they like enything, one
ought to be eatisfied, Affer all, Femond was a prig.”
Then he laughed and changed the enbject, not caring
to dwell on thoughts painful to him. The elbow-
grease of thinking was always diztasfeful to him, and
bad no doubt been so when he coneceived and carried out
thie work.

To the ordinary labour necessary for such a novel he
added very much by his resolation te write it in a style
different, not only from that which he had made his cwn,
but from that also which belonged to the time. He had
devoted himself to the reading of the literature of Queen
Anne's reign, and having chosen to throw his ebory into
that period, and to create in it personages who were to be
peculintly concerned with the period, he resolved to use as
the vehicle for hin stery the forms of expression them
prevalent. No ono who has not iried it can understand
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how great is the difficulty of mastering a phase of ome's
own language other than that which habit has made
fumilinr, To write in another language, if the language
bo sufficiently known, is a much less arduous undertaking,
The lad who attempts to write hiy essay in Ciceromian
Latin strugples to achieve a style which is not indeed
common to him, but i more common iban any other he
haa become acquainted with in that fongue, But Thackeray
in hia work had always to remember his Swift, hia Steele,
and his Addison, and to forget at the same time the modes
of expression which the day hed adopted. Whether he
asked advice on the subject, I do not know, But I feel sure
that if he did he must have been counselled agrinst it. Lot
my reader think what advice he would give to any writer on
such a subject. Probably he asked no advice, and would
bave taken none. No doubt he found himsalf, at first
imperosptibly, gliding into a phraseology which had at-
tractions for his ear, and then probably was so charmed
with the peculiarly masculine forms of sentences which
thus became familiar to him, that he thought it would
be almost as difficult to drop them altogether as altogether
to assumse tho use of them, And if he could do so suc-
cessfully, how great would be the assistance given to the
local colouring which i nesded for a novel in prose, the
scene of which is thrown far back from the writer's
period] Were I to write a poom about Cosur do Lion X
ghould not mar my poem by using the eimple language of
the day; but if I writs & prose story of the time, I cannot
altogether avoid some attempt at far-away quaintnesses in
language. To call & purse &  gypsire,” and to begin your
little speeches with, * Marry come up,” or to finigh them
with “ Quoths,” are but poor attempta. DBut even they
have had their effect, Scott did the best he could with his
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Coeur do Lion. 'When we look to it we find that it was
but little ; though in his hands it passed for much. “By
my troth,” said the knight, *“thou hast sung well and
heartily, and in high praise of thine order.” Wa doubt
whether he achieved any similarity fo the language of the
time; but still, even in the little which he attempted
there wes something of the pieturesque. But how much
more would be done if in very truth the whole lenguage
of & story could be thrown with correctness into the form
of expression wsed at the time depicted

Tt was thia that Thackeray tried in his Hemond, snd
he has done it alimost without a fisw. The time in ques-
tion i& near enough o us, and the literature sufficiently
familiar to enable s to judge. Whether folk swore by
their troth in the days of king Richard I. we do not
know, but when we read Bwift's letters, and Addison's
papets, or Defoe’s novels we do caich the veritable sounds
of Queen Anne’s age, and can say for ourselves whether
Thackeray has caught them correctly or not. No reader
can doubt that he has done so. Nor is the reader ever
etruck with the affectation of an assumed dialect. The
wonds come as though they had been written naturaily,
—though not natural to the middle of the nineteenth
century, It was a tour de force ; and successful as such
a tour de force so seldom is. But though Thackeray
was succassful in adopting the tone he wished to assume,
he never quite succeeded, as far as my ear can judge, in
sltogether dropping it again.

And yet it has to be remembered that though Esmond
deals with the times of Queen Anne, and * copies the
langnage” of the iime, as Thackeray himself eays in
the dedication, the story is not supposed io have been
written till the reign of George IL Esmond in his
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narrative speaks of Fielding and Hogarth, who did their
beat work under George IL The idea is that Henry
Esmond, the hero, went out to Virginia after the events
told, and there wrote the memoir in the form of an auto-
bicgraphy. The estate of Castlewood in Virginia had
been given to the Eamond fasmily by Charles I, and
this Esmond, our hero, finding that expatriation would
best suit both kis domestic happiness and his political
difficulties,—as the reader of the book will understand
might be the cnse,—settlea himself in the colony, and
therc writes the history of his carly life. Ho retnins
the manners, and with the manners the language of his
youth. MHe lives among his own people, a eountry gen-
tleman with 8 broed domain, mixing but little with the
world beyond, and remesins an English gentlemen of
the time of Queen Anne, The story iz coniinned in
The Virginians, the name given to n record of two lads
who were grandsons of Harry Esmond, whose names aro
‘Warrington, Before The Virginians appeared we had
already become acquainted with n scion of that femily,
the friend of Arthur Pendennis, a younger son of Bir
Miles Warrington, of Suffolk, Henry Esmonds daughter
had in a previous generation married a younger son of
the then baronet. This is mentioned now to show the
way in which Thackeray's mind worked afterwards upon
the details and characters which he had coriginated in
Eamond,

It is not my purpose to fell the story here, but rather to
explain the way in which it is written, to show how it
differs from other stories, and thus to explain ita effect,
Harry Esmond, who tells the story, is of couree the hero,
There are two hercines who egually command onr sym-
pathy,—Lady Castlewood the wife of Harry’s kinaman,
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and her daughier Beatrix. Theckeray himself declared
the man to be & prig, and he was not altogether wrong.
Beatrix, with whom throughout the whele book he is in
love, knew him well, “Shall T be frank with you,
Harry,” she says, when she is engaged to another suitor,
“and say that if you had not been down on your
knees and so humbls, you might have fared better
with me? A woman of my spirit, cousin, is to be won
by gallantry, and not by s=ighs and rmefnl facea. All
the time you are worshipping and einging hymns to me,
I know very well I am no goddess” And agsin:
¢ As for you, you want & woman to bring your lippers
and cap, and to git at your feet and ecry, O caro,
caro! O bravo ! whilst you read your Shakespeares and
Miltons and stoff.” He was a prig, and the girl he loved
knew him, and being quite of another way of thinking
herself, would have nothing to say to him in the way of
love. But without something of the aplitudes of a prig
the character which the author intended could not have
been drawn. There wes to be courage,—military courage,
—and that propensity to fighting which the tone of the
age demanded in a finished gentleman. Esmond there-
fore it ready enough to use his sword. But at the same
time he has to live a3 becomes one whose name is in some
degree under a clond ; for though ke be not in fruth an
illegitimate offshoot of the noble family which ia his, and
though he knows thai he is not o, still he has to live as
though he were. He becomes a soldier, and it was just
then thet our ammy was acoustomed *to swear horribly
in Flanders.,” But Eemond likes his books, and ¢anmot
swear or drink like other soldiers. Neverthelees he has
s sort of liking for fast ways in others, knowing that
euch are the ways of s gallant cavalicr. There is a
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melsncholy over his life which makes him always, to
himself and to others, much older then his years. He is
well aware that, being as he is, it is impoesible that
Beatrix ehould love him. Now and thon there in a dash
of lightness about him, as though he hnd taught himself
in his philosophy that even eorrow may be borne with s
smile,—ss though there was something "in him of the
Stoie’s doctrine, which meds him feel that even dis
appointed love shomld not be seen to wound foo deep.
But still when he amiles, even when he indulges in somo
little pleasantry, there is that garb of melancholy over him
which always makes a man a prig. But he is a gentle-
man from the erown of his head to the sole of his foot.
Thackeray bad let the whole power of his intellect
apply itself to a conception of the character of a gentle~
man. This man is brave, polished, gifted with that old-
fashioned cowrtesy which ladies used to love, true as
steel, loyal as faith himeelf, with & power of self-abnega-
tion which astonishes the criticising resder when he finda
such a virtue earried to such an exient without seeming to
be unnatural. To draw the picture of & man and say thnt
he is gifted with all the virtnes in easy enongh,—easy
enough to describe him as performing all the virtue.
The difficulty is to put your man on his legs, and mak.
him move about, carrying his virtues with a natural gait,
go that the reader ehall feel that he is becoming scquainted
with flesh snd blood, not with a wooden figure, The
virtues are all there with Henry Esmond, and the flesh
and blood also, so that the reader believes in them, But
still there is left a flavouwr of the character which
Thackeray himself tasted when he called his here 4 prig.

The two hercines, Lady Castlewood and Butrix, ara

mother and daughter, of whom the former is in love with
. K
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Esmond, and the latter is loved by him. Fault has been
found with the story, beesuse of the urmatural rivalry,—
because it has been folt that a mother's solicitude for her
daughter should admit of no such juxtaposition. But the
criticiam has come, I think, from those who have failed
to understend, not from those who have understood, the
tale ;—not because they have resd i, baut because they
bave not read it, and have only looked at it or heard of
it. Tady Castlewood is perhaps ten years older then the
boy Esmond, whom she first finds in her hushand's house,
and takes 33 a protégé; and from the moment in which
ghe finds that he is in love with her own daughter, she
doea ber best to bring about a marriage between them., Her
husband is alive, and ihough he is a drunken brute,—
after the manner of lords of that time,—she is thoroughly
loyal fo him. The little touches, of which the woman is
herself altogether unconscious, that graduslly turn a love
for the boy into a love for the man, are told eo delicately,
that it is only st last that the reader perceives what has
in truth happened to the woman. Bhe is angry with
him, grateful to him, careful over him, gradually com-
gcious of all his worth, and of all that he does to her and
fiers, till af last her heart is unable to vegiat, Bui then
ehe iz a widow j}—and Beatrix has declared that her
ambition will not allow her to marry so humble a swain,
snd Esmond haa become,—as he says of himself when
he calls himself “an old gentleman,”— the guerdian of
all the family,” “fit to be the grandfather of you all.”
The character of Lady Castlewood has required more
delicacy in ita manipulation than perhaps any other
which Thackeray has drawn. There is a mixture in it of
self-negation and of jealousy, of gatefulness of heart and
of the weary thoughtfulness of ege, of opcasional spright-
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liness with deep melancholy, of injustice with a thorough,
appreciation of the goed around her, of personal weakness,
—=as shown always in her intercourse with her children,
and of personal strength,—as displsyed when ghe vin-
dicates the position of her kinsman Henry to the Duke
of Hamilton, who is about to marry Beatrix ;—a mixture
which hes required a master's band to trace. These con-
tradictions sre essentially feminine, Perhapa it must be
confessed that in the unreasomableness of the woman, the
author has intended to bear more harahly on the sex than
it deservea. But a true women will forgive him, because
of the truth of Lady Castlewood's heart. Her husband had
been Kkilled in a duel, and there were eircumstanees which
had induced her at the moment to quarrel with Harry and
to be unjust to him. He had been ill, and had gone away
to the wars, and then she had learned the truth, and had
beon wretched enough, But when he comes back, and
ehe sees him, by chance at first, as the anthem is being
sung in the cathedral choir, as she is saying her prayers,
hor heart flows over with tenderness to him., I kmew
you would come back,” she said; “and to-dsy, Henry,
in the anthem when they assng it,—* When the Lord
turned the eaplivity of Zion we were like them that
dream,’—] thought, yes, like them that dream,—them
that dream, And then it went on, ¢They that sow in
tears shall resp in joy, and he that goeth forth and
weepeth, shall donbtless come home again with rejeicing,
bringing his sheaves with him.’ I looked up from the
book and saw you. I was not surprised when I saw
you. I knew you would come, my dear, and saw the
gold sunshine round your head” And so it goes oxm,
ranning info expressions of heartmelting fendemess.
Andyetahehmolfdoesnotknowthathumahmt
K
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is secking his with all & woman's love. She is stll
willing thet he should poesess Beatrix. I would call
you my eon,” she eays, “sooner than the greatest prince
in Europe.” But she warns him of the naturs of her
own gitl “’Tis for my poor Beatrix I tremble, whass
headstrong will afirights me, whose jealous temper, and
whose vanity no prayers of mine can cure” It iz but
very gradually that Esmond becomes aware of the truth.
Indeed, he has not become altogether aware of it ill the
tale closes, The reader does not sea that transfer of
affection from the daughter to the mother which would
fail to reach his sympathy. In the last page of the last
chapter it is told that it is so,—that Esmond marries
Lady Castlewood,—but it is not told till all the incidents
of the story have been completed.

But of the thres characters I have named, Beatrix is
the one that has most strongly exercised the writer's
powers, and will most interest the reader. Ae far as
outward person is concerned she is very lovely,—go
charming, that every man that comes near to her submits
himsgalf to her atiractionz and caprices. It is but rarely
that s novelist can succeed in impressing his reader with
o sense of female loveliness. The attempt is made so
frequently,—comes sc much as & matter of coures in every
novel that is writben, and fails so much as & matter of
course, that the reader does not fesl the failure. There
sre things which we do not expect to have done for us
in literature because they are dome eo eeldom, Novelists
sre apt to describe the rurel ecenes among which their
characters play their parts, but seldom leave any impreasion
of the places deseribed. Even in poetry how often does this
occurt The words used are pretty, well choeen, perhaps
musival to the ear, and in thet way befitting ; but urlesa
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the spot has violent characteristics of ita own, auch as
Borley’s cave or the waterfall of Lodore, no striking
pertrait is left, Nor are we disappointed as we read,
because we have not been tanght fo expeet it to be other
wise, So it is with those word-painted portraits of women,
which are so frequently given and so seldom convey any
impression. Whe has an idea of the outside look of Sophia
‘Western, or Edith Bellenden, or even of Imogen, though
Iachimo, who described her, was so good at words? A
series of pictures, —illustrations,—as we have with
Dickens’ novels, and with Thackeray's, mey leave an
impreesion of a figure,—though even then not often of
fominine beauty, But in this work Thackeray has snc-
eeeded in imbuing us with a sense of the cutside loveliness
of Beatrix by the mere force of words. We are not only
told it, but we feel that she was such & ¢ne aa a man
cannot fail to covet, even when his judgment goes egainst
his choice,

Here the judgment goes altogether against the choice,
The girl grows up before us from her early youth till her
twenty-fifth or {wenty-sizth year, and becomes,—such ns
her mother deserihed her,—one whose headlong will, whose
jealousy, and whose vanity nothing could restrain. She has
none of those soft foibles, half allied fo virtues, by which
weak women fall awey into misery or perhapa distraction,
8he does not want to love or to be loved, She does not
cars to be fondled, Bhe has no longing for caresses.
She wants o be admired,—-and to meke use of the
admiration she shall achieve for the material purposes
of her life, She wishes to rise in the world; and her
besuty is the sword with which she must open her oyster.
As to her heart, it is a thing of which she becomea aware,
only to assure herself that it must bs laid aside and put
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out of the queetion. Now and again Esmond tonchee it.
Bhe just foels that she has & heart to be touched. Bub
ehe never has a doubt aa to her conduct in that respect
She will not allow her dreams of ambition o be disturbed
by such folly as love.

In all that there might be something, if not good and
great, nevertheleas grand, if her ambition, though worldly,
had in it a touch of nobility. But this poor creature is
made with her bleared blind oyee fo fall into the very
lowest depths of feminine ignobility. Ome lover comes
after another, Harry Esmond is, of course, the lover with
whom the reader inferesta himsalf At last there comes
& duke,—fifty years old, indeed, but with semi-roysl
appenages, As his wife shs will become a duchess, with
many dimmonds, and be her Excellency. The man is starn,
cold, and jealous ; bub she does not doubt for n moment.
She is to be Duchess of Hamilton, and towers alresdy in
pride of place sbove her mother, and her kineman lover, and *
all her belongings. The story here, with ita little incidents
of birth, and blood, and ignoble pride, end gratified am-
bition, with a dash of true feminine mnobility on the part
of the girl's mother, is such o8 to leave one with the im-
pression that it has hardly been beaten in English prose
fiction. Then, in the last moment, the duke is killed in
a duel, and the news is brought to tha girl by Esmond.
She tnre upon him and rebukes him hamhly. Then ghe
moves away, and feels in a moment that there is nothing
Jeft for her in this world, and that she can only throw
herself upon devotion for consolation. “I am best in my
own room and by myself,” she eaid. Her eyes were
quite dry, nor did Esmond aver asee them otherwise, aave
once, in reapact of that grief, She gave him a cold hand
a8 she weat out. Thank you, brother,” she mid in a
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low voios, and with » simplicity more touching than tears,
“all that you have eaid is trne and kind, and I will go
awny and will ack pardon.”

But the consolation coming from devotion did not go
far with such a one as her. "'Weo cannot rest on religion
merely by saying that we will do se. Very speedily there
comas oonsolation in another form. Queen Anme iz on
hor deathbed, and s young Stmart prince appesm upon
the scene, of whom scme loyal hearts dream that they
oan make s king. He is such as Stuarts were, and only
walks across the novelist's canvas to show his folly and
heartlessness. But there is a moment in which Beafrix
thinks that she may riss in the world to the proud place
of & royal mistress. That is her last ambition! That is
her pride | That is to be her glory| The bleared eyes
¢an 866 no clearer than thet. But the mock prince passes
away, and nothing but the disgrace of the wish remains.

Such is the story of Eemond, leaving with if, as doea
all Thackeray's work, a melancholy comviction of the
vanity of all things human, Vanifas vanifatum, as he
wrote on the pages of the Fremch lady’s album, and agein
in one of the earlier numbers of The Cornhill Magazive,
‘With much that is picturesque, much that is droll, much
that is valuable as being a correct picture of the period
selected, the gist of the book is melancholy through-
out. It ends with the promise of happiness to eome, but
that is contained merely in a concluding paregrsph. The
one woman, during the course of the story, becomes a
widow, with & living love in which ske has no hope, with
children for whom her fears are almoat astronger than her
affection, who never can rally hemelf to happiness for a
moment, The other, with all her beauty and all her
brilliance, becomea what we have described,—and merries
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b lagh her brother's tutor, who bocomes & bishop by means
of her intrignes. Eamond, the hexo, who ia compounded
of all good gifis, after a childhood and youth tinged
throughout with melancholy, vanishes from us, with the
promise that he is to be rewarded by the hand of the
mother of the girl he has Ioved.

And yet there is not & page in the book over which a
thoughtful resder cannot pause with delight, The nature
in it is troe nature. Given & story thus sad, and persons
thua situated, and it is thua that the detsils would
follow each oiher, and thus thet the people would ocon-
duct themaelvas, It was the tone of Thackeray's mind
to turn away from the prospect of things joyiul, snd to see,
—r belisve that he saw,—in all human affairs, the seed
of something base, of something which would be antago-
nistie to true contentment, AN his snobs, and all hia
fools, and all his knaves, come from the eame convietion.
Ta it not the doctrine on which our religion is founded,—
though the sadness of it there is alleviated by the doubtful
promise of & heaven ¢

Though thrice a thonsand years are paysed
Since David's son, the sad and splendid,
The weary king ecolosiaat

Upon his awinl tableta penmed it.

8o it was that Thackerny preached his sermon, But
melancholy though it be, the lesson taught in Esmond
is palutary from beginning to end. The sermon truly
preached is that glory ean only come from that which is
traly glorions, and that the resulte of meanness end
always in the mean. No girl will be tauvght to wish to
ghine like Beatrix, nor will any youth be made to think
that to gain the love of such & one it can be worth his
while to expend his energy or his heart.
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Esmond was published in 1863, Tt wee not &I 1858,
some time after he had returned from his lecturing tours,
that he published the sequel called The Virginians, It waas
first bronght out in twenty-four menthly numbers, and ran
through the years 1858 and 1869, Messts, Bradbury and
Evans having been the publishers. It takes up by no meansa
the story of Esmond, and hardly the charactora, The twin
lads, who are called the Virginians, and whose name ia
‘Warrington, are grandaons of Eemond and his wife Lady
Castlewood. Their one daughter, born at ths estate in
Virginia, had married a Warrington, and the Virginians
are the issue of that marriage, In the story, one is sent
io England, there to make his way ; and the other is for
awhile supposed to have been killed by the Indiana. How
be was not killed, but after awhile comea agair forward
in the world of fistiom, will be found in the story, which
it is not our purpose to met forth here. The moet inte-
resting part of the narrative is that which tells us of the
later fortunes of Madame Beatrix,—ihe Baroness Bernatein,
—the lady who had in her youth been Beatrix Esmond,
who had then condescended to become Mra. Tasker, the
tutor’s wife, whence she rose to be the “lady " of a bishop,
and, after the bishop had been put to rest under a Ioad of
marble, had become the baroness,—a& rich old woman,
courted by all her relatives bacause of her wealth,

In The Tirginians, as & work of art, is diecovered,
more strongly than had shown itself yet in any of his
works, that propensity to wandering which came to
Thackeray bocanse of his idleneas, Tt is, I think, to be
found in every book he ever wrote,—except Esmond ; but
is here more conspicnous than it had besn in hie earlier
years, Though he can settle himself down to his pemn
and ink,-not always even to that without s siruggle, but
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to that with eufficient burst of energy to produce a large
average amount of work,—he cannot settle himself down
to the task of contriving a story. 'There have boan thosa,
~—and they have not been bad judges of literature,—who
have told me that they have best liked these vague
narratives, The mind of the man has besn clearly
exhibited in them. In them he has spoken out his
thoughte, and given the world to know his convictions, as
well as could have been done in the carrying out any
well-conduocted plot. And though the narratives be vague,
the characters are aliveaa In TRhe Virginians, the two
young men and their mother, and the other ladies with
whom they have o deal, and especially iheir aunt, the
Baroneas Bernstein, are all aliva. For desnltory reading, for
that picking up of & volume now and agsin which requires
permission to forget the plot of a novel, thiz novel is
adimirably adapted. There is not a page of it vacant or
dull But he who takes it up to read as a whole, will
find that it is the work of & desultory writer, to whom it
ia not unfrequently diffioult to remomber the incidents of
his own parmative.  “ How good it is, even aa it is —bub
if he would have dome his best for us, what might he
not have dane [ This, I think, is what we fesl when we
read The Virginians, The authors mind has in one way
been sctive enough,—and powerful, as it always is ; but
he hae been unable to fix it to an intended purpose, and
has gone on from day fo day furthering the difficulfy he
has intended to master, till the book, under the stress of
circumstances,—demands for copy and the like,—has heen
completed before the difficulty has even in truth been
encountered. ’



CHAPTER VL
THACKERAY'S BURLESQUER.

Ap so much of Thackeray’s writing partakes of the nature
of burlesque, it would have been unnecessary to devote a
eoparate chapter fo the suhjeet, wers it not that there are
among his tales two or three so excoedingly good of their
kind, coming so entirely up to our idea of what a pross
burlesque should be, thet were I to omit to mention them
T shounld pess over a distinctive portion of our author's
work.

The volume called Burleagues, published in 1869, begins
with the Nowels by Eminent Hands, and Jeamed's Diary, to
which I have already alluded, It contains also The
Tremendous Adventures of Major Qahagan, A Legend of
the Rhine, and Rebecen and Rowena. It is of these that
I will now speak. The History of the Next French Rovo-
hation and Cox's Diary, with which the volume is eon-
cluded, are, according to my thinking, hardly equal to the
others ; nor are they so properly cslled burlesquea.

Nor will T say much of Major Gahagsn, though his
adventures are very good fun. Mo is 8 warrior,—that is,
of course,—and he is one ir whose wonderful narrative
all that digtant India can produce in the way of boasting,
is superadded to Ireland’s best efforta in the same line.
Baron Munchansen was nothing to him ; and to the bare
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and simple miracles of the baron is joined that humour
without which Thackeray never tells any story, This is
broad enough, no donbt, but is still humour ;—as when the
major tells us that he always kept in his own apartment
a amall store of gunpowder; “alwaye keeping it under
my bed, with a candle burning for fear of accidents.”
Or when he deecribes his courage; “I was running,—
running as the brave stag before the hounds,—running,
a8 I have done a great number of times in my life,
‘when there was no help for it but & run." Then he
tells us of his digestion. * Once in Spain I ate the leg of
a horse, and was 80 eager fo swallow this morsel, that I
bolted the shoe as well as the hoof, and never falt the
glightest inconvenisnce from either.” He storms a citadel,
and has enly a enuff box given him for hisreward, “ Never
mind,” says Major Gahagan ; “ when they want me to
storm & fort agumin, ¥ shall know better.” By which we
perceive that the major remembered his Horace, and had
in his mind the soldier who had lost his purse, But the
major's adveniures, excellent as they are, lack the continued
interest which i atfached to the two following stories,

Of what nature is The Legend of the Rhine, we lsarn
from the commencement. It was in the good old days
of chivalry, when every mountain that bathses its shadow
in the Rhine had its castle ; not inhebited as now by a
fow rats and owls, nor covered with moss and waltlowers
and funguses and creeping ivy. No, no; where the ivy
now clusters there grew etrong portenlis and bara of
stosl ; where the wallflowers now quiver in the ramparta
there were silken banners embroidered with wonderful
heraldry ; men-at-arms marched where now you shall only
peo 8 bank of moas or & hideous black champignon ; and
in place of the rats and owlets, I warrant me there were
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Indies and knights to revel in the great halls, and to feast
and dance, and to make love there.” o that we know
well beforehand of what kind will this story be. It will
be pure romance,—burlesqued.  Ho sencschal, fill me
a oup of hot liquor; put sugar in it, good fellow ; yes,
and s little hot water,—but very little, for my soul is sad
ag T think of those days and knighta of old.”

A Imnight is riding alone on his war-horse, with all his
armonr with him,—and his luggage. His rank ia shown by
the name on his portmanteau, and his former address and
present destination by a card which was attached. It
bad run, *# Count Ludwig de Hombourg, Jerusalem, but
the name of the Hely City had been daslied out with the
pen, and that of Godesberg substituted,” ¢ By 8t. Hugoe
of Kalzenellenbogen,” said the good knight shivering,
%’tin colder here than at Damascns, BShall I be at
Godesherg in time for dinner?” Ho has come to see his
friend Count Karl, Margrave of Godesberg.

But at Godesberg everything is in distress and sorrow,
There ia & new inmate thers, one Sir Gottiried, xince whose
arrival the knight of tho castle has become a wretched
man, having been tanght te belisve all evils of his wife,
and of his child Otto, and a certein stranger, one Hilde-
brandt. Gottfried, we see with half an eye, has done it
all It is in vain that Ludwig de Hombourg tells s
old friend Karl that thin Gottiried is & thoroughly bad
fellow, that he had been found to be & cardsharper in the
Holy Land, and had been drummed out of his regiment.
“T'was but some silly quarrel over the winecup,” says
Karl. “Hugo do Brodenel would have no black bottle
on the board.” We think we can remember the quarrel
of “Brodenel” and the biack botile, though so many
thinge have taken place since that.
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There is a festival in the castle, and Hildebrandt comes
with the other guests,. Then Ludwig's attention is called
by poor Karl, the father, to a certain family likeness.
Can it be that he is not the father of his own childt He
is playing cards with his friend Ludwig when that traitor
Gottfried comes and whispers to him, and makes an ap-
pointment. *I will be there too,” thought Count Ludwig,
the geod Enight of Hombourg,

On the next morning, before the stranger knight had
ghaken off his slumbers, all had been found out and
everything done. The lady has been sent to a convent
and her son to a monastery. The knight of the castla
has no comfort but in his friend Goiifried, a distant
cousin who is to inherit everything Al this is told to Bir
Ludwig,—who immediately takes ateps to repair the mis-
chief. “ A cup of coffee straight,” eays he to the servitora.
«Bid the cook pack me a sansage and bread in paper, and
the groom saddle Streithenget. We have far to ride.”
8o this redresser of wronge etarts off, leaving the Margrave
in his grief.

Then there is a great fight between Sir Ludwig and
Sir Gottfried, admirably told in the manner of the later
chroniclers,—a hermit sitting by and deseribing everything
almogt as well as Rebecca did on the tower. Sir Ludwig
being in the right, of courss gains the day. But the
eacape of the fallen knight's horse is the cream of this
chapter. ¢ Away, ay, away | —away amid the green vine-
yarda and gelden cornfielda; away up the steep mountains,
where he frightened the eagles in their eyries ; away down
the clattering ravines, where the flashing eataracts fumble ;
awsy through the dark pine-foreats, where the humgry
wolves are howling; away over the droary wolds, where
the wild wind walks alone; away through the splashing



¥1.] THACEERAY'A BURLEBQUER. 148

quagmires, where the willo-the wisp slunk frightened
among the reeds ; away through light and darkness, storm
and sunshine ; away by tower and town, highroad and
hamlet. . . . Brave horse ! gallant steed | morting child
»f Araby! On went the horse, over mountains, rivers,
turnpikes, applewomen; end never stopped until ha
roached & livery-stable in Cologne, where his master was
accustomed to put him up 1

The conquered knight, Bir Gottfried, of course reveals
the truth. This Hildebrandt is no more than the lady’s
brother,—as it happened a brother in disguise,—and
hence the lkenmess, Wicked knights when they die
alwaye divulge their wicked secrets, and this knight
QGottfriedl does so now. Bir Ludwig carries the news
homse to the afflicted hushand and father; who of coumse
instantly sends off messengers for his wife and son. The
wife wo'n't come, All she wants is to have her dresses
and jewels pent to her. Of so eruel a husband she hag
had encugh. As for the son, he has jumped out of a bost
on the Rhine, as he was being carried to his monastery,
and was drowned |

But he was not drowned, but had only dived. “The
gallant boy swam on beneath the water, never lifting his
head for a gingle moment between Godesbarg and Cologne ;
the distance being twenty-five or thirty miles,”

Then he becomes an archer, dreased in green from head
to foot, How it was ia all told in the story ; end he goes to
shoot for » prize at the Castle of Adolf the Duke of Cleevea
On his way be shoots & raven marvelloualy,—almost aa
marvellously as did Robin Hood the twig in Ivanhoe, Then
one of his compenions is mmrried, or nearly married, to
the mysterious “Lady of Windeck,”—would have been
mazrisd but for Otto, and that the bishop and dean, who
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were dragged up from their long-ago grmvee to perform
the ghostly caremony, were prevented by the ill-fimed
mivth of a certain old canon of the church named
Schidnischmidt. The reader has to read the name out
loud before he recognises an old friend. But this of the
Lady of Windeck iz an apisode.

How at the shooting-match, which of courss ensued,
Otto ghot for and wom the heart of a fair lady, the duke’s
daughter, need not be told here, nor how he quarelled
with the Rowski of Donnerblitz,—the hideouns and sulky,
but rich and powerful, nobleman who bad come fo take
the hand, whether he could win the heart or not, of the
danghter of the duke. It is all arranged according to the

and romantic order. Otito, though he enlists in
the duke’s archerguard as aimple soldier, ecntrives to
fight with the Rowski de Dormerblity, Margrave of Eulen-
schrenkehstein, and of course kills him. ¢ Yield, yield,
Sir Rowski I’ shouted he in a calm voice, A hlow dealt
madly at his head was the reply. It was the last Llow
that the count of Eulemsehrenkenstein ever struck in
bettle. The curse was on his lips as the crashing ateel
descended into his brain and split it in two. He rolled
like a dog from his horse, his enemy’s knee was in a
moment on his chest, and the dagger of mercy at his
throat, ag the knight once more called upon him to yield,”
The knight was of course the archer who had come for-
waxd as an unknown champion, and had touched the
Roweki's shield with the point of bis lance. * For this
story, as well a3 the rest, is o burlesque on our dear old
favourite Ivanhoe,

Thet everything gooe right at laat, that the wife comes
back from her monastery, and joins her jealous husband,
and that the duke’s danghier has always, 1n truth, known
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kat the poor archer was a noble knight,—thesa things
we all mattars of conrse.

But the best of the three tinrlesgues is Rebeeca and
Rowenz, or A Romancs wpon Romance, which I need not
#ll my readers is a eontinuation of Fanhoe. Of this bur
esque it is the peculiar characteristic that, while it has been
aritten to ridicule the persons and the incidents of that
sarhapa the most favourite novel in the English language,
it has besn so written that it would not have offended the
withor had he lived to read it, nor does it disgust or cnnoy
those who most; love the original. There ia net a word in
1 having an intention to belitfle Scott. It has sprung
from the genuine humour crsated in Thackeray’s mind by
his aspect of the romantic. "We remember how reticent,
how dignified was Bowena,—how cold we perhaps thonght
her, whether there was ao little of that billing and cooing,
:hat kissing and aqueezing, between her and Ivanhoa which
we used to think necessary to Iovers' blisses. And there
wasa laft too on our minds, an ides that Ivanhos had liked
the Jewess almoat as well as Rowena, and that Rowena
might possibly have become jealous. Thackeray's mind
st onece went to work and pictured to him & Bowena such
w such a woman might become after marriage ; and as
[vanhoce was of a melancholy naturs and apt to be hipped,
méd grave, and silent, as & matter of course Thackeray
nemunoahmtohavebeenh&npeukedafberhmmum.ge.

Qur dear Wamba disturbs his mistress in soms de-
rotional comversation with her chaplain, and the etemn
ady orders that the fool shall have three-dozen lashes.
“I got you out of Front de Beeuf's casile,” said poor
Wamba, piteously, appealing to Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe,
“and canst thou not save me from the lagh}®

“ Yeq; from Front de Boeuf's castle, when gyou wers

L
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locked up with tha Jewess in the fower!” said Rowens,
haughtily replying to the timid appeal of her husband.
¢ Gurth, give him four-dozen,”—and this was sll poor
‘Wamba got by applying for the mediation of his mester.
Then the satirist moralises ; * Did you ever know a right-
minded woman pardon another for heing handasomer and
more love-worthy than herself1” Rowena is  always
flinging Rebecca into Ivanhoe's teeth ;” and altogether
life at Rotherwood, as described by the later chronicles,
is not very happy even when most domeatie. Fvanhoe
beoomes sad and moody. He takes to drinking, and his
lady does not forget to tell him of it. * Ah dear axe !”
he exclaims, apostrophising his weapon, ah gentle steel !
that was a merry time when I sent thee erashing into the
pate of the Emir Ahdul Melek!” There was nothing
left to him but his mentories; and “in a word, his life
was intolerable,” So he determines that he will go and
look after king Richard, who of course was wandering
abroad. He anticipstes a Little diffieulty with his wife ;
but she iz only too happy to let him go, comforting her-
eelf with the idea that Athelstane will look afier her. So
her husband starte on his journey, “Then Ivanhoe’s
trumpet blew. Then Rowena waved her pockst-hand-
korchief, Then the household gave a shout. Then the
puzsuivant of the good knight, Sir Wilfrid the Crusader,
flung out his banner,—which was argent, a gules eramoisy
with three Moors impaled,—then Wamba gave a lash on
his mule's haunch, and Ivanhoe, heaving a great sigh,
turned the tail of his warhorse upon the castls of his
fathers,”

Tvanhoe finds Cour de Leon besieging the Castle of
Chalons, end there they both do wondrome deeds,
Ivanhos nlways surpassing the king, The jealousy of
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the courtiers, the ingratituade of the king, and the melan-
choly of the knight, who is never comforted except when
he has slaughtered some hundreds, are delightful. Roger
de Backbite and Peter de Toadhole are infended to be
quite real, Then his majesty sings, passing off aa his
own, a song of Charles Levers, Bir Wilfrid declares the
truth, and twits the king with his falzehood, whereupon
he has the guitar thrown at his head for his pains. He
cafches the guitar, however, gracefully in hia left hand,
and sings his own immortal ballad of King Canute—
than which Thackeray never did anything beiter,

f Might I stay the sun above s, good Bir Bishop? " Cannte
eried ;

¢ Could I kid the silver moon to panse npon her heavenly ride P

If the moon obeys my orders, sure I can command the tide.

Will the advanocing waves obey me, Bishop, if I meke the
siga?”

8uid the bishop, bowivg lowly ;  Land and ses, my lord, are
thine

Cannte terned towarda the ooean;  Back,” he maid, *thoa
foaming brine.”

But the mllen ccean snawered with & londer deeper roar,

And the rapid waves drew nearer, falling, sonnding on the
phore ;

Backb&?knapermdﬂ:e bighop, back the king and oourtiers

Wa must go to the book to look at the picture of the
king as he is killing the youngest of the sons of the
Comnt of Chalons, Thoee illustrations of Doyle's are
admirable. The size of the king's head, and the size of
his battle-axe as contrasted with the aize of the child, are
burlesque all over. Butb the king has been wounded by a
bolt from the bow of Sir Bertrand de Gourdon while he

x2
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is slaughtering the infant, and there iz an end of him.
Ivanhoe, too, is killed at the siege,—S8ir Roger de
Backbite having stabbed him in the back during the
scens, Had he not been then killed, his widow Rowena
could not have married Athelstane, which she soon did
after hearing the sad news; nor could he have had that
colebrated epitaph in Latin and English ;

Hio eat Guilfridos, belli dum vixit avidus

Com gladeo et lanoes Normannis et googoe Francia

Verbara dura dabat. Per Tnroos multum equitabat.

Gailbertum occidit ;—atqne Hyerosolyma vidit.

Heu! nme sub fossa sunt tanti militis oma.

Ugzor Athelstani est conjux cestissima Thani,*

The translation we are told was by Wamba;

Toder the stone you behold, Brisn, the Templar nntroa,
Huried and ooffined and cold,  Fairly in tourney he slew;
Lieth Bir Wilfrid the Bold. Buw Hiorogalem too.

Always ha marched in advance, Now he is buried and gons,
‘Warring io Flanders and France, Lying beneath the gray sione.
Doughty with sword and with Where shall yon find soch B

lance. one P
Famous in Saracen fight, Long time his widow deplored,
Bode in his youth, the Good Weeping, the fate of ber lord,
Kwight, Beadly cut off by the aword.
Beattering Faynims in flight.
‘Whan she was eapad of her pain,
Came the good lord Athelstane,

17 doubt that Thackerny did not write the Labin epfiaph, but I
hardly dare suggest the nama of any authar, The “ vixit svidos "
in quite worthy of Thackeray; but had he tried kis hand aé much
mode of expression he would have dons more of it. I shonld
Yke to know whether he had been in cosupany with Father Prout
o tha time.
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Ths next chapter begins naturally as follows ; 1 truat
nobody will supposs, from the eventa described in the
last chapter, that our friend Ivanhoe is really dead.”
Heo is of course cured of his wounds, though they take
gix years in the curing And then he makes his way
back to Rotherwood, in a friar's disgnise, much as he did
on that former occasion when we first met him, and thers
is received by Athelstane and Rowena,—and their boy !-—
while Wamba sings him & song :

Then you know the worth of & lass,
Once you bave oome to forby year !

No one, of course, but Wamba knows Ivanhos, who
roams about the country, melancholy,—as he of eourse
would be,—charitable,—as he perhaps might be,—for we
are specially fold that he had a large fortune and nothing to
do with it, and slaying robbers wherever he met them ;—
but sad at heart sll the time. Then there comes a littla
buzst of the author’s own feelings, while he ia burlesquing.
“ Ah my dear friends and British public, ave thers not
others who are malancholy under a mask of gaiety, and
who in the midst of erowds are lonely? Liston was a most
melancholy man ; Grimaldi had feelings ; and then others
Iwob of Bat psha!—lot us have the next chapter”
In gll of which there was a touch of earnestmess.

Ivanhoe's griefs were enhanced by the wickedness of
king John, under whom he would not serve. It was
Bir Wilirid of Ivanhoe, I need scarcely say, who gof the
Barons of ¥ngland to league together and extort from the
king that famous instrument and palladinm of our
liberiies, at present in the British Musenm, Great Russell
Street, Bloomabury,—The Magna Charte” Athelstane
also quarrels with the king, whosee oxders he disobeys, and
Rotherwood is attacked by the royal atmy. No one wae
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of real service in the way of fighting except Ivanhoe,—
and how could he take up that canse} " No; be hanged
to me,” said the knight bitterly. This is s quarrel in
which I can’t interfore. Common politeness forbids, Let
yonder sle-awiiling Athelstane defend his,—ha, ha }—wife ;
and my Lady Rowena guard her,—ha, ha —son /” and he
laughed wildly and madly.

But Athelatane is killed,—this time in eamest,—and
then Ivanhos rushes to the rescue. Mo finds Gurth dead
at the park-lodge, and though he is all ‘alone,—having
outridden his followers,—he rushee up the chestnut
svence to the hounse, which is being attacked. “An
Ivanhoe ! an Ivanhos 1” he hellowed cut with a shout that
overcame all the din of hattle ;—“ Notre Dame & la
recousss " and to hurl his lance through the midriff of
Reginald de Bracy, who was commanding the assanlt,—
whe fell howling with angnish,—fo wave his battle-axe
over his own head, and to eunt off those of thirteen men-
at-arma, was the work of an instant. * An Ivanhoa! an
Ivanhoe 1” he still shouted, and down went 2 man as sure
a8 he said * hee 1

Neverthelesa be i again killed by multitudes, or very
nearly,—and has agnin to be cured by the tender nursing
of Wamba. But Athelstane is really dead, and Rowena
and the boy have to be found. He does his duty and
finds them,—just in time to be present at Rowensa's death.
She haa been put in prison by king John, and is in
extremis when her first husband gets to her. * Wilfrid,
my early loved,”" slowly gasped she removing her gray

1 There is something aleaost ifinetured in his treaiment of
Howens, who is very false in her declarationa of love ;—-and it is
to be feared that by Rowena, the sutho intends the normal
married lady of English society.
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hair from her forrowed temples, and gazing on her bay
fondly as he nestied on I'vanhoe's ~* promise me by
Bt. Waltheof of Templestowe,—promise me one boon 1*,

“T do,” eaid Ivanhos, clasping the boy, and thinking
that it was to that little innocent that the promise was
intended to apply.

“ By 8t. Waltheof 1”

“ By 8t. Waltheof | ¥

“ Promise ma then,” gasped Rowena, staring wildly at
him, ¢ that you will never marry & Jowess !”

“ By Bt Waltheof |” eried Ivanhce, *“but this is too
much,” and he did not make the promise.

“ Having placed young Cedrie at school at the Hall of
Dotheboys, in Yorkshire, and arranged his family affairs,
Bir Wilfrid of Ivanhos quitted a eountry which had no
longer any charm for him, as there was no fighting to be
done, and in which his stay was rendered less agreeable
by the notion that king John would hang him” So he
roes forth and fights again, in league with the Knights of
3t. John,—the Templars naturally having a dislike to him
because of Brian de Bois Guilbert. ‘The only fault that
the great and gallant, though severe and ascetic Folko of
Heydenbraten, the chief of the QOrder of 8¢ John, found
with the melancholy warrior whose lance did such service
to the cause, was that he did not persecute the Jews as
30 religious a knight ghould. So the Jews, in cursing the
Cheristiams, always excepted the name of the Desdichado,
—or the doubls disinherited, as he now waa,—the Des-
lichado Doblado.” Then came the battle of Alarcos, and
she Moors were all but in poasession of the whole of Spain.
3ir Wilfrid, like other good Christians, cammot endure
‘his, 80 he takes ship in Bohemia, where he happens to
% quartered, sand haa himself cawxied to Barcelona, and
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proceeds * to dlaughter the Moora forthwith.” Then thero
is a scexe in which Isaac of York comes on as a messenger,
to Tansom from a Spanish knight, Don Beltram de Cuchilla
¥ Trabuco, y ¥spads, y Eapolom, a little Moorish girl.
The Spanish knight of eourse murders the little girl inatead
of taking the ransom. Two hundred thousand dirhems are
offered, however much that may ba; but the knight, who
happens to be in funds st the time, prefers to kill the
little girl. All this is only necessary to the story aa intro-
ducing Isaac of York. Bir Wilfrid is of course intent upon
finding Rebecea. Throngh all his troublee snd trimmphs,
from his gaining and his losing of Rowena, from the
day on which he had been “locked up with the Jewess in
the tower,” he had always been trme to ber. “Away
from me 1” gaid the old Jew, tottering. “Away, Bebecca
is,—dead !” Then Ivanhoo goes out and kills fifty
thousand Moors, and there is the picture of him,—killing
them,

But Bebecca ia not dead at all. Her father had said so
because Rebecca had behaved very badly to him, She
had refused to marry the Moorish princs, or any of her
own people, the Jews, and had gone as far as to declare
her passion for Ivanhoe and her resolution to be a
Christian. All the Jews and Jewesses im Valencia
turned against ber,—so that ehe was locked up in the
back-kitchen end almoet starved to desth. But Ivanhoe
found her of course, aud mekes her Mra, Ivanhoe, or
Lady Wilfrid the second. Then Thackeray tells us how
for many years he, Thackeray, had not ceazed to feel that
it ought to be so. * Indeed I have thoughtof it any time
these five-and-twenty years,—ever gince, as a boy at school,
Y commenced the noble study of movels,——ever ginee the
day when, lying on sunny alopes, of half-holidays, the fair
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chivalrous figures and beautiful shapes of knights end
ladies wore visible to me, ever since I grew fo love
Rohecca, that sweetest creature of the poet’s faney, and
longed to see her righted.”

And so, no doubt, it had been. The very burlesque
had grown from the way in which his young imegination
had been moved by Scoft’s romance. He had felt from
the time of those happy half-holidays in which he had
been lucky enough to got hold of the novel, that according
to all Iaws of poetic justice, Rebecca, ag being the more
beantiful and ihe more interesting of the hercines, was
entitled to the possession of the hero. We have all of
us felt the same But to him had been present at the
same time all that is dudicrous in our ideas of middle-age
chivalry ; the absurdity of its recorded deeds, the blood-
thirgtiness of ita regreations, the sclfishness of its men,
the falseness of ita honour, the cringing of ite loyalty,
the tyranny of its princes. And aso there came forth
BRebecca and Rowens, all broad fun from beginning to
end, but never without a purpose,—the best burlesque, s
¥ think, in our Janguage.



CHAPTER VII,
THACKERAY'S LECTURES.

T spenking of Thackeray’s life I have said why and how
it was that he took upon himself to lecture, and have
also told the render that he was altogether successful in
carrying oot the viewa proposed to himself, Of his
peculiar manner of lecturing T have said but little, never
having heard him. *He pounded along,—very clearly,”
I have been told ; from which I surmise that there was
no specinl grace of eloguence, but that he was always
audible, I cannot imagine thai he should have been
ever eloquent. Ha could not have taken the trouble
necessary with his voics, with his cadenees, or with his
outward appearance. I imagine that they who seem so
naturally to fall into the proprieties of elocution have
generally taken a great deal of trouble beyond that which
the mere finding of their words haa cost them, It is
clearly to the matier of what he then gave the world, and
not to the manner, that we must look for what intereat ia
to be found in. the lectures.

Those on IThe FEnglish Humorists were given first.
The aecond set was on The Four Georges. In the volume
now before us The Georges sre printed first, and the
whole is prodaced simply es a part of Thackeray’s literary
work. Looked at, however, in that light the merit of the
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+wo et of biographical essays is very different. In the one
we have all the anscdotes which conld be brought together
regpecting four of our kings,—who a8 men were not
peculiar, though their reigns were, and will always he,
famous, because the country during the period was in-
creasing greatly in prosperity and was ever strengthening
the hold it had upon its liberties, In the other set the
lacturer was a man of letters dealing with men of Ietters,
and himself a prines among humorists is dealing with the
humorists of his own country and langusge. One could
not imagine a better subject for such discourses from
Thackeray's mouth than the latter. The former was not,
I think, so good.

In discussing the lives of kings the hiographer may
trost to personal details or to historical facta, He may
fake the mam, and eay what good or evil may be said of
him as & man ;—or he may take the peried, and tell his
renders what happened to the country while thiz or the
other king was on the throne. In the case with which
wo are desling, the lecturer had not time emough or
room enough for real history, His object was to let
his sudience know of what nature were the men ; and we
are bound to say that the pictures have not on the whele
been flajtering. It was almost necessary that with such a
subject euch shonld be the resmlt. A story of family
virtues, with princes and princesses well brought up,
with happy family relations, all couleur de rose,—=gs it
would of eoumse become ua to write if we were dealing
with the life of a Iiving sovereign,—would not be inte-
resting, No one on going to hear Thackeray lecture on
the Georges expectod that, Thers must be some piquaney
given, or the lesture would be dull ;—and the enlogy of
peracnal virtues can seldom be piquant. It is difficult to
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speak fittingly of a sovereigm, either living or not, long
since gone. You can hardly praise such a one without
flattery, You can hardly censure him without injustice,
We are either igmorant of his personal doings or we
know them as secrets, which have been divulged for the
most part either falsely or treacherously,—often both
falsely and treacherously, It is better, perhaps, that we
should not deal with the personalities of prinees.

I believe that Thackersy fancied that be had apoken
woll of George IIL., and am sure that it was his intention
to do so. But the impression he leaves is poor. * He is
said not to have cared for Shakespeare or tragedy much ;
farces and pantomimes were his joy ;—and eapecially when
clown gwallowed a catrot or a string of saussges, he would
laugh so outrageously that the lovely princess by his side
would have to say, ‘ My graciows monarch, do compose
yoursell.' ‘George, be a king [’ were the worde which
she,”~—his mother,—* was ever croaking in the ears of her
son ; and a king the simple, stubborn, affectionate, higated
man tried to be." *He did his best; he worked according
to his lights ; what virtues he kmew he tried fo prectise ;
what knowledge ha conld master he strove to acquire.”
If the lectures were to be popular, it was absolutely
necessary that they should be written in this strain. A
lecture simply laudatory on the life of St Paul would not
draw even the bench of bishopa to listen to it ; but were
& flaw found in the apostle’s life, the whole Church of
England wonld be bound to know all about it. I am
quite sure that Thackeray believed every word that he
eaid in the lectures, and that he intended to put in the
good and the bad, honestly, ae they might come to his
hand. We may be quite sure that he did not intend to
flatter the royal family ;—equally eure that he would not
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calumniate, There were, however, so many difficulties to
be cncountered that I canmet but think that the subjees
was ill-chosen, In making them so amusing as he did
and so little offensive great ingenuity was shown.

I will now go back to the first series, in which the
lecturer treated of Swift, Congreve,-Addison, Steele, Prior,
Gay, Pope, Hogartl, Smolletf, Fielding, Sterne, and
Goldsmith. All these Thackeray has put in their proper
order, placing the men from the date of their birth, except
Prior, who was in truth the eldest of the lot, but whom
it was necessary to depose, in order that the great Swift
might stand first on the list, and Smollett, who was not
born till fourteon years after Fislding, eight years after
Steme, and who has been moved up, I presume, simply
from caprice. From the birth of the firet to the death of
the last, was a period of nearly a hundred years, Thoy
were never absolutely all alive together ; but it was nearly
50, Addison and Prior having died before Smollett was born.
‘Whether we should accept as humorists the full eata-
logue, may be & quesiion ; though we shall hardly wish to
eliminate any one from such a dozen of names. Pope we
shonld hardly define as a humorist, were we to be seek.
ing for a definition speeially fit for him, though we shall
certainly not deny the gift of humour to the ruthor of T%e
Raps of the Lock, or to the translator of any portion of
The Odyssey. Nox should we have included Fielding or
Smollett, in spite of Parson Adams and Tabitha Bramble,
unless anxioos to fill & good company. That Hogarth
was apacially & hamorist no one will deny; but in speak-
ing of humorigta wa should have presumed, unleas other-
wise notified, that humorists in letters only hed heen
intended. As Thackeray explaina clearly what he means
by a humoriet, I may as well here repeat the paseage,
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“ If humonr only meant laughter, you wonld acarcely feel
more interest about humorons writers than about the
private life of poor Harlequin just mentioned, who pos-
sasses in common with these the power of making you
laugh But the men rogarding whose livea and etories
your kind presence bere showe that you have enriosity and
sympathy, appeal to a great number of our cther faculties,
besides our mere sense of ridicule. The humorons writer
professes to awaken and direct your love, your pity, your
kindness,—your scorn for uniruth, pretension, imposture,
-—your tendernean for the weak, the poor, the oppressed,
the unhappy. To the best of his means and ability he
commente on all the ordinary actions and passions of
life almost. Ho fakea upon himself to be the week-day
preacher, 80 to spesk. .Accordingly, as he finds, and
speaks, and feels the truth best, we regard him, esteem
him,~sometimes love him. And as his business is to
meark other people’s livea and peculiarities, we woralise
upen his life when he is gone,—and yesterday's preacher
beeomes the text for to-dsy’s sermon.”

Having thus explained his purpoee, Thackeray begins
his task, and puts Swift in his front rank as a humorist.
The picture given of this greot man has very manifestly
the look of truth, and if true, is terrible indeed, We do,
in fact, know it to he true,—even though it be admitted
that there is still room left for a book to be written on
the life of the fearful dean. Here waa a man endued with
an intellect peliucid as well as brilliant; who could not
only coneeive but eee alzo,—with some fine instinets too;
whom fortune did mot flout; whom circumstances fairly
served ; but who, from first to Isst, was miserable himeelf,
who made others miserable, and who deserved misery. Qur
business, during the page or two which we can give to the
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subject, is nob with Bwift but with Thackeray’s picture of
Swift, It is painted with colours terribly strong and with
ghadows fearfully deep. * Would you like to have lived
with him 3 ” Thackeray asks. Then he says how pleasant
it would have been to have passed some time with Field-
ing, Johnson, or Goldamith, I should like to have been
Bhakespeare’s shoeblack,” ke saya, “ But Swift! If you
had been his inferior in parts,—and thet, with a great
respect for all persons present, I fear is only very likely,—
his oqual in mege gocial station, he would have bullied,
acorned, and insulted you If, undeterred by his great
reputation, you had met him likke a man, ho would have
quailed before you and not had the pluck to reply,—and
gone home, and years after written a foul epigram upon
you." Thereizapicture! “If you had been a loxd with
& blue riband, who flattered his vanity, or could help his
ambition, he would have been the most delightful com-
pany in the world, . . . . How he would have torn your
enemies o pieces for you, and made fun of the Opposition |
His servility was so boisterous that it looked like inde-
pendence.” He was a man whose mind was never fixed
on high things, but waa striving always after something
which, ILittle as it might be, and euccessful as he was,
ghould always be out of his reach. It had been his mis
fortune to become & clergyman, because the way to church
preferment seomed 0 be the readiest. He became, as weall
know, a dean,—but never & bishop, and was therefore
wretched. Thackeray deseribes him asa clerical highway-
man, seizing on sall he could get. But * the great prize has
not yet come, Ths coach with the mitre and erozier in
it, which he intends to have for i¢s share, has been delayed
on the way from 8t James's; and he waita and waite till
nightfall, when his runners come and tell him thet the
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soach has taken a differant way and escaped him. 8o he
firea hin pistol into ihe sir witk & curss, and rides away
into his own country ; "——or, in other words, takes a poor
deanery in Treland,

Thackeray explains very correctly, as I think, the
nature of the weapons which the msn used,—nsmely,
the words and style with which he wrote. “ That Swift
was born at No. 7, Hoey's Court, Dublin, on November 30,
1667, is a certain fact, of which nobody will deny the
sister-island the honour and glory; but it seems to me he
was no more an Irichman than a man born of English
parents ab Calcutta is & Hindoo. Goldamith was an
Irishman and always en Irishman ; Steels was an Irishman
and always an Irishman; Swift’s heart wes English and
in England, his habits English, his logic eminently
English ; his etatement is elaborately simple ; he shuns
{iropea and metaphors, and uses his ideas and words with
a wise thrift and economy, as he used his money ;—with
which he could be generous and splendid upon great
oceasions, but which he husbanded when there was no
need to epend it. He never indulges in needless extrava-
qance of rhetoric, lavish epithets, profuse imagery.
o lays his opinjons before you with a grave simplicity
and e perfect neaf » This is quite true of him, and
the result is thet though you may deny him sineerity,
simplicity, humanity, or good taste, you can hardly find
fanlt with his Jangunage.

Swift was a clergyman, and this is what Thackeray
says of him in regard to his sacred profemsion. I know
of fow things more conclusive as to the sincerity of
Swift’s religion, than his advice to poor John Gay to
turn clergyman, and look out for a seat on the Beneh |
CGay, the suthor of Th¢ Beggor's Opera; Gay, the
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wildest of the wits about town! It was this man that
Jonathan Bwift advised to take orders, to mount in &
cassock and bands,—just as he advised him to husbhand
his shillings, and put his thonsand pounds out to
intereat,”

It was not that he was withont mhgmn,—or without,
rather, his veligious beliefs and doubts, *for Swift,”
says Thackeray, “was n reverent, was a piona spirit,
For Bwift could love and could pray.” Left to
himself and to the natural thoughts of his mind, with-
out those *orders™ to which he had bound himeelf as
a necemary part of hia trade, he could have turned
to his God with guestionings which nesd not then have
besn hearthreaking. It is my belief,” eays Thackeray,
¢ that he suffered frightfully from the consciousnesa of
his own sesplicism, and that he had bent hin pride so
far down as to put his apostasy out to hire” I doubt
whether any of Swift's works are very much read now,
but perhaps Gulliver's travels ave oftener in the hands of
modern readere than any other, Of all the satires in our
langnaga it is probably the most cynical, the most abso-
lutely illnatured, and therefore the falsest. Let those
who care to form an opinion of Bwift'’s mind from the
best known of his works, turn to Thackeray's, account
of Gulliver. I can imagine no greater proof of misery
than to have hoen able to write sush a book sa that.

It is thus that the lecturer concludes his lecture abont
Bwift. “He shrank away from all affections scomer or
later. Stells and Vaneesa both died near him, and away
from him. He had not heart enough ioc see them die.
Ho broke from hia fastest friend, Sheriden. He alunk
away from his fondest admirer, Pope., His laugh jare on
one's ear after seven-score years, He wag alwaya alone,—

M
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alone and gnashing in the darkness, except when Stella's
sweet gmile came and shone on him, When that went,
gilence and utter night closed over him. An immense
genius, an awful downfall and ruin] So great a man ha
seems to me, that thinking of him is like thinking of an
empire falling. Weo have other great names to mention,—
none I think, however, so grea$ or 80 gloomy.” And so
we pass on from Bwift, fecling that though the man waa
cortainly & humorist, we have had as yet but little to do
with humour,

Congreve ia the next who, however truly he may have
been e humoriat, in deseribed here rather as & man of
fashion. A man of fashion he certainly was, but ia best
known in our literature as a comedian,—worshipping that
comic Muse to whom Thackeray hesitetes to introduce his
audience, becanss gshe is net only merry but shameless
also. Congreve’s muse was about as bad as any muse
that ever mishehaved hemself,—and I think, as little
amusing. “Reading in these plays now,” eays Thackeray,
“ is like shutting your ears and looking at people dancing.
‘What does it mean?—the measures, the grimaces, the
bowing, shuffling, and retreating, the cavaliers seuls ad-
voneing npon their ladies, then ladies and men twirling
round g the end in a mad galop, after which everyhody
bowa and the quaint rite is celebrated3” It is always
so with Congreve's plays, and Etherege’s and Wycherley's,
The wotld we maet there is not our world, and as we read
the plays we have no sympathy with thess unkmown
people. Tt was mot that they lived so long ago. They
are much nearer to ue in time than the men and women
who figured on the stage in the reign of James Y. But
their nature is farther from our mature. They sparkle
but never wamn. They are witty i leave no impres-
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gion. I imight almost go further, and eay that they are
wicked but never allure. “ When Voltaire came to visit
the Great Congreve,” says Thackersy, *the latter rather
affected to despise his litersry repulation ; and in this,
perhapy, the great Congreve waa not far wrong. A itouch
of Steele’s tenderness is worth all his finery ; » fiash of
Bwift’s lightning, a beam of Addison’s pure sunehine,
and his tawdry playhouse taper is invisible. But the
indies Joved him, and he was undoubtedly a pretty
fellow.”

There is8 no doubt as to the trune humour of Addison,
who next comes up before ua, but X think that he makes
hardly se good a subject for a lecturer as the great gloomy
man of intellect, or the frivolous man of pleasure,
Thackeray tells us all that is to be said about him as a
humorist in so few lines that I may almost insert them
on this page: “But it is not for his reputation as the
great author of Owie end The Campaign, or for his merits
a8 Secretary of Btate, or for his rank and high distinction
s Lady Warwick's husband, or for his eminence as an
examiner of political questions on the Whig side, or a
guardian of British ILiberties, that we admire Joseph
Addison, It is as a Tattler of amall talk and a Spectator
of mankind that we cherish and love him, and owe s
much pleasure to him as to any human being that ever
wrote. He came in that artificial age, and began to speak
+with his noble natural voice. Hs came the gentle satirist,
who hit no unfair hiow; the kind judge, who castigated
anly in emiling,. ‘Whils Swifé weni about hanging and
rathiees, a literary Jeffreys, in Addison's kird court only
minor cases were tried ;—only poceadilloes and mnall sine
against mociety, only s dangerous libertinism in tuckers
and hoops, or & nuisance in the abuse of beaux canes and

ue
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snuffboxea,”  Btecls set The Tafler & going. * But with
his friend’s dissovery of Tha Tatler, Addison’s calling
was found, and the most delightfnl Tattler in the world
began to speak. He doas not go very deep. Let gentle-
men of & profound genius, critics acomstomed to the
plunge of the bathos, console themselves by thinking
that he couldn't go very deep. There is no trace of
suffering in his writing. He was so good, o honest, 20
healthy, 8o chearfully selfish,—if I must use the word 1"

8uch was Addizon as & humorist ; and when the
hearer shall have heard also,—or the reader rend,—that
this most charming Tattler also wrote Cnfs, hecame a
Bouretary of State, and married a countess, he will have
learned all that Thackeray had to tell of him.

Bteele was one who stood much less high in the
world's esteem, and who left behind him s mmch smaller
name,—but was quite Addison's equal as s humorist and
a wit, Addison, though he had the repztation of a
toper, was respectability iteelf. Sieele was almost always
disreputable, He was brought from Ireland, placed at
the Charter House, and then transferred to Oxford, where
he became acquainted with Addison. Thackeray says
that “Bteels found Addison a stately ecllege dom a
Oxford.® Ths siateliness and the don'a rank were
attributable no doubt to the more sober character of the
English lad, for, in fact, the two men waere bomn in the
same year, 1572. Btecle, who during his life was
to literature, but esrly in life was bitten by the hue of
a rod cont and becams a trooper in the Horse Guards,
To the end he vacillated in the same way. “In that
charming paper in The Tafler, in which he records his
father's death, his mother's griefs, his own mest sclemn
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and tender emotions, he says he is interrupted by the
arrival of a hemper of wine, ‘the same aa is to be sold
8t Garraway's next week ;' upon the receipt of which
he sends for thres friands, and they fall to instantly,
drinking two hottles apiece, with great bemefit to them-
selvea,mdnotaapmﬁngﬁ]ltmo’cloekinthn
moming,”

He had two wives, whom he loved dearly end treated
bedly. He hired grand houses, end bought fine horses
for which he conld never pay. He wna often religions,
but more often drunk. As a man of Jetters, other men of
letters who followed him, such as Thackersy, could not
be very proud of him, DBut everybody loved him; and
he peems to have been the inventor of that flying
literatare which, with many changea in form and manner,
has done so much for the amusemont and edifiestion of
readers ever since his time. He was slways cornmencing,
or earrying on,—often editing,—eome one of the numeroua
periodicals which appeared during his time. Thackeray
meptions seven: Ths Tatler, The Speclalor, The
Guardion, The Englishman, The Lover, The Reader,
and The Theairs; that three of them are well known
to this day,—the three first named,—and are to be
found in all librariea, is proof that his life was not
thrown awsy.

I almoat question Prior's right to be in the liat, unless
indead the mastery over well-furned comocita is o be
included within ths border of humonr. Bul Thackeray
had a sixong liking for Prior, and in his own humorons
way rebukee his sudience for not being familiar with The
Town and Country Mouse. He says that Prior's epigrama
have the genuine sparkle, and compares Prior to Horace,
“ His song, his philosophy, his geod sense, hiy happy easy



14 THAOKERAY. [caar.

turns and melody, his Joves and his epicurcanism bear
great resemblance to that most delightful and accom-
plished master.” I ocsnnot eay that I agree with this.
Prior iz generally neat in his expression. Horaee is
happy, —which is surely a great deal more.

All that is ssid of Gay, Pope, Hogarth, Smolistt, and
Fielding is worth reading, and may be of great value both
to those who have not time to study the suthorm, and o
those who desire to have their own judgments somewhat
guided, somewhat assisted. That they were all men of
humour there can be no doubt, Whether either of them,
except perhaps Gay, would have been specially ranked as
& humorist among men of letters, may be & queation.

Bterne was s humorist, and employed, his pen in that
Ling, if ever a writer did so, and eo waa Goldsmith. Of
the exeellenco and largenecss of the disposition of the one,
and the mearnmess and littleness of the other, it is not
necossary that I should here eay much. But I will give
a short passage from our author as to each. He has been
quoting somewhat at length from Bterne, and thus he
ends ; “ And with this pretty dance and chorus the
volume artfully concludes. Even here one ean’t give the
whole deseription. There is not & page in Bterne's writing
but hes something that were better away, a latent cor-
ruption,—a hint as of an impure pressnce, Home of that
dreary double entendre may bhe attributed to freer times
and manners than oure,—but not all. The foul satyr's
eyes leer out of the leaves constantly. The last words the
famous guthor wrole were bad and wicked. The last
lines the poor ptricken wretch penned were for pify and
pardon.” Now a line or two about Goldamith, snd I will
then let my reader go to the volume and study the lectures
for himself, “The poor fellow was never so friendless
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but that he could befriend some one ; never so pinched
and wretched but he could give of his crust, and speak
hiz word of compassion. I he had but his flute left, he
would give that, and make the children happy in the
dreary London couria”

Of this foo I will remind my readers,—those who have
hookshelves well-filled to adorn their houses,—that Gold-
emith atands in the front where all the young people sca the
volumes. There are few among the young people who do
not refresh their sanse of humour occasionally from that
shelf, Bterne is relsgated to some distant and high corner.
Theless offen that he is taken down the betier. Thackeray
makey some half excuse for him bacause of the greater
freedom of the times. But *the times ” were the sama
for the two. Both Sterne and Goldsmith wrote in the
eign of George IL ; both died in the reign of Gleorgs ITI.



CHAPTER VIIL
THACEERAY'S BALLADS,

Wi have a volume of Thackeray'a poems, republished
under the name of Ballads, which is, I think, to a great
cxtent & misnomer. They are all readable, almost all
good, full of humour, and with some fine touches of
pathos, most happy in their versifieation, and, with s few
exceptions, hitting well on the head the nail which he in-
tended to hit. But they are nof on that account ballads.
Literally, a bellad is a song, but it has come $o aignify
& short chropicle in verse, which may be political, or
pathetie, or grotesque,—or it may have all three eharacter-
istica or any two of them; but not on that aceoumt is
any grotesque poem a ballad,—mor, of course, any
pathetic orany political poem. Jaeob Omniuns's Hose may
tairly be called a hallad, containing es it dose a chronicle
of u certain well-defined transsetion; and the story of
King Cansle ia o ballad,—ons of the boet that has been
prodused in onr languags in modem years. Bui euch
picces ne those callod The End of fie Play and Panstus
Vonilatum, which are didactic as well as pathetic, are not
bellads in the common sense; nor are such songs as
The Mahogany Twes, or the little collection called Lovs
Songs made Kasy. The majority of the pieces sre not
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ballads, bat if they be good of the kind we should he
ungrateful to quarrel much with the name,

How very good most of them are, I did not know till X
¥o-read them for the purpose of writing thia chapter, Thers
is & manifest falling off in some few,—which hes coma
from thet source of literary failure which is now 8o
common. If & man write & book or 8 poem because it is
in him to write it,—the motive power bejng altogether in
himself and coming from his deaire to express himeslf,—
be will write it well, presuming him to be capable of the
effort. But if he write his book or poem simply because
8 book or peem is required from him, let his capahbility be
what it may, it is not unlikely that he will do it badly.
Theckeray occasionally suffered from the weakness thus
prodused. A hallad from Policoman X,—Bow Sérect
Ballads they were firet called,—was required by Punsh,
and had to be forthooming, whatever might he the poet's
humour, by & cerlain time, Jacoh Omnium’s Hoss B ex-
cellent. Hie heari and feeling were all there, on bohalf
ofhis friend, and against that obsolets old court of justice,
But we can tell well when he was Iooking through the
polics reports for s subjest, and taking what chance might
gend him, without any speeial intereat in the matber.
The Enight and the Lady of Bath, and the Damages
Two Hundred Pounds, 83 they were demanded at Guild-
ford, tasta as though they were written to order.

Hers, in his versez as in his pross, the charm of
Thackersy’s work lies in the mingling of humour with
pathos and indignation, There is herdly  piece that is
not raore or less funny, hardly a pisce that isnok eatirieal ;
—and in moet of them, for thowe who will look a little
below the surface, there is something that will toueh
them Thackeray, though he rarely uttered s word, either
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with his pen or his mouth, in which there was not an
intention to reach our sense of humour, never was only
funny. When he was most determined to maka us langh,
he had always a further purpose ;—bome pity was to be
extracted from us on behalf of the sorrows of men, or
some indignation at the evil done by them,

Thie is the beginning of that story as to the Tiwo
Hundred Pounds, for which as a ballad I do not care very
much :

8pecial jurymen of England who admire your conntry’s laws,

And proclaim a British jory worthy of the nation's applanse,

Gaily compliment each other ut the iswue of a canse,

Whioh wes triod at Guildford "sizes, this day week sa erer was.

Here he is indignant, not only in regard to soms mis
carriage of justice on that epecial occcasion, but at the
goneral unfitnesa of jurymen for the work confided to
them. *Gaily compliment yourselves,” he says, ' on your
beantiful constitution, from which come such beautiful
resulte as those I am going to tell you!” When he re-
minded us that Ivanhoe had produced Magna Charta,
there was a purpose of irony even there in regard to our
vaunted freedom, With all your Magna Charta and your
juries, what are you but snoha! There is nothivg so
often misguided as general indignatiom, and I think that
in his judgment of outeide things, in the mensure wiich
he usually took of them, Thackeray was very froquently
misguided. A satiriat by trads will learn to satirise every-
thing, tilt the light of the eun and the moon's loveliness
will become evil and mean to him. I think that he was
mistaken in his views of things. But we have to:do
with him as a writer, not as a political ecompmist or a
politician.  His indignation was all {rue, and the ex-
pression of it was ofien perfect, The lines in which he
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addreages that Ppllis Comtt, at the end of Jacod
Omnium’s Hoss, are slmost sublime,

O Pallis Conrt, you move Ooma down from that tribewn,
My pity mosat profound. Thon shameless and nnjast 3
A most amuging sport Thon swindle, picking pockets in

Yon thonght it, I'll be bound, The name of Trutk mugust
To eaddle hop & thres-ppund Come down, thou hoery Blas.
debt, phemy,
With two-and.twenty pound.  For die thon shalt and must.

Giood sport it is to yon And go it, Jacoh Homniam,
To grind the honeat poor, And ply your iron pen,
To pay their just orunjust debts And rige up, Bir John Jervis,
With oight hundred per cent, And shot me up that den;
for Lor; That ety for fattening lawyers
Makehaste andgetyour costenin,  in,
They will not lasl much mor!  On the hones of honest men.

“Come down from that fribewn, thou shameless and
unjust |” It is impossible not to feel that he felt this as
he wrofe it.

There is a branch of his poetry which he calls,—or
which at any rate is now called, Lyra Hybernice, for which
no doubt The Groves of Blarney was his model. There
have been many imitations since, of which perkaps Barham’s
balisd on the coronation was the best, ¥ When to 'West-
minster the Boyal Spinster and the Duke of Leinster all in
order did repair!” Thackeray in some of his stiempta
has bean equally droll and equally graphie, That on The
Oristal Palace,—not that at Sydenham, but its forerunner,
the palace of the Great Exhibition,—is very good, ag the
following cetalogue of ita contents will ghow ;

There’s holy saints Alhamborough Jones
And window peints, Did paint the tonee
By Maydisyvsl Pagin) Of yollow and gambouoge in.
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There's fonntains there There's earts and gigs,
And oroases fuir; And pina for pigs,
There’s water-gods with urns; There's dibblers# snd there's
There's organs three, harrows,
To play, &'ye sea P And ploogha like tays
“God save the Qusen,” by Forlittle boyw,
turca, And ilegant wheel-barrows.
There's staiuea bright For thim geuleeis
Of marble white, Who ride on wheels,
Of silver, and of copper; There's plenty to indalge ‘em
And some in zing, There's droskys snug
And some, I think, From Paytersbug,
That isn't over proper. And vayhyeles from Balgiom.
There’s staym ingynen, There's cabs on stands
That stands in linee, And shandthry danna;
Enormouns and amsasing, There's waggons, from New
That squeal and snort York here;
Like whales in port, There’s Lapland sleighs
Or elephanta » graxing. Have croa'd the sees,
And jsunting oyars from
Oork here.

In writing thig Thackeray was a little late with his
copy for Punch; mot, we should eay, altogether an
uncommon accident to him It should have been with
tho editor early on Saturday, if not before, but did not
come till Jate on Saturday evening. The editor, who was
among men, the most good-natured and T should think
the most forbearing, either could not, or in this case would
not, ingert it in the next week's issue, and Thackeray,
angry and disgusted, semt it to The Times. In The Times
of next Monday it sppeared,—very much I ghould think
to the dalight of the readers of that august newspaper.

Mr. Molony’s account of the hall given to the
Nepsulese smbassadors by the Peninsular and Oriental
Company, is 50 like Barham’ coronation in the sccount
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it givea of the gueets, that one would fansy it must be by
the same hand.

The noble Chair® stud at the stair

And bede the dhruma to thomp; snd he
Did thus svinoa to thet Blaock Prince

The welooms of his Company."

O fair the girls and rioh the ourls,
And bright the oy you saw there wna
And fixed each oye you then oould spoi
On General Jung Bahawther was!

This gineral great then tuck his sate,
With sll the other ginerals,

Bodad hin trost, his belt, his coat,
All bleezed with precious minersls;

And sa he there, with princely sir,
Recloinin on his onshion was,

All round sbout hia royal chair
The squeezin snd the prahin wea.

O Pat, such girls, suoh jukes and enrls,
Such faghion and nobilitee !

Just think of Tim, and fancy him,
Amidst the high gentilitee |

Thare wes the Lord de E'Huys, and the Portygeese
Ministher and his lady there,

And Y recognised, with much surpriss,
Our messmate, Bob O'Grady, thers.

All these are very good fun,—so good in humour and
g0 good in expression, that it would be needleas to criticise
their peculiar dialect, were it not that Thackeray has mada
for himself a reputation by his writing of Irish, Inm this
ho haa bean so entirely suscossful that for many Eaglish

3 Chair—is. Chalrman. ~ * Lo, The P, and O, Company.
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readers he haa established o new langusge which may not
improperly be called Hybernito-Thackerayan. If comedy
is to be got from penuliaritiea of dialect, as no doubt it i,
ona form will do as well as another, so long as those who
read it Inow no better. Bo it has been with Thackeray's
Irigh, for in truth he was not familiar with the modes of
pronunciation which make wp Irish brogue. Therefore,
though he is always droll, he is not true to nature. Many
an Irishman coming to London, not mmmnaturally tries o
imitate the talk of Londoners, You or I, reader, were we
from the West, and were the dear County Galway to send
either of us to Parliament, would probably endeavour to
drop the dear brogue of our country, and in doing so we
should make some mistakee. It waa these mistakes which
Thackeray took for the natural Irish tona, He was
amuged to hear a major called * Meojor,” but was imaware
that the sound arose from Pat’s affection of English soft-
nead of speech. The expreasion natural to the unadulter-
ated Irishman woueld rather be # Ma-ajor.” He discovers his
own provineialism, and {rying to be polite and urbane, he
aays *“Meajor.” In one of the lines I have quoted there
opeuzs the word “troat” Such a sound never came
naturally from the mouth of an Irishman. He puts in en
h instead of omitting it, and saye «dhrink.” He comes
to London, and finding out thet he is wrong with his
* dhrink,” he leaves out all the kW% he can, and
thus comea to “iroat” It is thia which Thackeray bas
hesrd. There is a little piocs called the Last JIrish
Grisvance, o which Thackeray adds a still Jater grievance,
by the false sounds which he elicits from the eelummniated
mouth of the pretended Irish post. Blaves are « oa,”
places are ¢ ploescs,” Lord John is “Lard Jabn,” fatal
is * fotal,” danger is “deenger,” and native is *nsetive,”
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All theee are unintended alanders. Tes, Hibarnicd, is
"tay," plm is upw”,as sea is nmy,n and eass is
“gaise.” The softer sound of e is broadened out by the
natural Irishman,—mnot, fo my ear, without a certain
euphony ;—but no one in Ireland says or hears the
reverse, The Irishman who in London might talk of
his * neetive ” race, would be mineing hia words to plesse
the ear of the cockney.

The Chronicle of the Drum would be 8 true hallad
all through, were it nol that there is tacked on to it a
long moral in an altered metre. I do not much value the
moral, but the ballad is excellent, not only in much of its
versification and in the turns of ita language, but in the
quaint and true picture it gives of the French mation.
The drammer, either by himself or by some of his family,
haa drummed through s century of French battling,
caring mmeh for hie country and itz glory, but under- -
standing nothing of the csuses for which he is enthu-
giastic. ~"Whether for King, Republic, or Emperor,
whether fighting and eonquering or fighting and con-
quered, he is happy as long as he can beat his drum
on a field of glory. But throughout his adventures there
is a touch of chivalry about our drummer. In all the
episodes of his country's carear he feels much of patriotism
and something of tendernesa. 1t is $hus he singa during
the daya of the Ravolution :

'We kad taken the head of King Capet,
‘We called for the blood of hia wife ;
Undamtsd she came to the moaffold,
And bared her fair neck to the knife,
Ax ghe felt the foul fingers that touched her,
She shrank, bnt she deigned not to speeks
Sho locked with & royal disdain,
Axd died with » bluah on her cheek |
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"Twrax thos that oor eombry was eaved |
8o {old us the Balety Commities |
Bot, paba, T're the hoars of & soldier,—
A1) gontlemess, mervy, snd pity.
Tloathed to namist st such deeds,
And my drwm beat its loudest of tones,
As we offered to justios oftended,
The blood of the bloody tribrnes.

Awny with wugh fonl reoollections]

No more of the axe and the blook,
T saw the last fight of the seolions,

As they fell *‘neath our guns at Bt Rook.
Young Bonaparte led us that day.

And &0 it goss on. T will not continus the stans,
because it contains the worst rhyme that Thackersy ever
pernitéed himeelf to use. The Chronicle of the Drum has
nok the finish which he achievad afterwards, but it i foil
of nationa] feeling, and earries on its purpose to the end
with an admirable persistency ;

A ouree on those British asmseiny
Who ordered the slanghter of Ney ;

A ourse on Bir Hudson who tertared
The life of our bero away.

A curse on all Bomiana—T hate them ;
On oll Prumisu and Austrisn fry;

And, ob, but T pray we may meet them
And fight them again ere T ds.

The White Squall,—which I can hardly call a ballad,
unleea any description of a scene in verse may be ineluded
in the name,—is surely ome of the most graphie descrip-
tions ever put into verse. Nothing written by Thackersy
shows more plainly his power over words and rhymes,
He draws his pieture without s line omiited or a line too
mnch, ssying with apparent facilify all that he has to say,
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and o eaying it that svery word conveys its natural
meaning.
‘When » squall, upon & sadden,
Came o'er the waters sendding ;
And the clouds began to gather,
And the sea wan lashed to Isther,
And the lowering thunder grombled,
Aud the lightning jumped and tumbled,
And the ship and all ths oosan
‘Woke op In wild commotion.
Then the wind set up & howling,
And the poodle dog » yowling,
Arnd the cocks began & crowing,
And the old cow maised & lowing,
An ghe heard the tempeat blowingy
And fowls and geese did cackle,
And the cordage and the tackle
Begen to shrick and crackle ;
And the spray dashed o'er the funnels,
And down the deck in runpels;
And the rughing weter soake all,
From the seamen in the fo'kml
To the stokers whose black faces
Peer out of their bed-plrces
And the captain, he was bawling,
And the gailors prlling, hauling,
And the quarter-deck tarpauling
‘Was shivered in the squalling';
And the passengers wwaken,
Mogt pitifully shalen ;
And the steward jumps up end hastens
For the nocessary basins.

‘Then the Greeka they groaned and quivered,
And they kuelt, and moanad, und shiversd,
Ag the pInnging waters met tham,

And splaghed and overset them ;

And they call in their emergance

Upon oountless sints and virgine ;

And their marrowbones are bended,

And they think the world is ended.
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And the Torkigh womsn for'ard
Wm!nghhmﬂanﬂbahmr'd;
And shrieking and bewildesing,

Axz the warning walers doused ihem,
And wplashed tham and soused them
And they called upon the Prophat,
And thonght but littls of it.

Then all the fleas in Jewry
Jumped up and bit like fury)

And the progeny of Jaooh

Did on the main-dack wake up.

(X wot theso groasy Rabbins

‘Would never pay for cabins) ;

And each man moaned and jabbered in
His filtby Jowish gaberdine,

In woe apd lamentation,

And howling consternation,

And the splnshing water drenches
Their dirty brate and wenches;

And they crawl from bales and benches,
In & hundred thousand stenches,

This was the White Bquall famons,
Which Istterly o'arcame us.

Pey of Limavaddy has always been very popular, and
the public have nof, I think, been generally awars that
the young lady in question lived in truth st Newion
Limavady (with one d). But with the eorrect neme
Thackeray would hardly heve been so successful with his

rhymes,

Citizen or Squire
Tary, Whig, or Badi.

Cal wonld all desire
Peg of Limavaddy.
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Had I Homen’s fire

Or that of Bergeant Taddy
Mestly I'd admire

Pog of Limavaddy.
Ang 4l I expire

Or till I go mad X
Will sing unto my Iyre -

Pog of Limaveddy-

Tha Conebottomed (Chair iz another, better, I think,
than Pog of Ximavaddy, as containing that mixture of
burlesque with the pathetic which belonged so peculiarly
to Thackeray, and which was indeed the very essence of

But of all tho oheap treasurea that garnish my nent,

There's cne that I love and I cheriah the beet.

TFor the finest of conches that’s padded with hair
I nover wonld changs thee, my cane.bottomed chair.

"Tin a bandy-legged, high-bottomed, worm-eaten goat,
With o creaking dld back end twisted old feet
But sinoe the fair marning when Feany sab there,
I blesa thea nnd love thee, old caue-bottomed ohair,
" [ - .
She oomes from the past end revisits my room,
8he looks an she then did &1l beauty and bloom ;
8o smiling and tender, so fresh and so fair,
And yonder she site in my cane-bottomed chair,

This, in the volume which I bave now before me, is
followed by a pictare of Fanny in the chair, to whieh I
cannot but take excoption. I am quite sure that when
Fanny graced the room and gested herself in the chair
of her old bachelor friend, she had not on a low dress and
loosely-flowing drawingroom shawl, nor was there a foot-
stool ready for herfoet. T doubtalso the headgesr. Fanny
Onthatooeasionmd!mdinhﬂmominsappuetmd

. 3
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had walked {arough the streets, carried no fan, and wore
10 brooch but ene that might be necessary for pinning her
shawl,

The Gireat Cossack Epic ia the longest of the hallads. It
is s legend of Bt Bophia of Kioff, telling how Father
Hyacinth, by the aid of St. Sophia, whose wooden statoe
he carried with him, escaped acvoes the Borysthenes with
all the Coasacks at his tail. It is very good fun ; but not
equal to many of the others. Nor is the Oarmen Lillience
quite to my taste, I should not have declared ai onece
that it had come from Thackeray’s hand, had I not
known it.

Bot who could doubt the Bouillabatsse # Who elss
oould have written that$ Who at the same moment could
have beon a0 merry and so melanchely,—eould have gons
sa deep into the regrets of life, with words so appropriste
%o ita jollitiea? X do wot kmow how far my readers will
agres with me that to read it always must be a freeh
pleasure; but in order that they may agree with me, if
they can, I will give it to them entire. If there be one
whom it does mot pleass, he will like nothing thai
Thaokeray ever wroie in verse.

THHE BALLAD OF BOUTLLABAIRSE.

A strout there is in Paris famous,
For which oo rhyme onr langnage yielda,
Ruso Neuve des Potits Chrmps its name jo—
The Now Bireot of the Little Fields,
And bere's un izm, not rich and splendid,
Buot atill in oomforiablo camm ;
The which in youth I ofé attended,
To eat & bowl of Bouillabaizse,

This Bouillabaises s noble dish is,—
A sort of soup, or broth, or hrew
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Or hotoh-potoh of all sorts of fshes,
That Greenwich never conld outdo ;
Grosn harby, red pappers, muasels, saffron,
8olee, oniona, garlio, roack, and dnoe :
All these yon eat at Terré'a tavern,
In that one dish of Bonillabaiase.

Todeed, & rich and savoury stew *tis;
And true philosophers, methinks,
Who love all sorts of natural beanties,
Bhonld love good viotuals and good drinks.
And Cordelier or Benedictine
Might gladly sare his lot embrage,
Nor find a foat-day too afticting
‘Which served hum up a Bonillabaiwe.

I wonder iff the hounse atill there is P
Yea, here the lamp is, as hefore;

The amiling red-choeked foaillive in
Still opening oyeters ac the door.

Is Terré atill alive and able P
I repcllect his droll grimase;

He'd come and smile befors your table,
And hope you liked your Bonillahaisse.

Wo enter,—ncthing'a changed cr older,
 How's Mongienr Terré, waiter, prey ? "
The waiter stares and shroge his shoulder,~—~
“ Monsieur is dend this many » day.”

# Tt ig the lot of eaint and sinner ;
Ho honest Terré's yun his raos’

% What will Monglemr require for dinner P
“ fay, do you still eook Bouillsbaisse F*

% Ob, oui, Monsienr,” ’s the waiter’s snswer,
 Qnet vin Monienr désire-t-ii #

“Tell me a good one.” * That ¥ onn, sir:
Tho ohambertin with yellow seal.”

My old acousbom’d oorner-place ; .
«Heo's dons with feasting and with drinking,
With Borguady and Bonillabaisse,”



THAOERRATY,

My old woeustomed corner here in,
The table still is in the nock);
Ah! vauinh'd many a busy yeer in
This well-kmown chair sinca last I tock.
When first I sew yo, oarl lnoght,
Td moarce & beard apon my face,
And now & grizsled, grim old fogy,
I ait and wait for Bouillabaisse,

‘Whace ars you, old oompanions traséy,
Of caely dayy bere met to dine ¥
Come, waiter ! quick,  flagon crusty ;
I pledge them in the good old wine.
Tha kind old voioes and old faces
My memory can quick retrace ;
Aroand the board they take their plages,
And sharw the wine and Boailishaizse,

There's Jack has made n woudrons marrings §
There's Ianghing Tom is langhing yet;
There's brave Angusing drives hig carringe :
There's poor old Fred in the Gasefts ;
('er Jamen’s head the grass is growing.
Good Lord | the world bas wagged apepe
Bince heve we sot the claret flowing,
And drank, snd atoe the Bouillahaiss,

Ah me | how guick the days are flitting !
I mind me of & fime {kat’s gone,
Whan here I'd git, es now I'in witting,
In khin e plaoe,—but not slone,
A fair young face was neetled near me,
A dear, dear fape Jooked foudly up,
And sweotly spoke wnd smiled to cheer me!
There's no ons now o share my oup.

1 drink it ag the Fates ordein it.

Coma i1l it, sud have done with rhymes ;
Fill up the lonely gises, and drain it

In memory of dear old times.

[car
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Welooma the wine, whake'er the seal in;

And glt you down and say your grace
With thankfal hoart, whate'er the meal is.
Hern comen the smoking Boillabaisse.

T sz not disposed fo say that Thackersy will hold a
high placs mmong Englich poeta He would have been
the first to ridienle such an assumption made on his
behalf. But I think that his verses will be more popular
than thosa of many highly reputed poets, and that aa yesrs
roll on they will gain rather than lose in public eatimation.



CHAPTER IX.
THACKERAY'S STYLE AND MANKER OF WORK.

A XoviL in style should be eany, lucid, and of course
grammatieal, The same may be said of any book ; but that
which is intended to recreate should be easily undematood,
—for which purpose lucid narration is an essential. In
matter it ghould be moral snd smusing, In manner it
msay be realistie, or sublime, or ludicrous;—or it may
be all these if the author can combine them, As to
Thackeray's performance in style and matter I will say
something further on, His menner wes mainly realistic,
and I will therefore speak first of that mode of expres-
sion which was peculiarly his own.

Reglism in style has not all the ease which seema to
belong to it. It is the object of the anthor who affecta
it so to communicate with his veader that all his words
shall seem to be natursl to the occasion. We do not
think the langunage of Dogberry natural, when he tells
neighbour Beacole that *to write and read oomes Ly
nature.,” That is ludicrons. Nor is the language of
Hamlet natural when he ebows to his mother the porteit
of his father;

Bee what a grace wax seatad on this brow;
Hyperion's curlg ; the front of Jove himaelf ;
An eye ko Murs, to thresten and command,
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That is sublime. Constance is natural when she turna
away from the Cardinal, declaring that

He talks to ma that never had » son.

In one respect both the sublime .and ludicrous are
easier than the realistic. They are not required to be
true. A man with an imagination and culture mey
faign either of them without knowing the ways of men,
Ta be reelistic you must know accurately that which you
deseriba, How often do we find in novels that the
author makes an attempt at reslism and falla into a
bathoa of absurdity, because he cannot use appropriate
langnage! “No human being ever spoke like that,” we
eay to ourselves——while we should not question the
naturalness of the production, either in the grand or
the ridiculouva.

And yet in very truth the realistic must not be true,
—but jost eo far removed from truth as to snit the
erronecus idea of truth which the reader may be supposed
to entertain, For were a novelist to narrate a conversation
botween two persons of fair but not high education, and
to use the ill-arranged words and fragments of spesch which
are really common in such conversations, he would seem
to have gunk to the ludierous, and o be attributing to
the interlocutors a mode of language much beneath them.
Though in fact true, it would seem tfo be far from natural,
But on the other hand, were he to put words grammatieally
correct info the mouths of his personages, and to round
off and to complete the spoken sentences, the ordinary
reader would instantly feel euch a style to be stilied and
unreal. This reader would not analyse if, but would in
some dim but sufficiently critical manner be aware thet
his author was not providing him with a naturally spoken
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dialogue. To produce the desired effoct the narvetor
must go between the two. He must mount scmewhat
shove the ordinary conversational powers of such persons
a8 ara to be represented,—lest he disgust, But he must
by no means scar into correct phreseology,—lest he offend.
The realistic,—by which we mean that which ghall seem
to be real,—-liss between the two, and in reaching it the
writer has not only to keep hig proper distance on both
pides, but hea o maintain varying distances in accord-
ance with the position, mode of life, and education of the
speakers. Lady Castlewood in [Esmond would not
have been properly made to speak with absolute pre-
cigion ; but she goes nearer to the mark than her more
ignorant lord, the viscount ; less near, however, than her
bettor-aducated kinaman, Henry Esmond. He, however,
is not made to speak altogether by the card, or he
would be unnatnral, Nor would each of them speak
always in the same strain, but they would alter their
language acoording to their companion,—according even
to the hour of the day. All thia the reader unconseionsly
porceives, and will not think the language to be natnral
unless the proper varistions be there,

In simple narrative the rule is the same a9 in dialogue,
though it does not admit of the pame palpable dsviation
from correct construction, The story of any ineident, to
be realistic, will admit neither of sesquipedalian grandeur
nor of grotesque images. 'The one gives an ides of
romsnoo and the other of burleegue, to neither of which
is troth suppoeed to appertain, We degire to scar
frequently, and then we fry romanca, 'We Qesire to
recreate oursclves with the easy and droll. Dules est
deaipere in loco. Then we have recourse to burlesgue,
But in neither do we expect human nature.
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I cannot but think that iz the hands of the novelist
the middle course is the most powerful. Much 23 wo
may delight in burleaque, we cannot olaim for it the
powez of achisving great results. 8o much I think will
be granted. For the sublime we look rather to poetry
than to prose, and though I will give one or two instances
just now in which it has been used with great effect in
proee fistion, it does not come homa to the heart, teaching
8 lesson, a3 does the realistic. The girl who reads is
touched by Lucy Ashton, but she feels herseli to be con-
vinead of the facts as to Jeanie Deans, snd ssks hersclf
whether she might not emulate them.

Now as to the realism of Thackeray, I must rather
appeal to my readers than sttempt to prove it by quota-
tion. Whoever it is that speeks in his pages, does it not
seem that such a person would certainly have used such
words on such an occasion? If there be need of exami-
nation to learn whether it be so or not, let the reader
study all that falls from the mouth of Lady Castlewood
through the novel called Eemond, or all that fells from
the mouth of Beatriz. They are persons peculiarly situ-
ated,~-noble women, but who have still lived mueh out
of the world. The former is always conseicus of a
sorrow ; the latter ia always siriving after an affect ;—and
both on this account ere diffioult of management. A
poriod for the story has been chosen which is strange and
unknown to us, and which has required & peculiar lan-
guage. One would have eaid beforehand that whatever
might be the charms of the book, it would not be natural.
And yet the ear is never wounded by a tone thaj ia false.
It is not always the case that in novel reeding the ear
should be wounded becanse the words spoken are un-
natural. Bulwer does not wound, though he never puis
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into the mouth of any of his persons words mach na
would have been spoken. They are not expected from
him, It i=s something eclse that he provides, From
Thackeray they are expected,-—-and from many others.
But Thackeray never disappoints. Whether it be a great
duke, auch a3 he who was to have married Beatrix, or a
mean chaplain, such as Tusher, or Captain Steele the
humorist, they talk,—mnot as they would have talked
probably, of which I sam no judge,—but as we feel that
they might have talked. Wa find ourselves willing to
take it a8 proved because it is thers, which ia the strongest
poeeible evidence of the realistie capacity of the writer,
As to the sublime in novels, it is not fo be supposed
that any very high rank of sublimity is required to put
such works within the pale of that definition. I allnde
to those in which an attempt is made to soar above the
ordinary actions and ordinary langusge of life. We may
take s an instance The Mysterics of Udolpho. That is
intended to be sublime throughout. Even the writer
never for a moment thought of deecending to resl Iife,
She must have beon untrue to her own idea of her own
business had she done so, 1If is all stilted,—all of a
certain altitude among the clouds, Tt has been in its
time a popular hook, end has had ite world of readers.
Those readers no doubt preferred the diluted romance of
Mrs. Radoliff 1o the condemsed realism of Fielding. At
any rate they did not look for reslism. Pelham may be
taken as another instance of the eublime, though there is
80 much in it that iz of the world worldly, thougk an
intentional fall to the ludicrous is ofter made in it. The
pemsonages talk in glittering dialogues, throwing about
philosophy, ecence, and the classics, in & manner which
is slways suggestive and often ammsing. The book is
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brilliant with intellect. But no word is ever spoken ns it
would have been spoken ;—no detail is ever narrated as
i¢ would bave ocourred. Bulwer ne doubt regarded
novels as roreantic, and would have looked with contempt
on any junetion of realism and romauncs, though, in
varying his work, he did net think it beneath him to vary
his gublimity with the ludicrous. The sublime in novels
is no doubt most effective when it breaks out, as though
by some burst of nature, in the midst of a story true to
life. “If” said Evan Maccombich, *' the Saxon gentle-
men are Janghing heeanse a poor man such as me thinks
my life, or the life of six of my degree, is worth that of
Vich Ian Vohr, it’s like enough they may be very right ;
but if they laugh beceuse they think I would not keep
my word and come back fo redeem him, I ean tell them
they ken neither the heart of a Hielandman nor the
honour of 8 gentleman.” That is saublime, And, again,
when Balfour of Burley slaughters Botbwell, the death
scene is sublime. * Die, bloodthimty dogl”™ eaid
Burley. “Die as thou hast lived! Die like the beasts
that perish--hoping nothing, believing nothing |*——
“And fearing nothing,” eaid Bothwell. Horrible ae is
the picture, it is sublime. As is also that speech of Meg
Menﬂiu,asaheuddmmMr.Bemmdingunﬁm
bank. “Ride your waye,” said the gipsy; “ride your
ways, Laird of Ellangowan; ride your ways, Godfrey
Bertram. This day have ye gquenched seven amoking
hearths ; eee if the fire in your ain parlenr bumn the
blythsr for that. Ye have riven the thack off seven cottar
houses; look if your ain roofiree stand the faster. Ye
may stable your stirks in the shealings et Dernelough ;
gec that the hare doee not couch on the hearthatane at
Ellangowsn.” That iz romance, and reaches the very
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height of the sublime. That does net offend, impossible
though it be that sny old woman should have spoken
such words, because it does in truth lify the reader up
among the bright stara. It is thus thet the sublime may
be mingled with the realistic, if the writer has the power,
Thackeray also rises in that way to e high pitch, thongh
not in many mstances. HRomance doss not often justify
to him an absence of truth. The seene between Lady
Castlewood and the Duke of Hamilton is one, when she
explains to her child’s suitor who Henry Esmond is,
#“My daughter may receive presents from the head of
our house,” says the lady, speaking up for her kineman.
“ My danghter may thankfully take kindness from her
father's, her mother's, her brother’s dearest friend.” The
whole secene is of the mame nature, and is evidence of
Thackersy's capacity for the publime. And again, when
the same lady weleomes the same kinsman on his return
from the wars, she rises as high., Eut as I have already
quoted a part of the passage in the chapter on this novel,
T will not repest it here.

It may perhapa be eaid of the sublime in novels,—which
I have endeavoured to describe as not being generally of
s high order,~—that it iz apt 1o become cold, stilted, and
unsatisfactory. 'What mey be dope by impossible castles
among impossible mountains, peopled by impossible
heroes and heroines, and fraught with impoesible horrors,
The Mysteries of Udolpho have ehown us. Bui they ro-
quire & patient reader, and one who ean content himeelf
with a long protracted and most unemotionsl excitement.
The eublimity which is effected by sparkling speeches is
beltar, if the spesches really have something in them
henoath the eparkles. Those of Bulwer generally have,
Thoss of his imitators are often without anything, the
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sparkles even hardly eparkling, At the best they fatigue ;
and a novel, if it fatignes, is vnpardonable. Its only
excuse is to be found in the amusement it affords, It
should instruet also, no doubt, but it never will do so
unlesa it hides its instruction and smmses. Scott under
stood all this, when he sllowed himsalf only such sudden
bursts as I have described. Even in The Bride of
Lammermoor, which I do not regard as among the best of
his performances, as he soars high into the sublime, wo
does he descend low into the ludicrous

In this latter division of pure fiction,—the burlesque, as
it is commonly called, or the ludicrous,—Thackeray is
quite a8 much at home as in the realistie, though, the
vehicle being less powerful, he haa achieved smaller resunlts
by it. Manifest as are the objects in his view when he
wrote The Hoggarty Diamond or The Legend of the
Rhine, they were leea important and less evidently effected
than thoss attempted by Vanity Fair and Pendennis
Captain Shindy, the Snob, does not teil us so plainly
what is not & gentleman as does Colonel Newcome what
is, Neverthelesa the ludierous has, with Thackersy, been
very powerful, and very delightful,

In trying to deseribe what is done by Literature of this
¢lass, it is especially necessary to remember that different
readers are affacted in a different way. That which is one
men’s meat ie another man's poison. In the sublime,
when the really grand hes been reached, it is the reader’s
own fault if he be not tonched. We know that many
are indifferent to the soliloquies of Hamlet, but we do
not hesitate to declare fo ourselves that they are so
because they lack the power of appreciating grand lan.
guage, We do not scruple fo attribute to those who are
indifferent some inferiority of intelligence. And in regard
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to the reslistic, when the truth of a well-told stary or
lifelike charactsr doea not come home, we think that
then, too, there is deficiency in the critical ability. But
there is nothing necesearily lacking to & man because he
does not enjoy The Heathen Chines or The Biglow Papers ;
and the man to whom these delighta of American hamour
are leather and prunelle may be of all the most enraptured
by the wit of Sam Weller or the mock piety of Pecksniff.
It iz n matter of taste and not of intellect, a5 one man
likes caviare after his dinner, while another prefera apple-
pie; and the man himself canmot, or, as far as we can
see, does not direct his own taste in the one matier more
than in the other.

Therefore I cannot ask others to ghare with me the de-
light which I have in the various and peculiar expressions
of the ludierous which are common to Thackeray., Some
considarable portion of it consists in bad spelling, We
may eay that Charles James Harrington Fitzroy Yellow-
plush, or C. FitzJeames De La Pluche, as he is afterwards
called, would be nothing but for his * orthogwaphy so care-
fully inacouwate.” As I have before eaid, Mrs. Malaprop
had peemed to have reached the height of this humowr,
ang in having done s0 to have made any repetition un.
palatable. But Thackeray’s etudied blundering is alto-
gether different from that of Sheridan. Mre. Malaprop
uses her words in a delightfully wrong sensa, Yellow-
plush would be s very intelligible, if not quite an aceurate
writer, had he not made for himeelf special forms of
Englich worda altogether new to the eye.

“My ma wrappod up my buth in o mistry. I may be
illygitmit ; I mey heve been changed at nue; but I've
alwaya bad genTm’nly testea through life, and have no
doubt that I come of & gen'l'm’nly origum.” We eannot
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admit that there is wit, or even humour, in bad spelling
slone. Were it not that Yellowplush, with his bad
spelling, had 8o much to eay for himself, there would be
nothing in it ; but there is always a sting of satire directed
against some real vice, or some growing vulgarity, which
is made sharper by the abebirdity of the language. In
The Diary of George I'V. there are the following reflections
on a certain correspondence ; “ Wooden you phansy, now,
that the anthor of such a letier, instesd of writum about
pipple of tip-fop quality, was deseribin’ Vineger Yard$
‘Would you beleave that the lady he was a-ritin’ to was &
chased modist lady of honour and mother of a family %
O trumpery ! o mormiz} a8 Homer says, This is a higeona
plctur of manners, such as I weap to think of, as every
mor] man must weap.” We do not wonder that when he
makes his “ajew ” he should have been called up to be
congratulated on the seore of his literary performanees
by his mesater, before the Duke, and Lord Bagwig, and
Dr. Larner, and “ Sawedwadgeorgeesrllittnbulwig.” All
that Yellowplush says or writes are among the pearls
which Thackeray was continually seattering abroad.,
But this of the distinguished footman waa only ome
of the forma of the Indierous which he waa accustomed to
use in the fortherance of some purposs which he had at
heart. It wae his practice to clothe things most revolting
with an assumed. grace and dignity, and to add to the
weight of his condemnation by the astounding mendacity
of the parody thus drawn. There was a grim hamour in
this which bas been displeasing to some, as seaming to
hold out to vics a hand whish has appeared for too long
s time to be friendly. As we are disposed to be not
altogether sympathetic with a detective policeman who
shall have spent & jolly night with a delinguent, for the
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seke of tracing home the suspected guilt to his late comrads,
g0 are some disposed to be almost angry with our suthor,
who seems to be too mueh st home with hie raseals, and
to live with them on familiar terms till we doubt whether
he does not forget their rascality, Barry Lyndon is the
strongest exsmple we have of this style of the Iudicrous,
and the critics of whom I speak have thought that our
friendly relations with Barry have heem too geniai, too
apparently genuine, so that it might almest be doubtful
whether during the narretive we might not, at this ot
the other crisiz, be rather with him than against him.
# After all,” the reader might say, on coming to that
passage in which Barry defends his trade as a gambler,—
a passage which I have quoted in speaking of the novel,—
« gfter all, this man is more hero thar scoundrel ;" so well
is the burlesque homour maintained, so well does the
scoundrel hide his own villany, I can easily understand
that to some it should seem too long drawn ocut. To me
it seems to be the perfection of humour,—and of phile-
sophy. If such & one as Barry Lyndon, a man full of
intelloot, can be made thus to love and cherish his vice,
and to believe in it beauty, how much more necessary is
it to avoid the footsteps which Jead to it1 But, as I have
gaid mbove, there is no standard by which to judge of the
excellence of the ludicrous as there in of the sublime, and
even the reslistic.

No writer ever had & stronger proclivity towards
parody than Thackeray; and we may, I think, confess
thst theve is no form of literary drollery more dangercus.
The parody will often mar the gem of which it coarsely
reproduces tha outward semblance. The word  damaged,”
nsed instead of ¢ damask,” has destroyed to my ear for
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over the musie of one of the swoetest passages in Bhakes
peare.  But it must be acknowledged of Thaekersy that,
fond as he is of this branch of humour, he hes done
little or no injury by his parodies. They run over with
fan, bat are so contrived that they do not lessen the
flavour of the original I have given in ome of the
preceding chapters a little set of verses of his own,
called The Willow Tree, and hiz own parody on hia
own work. There the reader may ses how effective a
parody may be in destroying the sentiment of the piece
parodied. But in dealing with other anthore he has
been grotesque without being seversly critical, and haa
been very like, without making ugly or distasteful that
which bhe has imitatad, No one who has admired
Consngeby will admiro it the lews becausa of Codlingsby.
Nor will the undoubted romance of Eugene Aram be
leasenad in the estimation of any reader of novels by thoe
well-told career of Georgs de Barrwell Ons may say
that o laugh Joankoe out of fuse, or to lessen the glory
of that immortal story, would be beyond the power of
any farcics] effect. Thackersy in his Rowens and
Rebeoca cortainly had no such purpose. Nothing of
Tranhoe is injured, nothing made losa valuable than it
wea before, yet, of all prose parodies in the language,
it is perhaps the most perfect. Every character is main-
tained, every incident hes a taste of Scott, Yt has the
twang of Juanhos from beginning to end, and yet there is
not & word in it by which the author of leanhos
could heve been offended. But then there is the purpose
beyond that of the mere parody, Pradisk women have
to be laughed af, and despotis kings, and paraaite lords
and bishops. The ludiercon alons is but poor fun; bat
o2
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when the ludicrous hes o meaning, it ecan be very effostive
in the hands of such & mastar an this.

“He to die 1" resumed the bishop, ““He a mortal Hie to mal
Dansth was not for him intended, though communiz omnibus.
Kesper, you are irreligious, for to talk and cavil thus!®

Bo much I have said of the manner in which Thackeray
did his work, endeavouring to represent human nature as
he paw it, so that his readers should learn to love what
is good, and to hate what is evil As to the merits of
his style, it will be neceasary to insist on them the less,
becanse it has been genorally admitted to be easy,lucid, and
grammafical. I call that style easy by which the writer
has emoceeded in econveying to the reader that which the
reader is intended to receive with the least poeeible amount
of trouble o him. I eall that style lucid which conveys to
the reader moat accurately all that the writer wishes to
convey on any snbject. The two virtues will, I think,
be seen to be very different. .An anthor may wish to give
an idea that a certain flavour is bitter. He shall leave & con-
viction that it is simply disagreeabls. Then he is not lucid.
EBut he ehall convey so much as thet, in such & manner
a8 to give the reader no trouble in arriving at the conclu-
sion, Therefore he is easy. The subject here suggested
is as little complicated as poaeible ; but in the intsrcourse
which is going on continually between writers and readers,
affairs of all degreer of complication are continually heing
discussed, of a nature so complicated that the inexperi-
enced writer ia puesled at every turn to express himself,
and the altogether inartistic writer falls to do s, Who
among writers has not to acknowledge that he is often
unable to tell all that he has fo tell} Worda refuse 1o
do it for him. He struggles and stumbles and slters and
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adds, but finds at last that he has gone either too far or
not quite far enough. Then there comes upon him the
necessity of chooeing between two evils, He must
either give up the fulneas of his thought, and content
himself with presenting some fragment of it in that lueid
arrangement of words which he affects; or he musk
bring out hia thought with smbagee ; be muat masa his
sentences inconsequentially ; he must striggle up hill almost
hopelessly with his phrases,~so that at the end the reader
will have to labour as he himself has lahoured, or else to
Ieave behind romch of the fruit which it has been intended
that he shonld garner It is the ill-fortune of some to be
neither easy or lucid ; and there is nothing more wonderful
in the history of letters than the patience of readers when
called upon to suffer under the double celamity. It is as
though a man were reading a dialogue of Flato, under
standing neither the subject nor the language. But it ia
often the case that one has to ba sacrificed to the other.
The pregusnt writer will sometimes eclace himself by
declaring that it is not his business to supply intelligence
to the reader; and thenm, in throwing out the entirety of
his thought, will not stop to remember that he eannot
hope to acatier hie ideas far and wide unless he can make
them ensily intelligible. Then the writer who is deter-
mined that his book shall not be put down becamse it
is trouhblesome, ia too apt to avoid the knotty bits and
shirk the rocky turns, because he cannot with ease to
himself make them easy to others. If this be acknow-
ledged, I =hall be held to be right in saying not only that
ease and lucidity in style are different virtwes, but that
they are often opposed to each other. They may, how-
ever, be combined, and then the writer will have really
learned the art of writing. Omne tulit punctum qui
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miscnit utile dulei, It is to be dome, I believe, in all
languages. A man by art and practice shall at least obtain
such & masterhood over words as to express all that he
thinks, in phrases that shall be easily understood.

In such a small space as ean here be sllowed, I cannot
give instances to prove that this has heen achieved by
Thackersy. Nor would instances prove the existemce of
the virtue, though instancee might the absence. The proof
lieg in the work of the man's life, and can only become
plain to those who heve read his writings. I munst refer
renders to their own experiences, and ask them whether
they have found themsslves compelléd to study passages in
Thackeray in order that they might find e recondite mean-
ing, or whether they have not been sure that they and
the author have together understood all that there was
to understand in the matter. Have they ran backward
over the passages, and then gone om, not quite mure
what the aunthor has meant? If not, them he hag heen
easy and lucid ‘We have not had it eo easy with all
modern writers, nor with all that are old I may best
perhaps explain my meaning by taking something written
long ago ; eomething very valueble, in order that I may
not damage my argument by compering the easiness uf
Thackeray with tha harshness of some author who has in,
other respects failed of obtaining approbation. If you
take the play of Oymbeline you will, I think, find it to be
anything bui easy reading. Nor is Shakespeare always
lncid. For purposen of his own he will sometimes fores
his readems to doubt his meaning, even after prolonged
stody. If has ever been so with Hamlszf. My readers
will not, I think, bs so erossgrained with me as to suppose
that I am putiing Thackeray as & master of style above
Shakespeare, 1 am only endeavouring to explain by
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reference to the great master the condition of lterary pro-
duction which he attained. ‘Whatever Thackersy says, the
reader cannot fail to understand ; and whatever Thackeray
attempts to eommunicaie, he succeeds in conveying.

That he is grammatical T must leave to my readers’
jodgment, with a simple assertion in his favour. There
are some who say that grammar,—by which I mean accu-
racy of composition, in aecordance with certain acknow-
ledged rules,——is only a meana to an end ; and that, if &
writer can absolutely achieve the end by some other mode
of his own, he need not regard the prescribed means, If
2 man can 8o write as fo b easily understood, and to
convey lucidly that which he haz to convey without
accurscy of grammer, why should he subjeet himself to
unnecessary trammela? Wby not make a path for him-
self, if the path so made will certainly lead him whither
he wishes to go? The answer is, that no other path will
lead others whither he wishea {o carry therm but that
which is common to him and o these others. It is
neceasary that there should be & ground equally familiar
to the writer and to his reeders. If there he no such
common ground, they will certainly not come into full
accord. There have been recusants who, by a cerfain
acuteness of their own, have partly done so,—wilful recu-
gants ; but they have been recusante, not to the extent of
discarding grammar,—which no writer sould do and not
be altogether in the dark,—but eo far a8 to have created
for thamgelves a phraseology which hes been pisturesque
by reason of its illicit vageries; as a woman will some-
times please ill-instructed eyes and eara by little deparinres
from feminine propristy. They have probably laboured
in their vocation as sedulously as though they had
striven to be correct, and have achieved at the best but &
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short-lived success ;—as is the case also with the ancon-
venlional female. The charm of the disorderly scom
loses itself in the ugliness of disorder, And there are
othern rebellious from grammar, who are, however, hardly
to be called rebels, because the laws which they break
have naver heen altogsther known to them. Among
those very dear o me in English literature, one or two
might be named of either sort, whose works, though they
have that in them whieh will inmire to them a long lifs,
will besome from year to year less waluable and lesa
venorable, becanse their anthors have either scorned or
have not known that common ground of language on
which the author and his readers should stand together,
My purport here is only with Thackeray, and I eay that
he ptands always on that common grownd. He quarrels
with nons of the laws, As the lady who iz most attentive
to conventional propriety may etill have her own fashion
of dress and her own mode of speech, so had Thackeray
vary mauifestly his own style ; but it is one the correctness
of which has never been impugned.

I hold that gentleman to be the hest dressed whose
dress no one obeerves. I am not sure but that the same
may be eaid of an author’s written language, Only, where
#hall we find an example of such perfection? Alwaya
easy, always lucid, alwaya correct, we may find them ; but
who is the writer, essy, lucid, and correct, who has not
impregnated his writing with something of that personal
flavour which we call mannerism$ To speak of authors
well known to all readere—Does not The Bambler taste of
Johnaon ; The Decline and Full, of Gibbon ; The Middls
Ages, of Hallam ; The History of England, of Macanlay ;
and The Invasion of the Orimes, of Kinglake?! Do we
not know the elephantine iread of The Safurday, and the
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precise too of The Spectator? I have sometimes thought
that Swift has been nesrest to the mark of any,—writing
English and not writing Swift. But I doubt whether an
accurate obssrver would not trace even here the “ mark of
the beast.” Thackeray, too, has a strong flavour of
Thackeray. I am inclined to think that his most besetting
sin in style,—the little earmark by which he is most eon-
gpicuous,—is a certain affectod familiarity. He indulges
too frequently in lLittle confidences with individual readers,
in which pretended allusions to himself are frequent.
“What would you do? what would you say now, if you
were in such & position3” he asks. He describes this
practice of his in the preface to Pendennis. It is a sort
of confidential talk between writer and reader. . . . , In
the conree of his volubility the perpetual speaker must of
necessity lay bare his own weakmesses, vanities, peon-
liarities,” In the short contributions to periodicals on
which he tried his ’prentice hand, such addresses and
conversations were natural and efficacious ; but in a larger
work of fiction they camse an absemce of that dignity
o which even a novel may sapire. You feel that each
morsel a8 you read it is a detached bit, and that it has
all been written in detachments. The book is robbed
of its integrity by a certain good-humoured pemiality of
language, which canses the reader to be almost too much at
home with hia author. There is & saying that familiarity
breeds contempt, and I have been sometimes inclined to
think that our author has sometimes failed to stand up
for himself with sufficiency of * personel deportment.”

In other respects Thackemy’s style is excellont. AsX
have snid before, the reader always understanda his words
without an effort, and receives all that the author has to
give,
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There now remains to be discossed the matter of our
author’s work. The manmer and the style are but the
natural wrappings in which the goods have been prepared
for the market. Of these goods it is no donbt true that
unless the wrappings be in some degree meritorious the
article will not be accepted at all ; but it is the kernel
which we seek, which, if it be not of iteelf sweet and
digestible, cannot be made serviceable by any shell how-
ever prefly or easy o be eracked, I have asid previously
that it is the business of a novel to instruet in morals
and to emuse. I will go further, and will add, having
been for many years & most prolific writer of novels
myself, that I regard him who can put himself into closs
communication with young people year after year without
making some attempt to do them good, ss a very sorry
fellow indeed. However poor your matter may be, how-
over near you may come to that “ foolishest of existing
mortals,” as Carlyle presumes gome unfortunate novelist
to be, still, if there be those who read your works, they
will undoubtedly be more or lass influenced by what they
find thers. And it i= because the novelist ammges that
he is thos influential. The sermon too often has no snch
effect, bacause it Iz applied with the declaved intention of
having it. The palpable and overt dose the child rejects ;
but that which is cunningly insinuated by the aid of jam
or honey is accepted unconsciously, end goes on upon its
curative wmisgon, So it is with the novel. It is taken
because of ita jam and honey. But, unlike the honest
simple jam and honey of the household cuphoard, it is
never unmixed with physic. There will be the dose
within it, either curative or poisonous. 'The gil will
be tanght modesty or immodesty, truth or falssheod ; the
Iad will be taught honour or dishomour, simplicity or
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affectation. Without the leason the amusement will not
be there, There are novela which certainly can teach
nothing ; but then neither can they amuse any ons,

I should be said to insist abanrdly on the power of
my own confraternity if I were to declare that the balk of
the young people in the upper and middle classes receive
their moral teaching chiefly from the, novels they read.
Mothera would no doubt think of their own sweet teaching ;
fathers of the examplea which they set; and schoolmasters
of the excellence of their instructions. Happy is the
country that has such mothers, fathers, and achool.
masters ! Put the novelist creeps in closer than the
schoolmagter, closer than the father, closer almost than
the mother. He is tho chosen guide, the tutor whom
the young pupil chooses for herself. She retires with him,
suspecting no leescn, eafe against rebuke, throwing her
self head and heart into the narretion as she can hardly
do into her task-work ; and there ghe is tanght,—how she
ghell learn to love ; how she shall receive the lover when
ho oomes ; how far she should advance to meet the joy ;
why she should be reticent, and not throw herself at once
into this new delight. It is the same with the young
man, though he would be more prone even than she to
reject the suspicion of emch tutorship. But he too will
there learn either to speak the truth, or to lie; and will
receive from his movel lessons either of real manlineas,
or of that affected apizhness and tailor-begotten demeanour
tyhich too many professors of the craft give out as their
dearest precepte.

At any rate the close intercourse is admitted. Where
is the houss mow from whith novels are tabooedl Is
it not common to allow them almost indiscriminately,
80 that young anl old esch chooses hiz own movell
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Bhall he, then, to whom ihis close fellowship is allowed,
—ithis inner econfidencs,—ahall he noi be careful what
‘words he uses, and what thoughts he expresses, when he
gits in council with his young friend$ This, which it
will certainly be his duly to consider with so much care,
will be the matter of his work. We know what was
thought of such matter, when Lydia in the play wase
driven to the meceasity of flinging * Peregrine Pickle
under the toilet,” and thrusting * Lord Aiémwell under
the sofa” We have got beyond thet now, and ame
tolerably sure that our girle do not hide their novels.
The more freely they are allowed, the more necessary
iz it that he who supplies shall take care that they are
worthy of the trust that is given o them,

Now lot the reader ask himself what are the lessons
which Thackeray has tanght. Let him send his memory
ranning back over all those characters of whom we have
just been speaking, and ask himself whether any gitl
has been taught to be immodest, or any man unmanly,
by what Thackeray has written, A novelisi has two
modes of teaching,—by good example or bad. It is not to
be supposed that because the person treated of be evil, there-
fore the precept will be evil. If eo, some personages with
whom we have been made well aequainted from our youth
upwards, would have been omitted in our early lessons.
It may be a question whether the teaching is not more
efficacious which comes from the evil example. ‘What
story was ever more powerful in showing the beauty of
feminine reticencs, and the horrors of feminine evil-doing,
than the fate of Effie Deans? The Templar would have
betrayed & woman to his lnst, but has not encouraged
others by the freedomn of his life, Vamey was uiterly
bad,—but though a gay comrtier, be has enticed no others
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to go the way that he went, So it has been with
Thackeray. His examples have been generally of that
kind,--bu$ they have all been efficacions in their teaching
on the pide of modesty and manliness, truth and simplicity.
‘When some girl shall have traced from first to last the
chameter of Beatrix, what, let us ask, will be the remlt;
on her mind ¥ Baeatrix was born noble, clever, beautiful,
with certain material advantages, whick it was within her
compess fo improve by her nobility, wif, and beauty.
She was quite alive to that fact, and thought of those
material advantages, to the utter exclusion, in our mind,
of any idea of moral goodness, Bhe realised it all, and
told herself that thet was the game she would play.
# Twenty-five 1” eays she; “and in eight years no man
has ever touched my heart!” That is her boast when she
is about to be married,her only boast of herself. “A
moet detestabls young womani" some will say. “An
awful example!l” others will add. Not a doubt of it. She
proves the misery of her own career so fully that no cne
will follow it, The example is so awful that if will surely
deter. The girl will declare fo herself that not in that
way will she look for the happiness which she hopes to
enjoy; and the young man will say as he reads it, thet
no Beatrix shall tonch his heart,

You may go throogh all his characters with the same
effect. Pendennis will be scorned because he ia light;
‘Warrington loved because he is etrong and mereiful ; Dobbin
will be honoured becanse he is unselfish; and the old
colonel, though he be foolish, wvain, and weak, almost
worshipped becanse he is so true » gentleman. It isin
the handling of questions snch as these that we have to
look for the matter of the novelist,—those moral leasons
whish he mixes up with his jam and his honey., I say



204 THACEKERAY, [caar.

that with Thackeray the physic iz always curative and
never poisonona He may be admitted safely into that
close fellowship, and be allowed to acoompany the dear
ones to their retreats. The girl will never becoms bold
under hia preaching, or taught to throw herself at men's
heads, Nor will the lad receive a false flashy idea of
what becomes a youth, when he is firet about to take his
place among men.

Asg to that other question, whether Thackeray be
amusing as well as salutary, I must leave it to publie
opinion, There is now being brought out of his works »
more splendid edition than has ever been produced in any
age or any country of the writings of such an author.
A cortain fixed number of copies only is being issued, and
each copy will cost £33 12s, when completed. It is ender-
stood that a very large proportion of the edition has heen
already bought or ordered. Cost, it will be said, s a bad
test of excellence. It will not prove the merit of & book
any more than it will of a horse. But it is proof of the
popularity of the book. Print and illustrate and bind up
gome novels how you will, no one will buy them, Pre-
vious to these coetly volumes, there have been two entire
editions of his works since the author's death, one com-
paratively cheap and the other dear. Before his death
his stories had been scattered in all imeginable forms. I
may thercfore assert that thejr charm has been proved by
their popularity.

There remaing for us only this question,—whether toe
ngture of Theckeray’s works entitle him to be called a
eynic. “The word is one which is always used in a bad
pensa, “Of a dog; eurrish,” is the definition which we
get from Johnaon,—quits correctly, and in accordance with
its etymology. And he gives us examples.  How vilely
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does this oynic rhyme,” he takes from Shakespeare ; and
Addison speaks of & man degenersiing into s eynic. That
Thackeray's nature was soft and kindly,~—gentle almost to
a fault,—has been shown elzewhere. But they who have
called him a eynie have spoken of him merely as a
writer,—and as writer he has eertainly taken upon himself
the special task of barking at the vices and follies of
the world around him. Any eatirist might in the same
way be called a cynic in 8o far as his eatire goes. Bwift
waa a cynic cerfainly, Pope was cynical when he was a
satiriat. Juvenal was all cynical, because ho was all
gatirist. If that be what is meani, Thackerny was cer-
tainly a ¢ynic, But that is not all that the word implies,
It intende to go back beyond the work of the man, and to
describe his heart. It says of any satirist so deseribed
that he hae given himeelf up to setire, not beceuse things
have been evil, but because he himeself has been evil.
Hamlet is a satirist, wheress Themsites is a eymie, If
Thackeray be judged after thizs fashion, the word in es
inappropriate to the writer as to the man.

But it has to be confessed that Theckeray did allow
his intellect to be too thoroughly saturated with the
aspect of the ill side of thinga. We can {race the opera-
tion of his mind from bhis eatliest days, when he com-
menced his parodies at school ; when he brought out 7he
Bnob at Cambridge, when he sent Fellowplush out upon
the world as a eatirist on the doings of gentlemen
generally ; when he wrote his Cathering, to show the
vileness of the taste for what he would bave called
Nowgato literature; and The Hoggarfy Diamond, to
attack bubble companies ; and Barry Lyndon, {0 expose
the pride which a rascal may teke in his rascality.
Becky Sbarp, Major Pendennis, Beakrix, both ae a
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young and as an old woman, were written with the eame
purpose, There is s touch of satire in every drawing that
he made. A jeer is meeded for something that is ridi-
culous, scorn has to be thrown on somsthing that is vile,
The same feeling is tp be found in every line of evely
ballad.

VANITAR VANITATUM,

Methinks the text ia pever stals,
And life is avery day renewing
Freah comments cn the cld old tale,
Of Folly, Fortuns, Glory, Ruin.

Hark to the preacher, preaching wiilll
Hoe lifts his volos and ories hia sermon,
BHero at 8t Peter’s of Cornhill,
As yondar on the Mount of Hermon—

For you nnd me to heart to take
{ O dear beloved hrother readers),

To-day,—as whon the good king spake
Beneath the solemn Byrian cedars.

It wea just so with him siways. Hb was ®erying his
sormon,” hoping, if it might be so, to do something towarda
lessoning the evils he saw around him. We all preach
our gsermon, but not always with the same earnestness.
He had hecome so urgent in the causs, o loud ‘in his
denuneiations, that he did not stop often to epeak of the
good things around him, Now and again he paused and
blesged amid the torremt of his anathemas, There are
Dobhin, and Eemond, and Colomel Newcome. But his
anathemas are the londest. It has been s0 I think nearly
always with the eloquent preachera

Y will inaert here,—especially here at the end of this
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chapter, in which I have spoken of Thackeray's matter
and manner of writing, because of the justice of the
criticiam conveyed,—the linea which Lord Hounghton wrote
on his death, and which are to be found in the February
number of Ths Cornhill of 1864, It was the firet
number printed after hiz death. I would add that,
though no Dean applied for permission to bury Thackeray
in Westminster Abbey, hiz bust was placed there without
delay. What is needed by the natiom in such a eass
is aimply a lasting memorial there, where such memorials
are most often seen and most highly honoured, But
we can all of us sympathise with the feeling of the
poet, writing immediately on the losa of such a friend :

‘When one, whose nervous English verse
Public and party hates defied,

‘Who bore and bandied many a eurse
Of angry times,—when Dryden died,

QOur royal abbey’s Bishop-Dean
‘Waited for no suggestive prayer,
Bat, are one day closad o'er the scens,

Craved, as a boon, to lay him there.

The wayward faith, the faulty life,
Vanished before a nation’s pain.

Panther and Hind forgot their strife,
And rival statesmen thronged the fane.

O gentle censor of our ago !
Prime mester of our ampler tongue !
‘Whose word of wit and generous page
‘Were never wrath, except with wrong,—
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Fielding—without the manner’s dross,
Scott—with a apirit’s larger room,
‘What Prelate deems thy graye his loss ¢

What Halifax erects thy tomb ?

But, may be, he,—~who 50 could draw
The hidden great,—the humble wise,

Yielding with them to God’s good law,
Makee the Pantheon where he lies.

CHABLXE DPICKXNE AND EYANN, GAYETAL FALMCE FEEM.
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PREFACE.

AT the close of a letter addressed by Dickens to his friend
John Forster, but not to ba found in the Englich editiona
of the Lifs, the writer adds to his praises of the biography
of Goldsmith these memorable words: #I desire no better
for my fame, when my personal dustiness shall be past
the control of my love of order, than euch a biographer
and such a eritic.” Dickens was a man of few close friend-
ghipa—*his breast,” he eaid, “would not hold meny
people ;” but of these friendships, that with Forster wos
one of the earliest, as it wes ome of the moat enduring.
To Dickens at least his future biographer must have been
the embodiment of two qualities rarely combined in equal
mepsure—diseretion and candour., In literary metters hix
advice was taken almost as often as it was given, and
nearly every proof-shest of nearly every work of Dickens
passed through hia faithful helpmate’s hands, Nor were
there many important decisions formed by Dickens con-
cerning himself in the course of his menhood, to which
Forster was a stranger, though, unhappily, he more than
onee counselled in vain,

On Mr. Fomster's Life of Charles Dickens, together with
the three volumes of Lefisrs collaoted by Dickens' eldest
davghter and his aister-in-law—his * dearest and best
friend "—it is superfluous to state that the biographieal
portion of the following essay is mainly based. It may also
be superfluous, bat it cannot be considered impertinent, if
I add that the shortcomings of the Life have, in my opinion,
been more frequently proclaimed than defined ; and that its
merita are those of its author as well as of its subject.

My sincere thanks are due for various favours shown tu
me in eonnexion with the production of this little volume by



¥i PREFACH, -

Miss Hogarth, Mr. Charles Dickens, Professor Henry Motley,
Mr. Alexander Ireland, Mr. John Evans, Mr. Robinson,
and Mr, Britton, My, Evang has kindly enabled me to
correct some inaccuracies in Mr. Fomter's account of
Dickens' early Chatham days on unimpeachable fivet-hand
evidence. I also beg Caplain and Mra. Budden to nccept
my thanke for allowing me to ses Gad’s Hill Place,

I am under special obligations to Mr. R. F. Sketchley,
Librarian of the Dyce and Forster Libraries at South
Kensington, for his courtesy in affording me mueh useful
aid and information. With the kind permission of
Mrs. Forster, Mr. Sketchley enabled me to supplement
the records of Dickens’life, in the period 18381841, from
a hitherto unpublished source—a series of brief eniries
by him in four volumes of The Law and Commercial Duily
Remembrancer for those years. These volumes formed no
part of the Forster bequest, but wers added to it, under
certain conditions, by Mrs. Forster, The entries are
moetly very brief ; and sometimes there are months with-
out an entry. Many days succeed one another with no
other note than  Work."

Mr, R. H. Shepherd’s Bibliography of Dickens has been
of considerable service tome. May I take this opportunity
of commending to my readers, as a charming reminiscemee
of the connexion between Charles Dickens and Rochester,
Mr. Robert Langton’s skefches illustrating a paper recently
printed by him under that title

Last, not least, as the Germans say, I wish to thank my
friend Professor T. N. Toller for the friendly eounsel which
has not beer wanting to me on this, any more than on
former oocasions,

A W.W,

Monchester, March 1882,
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CHAPTER L

BEFORE PICEWICK,
1812—1838.

Cuanres Dickews, the eldest son, and the sscond of the
eight children, of John and Elizabeth Dickens, waa born a$
Landport, a suburb of Portsea, on Friday, February 7th,
1812. His baptismal names were Charles John Huffham.
His father, at that time a clerk in the Navy Pay
Office, and employed in the Portsmouth Dockyard,
was recalled o London when hin eldest son was only
two years of age; and two years afterwards was trans.
ferred to Chatham, where he resided with his family
from 1816 to 1821, Thus Chatham, and the more
venerable city of Rochester adjoining, with their neigh-
bonrhood of chalk hills and deep green lanes and wood-
land and mamhes, became, in the worda of Dickens’
biographer, the birthplace of his fancy. He looked npon
himsslf as, to all intents and purposes, a Kentish man
born and bred, and his heart waa elways in this particnlax
corner of the incomparable county, Agnin and again,
after Mr. Alfred Jingle's spasmodic eloquemce had, in
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the very fisst number of Pickwick, epitomised the an-
tiquities and comforts of Rochester, already the sceme
of ona of the Skefches, Dickens returned to the local
amsociations of his early childhood. It waa at Chathem
that poox little David Copperfield, on his solitary
tramp to Dover, slept his Sunday night's slesp ¢ near
a connon, happy in the acciety of the sentry’s foot-
stepe;” and in many & Christmas narrative or un-
commerecial stching the familiar features of town and
country, of road and river, were reproduced, before in
Great Erpectations they suggested some of the most
pictaresqne offects of his later art, and before in hie Iast
unfinished romance his faithful fansy onee more haunted
the well-known precinets. During the lzat thirfeen years
of his life he was again an inbabitant of the loved meigh-
bourhood where, with the companions of his mirthiul
idleness, he had eo often made holiday; whers, when
hope was young, he had apent his honeymoon; and
whither, after his last restless wanderings, he was fo
return, to seak such repose a8 he would allow himself,
and to die. Bub, of courss, the daily life of the
“vory gueer small boy” of that early time is only
quite incidentally to be assosiated with the grand
gentleman’s hounse on Gad's Hill, where hia father,
little thinking that his aon was to act over again the
atory of Warren Hastings and Daylesford, hed told
him he might some dey ecome to live, if he were to
be very persevering, and to work hard. The family
abods was in Ordnance (not 8t Mary's) Pleea af
Chatham, amidet surroundings classifiad in Mr, Pickwiek’s
notes an “appearing to be woldiers, mailors, Jews, chalk,
shrimps, officea, and dookyard men.” But though the
half-mean haM-picturesque aspsct of the Chatham sireeta
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may slready af an early age have had its fascination for
Dickens, yet his childish fancy wes fed aa fully as wers
his powera of observation. Having learnt reading from his
mother, he was sent with his elder aister, Fanny, to & day-
achool kept in Gibraltar Place, New Road, by Mz, William
Gilea, the eldest son and namesake of a worthy Baptist
Miniater, whose family had formed an intimate sequaint-
anoce with their neighbours in Ordnence Row. The younger
Giiles children were pupils at the school of their elder
brother with Charles and Fanny Dickens, and thus
natarally their constant playmetes, In later life, Dickens
presorved o grateful remembrance, at fimes refreshed
by pleasant communicationa between the families, of the
training he had received from Mr. William Giles, an
intelligent as well aa gonerous man, who, recognising his
pupll’s abilities, seems to have resolved that they should
not lie fallow for want of esrly cultivation, Nor does
there appear to be the slightest reason for supposging that
this period of his life waa anything but happy. For his sister
Fanny he alwaye preserved a tender vegard ; and a touching
little paper, written by him affer her death in womanhood,
relatos how the two children used fo watch the stars to-
gether, and make friends with one in partieular, as belonging
to themselves. But obviously he did not lack playmates
of his own sex; and it waa no doubt chiefly because his
tastes made him disinclined to take much part in the
rougher sports of his schoolfellows, that he found plenty
of time for amusing himself in his own way. And thus
it cams to pess that already as a child he followed his own
likingg in the two direetions from which they were never
very materially to swerve. He once said of himself that
he had been & writer when a mera haby, an actor alwaya”

Of theso two passions he could always, as & child and

B 2
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a3 & man, be * happy with either,” and occasionally with
both at the same time. In his tender years he was taken
by a kinsman, a Sandhurst cadet, to the theatre, to see the
legitimate drams acted, and was disfllusioned by visits
behind the scenes at privaie theatrieals; while his own
javenile powera as a teller of stories and ginger of comic
songs (he woe possessed, saya one who remembers him,
of 8 sweet treble voice) wers displayed on domeatic
chairs and tables, and then in amateur plays with his
schoolfellows. He also wrote a—not strietly original—
tragedy, which iz missing among his Reprinted Pieces,
There iz nothing unique in these childish doings, mor
in the circumstance that he was sn eager reader of
works of fiction; but it is noteworthy that chief
amaong the hooks to which he applied himself in & small
neglected hookroom in his father’s house, were those fo
which his allegiance remained true through much of his
career as an author. Besides books of travel, whish he
pays bad a fascination for his wmind from his earliest
childhood, besides the Avabian Nights and kindred tales,
and the English Fesayists, he read Fielding and Smollett,
and Cervantes and Lo Sape, in all innocence of heart, as
well ag Mre, Inchbald’s collection of farcea in all content-
ment of epirit, Inasmuch as ha was ne great reader in the
days of hie euthorship, and had to go through hard times
of his own hefore, it was well that the literaturs of his
childhood was good of its kind, and that where it was
nof good it was at least gay. Dickens afterwards made
it an article of his social creed, that the imagination of the
young needs mourishment as much as their bodies require
food and clothing; and he had reason for gratefully re-
membering that at all events the imaginative part of
his education had escaped neglect.
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But these pleasant early days came to a sudden end.
In the year 1821 his family returned to London, and
soon his experiences of trouble began. Misfortune
pursued the elder Dickens to town, his salary having
been decreased already at Chatham in consequence of one
of the early effcrits at economical reform He found =
shabby home for his family in Bayham Street, Camden
Town ; and here, what with the pecuniary embarrassments
in which he was perennielly involved, and what with the
easy disposition with which he was blessed by way of com-
pensation, he allowed hiz son’s edueation to take care of
itself. John Dickens appears to bave been an honourable
a3 well ag a kindly man. His son always entertained an
affectionate regard for him, and carefully arranged for the
comfort of his latter years; nor would it be fair, because
of & pimilarity in their experiences, and in the grandeur
of their habitusl phraseclogy, to identify him absolutely
with the immorfal Mr, Micawber, 8till less, excopt in
esrtain details of manner and ineident, ean the character
of the elder Dickens be thought to have suggested that
of the pitiful *“Father of the Marshalsea,” to which
prison, almost as famous in English fiction as it is in
English history, the anlucky navy-clerk was consigned a
year after his refurn to London.

Every effort had been made to stave off the evil day;
and little Charles, whose eyez were always wide open,
and who had begun to write descriptive sketches of odd
personages mmong his acquaintance, had become familiar
with the inside of a pawnbroker’s shop, and had sold
the paternal *library” piecemeal fo the original of the
drunken second-hend hookseller, with whom David
Copperfield dealt as Mr, Micawber's representative, But
neither these sacrifices, nor Mrs, Dickens’ ahortive efforts
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at seiting up en educational establishment, had been of
avail Her hushand’s creditors would nof give him time ;
and a dark period began for the family, and more espe-
cially for the little eldest son, now ten years old, in
which, as he afterwards wrote in bitter anguish of remem-
brance, “but for the merey of God, he might cazily have
bacome, for any care that was taken of him, a little
robber or a Httle vagabond.”

Forster has printed the pathelic fragment of auto-
blography, communicated to him by Dickens five-and-
twenty years after the period to which it refers, and
subsequently incorporated with but few changes in the
Pereonal History of David Copperfield,. 'Who can forget
the thrill with which he first learnt the well-kept secret,
that the story of the solitary child, left a prey to the eruel
chances of the London streets, was an episcde in the life
of Cherles Dickens himself? Between fact and fiction
there was but a difference of names. Murdstons and
Grinby’s wine warehouse down in Blackfriars, wos
Jonathan Warren's blacking warehouge at Hungerford
Btairs, in which a place had heen found for the hoy
by & relative, a partner in the concern; and the
bottles he had to paste over with labels were in truth
blacking-pots, But the menial work and the miserable
pay, the uncongenial companionship during worktime,
and the speculative devicea of the dinmerhour, were
the pame in each case, .Af this {ime, after his family
had settled itaslf in the Marshalsea, the haven open to
the little waif at night wes a lodging in Little College
Street, Camden Town, presenting even foewer attractions
then Mr. Micawber's residence in Windsor Terrsce, and
kept by a lady, afterwards famous under the name of Mrs,
Pipchin. His Sundays were spent at home in the prisen,
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On his urgent remonstrance—* the first I had ever made
sbout my lot ”——concerning the distance from his family
at which he was left through the week, a back atiic was
found for him in Lant Street in the Borough, *where Bob
Sawyer lodged many years afterwards ; ” and ke now break-
fasted and supped with hia parents in their apartment.
Here they lived in fair comfort, waited upon by a
faithful “orfling,” who had accompahied the family
and its fortunes from Chatham, and who is seid by
Fomstet to have her part in the character of the Marchioness,
Finally, after tha prisoner had obtained his discharge, and
had removed with hia family to the Lant Street lodgings,
a quatrel occurred hetween the elder Dickens and his
cousin, and the boy was in ecneequence taken away
from the business.

He had not been ill-treated there ; nor indeed is it ill-
treatment which Jeads to David Copperfield’s ranning
away in the story. Nevertheless, it is not strange that
Dickens should have looked back with a bitterness very
unuenal in him, upon the bad old daya of his childish soli-
tude and degradation, He never “ forgot " his mother's
having wished him to remain in the warehouse ; the subject
of hia employment there was never afterwards mentioned in
the family ; he could not bring himself to go near old
Hungerford Market a0 long as it remained atanding ; and to
no human being, net even to his wife, did he speak of this
passage in his life, until he narrated it in the fragment of
sutobiogtaphy which he confided to hia trusty friend.
Buch a sensitivenesa is not hard to explain ; for no man is
expected to dilate upon the days *when he lived among
the beggars in 8t. Mary Axe,” and it is only the Bounder-
bies of society who exult, truly or falsely, in the sordid
memories of the time before they became rich or powerful.
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And if the sharp experiences of his childhood might
have ceased to be resented by one whom the world on the
whole treated so kindly, st least they left his heart
uchardenad, and helped to make him ever tender to
the poor and weak, becanse he too hed after a fashion
" aafen his bread with fears # when a puny child.

A heppy accident having released the David Copper-
field of actual Life from his unworthy bondage, he was put
in the way of an education such as at that time was fhe
lot of most boys of the class to which he belonged. *The
world has done much beiter since in thaf way, and will
do far better yof,” he writes at the elose of his deacription
of Our School, the *“ Wallington House Academy,” sitnate
near that point in the Hampstead Roed where modest
gentility and commereial enterprise touch hands, Other
testimony confirms his sketeh of the ignorant and brufal
head-master ; end doubtless this worthy and his usher,
“ considered to know everything as opposed to the chief
who was considered to know nothing,” furnished some of
the features in the portraits of Mr. Creakle and Mr. Mell.
But it has been very justly doubfed by an old achool-
fellow, whether the statement * We were First Boy” is
to be regarded ap sfrictly historical. If Charles Dickens,
when he entered the achool, was “ put into Virgil,” he was
not put there to much purpose. On the other hand, with the
rofurn of heppier days, had come the resumption of the old
amussmenta which were to grow into the cconpations of his
life. A club was fonnded among the boys at Wellington
House for the express purpose of circulating short tales
written by him, and he was the manager of the private
theatricals which they contrived to set on foot.

After two or three years of such work and play it
became necessary for Charles Dickens once more to



1] BEFORE PIOKWICK. 8

think of earning his bread. His father, who had
probably lost his official post at the time when, in Mr.
Micawber's phrase, “hope sunk beneath the horizon,”
was now seoking smployment as a parliamentary reporter,
and must have rejoiced when a Gray’s Inn solicitor of
his acquaintapes, attracted by the bright elever looks of
his son, took the lad into his office as a clerk at a modsst
weekly ealary, His office sssociates hers were perhaps &
grade or two abova those of the blacking warehouse ; but
his danger now lay rather in the direction of the vulgarity
which he efterwards depieted in such samples of the pro-
fession as Mr, Guppy and Mr. Jobling. He is said to have
frequented, in eompany with a fellow-clerk, ono of the
minor theatres, and even occasionally to have acted thers ;
and assuredly it must have been personal knowledge which
suggested the curiously savege description of Privafe
Theatres in the Skefches by Boz, the all but sclitary un-
Lindlyreference to theatrical amusements in his works, Buf
whatever his experiences of this kind maey have heen,
he passed unscathed through them; and during the year
and a half of his clerkship picked up sufficient knowledgo
of {he technicalities of the law to be able tv assail its
enormities without falling into rudimentary errors about
it, and enfficient knowledge of lawyers and lawyers’ men
to fill & whole chamber in his gallery of characters.
Oddly enough, it was, after all, the example of the father
that led the son into the line of life from which ha was easily
to pass into the eareer where suecess and fame awaited him.
The elder Dickens having obtained employment as a parlia-
mentary reporter for the Morning Heraid, his son, who was
living with hiv in Bentinek Street, Manchester Square, re-
solved to essay the same leborious oraft. He was by thia
time nearly seventeen years of age, and already we notice in
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him what were to remain, through life, two of his most
marked characteristics—strength of will, and a determina-
tion, if ke did a thing st all, to do it thoroughly, The
art of shorthand, which he now resolutely set himself to
master, was in those days no easy study, though, possibly,
in Jooking buck upon his first efforte, David Copperfield
overestimated the difficulties which he had conquered with
the help of love and Traddles. But Dickens, whose edusa-
tion no Dr. Strong had complefed, pereeived that in order
fo snecesd as a reporter of the highest class he needed some-
thing besides the knowledge of shorthand. In a word,
he lacked reading; and this deficiency he sst himself to
supply as best he could by a constant attendance at the
British Museum, Those eritics who have dwelt om
the fact that the reading of Dickens wes neither very
great nor very extensive, have inzisted on what is mnot
less true then obvious; but he had this one quality
of the frue lover of reading, that he never professed a
famnilierity with that of which he knew little or nothing.
He continned his vists to the Museum, aven when in 1828
he had become a reporter in Doctors’ Commons, With
this occupation he had to remain as content as he eculd
for nearly two years. Once more David Copperfield, the
double of Charles Dickens in his youth, will rise to the
memory of every one of his readara, For not only was his
so1l seized with a weariness of Consistory, Arches, Delegates,
and the rest of it, to which he afterwards gave elaborate
expression in his gtory, but his heart was full of its first
love. In Inter days, he was not of opinion that he had
loved particularly wisely ; but how well he had loved ia
known to everyone who after him has loat his heart to Doza,
Nothing came of the fancy, and in course of time he
had composure enough to visit the lady who had been its
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objeot in the company of his wifa, He found that Jip
was stuffed se well as dead, and that Dora had faded
into Floma ; for it was as such that, not very chivalrously,
he could bring himself to describe her, for the second time,
in Little Dorrit,

Before st last he was engaged as & reporter on a naws-
paper, he had, and not for a moment cnly, thought of
turning aside to another profession. It was the profession
to which—uncommoreially—he was attached during so
great & part of his life, that when he afterwards ereated
for himself a stage of his own, he seemed to be but follow-
Ing an irresistible fagcination. His best friend deseribod
him fo me a8 “& born actor ;¥ and who nesds to be told
that the world falls into two divisions only—those whoso
place ia before the footlights, and those whose place is
behind them? His love of acling was stronger than him-
self ; and I doubt whether he ever saw a play successfully
performed without longing to be in and of it. * Asaump-
tion,” he wrote in after days to Lord Lytton, * has charms
for me—I hardly know for how many wild ressons—so
delightful that I feel a loas of, och | I can’t say what ex-
quisite foolery, when I lose "a chance of being somecno
in voice, etc. not at all like myself,” He loved the
theatre and everything which savoured of histrionics
with an intensity not even to be imagined by those who
bhave never felt a toush of the same passion. He had
that “ belief in. a play” which he so pleasantly described
as one of the characteriatics of hie lifelong friend, the great
painter Clarkson Btanfield, And he had that unextin-
guishable interest in both actora and aeting which makes
a little separate world of the * quality.” One of the
stanchest friendships of hia life was that with the fore-

most Epglish tregedian of his age, Macready; one of the
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shorthand notes important public spesches in which the
nirictest accuracy was required, and s mistaks in which
would have been to a young man severely eompromiging ;
writing on the palm of my hend, by the light of a dark
lantern, in a postchaiee and four, galloping through
a wild country, and through the dead of the might,
at the then surprising rate of fifteen miles an hour. , . .
I have worn my knmees by writing on them on the
old back row of the old gallery of the old Houss
of Commons ; and T have worn my fect by standing to
write in a prepostercus pen in the old House of Lords,
where we used to be huddled together like so many sheep
kept in waiting, eay, until the woolseek might want re-
stuffing. Returning home from excited political mestings
in the country to the waiting prees in London, I do verily
believe I have been upset in almost every deseription of
vehicle known in this country. I have been in my tim
belated on miry by-roads, towards the small hours, forty
or fifty miles from London, in a wheelleea carriage, with
exhausted horses and drunken postboys, and have got
back in time for publication, to be received with never
forgotten compliments by the late Mr. Black, coming in
the broadest of Seotch from the broadest of hearts I sver
knew.” Thus earlyhad Dickens learnt the searetiof throwing
himgelf into any pursuit onca taken up by him, and of half
achieving his task by the very heartiness with which he
set aboutit. 'When at the aloas of the parliamentary seasion
of the year 1836 hik labours a9 & reporter came to an end,
he was held to have no equal in the gellery, Daring this
period his naturally keen powers of observation mwat have
been sharpened and strengthened, and that quickness of
decision aequired which eonstitetes, perhaps, the most
valuable leason that journalistis practice of any king can
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teach to a young man of letters. To Dickens’ expariance
a3 o Teporter mey likewise be fraced no smell part of his
political creed, in which thero was a good deal of infidelity ;
or at all events, his determined contempt for the pariia-
mentary atyle proper, whether in the mouth of ¢ This-
man” or of # Thatman,” and his rooted dislike of the
¥ cheap-jacke " and nafional dustmen' whom he dis
cerned among our orators and legislators. There is
probably no very great number of Membhers of Parliament
who are heroea to those who wait attendance om their
words. Moreover, the period of Dickens’ most ective
labours as a reporter was one that euncceeded a time of
great polifical excitement ; and when men wish thenkfully
to rest after deeds, words are in season.

Meanwhile, very tentatively and with & very imperfeot
consciousness of the eignificance for himeslf of hia first
steps on a slippery path, Dickens had begum the real
carger of his life, It has heen seen how he had been
a writer a8 o “baby,” as a schoolboy, and as a Jawyar's
elerk, and the time had come when, like sll writers, he
wishéd to sse himself in print. In December, 1833,
the Monthly Magazine published a paper which he had
dropped into ita lefter-box, and with eyea * dimmed with
joy and pride” the young author beheld his firstborn in
print. The paper, called 4 Dinner at Poplar Walk, wae
afterwards reprinted in the Skefohes by Boz under the
title of My. Minne and his Cousin, and is laughsble
enongh, His success emboldened him to send further
papers of a similar charecter to the same magsrine, which
published fen ocontributions of his by February, 1835,
That which appesred in Augnet, 1834, was the first
signed ¢ Boz," & nickname given by him in hia boyhood
to & favourite brother. Since Dickens used this signature
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not only as the author of the Skefcher and a few other
minor productions, but also as ™ editor” of the Pickwick
Papers, it is not eurprising that, especially among hia
admirera on the Confinent and in Americs, the name
ghould have clung to him so tenaciously. It was on
u steamboat near Niagara that he heard from his state-
room s gentleman compleining to his wife: “Boz keeps
himself very close.”

But the Monthly Magazine, though warmly welcoming
ita young contributor’s lively sketehes, could not afford
to pay for them., He was therefore glad to conclude an
arrangement with Mr. George Hogarth, the conductor of
the Evening Chronicle, a paper in comnexion with the
great morning journal on the reporting etaff of which he
was engaged. He had gratuitously contributed s sketch
to the evening paper as a personal favour to Mr. Hogarth,
and the latter readily proposed to the proprisiors of the
Morning Chronicle that Dickens should be duly re-
munerated for this addition to his regular labours, ‘With
s salary of soven instead of, as heretofore, five guiness
a-week, and settled in chambers in Furnival’s Inn—one
of those old legal inns which he loved so well--he might
already in thiz year, 1835, consider himself on the high-
road to prosperity. By the beginning of 1836 the
Sketches by Boz printed in the Evening Chronicle were
already numerous enough, and their snocess was sufficiently
established to allow of his aranging for their republi-
cation. They appeared in two volumes, with woodeuts
by Cruikshank, and the sum of a hundred and fifty
pounds wea paid to him for the copyright. Tho stepping-
gtones had been found and passed, and on the lust day
of March, which saw the publication of the first number
of the Pickwick Papers, he stood in the field of fame
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and fortune. Thres days afferwards Dickens married
Catherine Hogarth, the eldest daughter of the friend
who had so efficiently aided him in his early literary
ventures. Mr. Gieorge Hogarth's name thus links together
the namos of fwo masters of English fietion; for
Lockhart spesks of him when a Writer to the Signet
in Edinburgh as one of the intimate friends of Scott,
Dickons’ apprenticeship as an suthor was over almost
a3 8000 a8 it was begun; and he had found the way
short from obecurity to the dazzling light of popularity.
Apg for the Skefches by Boz, their author soon repurchased
the copyright for more than thirteen times the sum whick
had been paid to him for it

In their collected form these Skefches modestly de-
scribed themselvea as illustrative of every-day life and
every-day people,” Herein they only prefignred the more
famous creations of their writer, whose genius was never
80 happy s when lighting up, now the humorous, now
what he chose to term the romaniic eide of familtar
things, The curious will find little difficully in tracing
in these outlines, often rough snd at timea coarse, the
groundwork of more than one finished picture of later
date. Not a fow of the most peculiar featnres of Dickena
bumonr are already here, together with not & little of his
most characteristic pathos. It is true that in these early
Skelches the latter is at times strained, but ite power is
occagionally boyond denial, as, for instance, in the brief
narrative of the death of the hospital patient. On the
other hand, the humour—more especially that of ihe
Tales—in not of the most refined sort, and often de-
generates in the direction of boisterous farce. The style,
too, though in gereral devoid of the pretentiousmess
which is the bane of “light” journalistic writing, has
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s taink of vulgarity about i, very pardonable under
the circumstances, but generally sbsent from Dickens’
lator works, Weak puns are not unfrequent; and
the dietion but rarely reaches that exquisite felicity
of comio phrase In which Pickwick and its succeesors
excel. For the reet, Dickens’ favourite paesions and
favourite aversions alike reflect themselves here in small.
In the description. of the Flection for Beadle he ridiculea
the tricks and the manmers of politicel party-life, and his
love of things theatrical has it full freshmess npon it,—
however he may pretend at Astley’s that his * hisfrionie
taste is gone,” and that it is the audience which chiefiy
delights him. But of course the gift which these Skeiches
pre-eminently revealed in their avthor was a deseriptive
power that seerned to lose sight of nothing cheracteristio
in the object described, and of nothing humorous in an
essociation suggested by it. "Whether his theme was
street or river, a Chrisimas dinner or the extensive groves
of the illnetrious dead (the old clothes’ shope in Monmouth
8treet), he reproduced it in all ita shades and colours, and
under a hundred aspects, fanciful as well as real. How
inimitable, for instance, iz the sketch of *“the last cab-
driver, and the first omnibus cad,” whose earlier vehicle,
the omnipresent “red cah,” was not the gondola, but the
very fireship of the London streeta.

Dickens himself entertained no high opinion of these
youthful efforte; and in this he showed the conaciousneas
of the true arbist, that masterpieces are rarely thrown off
ot hazard, But though much of the populerity of the
Sfetches may be accounted for by the fact that common-
pace pecple love fo read abont commonplacs people and
things, the greater part of it in due to gennine literery
merit. ‘The daya of half-price in theatres have followed the
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days of coaching; “Homest Tom™ mo more paces the
lobby in s black coaf with velvet facings and cuffs, and a
D’Oreay hat; the Hickses of the present time ne longoer
quete “Don Juan” over boarding-house dinner-tables;
and the young ladies in Camberwell no longer compare
young men in attitudes to Lord Byrom, or to *Satan™
Montgomery. But the Skefches by Boz have survived
their birth-time; end they deserve to *be remembered
among the rare instances in which a young author has ne
sooner begun to write, than he has shown a knowledge of
his real strength. Aa yet, however, this sudden favourite
of the public was unaware of the range to which his
powers were to extend, and of the height to which they
wero to mount,

o2



CBAYTER IL

FROM BUCCESS TO BUCCESS
1836—1841.

Evew in those years of which the record is brightest
in the story of his life, Charlas Dickens, like the rest
of the world, had his share of troubles——~troubles great and
small, losses which went home to his heart, and vexativns
manifold in the way of business. But in the history of
his early career as an anthor, the word failure has no place.

Not that the Posthumous Papers of the Pickwick Olub,
published &s they were in monthly numbers, at once took
the fown by storm; for the public needed two or three
months to make up its mind that ¢ Boz” was oqual to an
offort conmiderably in advance of his Sketckes, But when
the popularity of the serial was once established, it grew
with extraordinary rapidity until it reached % sltogsther
unprecedented height. He would be a bold man who
should declare that ite popularity has very materially
diminished at the present day. Againat the productions
of Piekwick and of other works of amusement of which
it wea the prototype, Dr. Arnold thonght himaelf bound
sericusly to contend among the boys of Rugby; and
twenty years later young men at the university talked
nothing but Piekwick, and quoted nothing bub Pickwick,
and the wittiest of undergraduates set the world at large
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an examination paper in Pirkwick, over which pretentious
half-knowledge may puzzle, unable accurately to describe
the eommon Profesl-machine,” or to furnish a satisfactory
definition of * a red-faced Nixon.,” No changesin manners
and cnstoms have interfered with the hold of the work
upon. nearly all classes of readers at home; and no trans-
Iation has been dull enough to prevent its being relished
even in couniries where all English manners and customs
must seem equally uninferesting or equally absurd.

8o extraordinaryhas been the popularity of this more than
thrice fortunate book, that the wildest legends have grown
up as to the listory of ita origin, The facts, however, as
stated by Dickens himself, ere fow and plain, Attrasted by
the success of the Sketches, Messrs, Chapmen and Hall pro-
posed to him that he should write *something” in monthly
numbers to serve as a vehiole for certain plates to be
exeentod by the comic draughtsman, Mr. B. Seymour;
and either the publishers or the artist suggested as a kind
of leading notion, theides of & *“Nimrod Club  of unlucky
sportsmen. The proposition was et Dickens’ snggestion
8o modified that the plates were *{o arise naturally out of
the text,” the range of the latier being left open fo him.
This explains why the rather artificial machinery of a club
was maintained, and why Mr. ‘Winkle's misfortunes by
flood and field hold their place by the side of the philan.
thropical meanderings of Mr, Pickwick and the amorous
experiences of Mr. Tupman. An criginal was speedily
found for the pictorial presentment of the hero of the
hook, and a felicitows name for him soon suggested
iteelf,. Only a single number of the serial bad appeared
when Mr. Soymour’s own hand put an end to his
lifa. It is well known that smong the applicanis
for the vacant offiee of illustrator of the Prckwick
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Papers wea Thackeray—the senior of Dickens by a
fow months—whose style as a draoghtsman would
have been mingularly unsuited fo {he sdventures
snd the gailera of Mr Pickwick, Finally, in no
altogether propitious hour for wome of Dickens’ hooks,
Mr. Hablot Browne (* Phiz”) was chosen as illustrator,
Bome happy hite—such as the figure of Mr. Micawber
—apart, the illustrations of Dickens by this avtist, though
often both imaginative and effective, are apt, on the one
hand, to obscure the author’s fidelity fo natnre, and on
the other, to intenaify his unveality, Oliver Twist, like
the Skelches, was illustrated by Georgs Cruikshank, a
penoil humourist of no common ealibre, but as a rule
ugly with the whale virtuous intention of his heark
Dickens himself was never so well satisfied with any
illustrator ss with George Cattermole (alizs * Kiften-
moles ), & connexion of hia by marriage, who co-operated
with Hablot Browne in Masler Humphrey's Olock ; in his
latest works he resorted to the aid of younger artiste,
whose reputation has since justified his confidenca, The
most congenial of the pictorial infterpreters of Dickens, in
hia brightest and froshest humour, waa his valued Iriend
John Leech, whose services, together occasionally with
those of Doyla, Frank Stone, and Tenniel, as well as
of bis faithful Stanfield and Maclise, he secured for his
Christmas books,

The Pickwick Papers, of which the issue was com-
pleted by the end of 1837, brought in to Dickens
a large sum of money, and affer a time a handsome
annusl income. On the whole this has remained
the most general favourite of all his books, Yet if
is mot for this reason omnly that Pechwick defies
criticiem, but alse because the ecircumsiances umder
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which the hook was begun and cexriod on make it pre.
posterous to judge it by canons applieable to ita author's
aubsequent fictions. As the serial proceeded, the interest
which was o be divided befween the inserted tales
some of which bave real merit, and the framework, was
abgorbed by the latter. The rise in the style of the book
oan almost he measured by the change in the treatment
of its chief character, Mr. Pickwick himself. In a later
proface, Dickens endeavoured to illustrate this change by
the analogy of real life. The fruth of conrse is, that it
was only a8 the author proceeded that he recognised tha
capabilities of the character, and hia own power of
making it, and his book with it, truly loveable as well
a8 lsughable. Thus, on the very same page in which
Mr, Pickwick proves himself a frue gentleman in his
leave-taking from Mr. Nupkins, fhere follows a little
bit of the idyll between Sam and the pretty house-
mepid, written with a delicacy that could hardly have
been suspected in the chronicler of the experiences of
Miss Jemima Evana or of Mr, Angustus Cooper. In the
subsoquent pert of the main narrstive will be found
exomplified nearly all the variefies of pathos of which
Dickens was afterwards so repeatedly to prove himself
master, more especially of eonrse in those prison scenes
for which some of our older novelists may have furnished
him with hints, Even that subile epecies of humour is
not wanting which is content to miss ite effect with the
less attentive reader; as in this passage concerming the
ruined cobblers confidences to Sam in the Hleet:

The oobbler paused to sscertain what affoct his story hed pro-
duced on Hem ; bat Andimg that he had dropped sslesp, knooked
the sshes out of his pipe, sighed, put it down, drew the bedelothes
over his head, and went to slesp too.



Goldsmith himeelf eounld not have put more of pathos
and mote of ireny info a single word.

But it mey seem out of place to dwell upon details
snch s this in view of the broad and universally
acknowledged comic effects of this masterpisee of English
humonr. Its many genuinely comie characters are as
broedly marked as the heross of the least refined of
gporting novels, and as frue fo nature as the most
elaborated products of Addison’s art. The author's
humour is certainly nob one which eschews simple
in favour of sabile means, or which iz averse from
oocasional desipience in the form of the wildest farce
Mrs, Leo Hunter'’s garden party—or rather * public break-
fast "—at The Den, Eatanawill ; Mr. Pickwick’s nocturnal
descont, through thres gooseberry bushes and a roce-iree,
upon the virgin aoil of Miss Tomking’ establishmenf for
young ladies; the supplice d'un homme of Mr. Pott;
Mr. Weller junior's loveletter, with notes and comments
by Mr. Weller senior, and Mr, Weller senior’s own letter
of affliction writter by somebody elze; the footmen's
*swarry ¥ at Bath, and Mr, Bob Sawyer's bachelors’ party
in the Borough ;—all these and many other scenes and
passages have in them that jovial element of exaggeration
which nobody mistakes and nobody resents. ‘Whose duty
is it to check the volubility of Mr. Alfred Jingle, or to
weigh the heaviness, guof libras, of the Fat Boy91 Every-
one is conscious of the fact that in the eontagions high
spirits of the anthor lies one of the chief charms of the
book. Not, however, that the effect produeed is obtained
without the assistance of a very vigilant art, Nowhere ia
this more apperent than in the character which is upon
the whole the most brilliant of the many brilliant
additions whieh the author made fo his original group of
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personages. If there is nothing so humorous in the book
as Sam Weller, neither js there in it anything more
patheiic than the relstion betweon him and his master,
As for Bam Weller's style of speech, seant justice was
done fo it by Mr. Pickwick when he observed to Job
Trotter, “my man is in the right, although his mode of
expressing his opinjon is somewhat homely, and ocoasion-
ally incomprehensible,” The fashion of Sam’s gmomie
philosophy ia at least as old ns Theocritus;' bub the
epecial impress which he has given to it is his own, rudely
foreshadowed perhaps in some of the apophthegms of his
father. Incidental Sam Wellerisms in Ofiver Terist
and Nicholae Nickleby show how enduring a hold the
whimasical fancy had taken of its creator. For the rest,
the freshness of the book continues the same to the end ;
and farcical a8 are some of the closing scenes—those,
for instance, in which & chorms of coachmen eitends the
movements of the elder Mr. Weller—there ia even here
no straining after effect. An exceplion might perhapa be
found in the catestrophe of the Bhepherd, which ia
coarsely contrived; but the fun of the character is in
itself neither illegitimate nor mnwholesome. It will be
observed below that it is the eonstant harping on the same
string, the repeated picturing of professional preachers of
religion as groes and greasy scoundrels, which in the end
becomes offensive in Dickens.

On the whole, no hero has ever more appropriately
bidden farewell o his labours than Mr. Pickwick in the
words which he nttered at the table of the ever-hospitable
Mr. Wardle at the Adelphi.

1 Bes Idyll, xv.77. Thin discovery ia not my own, but that of
the Iaste Dr. Donsldson, who used to tramslate the passage
aocordingly with great gusto,
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¥T shall nover regrot,” said Mr, Pickwiock in & low voioe, “1
#ball never regret having devoted the greater part of two years
to mixing with different varietise and shades of human charaater ;
frivolons aa my purruif of novelty may appeer to many. Nearly
the whols of my previous life having been devoied to business
and the puramit of wealth, namerous scenes of which I had no
previous conveption have dawned upon me—1 hope to the enlarge-
ment of my mind, and to the improvement of my wnderstanding.
I? T have done but Lttle good, T truat I have done loss harm, and
that none of my adventures will be other than s source of
gmuxing and pleasant recolleotion to me in the decline of life,
God bless you all.”

Of course Mr. Pickwick “filled and drained s bumper”
to the sentiment. Indeed, it ¢ mmoweth™ in thia book “of
meat and drink.” Wine, ale, and brandy abound thers,
and viands to which ample justice iz invariably done—
even, under Mr. Tupman’s heartrending circumatances at
the (now, alas1 degenerate) Leather Bottle. Something
of this is due to the times in which the work was com-
posed, and to the class of readers for which we may
suppose it in the first instance fo have been infended;
but Dickens, though a temperate men, loved the parapher-
nalin of good cheer, besides cherishing the sssociations
which are inseparable from it. At the same time, there is
8 little too much of it in the Pickwick Papers, however
well its presence may consort with the geniality which
pervadea them. It is difficult to tum any page of the
book without chancing on one of those supremely
felicitoua phrasea in the ready mintage of which Dickens
at all times excelled, But its chief attraction liss in the
spirit of the whole— that apirit of trme humour, which
calls forth af once merriment, good will, and charity,

In the year 1838, which the eommencement of the
Pickwick Papers has made memorable in the history of
English literature, Dickens was alroady in the fall tide of
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authorship. In ¥obruary, 1837, the second number of
Beniley's Miscaliany, & new monthly magavine which he
had undertalren fo odif, contained the opening chapters
of his story of Oliver Twisl. Shortly before this, in
Septembar and December, 1836, he had easayed two of
the logst ambitious branches of dramatic authorship,
The acting of Harley, an admirable dry comedian, gave
some vitality to The Strange Gentleman, a “comic bur
letta,” or fares, in two acts, founded upon the tale in
the Skefches called The Qreat Winglebury Duel, It ran
for seventy nighiz at Drury Lane, and, in its anthor's
opinion, was “the best thing Harley did.” Buat the
adaptation has no special feature distingnishing it from the
original, unless it be the effective bustle of the opening,
The Village Cogquetles, an operetta ropresented at the
8t. James's Theatrs, with music by Hullah, was an
equally unpretending effort. In this piece Herley took
one parb, that of “a very small farmer with a very large
circle of intimate friends,” and John Parry made his
début on the London stage in snother. To quote any of
the songs in this operstta would be very unfair to Dickens,!
He was not at all depressed by the unfavourable criticiama
which were passed upon his libretto, and ageinst which
he had to sst the round declaration of Braham, that
there had been “no such musie since the daya of Sheil,
and no euch piece sincs The Duenna.” As time went
on, however, he became anything but proud of his
juvenile productions as a dramatist, and strongly ohjected
to their revival, His third and last attempt of this kind,

1 ¥or operas, as a form of dramadic entertainment, Dickens
geema afterwards to have enterteined a strong contempt, such ag,
indeed, it iv difficult for any man with & gense of humonr whelly
to avoid.
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a farce called The Lamplighter, which he wrote for Covent
Garden in 1838, was never scted, having been withdrawn
by Macready’s wish ; and in 1841 Dickens converted it
into a story printed among the Pic-Nie Papers, a collection
gonarously edited by him for the benefit of the widow
and children of a publisher towsrds whom he had little
cause for personal gratitude, His friendship for Macready
kept alive in him for some time the desire to write &
comedy worthy of so distinguished an actor ; and, ascord-
ing to his wont, he had even chosen heforchand for the
piece a name which he was nol to forget—No Thorough-
Jare, But the genius of the age, an influence which is
often stronger than personal wishes or inclinations,
diverted him from dramatic compesition., He would
have been equally unwilling to see mentioned among
his literary works the Life of Grimaldi, which he merely
edited, and which must be numbered among forgotten
memorisls of forgotten grestmess.

To the esrlier part of 1838 belong one or two other
publications, which their anthor mever cared to reprint,
The first of thess, however, a short pamphlet entitled
Sunday under Thres Heads, is not without a certain
biographical interagt, This litile book was written with
immediate reference to a bill # for the better observance of
the Sabbath,” which the House of Commons had recently
thrown out by a small majority ; and its special purpose
waa the advocany of Sunday excursions, and harmless
Eunday amusements, in lien of the alternate gloom
snd drunkenness distinguishing what Dickens called a
London Sunday as ¢ 5. His own love of fresh air and
brightnesa intensified bis hatred of a formalism which
shuta its ears to argnment. In the powerfel picture of a
Sunday evening in London, “ gloomy, close, and stals,”
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which he afterwarda drew in ILdifls Dorrif, he almoat
sooms to hold Sabbatarianism and the weather responsible
for one amother. When he sfterwards paw = Parisian
Bunday, he thought it “not comfortable,” so that, like
othera who hate bigotry, he may perhaps have come fo
recognise the diffieulty of arranging an English Sunday as
it might be made. On the other hand, he may have
remembered his youthful fancy of the good clergyman en-
couraging a game of ericket after church, when thirty years
later, writing from Edinburgh, be playfully pictured
the counterpart of Sunday as Salbath bills would have it :
describing how “the usnal preparations are making for
the band in the open air in the afternoon, and the usual
pretty children (selected for that purpose), are at this
moment hanging gerlands round the Scott monument
preparsiory fo the innocent Sunday dan¢e round thab
edifice, with which fhe diversions invariably elose.”
The Sketches of Young Gentlemen, published in tho
same year, are little if at all in advance of ths earlier
Skectches by Boz, and were evidently written to oxder.
He finished them in precisely a forfnight, and noted in
his diary that “one hundred and {wenty-five pounds for
such & book, without any name to it, ia pretty well.”
The Skheiches of ¥oung Couples, which followed ea late as
1840, bave the advantage of a facetious introduetion,
puggested by Her Majeaty’s own announcement of her ap-
proaching marriage, Bui the life has long gone out of
these pleasantries, as it has from others of the same cast,
in which many a mirthful epirit, forced to coin its mirth
into money, hae ere now spent itseif,

It was the better fortune of Dickens to be able almost
from the first to keep nearly all his writings on a level
with his powers. He never made a bolder step forwards
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than when, in the vory midst of the produetion of Pickwick,
he began his first lony continmona story, tho Adveniures
of Oliver Twist, Those who have looked ab the MS, of
this famons novel will remember the vigour of the hand-
writing, and kow few, in eomparison with his later MBS,
are the additions and obliterations which it exhibits.
But here and thers the writing shows traces of excite-
wment; for the aunthor's heart was in his work, and
much of it, contrary to his later habit, was wrilten ab
night. No doubt ha was upheld in the lahour of anthor-
ship by something besides ambition and eonscionsness of
strength, Gliver Twist was cerfainly written with «a
purposs, and with one that was afterwarda avowed. The
author intended fo put before his readers— a0 long as
their spoach did not offend the ear ¥—a picture of « dregs
of life,” hitherto, as he believed, never exhibited by any
novelist in their loatheome reality. Yet the 0ld masters
of fiction, Fielding in particular, as well as the old master
of the brush whom Dickens cites (Hogarth), had not
ghrank from the path which their disciple now essayed,
Dickens, however, was naturally thinking of hizs own
generation, which hed already relished Paul Clifford, and
which waa not to be debarred from exeiting itself over
Jack Skeppard, begun before Oliver Terist had been com-
Pleted, and in the selisame magazine. Dickens’ purpose
was an honest and a preisoworthy one. But tho most
powerful and st the same tims the most loveable element
in his geniue suggested the silver lining to the cloud,
To that unfailing power of sympathy whish wss the main-
apring of both his most affecting and his most humorous
touches, we owe the redesming features in hia company of
orimingls ; not only the devotion and the heroism of
Rancy, but the irresistible vivacity of the Arifal Dodger,
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and the good-humour of Charley Bates, which moved
Talfourd to * plead as earnestly in mitigation of judgment *
agninet him as ever he had done * at the bar for any client
he most respected.” Other parts of the story were less
carefully tempered. Mr, ¥ang, the police-megistrate, ap-
pears to have been a rather hasty portraif of a living originel ;
and the whole picture of Bumbie and Bumbledom was
certainly a caricature of the working of the new Poor-
Lsaw, confounding the question of its merits and demerits
with that of its oecasional maladministration. O=n the
other hand, a vein of truest pathos runs through the whole
of poor Neney's story, and adds to the effect of a marvel-
lonsly powerfal eatestrophe. From Nancy’s interview
with Rose at London Bridge to the closing scenes, the
flight of Sikes, his death at Jacob’s Island, end the end of
the Jew, the action has an intensity rare in the literature
of the terrible. By the side of this genuine tragic forcs,
which perhape it would be easiest to parallel from some
of the *low"” domestic fragedy of the Elizabethans, tho
authors comic humour burst forth upon the world in a
varisty of entirely new types: Bumble and his pariner;
Nosh Claypole, complete in himself, but full of promise
for Uriah Heep; and the Jew, with all the pupils and
supporters of his establishment of technical education.
Undeniably the story of Oliver Twist also conteing much
that is arbificial and stilted, with much that is weak
and (the euthor of Endymion is to be thanked for
the word) “gushy.” Thus, all the Maylie acencs, down
to the last in which Oliver disereetly  glides” away
from the lovers, are barely endurable. But, whatever its
shorfoomings, Ofiver Tirist Temaine an albmosé vmigue
example of a youmg authors brilliant sucoess in an
enterprige of complete novelty and extreme diffioulty.
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Some of its situations continue to exercise their power
even, over readers already familiarly acquainted with
them; and some of its characters will live by the
gide of Dickens’ happiest and moat finished creations.
Even had a sapient critic been right who declared
during the progress of the story, that Mr. Dickens
appeared to have worked out “the particular vein of
humour which had hitherio yielded so much attractive
metal,” it would have been worked out {0 some purpose.
After making his readers merry with Pickwick, he had
thrilled them with Ofiver Twist; and by the one book
as by the other, he had made them think hetter of
mankind.

But neither had his vein been worked out, nor was his
hand content with a single task. In April, 1838, several
months before the completion of Oliver Tiwisf, the firsf
number of Nicholas Nickleby appeared ; and while engaged
upon the eomposition of these books he contributed to
Bentley's Miscellany, of which he retained the editorship till
the early part of 1839, several smaller articles, Of these, the
Mudfog Papershavebeenrecently thonght-worth reprinting ;
but even supposing the satire against the Association for
the Advancement of Everything to have not yet altogether
lost ite eavour, the fun of the day before yesterday
refuses to bo rovived. Nicholas Nickleby, published in
twenty numbers, was the labour of many months, but was
produced under so great a prees of work that during the
whole time of publication Diekens was never a single
number in advance. Yef, though not one of the most
perfect of his books, it is indisputably one of the most
thoroughly original, and signally illustrates the absurdity
of recent atfempts 2o draw a distinetion between the
imaginative romance of the past and the realistic novel of
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the present. Dickens was never so strong as when he pro-
duced from the real; and in this instance,—starting, no
doubt, with a healthy prejudice,—so carefully had he in-
spected the neighbourhood of the Yorkshire schools, of
which Dotheboya Hall was fo be held up as the infamous
type, that there soerns to bo no difficulty in identifying
the site of the very school itself ; while the Portamouth
Thestre is to the full as aceurate s study as the York-
ghire achoocl. Bo, again, as everyone knows, the Brothers
Cheeryble were real personages well known in Man.
chester,” where even the original of Tim Linkinwater still
survives in local remembrance. On the other hand, with
how conscious a etrength haa the author'’s imaginative
power uged and transmuted his materials: in the Squeers
family, cresting & group of imimitable grotesqueness; in
their humblest victim Smike giving one of his earliest
pictures of those outeasts whom he drew again and again
‘with such infinite tendernesa; and in Mr, Vincent Crammles
and hia company, ineluding the Phenomenon, establishing
B jest, but a kindly one, for all timea! In a third series
of episodes in thia book, it is universally agreed that
the wuthor has no less conspicuously failed. Dickens’
first attempt to picture the manmers and customs of the
aristocrncy cerfainly resulted in porfraying some very
peeuliar peoplae. Xord Frederick Verisopht, indesd—
who is allowed o redeem his cbaracter in the end—is
not without touches ressmbling maturs,

I take an interest, my lord,” said Mre, Wititterly, with & faint
smile; “guoh an interest in the drama.™

*Ye.g8, It's very intersating,” replied Lord Frederick.

“I'm always il after Bhakespenre,” said Mrs Wihtterly, “I

« W. and D, Grant Brothera bad their warehouse st the lower
end of Cannou Street, and their private house in Mosoly Stroet.
D
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soarcely exist the next day; I find the reaction so very great after
a tragedy, my lord, and Bhakespeare {s moh & delicioun croature.”
“ Yo-0a!” roplied Lord Frederick. ° Ho wan s clayver man."”

But 8ir Mulberry Hawk is a kind of scoundrel not
froquently met with in polite society; his henchmen
Pluck and Pyke have the air of # followers of Don John,”
and the enjoymenta of the *{rainers of young noblemen
sod gentlemen” at Hampton races, together with the
riotous debauch which precedes the catastrophe, seem
teken direct from the transpontine stage. The fact is
that Dickens waa here content to draw his vile sedueera
and wicked orgies, just as commonplece writers had
drawn them a thousand times before, and will draw them
a thousand fimos again. Much of the hero’s talk is of
the samo conventional kind. On the other hand, nothing
cotld be more genuine than the flow of fun in this book,
which finds its outlet in the most unexpected channels,
but nowhere 80 resistlessly aa in the inveriebrate talk of
Mrs, Nickleby, For her Forster discovered a literary pro-
fotype in @ character of Miss Austen’s; but even if
Mra. Nickleby was founded on Miss Bates, in Fmma,
she left her original far behind. Miss Bates, indeed, is
vorboss, roundabout, and parenthetic; but the widow
never deviates into coherence,

Nicholas Nickleby shows the comie genius of ita author
in full setivity, and should be read with something of
the buoyancy of spirit in which it was written, end not
with a callousness capable of seeing in 20 amueing a scamp
as Mz, Mantalini one of Dickens' “monstrous failures.”
At the same time this book displays the desire of the
author to mould his manner on the old models. The
vory title hes a savour of Smolleti about it ; the style hes
more than one reminiscence of him, as well as of Fielding
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snd of Goldsmith ; and the general method of the narrative
regembles that of our old noveliste and their Spanish and
French, predecessors. Partly for this resson, and partly,
ne doubt, because of the rapidity with which the atory
wag written, its construction is weaker than is usual even
with Dickens’ earlier works, Coincidences are repeatedly
employed to help on the action ; and the dénofinent, which,
beaides turning Mr, Squeers into & thief, reveals Ralph
Nickleby ne the father of S8mike, ia oppressively complete,
Ag to the practical aim of the novel, the anthor's word
must be taken for the fact thet ¢ Mr. Squeers and his
school were faint and feeble pictures of an existing
reality, purposely subdued and kept down lest they
ghould be deemed impossible.” The exposure, no doubt,
did good in its way, though perhaps Mr. Bqueers, in a
more or less modified form, has proved a tougher adversary
to overcome than Mrs. Gamp.

During these years Dickens was chiefly resident in the
modest Jocality of Doughty Street, whither he had moved
his household from the ¢ three rooms,” < three aforeys
high,” in Furnival's Inn, early in 1837, Ifwas not till the
ond of 1839 that he took up his abode, further west, in a
house which he came to like beat among all his London
habitations, in Devonshire Terracs, Regent’s Park, His
town life was, however, varied by long rustications at
Twickenham and at Petersham, and by sojourns at the sea-
side, of which he was a most consistent votary. He is
found in various years of his lifs at Brighfon, Dover, and
Bonchurch—where he liked his neighbours betler than
he liked the climate; and in later years, when he had
grown sccustomed to the Continent, he repeatedly do-
mesticated himeslf at Boulogne, But already in 1837
he had diseoversd the little seaside village, as it then

» 2
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way, which for many years afterwards became his
favourite holiday refreat, and of which he would be the
genius loci, even if he had not by a special description
immortalised Our English Watering-pluce. Broadstairs—
whose afterncon tranquillity even to this day is wndis-
turbed except by the Ethiopians on their tramp from
Margate t0 Remsgate—and its constant visitor, are thus
described in g lefter writian to an Amerigan friend in 1843 :
“This is a little fishing-place; intensely quiet; built
on a cliff, whereon—in the centre of a tiny semicircular
bay—our house stands ; the ses rolling and dashing under
the windows. Seven miles out are the Gioodwin Sands
(you've heard of the (Gloodwin Sande) whence foating
lights porpetually wink after dark, as if they were
carrying on intrigues with the servants. Aleo thereis e
big lighthouse called the Norih Foreland on & hill behind
the village, & severe parsomic light, which reprovea the
young and giddy floaters, and stares grimly out upon the
sea, Tnder the cliff are rare good sands, where all the
children asgemble every morning and throw up impassible
fortifications, which the sea throws down again at high
water. Old gentlomen and ancient ladies flirt after their
own manner in two reading-rooms and on s great many
seatierod seats in the open air. Other old gentlemen look
all day through telescopes and never see anything. In s
bay-window in a one-pair sits, from nine o’clock to one, &
gentleman with rather long hair and no neckeloth, who
writes and gring, as if he thought he were very funny
indeed. His name is Boz"

Not & fow housea at Broadstairs may bosst of having
been at one time or another inhabited by him and hia,
Of the long-desired ¥ort House, however, which local

parversenees iriemphantly points out as the original of
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Bleak House (no part even of Blaak House was written
thers, though part of David Copperfield was), he eould
not obtain posseseion till 1850, As like Bleak House as
it is like Chesney Wold, it stands at the very highest end
of the place, looking straight out to sea, over the liitle
harhour and its two colliers, with a pleasant sireich of
cornfields leading along the cliff towards the lighthomso
which Dickens promised Lord Carlisle should serve him
ag a night-light, Bot in 1837 Dickens was content with
narrower quarters. ‘The “long small procession of sons ”
and daughters had as yet only bagun with the birth of hia
eldest boy, His life was simple and full of work, and
oocagional seaside or country quarters, and now and then a
brief holiday tour, afforded the necessary refreshment of
change, Tn 1837 he made his firet short trip abroad, and
in the following year, accompanied by Me. Hablot Browne,
he spent & week of enjoyment in Warwickshire, noting
in his Remembrancer.: * Btratford ; Shakespeare; the birth-
place; visitors, seribblers, old woman {(guery whether she
knowz what Shakespeare did), ete.” Mesnwhile, among
his truest home enjoymenfs were his friendships. They
were few in number, moatly with men for whom, after he
had once taken them into his heart, he preserved a lifelong
regard. Chief of all these were John Forater and Daniel
Macline, the high-minded painter, o whom we owa a charn-
ing portraif of his friend in this youthful period of his life,
Losing them, he afterwards wrote when absent from
England, was “like losing my arma and legs, and dull
and tame I am without you.” Besides these, ho was at
this time on very friendly terms with William Harrison
Ainaworth, who succeeded him in the editorship of the
Miscellany, and concerning whom he exclaimed in his
Remembrancer » ¢ Ainaworth has a fine heart.” At the
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close of 1838, Dickens, Aingworth, and Forster constituted
themselves & club called the Trio, and afterwards the
Cerberus. Another name frequent in the Remembrancer
oatriea is thai of Telfoard, & generous friend, in whom, aa
Dickens finoly said after his death, “ the szecess of other
men made 28 litfle change as hia own,” All these, together
with Stanfield, the Landseers, Douglas Jerrold, Macready,
and others less known to fame, were among the friends
and asaociates of Dickens’ prime. The letters, foo, remain-
ing from this part of Dickens' life, have all the same
tone of unaffected framkness, With some of his intimats
friends he had his established epistolary jokes. Stan-
field, the great marine painter, he pertinaciously trested
88 & “very ealt” correspondent, communieations to
whom, as te 8 “block-resving, main-bress-splicing, lead-
heaving, ship-conning, stun’sail-bending, deck-swabbing
son of & seacook,” needed garnishing with the obscurest
technicalitien and strangest catha of hiz element. (It is
touching to twrn from these friendly buffooneries to a
letter written by Dickena meny years afterwards—in 1867
—and mentioning a visit to “ poor dear Stanfield,” when
" it wag clear that the shadow of the end had fallen on
kim. . . . It happened well that I had seen, on a wild day
at Tynemouth, o remarkable sea effect, of which T wrote a
deseription to him, end he had kept it ander his pillow.”)
Mpncready, after his retirement from the stage, is bantered
on the seore of his juvenility with a pertinacity of fun
recalling similar whimsicalities of Charles Lamb'a; or the
jest is changed, and the great London actor in his rural
retreat is depieted in the character of a country gentleman
eirange to the wicked ways of the town. .As in the ease
of many delightful letter-writers, the charm of Dickens
aa a correspondent vanishes 8o scon as he becomes self-
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consoious. Even in his letéers to Lady Blessington snd
Mra. Watson, a striving after offoct ia at times perceptible ;
the homage rendered to Lord John Russell is not offered
with a light hand; on the contrary, when writing to
Douglas Jerrold, Dickens ia occasionally so intent upon
proving himself a sound Radical that his vehamnnoa al]
but passes into a shriek.

In these sarly years, at all events, Dmkem was happy
in the society of his chosen friends, Hia favourite amuse-
ments were & oountry walk or ride with Forster, or a
dinner at Jack Straw’s Castle with him and Macliss,
He was likewise happy at home. Here, however, in
the very innermost circle of hia affections, ha had fo
guffer the first great persomal grief of his life. His
younger sisterin-law, Mies Mary Hogarth, had seceom.
panied him and his wife into their new abode in
Doughty Street, and here, in May, 1837, she died, ab
the early age of seventesn. No sorrow seems ever to have
touched the heart and possessed the imagination of Charles
Dickens like that for the loas of this dearly-loved girl,
“ young, beautiful, and good.” “I can solemnly say,” he
wrote to her mother a fow months after her death, *that,
waking or aleeping, I have never Iost the recollection of
our hard frial and sorrow, and I feel that I never shall.”
“If,” ran part of hia firat entry in the Diary which he
bagan on the first day of the following year, % she were
with 18 now, the ssme winning, happy, amiable com-
panion, sympathising with all my thoughts snd feslings
more than anyone I knew ever did or will, I think T
should have nothing to wish for but a continuance of such
happiness. But she is gone, and pray God I may one day,
through His mercy, rejoin her.” It waa mot till, in after
years, it became necessary to abandon the project, that he
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ceased to cherish the intention of heing buried by heor side,
and through life the memory of her haunted him with
strange vividness, At the Niagara Falls, when the spactacle
of Natare in her glory had prodaced in him, as he deseribes
it, a wondrously tranguil and happy peace of mind, he
longed for the presence of his dearest friends, and “I was
going to add, what wounld I give if the dear girl, whose
ashes lie in Kenaal (reen, had lived to come so far along
with us; buf she has been here meny times, I donbt nof,
since her swoet face faded from my earthiy sight.” After
she died,” he wrote to her mother in May, 1843, «I
drenmod of her every night for many weeks, and always
with g kind of quiet happiness, which became so pleasant
to me that I never Iay down at night without a hope of
the vision coming back in one ghape or other. And so it
did.” QOnece he dresmt of her, when travelling in York-
shire ; and then, after an interval of many months, as he
lay aslesp one might at Genoa, it seemed o him as if her
epirit visited him and spoke to him in words which he
afterwards precisely remembered, when he had awaked,
with the teara running down his face, He never forgot
her, and in the year before he died, he wrote to his friend :
¢ She is g0 much in my thoughts at all times, especially
when I am successful, and have greatly prospered in any-
thing, that the recollection of her is an essential part of
my being, snd is as inseparable from my existonce as the
beating of my heartiz!” In a word, she was the object
of the one great imaginative passion of his life. Many
have denied that there is any likenese to nature in the
fietitious figure in which, according fo the wont of imagi-
native workers, he was irresistibly impalled to embody the
sentiment with which ghe inapired him ; but the sentiment
itaelf became part of his nature, and part of his hisfory.
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When in writing the Old Curiosily Shop he approached
the death of Little Nell, he ehrank from the tagk, * Dear
Mary died yesterday, when I think of this sad story.”
The Old Cturticeity Shop has long been freed from the
encumbrances which originally smrrounded it, and thers
ig little except biographical interest in the half-forgotien
history of Master Humphrey's Clock. TEarly in the year
1840, his auccees and confidence in his powers induced him
to wndertake an illustrated weekly journal, in which he
depended aolely’on his own name, and, in the first inatanee,
on his own efforts, aa a writer, Soch was his trust in his
versatility, that he did not think it necessary even to open
with & epontinuous story. Perhaps the popularily of the
Pickiwick Papers encouraged him to adopt thetime-honoured
device of wrapping up ssveral tales in one. In any case,
his framework was in the present instance too elaborate to
takehold of the publicmind, while the characters introduced
into it possessad little or nothing of the freshnees of their
models in the Tatler snd the Speefator. In order to
reinforce Master Humphrey, the deaf gentleman, and the
other original members of his benevolent conclave, he
hereupon resorted to s natural, but none the less unhappy,
expedient. Mr. Pickwick was revived, together with
Sam Weller and his parent; and a Weller of the third
generation was brought on the stage in the person of
a precocious four-year-old, “ standing with his Iiftle legs
vory wide apart a8 if the top-boots were familiar to
them, and aectually winking upon the hounsekeeper with
his infant eye, in imitation of his grandfather” A
laugh may have been raised at the time by this attempt,
from which, howaver, every true Pickwickian must have
turned eadly away. Nor was there much in the other
contents of these early numbers to meke up for the dis-
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appointment. As therefore neither * Mastor Humphrey's
Clock ” nor *Mr, Weller's Watch” scemed to promise
any lasting succees, it was prudently determined that the
story of the Old Curiosity Shop, of which the firat portion
had appeared in the fourth number of the periodieal, ehould
run on confinuously ; and when this had been finighed,
a very short “link ” sufficed to introdees another story,
Baraaby Rudge, with the close of which Master Humphrey's
Clock likewise stopped.

In the Old Quriosity Shop, though it abounda in both
grotesquely terrible and hoiaterously laughable effects, the
keynote ia that of an idyllic pathos. The sense of this
takes hold of the reader at the very outssi, as he lingers
over the picture, with which the first chapter coneludes, of
little Nell asleep through the solitary night in the ecuriosity-
dealer's warehouss. It retaine possession of him as he
ascompanies the innocent heroine through her wander-
ings, pausing with her in the churchyard where all ia quiet
save the cawing of the satirical rooks, or in the school-
master's cottage by the open window, through which is
borne upon the evening air the distant hum of the boys
at play upon the green, while the poor schoolmaster holds
in his hand the small cold one of the litile scholar that
haa fallen agleep. Nor is it absent to the last when Nell
heraself lies at rest in her littla hed. “Her little bird—a
poor elight thing the pressure of a finger would have
crushed—was stirring nimbly in its cage ; and the strong
heart of ite child-mistress was mute and motionless for
ever.” The hand whick drew Little Nell afterwards
formed other figures not less affacting, but none ep
osaentinlly poetie, Like many such cheracters, this
requires, for its full appreciation, a certain tension of the
mind ; end those who will not, or cannot, pasa in some
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measure out of themselves, will he likely to tire of the con-
ception, or to declare it execution artificial. Curionsly
enough, not only was Liitle Nell a favourite of Landor, a
poet and critie utterly averse from merefricious art, but she
alio deeply moved the sympathy of Lord Jeffrey, who at
least knew his own mind, and spoke it in both praise and
blame. As already stated, Dickens only with diffieulty
brought himself to carry his story to its actmal issue,
thongh it is hard to belicve that he could ever have
intended & different close from that which he gave to
it, His whole heart was in the story, nor could he have
consoled himself by means of an ordinary happy ending.
Dickens’ comic humour never flowed in a pleasanter vein
than in the OId Curiosity Shaop, and nowhere has it a more
exquisite element of pathos in it. The shock-headed,
red-cheeked Kit is one of the earliest of those ungainly
figures who gpeedily find their way into our affections—
the odd family to which Mr. Toots, Tom Pineh, Tommy
Traddles, and Joe Gargery alike belong, But the triumph
of this serio-comic form of art in the OId Quriosity Shop
is to be found in the later experiences of Dick Swiveller,
who seoms at firat merely & more engaging sample of the
Bob Sawyer species, but who ends by endearing himself
to the most thoughtless laugher. Diek Swiveller and his
protegee have gained a lasting place among the favourite
characters of English fiction, and the privations of the
Marchicness have posaibly had a result which would have
been that most coveted by Dickens-—thatof helping towards
the better treatment of a olass whose lot is among the duast
and ashes, too often very bitter ashes, of many households.
Besides these, the story containg a variety of ineidental
characters of a class which Dickens never grew weary
of drawing from the lifs. Meesrs, Codlin, Short, and
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Company, and the reet of the itinerant showmen, seem to
have come straight from the most real of country fairs;
and if ever a froups of comediang deserved pity on their
wandaringa throngh & callons world, it was the most
diverting and the most dismal of all the mountsbanks
that gathersd round the stew of tripe in the kitchen of
The Jolly Ssndboye—Jerry’s performing dogs,

#“Your people don’t usually travel in charecter, do they?’
enid Bhort, pointing to the drosses of the doge. * It muat come
expenive if they do."

" No,” replied Jerry, *'no, it's not the costom with ne. Bob
wo've been playing a little on the road to.day, and we eome ont

with  new wardrobe st the races, so I didn’s think it worth while
to stop to undress, Down, Pedro!™

In addition to these public servants we have a purveyor
of diversion—or instruction—of an altogether different
stamp. “Does the caravan look as if i know'd emi”
indignantly demands the proprietress of Jarley’s waxwork,
when asked whether ghe is acquainted with the men of
the Punch show. 8he too is drawn, or moulded, in the
author's most exuberant style of fun, together with her
company, in which “all the gentlemen wers very pigeon-
breasted and very blue about the beards, end sll tha
lndies were miraculous figures; and all the ladies and
all the gentlemen were locking intensely mowhere, and
staring with extraordinary earnestness st nothing,”

In contrast with thess genial produets of observation
and homour stand the grotesquely hideous personages
who play important parts in the machinery of the story,
the vicicus dwarf Quilp and the monstrons virago
Bally Brass, The former is among the most successful
attempts of Dickens in a direction which waes full of
danger for him, as it is for all writers; the malevolent
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little demon is eo blended with his surroundings—the
description of which forms ome of the authors most
telling pictures of the lonely foulnessas of the riverside,
—{that his life seema natural in itsa way, and his death
o most appropriate ending to it. Sally Brass, “whose
sceomplishments were all of z masenline and stricily
logal kind,” is leas of a caricature, and not without a
humoroualy redeeming point of fominine weakmess; yot
the end of her and her brother is deseribed at the close of
the book with almost tragie earncstness, On the whols,
though the poetic sympathy of Dickens when he wrote
this book was absorbed in the eharsctor of his heroine,
yet his genius rarely assertod iteelf after a more diversified
fashiom,

Of Barnaby Rudge, though in my opinion an excellent
book after ite kind, I may speak mors briefly. With the
exception of 4 Tale of Two Cifies, it was Dickens’ only
sttempt in the historical movel. In the earlier work
the relation between the foreground and background of
the story is skilfully contrived, and the eolouring of the
whole, withous any elaborate aftempt st sccurate fidelity,
has a generally troe and harmonioua effect. With the
help of her portrait by a painter (Mr. Frith) for whose
picturea Dickens had a grest liking, Dolly Vardem
has justly taken hold of the popular fancy as a
charming type of a pretty girl of s century ago. And
aome of the local descriptions in the early pert of the
book are hardly less plessing: the Temple in summoer,
a8 it was before the cherm of Fountain Court was
destroyed by it guardians; and the picturesque comforta
of the Maypols Inn, deseribed beforehand, by way of
contrast to the desecration of its ceniral sanctuary, The
intrigue of the story ia fairly inferesting in iteelf, and
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the gentlemanly villain who plays s principal part in it,
though, as usnal, over-elaborated, is drawn with more
skill than Dickens useally displaye in such characters.
After the wain intereet of the book has passed to the
historieal action of the George Gordon riots, the sfory
ptill retaine ita coherence, and, & few minor im-
probabilities apart, is succesafully conducted to its close.
No hiatorical novel can altogether avoid the banalities
of the species; and though Ilickens, like all the world,
bad his lasugh st the lste Mr. G. P. R. James, he
is constrained to introduca the historieal hero of the
tale, with his confidentinl adviser, and his stftendant,
in the familiar guise of three horsemen. As for Lord
George Gordon himeelf, and the riots of which the respon-
gibility remains inssparable from his trhappy memory,
the representation of them in the novel sufficiently aceords
both with poetic probebility and with historical fact, The
poor lord’s evil genius indeed, Gashford-—whe has no
historical original—iries the reader's semse of verisimili-
tude rather hard; such converts are uncommon except
among approvers, The Protestant hangman, on the other
hand, has some elight historical warranty ; but the leading
part which he is made to play in the riots, and his reso-
lution to go any lengths ““in support of the great Protestant
principle of hanging,” overshoot the mark, It cannot be
said that there in any substantisl cxzsggerstion in the
description of the riots; thus, the burning of the great
distiller’s house in Holbom is a well-authenticated fact;
and there is abundant vigour in the narrative. Repetition
is unavoidable in freating such a theme, but in Barnaby
Rudge it is not rendered lees endurable by menmerism,
nor puffed out with rhetorie

One very famous charmeter in this story was, as pamon-
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ages in historieal novels often are, made up out of two
originals.* This was Grip the Raven, who, after secing
the idiot hero of the tale safe through his adveniures,
resumed his addresses on the suhject of the kettle to
the horees in the stable ; and who, “ss he was a mers
infant when Barnaby was gray, has very probably gone
on talking to the present time.” In a latér preface to
Barnaby Rudge, Dickens, with infinite humonr, related
his experionces of the two originale in question, and how
he had been ravenless aince the mournful death before
the kitchen fire of the second of the pair, the Grip of
actusl life. This ocourred in the house at Devonshire
Terrace, into which the family had moved two years
before (in 1839),

As Dickens’ fame advanced, his circle of acquaini-
snces wad nDecesearily widened; and in 1841 he was
invited fo visit Edinburgh, and to receive there the first
great tribute of public recognition which had been paid
fo him. He was entertained with great enthusisam af a
public banquet, voted the freedom of the city, snd so
overwhelmed with hospitalities that, notwithstanding Lis
frank pleasure in these honours, he was glad to make his
epcape at lmat, and refreshed himself with & tour in fhe
Highlands., These excitements may have intengified in
him a desire which had for some time been active in his
mind, and which in any case would have been kept alivo
by an ingessant serics of invitations. He bad signed an

* Agthere i8 hardly a charscter in the whalo world of fiction
and the drams without some sort of a literary predecessor, so
Dickens may have derived the firgt notion of Grip from the raven
Ralpho—likewise the property of an {diet—who frightened
Roderick Random and Birap ont of their wita, and into the
belief that he wae the persouage Grip mo persistently declared
himself to be.
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agreement with his publishera for a new book before thia
desire took the shape of an actual resolution. There i no
great difficulty in understanding why Dickens made up
his mind to go to America, and thes to interrupt for the
moment & course of life and work which was fast leading
him on to great heights of fame and fortune. The
guestion of internstional copyright alone would hardly
have induced him to cress tho ecas, Probahly he felt
instinetively that to eee men and eities was part of the
training as well as of the recreation which hiz genius re-
quired. Dickens was by nature one of those artists who
when at work always long to be in sympathy with their
publie, and fo know it to be in sympathy with them.
And hitherto he had not met more than part of his publie
of readers face to face.



CHAPTER III,

STRANGH LANDS.
18421847,

A JOURNEY across the Atlantic in midwinter is no child’s-
play even at the present day, when, bad though their
paesage may have been, few peopls would venture to
confess doubts, as Dickens did, concerning the safety of
such & voyage by steam in heavy weather. The travellers
—ifor Dickena was accompanied by bis wife—had an
exceplionally rough crossing, the horrors of which he
has described in his American Notes. His powers of
observation were alive in the midst of the lethargy
of ses-sickness, and when he could not watch others
he found enough amusement in watching himself A%
last, on January 28th, 1842, they found themsslves
in Boaton harbour, Their stay in the United States
lagted about four months, during which time they
saw Boston, Naw York, Philadelphia, Baltimore, Wash-
ington, Richmond, Cincinnati, 8t Lounis, Chicago, and
Buffalo. Then they passed by Niagara into Canada, and
after a pleasant visit to Montreal, diversified by private
theatricals with the officers thers, were safe at home again
in July.

Dickena hed met with an enthusiestic welcome In every
part of the States where ke had not gons out of the way

B
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of it; in New York, in particular, he had been 8ted,
with a fervour unigue even in the history of American,
enthusiasms, under the resounding title of *the Guest of
the Nation.” Still, even this imposed no moral obligation
upon him to take thoe advice tendered $0 him in America,
and to avoid writing abont that counfry—* we are so very
guepicions,” On the other hand, whatever might be his
indignation at the obetinate unwillingnass of the American
public ¢ be moved a hair's-breadth by his championship
of the cause of infernational copyright, this failure could
not, in & mind so ressonable as his, have ontweighed the
remembrance of the kindnesa shown to him and to his
fame, But the truth ssems fo be that he had, if not at
firat, at least very speedily, taken a dislike to Americah
waye which proved foo atrong for him fo the last. In
strangs lands, most of all in a country which, like the
United 8tates, ia not in the least ashamed to be what it is,
fravellers are necessarily af the outset strnck by delails;
and Dickens’ habit of minute ohservation was ceriain
not to leb him lose many of them, He wae neither long
enough in the country to study very closely, nor was it
in his way to ponder very deeply, the problems invelved
in the existence of many of the institutioms with which
he found fauwlt. Thus, he was indignant at the sight of
glavery, and even ventured to " tell & piece of his mind #
on the subject to & Judge in the South ; but when, twenty
years later, the grest siruggle came, at the roct of which
this question lay, his sympathies were with the cause of
disunion and slevery in its conflit with the “mad and

x After dining et a party inolading the son of an eminent
man of letters, ha notos in his Remembranesr that he fonnd the
groat man's son © decidedly lnmpigh,” and sppends the reflexion :
“ Copyrights need be heveditary, for genius im't.”
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villaihous ¥ Notth. In short, his knowledge of America
and its affairs wis gained in such s way and under euch
cireitmetances as to etifitle him, if he whoss, to speak to
the vaet publie which he commanded as en asuthor, of men
and manners as observed by him ; but he had no right to
jodge the destinies and denounce the chataeter of & gieat
people on evidence gathered in the cotirse of 4 holidsy tonr.

Nar, indeed, did the American Nofes, published by
him afier his return home, furnish shy serions ocasuse
of offence. Imn an inttoductory chapter, which wes ju-
dieiously suppressed, he had taken credit for the book aa
nbt heving “a grain of any polifical ingtedient in Its
whole composition.” Indeed, the contents were rather
disappointing from their meagrohess, The author showsd
good taste in eschewing all referenee to his personal
recoption, and good judgment in leaving the vopyright
question undiscussed. Bub though his descrlptions were
a8 vivid a8 usual—whether of the amsll steamboat, “ of
about half a pony power,” on the Connecticut river, or
of the dismal scensry on the Mississippi, ** great father of
rivers, who (praise be to Heaven) has no young children
like him " —and thoagh some of the fignre-sketches were
touched off with the happiest of hands, yet the public,
oven in 1842, was desirvus to learn something more about
Amerien than this, It is true that Dickens had, with his
usual consclentiousness, examined and deseribed various
interesting paublic ipstitutions in the Btates—prisons,
sayluina, and the like; but the book was mob a vary full
one ; it was hardly anything but a sketch-book, with more
humour, but with infinitely less poetic epirit, than the
Sketeh-book of the illustrious American author, whose
friendship had been ohe of the chief personal gaine of
Dickene' journsy.

E 2
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The American Notes, for which the letters o Forster
had furnished ample materials, were published in the year
of Dickens’ return, afier he had refreshed himself with &
merry Cornish trip in the company of his old friend, and
his two other intimates, * 8tanny ™ and “Mac.” But he
had not come homs, as he had not gone out, to be idle.
On the first day of the following year, 1843, appeared the
first nomber of the story which was fo furnish the real
easus diseriminis between Dickens end the enemies, as
well no doubt as & very large proportion of the friends,
whom he had left behind him across the water, The
American scenes in Martin Chuzslewit did not, it is trae,
begin till the fifth number of the story; mor is if
probable from the nceounts of the sale, which was much
emaller than Dickens bad expected, that these par-
ticular episodes at firsk produced any strong feeling in the
English public. But the merita of the hook gradually
obtained for it a popularity at home which has been
eurpassed by that of but one or two other of Dickens’
works; and in proportion to this popularity was the
effect oxorcised by its American chapters. What that
effect has been, it wonld be hypacrisy to question.

Dickens, if iz very clear, had been unable to resiat the
temptation of at once drawing upon the vest addition to
his literary eapital as a humourist, That the satire of
many of the American scenes in Marfin Chuelewit iy, as
satire, mot less true than {elling, it needs but a small
acquaintance with American journalism and oratory even at
the present day to perceive; and the heartrending history
of Eden, as a type of some of the settlements “vaunted
in Fogland ue & mine of (GGolden Hope,” at least had the
warrant of something more than hearsay and a look in
paassing. Nor, as hag already been obeerved, would it have
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been in accordancs either with homan nature, or with the
fitness of things, had Dickens allowed his welcome in
America t0 become fto him (as he termed it in the
suppressed Preface to the Noles) “an iron muszzle dis-
guised beneath a flower or two.” Buf the frankness, to
say the least, of the mirror into which he now invited
his late hosta ¢ gaze, was not likely to produce
grateful complimente fo its presenter, nor was the effect
softened by the despatch with which this souvenir of
the “guest of the nation” was pressed upon its atten-
tion. No doubt it wonld have been easy to refiect that
only the evil, not the good, sides of social life in Ameriea
were held np fo derision and contempt, and that an
honourable American journalist had no more reason to
resent the portraiture of Mr. Jefferson Brick than a
virtuous English paferfamilizs had to quarrel with that
of Mr. Pecksniff. Unfortunstely, offence is usually taken
where offence is meant ; and there can be Iittle doubt ne
to the gnémue with which Dickens had written. Only twe
months after landing at Boston Dickens had declared fo
Maeready, that *“however mueh he liked the ingredients
of this great dish, he could not but eay thet the dish itaeli
went against the grain with him, and that he didn't like
it.” It was not, and could not be, pleasant for Americans
to find the * New Fork Sewer, in its twelfth thousand,
with a whole column of New Yorkers to be shown np, and
all their names printed,” introdueed as the first expression
of “the bubbling passions of their country;” or to be
certified, apropos of a conversation among American
# gontlemen ” after dinner, that dollars, and dollers only,
" at the risk of honesty and honour, filled theirsouls. “No
satirist,” Martin Chuezlewit is told by a candid and open-
minded American, “could, I believe, breathe this air”
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But satire in such passages es thess, borders foo closely
on angry inveetive; and neither the irresistible force,
nor the eparnest pathos, of the detsils which follow,
can clear away the suspicion that at the bottom lay a
desire b0 deprociatp. Nor was the gemeral gffect of tho
Amarican episodes in Martin Chuzlewit materially modi-
fled by their conclugion, to which, with the best of
infentions, the author conld nof bring himself fo give o
genuinely complimentary turn. The Americans did noi
lika sll this, gnd eould not be sxpected to like it The
tone of the whole sstire waa too sgvege, and ife temor
waa {no hopelessly cnesided, for i to pass unresented ;
while much in it was too near tha truth fo glance off
harmless. Tt is well known that in time Dickens
cams himeelf fo wnderstand this. Before guitting
Ameriea in 1868, he declared his intention to publish in
every future edition of his American Notes and Murtin
Ohuzdewit, his festimony to the magnsnimons cordiality
of his sacond reception in the States, and fo the amazing
changes for the better which he had seen everywhere
sround him during his second sojourn in the couniry.
But it is not likely that the postscript, all the more aince
it was added under cireumstences so hononrable to both
sides, has undong, or will nndo, the effect of the text.
Vary pousibly the Americans may, in the eyes of the English
paapla a3 well ag in their own, cease to be chargapbla with
the fanits and foibles satirised by Itickens; hut the satire
itgelf will live, and will continue to excite laughtsr and
loathing, together with the ather satire of the powerful
book to which it belongs.

For in nona of his hooke is that power, which af
timeg filled their guthor himaelf with astonishment, more
strikingly and abundantly revealed then in The Lifs and
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Adventures of Martin Chuzzlowif. Nover waa his inventive
forca more flexiblo and more @t his commeand; yeb
none of his books cost him more hard work. The very
names of hero’and novel were only the final fortunate
choies out of a legion of notions; though * Pecksniff ” as
well as  Charity ” and “Mercy ” (“not unholy names, I
hope,” said Mr. Peckaniff to M. Todgers) were first inspira-
tions. The MS. text too is full of the outward signs of care,
Bat the anthor had his reward in the general impression
of finish which is conveyed by this book as compared
with ilz predecessors; so that Marfin Chuzlewit may
be deseribed as already one of the masterpieces of
Dickens' maturity as s writer. Oddly enough, the ons
part of the book which moves rather heavily is the open-
ing chapter, an effort in the mock-heroie, probably sug-
gested by the mathor’s eighteenth century readings.

A more original work, however, than Martin Chuzlewit
was never composed, or ane which more freshly displays
tha most charaoteristic qualities of ite author’s gemius,
Though the actua] construction of the story is anything
but faultless—ior what could be more slender than the
thread by which the American inferlude is attached to
the main sefion, or more wildly improbable than the
bazardous stratagem of old Martin upon which that
netion turns }—yet it i3 so contrived as to fulfil the
author's svowed intention of exhibiting under various
formsa the ovil and the folly of asclfishness, This vice is
capable of both gerious and comic irestment, and com-
mended iteelf in sach aspect to Dickens as being essen-
tislly antagonistic to his morsl and artistic ideals of
human life. .A true comedy of humours thus unfolded
itself with the progress of his book, and cne for which
the types had not been fetched from afsr: *Your homes
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the scone; yourselves the actors here” had been the motto
which he had at firet intended to put upon his title-page.
Thus, whils in “the old-established firm of Anthony
Chuzzlewit and Son " selfishnesz is cultivated as & growth
excellent in iiself, and the son's sentiment, *“ Do other
men, for they would do you,” is applauded by his
admiring father, in young Martin the viee rather re-
sembles & weed strong and rank, yet not so strong buf
thet it gives way at last before a manly endeavour fo
uproot it. The character of the hero, though very far
from heroie, is worked out with that relianee upon the
follow-feeling of candid readers which in our great
novelista of the eighteenth century has obtained sympathy
for much less engaying personmages, More especially is
the young man's loas of self-respect in the season of his
solitary wretchedness depieted with admirable feeling,
It would not, I think, be faneiful to assert that in this
story Dickens has with equal ekill distingnished between
two apecies of unselfishness. Mark Tapley's is the nctively
unselfish nature, and though his reiteration of hiz gniding
motive i& wearisome and occasionally abeurd, yet the
power of coming out jolly under unpropitious eircum-
stances is a gonuinely English ideal of manly virtue,
Tom Pinch’s character, on the other hand, iz unselfish
from innate sweetness ; and never has the art of Dickena
drawn a type which, while closely approaching the border-
line of the grotesque, is yet so charmingly true to nature,

Grotesque characters proper sre numarous snough in this
book, but all $he others pale befors the immortal presence
of Mrs. Gammp. Bhe has been traced fo en original in real
life, hut her literary right to stand on her own lege hes
been most properly vindicated against any supposition of
likeness to the different type, the sebject of Leigh Hunt's
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Monthly Nuree,—a paper, by tha way, distinguished by
shrewdness as well as feeling, Imegination has never
taken bolder flights than those requisite for the devslop-
ment of Mrs. Gamp’s mental processes :

*And which of all them smoking monstera is the Ankworks
boat, I wonder, Goodness me!" cried Mry. Gamp.

* What boat did yoa want P asked Ruth.

*The Ankworks package,” Mrs. Gamp replied. “I will not
deceive yon, my gweet. Why should I7*

“ That i the Antwerp packet in the middle,” maid Ruth,

**And I wigh it waa in Jonadge's belly, I do,” cried Mrs. Gamp,
appearing to confonnd the prophet with the whale in this

A hardly inferior exertion of creative power was neoded
in order to fix in distinet forms the peculiarities of her
diefion, nay, to sustain the unique rhythm of her spesch:

“Teays to Mra. Harris,” Mre. Gamp continned,  only t' other
day, the last Monday fortnight as ever dawned wpon this Piljian's
Projiss of & mortal wale; I says to Mre. Harris, when she says to
me, ‘Years and our trinls, Mre. Gamp, sets marks upon we all)’

‘ Bay not the words, Mrs. Harrie, if you and me is to bo continual
friends, for sech in not the case.’”

Yot the reality of Mrs. Gamp has heen acknowledged to
be auch that she has been the death of her sisterhoed in a
great part (to say the least) of our hospital wards and sick
rooms ; and as for her oddities of tomgue, they are, with
the exception of her boldest figures, but the glorified type
of all the uttarances heard io this day from charwomen,
laundresses, and single gentlemen’s housekeepers. Com-
pared with her, aven her friend and patron, Mr. Meuld,
and ber admirer, Mr. Bailey, and in other paria of the
book the low company at Todgers’ and the fine company
at Mr, Tigg Montague’s gink into insignificance, The
aged Chuffoy is & grotesque study of a very different
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kind, of whish the pathos mever loses iteslf in exaggera-
tion. As for Peckeniff, he iu es far out of the range of
grotesque, as, except when moralising over the banisters
at Todgers’, he is out of that of genial, characters. Ho is
the richest comic type, while at the same time one of the
truest, among fhe innumerable roproductions in English
imaginative literature of our favourite national vice—
bypocrizy. His friendliness is the very quintessence of
falsehood : “ Mr, Pinch,” he eries to poor Tom over the
currant wine and eaptain’s biseamits, *if you mpare the
bottle, we shall quarrel !” His understanding with his
daughters is the very perfection of guile, for they confide
in him, even when igmorant of his intentions, because of
their certainty * that in all he does, he has his purpose
straight and full before him.” And he is 2 man who
understands the times as well as the land in which he
lives ; for, as M. Taine has admirably pointed out, where
Tartuffe would have been foll of religions phrases,
Pockeniff presents himself as a humanitarisn philosopher.
Comic art has never more successfully fulfilled ite highest
fask after its truest fashion than in this pieturs of the rise
and fall of a creature, who never ceases to be laughable,
and yob never ceasos to baloathsome. Nothing is wanting
in this wonderful book to attest the exuberance of ita
suthor’s genius. The kindly postic spirit of the Christmas
books breathes in sweet Ruth Pinch; and the tragic
power of the closing chaptora of Oliver Twist is recalled
by the pieture of Jomas before and after his deed of blood.
I say nothing of merely descriptive passages, though in
aone of his previous stories had Dickens so completely
masterad the secrob of describing scenery and weather in
their relation to his action or his characters.

Mariin Ohuwlewil ran ite course of twenty monthly
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numbers ; but already & week or two befare the appear-
anes of the first of thess, Dickens had bestowed upon the
public, young and old, the ecarliest of his delightfnl
Christmas Books, Among all his productions perhaps nons
connected him so0 closely, and as it were personally, with
his readers. Nor could it well have been atherwise ; sinco
nowherswas he go directlyintent upon promoting kindliness
of feeling among men,—more especiaily goodwill, founded
upon respect, towards the poor. Cheerfulness was, from
his point of view, twin-sister to chariby ; and sulkinass, like
selfishness, belonged, aa an appropriate or$, to the dustheap
of *“Tom Tiddlers Ground,” What more fit $han that
ha should mingle such sentiments a4 thess with the holly
and the mistletos of the enly English heliday in which
remsing o vestige of religious and postic fesling? Deyond
all donht thers is much that is tedicus in the ewftus af
Father Christmas, and there was yot more in the daya
when the lower classes in England had mot yet come
o lock upon s sufficieney of periodical holidays as part
of their demoerstic jnheritence. But ihat Dickens
should conatitute himself its chief minister and inter-
preter was nothing but fit Already one of the Shefclies
had commended & Christmas dimner at which a seab
is mot denied even to “poor Aunt Margaret;” and
My, Pickwick had never been more himpself than in the
Christmas game of Blind-man’s-buff at Dingley Dell, in
which *the poor relations caught the people who fhey
thonght would like it,” and, when the game flagged, * got
caught themselves,” But he now eought to reach the
heart of the subject; and the freshuness of his fancy en-
abled him. delightfully to vary his illustrations of & text
of which it can do no man harm to be reminded in aa well
aa oub of ssason.
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Dickens® Christmss Books were published in the
Christmas seasons of 18431846, and of 1848. If the
pelm is to be granted to any one among them above
its follows, fow readers would hesitate, I think, to declare
themselves in favour of The Cricket on the Hearth, as
tender and delicate a domestic idyll as any literature can
boast. But the informing spirit proper of these produc-
tions, the desire to atir up a feeling of benevolence, more
especially towards the poor and lowly, nowhere showa itaelf
more conapicnously than in the earliest, A Christmas Carol
1 Prose, and nowhere more combatively than in the second
in date, the “Goblin Story” of The Chimes. Of the
former its author declared that he *wept and laughed
and wept egain” over i, “and excited himself in a
most extracrdinary menner in the composition; and
thinking thereof he walked about the black streets of
London, fifieen and twenty miles many a night, when all
the sober folks had gone to bed.” Simple in ite romantic
deaign like one of Andersen’s littla tales, the Chrisfmas
Carol has naver losf its hold upon & public in whom it
has called forth Christmes thoughts which do not all centre
on “ holly, mistletoe, red berries, ivy, turkeys, geese, game,
poultry, brawn, meat, pigs, seusages, oysters, pies, pud-
dings, fruit, and punch;” and the Cratchit household, with
Tiny Tim, who did nor die, are living realities even to
those who have mot seen Mr. Toole—an actor after
Dickens’ own heart—as the father of the family, shivering
in his half-yard of comforter.

In The Chimes, compossd in self-absorbed aolitude at
Genoa, he imagined that “he had written & tremendous
hook, and knocked the Carol out of the field” Theugh
the little work failed to maks *“the great mproar” he
hed confidently anticipated, its purpose was certainly
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unmistakeable ; but the effect of hard exaggerations auch
as Mr, Filer and Alderman Cute, and of a burlesque
absurdity like Sir Joseph Bowley, was too dreary to be
counteracted by the more plessing paseages of the tale.
In his novel Hard Times, Dickens afterwards reproduoed
some of the ideas, and repeated some of the artistic
mistakes, to be found in The Chimes, though the design
of the later work was necessarily of a more mixed kind,
The Christmas beok has the tone of a dectrinaire proteat
against dociringives, and, as Forster has pointed out, is
manifestly written under the influence of Carlyle, But
its main doctrine was onme which Dickens lost no
opportunity of proclaiming, and which here bresks
forth in the form of sn indignant appeal by Richard
Yern, the ontlaw in spite of himeelf : * Gentlefolks, be not
hard upon the poor!” No feeling was more deeply
rooted in Dickens’ heart than this ; nor sould he forbear
expressing it by invective and satire as well as by
bumorcus and pathetic pictures of his clients, among
whom Trotty Veck too tekee a representative place,

The Oricket on the Hearth, as a trus work of art, i
not troubled about its moral, easily though half-a-dozen
plain morals might be drawn from it; a purer and
moroe lightsome creation of the fancy has never heen woven
out of homespun materials, Of the ssme imaginative
type, though not executed with a fineness so surpassing, is
The Battle of Life, the treatment of a faney in which
Dickens appears to have taken great pleasure. Indeed,
ho declared that ha was ¢ thoroughly wretched at having to
use the idea for so short a story.” As it standa, it is o pretty
idyll of resignation, very pootical in ione as well as in
coneeption, though bere and there, notwithstanding the
complaint just quoted, rather lengthy. It has been con-
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jectured, with much probability, that the sucbess which
Had attended dramatic versions of Dickens’ previotts Chri
mas Bovks caused “those admirable vomedians, Mr, and
Mre, Keelsy,” to hs in hia mind *when he drew the
charming sharacters of Britain and Clemency Newcome.”
At all events the pair ssrve as good old bits of English
potiery to relieve the delicate Sdvres sentiment of (Grace
and Marion. In the last of Dickehs' Christmas Books,
The Haunted Man and the Qhosts Bargain, he returns
ohce more to a machinery wveseinbling thoss of the
earlieat. Bui the fanty on which the action turns
is here more forced, and the truth which it illustratba
is after all only a halftreth, unless taken 2s part of the
greater truth, thet the moral conditions of men’s life are
more easily marved then mended. Once more the strength
of the book lies in its humorous side, The picture of
the good Milly’s humble proteges the Tetterby family
is to romind us that heppiness consists precisely in that
which the poor and the rich may alike obisin, but
which it is so diffieult for the poor, amidat their shifis
and shabbiness, to keep fresh and green, Even without
the evil influence of an enchanted chemist, it 4 hard
enough for the Mrs, Tetterbys of real life always o bo
ttinistering angels to their familieg; for the hand of
svery little Tetterby not occasionally fo be aguinst the
other little Totterbys, and even for a devoted Johnny's
temper mnever to rise against Moloch. AN the mure in
that to be cherished in the poor which makes thwm
love ona another.

More than tne of these Christmds books, both the
humonr and the eentiment of which are so pectliarly
Epglish, was writter on forelgn sofl, Dickens’ genem!
conoeptions of life, nob less than his Kterary individuality,



m.] STEANGE LANDS, 8

had been formed before he becams a travellorand sojourner
in foreigm lands, In Italy, as elsewhere, s man will, in a
sense, find only what he takes there. At all events the
changed life brought with it for Dickens, though not ab
once, & refreshment and a brief repose which invigorated
him for gome of the truest efforts of his .geniuva, His
resolntion to spend some time on the Coniinent had
not been taken rashly, although it was at least hastened
by businesa disappointments. He seems ab this time
as was virtually inevitable, to have seen a good desl
of society in London, and more especially to have
become a welcome guest of Lady Blessington end
Count d'Oreay at Gore House. Moreover, his services
wete beginning to be occasionally claimed as a
public apeaker; and altogether he must have found
more of his time than he wished alipping through
his hands, Tastly, he very naturally desired to see
what was to be seen, and to enjoy what was to bhe
enjoyed, by one gifted with a elespless observation and
animated by a genuine love of nature and art.  The
letters, public and private, which he wrote from Italy,
sre not among the most interesting productions of his
pon; even his humour seems now and then ill ab ease
in them, aend his deseriplive power narrow in its range.
Hie syes were occasionally veiled, as are those of moat
travellers in quest of ¢ first impressions.” Thus I cannot
but think his picture of Naples inadequate, and that of
its populetion unjust. Again, although he may have told
the truth in asserting that the Eternal City, at first sight,
“looked like—I am half afraid to write the word—like
TLoxpox,” and although his general deseription of Rome
has been pronounced correst by competent judgment, yet
it is impoesible to ignore in it the undertone of Bow
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Bells, On the other hand, not even in his newspaper
lelters can he bo said to fall into affectation; his
impressions are never given pretentiously, and are
accordingly seldom altogether worthless; while his
eriticiams of works of art, when offerod, are candid and
shrewd, besides being invariably his own.

Thus, there was pever anything truer in ite way than
the account which he gave to Maclise of his first im-
preceions & few days after his arrival at Albaro, & suburb
of Genoa, whera ha found himself settled with his family
in July 1844, He rachristened his abods, the Villa
Bagnerello (* it sounds romantic, bat Signor Banderello is
a bufcher hard by”), “the Pink Jail” Here, with
abundanca of space and time, and with a view from his
writing-table of ‘*the sea, the mountains, the washed-out
villas, the vineyards, the blistering hot fort, with a sentry
on the drawbridge etanding in a bit of shadow no brozder
than his own musket, and the sky,” ke began his
villeggiature, and resolving not to kmow, or to be known
where it could be helped, locked round bim at his
loisure, This looking round very naturally took up
eome time ; for the circuit of Dickens' daily observation
was unusually wide, Soon he wae secking winter quartera
in Genos itself, and by October, waa established in the
Palazzo Peschiere, situate on a height within ths walls of
the city, and overlooking the whole of it, with the harbour
and the ses beyond. “There is not in Italy, they say
{and I believe them), a lovelier residence.” Even hero,
however, among fountains and frescoes, it was some time
before he could set steadily to work at his Christmas
story. At last the bells of Genoa chimed a title for it
into his restless ears ; and, though longing with a nostalgy
that was epecially strong wpon him at periods of mental
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excitement for bhis nighily walks in the London stroets,
he settled down to his task. I have alveady described
the spirit in which he cxeeuled it. No sooner was the
writing done, than the other helf of his double artiat-
nature was seized with another eraving. The rage which
possessos anthors to read their writingsalond to sympathising
ears, if such can be found, is a well-worn theme of satire ;
but in Dickens, the actor was almost na strong as the author,
and he could not withstand the desire to interpret in person
what he had written, and to watch ita effeet with his own
oyea and ears, In the firet daya of November, therefore,
he se} off from Genoa, and made his way home by Bologna,
Venice, Milan, and the Simplon I'ass. Of this journey, his
Pictures from Haly contains the record, including n chapter
about Veniee, pitched in an unmsually poetic key, But
not all the memories of all the Doges could have slayed the
execution of his set purpose. On the 30th of November
he reached London, and on the 2nd of December he
was reading the Chimes, from ihe proofs, to the group
of friends immortaliszed in Maclise's inimiteble sketeh,
Three days efterwarda the reading waa repeated to a
elightly different audionee ; and, indeed, it would seem,
from an enthusiastie postscript to a letfer addressed to
his wife, that he had read at least part of the book
to Macready on the night before that of the firat con-
clave, The distance was no doubt wide between the
intimaey of these friendly readings and the stormy seas of
public audiences ; but, however unconseiously, the first stop
hed been taken. It may be worth noticing, in connexion
with this, that the scheme of s private dramatic per-
formance, which was to oceupy much of Dickens’ ¢ leisure”
in the year following, was proposed for the firet time on
the occasion of the firet reading of the Ohimes. Before
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Christmas be was back again in his  Italian bowers,” If
the strain of his effort in writing the (%iimes had been
savero, the holiday which followed waa long.  In the Iater
winter and early spring of 1845 he and the ladies of his
family saw Rome and Naples, and in June their Jtalian
lifo eame to an end, and they were in London befcrethe
close of the month, Projects of work remained in abeyance
until the absorbing fancy of a private play had been realised
with an carneetness such ss only Dickens could earry into
his amusementa, and into this particular amusement above
all others, The pley was Every Man in his Humour ; the
theatre, the littlo house in Dean Street, of whoss chequered
fortuncs no theatriea] history has succeeded in exhanating
the memories ; and the manager was of course “Bobadil,”
as Dickens now took to signing himself, Hia joking re-
mark to Macready, that he “thought of changing his
present mode of life, and wes open to sn engagement,”
was after sll not so very wide of the mark. .Accord-
ing to the inevitable rule in such things, he and his
friends—among whom Mark Lemon, Douglas Jerrold,
and Forster were conspicucus—were “induced” o repeat
their performance at a larger house for a public charity,
and later in the year they played The Elder Brother for
Miss Fanny Kelly's benefit. Leigh Hunt, whose opinion
however could herdly fail fo be influsnced by the cireum-
etances under which Ben Jonson's comedy was afterwards
performed by the amateurs, and who was no longer the
youthful Draco of the News, afterwards spoke very highly
of Dickens’ Bobadil, Ti had “aspiritin it of intellectual
apprehension beyond anything the existing stage has
shown.” His acting in the farce which followed, Leigh
Hunt thought thronghout admirable; quite rich and
lled up.”
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Christmas, 1845, hed pessed, and The Oricket on the
Hearth hed graced the feslival, when an sltogether new
chapter in Dickens’ life seemed about to open for him.
The experience through which he now passed waa one
on which his biographer, for reasons easy to guess, haa
touched very slightly, while his Lelfersa throw no
additional light on it at all. Moat people, I imagine,
would decline ioc pronounce upon the qualifieations
requisite in an editor of e great political journal,
Yeot, literary power of & kind which scts upon the
multitude rapidly and powerfully, habits of order
so confirmed ae to have almost become sscond nature, and
an interest in the affairs of the nation fed by an ardent
enthusiaam for its welfare—these would seem to go eome
way towerds meking up the lisk, Of all thess quali-
fications Dickens at various times gave proof, and they
sufficed in Iater years to make him the snooessful condustor
of a weekly journal which aimed at the enlightenment
hardly less than at the entertainment of no inconsiderable
portion of the British public. Dut, in the fimt place,
political journalism proper is a craft of which very few
men have been known to become masters by infuition, and
Dickens had as yet had no real experience of it. His
zeplons efiorts as a reporfer ean hardly be feken into aceount
here. Hohad for a short time edited a miscallany of amuse-
ment, and had failed to carry bsyond a beginning the not
vory cerefully considered scheme of another. Reeently,
he had resumed the old notion of Muoeter Humplirey's
Clock in a different shaps ; but rothing had coms of his
projected cheap weekly paper for the present, while iis
title, *The Cricket,” was reserved for a difforent use.
Since his reporting days he had, however, now and then
appeared smong the lighter combatants of politivel ;xtem-

¥



s DICKENS, [cuar.

ture. In 1841 he had thrown a few squiba in the
Examiner at 8ir Robert Peel and the Tories ; and from
about the same date he had, besides occasionzlly con-
tributing {0 the literary and theafrical columns of the
same woekly journal, now and then discussed in it subjects
of educational or other general interest.* Finally, it is
stated by Forster, that in 1844, when the greatest political
struggle of the last generation wae approaching its climax,
Dickens contributed some articles to the Morning Ohronicls
which attrasted attention and led to negotiations with the
editor that axrived at no positiveresult, If these contribu-
tions treated amy political questions whatever, they were,
with the exoeption of the fow Examiner papers, and of the
letters to the Daily News to be mentioned in this chapter,
the only articles of this kind which, to my knowledge, he
ever wrote.

For, from firat to last, whether in the days when Oliver
Twist suffered under thes meledministration of the Poor-
Law, or in those when Arthur Clennam failed to make an
impression upon the Circumlocution Office, politics wers
with Dickens a sentiment rather than a study or a pursit.
‘With his habits of application and methed, it might Lave
taken but a very short time for him to train himself as a
politician ; but this short time never actually ocenrred.
There is, however, no reason to suppose that when, in
1841, a feeler was put out by some more or less influential
persons abt Reading, with regard to Lis willingness to be
nominated for the representation of that borough, he hed
any reason for declining the proposal besides that which
hostated in his replies. He could not afford the requisite

t From a list of MS8. at South Kensington, kindly farnighed
me by Mr, R. F. Bketchley, I find that Mr. R. H. Ehopherd’s
Bibliography of Dickens inocomplete on this hepd.
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expense ; and he was determined not to forfeit his inde-
pendence through sccepting Government—by which I
hope he means Whig party—aid for mesting the cost of the
contest. Still, in 1845, though slack of faith in the
“people who govern us,” he had mnot yet become the
irreclaimable political sceptic of later daya; and withount
being in any way bound fo the Whigs, he had that
general confidence in Lord John Russell which was all
they could expect from their irregular followers. .As yet,
however, he had shown no eign of any special aptitude
or inclination for political work, though if he addressed
himeelf to questions affecting $he health and happiness
of the humbler classes, he was certain to bring to them
the enthusiaam of a genuine sympathy. And a question
of this kind was uppermost in Englishmen’s minda in
this year 1845, when at last the time was drawing near
for the complete abolition of the tax upon the ataple
article of the poor man’s daily food.

The establishment of & new London morning paper, on
the scale to which those already in existence had attained,
wag a sericus matter in itself; but it seems {0 have been
undertaken in no spirit of diffidence by the projeciors and
firet proprietors of the Dadly News. With the early
history of the experiment I cannot here concern myself ;
it is, however, an open secret that the rate of expenditure
of the new journal was at first on a most liberal, not to
say lavish, acale, and that the losses of the propriefors
were for many years very large indeed Esteblished on
those principles of radicalism which, on the whole, # has
in both good and evil times consistently maintained, the
Daily News was to rise superior to the opportunism, if
not to the advertisements, of the T¥mes, and to outstrip
the cautious steps of the Whig Morning Chronice
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Bpecial sitention was to be given to those industrial
enterprises with which the world teemed in that specula-
tive age, and no doubt alao to those social queations
affecting the welfare and elevation of the masses and
the relations betwoen employers and employed, which
were attreoting more and more of the public attention.
But in the first instance the actual polifical situation
would oblige the new journal to direct the greater part
of ita energies fo one particular question, which had, in
truth, already been threshed out by the organs of public
opinion, and as to which the time for action had at last
arrived. No liberal journal projected in 1845, and started
early in 1846, could fail to concentrate its activity for a
time wpon the question of the corn-laws, to whiech the
seanion of 1846 was to give the death-blow.

It is curious enongh, on opening the first number of the
Daily Nows, dated January 21st, 1846, to find oneself
transplanted into the midst of one of the moat memorable
episodes of our more recent political history. The very
advertisements of subscriptions to the Anti-Corn-Law
Leagne, with the good old Meanchesfer names figuring
conspicnously among them, have a historic interest;
and the report of a disputation on fres trade at Norwich,
in which all the hits are mads by Mr. Cobden, another
report of a great London meeting on the same subject,
and some verses eoncerning the people’a want of its bread,
probably written by Mr. Charles Mackay, oceupy an entire
page of the paper. Railway news snd aceounts of ail-
way meetinga fill about the same space ; while the foreign
news is extremely meagre. There remain the leading
articlea, four in mnumber—of which three are on the
burning question of the day—and the first of a series of
Travelling Lellers written on the Road, by Charles Dickens
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(the Avignon chapter in the Piefures from Kaly). The
hand of the editor is traceable only in this fenilleton and
in the opening article of the new paper. On internal
evidence I conclude that this article, which has little
to distingnish it from similar manifestoes, unless it be a
moderation of tone that would not have suited Captain
Shandon, was not written by Dickens alone or unassisted.
But his hand is traceable in the concluding paragraphs,
which contain the following wordy but spirited assertion
of & canse that Dickens lost no opportunity of advocating :

Wo soek, 80 far ag in us lies, to elevate the character of the
Pablio Press in England. We believe it would attain & muoh
higher position, and that those who wield itw powers would be
infinitely more respected as & olags, and an important one, if it
were purged of & disposition to sordid attacks upon ifself, which
only prevails in England and America. We discern nothing in
the editorial plural that justifies a gentleman, or body of gen.
tlemen, in dimcarding » gentloman’s forbearance and rsspom-
nibility, and venting ungenervms mplesn sgainst & rival, by »
perveraion of & great power-—a power, however, which is only
groat =o long aa it is good nnd honegt. The stamp on newspapers
is nof; like the stamp on universal medicine-bottlen, which licenges
anything, however false and monstrous; and we are sure this
miguwe of it, in any notorions osse, not only offends and repels
right-minded men in that particular instance, but natarally,
though unjusily, involves the whole Press, sa a pursuit or pro-
fesgion, in the feeling so awakened, and places the character of
alt who are sesociated with it at & great disadventage,

1 By an odd ccincidence, not lega than four ont of the aix
thenires sdvertiting their performances in this firet number of the
Duily News announce each & different adaptation of The Crickel
on the Hearth, Among the curiosities of the casts are ocbservable :
st the Adelphi, Wright s Tilly Slowboy, and at the Haymarket
Buckstone in the same charagier, with William Farren es Caleb
Flummer. The latter part in taken at tho Princess’s by Compton,
Mrs, Btirling pleying Dot. AL the Lycenm, Mr., Mrs., and Miss
Meary Kecley, and Mr. Emery appear in the piece.
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Entering on this adventare of & new daily journal in & spirit
of hononrable competition and hope of poblic usefulness, we seck,
in our new station, at onoe to preserve our own self-respact, and
i be respected, for onrselves and for it, by oor readers. There-
fore, wo beg ithem to receive, in this our firat number, the
assuranos that no recoguition or interchange of trade abuse, by
us, ahall ho tho destruoction of either sontiment ; and that we
intend procecding on ocur way, aud theirs, withont stooping to
any such flowers by the roadside.

I am unsble to eay how many days it was after the
oppearance of this first number thot Dickens, or the pro-
prietors of the journal, or, as seerms most likely, both sides
simultaneously, began to consider the expediency of ending
the connexion between them, He was “ revolving plans for
quitting the paper” on January 30th, and resigned his
editorship on February 9th following. In the interval,
with the exception of two or three more of the Travelling
Latters, very few signs of his hand appear in the jowrnal.
The number of January 24th, however, contains an
editorial eontribution, in the shape of “a new song, but
an old story,” concerning T%e British Lion, his accomplish-
ment of eating Corn-Taw Leagues, his prineipal keeper,
Wun Humbug, and so forth. This it would be eruel to
uneerth. A more important indication of a line of writing
that his example may have helped to domesticate in the
Daily News appears in the number of February 4th,
which contains o long letter, with his signature, urging
the elaims of Ragged Schools, and giving & graphic ae-
count of his visit to one in SBaffron Hill. After he
had placed his resignalion in the hands of the pro-
prietors, and was merely holding on at his post till the
time of hi= actus! withdrawal, he was natnrally not
anxious to increase the number of his contributions. The
Hymn of the Wiltshire Labourers—which appeared on
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Fubroary 14th-—is, of course, nn echo of the popular cry
of the day ; but the subtler pathos of Dickens never found
its way into his verse. The most important, and so far ag
I know the last, of his contributiona to the Daily News,
consisted of a series of three letters (March 9th, 13th, and
16th) on capital punishment, It was a question which mueh
occupied him at various times of his life, and on which it
cannot be shown that he really changed his opinions. The
letters in the Daily News, based in part on the arguments
of one of the ablest men of his day, the *umlucky”
Mr. Wakefield, are an interesling contribution to the
subject ; and the first of them, with ita Hogarthian slcetch
of the temptation and fall of Thomss Hocker, Sunday-
school teacher and murderer, would be worth reprinting
as an example of Dickens’ masterly use of the argument
ex concrelo.

The few traditions which linger in the Duily News
office concerning Dickens as editor of the paper, agree
with the conjecturs that his labours on its behalf were
limited, or very nearly so, to the fow pieces emumerated
ahove. Of course there must have heen some inevitable
business ; but of thie much may have been taken off his
hands by his sub-editor, Mr. W. H. Wills, who affer-
warde became hiz alfer ego at the office of his own weekly
journal and his intimate personal friend. In the days of
tho first infancy of the Daily News, Mr. PBritton, the
present publisher of that journal, wes attached to the
editor 2s his personal office aitendant; end he re-
members very vividly what little thero can have been
to remember gbout Dickens' performance of his fune-
tions. Hia habit, following a famous preccdent, was
ioc make up for coming late—usually about half-past
ten p.u.—by going away early—uswally not long after
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midnight. There were frequently sounds of merriment,
if not of modest revelry, audible from the little room
at the office in Lombard Strest, where the editor sab
in conclave with Douglas Jerrold and one or two other
intimates. Mr. Britton is not sure that the work did
not sometimes hegin after the editor had left; but at all
cvents he eannot recollect that Dickens ever wrote anything
at the officc—that he ever for instance wrote sbout a
dobate that had teken place in Parliament on the samo
night. .And he sums up his reminiscencea by declaring his
conviction that Dickens was *not a newspaper man, at
least not when in ‘the chair.’” And so Dickens seems
on this occasion to have concluded; for when, not long
after quitting tho paper, he republished with additions the
Tvruvelling Leltere which during his conduct of it had
heen ita principal ornaments, he spoke of “a brief mistake
he had made, not long ago, in disturbing the old relations
between himself and his readers, and departing for a
moment from his old pursnits.” He had been virtually
out of “ the chair” almost as soon as he had taken it;
hia succegsor, but only for a few months, was hia friend
Forster,

Never haa captive released made a more eager or a
better use of his recoversd freedom. Before the summer
hed fairly set in, Dickena had let his house, and was
travelling with his family up the Bhine towarda Switzer
Iand. This was, I think, Dickens' only possage through
Germany, which in language and literature remained a
terra incognits to him, while in various ways so well
known to his friendly rivals, Lord Lyiton and Thackeray.
Ho was on the track of poor Thomas Hood's old
journeyings, whose facetious recollections of Rhineland
he had some years hefore reviewed in a spirit of admire-
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tion rather for the author than for the book, funny ns it is,
His point of deatination was Lansanne, where he bhad
resolved to establish his household for the summer, and
where by the middle of June they wers most agreeably
gettled in a little villa or cottage which did not belie
its name of Rosemont, and from which they looked upon
the lake and the mighty Alpine chain beyond. If Roms
hed reminded Dickens of London, the green woods near
Lausanne recalled to him his Kentish glades ; but he had
the fulleat sense and the truest enjoyment of the grandeura
of Alpine scenery, and lost no opportunity of becoming
acquainted with them, Thus hiz letters contain an admir-
able description (not untinged with satire) of a trip to the
Great 8t. Bornard and its convent, many years afterwards
reproduced in ome of the fow enjoyable chapters of the
Becond Part of Litfls Dorrit. More interesting, however,
becanss more characteristic, is the freehness and candour
with which in Switzerland, where by most English visitors
the native inhabitants are *faken for granted,” he set
himself to observe, and, so far as he could, to appreciate,
the people among whom he was a temporary resident. His
solutions of some of the political difficulties, which wore
mostly connected with religious differences, at that time
rife in Switzerland, are palpably one-sided. But the gene-
rosity of spirit which reveals itself in his kindly recog-
nition of the fine qualities of the people around him,
is akin to what was best and noblest in Dickens

He had, at the same time, been peculiarly fortunats in
finding at Lausanne & circle of plessant acquaintances,
to whom he dedicated the Christmas book which he wrote
among the roses and the foliege of his lake-side cottage,
Of course The Baidile of Life was read aloud by its
author to so kindly an audience. The day of parting,
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however, soon came; on the 16th of November pater-
Jamilias had his “‘severa] tons of luggage, other tons of
servants, and other tona of children,” in travelling order,
and soon had safely stowed them away at Paris #in the
most preposterous house in the world, The like of it can-
not, and go far as my knowledge goes, doss not, exist in any
other part of the globe. The bedrooms are like opera-boxes;
the dining-rooms, staircases, and passages quite inexplicable.
The dining-room "—which in enother latter he deseribes as
“mere midsummer madness "—** is a sort of cavern painted
(coiling and all) to represent a grove, with unaceountable
bits of looking-glass sticking in among the branches of
the trees. There is a gleam of reason in the drawing-
room, but it is approached through a series of small
chambers, like the joints iu a teleseope, which are hung
with inscrutable drapery.” Here, with the exception of
two brief visits to Englond, paid before his final departure,
he spent three months, familiarizing hiimself for the first
time of his life with the second of his “Two Cities.”
Dickens came to know the French language well enough
to use it with ease, if not with elegance; and he lost no
opportunity, it need hardly be =aid, of resorting to the best
of echools for the purposa  Macready, previcusly ad-
dressed from “ Altorf,” hed made him acqueinted +ith
Rognicr of the Théitre Frangais, who in his turn hed
introdnead him to the greenroom of the honse of Molidre.
Other theatres wers diligently visited by him and Forster,
when the latter arrived on a visit; and celebrities were polite
and hospitable to their distinguished English eonfréve.
With these, however, Dickens was not cosmopolitan
enough to consort except in passing; the love of literary
soeiety leequse it is literary society was at no time one of
his predilections or foibles. The streets of Paris were to
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him more than its salons, more even than its theatres,
They are so to a larger number of Englishmen than that
which eares to confess it, but Dickens would have been the
last to dizown the impeachment They were the proper
sphere for his powers of humorous observation, s he after-
wards showed in more than one descriptivé paper as true
to life as any of his London Shefches. And, morcover,
he needed the streets for the work which ho had in hand,
Dombey and Son had been begun at Rosemoni, and the
first of ite twenty monthly numbers had heen published
in October, 1846. No reader of the book ia likely to
forget how, after writing the chapter which reletes the
death of little Paul, Dickens during the greater pmt of
the night wandered restlessly with a heavy heart about
the Paris streets. Sooner, howover, than ho had intended,
his residence nbroad had to come to a close; and early in
1847 he and his family were again in London,

Dombey and Son has, perhaps, been more eriticised
than any other among the siories of its suthor; and yet
it certainly iz not the one which has beon least admired,
or least loved. Dickens himself, in the brief prefaco
which he afterwarde prefixed to the story, assumed a half-
defiant air which sits ill upon the most suecessful author,
but which occasionally he was tempted to assume, Before
condescending to defend the character of Mr. Dombey
aa in eccordance with both probability and experience,
he "made 50 bold as to believe that the faculty (or the
habit) of eorrectly observing the characters of men isarare
one.” Yet, thongh the drawing of this character in only
one of the pointa which have been objected against the
story, not only did the book at the time of publication
far purpsss ifs predecessor in popularity, but it has, T
believe, alwaya preserved to itself a special congregation
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of enthusisstic admirers. Manifestly, this novel is one
of its author's most ambitions endeavours. In it, more
distinetly even than in Chuz:lewif, he has chosen for his
theme one of the chicf vices of human mnature, and has
siriven to ehow what pride cannot achieve, what it cannot
conquer, what if cannot withstand. This ceniral idea
gives to the story, thronghout a most varied succession
of scenes, a unity of aetion to be found in few of Diclrens’
carlier works, On the other hand, Dombey and Son
ghares with these earlier produetions, and with its suc-
cesnoT, David Copperfield, the freshness of invention and
spontaneous flow of both humour and pathos which at
times nre wanting in the more powerfully conceived and
more carefully constructed romances of Dickens’ later
years. If there be any fores at all in the common remark,
that the most interesiing part of the book ends together
with the life of little Paul, the censure falls upon the
whole design of the author, Little Paul, in something
besides the ordinary meaning of the words, waa born
fo die; and though, like the writer, most readerd may
have dresded the hour which waa to put an end to that
frail life, yet in this case there could be mo question—
such as was possible in the story of Little Nell—of any
other igsue, Indeed, deep ae ia the pathos of the closing
acens, ita beauty is even surpassed by those whick pre-
cede it. In death itself there is relemse for a child as
for & mam, and for those eitting by the pillow of the
patient; but it is the gradual approach of death which
seems hardeat of all for the watchers to bear; it is the
sinking of hope which seems even sadder than ita
extinotlion. What old fashion could that be, Paul
wondered with a palpitating heart, that was a0 vizibly

expressed in him, go plainly seen by so many people,



m.] BTRANGE LANDS, 7o

Every heart i softened and every eye dimmed, as the
innoeent child passes on his way to his grave. The
hand of God’s angel is on him ; he iz no longer altogether
of this world, The imagination which could picture and
present this mystorious haze of feeling, through which
the narrative moves, half like & reality, half like a dream,
is that of & frue poet, and of a great ome.

What even the loss of his son could not effect in
Mr. Dombey is to be accomplished in the progress of the
story by o yet stronger agency then sorrow. His pride
iz to be humbled to the dust, where he is to be songht
and raised up by the love of his despised and ill-used
deughter. TUpon the relations between this pair, aceord-
ingly, it was necessary for the suthor to expend the
groatest care, and upon the treatment of those relations
the criticism to which the character of Mr. Dombey has
been so largely subjected must substentially turm, The
unfavourable judgments passed wmponr it have, in my
opinion, not been aliogether unjust. The problem ob-
viously was {0 show how the father’s eold indifference
towards the daughter gradually becomes jealousy, as he
finds that upon her is concentrated, first, the love of his
inneccent little son, and then that of his haughty second
wife; and how hereupon this jealonay deepens intc hate.
But, unleas we are to anppoge that Mr, Dombey hated his
daughter from the firat, the disfavour shown by him on
her account to young Walter Gay remains without adequate
explanetion, His dislike of Florence is mo} manifestly
founded mpor his jealousy of what Mra, Chick ealls her
brother's * infatuation ” for her ; and the main motives at
work in the unhappy man are either not very skilfully kept
asunder, or not very infelligibly intermixed. Nor are the
later stages of the relations hetween father and daughter
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sliogether satisfactorily conceived. The momentary yield-
ing of Mr. Dombey, after his “voming home™ with his
new wife, ia nalural and touching ; but his threa$ to visit
his daughter with the consequences of her stepmother’s
conduet is eheer brutality. The passage in which
AMr. Dombey’s ultimatum to Mre. Dombey is conveyed
by him in her presence through a third person, is so
artificial as to fall nok very far short of ebsurdity, The
cloving scene which leads to the flight of Florence is un-
deniably powerful; but it s the developement of the
relations between the pair, in which the art of the author
is in my judgment occasionally at fault.

As to the general effect of the latter part of the story
—or rather of its main plot—which again has been
condemned as melodramatic and unnatural, & distinetion
should bo deawn between its ineidents and its characters.
Neither Edith Dombey nor Mr. Carker is a character of real
life. The pride of the former comea very near tobad breed-
ing, and ber lapses into sentiment ssem artificial lapses,
How differently Thackeray wonld have managed the “high
words” between her and her frivolous mother ; how differ-
ently, for that matter, he has managed a not altogether dis-
pimilar ssene in the Newecomes between Ethel Newcome and
old Lady Kew! Asfor Mr. Carker, with hie white teeth and
glistening guma, who calls his unhappy brother  Bpaniel,”
end contemplates a life of sensual ease in Bioily, he haa
the semi-reality of the stage. Possibly, the French atage
had helped to enggest the setne de la pitce between the
fugitives at Dijon—an effective situation, but one which
many a novelist might have worked out not less skilfully
than Dickens. His own master-hand, however, reasserts
itaolf in ihe wondrously powerful marrative of Carker's
fiight and death. ‘Here egain, he excites ferror—as in
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the pame bhook he had evoked pity—by foreshadowing,
without prematurely revealing, the end. We know what
the morning is fo bring which rises in awful tranquillity
over the victim of his own sins ; and, as in Turner's wild
but powerful picturs, the engine made by the hand of
man for peaceful purposes seems a living agent of wrath”
XNo other of Dickons’ books is more abundantly stocked
thar this with genuinely comic characters; but nearly
all of them, in accordance with the pathetic tone which is
struck at the outset, and which nover dies out till the story
has run its conrse, are in a more subdued strain of humonr.
Lord Jeffrey was, I think, warranted in his astonishment
that Dickens shonld devote so much pains to characters
like Mrs. Chick and 3iss Tox; probably fhe habit
remained with him from his earliest times of aunthorahip,
when he had not always distinguirhed very accurately
between the humorous end the dizarre. Iut Polly and
the Toodles household, Mrs. Pipchin and her “select infan-
tine boarding-honee,” and the whole of Doctor Blimber's
establishment, from the Doctor himself down $o Mr. Toots,
and up again, in the scale of intellect, to Mr. Feeder, B.A.,
are among the most admirable of all the great humourisi’s
creations. Against this ample provision for her poor little
brother's nursing and training Florence has to set but her
ono Busan Nipper; but sho is a host in hersclf, an abao-
lutely original character among the thousands of sonbretfes
that are known to comedy and fiction, and one of the best
* It is perhape worth pointing out, thongh it is not surprising,
that Dickens had a strong sense of what I may oall tke poetry
of the railway train. Of the effect of the weird Signalman’s
Story in one of his Christmas numbers, it is not very easy to rid
cneself, There are excsllent daseriptions of the rapidity of o

railway journey in tho first chapter of The Laxy Tour, and in
another Housshold Tords paper, called 4 Flight.

G
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tonic mixteres ever composed ont of much humour and nob
a few grains of pathos. Her tarinesy has & cooling flavour
of its own j but it is the Mre. Pipchinses only upon whom
she acts, s their type acted upon her, “like esrly goose-
barries,” Of course she has a favourite figure of speech
belonging to hersalf, which rhetoricians would probably

clnas among the figures * working by surplusage:”

“Your Toxes and yonr Ohickses may draw out my two front
dynbls teeth, Mra. Richards, but that's no roason why I need
offer 'em the whole set,”

Dickens was. to fall very largely into this habit of
“labelling” his characters, as it has been called, by particular
tricks or terms of speech ; and there iz a certain exeess in
this direstion already in Dombey and Son, where nob
ouly Miss Nipper and Captain Cuttle and Mr. Toots, but
Major Bagetock too and Cousin Feenix, are thus furnished
forth. But the invention ia etill so fresh and the play of
humotur e varied, that this mannperism cannot be said as
yob seriously to disturb them, A romantic charm of a
peculiar kind clings to honest Captain Cuttle and the quaint
homs over which he mounts guard during the abrence of its
owner. The nautical colonring and concomitant fun apart—
for enly Bmollett could have drawn Jack Bunsby's fellow,
though the cbarmeter in his hands would have been dif-
ferently accentuated—Dickens bas never approached
more nearly to the menner of Bir Walter Scott than
in this gingularly atiractive part of his book, Elsswhere
the story passes into that sphere of society in deseribing
which Dickens was, as a novelist, rarely very successful.
But though Edith is eold and unzeal, there is, it cannot
be denied, human nature in the pigments and figments
of her hideous old mother; and, to ontward appearance at
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all events, the counterparts of her apoploctio adwirer, Major
Bagstock, still pace those pavements and promenades
which it suits them to frequent, Cousin Feenix i like-
wise very far from impossible, and is besides extremely
delightful—and a good fellow too at botiom, so that the
sting of the satire iz here taken awsy, On the other
hand, the meeting between tho sues of purchoming al
Mr. Dombey’s house is quite out of foeus,

The book has other heights and depths, and pleasant
and unpleasant parts and passages. DBut enough has been
seid o recall the exuberant creative foree, and the marvel-
lous strength of pathos and humour which Dombey and
Son proves that Dickens, now near the very height of his
powers as a writer of fiction, possessed. In one of
hiz public readings many years afterwards, when he
was reciting the adventures of Little Dombey, he
narrates that “a very good fellow,” whom he mnoticed
in the stalls, could not refrain from wiping the tears out
of his eyes as often as he thought that Toots was coring
on. And just as Toots had become a reality to this
good fellow, so Toots and Toole’ little friond, and
divera other persomages in this story, have become
realitics to half the world that reads the English tongue,
and to many besides. 'What higher praise could be given
to this wonderful book1 Of all the works of its author
none has more powerfully and more permancntly taken
hold of the imagination of its readera. Though he
conjured up only pictures familiar to us from the aspect
of our own streets and our own homes, he too wielded a
wizard’s wand.

After the success of Domnbey, it might have seemed that
nothing further was wanting to crown the prosperity of
Dickens’ literary carecer. While the publication of this

a2
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story wes in progrees he had concluded arrangements for
the izsne of his collected writings, in a cheap edition, which
begen in the year 1847, end which he dedicated *{o the
English peopls, in whose approval, if the books be true
in apirit, they will live, and out of whose memory, if they
be falsg, thoy will very soon die” He who could thus
proudly appeal to posterity was already, beyond all dispute,
the people’s chosen favourite among its men of letters.
That position he was not to loge 80 long a8 he lived; but
even ai this ime the height had not been reached to which
{in the almost unanimous judgment of those who love his
writings) he was in his next work to attain.



CHAPIER IV,

DAVID COPPERFIELD.
1847 --1851.

Tex five years, reckoned roughly, from the beginning of
1847 to the close of 1831, were most assuredly the season
in which the penius of Dickens produced its richest
and rarest frnit, When it openad he was still at work
upon Pombey and Son; towards its end he was already
engaged upon the earliest portions of Bleak Hewss. And
it was during the interval that he produced & book
cherished by himself with an affection differing in kind,
as well as In degres, from the common fondness of an
author for his literary offspring, and a pear]l without &
peer among the later fictions of our English school—
David Copperfield, To this period also belong, it is true,
not a few lesser productions of the same ready pen; for
the laat of his Christmas books was written in 1848,
end in 1850 his weekly periodical, Household Words,
began to run its courss. There was much play too in
these busy years, tut all more or lees of the kind whick
his good-humoured self-irony afferwards very correctly
characterised :

“Play]” gaid Thomas Idle. “‘Here is & man goos systemati-
cally tearing himnglf to pieces, and putting himgelf through an
incessant course of irpining as if be wore always onder ariicles
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to fight & matoh for Lhe cbampion’s belt, and he oalls it * Play.
Play!” exolmumed Thomas Idle, scornfully contompiating his one
boot in the sirj “you can't play. You don't know what if ia,
‘You maka work of overything!™

A man,” added the same easy philosopher, ** who can
do nnthing by halves appears to me to be a fearful man,”
And as at all times in Dickens’ life, 20 most emphatically in
these yoars when his physical powers seemed ready to
meet every demand, and the elasticity of his mind seemed
equal to every cffort, he did nothing by halves, Within
this short space of time, not only did he write his best
hook, and conduct a weekly journal of solid merit through
its most trying stage, but he also established his reputa-
tion es ono of the besl *unpolitical” speakers in tha
country ; and as an amaieur actor and mansger success-
fully weathered what may be called thres theatrieal
seasons, to the labours and gloriea of which it would
be difficnlt to find a parallel even in the recorda of that
most cxacting of all social amusements. One likes to
think of him in thess years of vigorous manhood, no
longer the fair youth with the flowing locks of Maclise’s
charming portrait, but not yet, I suppose, altogether the
commanding and rather stern presence of later years
Mr, Frith's portrait was not painted till 1859, by which
time tho face oceasionally had a more set expression, and
the entire personality a more ieather-beaten appearance
than this well-known pieture suggeate. But even eight
years bafore this date, whem Dickens was acting in
Lord Lytton’s comedy the part of a young man of mode,
Mr, Sala’s well-known comparieon of his outward man to
‘ some prosperous ses-captain home from a sea-voyage,”
was thought applicable to him by another shrewd obaerver,
Mr. R. H. Borne, who says that, fashionable *make-up”
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notwithstanding, “he presented a figure that would have
made a good portrait of & Dutch privatesr after baving
taken & capital prize” And in 1856, Ary Seheffor, to
whom when eitting for his porirait he had excused him-
welf for being a difficult subject, “ received the epology as
atrietly his due, and said with a vexed air: ‘At this
moment, mon cher Diekena, you look more like an
energetic Duteh admiral than anything elss;’ for which
I apologised again,” In 1853, in the aympathefic neigh-
bouthood of Boulogne, he was *growing a moustache,”
and, by 1856, a heard of the Henri Quatrs type had been
added ; but even before that time we may well believe that
he was, as Mr, Sala says, “one of the few men whose
individuslity was not effsced by the mournful conven-
tionality of evening dress.” Even in morning dress he
unconsciously confrived, born acfor as he was, to have
gomething wnusual about him ; and, if report speaks the
truth, even at the seaside, when most prodigal of ease, he
wad careful to dress the character,

The five years of which more especially I am speaking,
brought him ropeatedly face to face with the puhblic, and
within hearing of the applause that was becoming more
and more of & mnecessity fo him. They were thus un-
mistakeably among the very heppiest years of his life.
Tha shadow that was to fall npon his home can hardly
yob have beon visihle even in the dim distance. For this
the young voicer were too many and too fresh around
him behind the garden-wall in Devonghire Terrace, and
among the autumnal corn on the eliffs at Broadsteirs,
¢ They aro all in great foree,” he writes to his wifs, in
September, 1850, and *“much excited with the expecta-
tion of receiving you on Friday ;” and I only wish I had
space to quote the special report sent on this occasion fo
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the absent mother concerning her precocions three-year-old.
‘What sorrowful experiences he in these years underwent,
were such as fow men escapa among the chances of life,
In 1848 he loat the sister who had been the companion of
his earliost daye, and threc yesrs later his father, whom
he had learnt to respect as well as love. Not long
afterwards his little Dora, the youngest of his flock, was
anddenly taken from him, Meanwhile, his old friends
clung to him, Indeed, I never hoard that he lost the
affection of anyone who had heen attached o him ; and
though the circle of his real intimates was never greatly
widened, yet he was on friendly or even familiar terms
with mwany whose names belong to the history of their
times. Among thess wers tho late Loml Lytton—then
8ir Edward Bulwer Lytton—whose splendid abilities were
slill devoted mainly to literary labours, and between whom
and Dickens there were more pointa of contrast than might
ot first sight appear, Of Thackeray, too, ho seems to have
been coming to know more; and with Leech, more especially
duringesummer sajonrn of both their familiesat Bonchurch,
in 18490, ho grew intimats, Mr. Monckion Milnes—then,
and since a8 Lord Houghton, semper amicus, semper hospes
both to successful merit and to honest endeavour—Lord
Carlisle, and others who adorned the great world under
moro than one of its aspecta, were of course welcome friends
and acquaintances; and even Carlyle occasionally found his
way to the house of his stanch admirer, though he might
declare that he was, in the langunage of Mr, Pegrotty’s
housekeeper, “a lorn lone ereature, and everything went
contrairy with him,”

It is not very easy to describe the perzonal habits of 4
man who is found seeing the spring in at Brighton
and the autumn out at Broadstairs, and in the interval
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“ gtrolling ¥ through the chief towns of the kingdom ai
the head of a large company of ladies and gentlemen,
according to the deseription which he pubt into Alrs
Gamp's mouth, “with a great box of papers under his
arm, a-talking to everybody wery indistinet, and exeit-
ing of himself dreadful” Dut since under ordinary
eircumstances he made, even in outward matters and
arrangements of detail, 8 home for himself wherever he
was, and as arule cared little for the society of compenions
whose ideas snd waye of life were foreign to hiz own,
certain habitse had become scecond nature to him, and to
others he adhered with sophistical tenacity. I1Io was an
early riser, if for no other reason, because every man in
whose work imegination plays its part must sometimes
be alone; and Diekens has told us that thers way to
him something inecomparably solemn in the still solitude
of the morning, But it was only exceptionally, and when
hard pressed by the necessities of his literary labours,
that ho wrote before breakfast; in general he was con-
tented with the ordinary working lours of the morning,
not often writing after luncheon, and, except in early life,
never in the evening, Ordinarily, when engaged on a
work of fiction, he considered three of his not very large
MBS, pages a good, and four an excellent, day’s work;
and, while very careful in meking his corrections clear
and unmiriakeable, he never rewrcts what a morning’s
labour had uliimately produced. On the other hand,
he was frequently slow in beginning a story, being, as
he himself says, affected by something like despondency
at such times, or, as he elsewhere humorously puta it,
# going round and round the idea, as you see & bird in his
cage go about and sbout his sugar before he touches it.”
A temperato liver, ho was at the same time & zealous
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dovotes of bodily exercise, He had nof as yet given up
riding, and is found, in 1848, spending the whole of a
March day, with Forster, Leech, and Mark Lemon, in
riding over every part of Salisbury Plain, But walking
exelcisa waa at once his forte and his fanaticism ; he is
eaid to kave constructed for himsclf a theory thet, to every
portion of the day given to infellectual Iabour should cor-
respond an equal number of hours spent in walking ; and
froquently no doubt he gave up his morning’s chapter
before he had begun it, ¢ entirely persuading himself that
le was under a moral obligation” to do his twenty miles
on the rond. By day he found in the London thorough-
fares stimulative varicty, and al a later dato he atates it
to be “ one of his fancies that even his idlest walk must
have its appointed destination ;” and by night, in seasons
of intellectnal excitement, he found in these same sireets
the refreshment of isolation among crowds Bat the
walks he loved hest were long stretches on the cliffs or
across the downs by the aea, where, following the track
of his “Lreathers,” one half expects to meet him ecoming
along sgainst the wind at four-and-a-half miles an hour,
thoe very embodiment of energy and brimful of life.

And besides this energy he carried with him, where-
sosver he pitched his tent, what wes the second cause
of his extraordinary success in s0 much of the business of
life a8 it fell to him to perform. He hated disorder as
Sir Artogall hated injustice; and if there was anything
against which he took up his parable with burning indig-
nation, it was slovenliness, end halfdomne work, and
*ghoddiness ” of sll kinds, His love of order made him
alwaya the most regular of men. * Everything with him,”
Miss Hogarth told me, “ wepi a8 by elockwork ; his move-
ments, his absences from home, end the times of his return
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were all fixed beforehand, and it was seldom that he failed
to adhere to what he had fixed.” Like most men endowed
with a superfluity of energy, he prided himself on hia
punctuality ; he could not live in & room or in a house
till he had put every pieco of furniture into ita proper
placs, nor eould ho begin to work till all bis writing-gear
was at hand, with no item missing or misplaced. Yet he
did not, like so many, combine with these habits and
tendencies & saving disposition; “no man* he said of
himeelf, ** attaches less importance to the possession of
money, or less disparagement to the want of it, than I do,*
Hig circumstances, though easy, were mever such as to
warrant a display to which perhaps certain qualities of his
character might have inclined him; even at a much Iater
date he described himself—rather oddly perhaps—as *a
man of moderate savings, always supporting a very ex-
pensive public position.” DBut, sc far as I can gather, he
never had = reasonable want which he could not and did
not satisfy, though at the same time he cared for very
fow of the pursuits or amusementa that are apt to drain
much larger respurces than his. He never had fo think
twice about country or seaside quarters; wherever it
might suit his purpose or fancy to chooso them, at one
of his south-coast hannts or, for his wife’s health, at
Malvern, thither he wenf; and when the whim seized him
for a {rip en gargon to any part of England or fo Paris, he
had only to bid the infallible Anne pack his trunk, He
was & provident as well as an affectionate father; but the
cost of educating his numerous family sepms to have
ceused him no serious nxiety ; in 1849 he sent his eldest
son to Eton, And while he hed swore a kind of vendalia
against boegging-letter writers, and afterwards used to
parry the aitacks of his pertinacions enemies by means
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of carefully-prepared written forms, his hand seems to
have been st all fimes open for charity.

Some of thess personal characteristics of Dickens were
to be brought out with remarkable vividness during the
period of hie life which forms the special subject of the
present chapter. Never was he more thoronghly himsell
than es a theatrical manager and actor, surrounded by
congenial associates. He starred it to his heart's content
st the country seat of his kind Lavsanne friends, Mr, and
Mrs, Watson. But the first occasion on which he became
publicly known in both the sbove-mentioned capacities,
was the reproduction of the amateur performance of Every
Mun €r his Humour. This time the svdiences were to
be in Manchester and Liverpool, where it was hoped that
a golden harvest might be reaped for Leigh Hunt, who
wad at thot time in sore straits, .As it chanced, a civil-
list pension was just about this time—1847—conferred
upon the most unaffectedly graceful of all modern
writers of Fnglish verse. It was accordingly resolved to
divert part of the proceeds of the undertaking in favour
of a worthy playwright, the author of Paul Pry. The
comedy was acted with brilliant success at Manchester,
on July 26th, and at Liverpool two days later; and then
the “maonagerial miseries,” which Dickens had enjoyed
with his whole heart and soul, were over for the nonce,
Already, however, in the following year, 1848, an excel-
lent reascn wag found for their recommencement; and
nine performances of Ben Jonson's play, this time alter-
nated with The Merry Wives of Windsor, were given by
Dickens’ * company of amateurs "—the expression is his
own—at the Haymarket, and in the theatrea of five of the
largeat towns in the kingdom, for the benefit of Sheridan
Knowless Nothing could have been more homoursble
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thap Dickens’ readiness {o eerve the intersste of an actor
with whom, but for his own generous temper, he would
only a few months hefore have been involved in a
wordy quarrel. In The Merry Wives, the manager
acted Justice Shallow to BMark Lemon's Falstaff.
Dame Quickly was played by Mrs. Cowden Clarke,
who speedily became & fevourite ecorrespondent of
Dickena, But the climax of these excitements mrrived
in the year of wonders, 1851, when, with a flourish
of trumpets resounding through the world of fashion
as well as of letters, the comedy, Not so Bad ns We
Seem, written for the oceasion by Bulwer Lytton, was
performed under Dickens' mansgement at Dovonshire
House, in the presence of the Queen, for the benefit of
the Guild of Literature and Arf. The object was a noble
one, though fhe uliimate result of the scheme has been an
almost pitiable failure ; and nothing was epared, by the
host or the actors, to make the effect worthy of it. "While
gome of the most popular men of letters took paris in the
clever and effective play, ite scenery was painted by some of
the moet eminent among Enplish artista, Dickens was fired
by the ardeur of the enterprige, and proceeding on hia prin-
ciple that the performance eould not possibly “be a success
if the smallest peppercorn of arrangement were omitted,”
covered himeelf and his associates with glory. From
Devonshire House play and thestre were transferrod
to tho Hanover Square Rooms, where the farce of
Mr. Nightingalde Diary wes included in the perform-
anco, of which some vivid reminiscences have been
published by one of the few survivors of that moble
company, Mr. R. H. Horne. Other accounta eorrobo-
rate his recollections of the farcs, which was the
triumph of “gag,” and would have heen reckoned a
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mastorpiece in the old commedia dell' arfe. . The
characters played by Dickena included Sam Weller
turned waiter ; & voluble barrister by the name of Mr.
Gebblewig; a hypochondriae suffering from a preseription
of mustard and milk; the Gampish mother of a charity-
boy (Mr. Ecg); and her brother, & stone-deaf old sexton,
who appeared to be “ at least ninety years of age.” The
last-named sssumption seems to have beem singulmly
offective ;

t After ropeated shontings {*It'a of no use whispering to mo,
young man’) of the word * buried '—* Brewed ! oh yes, sir, I have
Lrowed many & good gallon of ale in my {ime. The laat batch I
browed, pir, was finer than all the resi—the best als ever brewed
in the county. It msed to be called in our parte hers, “ Samson
with his hair on!” in allugion—here his excitement shock the
tremnlons frame into ovoghing and wheezing-—*in allosion to its
great strength.! He looked from faoe to face to eee if hin feat
wea doly appreciated, and his venerable jest underatood by those
around; and then, aofily repeafing, with a glimmering smile,
7in allneion {o its great strengih!* he turned abont, and mads
hin exit, like one moving towarda hig own grave while he thinks
he in following the funeral of acother.”

From London the company travelled into the country,
whero their seriea of performancea was not closed till late
in the suceeeding year, 1852, Dickens was from firat to
Inst the menager, and the ruling spirit of the undertaking,
Among his Iatest recruits, Mr. Wilkie Collins is specislly
mentioned by Forster. The acquainfance which thus
began soon ripened into & close and lasting friendship,
snd became, with the exceplion of that with Forster
himself, the most important of all Dickens’ peraonal inti-
macies for the history of his eareer as ar suthor,

Speech-making was not in quite the sama sense, or fo
quite the pame degree, a8 amateur acting and managing, a
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voluntary labour on Dickens’ part. ot that he was one of
thoss to whom the task of occasionally addressing a publie
sudience iM a pain or even a burden. Indeod, he was a
born orator ; for he possessed both that strong and elastic
imaginetive power which enables a man to place himsclf
at onee in sympathy with his andience, and that gift of
apeech, pointed, playful, and where necessary impetuous,
which pleads well in any assembly for any canse, Ho
hed moreover the personal qualifications of a handsome
manly presence, a sympathetic eye, and s fino flexible
voice which, as his own hints on public speaking show,
he managed with care and intelligence. Ho had, he says,
“fought with beasta (oratorically) in divers arenas,” Tut
thongh a speaker in whom ease bred fores, and foree enso,
be was the reverse of & mere builder of phrases and
weaver of periods, ‘Mere holding forth,” he deelared,
] utterly detest, abominate, and abjure.” Hia innate
hatred of talk for mere talk’s sake had doubiless becn
intensified by his early reporting experiences, and by what
hed become his stereotyped notion of our parlismentary
system. At the Administration Reform meeting in 1855
he stated that he had never befors attended a public
meeting. On the other hand, he had been for already
several yearse in pgreat request for meetings of a
different kind, concerned with the establishment or
advancement of eduecational or charitable institntions
in London and other great towma of tho ecountry.
His addresses from the chair were often of remark-
able excellence; and this mot merely becamse erowded
halls and increased subscription-lista were their con-
comitants, and becsuse the heppiness of his humour-—
never out of season, and even on such oceasions offen

singularly prompt—sent everyone home in good spirita.
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In these now forgotten speeches on behalf of Athensmums
and Mechanics’ Inetitutes, or of actors’ and artists’ and
newsmen's charities, their occasional advocate mnever
appears occasional.  Inatead of seeming fo have
just mastered his brief while the audience was taking
ita seafs, or to have become for tho first time deeply
intorested in his subject in the interval between his
sonp and his spoech, the cause which Dickens pleads
never has in him cither an imperfeetly informed or a
half-indifferent representative. Amonz many charming
illustrations of a vein of oratory in which he has been
oqualled by very few if by any public men of his own or
the ancceeding generation, I will instance only one address,
though it belonga to a considerably later date than the time
of David Cupperfield, Nothing, however, that Dickons
has cver written—not even David Copperfield itself—
breathes a tenderer sympathy for the weakness of uapro-
tected childhood than the beautiful little spesch delivered
by him on February 9th, 1868, on behalf of the London
Hospital for Bick Children. Beginning with some fouches
of humour concerning the spoilt children of the ricl,
the orator goes on to speak of the “apoilt children” of
the poor, illustrating with conerefe directneas, both the
humorouns and the pathetio side of his subject, and after a
gkilfully introduced sketch of the capabilities and wants of
the “infant institution™ for which he pleads, onding
with an appeel, founded on a faney of Charles Lamb, fo
the sapport of the *dream-children” belonging to each
of his hearers: * the dear child you love, the dearer child
you have lost, the child you might have had, the child you
certainly have heen.” This is true elognence, of a kind
which aims at something besides opening purse-atrings.
In 1851, be had spoken in the same vein of mixed humour
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end pathes on behelf of his clients, the poor actors,
when, unknown to him, a little child of his own was
lying dead at homs, But in these years of his life, as
indeed at all times, his voice was at the service of such
causes &3 had his sympathy; it wes heard at Birmingham,
at Leeds, at Glasgow ; distance was of little moment to
his enargetic nature; and as to trouble, how could ho
do anything by halves ?

There was yet a third kind of activity, diatinet from
that of literary work pure and simple, in which Dickens
in these years for the first time systematically engnged.
It has been zeen how he had long cherished the notion of
a periodical conduneted by himself, and marked by & unity
of design which should make it in & more than ordinary
senee his own paper. With a genius like his, whick attached
iteelf to the econcrete, very much depended at the outset
upon the choice of a title. The Cricket could not serve
again, and for some fime the notion of an omnipresent
Shadew, with something, if possible, tacked to it “ express-
ing the notion of ita being cheerful, useful, and always
welcome,” seemed to promise excellently. For a rather less
ambitions design, however, a rather less ambitious fitlo wes
sought, and et last fortunately found, in the phrase,
renderad proverbial by Shekespeare, ' Household Words”
“We hope,” he wrote & few weeks before the firet number
appeared, on March 30th, 1850, “to do some solid
good, and we mean 1o be as cheery and pleasant as
we can” DBut Householl TWords, which in form and
in cost was to be a paper for the multitude, was
to be something more than agreeable and museful and
cheap. It was o helpin casting out the many devile that
hed teken up their abode in populsr periodical literature,
the ¢ bastards of the Mountain,” and the foul fiends who

H€
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dealt in infamous scurrility, and fo do this with the aid
of a charm more potent than the most lucid argument end
the most abundant facts. “In the bosoms of the young
and old, of the well-to-do and of the poor,” says the
Preliminary Word in the first number, “we would
tenderly cherish that light of fancy which is inherent
in the human breast.” To this purpose it was the
cditor's constant and deliberate endeavour to bind his
paper. “Kzxer ‘ HousgHoLD WORDE' DIAGINATIVE | ia
the “golemn and continual Conductorial Injunction ®
which three years after the foundation of the journal he
impreasss, with the artful aid of capitals, npon his faithful
coadjutor, Mr, W, H, Wills, In his own contributions
he was not forgetful of this maxim, and the most im-
portant of them, the serial story, Hard Times, was written
with the express intention of pointing it as a moral

Thera are, I auppese, in addition to the many mysterious
functions performed by the editor of a literary journal,
two of the very highest significance; in the first placs,
the choice of his contributors, and then, if the expression
may be used, the management of them. In both respects
but one opinion seems to exist of Dickens’ admirable
qualitios as an editor, Out of the many contributors
to Household Words, and ite kindred swecessor, A¥ the
Yeur Round—some of whom are huppily still among
living writers—it would be invidious fo seleet for mention
a few in proof of the editor's discrimination, But it
will not Dbe forgotten that the first number of the
earlier jowrnal confained the beginning of a fale by
Mrm Gaskell, whose name will long remain s house.
hold word in England, both North and South. And &
periodical could hardly be deemed one-sided which in-
cluded among iia contributors acholars and writers of
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the distinetion belonging to the names of Forsfer and
Mr. Henry Marley, together with homorons colmervems of
men and things such ss Mr, Sala and Albert 8mith, On
the other hand, Houselold Worde kad what every literary
journal ought to have, an individuality of its own;
and this individuality was of course that of its editor
The mannerisms of Dickens’ style afterwards camo
to bo imifated by some among his contributors; but
the general unity perceptible in the journal was the
natural and legitimate result of the fact that it atood
under the independent control of a vigorous editor,
pseisted by a sub-editor—Mr W, H. Wilia—of rare
trostworthiness. Dickens had & keen eye for sclect-
ing subjests from a definite field, a ready skill for
shaping, if necessary, the articles aceepted by him,
and a genius for providing thern with oxpressive and
attractive titles. Fiction and poetry apart, theso artieles
have mostly & social character or Dbearing, although they
often deviate into the plessant paths of literature or ark;
and usually, but by no means always, the scenea or
associstions with which they connect themselves are of
England, English.

Nothing could surpsas the unflagging courtesy shown
by Dickens towards his contribmtors, great or small,
old or new, and his patient interest in their endeavounr,
while he conducted Household Words, and afterwards Afl
the Yeer Round, Of this there is evidence emough to
maka the reecords of the offics in Wellington Btreet a
ploasant page in the history of journalism. He valusd a
good workman when he found him, and was far {00 reason.
able and generous to put his own stamp upon all the good
metal that passed through his hands. Even in his
Chrisimas Numbets he left the utmost possible freedom

"2
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to his associntee. 'Where he altered or modified it was as
one who had come to know the pulee of the public; and he
waa not leas considerats with novices, than he was frank and
explicit with experts, in the writer'sart. Thearticlea in his
journal being anonymons, he was not tempted to use names
aa baits for the publie, thongh many who wrote for him
were men or women of high literary reputation. And he
kept hia doors open. While some editors deem it their
duty to ward off would-be contributors, as some miniaters
of atate think it theirs to get rid of deputations, Dickens
sought to ignore instead of jealously gnarding the boundaries
of professional literafure. Nothing in this way ever gave
him greater delight then {o have welcomed and published
several poems sent to him under s feigned name, but which
he afterwards discovered to ba the first-frnits of the
charming poetical talent of Miss Adelaide Procter, the
daughter of his old friend * Barry Cornwall,”

In the preparation of his own papers, or of those
which, like the Christmas Numbers, he composed eon-
jointly with one or more of his familiars, ho spared mno
labour and thought no toil too great, Attimes, of course,
ke, like all periodical writers who cannot be merry every
Wednesday or caustie every Saturday, felt the pressure
of the serew—* a8 {0 two comic arficles,” he exelaims on
one pccasion, “or two any sort of articles, out of me,
thet’s the intensest extreme of no-goism.” But, as a rule,
no great writer ever ran more gaily under his self-imposed
yoke. His “TUncommercinl Travels,” as he at a later
date happily christened them, familiarised him with
whatever parts or aspects of London his long walks had
still left unexplored; and he was as conscientious in
hunting up the deteils of a complicated wubjeci as in
finding out the eecrets of an obecure pursuit or {rade,
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Accomplished antiquarians and  commissioners ™ assisted
him in his labours; but he was mno 70i faindant on
the editorial sofs which he so complacently deseribes.
‘Whether he was taking A Walk in a Workhouse, or
knocking at the door of another with the supernumerary
waifs in Whitechapel, or On (night) Duly with Gwpector
Field among the woret of the London sluma, he was
always ready to see with his own eyes ; after which the
photographic power of his pen seemed always capable
of doing the rest. Qeccasionslly he treats topies more
properly journalistic, but he is most delightful when he
tokes his eass in hia English or his Frewsh Walsring
Ploce, or carries his readers with him on 4 Flight fo
Paria, bringing before them, as it were, in breathless
succession, every inch of the familiar journey. Happiost
of all 18 he when, with his friend Mr. Wilkiec Colling—
this, however, not until the awtumn of 1857—he starts
on The Lazy Tour of Two Idle Apprentives, the earlier
chapters of which farnish some of the best specimens of
his most humorous prose. Neither at the aame fime doea
he forget himsslf o enforce the claim of his journal
to strengthen the imaginary side of literature. In an
sssumed character he allowa a veteran post to carry him
By Rail to Parnassus, and even good-humouredly banters
an old friend, George Cruikehank, for having committed
Frauds on the Fairies by re-editing legendary lore with
the view of inenlcating the principle of Total Abstinence,

Suech, then, were some of the channels in which the
intense mental and physical energy of Dickens found a
congenial ontlet in these busy years. Yet in the very
midat of this multifarious activity the mysterious and
controlling power of his genius enabled him to collect
himeelf for the composition of a work of fistion which, as
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I have already said, holds, and will alwaya continue teo
hold, & place of its own among his works. “Of all my
books,” he declares, “I like this the best. It will be
easily believed that I am a fond parent to every child of
my fancy, and that no one can ever love that family as
dearly as I love them. But, like many fond parents, I
have in my heart of hearts a favourite child--and his
name is Divio Corerrrierp!” He parted from the
story with a pang, and when in after life he returned to
its perusal, ho was hardly able fo master the emotions
which it recalled; parhaps even hs hardly knew what
the effort of ita production had eost him.

The first number of David Copperfield was publiched
in May, 1849—the last in November, 1850. To judge
from the difficulty which Dickens found in choosing a
titlo for his atory, of which diffienlty plentiful evidence
remaing in MS. at South Kensington—he must have
been fain fo delay longer even than usmal on the
threshold. In the end the name of the hero evolved
itself out of a wmeries of tramsformations, from Trotfield
and Trotbury to Copperbay, Copperstone—< Copperfall *
being reserved as a lectio varfans for Mrs. Crupp—and
Copperfield. Then at last the pen conld fall seriously fo
work, and, proceeding slowly at firsb—for the fizst page of
the M8, contains a great number of slterations—dip itself
now into black, now into blue ink, and in a small writing,
already contrasting with the bolder hand of earlier daya,
produce page upon page of an incomparable book, No
doubt what so0 irresistibly attracted Dickena to David
Copperfidd, and what has since fageinated many readers,
more or less conscious of the seeret of the eharm, ig the
auntobiographice! element in the story. Until the publi-
cation of Forster’s 747, no veader of Copperfield could be
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aware of the pang it must have eost Dickens to lay bare,
though to uneuspeching eyes, the story of experiemces
which he had hitherto kept all but absolutely secrst, and
to whioh his own mird could not resur withont & quiver-
ing sensitiveness. No reader could trace, as the memory
of Dickens always must have traced, some of the most
vivid of those experiences, imbued though thsy were with
the tinta of a delightfully playfal humour, in the doings
and dealings of Mr. Wilkine Micawber, whose original,
by a strangs coincidence, was passing tranquilly awsy
ont of life, while his comic counterpart was blossoming
into a whimsteal immortality,. And no readar eould
divine, what very probably even the suthor may handly
have ventured to confess to himself, that in the lovely
little idyll of the loves of Doady and Dara——with Jip, aa
Dora’s father might have eaid, intervening—thers were,
besides the reminiscences of an innossnt juvenile amonr,
the vestigea of a man's unconfessed though not altogether
unrepressed disappointment—the semes that * there was
always something wanting.” Bat in order to be affected
by a personal or antobiographical element in a fistion or
posm, it is by no means necessary to be aware of ita actual
‘boaring and charscter, or sven of its veryexistenca ; Amelia
wonld gsin litle by illustrative notes coneerning the ex-
periences of the first Mre, Fielding, To exsite in & work of
fietion the peculiar kind of intereat of which I am spesking,
the existence of an autobiographical substratum need not
be apperent in it, or nead its presence be even suspected.
Enough, if it he there. But it had far bebter bs away
altogether, unless the novelist has so thoroughly fused
$his particnlar stream of metal with the mass filling his
monld that the result in an integral artistic whole. Buch
was, however, the case with David Copperfleld, which of
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all Dickens’ fictiona is on the whole the most parfect an a
work of art. Personal reminiscences which Iay deep in
the anthor’s breast are, as effects, harmonised with local
asgociations old and new. Thus Yarmouth, painted in
the story with singular poetic truthfulness, bad anly quite
recently been seen by Dickens for the first time, on &
holiday trip. Hia imagination still subdusd to iteelf all
the elements with which he worked ; and, whatever may
be thought of the comstruction of this story, mons of
his other books equaly it in that harmony of tonme which
1o artist can secwre unless by recasting all his materials.
As to the construction of Duvid Copperfield, however,
I frankly confess thet I perceive no serious fault in it
It is a story with & plof, and not merely a ebring of adven-
turee and experiences, like little Davy's old favourifes
upetaits at Blunderstone. In the conduct of this plot
blemishes may here and there oceur.  The boy’s fight from
London, and the direction which it takes, are insufficiently
sccounted for. A certain amonnt of obsenrity as well
perhaps as of improbability, pervades the relations between
Urish and the vietim, round whom the unspeskable
slimy thing writhes and wriggles, On the other hand,
the mare conduct of the story has much that is beautiful
in it. Thus there is resl arf in the way in which the
scene of Barkis' death—written with sdmirable modera-
tion—prepares for the ‘“greater loss” at hand for the
mourning family, And in the entire treatment of his
hero’s doubls love sfory, Dickens hes, fo my mind,
avoided that discord which—in spite of himself, jars
upon the reader both in Esmond and in Addam Beds. The
best constructed part of Duavid Copperfield is, however,
unmistakeably the story of Little Emily and her kins-
folk. This is moet skilfully interwoven with the personal
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experiences of David, of which—exeept in its very begin-
nings—it forma no integral part; and throughont the reader
ig haunted by a presentiment of the ecoming eatastrophe,
though unable to divine the tragic force and justice of its
actual accomplishment. A touch altered here and thers
in Bteerforth, with the Ross Dartle episode exeluded or
greatly reduced, and this part of David Copperfleld might
challenge comparizson as to workmanship with the whole
literature of modern fiction,

Of the idyll of Davy and Dora—what shall I say? Its
earliest steges are foll of the gayest comedy, What, for
instance, could surpass the history of the picnic—where
was it? perhaps it was near Guildford. At that feast an
imaginary rival, * Red Whisker,” made the salad—how
could they eat it +-—and * voted himself into the chargae
of the wino-cellar, which he constracted, being an ingenious
beast, in the hollow trunk of a tres,” Better still ara tho
backward ripples in the course of true love; best of all
the desp wisdom of Miss Mills, in whose nature mental
trial and suffering supplied, in some measure, the placo
of years. In fhe parrative of the young housekeeping,
David’ real trouble is most ekiifully mingled with the
eomic woes of the sifuation ; and thus the idyll almost
imperceptibly passes into the last phase, where the clouds
dissolve in a rain of tears, The genius which conceived
and executed these closing scenes was touched by a pity
towerds the fictitious ereatures of his own imsagination,
which melted his own heart ; and thus hia pathos is here
irresistible.

The inventive power of Dickens in nome of his other
books indulged itself o abundantly in the creation of
eoventrio characters, but neither was it in any so admirahly
tempered by taste and feeling, It contains no character
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which could strictly be callad grotesque, unless it be
little Miss Mowcher. Most of her outward peculiarities
Dickens had copied from a living original, but receiving
a remonstirance from the latier he good-humouredly altared
the use he had intended to make of the charaster, and
therehy spoilt what there was in it—not much in my
opinion—to spoil Mr. Dick belongs to a species of
cceentrie personages—mad people in a word—for which
Dickens as a writer had a curious liking; but theugh
there is consequently no true humour in this charaster,
it helps to bring out the latent tenderness in another.
Darid’s Aunt is a figure which none but a true humorist
such as Sterne or Dickena could have drawn, and she
must have sprung from the author’s brain armed cap-d-pis
as she appeared in her gerden hefore his little double,
Yet aven Miss Betsoy Trotwood was not altogether a
creation of the fanoy, for at Broadastaira the locality is
gtill pointed out where the ‘“one great outrage of her life”
wasd daily renewed. In the other chief characters of this
story the anthor seams to rely entirely on natural truthful-
ness. He must have had many opportunities of noting the
ways of scamen and fishermen, but the cecupanta of the old
boat near Yarmouth possess the typical cheracteristics with
which the experience snd the imagination of centuries have
agreed to credit the “salt™ divieion of mankind, Again, he
hed hed his own experience of shabby-genteel life, and of
the struggle which he had himself seen a happy and a
buoysant temperament maintaining against a sea of trouble,
But Mr. Micawber, whatever fealures may have been
tranaferred to him, is the typa of & whole race of men who
will not vanish from the face of the earth so long as
the hope whish lives eternal! in the human breast is
only temporarily suspended by the laws of debter amd
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creditor, and is always capable of revival with the aid of
s howl of milk-punch. A kindlier and & merrier, a more
humeoroys and a more genuine character was never con-
ceived than this; and if anything was wanted to eomplete
the comicslity of the conception, it waa the wifa of hia
bosom with the twine at her own, and her mind made up
nof to desert Mr. Micawber., Delightful {oo in his way,
though of a class more common in Dickens, is Tommy
Traddles, tha genial picture of whose married life in
chambera in Gray’s Inn, with the dearest girl in the
world and her five sisters, ineluding the beauty,on n
visit, may have been supgested by kindly personal
r>winizcences of youthful days. In contrast to these cha-
racters, the phambling, fawning, villainous hypacrisy of
Uriah Heep is a pisce of infense and elaborate workman-
ghip, almost cruelly done without being overdome. Tt
was in his fignres of hypoerites that Dickens' satirical
power most diversely diaplayed iteelf ; and by the side of
Uriak Hoop in this story, literally ao in the prison-scene
at the close, stands another speciea of the race, the
valet Littimer, a sketch which Thackeray himself ecould
not have surpassed.

YThus, then, I must leave the book, with its wealth of
pathes and humour, with the glow of youth etill tinging
ita pages, but with the gentler mood of manhecod pervading
it from first to last. The realéty of David Copperfiald is,
perhapa, the first feature in it likely to afrike the reader
new to ita charms ; but a closer acquaintance will produce,
and familiavity will enhance, the sonse of ifs wonderinl
art. Nothing will ever destroy the popularity of a work
of which it can truly be said that, while offering to his
muse a gift not leea beamtiful than precious, its author
put into it his life's blood.
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CHANGES,
1852—18568.

I mave apoken of hoth the intellectual and the physical
vigour of Charles Dickens as at their height ir the
years of which the most enduring fruit was the most
delightful of all his fictions, Bub there was no break in
his activity after the achicvement of this or any other of
Lis literary successes, and he was never harder at work
than during the seven years of which T sin about to apeak,
slthough in this period also ococasionally he was to be
found hard at play. Its beginning saw him settled io his
new and cheerfully-furnished abode at Tavistock Houss,
of which he had taken poasesaion in Qctober, 1851. At
ita close ha was master of the country residence which
had been the dream of his childhood, bub he had become
a stranger to that tranguillity of mind without which noe
man’s house ie tenly his home. Gradually, but surely,
things had then, ora little before, come tc such a pass that
he wrote to his faithful friend: I am becomo incapabls
of rest. I am quite confident I should rust, break and
die, if T spared myself. Much better to die, doing.
What I am in that way, nature made ma first, and my
way of lifa has of late, alas! confirmed.” Esrly in
1862, the youngest of his children had heen born to
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him—the boy whose babyhood once more revived in him
a tenderness the depth of which no eccentric humours
and fantastio sobriquets could conceal. In May, 1858,
he had ssparated from the mother of his children, and
though self-sacrificing affection was at hand to watch
over them and him, yet thet domestic life of which he
had become the prophet and poet to hundreds of thousands
was in ita fairest and fullest form at an cnd for himaalf,
In the earlier of these years, Dickens’ movements wers
still very much of the same kind, and varied much after the
same fashion as in the period deseribed in my last chapter,
In 1852 the series of amateur performances in the country
was completed ; but time was found for a summer regidence
in Camaden Crescent, Dover. During his stay thers, and
during most of his working hours in this and the following
year—the apring of which was partly spent at Brighton—
he was engaged wupon his new story, Bleak House,
published in numbers dating from March, 1852, to Sep-
temhber, 1853. “To let you into a seeret,” he had written
to his lively friend, Misg Mary Boyle, from Dover, “I am
not quite sure that I ever did like, or ever shall like
auything quite so well as Copperfield. But I foresee, T
think, some very good things in Bleak House.” There is
no reason to believe that, by the general publie, this novel
was at the time of its publication & whit lesa favourably
judged or less eagerly read than ite predecessor. Aeceording
to the anthors own testimony, if " fock extraordinarily,
especially during the last five or eix months” of its issme,
and * rotained its immense circulation from the first, beat-
ing dear old Copperfield by a round ten thousand or more.”
To this day the book has its stanch friends, some of whom
would perhaps be slow to confess by which of the elements
in the story they are most forcibly tiracted. On the other
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hand, Blaak Houss was probably the first of Dickens’
works which furnished a suitable text to a class of censors
whose preciows balms have gince descended upon his head
with constant roiteration. The power of amusing being
graciously concedsd to the “ man of geniua,” his hook was
charged with * absolute want of constrnction,” and with
being a heterogensous compound made up of a meagre and
melodramatic story, and a number of “ odd folks that have
to do with a long Chancery suit.” Of the characiers them-
selves it was asserted that, though in the main excessively
funny, they were more like caricatures of the astage than
studies from nature; some approval was bhestowed upon
particular figures, but rather as types of the influence of
externals then as real individualities; and while the cha-
racter of the poor crozsing.sweeper was generously praised,
it waa regretted that Dickens should never have succeeded
in drawing “e maeh or woman whose lot is caal among the
high-horn or wealthy,” He belonged, unfortunately, *“in
literaturo .to the spine clasa as his illustrator, Hablot
Browne, in design, though he far surpasses the illustrator
in range and power” In other words, he was essentially
a caricaturist.

As applied to Bleak Houee, with which I am af present
alone eomecerned, this kind of censure was in more ways
than cne unjust, So far es constructive ekill was con-
carned, tho preisc given by Forster to Bleak House may
be considered exceesive ; but there can be no doubt that,
a3 compared, not with Pickwick and Nickleby, but with
its immediate predecessor, David Copperfleld, this novel
exhibits & decided advance in that respsct. In truth,
Dickens in Blsak House for the first time emancipated
himeslf from that form of movel which, in accordance

with his great ecighteenth-sentury favourites, he had
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hitherfc more or lees consciously adopted—the novel of
adventure, of which the person of the hero, rather than
the machinery of the plot, forms the conneeting element.
It may be that the influence of Mr. Wilkie Collins was
already strong wpon him, and that the younger writer,
whom Dickens was about this time praising for his un-
likeness to the “ conceited idiota who supposs that volumes
are to be tossed off like pancakes,” was already teaching
something to, as well as learning something from, the
elder. It may also be thal the criticiam which as editor
of Household Words Dickens was now in the habit of
judiciously applying to the fietions of others, unconsciously
affected his own methods and processes. Certain it is
that from this point of view Bleak House may be said to
begin a new series among his works of fiction. The great
Chancery suit and the fortunes of those concerned in it
are not a disconnected background from which the mystery
of Ledy Dedlock’s secret stands forth in relief ; but the
two main parts of the story are skilfully interwoven as in
a Bpanish double-plot. Nor is the suceess of the general
action materially affected by the circumstance that the tone
of Esther Bummeraon’s diary is not altogether true. At the
same lime, there ia indispuiably some unevenness in the
conatruction of Bleak House. It drags, and drags very
perceptibly, in some of its earlier parts. On the othor
hand, the interest of the reader is strongly revived, when
that popular favourite, Mr, Inepector Bucket, appears on
the scene, and when, more especially in the admirably
vivid narrative of Esthers journsy with the detective,
the noarness of the catastrophe exercises its exciting
influence. Some of the machinery, moreover—such ag
the Smallweed family’s part in the plot—is tiresome ; and
particuiar incidents axe intolersbly homible or abeurd—
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gach as, on the one hand, the spontaneoue combustion
(which is proved possible by the analogy of historical
facts J), and on the other, the intrusion of the oil-grinding
Mr. Chadband into the eolemn presemce of Sir Leiceater
Dedlock’s grief. Bat in general the parts of the narrative
aro woll knit together; and there is a subtle skill in the
way in which the two main parts of the story converge
towards their common close.

The idea of meking an impersonal object like a great
Chancery etit the centre round which o large and mani-
fold group of characters revolves, seems o savour of a
drame rather than of a story. No doubt the theme sug-
gosted itself to Dickens with a very real purposs, and on
the hasiz of facts which he might well think warranted
him in his treatment of it; for, true artist though he was,
the thought of exposing some nabional defect, of helping
to bring about some real reform, wae always paramonnt
in his mind over any mere literary conception. Primd
Jucie, ot leant, and with all due deference to Chancery
judges and ominent silk gowns like Mr, Blowers, the
length of Chaneory suits was a real public grievance, as
well as a frequnent private calamity, But even =8 a
mere artistic notion, the idea of Jarndyoce v. Jarmndyce as
diversely aflecting those who lived by it, those who re-
helled against it, those whe died of it, was in ife way of
unique force ; and while Dickens never brought to any
other of his subjects a0 useful a knowledge of its external
detaila—in times gone by he had served a “Eenge snd
Carboys * of his own—hardly any one of those subjects
guggested so wide o variety of aspects for characteriatic
treatment.

For never before had his versatility in drawing character
filled his canves with so multitudinons and so various a
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host of personages. The legal profeseion, with its ser-
vitors and hangers-on of every degres, cccupies the centre
of the pisture. Tn this group no figure is more deserving
of admiration than that of Mr. Tulkinghoern, the eminently
reepectabls family solicitor at whose very funeml, by a
four-wheeled affliction, the goodwill of the aristocracy
manifests itself, ‘Wo learn very little about him, end pro-
bably care lees ; but he interests us precisely as we should
be interested by the real old family lawyer, about whom we
might know and care equally litils, were we to find him
alone in the twilight, drinking hisancient port in his freasped
chamberinthossfieldswhers the shepherds play on Chancery
pipes that have nostop, (Mr. Forster, by the way, omitted
to point oub to his readers, what the piety of American
research has since put on record, that Mr. Tulkinghorn's
honse was & pictura of the biographer's own residence.)
The portrait of Mr, Vholes, who supports an unassailable
but unenvisble professional reputation for the sake of f the
three dear girls at home,” and & father whom he hes to
gupport ““in the Vala of Taunton,” is less attractive ; but
nothing could be more in its place in the story than the
clammy tenacity of this legal ghonl and his “ dead glove,”
Lower down in ihe great system of ithe law, we come
upen Mr, Guppy and his fellows, the very quintessence of
cockney vulgarity, seasoned with a flavour of legal sharp-
ness without which the rankness of the mixture wonld be
incomplete, To the legal group Miss Flite, whose original,
if I remember right, used fo heunt the Temple as woli
as the precincts of the Chsneery courts, may likewise be
said to belong. She is quite legitimately introduced into
the story—which cannot be said of all Dickens’ madmen
—because her madness associates iteelf with ils main
theme,
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Much admiration has been hestowed upon the figures
of an eceentrio by- or under-plot in this story, in which
the family of the Jellybys and the angust Mr. Taurvey-
drop ave, actively, or by passive endurancs, engaged, The
philanthropie ssetion of Is monde o Fon f'ennuds haa never
been satirired more tellingly, and, it must be added, more
bitterly. Perbaps at the time of the publication of
Bleak Houss the activity of our Mrs. Jellybys took a
wider and more cosmopolitan sweep than in later days;
for we yead at the end of Eather's diary how Mra,
Jellyby * has been disappointed in Borricboola Gha, which
turned cut a failure in consequence of the King of Bor-
rioboola wanting to sell everybody—who survived the
climate—for Rum ; but she has taken up with the righta
of women to sit in Parliament, and Caddy tells me it is a
mission involving more correspondence than the old one.”
But Mre, Jellyby's interference in the affaira of other
people is after all hurtful only because in busying herself
with theirs she forgets her own. The {ruly offensive bene-
factress of her fellow-creatures is Mra. Pardiggle, who,
mexim in month and fract in hand, turns everything she
approaches to stons, Among her victima are her own
children, ineluding Alfred, aged five, who has been in-
duced to teke an osth “never to use tocbacco in any
form.”

The particular vein of feeling that led Dickens to the
delineation of these satirical figures was ons which naver
ran dry with him, and which snggested some forcible-
feebls eatire in his very last fiction. I call it a vein of
feeling only ; for he could hardly have argned in oold
blood that the efforts which he ridicules were not mis.
represanted as & whole by his satire, When poor Jo on
his deathbed is “ asked whether he ever knew a prayer,”



v.] CHAKRGES, 118

and replies that he could never make anything out of
those spoken by the gentlemen who * came down Tom-all.
Alone’s a-prayin',” but who “mostly sed as the t'other
wuns prayed wrong,” the author brings a charge which
he might not have found it easy to substantiate. Yeb
—with the exception of such isolated paasages—tha
figure of Jo is in truth one of the most powerful protests
that have been put forward on hehalf of the friendless
outeasts of our streets, Nor did the romantic element in
the conoception interfere with the effect of the realistie,
If Jo, who esems at first to have been intended to e one
of the main figures of the story, is in Dickens’ best pathetic
manner, the Bagnet family is in his happiest vein of quiet
humour. Mr. Inspector Bucket, though not aliogether
free from mammeriam, well deserves the popularity which
he obtained. For this character, as the pages of House-
hold Words testify, Dickens had made many studies in
real life, The detective police-officer had at that time not
yot beoome & standing figure of fiction and the drama,
nor had the detective of real life begun to deetroy the
illugion.

Bileak House waa loaat of all among the novela hitherto
published by ita anthor obnoxious to the cherge persistently
brought against him, that he was doomed to failure in his
attempta to draw characters taken from any bub the lower
gpheres of life—in his attempts, in short, to draw ladies
and gentlomen. To begin with, one of the most interesting
charactars in the hook—indeed, in ita relation to the main
idea of tha story, the ost interesting of sll—is the
youthful hero, if he is to be so called, Richard Cerson,
From the very nature of the conception, the character ia
pasaive only; but the art and feeling are in their way
unaurpassed with which the gradust collapse ot;ﬂne

. I
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nature is here exhibited. Sir Leicester Dedlock, in sofne
mensure infended as a type of his clasy, has been con-
demned as wooden and unnatural; and no doubt the
machinery of that part of the story in which he is con-
corned creaks bofore it gets under way. On the other
hand, after the catastrophe has overwhelmed him and
his house, he becomes a really fine picturs, wnmarred by
any Grandieorianisms in either thought or phrase, of a
true gentleman, bowed bub not warped by distress. Sir
Leicester's relatives, both dead and living; Volummia's
aprightly ancesiresa on the wall, and that “fair Dedlock ”
herself ; the whole ecousinhood, debilifated and otherwise,
but of one mind on such points as Wiliam Buffy’s blame-
worthy neglect of his duty when in office ; sll thess make
up a very probable picture of a house great emough—or
thinking iteelf great enough-—to look at the affairs of the
world from the family point of view. In Lady Dedlock
alone a failure must ho admitted ; but she, with her
wicked double, the uncanny French maid Hortense,
existe only for the sake of the plot.

‘With all its merits, Bleak House has Lttls of that charm
which belonge to so many of Dickens’ earlier stories, and
to David Copperficld above all. In part at Iesst, this
may be due to the excessive severity of tho task which
Dickens bad set himself in Bleak House; for hardly any
other of his works is constructed on so large a scale, or
containe so many characters orgamically commected with
the progress of its plot; and in pert, again, to the half
didactic half-setirieal purport of the story, which weighs
heavily on the writer. An overstrained tone announces itself
on. the very firal page; an opening full of power—indeed,
of genins; but pitched in a key which we feel at onee
will not, without effort, bo maintained. On the second
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poage the prose hes actually become verse; or how elss
can one describe part of the following apostrophe?

# Thig is the Court of Chancery, which has its decaying housea
and its blighted lands in every shire; which hay its worn-out
looatio in every madhouss, and iis dead in every chorghymrd ;
which hag its roined suitor with his slipshod hécls and threed-
bare dress, borrowing &nd bogging throngh the round of every
man's aoquaintance; which gives to monied might the mesns
abuodantly of weering out the right; which so exheugts finanocos,
patience, coursge, hope ) so overthrows the brain wnd bresks the
beart, that there is not an honourable men among it prwoti.
tioners who would not give—who doss not often give—the
warning, *Buffer any wrong that can be done you, rather than
come heve 1*”

It was possibly with some thought of giving to
Bleak House slso, though ie a different way, the close
relation to his experiemcea of living men fo which
David Copperfiecld had owed so much, that Dickens
introduced into it two poriraifs. Doubtless, at first, his
intention had by no means gone so far as this. His
constant counsellor always disliked his mixing up in his
fietitious characters any personal reminiscences of particular
mon, experience having shown that in such cases the whole
character came oub more ike than the suthor wes aware,
Nor can Dickens himaslf have failed to understand how
guch an experiment is always tempting, and always
dangerous, how it is often irreconcileable with good
feeling, and quite as often with good taste In Bleak
House, however, it occurred to him to introduce likencases
of two living men, both more or less well known fo the
public and to himself; and both of individualities too
clearly marked for a porfrait, or even a caricature, of
sither to be easily mistaken. Of thal art of mystification
which the authors of both Engliah and French romans ¢
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olef have sinea practisod with so much transient success,
he wes no mester, and fortunately 8o : for what conld be
more ridiculous than that the reader's interest in &
character should be stimulated, firef, by ite being evidently
the late Lord P-lm-ret-n, or the P—— of O—; and
then by ita being po less evidently somebody else$ It
ghould be added that neither of the two portrait characters
in Bleak House possoases the least imporfanes for the
conduet of the story, so that there is nothing to justify
their introduction except whatever excallence may belong
to them in themselves,

Lawrence Boythorn is deseribed by Mr. Bydney Colvin
as drawn from Walter Savage Landor with his intellectual
greatness left out. 1t wes of course unlikely that his
intellectual greatness should be left in, the infention
obvionsly being to reproduce what was eceeniric in the
ways and manner, with s suggestion of what was noble in
the charpeter, of Dickens’ famonas friend. Whether, had
he attempted to do so, Dickens could have drawn a piciure
of the whole Landor, is another question. Landor, who
could put into a olasgic dialogue that sense of the naif
to which Dickens is generally a atranger, yet passionately
admired the most sentimenial of all his young friend’s
poetic figures ; and it might almost be =aid that the intel-
lectus! natures of the two men were drawn together
by the force of contrast. They appear fo have first become
intimate with one another during Landor's residence
at Bath—which began in 1837—and they frequently met
at Gore House. At a celebration of the peet’s birthday
in his lodgings at Bath, so Fomster tells us in his
biography of Landor, “the fancy which took the form of
Little Nell in the Ouriosiiy Shop first dawned on the
genius of ite creator.” In Landor's spacious mind there
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wa2 room for cordial edmiration of an suthor, the
bent of whose genius differed widely from that of his
own; and he could thus afford to sympathise with his
whole heart in a creation which men of much gmaller
intellectmal build have pronounced mewkish and
unreal, Dickens afterwards gave to ome of his sons
the names of Walter Tandor; and when the cld man
died at lsst, qffer his godson, peid him an cloguent
tribute of respect in AN #fhe Fear Round. In this
papet the personal intention of the charactar of Boythorn
is avowed by implication ; but though Landor esteemed
and loved Dickens, it might scem matter for wonder, did
not eccentrics after all sometimes cherish their own eccen-
tricity, that hig irascible naturs failed to resent a rather
doubiful compliment. For the charncter of Boythorn
is whimsical rather than, in any but the earlier sense of
the word, humorons. But the portrait, however imperfect,
waa in this instance, beyond all doubt, both kindly meant
and kindly taken ; though it cannot be said to have added
to the stiractions of the book info which it is infro-
duced.

While no doubt ever existed as to this likenees, the
caso may nof seem so clear with regard to the original of
Harold Skimpole. It would be far more pleasant to pass
by without notiee the controversy—if controversy it can
be called—which this cheracter provoked ; but a wrong
done by one eminent man of letters to another, however
unforeseen its extent may have beem, and however
genuine the endeavour fo repair its effect, becomes part
of Literary history. That the original of Harold Skimpole
was Leigh Hunt cannot reasonably be called into qnestion.
This sssertion by no means precludes the poesibility, or
probability, that s second original suggested certain
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features in the poitrait. Nor does it contredict the
stbatantial truthfulness of Dickens’ own statement,
published in 4R #he Pear Round efter Leigh Hunt's
desth, on the appearance of the mew edition of the
Autobiography with Thornton Hunt's admireble intro-
duction. 'While, Dickens then wrote, * he yielded o the
temptation of tco often making the character speak like
his old friend,” yet “ he no more thought, God forgive
him! that the admired original wonld ever be charged
with the imsginary viess of the fictitious ereature, than
he had himself ever thought of charging the blood of
Deedemona and Othello on the innocent Academy model
who gat for Ingo’s leg in the pieture, Even as to the mere
occasional manner,” he declared that he had “altered the
whole of that part of the text, when two intimate friends
of Leigh Hunt—both still living—diseovered too strong a
resemblance to his ¢ way.'” But, while accepting this
statement, and suppressing a regret that after discovering
the dangerous closeness of the resemblance Dickens should
bave, quite at the end of the atory, introduced s satirical
reference to Harold Skimpole’s autobiography—ILeigh
Hunt's having been published only s year or two before—
one must eonfess that the explanation only helps to prove
the rashness of the offence. 'While intending the portrait
to keep ifa own secret from the peneral public, Dickens
at the same time must bave wished to gratify a fow keen-
sighted friends. In March, 1852, he writes to Forater,
ovidently in reference to the apprehensions of hie eorre-
epondent ; * Browne han done Bkimpole, and helped to
make him singularly unlike “the great original” The
“ great original” was a man for whom, both before and
after this untoward incident in the relations befween them,
Dickens professed & warm regerd, and who, to judge from
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the testimony of those who knew him well,* and from his
unaffected narrative of his own life, abundantly deserved
it. A perusal of Leigh Hunt's dulobiography sufftcen to
show that he useed to talk in Skimpole’s manner, and even
to write in it ; that he wes el one peried of his life alio-
gether ignorant of money matters, and that he caltivated
cheerfnlness on principle, But it likewise shows that
hie ignorance of business waa acknowledged by himas s
misfortune in which he was very far from exulting. Do
I boast of this ignorancet” he writes, *Alas| I have no
such respect for the pedantry of absurdity as that X
blush for it, and T only record it ont of & sheer painful
movement of conscience, as & warning to those young
authors who might be led to look upon such folly asa fine
thing, which at ell events ia what I never thought it
myself,” On the other hand, as hiz son showed, his
cheerfulness, which was not inconsistent with a natural
Proneness to intervals of melancholy, rested on grounds
which were the result of a fine as well as healthy morality.
# The valuo of cheerful opinions,” he wrote, in words em-
bodying a moral than Dickens himaself was never weary of
enforcing, *is inestimable ; they will retain a sort of
heaven round a man, when everything else might fail him,
and consequently they ought to be religionaly ineuleated
upon his children,” At the same time, no qualtity wasmore
conepicuous in his life than hiz readiness for hard work,
even under the most depressing ciroumstances; and no
featurs was more marked in his moral charsctor than his

* Amopg theas is Mr. Alexapder Ireland, the anthor of the
Bittography of Leigh Hunt and Hasliti, who haa kindly com-
municated to me part of hin collections concerning the former,
The titfle-tatile againet Leigh Hunt repeated by Lord Macanlay
in, on the Ince of it, nnworthy of notice,
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conscientiousnesa, “In the midst of the eorest tempta-
tions,” Dickens wrote of him, * he maintained his honeaty
unblemished by = single stain ; and in all public and private
transactions he was the very soul of truth and honour.”
To mix up with the outward traits of such a man the
detestable obliquities of Harcld Skimpole was an experi-
ment peredoxical even as a mere piece of charscter-drawing,
The merely Literary result is a failure, while a wound was
needlesely inflicted, if not upon Leigh Hunt himself, at
least upon all who cherished his friendship or good name.
Dickena seeme honestly and desply to have regretted what
he had done, and the exiremely tastoful little tribute to
Leigh Hunt's poetic gifts, which, some yeara before the
death of the latter, Dickens wrote for Houschold Words,*
must have partaken of the nature of an amende honorable.
Neither his subsequent repudiation of unfriendly inten-
tions, nor his earlier exertions on Leigh Hunt's hehalf, are
to be overlooked, but they camnot undo a mistake which
forma an unfortnnate incident in Dickens' litarary life,
singularly free though thet life as a whole is from the
miseries of personal quarrels, and all the pettinesses with
which the world of letters is too familiar.

‘While Dickens was engaged upon a literary work such
as would have absorbed the intellestual! energies of most
men, he not only wrote occasionally for his journal, but
alsg dictated for publication in it the suecessive portions
of a book altogether outside his usual range of authorship.
This was A Child's History of England, the only one of
his works that was mot written by his own hand. A
history of England, -writien by Charles Dickens for his
own or anyocne else's children, was sure to be a different
work from ome writfen under similar circumsiances by

* By Reil to Parnasrus, Juno 186, 1855
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Mr. Freoman. or the late M. Guizot. The book, though
it cannot be called a sucoess, is howsver by no means
devoid of interest. Just ten years earlier he had written,
and printed, a history of England for the benefit of
his eldest som, then & hopeful student of the age of
five, which was composed, as he informed Douglas Jerrold
at the time,; “in the exact spirit” of that advanced poli-
tieian's paper, “for I don’t know what I shonld do if
he were to get hold of any Conservative or High Church
notions ; and the best way of guarding against any such
horrible regult is, I take it, to wring the parrots’ necks in
his very cradle.” The Chidd's Hislory of England is
written in the same spirit, and illustrates more direetly,
and, it mnat be added, more eoarsely than any of Dickens’
other works, his hatred of ecclesiasticism of all kinds,
Thus, the aceount of Dunstan is pervaded by a prejudico
which is the fruit of anything but knowledge ; Edward
the Confessor iz “ the dreary old” and *the mandlin
Confessor ;” and the Pope and what belongs to him are
treatod with a measure of contumely which would have
satisfied the heart of Leigh Hunt himself. To be sure, if
King John ia dismiesed as & “ miserable brute,” King
Heary the Eighth is not more courteously desigmated as a
“blot of blood and grease upen the history of England.”
On the other hand it could hardly Lo but that certain
passages of the national story should be well told by so
great a master of narrative ; and though the strain in which
ports of the history of Charles the Second are recounted
strikes one as hardly suitable to the young, fo whom
irony is in genersl ¢avigre indeed, yet there are touches
both in the story of “this merry gentleman”—& desig-
nation which almost recalls Fagin—and elsewhere in
the book not unworthy of its author, Its patriotic apirit
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is quite as striking aa its radicalism; and vulgar a3 some
of ite expressions must be called, there iz a pleasing glow
in the passage on King Alfred, which declares the
% English-8axon” charaster to have been “the greatest
character emong the nations of the earth;” and there
is & yeot nobler enthusiasm, such as it would indeed be
worth any writer’a while to infuse into the young, in the
passionate earnesiness with which, by means of the story
of Agincourt, the truth is enforced that * nothing can
make war otherwise than horrible.”

This book must have besn dictated, and some ot least
of the latter portion of Bleak House written, at Bonlogne,
where, after & spring sojourn &t Brighton, Dickens epent
the summer of 1853, and where were also passed the
summers of 1854 and 1856, Boulogne, where Le Sage's
leat years wore spent, was Qur Fremch Waleringplace,
8o graphically described in a paper in Houschold Words
as a companion picture to the old familiar Broadstairs.
The family were comfortably settled om & green hill-
side closs to the town, “in a charming garden in a
very pleasant country,” with *excellent light wines on
the premises, French cookery, millions of roses, two
cowe—for milk-punch—vegetables ¢ut for the pot, and
handed in at the kitchen window ; five summer-houses,
fifteen fountaine-—with no water in ’em—and thirty-seven
clocks—keeping, as I conceive, Australian time, having no
reference whatever to the hours on this side of the globe.”
The energetic owner of the Villa des Moulineaux was
the *M, Loyal Devasseur” of Our French Walering-
place — jovial, conviviel, genial, sgentimental too as a
Buonepartist and a patrict. In 1854 the same obliging
personage housed the Dickena family in another abode at
the top of the hill, closs to the famons Napoleonie column ;
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but in 1856 they came back to the Moulineaux. The
former year bad been an exciting one for Englishmen
in France, with roysl visits to and fro to testify to the
enlents cordiale between the governments, Dickens, not-
withstanding his humorous assertions, was only moderately
tonched by the Sebastopol fover; bat when a concrete
problem came hefore him in the shape of a fastive demon-
stration, he addressed himself to it with the irrepressible
ardonr of the born stage-manager. *‘In our own proper
illamination,” he writes on the occasion of the Prince
Consort's visit to the camp at Boulogna, #I laid on all the
servants, all the children now at home, all the visitors,
cne to every window, with everything ready to lght up
on the ringing of a big dinner-bell by your hambhle ecor-
respondent. 8t Peter's on FEaster Monday was the
result.”

Of course, at Boulogne, Dickens was cut off neither
from his business nor from his private friends, Hia
hospitable invitations were as urgenf to his French villa
in the summer ag fo his London house in the winter,
and on both sides of the walar the Houschold Words
familiars were as mure of a welcome from their cliief,
During his absences from London he could have had
no trustier liutenant than Mr, W. H, Wills, with
whom, being always ready to throw limself into a part,
he corresponded in an amusing paragraphed semi-official
style. And neither in his working nor in his leisure
hours had he by this time any more cherished com-
panion than Mr, Wilkis Collins, whoee progress towerds
brilliant suoccess he was watching with the keenest
and kindliest interest. With him and his old friend
Augustus Xgg, Dickens, in Oclober, 1853, started on a
tour to Bwitzerland and Italy, in the course of which
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ke saw more than one old friend, and revisited more than
one known scone—ascending Vesmvius with Mr, Layard
and drinking punch at Rome with David Roberta. It
would be absurd to make any lofty demands wpon the
brief records of & holiday journey; and, for my part,
I would rather think of Dickens assiduous over his
Christmas number at Rome and at Venice, than weigh his
moralizinga about the electric telegraph running throegh
the Coliseum. His letters written to his wifs during this
trip are bright and gay, and it was certainly no roving
achelor who “kissed almost all the children he encountered
in remembrance of tha sweet facea” of hin own, and * talked
to all the mothers who carrisd them,” By the middle of
December the travellera were home again, and before
the year was out he had read fo large audiemces at Bir-
mingham, on behalf of a public institution, his favourite
Christmaas storied of the Chrivimas Carol and The Cricket
on the Hegrth. AB yet, however, his mind was not
serioualy intent upon any lahours but those proper to his
career as an author, and the year 1864 saw, betwoeen the
months of April and Awugust, the publication in his
journal of & new story, which is among the most cha-
racteristie, though not among the moat successful, of his
works of fietion.

In comparison with most of Dickene’ novels, Hard
T¥mee is contained within a narrow compees ; and this with
the further necessity of securing to each successive small
portion of the story & certain immediate degres of effective-
noas, acoounts, in gome meagure, for the peculiarity of the
impression. left by this story upon many of ita readers,
Bhort as the story relatively is, few of Diskens’ fictions
were elaborsted with so much care, He had nof intended
$0 write & new story for a twelvemonth, when, as he says,
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% the idea laid hold of him by the throat in a very violent
manner,” and the labour, carried on under conditions of
pecnliar irksomeness, “used him up,” after a quite un-
accustomed fashion, The book thus acquired a precision
of form and manner which eommends it to the French
school of criticism rather than to lovers of English humour
in its ampler forms and more flowing moods, At the
same time, the work has ils purpose so visibly imprinted
on its fronf, as almost to forbid our regarding it in the
first ingtance apart from the moral which avowedly it ia
intended to inculeate. This moral, by no means new
with Dickens, has both a negafive and a positive side,
“Do not harden your hearts,” is the negativo injume-
tiom, more especially do not harden them againat the
promptinga of that human kindness which should draw
together man and men, old and young, rich and poor;
and keep your sympathies fresh by bringing nourish-
ment to them through channels which prejudice or
short-sightednesa would fain narrow or stop up. This
hortatory purpose assumes the form of invective and
even of angry menmace; and f utilitarian ecomomists,
skeletons of schoolmasters, commissionera of fact, gentesl
and used-up infidels, gabblers of many litile dog's-
eared creeds” are warned: “ The poor you have always
with you, Cultivate in them, while there is yet time,
the utmost graces of the fancies and affections, to
adorn their lives, so much in need of ornament ; or, in the
day of your triumph, when romanece is utterly driven out
of their souls, and they and a bare exiatance stand fuee to
face, reality will fake a wolfieh turn, and make sun end
of you.”

No authority, however eminent, not even Mr, Ruskin’s,
is required to teech yeflecting minds the inflnite
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importance of the principles which Hard Times was
intended to illustrate, Nor is it of mueh moment
whether the illustrations are alweys exact; whather the
“ Commissioners of Faets” have rcason to protest that
the unimaginative character of their processes does not
nocessarily imply an unimaginative purpose in their ends;
whether there is any actual Coketown in existapce within
& hundred miles of Maonchester; or whether it suffices
that “everybody knew whai was meant, bui every
cotton-spinning town said it was the other eofton-spin-
ning town.” The chief personal grievanca of Stephen
Blackpool hes been removed or abated, but the “muddle”
is not yet altogether cleared up which prevents the nation
and the “national dueimen,” its lawgivers, from Impar-
tially and sympathetically furthering the interest of all
claases, In a word, the moral of Hard Ttmes has not yet
lost ita foree, however imperfoot or unfair the methed
may hava been in which it is urged in tha book,
Unfartunately, however, a work of art with a didsctie
purpoase is only too often prone to exaggerate what seams
of apecial importence for the purpose in question, and to
heighten contrasts which seem likely to pub it in the
clearest light, * Thomas Gradgrind, sir,” who announces
himselt with something of the gennine Yaneashire roll,
and his system are a sound and a laughable piece of satire
to begin with, only here and there marred by the satirist’s
imperfeot knowledge of the details which he caricatures.
The “Manchester School,” which the novel strives to
exposs, i8 in iteelf o a great extent o Sgment of the
imagination, which fo this day serves to round many
a hollow period in oratory and journalism. Who, it
may fuirly be asked, were the parliamentary politicians
satirised in the member for Coketown, deaf and blind to
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any congiderstion but the multiplication fable. Butin any
case the cauac hardly warranta one of its consequencea as
depicted in the novel—the utter brutalisation of a stolid
natare like “the Whelp's” When Gradgrind’s son is
about to be shipped abroad out of reach of the penalties
of hie erime, he reminds his father that he merecly
exemplifies the atatistical law that 20 many people cut
of 80 many will be dishoneat.” When the virtuous
Bitzer is indignantly asked whother he has a heart, he
replies that he is physiologically assured of the faet;
and to the further inquiry whether thia heart of his is
acoessible to compession, makes anawer that “it is
accodsible to reason, and to nothing else,” Thoso re-
turnings of Mr Gradgrind’s philosophy wupon himself
savour of the moral justiee represented by Gratiano in
the fourth act. So again, Coketown with ite tall
chimneys and black river, and its thirteen religious
denominations, to which whoever else belonged the
working men did »of, is no perverse contradiotion of
fact. Dot the influence of Coketown, or of a wholo
wilderness of Coketowns, cannot justly be charged with
a tendency to ripen such a product aa Josish Bounderby,
who is not only the “ bully of humanity,” but proves to
bo a meanepirited impostor in his pretensions to the
glory of selfhelp. In short, Hard Times ems by ifs
attempt to prove too much.

Apart, however, from the didaclic purposes which
overburden it, the pathos and humonr of particular
portions of this tale appear to me to have been in nowise
overrated. The domestic tragedy of Stephen and Rachael
hes o subdued intemsity of tendernmess and melancholy
of a kind rare with Dickens, upon whom the example of
Mrs. (ackell in this instance may not have been without

4
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it influence. Nor is there anything more delicately and
at the same time more appropriately conceived in any of
his worke, than poor Rachaal’s dominion over the imagina-
tion es well ag aver the affections of her noble-minded
and unfortunate lover: *“as the shining stare were to the
heavy candle in the window, so waa Rachael, in the rugged
fancy of this man, to the common experiences-of his life.”
The love-story of poor Louisa is of & different kind, and
wore wordy in the telling; yet here also the feelings
yainted are natural and true. The humorous interest is
almost entirely concentrated upon the company of horse-
ridera; and never has Dickens' extracrdinary power af
humorous observation more genially asserted itself. From

Mr, Sleary—* thiout man, game-sye *—and his protagonist,
Mr. E 'W. B, Childers, who, when he ghook his long hair,
caused it to “shake all at once,” down to Master Kidder-
minatar, who used to form the apex of the humen pyramids,
end “in whose young nature there was an original flavour
of the misanthrope,” these honest equesfrians are more
than worthy to stand by the sida of Mr. Vincent Crummles
and his company of actors; end the fun has here, in
addition to the grolesqueness of the earlier picture, a
mellowness of its own. Dickens’ comic genius was never
&0 much at its ease and so inexhaustible in ladicrous
fancies, aa in the depiction of such groupa aa thiz; and
the horse-riders, gkilfully introduced to illusirate a truth,
whalegome if not novel, would have insured popularity
to & far less interesting, and to a far less powerful
fiction.

* The year after that which saw the publication of Hurd
T¥mes was one in which the thoughts of most Englishmen
wero turned away from the problems approsched in that
slory. Butif the military glories of 1854 had no¢ aroused
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in him any very exuberant enthustagm, the reports from the
Crimea in the ensning ‘winter were more likely to sppeal
to his patriolism es well as to his innate impatience of
disorder and incompetenca, In the first instance, however,
he contented himself with those grumblings to which, ae
a sworn foe of red tape and a declared disheliever in our
Parliamentary systam, he might claim o have a apecial
righf ; and he seems {0 have been too restloss in and about
himself {0 have entered very closely info the progress of
public affaiss. The Christmes had been a merry one ak
Tavistock House; and the amateur theairieals of its
Juvenile company had passed through s most szccessful
season. Their history has been written by ome of the
performers—himsslf not the least dietinguished of the
company, sinee it was he who, in Dickens' honse,
caused Thackeray to roll off his seat in a fit of
laughter. Dickens, who with Mark Lemon disported
himgelf among these precocious minnows, was, as out
chroniclor relates, like Triplet, “sauthor, menager, and
actor t00,” organiser, devizer, and harmoniser of all the
incongruous assembled elements ; it was he ' who impro-
vised coetumes, painted and eorked our innocent checks,
and suggeated all the most; effective business of the scene,”
But as was usual with him, the transition was rapid from
play to something very Like earnesf ; and already in June,
18535, the Tavisteck Honga theatre produced Mr Wilkie
Colling’ melodrama of The Ldighthouss, which afterwards
found its way to the public stage. To Dickens, who per-
formed in if with the author, it afforded * scope for a pisce
of acting of great power,” the cld eailor Aaron Gurnock,
which by its savage picturesqueness earned s tribute of
recognition from Carlyle. No lees a hand than Stan-
field painted the scemery, and Dickens himself, besides
K 2
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writing the prologue, introduced into the piece a ballad
called The Story of the Wreek, a not unsuccessful effort in
Cowper's manner. At Christmas, 185657, there followed
Ths Frosen Degp, another melodrama by the same suthor ;
and by this time the management of his private theatricala
had become to Dickens s sorious business to be carried on
seriously for its own sake. "It was io him,” he wrote,
# like writing & book In eompany ;" and his young peopla
might learn from it *that kind of humility which is got
from the earned knowledge that whatever the right hand
finds to do must be done with the heart inif, andin a
desperate carnest.” The Frozen Deep was several fimes
repeated, on one occasion for the benefit of the daughier
of the recently deceased Douglas Jerrold; but by the
end of January the litile theatre waa finally broken up ;
and though Dickena spent one more winter season at
Tavistock Honge, the shadow was then already falling upon
his cheerful horme.

In the midat of his children's Christmas gaietiea of the
year 1855, Dickens had given two or three public readings
to * wonderful audiences ” in various parts of the country.
A trip to Paris with Mr. Wilkis Collins had followed,
during which, as he wrote home, he was wandering shout
Paris all day, dining at all manner of places, and fre-
quenting the theatres at the mate of two or three a-night.
“1 suppoee,” he adds, with pleasant self-ivony, “ as an old
farmer eaid of Seott, I am ‘ makin’ mysel’’ all the time ;
but I seem to be rather a free-and-easy sort of superior
vagabond,” And in truth & roving reatless spirit was
gtrong upon him in these years. Already, in April, he
gpeaks of himeelf sa “going off ; I don’t know where or
how far, o ponder about I don’t know what” France,
Switzerland, Bpain, Constantinople, in Mr, Layard’a com-
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pany had been successively in his thoughts, and for anght
he knew, Greenland and the North Pele might occur to
him pext, At the same time he foresaw that the end of
it all would be his shutting himself up in soma out-of-the-
way place of which he had not yet thought, and going
deaperately to work there,

Before, however, these phantasmagoric achentes had sub-
sided into the quiet plan of an antumn visit to Folke-
stone, followed daring the winter and spring by & residence
at Paris, he had at least found a subject to ponder on,
which was to suggest an altogether novel eloment in his
next work of fietion, T have said that though like the
majority of his fellow-countrymon, Dickens regarded our
war with Buesia as inevitable, yet his hatred of all war,
and his impatience of the exaggerationa of passion and
sentiment which all war produces, had preserved him
from himself falling & victim to their contagion. On the
other hand, when in the winter of 185455 the note of
oxultation in the bravery of our scldiers in the Crimea
began te be intermingled with complaints against the
grievously defective arrangementa for their comfort and
health, and when these complaints, stimulated by the
loud-voiced energy of the press, and extending into een-
gures upon the whole antiquated and perverse system of
our army administration, speedily swelled into a roar of
popular indignation, sincers conviction ranged Lim on the
side of the most uncompromising malcontents. He was
at nll times ready to give vent to that antipathy against
officialigm which is shared by =0 Iarge a number of English-
men. Though the son of a dockyard officiel, he ia found
roundly asserting that “ more obatruction of good things
snd patronage of had things has been commitied in the
dockyards—as in everything connected with the mis-
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direction of the navy—than in every other branch of the
public servios put fogether, including "—the particularies
tion iz hard—* even the Woods and Forests.” He had
listened, we may be sure, to the moornful demmnciations
launched by the prophet of the Lafter-Day Pamphlets
againet Downing Strest and all its works, and to the
proclamation of the great though rather vague truth that
“yeform in that Downing Street department of affairs is
precisely the reform which were worth all othera” And
now the heartrending sufferings of multitudes of hrave
men had brought to light, in one department of the public
administration, a seriea of complications and perversities
which in the end became so patent to the Government
itsclf, that they had to be roughly remedied in the very
midst of the stroggle. The ery for administrative reform,
which arose in the year 1855, however erude the form it
frequently took, was in iaelf a logical enongh result of
the situation ; and there is no doubt thet the angriness of
the complaint was intensified by the attituds taken up in
the House of Commons by the head of the Government
towarda the pertinacious politician who made himself the
mouthpiece of the exireme demands of the faeling outside.
Mr. Layard was Dickens’ valued friend; and the share
iz thns easily explained, which—agsainst his otherwise
uniform practice of gbetaining from public meetinga—the
most popular writer of the day took in the Administrative
Reform meetings, held in Drury Lane Theatre, on June
87th, 1855, The apeech which he deliversd on this
oocasion, and which was intended to aid in forcing the
“whole question” of Administrative Reform wpon the
attention of an enwilling Government, possesses no value
whatever in connexion with its themae, though of courss
it i8 not devoid of some amart and telling hits, Not on
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the platform, but at his desk as an author, was Dickens
to do real service to the camse of administrative efficiency.
For whila invective of a general kind runs off like trater
from the rock of nsage, sven Circumlocution Offices are
not insensible to the acetous foree of matire.

Dickens’ carieature of British officialiam formed the
most generally attractive element in the story of LitHe
Dorrif—originally intended to be called Nobody's Fault
-—which he published in monthly numbers, from De-
cember, 1855, to June, 1857. He was solemnly taken
to task for hie andacity by the Edindurgh Review, whish
reproached him for his persistent ridicule of “'the inati-
tntions of the country, the laws, the administration,
in a word, the government under which we live”
His “charges™ were freated as hardly seriously meant,
but as worthy of severs reprobation because likely to be
geriously taken by the poor, the unedwcated, and tha
young, And the caricaturist, besides being reminded
of the names of several eminent public servanis, was
specially requested fo look, as upon a picture contrasting
with his imaginary Cireumloention Offies, upon the Post
Office, or, for the choice offered was mot more extensive,
upon the London police so liberslly praised by himself in
his own journal The delighted author of Little Dorrit
roplied to this not very skilful diatribe in & short and
gpirited rejoinder in Houschold Words, In this he
judiciously confined himeelf to refuting en unfounded
incidental accusation in the Edinburgh article, and to
dwelling, as npon a *Curions Misprint,” spon the in-
dignant query : * How doea he account for the career of
My, Rowland Hill?” whose name, as an example of the
ready intelligence of the Circumiccution Office, was
certainly an odd errafum, Had he, howsver, eared to
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make a more genersl reply to the main article of the
indictment, he might have pointed out that, az a matier
of faet, our official administrative machinery had recently
broken down in one of its most important brenches, and
that cireumloontion in the literal semse of the word—
oircumlocution between depariment and department, or
offics and office—had been one of the principal causes
of the collapse. The general drift of the satire was
therefore, in eccordance with fact, and the sative itself
galutary in its character. To quarrel with it for not
taking into consideration what might be said on the other
side, waa to quarrel with the method of freaiment which
gatire haa at all times considersd itself entitled to adopt;
while to etigmatise & popular book as likely to mislead
the ill-informed, was fo sugmest a restraint which wounld
have deprived wit and humour of most of their oppor-
tunitiea of rendering service to either a good or an evil
cause.

A far more legitimaie exeoption bay heen taken to these
Circumlocution Office episodes as defective in arb by the
very reason of their being exaggerations. Those best .
sequainfed with the interiors of our government offices
may bo right in denying that the Darnscles can be
regarded es an existing type. Indeed, it would at mo
time have been easy to point to eny office quite as
labyrinthine, or quite as bottomless, as that permanently
presided over by Mr. Tite Barnaele; to any chief secretary
or commizaioner go absclutely wooden of fibre as he; or
to any private secrefary so complefely absorbed in his
oyeglass as Damacle junior. But as saiirical figures they
one and all fulfil their purpose, as thoroughly as the
picture of the official sanctum itself with its furpiture
“in the higher official manner,” and itas “general bam-
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boozling sir of how not to do it.” The only question is,
whether satire which, if it ia to be effective, must ba of o
piece and in ifs way exaggerated, is not out of place in
a pathetic and humorons fi¢tion, where, like a patch of
too diverse a thread, it interferes with the fexture into
which it is introduced. In themselves these passagea of
Litfle Dorrit deserve to remain unforgotten among the
masterpieces of literary caricature ; and there is, I do not
hesitate to say, something of Swiftian fores in their
groteaque embodiment of & popular current of indigna-
tion. The mere mame of the Circumlocution Office was
a stroke of genius, one of those phrases of Dickens which
Profeasor Masson justly deseribes as, whether exaggerated
or not, ¥ efficacious for sociel reform.” As ususl, Dickens
had made himself well acquainted with the formal or
outside part of his sehject; the very air of Whitehall
poems to gather round us as Mr. Tite Barnacle, in answer
to a persistent inquirer who “wanis to know” the position
of & particular matter, concedes that it “may have heen,
in the course of official business, referred to the Cir-
cumlocntion Office for its econsideration,” and that
“the department may have either originated, or eon-
firmed, a minute on the subject.” In the Houssholil
Words paper, called 4 Poor Man’s Tals of a Paient
(i850), will be found a sufficiently elaborate study for
Mr. Doyce's experiences of the government of bhis
country, as wrathfully narrated by Mr. Meagles,

‘With the exception of the Cireumlocution Office passages,
—adventitions as they are fo the progress of the action,
Little Dorrit exhibite & palpable fallingoff in inventive
power. Forster llustrates by a striking facsimile the differ-
ence between the “labour and pains” of the author's short
notes for Litile Dorrit and the “lightness and eonfidenco
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of handling ” in what hints he had jotted down for Dawd
Copperfield. Indeed, his  tableta” had about this time
begun to be an essential part of his literary equipment.
But in Litfle Dorrit there are enough internal signs of,
poseibly nneonecions, lassitude, The earlier, no doubt,
is, in every respect, the better part of the book ; or, rather,
the later part shows the author wearily at work upon a
canvas too wide for him, and fllling it up with a crowd
of personages in whom it is difflenlt to take muck interest,
Even Mr. Merdle and his catastrophe produce the effeet
rather of a ghastly allegory than of an *“extravagant con-
ception,” as the suthor ironically called it in his preface,
derived only too directly from real lifa, In the sarlier
poert of the hook, in 8o far as it is not onee again con-
cernsd with enforcing the moral of Hard Times in
different way, by means of Mrs. Clenram and her son’s
oarly history, the humour of Dickens plays freely over the
figure of the Father of the Marshalsea. Itisa psychological
masterpiece in its way ; but the revolting selfishness of
Little Dorrit's father is not redeemed artistically by her
own longsuffering ; for her pathos lacks the old irresistible
ring. Doubtless mueh in this part of the story—the
whole episode, for instance, of the honest twrnkey-—~is in
the author's best manner. PBut admirable as it is, this
new picture of prisonlifo and prison-sentiment has an
undercurrent of bitterness, indeed, almost of contemp-
taonsness, forelgn to the best part of Dickens' genins, This
is atill more perceptible in a figure not less true to life
than the Father of the Marshalsea himself—Flora, the
overblown flower of Arthur Clennam’s boyish love. The
humour of the coneeption is undeniable, hut the whole
offect is croel; and, though greatly amused, the reader
feels almoat as if he were sbetting & profanation. Dickens
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could not have become what he is to the great multitude
of his readers had bhe, as & humorist, often indulged in
this eyniecal mood,

There i in general little in the characters of this fiction
o compensate for the senee of oppression from which, as
ho follows the alow course of its far from striking plot,
the reader finds it difficult to free himself. A vein of genuina
humour shows itself in Mr. Plornish, obvionsly a faveurite
of the author’s, and one of those genuine working men, as
rare in fietion as on the atage, where Mr, Toola has repro-
duced the apecies ; but the relation between Mr, and Mre,
Plornish is only a fainter revival of that between Mr.
snd Mre Bagnet. Nor is there anything fresh or novel
in the characters belonging to another social sphers,
Henry Gowan, apparently intended as an elaborate study
in peychology, is only a very tedious ome; and his
mother at Hampton Court, whatever phese of a dilapi-
dater aristocracy she may be intended to caricature, is
merely illbred. As for Mrs, General, she iz 8o sorry a
burlesque that she could not be reproduced without
oxtrema caution even on the stage—io the reckless conven-
tionalitiea of whieh, indead, the whole picture of the Derrit
family sa mouveauz riches bears a striking resemblance,
There is, on the eontrary, soma good caricature, which, in
one instance at least, was thonght iransparent by the
knowing, in the sifhouefies of the great Mr. Merdle’s pro-
fessional guesta; but fhese are, lLike the Circumlocubion
Offics puppets, satiric sketches, not the living figures of
ereative hemour.

I have spoken of this story with a censure which may
o rogarded as exaggerated in ite turn.  But T-well remem-
ber, at the time of ita publication in numbers, the general
consciousness that Little Dorrit was proving unequal fo the
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high-strung expectations which a naw work by Dickens then
excited in his admirers both young and old. There were
new and striking features in if, with abundant comic and
gerions effect, but there was no power in the whole story
to seize and hold, and the fesling could not be escaped that
the anthor waa not at his best. And Dickens waa not at
his best when he wrote Liffle Dorrit, Yel while nothing
is more remarkable in the literary career of Dickens than
this apparently speedy decline of his power, nothing is
more wonderful in it than the degree to which he righted
himself again, not, indeed, with his public, for the public
never deserted its favourite, but with his genius,

A considerable part of Little Dorrit must have been
written in Paris ; where, in October, after a quiet autumn,
at Folkestone, Dickens had faken a family apariment
in the Avenue des Champas Klysées, *about half & quarter
of a mile above Franconi's.” Here, after his fashion, he
lived much to himeelf, his family and his guesis, only
occasionally finding his way info a literary or artistic
awlor ; but he sat for his portrait to both Ary and Henri
Scheffor, and was easily persuaded to read hia Cricket on
the Hearth to an audience in the atelier. Macready and
Mr. Wilkie Collins were in turn the companions of many
¢ theatrical and lounging” evenings. Intent as Dickens
now had becoms upon the technicalifies of his own form
of composition, thiz interest must have been greatly stimu-
lated by the frequent comparison of modern French plays,
in most of which niesty of conmstruction and effectiveness
of situation have ec paramount o significance. At Boun-
logne, too, Mr. Wilkie Collina wae a weleome pummer
visitor. And in the awtumn the two frienda started on
the Lasy Towr of Two Idle Apprentices. It came to an
nntimely end as a pedesirian excarsion, buf the record of
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it is one of the pleasantest memoriels of a friendship
which brightened much of Dickens' life and intensified
his activity in work as well as in pleasare,

4 Mr, Thomas Idle"” had indeed a busy time of it in
this year 1857. The publication of Ldffls Dorrif was not
finished till June, and in August we find him, between a
reading and a performence of The Frozen Dégp at Man-
chester—then in the exciting days of the great Art Exhibi-
tion—thus deseribing to Macready his way of filling up his
time: “I hope you have seen my tusale with the Edinburgh.
I saw the chance last Friday week, as I was going down to
read the Carol in 8t. Martin’s Hall. Instantly turned to,
then and there, and wrote half the article, flew out of bed
early next moming, and finished it by noon. Went down
to Gallery of Illustration (we acted that might), did the
day’s business, corrected the proofs in Polar costume in
dreasing-room, broke up two numbers of Hovsehold Words
to get it oul directly, played in Frozen Deep and ncle
Johx, presided at supper of company, made no end of
speaches, went home and gave in completely for four hours,
then got acund asleep, and next day was as fresh as you
used to be in the far-off days of your lusty youth,” It
was on the occasion of the readings at 8t, Martin's Hall,
for the benefit of Douglas Jerrold’s family, that the thought
of giving readings for his own henefit first suggested
iteelf to Dickens ; and, as will be seen, by April, 1858, the
idea had been carried into execulion, and a new phase of
life had begun for him. .And yet at thia very {ime, when
his home was about to cease being in the follest semse &
home to Dickens, by a strange irony of fortune, he had
bean enabled to carry out a long-cherished fancy and to
take possession, in the first instance a8 a summer residence,
of the house on Gad's Hill, of which a lucky chance had
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mede him the owner rether mere than a twelvemoath
befora.

“My little plaoe,” ha wrote in 1858, to his Swiss
friend Cerjat, *“is a grave red-brick house (time of George
the First, I supposs), which I have added to and stuck
hita upon in all manner of ways, so that it is as pleasantly
irregular, and as violently opposed to all architectursl ideas,
as the most hopeful man could pomaibly desire, I$ is on
the summit of Ged's Hill, The robbery waa committed
before the door, on the man with the treasurs, and Falstaff
ran away from the identical spot of ground now covered
by the room in which I write. A littls rustie alehouse,
called ¢ The Sir John Falstaff,” is over the way—hsas bean
over the way ever ainee, in honour of theevent. . . . The
whole stupendous property is on the old Dover road. . . .*

Among “the blessed woods and fields” whieh, as he
says, had done him “a world of good,” in a season of
unceasing bodily and mental unrest, the great English
writer had indeed found s hahitation fitted to become
inseparable from his name and fame. X was mnot iill
rather lator, in 1860, that, after the sale of Tavistock
Houee, Gad’s Hill Place became hia regular abode, a London
honss being only now and then taken for the season, while
furnished rooms were kept at the office in Wellington
Bireet for ocoasional uee. And it was only gradually
that he enlarged nnd improved his Kentish place =0
as to xaske it the protty and comfortable country-house
which at the present day it appears to be; constructing,
in course of time, the psssage under the highread to
the shrubbery, where the Swiss chilet given to him
by Mr. Fochier wae sef up, and building the pretiy
little oonservatory, whioh, when ocompleted, he was
not to live many days o enjoy. But an old-fashioned
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hamely look, free from the alightest affectation of quiet-
negs, belonged to Gad’s Hill Place, even afier all ihesa
alterations, and belongs fo it even at this day, when
Dickens’ solid old-fashioned farniture has been changed.
In the pretty little front hal! still hengs the illuminated
tablet recalling the legend of Gad's Hill; and on the
inside panels of the library door remain the facetious
sham book-titles: ¢ Hudszon’s Complete Fuilure,” sud
“Ten Minules in Chinag,” and * Cots’ Lives,” and, ona
long series of leather backs, ‘‘Hanaard’s Guids to Refroshing
8leep.” The rooms nre all of & modest size, and the bed-
rooms—among them Dickens' own—very low; but the
whole house looks thoroughly habitable, while the views
acroas the cornfields at the back are suchas in their undu-
lation of acft outline are mowhere more plensant than in
Kenf, Rochester and the Medway are near, even for
those who do not—Ilike Dickens and his dogs—count a
stretch past three or fuur “milestones on the Dover roml”
as the mere begiuning of an afternoon’s walk, At a distance
little greater there are in one direction the green glades of
Cobham Park, with Chalk and Gravesend beyond; and
in another the flat country towards the Thames, with ils
abundence of market-gardens, There, too, are the marshes
on the border of which lie the masgive ruin of Cooling
Castle, the refuge of the Lollard martyr who was noef con-
corned in the affair on Gad’s Hill, and Cooling Church and
churchyard, with the quaint little gravestonss in the grase.
London and the office were within easy reach, and Paris
itself was, for practical purposes, not much farther awsy,
so that, in later daye at all events, Dickens found himself
“ apossing the Channel perpetuslly.”

The name of Dickens still has a good sound in and
about Gad’s Hill He was on very friendly terms with
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some families whoss houses stend near to his own ; and
though nothing waa farther from his nature, as he aays,
than to “wear topboots” and play the aquire, yet he had
in him not a little of what endears so many & resident
country gentleman to his neighbourhood, He was
head organiser rather than chief patron of village sports,
of oricket mafches and foot races; and his house was
a dippansary for the poor of the parish. He estab-
lished eonfidential relations between his house and the
Falstaff Inn over the way, regulating his servants’ com-
sumption of beer on a atrict but liberal plan of his own
devising; but it is not for this resson only that the
successor of Mr. Edwin Trood—for such was the veritable
name of mina host of the Falstaff in Dickens' time—
declares that it was a bhad day for the neighbourhood
when Dickens was taken away from it. In reiurn,
nothing could exceed the enthusinem which surrounded
him in his own country, and Forster has deseribed his
astonishment at the manifeatation of it on the oceasion of
the wedding of the youngeat daughter of the house in
1860, And, indeed, he was born to be popular, and
specially among those by whom he was beloved as a
friend or honoured as & benefactor.

But it was not for long intervals of either work or
rest that Dickens was to seftls down in his pleasant
country house, nor was he ever, excopt quite at tha last,
to sit down under his own roof in peace and quiet, a
wanderer ne more. Less than a year after he had taken
up his residence for the sunmer on Gad's Hill, his homs,
and that of his younger children, wes his wife’s home
no longer. The separation, which appears to have been
preparing itsalf for some, but na very long, iime, tock
placs in May, 1858, when, after an amicable arrange-
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ment, Mrs. Dickens left her husband, who henceforth
ellowed her an ample geparate maintenance, and oocasion-
ally corresponded with her, but never saw her again, The
younger children remained in their father's liouse under the
self-sacrificing and devoted care of Mra, Dickens’ surviving
sistar, Miss Hogarth, Shortly afterwards, Dickens thought
it well, in printed words which may be left forgotien, to
rebut some slanderons gossip which, as the way of the
world is, had misrepresented the eireumstances of this
reparation. The canses of the event were an open aseret
to his friends and acquaintances. Tf ho had ever lovoed
his wife with that affection before which sn-enlled inecom-
patibilities of habits, temper, or disposition fade into
nothingness, there is no indication of it in any of hi=
numercus letters addressed to her. XNeither has it ever
been pretanded that he strove in the dircction of that
resignation which love and dnty togother made possibla
to David Copperfield, or even that ha romained in every
way master of himself, as many men have known how to
remain, the story of whose wedded life and its disappoint-
ments has never been written in history or fignred in
fietion. It wes not incumbent upon his faithful friand
and biographer, and much less can it be upon one whom
nothing but a sincers admiration of Dickens' genius
entitles to speak of him at all, to declare the standard by
which the most painful transaction in his life is to be
judged. Isay the most painful, for if is with a feeling akin
to satisfaction that one reads, in a letter three ycars after-
wards to a lady in reforence to her daughter’s wedding:
«J want 10 thank you also for thinking of me on the
oceasion, but I feel that I am better away from it I
ohould really have n misgiving that I was a sort of a
shadow on a young marrisge, and you will understani
L
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me when I say #o, and no more” A shadow too—who
would deny itt+—falls on every one of the pisturee in
which the tenderest of modern humourists has painted
the simple joys and the sacred sorrows of that home Hie
of which to his generation he had become almost the poet
and the prophet, when we remember how he was himself
neither blessed with its full happiness nor capeble of
acospting with resignation the imperfection inherent in
it, sa in all things homan.



CHAPTER VL

LAST YRARS,
1858—1870,

Tre last twelve years of Dickens’ life wore busy years
like the others; but his activity was no longer merely ths
expreegion of exuberant fores, and long before the collapae
came he had been repeatedly werned of the riaks he con-
tinued to defy. When, however, he first entered upon
thoae public readings, by persisting in which he indis-
putably hastened his and, neither he nor hie friends took
into account the fear of bodily ill-effects resumlting from
his exertions. Their misgivings had other grounda, Of
course, had there been any pressure of pecuniary difficoliy
or need upon Dickens when he began, or when, on sus-
cessive occasions he resnmed, his publie readings, thers
would ba nothing farther to be said. But I see no sugpges-
tion of any such pressure. * My worldly eircumstances,”
he wrote before he had finally made up his mind to read
in America, ““ are very good. I don't want momey. All
my possessions are free and in the bost order. Btill,” he
added, * st fifty-five or fifty-six, the likelihood of making
a very great addition to one's capital in half & year is an
immense eonesideration.” Moreover, with all his love of
doilng as he chose, and his penso of the valus of such
freadom to him as & writer, he was e men of simple though

liberal habits of life, with no taste for the gorgeous or
n 2
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capricious oxtravagances of a Balzac or a Dumas, nor ean
he have boen at a loss how to make due provision for
thoss whom in the course of nature he would leave behind
him, Love of money for its own sake, or for that of the
fatilities it ean purchass, was altogether foreign to his
nature, At the eame time, the rapid making of large
auma has potent attractions for most men; and thess
attractions are perhapa strongest for those who engage in
the pursuit for the sake of the race as well as of the prize.
Dickens’ readings were virtually something new ; their
succens was not only all hi=s own, but unigue 2nd unpre-
cedented, what nobody but himeelf ever had schieved or
ever conld hava achieved. Yet the determining motive—
if I read his nature rightly—was after all of another kind.
#Two souls dwelt in his breast ; and when their nspira-
tions united in one sppeal it was irresistible. The author
who craved for the visible signs of a sympathy responding
to that which he felt for his multitudes of readers, snd the
ector who longed to impersonate creations already beingsa
of flash and bloed to himself, were both astir in him, and
in both capacitics he felt himself drawn into the very
publicity deprecated by his friends. Hs liked, as ome
who knew him thoronghly said to me, to be face to face
with his poblic; and against this liking, which he had
already indulged as fully as he counld without passing the
boundaries between private and professional lifa, argu-
ments wore in vain, It has been deciared sheer pedantry
to speak of such boundaries; and to suggest that theve ia
anything degrading in paid readings zuch ne those of
Dickens would, on the fass of it, be sbsurd. On the
other hand, the author who, on or off the etage, bocomes
the interpreter of his writings to largs audiences, more
especially if he doee his beat to sterectyps his interpretation
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by constantly repeating it, limits his own prerogative of
being many things to meny men; and where the suthor
of a work, more particularly of a work of fiction, adjusts
it to circamstances differing from those of its produection,
he allows the requirements of the lesser art to prejudice
the claims of the greater.

Dickens cannot have been blind o these considera-
tions; but to others his eyes wore never opemed, He
found much that was inepiriting in his success oy a
reader, and this not only in the large sums he gained,
or even in the “roaring sea of responsze,” to use his
own fine metaphor, of which he had become accus-
tomed to “stand uwpon the beach,” Hia fruest senti-
ment a8 an author was touched to the quick; and he
was, a8 he eays himself, ¢ brought very near to what ha
had sometimes dreamed might be his fame,” when at
York, a lady, whose face he had never seen, stopped him
in the street, and said fo him ¢ ¢ Mr, Dickens, will you let
me touch the hand that has filled my houss with many
friends 7 or when at Balfast, he was almost overwhelmed
with entreaties *“to shake hands, Misther Dickens, and
God bless you, sir; not ounly for the light you've been
to me this night, but for the light you've been in
mee house, sir—and God love your face!—this many a
year.” On the other hand—and this, perhaps, & nature
like his would not be the quickest to perceive—there
was something vulgarising in the constant striving after
immediate success, in the shape of large audiences, loud
applause, and satisfactory receipts. The conditions of the
actors art cannot forego these stimulants ; and this is
precisely his disadvantage in comparison with artiste who
are able to possees themselves in quiet. To me, ab least,
it ia painful to find Dickens jubilantly recording how st
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Dublin *eleven bank-notes were thrust into the pay-box
—Arthur saw them—at one time for eleven stalls ;* how
st Edinburgh, “ neither Grisi, nor Jenny Lind, nor any-
thing, nor anybody, seems to make the least effect on the
draw of the readings;” while, every allowance being
made, thers is something almost ludicrous in the doublo
aasertion, that “the most delicate audience I had ever
soen in any provincial place is Canterbury ; but the
audience with the greatest sense of humour, certainly is
Dover,” What subjects for parody Dickens would have
found in thess innoecent ecstasies if uttered by any other
man! Undoubtedly, this enthusiasm was closely con-
nected with the very thoroughness with which he entered
into the work of bis readings. ‘ You heve no ides,” he
tells Forater, in 1867, “how I have worked at them,
Finding it necessary, as their reputation widened, that
they should be better than at first, 7 have learnt them all,
#0 a8 to have no mechanical drawhback in looking after the
worde. I have tested all the serious passion in them by
everything I know; made the humorous points much more
humorous ; corrected my utterance of certain words; culti-
vafod a self-possession not io be disturbed ; and made
myself master of the situation.” *From ten years ago to
lust night,” he writes to his son from Baltimore in 1868,
“1 have mever reed to an audience but I have walched
for an opportunity of striking out something better some-
where,” The freshness with which he returned night
after night and season after season, to the sphere of hia
Previous successes, was iteelf a genuine actor’s gift; “so
real,” be declares, *“are my fictions to myself, that, after
hundreds of nighis, I come with & feeling of perfect
freshness to that litile red table, and leugh and ery with
my hearers as if I had never etood there before,”
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Dickens' first public readings were given at Birming-
ham, during the Christmas week of 1853-54, in support of
the new Midland Institute ; but & record—for the authen-
ticity of which I cannot vouch—remaing, that with
true theatrieal instinct he, before the Christmas in gues-
tion, gave a trial reading of the Christmas Carol to a
smaller public andience at Peterborough. He had since
been repeatedly found willing to read for bemevolent
purposea ; and the very fact that it had hecome neceseary
to decline some of these frequent invitations, had again
suggested the possibility—which had occtrred o him
aloven years before—of meeting the demand in a different
way. Yo it may, after all, be doubted whether the iden
of undertaking an entfire sories of paid publie readings
would have been carried ouf, had it not been for the
general restlemancss which had seized upon Dickens
early in 18568, when, moreover, he had no special task
either of labour or of leisure to absorb him, and when
he craved for excitement more than ever. To go home
~—in, this springtime of 1858—was not to find there
the peace of contentment. “I must do somelhing,” ho
wrote in March to hie faithful counsellor, “or I shall
wear my heart’away, I can see no better thing to do
that is half so hopeful in iteelf, or half 8o well suited to
my restlese state.”

8o by April the die was cast, and on the 20th of that
month he had entered into his new relation with the
public. One of the strongest and most gennine impulses
of his nature had vietoriously asserted itself, and according
to his wont he addressed himself to his task with a relent-
less vigour which flinched from no exertion. He begen with
& brief series at St Martin's Hall, and then, his invaluable
friend Asthur Smith continuing to mct ss his manager,
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he contrived to exam not lesa than eighty-seven readings into
three months and a half of travelling in the * provinces,”
including Scotland and Ireland, A few winter readings
in London, and a short supplementary course in the
country during October, 1859, completed this first secries.
Already, in 1858, we find him, in a letter from Ireland,
complaining of the *tremendous strain,” and declaring,
“ I asem to be always either in a railway carriage, or read-
ing, or going to bed. I get so knocked up, whenever I
have a minute {o remember it, that then I go to bed as a
matter of course,” I1ut the enthusisam which everywhere
welcomed him—1I con testify to the thrill of excitement
produced by his visit to Cambridge, in October, 1859—
repaid him for his fatignes. Scofland thawed to him, and
with Dublin—where his euccess waa extraordinary-—he
waa #0 smitten, ag to think it at firet eight * pretiy nigh
a8 big as Paris.” In return, the Boots at Morrison’s
oxpressed the genernl feeling in a patriotic point of view:
‘ Whaat sart of a hoose, sur }” he asked me, * Capital.”
¢ The Lard be praised, for the ‘onor o’ Dooblin !*

The books, or portions of books, o which he eonfined
himself during this firat series of readings, were few in
number. They comprised the Carol and the Chimes, and
two stories from earlier Christmas numbers of Household
Words—may the exclamation of the soft-hearted chamber-
maid at the Holly Tree Inn, * It’a a shame to part ’em!”
never vanish from my memory !—together with the episodic
readings of the Trial in Pickwick, Mrs, Gamp, and Paul
Dombey. Of these the Pickwick, which I heard more
than onoe, is atill vividly present to me, The only draw-
back to the complete enjoyment of it was the Iurking fear
that there had been some fampering with the text, not to
be condoned even in its author. Bub in the way of
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assumption, Charles Mathows the elder himself could
have accomplished no more Protesn effort. The lack-
lusire eye of Mr. Justice Stareloigh, the foremsic hitch
of Mr. Berjeant Buzfuz, and the hopeless impotence of
Mr. Nathanie! Winkle, were alike incomparable. And if
the succass of the impersonation of Mr. Samuel! Waller
was less complete—although Dickens lhad formerly acted
the cheracter on an amateur stage—the reason probably
was that, by reason of his endless store of ancient and
modern instances, Sam had himself become a quaai-
mythieal bheing, whom it was almost painful to find
reproduced in flash and blood,

I have not hesitated to treat these readings by Dickens
a3 if they had been the performances of an actor ; and the
description would apply even more strongly to his later
readings, in which he seemed Lo malke his pointa in a more
accentuated fashion than before. ““His readings,” says
Mr. C. Kent, in an interesting little book about them,
“were, in the fullest meaning of the words, singularly
ingenious and highly-elaborated histrionic performances.”
As auch, they had been prepared with & care such as few
actors bestow upon their parts, and—ior the book was pre-
pared noti less than the reading-—not all anthors bestow upon
their plays. Now the art of reading, even in the case of
dramatic works, has ita own laws, which even the most
brilliant readers cannot neglect except at their perik A
proper pitch has to be found in the firet instance, before
the exceptional passages oan be, aa it were, marked off from
it ; and the ebsence of this groundtone sometimes interfered
with the total effect of a reading by Dickens, On the
other hand, the exceptional passages wers, if not uniformly,
at lesst generally excellent; nor am I at all disposed to
agree with Forster in preferring, ss a rule, the humorous
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to the pathetic. At the same fims, there was noticeable in
these readings a certain hardness which competent critics
likewise discerned in Dickens’ ncting, and which could
not, at least in the former case, be regarded as an ordinary
charsgteristic of dilettanteism. The truth is that he isolated
Lia parts too sharply—s& frequent fault of English acting,
ond one more detrimental to the total effect of a reading
than even‘to that of an acted play.

No sooner had the heaviest stress of the first series of
readings ceased, than Dickens was onee more at work upon
& new fiction, The more immediate purposs was to enaure
a prospercus launch to the journal which, in the spring of
1859, took the place of Household Words. A dispute,
painful in its origin, but ending in an amicable issue, had
resulted in the purchase of that journal by Dickens; but
already a little earlier, he had—aa he was entitled to do—
begun the new venture of Al the Year Round, with which
Household Words was afferwards incorporated. The first
number, published on April 30th, contained the earliest
instalment of 4 Tals of Two Cities, which waa completed
by Novembser 20th following.

This story holds a unique place among the fictions of
its author. Porhapa the most etriking difference batween
it and his other novels mey seem to lie in the all but
entire absence from it of any humour or attempt at
bumour; for neither the brutalities of that *honest
tradesman,” Jerry, nor the laconisms of Miss Pross, ean
well be called by that name. Nof that his sourcea of
humour were drying up, even though, about this fime,
he contribnted to sn American journal a shorf *romanca
of the real world,” Hunfed Down, from which the same
relief is again conspicuously ebsent. For the humour
of Dickens wes to ausert itself with unmistakeable force
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in his next longer fiction, and waa even hefore that, in
some of his occagional papers, to give delightful proofs
of its continued vigour. In the case of the Tals of Tuvw
Oilics, he bad & new and distinct demign in his mind
which did not indeed exclude humour, bot with whioh
a liberal indulgence in it muat have seriously inter-
fered. “I et myself,” he writes, *the little task of
writing a pieturesque story, rising in every chapter with
charactera trne to nature, but whom the story itaelf should
express more than they should exprees themselves by
dialogue. I mean, in other words, that I fancied a story
of incident might be written, in place of the bestiality
that is written under thaf pretence, pounding the characters
out in its own mortar, and beating their own interests out
of them,” He therefore renounced his more usuel method
in favour of ome probably less congenial to him. Yet, in
his own opinion at least, he aucceeded so well in the
undertaking, that when the story was mnear its end, he
could venture to express a hope that it was ¢ the best story
he had written.” So much praise will hardly be given fo
this novel sven by admirers of the French art of telling o
story auccinetly, or by those who can never resist a rather
hysterical treatment of the French Revolution,

In my own opinion, 4 Tule of Two Cities is o skilfully
though not perfectly constructed novel, which needed but
little pubstantial alteration in order to be converted intu
a nob less effective stoge-pley. And with cuch a design,
Dickens actually sent the proof-sheets of the book to his
friend Regnier, in the fearful hope that he might approve
of the project of its dramatization for a Fremch theatro.
Cleverly or clumsily adapted, the tale of the Revolution
and its sapguinary vengeance was unlikely to commend
iteelf o the Imperial censorship; but an English version
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was, I believe, aftorwards very fairly successful on the
boards of the Adelphi, where Madame Celeste was cortainly
in her right place sa Madame Defarge, an excellent cha-
macter for & melodrama, though rather wearisome ss she
lies in weit through hslf a novel.

The construction of this story is, as I have maid, skilfal
but not perfeet. Dickens himeel! successfully defended
his uge of accident in bringing about the death of Madame
Defarge ; the resl objection to the conduct of thie episode,
however, lies in the inadequacy of the eontrivance for
leaving Miss Pross behind in Paris. Too much is alse, I
think, made to turn upon the thres words “and their
descondants ”—non-easential in the original connexion—
by which Dr. Manette’s written denuncistion hecomes
fatal to those he loves, Still, the general edifice
of the plot ia eolid; its interest is, notwithstanding
tho ecrowded background, concentrated with mueh
ekill upon a small group of personages; and Carton's
self-sacrifice, admirably prepared from the very first, pro-
ducos & legitimate tragie cffect. At the same time, the
novelist’s art vindicates its own claims. Not only does
this story contain several narrative episedes of remarkable
power—such as the flight from Paris at the close, and the
touching little incident of the seamstress, told in Dickens’
awoetest pathetic manner—but it is likewise enriched
by some descriptive pictures of unusual excellence: for
instance, the sketch of Dover in the good old smuggling
times, and the mezeotint of the stormy evening in Soho.
Doubtless the increased mannerism of the style is dis-
turbing, and this not only in the high-strung French
scenes, As to the historical element in thia novel, Dickens
modestly avowed his wish that he might by his story
have been able “to add something to the popnlar and
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picturesque means of understanding that terrible time,
though no one ean hope to add anything to Mr. Carlyle’s
wonderfel book.” But if Dickens desired to depict the
noble of the ancien rdgime, ecither according to Carlyle
or according to intringic probability, he should not have
offered, in his Marquir, a type historically questionable,
snd uwnnatural besides. The deseription of the Suint
Antoine, before and during the bursting of the storm, has
in it more of truthfnlnesa, or of the semblance of truth-
fulnoes ; and Dickens’ perception of the physiognomy of
the French workman is, I think, remarkably accurate.
Altogether, the book is an extraordinary four de jfurce,
which Diekens never repeated.

The opening of a new story by Dickens gave the neees-
aary ¢mpetus to his new journal at its earliest stage; nor
was the ground thus gained ever lost. Mr, W. H. Wills
atood by his chiof’s side as of old, taking, more especially
in later years, no emall share of responsibility upon him,
The prospectus of Al #he Year Round had not in vain
promized an identity of principle in its conduct with that
of its predecessor; in energy and spirit it showed no
falling off ; and, though not in all respects, the personality
of Dickens made itself felt as distinctly as ever. Besides
the Tale of Two Cities, he contributed to it his story of
GQreat Fxpectations, Among his contributors, Mr, Wilkie
Collins took away the breath of multitudes of readers;
Mr. Charlez Reade disported himself among the fastu
which gave stamina to his fiction ; and Lord Lytton made
a daring voyage into a mysterious counfry. Thither
Dickens followed him, for once, in his Four Stories, not
otherwise nofeworthy, and written in & manner already
difficolt to diecriminate from that of Mr. Wilkie Colline,
For the rest, the ndvice with which Dickens aided Lord
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Lytton's progress in his Slrange Siory was neither
more ready nor more painstaking than that which he
bestowad mpon his younger contributors, to more than one
of whom he generously gave the opportunity of publishing
in his journal a long work of fiction. SBome of these
younger writers were at this pericd among his most
froquent guests and associates; for nothing more naturally
commended itself te him than the encouragement of the
younger generation,

Bat though longer imaginative works played at least as
conspicuous a part in the new journal ag they had in the
old, the conductor likewise continued to make manifest
his intention that the lesser contributions should not he
treated by readers or by writers as hormless neceseary
#padding,” TFor this purposs it was requisite not only that
the cholee of subjects should be made with the uimost
care, bt also that the master's hand should itself be
occasionally visible. Dickens’ occasional econtributions
had been few and unimportant, iill in a happy hour
he began & series of papers, including many of the
plersantest, as well as of the mellowest, among the lighter
productions of his pen. As usual, he had faken care to
find for this series a name which of iteelf went Iar to
make itg fortunse.

Iam hoth g town and a country traveller, and am always on
the road. Figuratively speaking, I tzavel for the great houss of
Huoman Intereet: Brothers, and have rather a large connexion in
the fanoy goodes way. Literally speaking, I am always wandering
here and there from my rooms in Covent Garden, London—now
ahout the city streets, now abont the couniry byrosds, seeing
many little things and some great things, whioch, because they
interest me, I think may intevest athera.

The whole collection of these Incommercial Traveller
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papers, together with the Uncommercinl Samples which
succeeded them after Dickens’ return from Ameriea, and
which begin with a graphie account of his homeward
voyage Aboard Ship, where the voice of consecieree spoke
in the motion of the serew, amounts to thirty-seven
articles, and spreads over & pericd of nine years. They
are necessarily of verying merit, but among them are
some which deserve s permanent place in our lighter
literature. Such are the deseription of the churchyards
on n quiet evening in The City of the Absent, the grotesqua
picture of loneliness in Thambers—n favourite theme with
Dickens—and the admirable papers on Shy Neighhour-
hoods end on Tramps, Others have o hiographical interest,
thongh delightfuily objective in treatment ; yet othors are
mere fugitive piecea; but there are few without some of
the most attractive qualities of Dickens’ easiest style.
Dickens contributed other occasional papers to his
journal, some of which may be forgotiten without injury
to his fame. Among thess may be reckonod the rather
dreary George Silverman’s Explanciion (1868), in which
there is nothing characteristic but a vivid picture of a sef
of ranters, led by a clique of acoundrels; on the other
hand, there will always be admirers of the pretty Holiday
Romance, published nearly simultaneously in America
and England, & nosegey of tales told by ehildrem, the
only fault of which is that, ss with other children’s
nosegays, there is perbaps a little too much of it
I have ro room for helping to rescue from partial
oblivion an old friond, whose portrait has not, I think,
foumd a home among his master's collected sketches,
Pincher's counterfoit has gone astray like Pincher himself,
Meanwhile, the speeial institution of the Christmay
Number flourished in connexion with Al #he Year
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Rouwnd down fo tho year 1867, as it had during the Iast
fiva years of Huousehntd Words, It consisted, with the
exception of the very last mumber, of a series of short
stories, iz a framework of the editor's own devising, To
the authors of the stories, of which he invariably himeelf
wrote one or more, he left the utmost liberty, at times
stipulating for mnothing but that tone of cheerful
philanthropy which he had domesticated in his journal.
In the Christmns Numhers, which gradually attained
10 euch a popularity that of one of the lasi some-
thing like a quarter of a million copics were sold,
1tiekens himsclf shone most conspicuously in the intro-
tluctory sections; and some of these are to L reckoned
among his very best deseriptive character-aketches,
Alrendy in Honsehold Words Chrietmas Numbera the
introductory sketch of the Seven Poor Travellers from
Watte's charity at supper in the Rochester hostelry, and the
excellent deseription of a winter journey and scjourn at the
Holly Tree Inn, with an exeursus on inns in general, had
beconte widely popular ; the A% #he Fewr Round Numbers,
however, largely avgmented this success, After Tom
Toeidler’s Ground, with the adventures of Miss Kiity
Kimmsens, a pretty little morality in miniature, teaching
the same lesson sa the vagaries of Mr. Mopes the hermit,
came Somebody’s Luggage, with its exhaustive disquisition
on waiters ; and then the memorable chirpinga of Mra.
Lfrriper, in both Lodgings and Legacy, admirable in the
delicacy of their pathos, and including an inimitable
picture of London lodging-house life. Then followed the
Preseriptions of Dr, Marigold, the eloquent and sarcastic
but tender-hearted Cheap Jack; and Mugby Junction,
which gave words to the ory of a whole nation of hungry
and thirety travellers, In the tales and sketches con-
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tributed by him to the Christmas Numbers, in addition to
these introductions, he at times gave the rein to hia love
for the fanciful and the grotesque, which there was here
no reason (0 kesp under. On the whole, written 2a in a
sense thess composifions were to order, nothing is more
astonishing in them than his continuod freshness, agsinat
which his manneriam is here of vanishing importance ;
and, inasmuch ez after iasning a last Christmas Number of
a different kind, Dickens abandoned the cuatom when it
had reached the height of popular favour, and when
manifold imitations had offered him the homage of their
flattery, he may be said to have withdrawn from this
campaign in his literary life with banners flying,

In the year 1859 Dickens' readings had been com-
paratively few ; and they hed ceased altogether in the fol-
lowing year, when the Uncommercial Traveller began his
wanderings. The winter from 18593 to 1860 was his last
winter at Tavistock Bouse; and, with the exception of his
rooms in Wellington Street,hohadnow no setiled residence
bat Gad'a Hill Place. He songht ite pleasant retreat about
the baginning of June, after the new experience of an atéack
of rhenmatiam had mada him recognise *the neceasity of
country training all through the summer.” Yei such was
the recuperative power, or the indomitable self-confidencs,
of his nature, that after he had in these summer months
contributed some of the most delightful Uneommercial
Tyaveller papers to his journal, we find him already in
Aygust % prowling abont, meditating & new book.”

It is refreshing to think of Dickens in this plessant
interval of conntry life, before he had rushed once more
into the excitement of his labours as a public reader,. We
may picture him to oursolves, accompanied by his doga,
gtriding along the country roads and lanes, exploring the
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haunts of the couniry tramps, “ & piece of Kentish road,”
for instance, “bordered on either side by awood, and having
on ons hand, between the read dust and the trees, s skirt-
ing patch of grass. Wild flowers grow in abundence on
this spot, end it les high and airy, with & distant river
stealing steadily away to the ocean like a man's life,
To gain the milestone here, which tho moss, primroses,
violets, Lluebells, and wild roses would poon render
illegible but for peering fravellers pushing them aside
with their sticks, youn must come up a steep hill come
which way you may.” At the foot of that hill, I fancy,
lay Dnllborough town half asleep in the summer afier-
noon; end the river in the distance was that which
bounded the horizon of a little boy's vision “whose
father's family name was Pirrip, and whose christian.
natne was Philip, but whose infant tongue counld make
of hoth names nothing longer or more explicit than Pip.”

The story of Pip's adventures, the movel of Great
Eaxpactations, was thought over in these Kentishk per
ambulations between Thames and Medwey along the road
which runs, apparently with the intention of runmning
out to eca, from Higham towards the marshes; in the
lonely churchyard of Cooling village by the thirteen little
wtone-logenges, of which Pip counted only five, now nearly
buried in their turn by the rank grass; and in quist
saunters through the familiar streets of Rochester, past
the “queer” town ball; and through the * Vines” pest
the fine old Restoration House, called in the book (by
the name of an altogether different edifice) Hatie House,
And the climax of the narmtive was elaborated on »
unique steamboat excursion from London to the mouth of
the Thames, bxoken by a night et the Ship and Lobster,
st old riverside inn called The Bhip in the atory. No
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wonder that Dickens' descriptive genius should becume
refreshed by these studies of his subject, and that thus
Great Ecpectations should have indisputably become one
of the most pisturesque of his books, But it is some-
thing very much more at the same time. The Tale of Two
Citier had as a story strongly seized upon the atiention
of the reader. But in the earlier chepters of Gread
Hrpeciations everyone felt that Dickens was himself
again, Singe the Yarmouth scenes in David Copper-
field he Lad written nothing in which deseription married
iteelf fo gentiment so humorously and so tenderly.
Uncouth, and slow, and straightforward, and gentls
of heart, like Mr, Peggotly, Joe Gargery is aa now
& conception as he is a genuinely true one; nor
in it easy to know under what aspeet to relish him
moat, whether disconsclate in his Sunday clothes, « like
some extraordinary bird, standing, as hs did, speech-
less, with hia tuft of feathers ruffled, and his mouth
open as if he wanted a worm,” or at home hy his
own fireside, winking at hie little comrade, and, when
caught in the act by his wife,  drawing the back of his
hand seross his nose with his usual conciliatory eir on
such occasiona” Norsince David Copperficld had Dickena
again shown such an insight as he showed here into
the world of & child’s mind. *To be quite sure,” he
wrote to Forster, #] had fallen inte no unconacions repe-
titions, I read David Copperfield again the other day, and
was affected by it to a degree you would hardly believe.”
Hias fears were unnecossary; for with all its charm the
history of Pip lacke the personal element which insures
our sympathy o the earlier siory and to its hero, In
delicacy, of fecling, howover, a3 well aa in hamour of
deseziption, nothing in Dickens surpases the earlier chap-
M2
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ters of Great Expeclations; and equally excellent is the
narrative of Pip's disloyalty of heart towards his early
frienda, down to his departure from the forgs, a picture
of pitiable selfishnass almost Rousssnu-like in its fidelity
to poor human nature, down fe his comic humilistion,
when in the pride of hia new pogition and his new clothes,
before “that unlimited miscreant, Trabb’s boy.” The
later and especially the concluding portions of this navel
contain much that is equal in power to its opening ; but
it must be allowed that, before many chapters have
ended, a false tone finds ita way info the story. The
whole history of Miss Havisham, and the crew of relations
round the unfortunste ereature, is strained and unustural,
and Estella’s hardness ie as repulsive as that of Edith
Dombey herself. Mr. Jaggers and his housekeeper, snd
even Mr, Wemmick, have an element of arfificiality,
in them, while about the Pocket family there ia little,
if anything ot all, that i3 real. The story, however,
agems to recover itself as the main thread in its deftly-
woven texture is brought forward again: when on a
dak gusty night, ominous of coming trouble, the
catastrophe of Pip's expectations announces itself in the
return from abroad of his unknown benefactor, the convict
whom he had as achild fed on the marshes. The remainder
of the narrative is successful in conveying to the reader
tho sense of sickening anxiety which fills the hero; the
intereat is skilfully sustained by the introduction of a
very strong situation—Pip’s narrow escape out of the
clutches of * Old Orlick ” in the limekiln on the marshes ;
and the elimax is reached in the admirably-executed nar-
rative of the conviet’s attempt, with the aid of Pip, to escape
by the river. The actual winding-up of Great Expectaiions
ia not altogether satisfactory; but on the whole the book
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must be ranked among the very best of Dickens' later
novels, as combining, with the closer construction snd
intemser narrative force common to several of these, not a
little of the delightfully genial humour of his earlier works.
Already before Great Erpectations was completely
published, Dickens had given & few readings at the
8t. Jamee's Hall, and by the end of Octobet in the same
year, 1861, he was once more engaged in a full course of
country readings, They oecupied him till the following
January, only ten daya being left for his Christmas Number,
and a brief holiday for Christmas itself; a0 close was the
adjustment of time and work by this favourite of fortune.
The death of his faithfol Arthor Smith befell moat un-
towardly before the country readings wers begun, but
their suceesa was unbroken, from Scotland to South Deven.
The longcontemmplated extract from Copperfield had at
laat been added to the list—n self-sacrifice coram publico,
hallowed by sucsess—and another from Nicholas Nicklshy,
which ‘“went in the wildest manner.” He was, however,
nearly worn-out with fatigue before these winfer readings
were over, and was glad to emaich a moment of repose
before a short spring conrse in town began. Searcely was
this finished, when he was coquetting in his mind with an
offer from Australia, and hed already proposed to himself
to throw in, as & piece of work by the way, a eeriea of
papers to be called The Uncommercial Traveller Upside
Dgwn, Meanwhile, & fow readings for a charitable pur-
pose in Paris, and a short summer courss at St. Jamee's
Hall, completed this sesond series in the year 1863.
Whatever passing thoughts overwork by day or sleap-
lessness at night may have coccasionslly bromght with
them, Dickens himself wonld have been strangely sur-
prised, as no doubt would have heen the great body of
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a public to which he was by thin time about the best
known men in England, had he been wamed that weak-
news and weariness were not to he avoided even by a
aature endowed with faculties so splendid and with an
enargy 80 conquering as his, He seemed to stand erect in
the strength of his matured powers, equal as of old to
any tesk which he set himself, and oxulting, thongh with
less buoyaney of epirit than of old, in the wreaths which
continued to etrew his path. Yet slready the ranks of
hia econtemporaries wers growing thinner, while oloss to
himselt death was taking away members of the generation
before, nnd of that after, his own, Among them was his
mother—of whom his biography and his works have
little to say or to suggest—and his second eon. Happy
ovents, too, had in the due course of things contractad the
family circle at Gad's Hill, Of his intimates, he lost, in
1863, Augustus Egg ; and in 1864, John Leech, to whose
gentus he had himself formerly rendered elogquent homage.

A still older associate, the great painter Stanfield, sur-
vived till 1847 ; *“ no one of your father's friends,” Dickens
then wrote to Stanflald’s som, “can ever have loved him
more dearly then ¥ always did, or can hove better known
the worth of hiz noble character.” ¥et another friend,
who however, eo far a8 I can gather, hed not, af any time,
belonged to Dickens’ most familiar circle, had died on
Christmas Eve, 1863-—Thackeray, whom it had for some
time become customary to compare or contrast with him as
his natural rival. Yetin polnt of fact, save for the tender-
ness which, as with all humourists of the highest order,
wea an important element in their writings, and save for
the influences of time and country to which they wers hoth
subject, there are hardly two other among our great hu-
morists who have lessin common. Their anlikenesa shows
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itself, among other things, in the use made by Thackeray
of suggestions which it is difficult to believe he did not
in the first: instanca owe to Dickens. 'Who would venture
to call Captain Costigan a plagiarism from Mr. Snevellici,
or to affect that Wenhsm and Wagp were copied from
Pyke and Pluck, or that Major Pendennis—whose pardon
one feela inclined to heg for the juxtaposition —was
founded upon Major Bagstock, or the Old Campaigner in
the Newcomes on the Old Boldier in Copperfield ? But
that suggestions were in these and perhaps in a few other
instances derived from Dickens by Thackeray for some of
his most masterly charasters, it would, I think, he idle
to deny. In any case, the style of thess two grest
writers differed a3 profoundly as their way of looking nt
men and things, Yet neither of them Iacked a thorough
appreciation of the other’s gemius; and it ia pleasant fo
remomber that sfter paying in Pendennis a tribute to the
purity of Dickens’ hooks, Thackeray, in a publie lectare
referred to his supposed rival in a way which elicited
from the lstter the warmest of acknowledgmenta, If
cannot be said thet the memorial words, which safter
Theckeray’s death Dickens was -prevailed upon to ocon-
tribute to the Cornkill Magazine, did more than justice
to the great writer whom England had just last; but it is
well that the kindly and unstinting tribute of admiration
ghould remain on record, to contradiet any supposition
that & disagreoment which had some years previously
disturbed the harmony of their interconree, and of which
the world had, according to its wont, made the most, had
really estranged two generous minds from ome another.
The effart which on this oceasion Dickens made, is in
itaelf a proof of his kindly feeling towarde Thackeray. Of
Talfourd and Landor and Stanfield, he counld write readily
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after their deaths, but he frankly told Mr, Wilkie Colline
that, had he felt ho conld,” he would most gladly have
excused himself from writing the #<couple of pages” ahout
Thackeray.

Dickens, it should be remembered, was at no time & men
of many friends. The mere dalliance of friendship was
foreign fo one who worked so indefatigably in his hounrs
of recreation as well as of labour ; and fellowship in work
of one kind or another seema to have boen, in later years
at all events, the surest support to his intimacy, Yet he
was most easily drawn, not only to thoss who could help
him, but to those whom he could help in congemial
pursuits and undertakings. Such was, ne doubi, the
origin of his friendship in these later years with an
accomplished French actor on the English boards, whom,
in a rather barren period of our theatrical history, Dickens
may have been justified in deseribing a8 ““far beyond any-
one on our stage,” and who cerfainly was an * admirable
artiet.” In 1864, Mr Fechter had taken the Lyceum, the
management of which he wes o identify with a more
elegant kind of melodrama than that long domeaticated
lower down the Strand; and Dickens was delighted to
bestow on him counsel frankly sought and frankly given,
As an author, too, he directly associated himaelf with the
art of his friend.* For Imay mention here by anticipetion,

' One of the leet thingw ever written by Dickens wa a
criticiam: of M. Feobter's acting, intended to introduce him to
the American public, A false repurt, by the way, declared
Dickens to have boen the author of the dramatio version of
Boott’s novel, whioch ai Christmes, 188556, wes prodnoed st the
Lyoeum, under the title of The Master of Ravenswood; bat he
allowod that he had done s grest deal towsrds and about the
piece, haring an earnest desire to put Soott, for once, on the
stage in his own gallant manner.”
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that the last of the All the Year Round Christmes
Numbers, the continuous story of No Thoroughfare,
was written by Dickens and Mr. Wilkie Collins in 1867
with a direct eye to its subsequent adaptation to the atage,
for which it actually was fitted by Mr. Wilkie Colins in
the following year. The place of its production, the
Adelphi, suited the broad effects and the rather conven-
tional comic humour of the story and piece. From
America, Dickens watched the preparation of the piece
with unflagging interest ; and his innate and irrepres-
sible genius for stage-management reveals itaelf in the
following passage from o letter written by him to an
American friend soon after his return to England: « No
Thoroughfare is veory shortly coming out in Paris, whare
it in now in active rehearsal. It is still playing hers,
but without Fechter, who has been very ill. He and
Wilkie raised so many pieces of stage-effect here, that,
unless I am quite satisfied with the report, I shall go over
and try my stage-managerial hand at the Vaudeville
Theatre. I particularly want the drugging and attempted
robbery in the bedroom-sceno at the Swiss Inn 1o be done
fo the sound of a waterfall rising and falling with the
wind, Althongh in the very opening of that scene they
speak of the waterfall, and listen to it, nobody thought of
its mystexions musiec. I could make it, with a good stage-
carpenter, in an hour.”

Grout Expectations bad been finished in 1860, and
already in the latter part of 1861, the year which comprised
the main portion of his seeond series of readings, he had
been thinking of a new story. He had even found a
litfle—the unlucky title which he afterwards adopted—
but in 1882 the tempting Auetralian invitation had besn
a serious obstacle in his way. I can force myeelf to go
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aboard a ship, and I ean foree myself to do at that reading-
deak what I have done a hundred times; but whether,
with all this unsettled fluctuating distress in my mind, I
conld force an original book out of it, is enother question.”
Nor was it the “unsettled flnctnating distress” which
made it a serious effort for him to attempt another longer
fiction. Dickens shared with moat writers the experience
that hoth the inventive power and the elasticity of memory
deeline with advancing years. Already sinee the time when
he waa thinking of writing Eittle Dorrit it had become his
hebit to enter in a book kept for the purpose, memoranda
for possible future mee, hints for subjects of stories,”
goenes, situations, and characters; thoughts and fancies
of all kinda; titles for possible books, Of these, Somebndy's
Luggage, Our Mutual! Friend, and No Thoroughfiure—ihe
last an old fancy revived—came to honourable nae ; as did
many names, both christian and surnames, and combinations
of both, Thus Bradley Headstone’s prenomen was derived
directly from the liste of the Edueation Department, and the
Lammles and the Stiltetalkings, with Mr. Merdle and the
Dorrits, existed as names hefore the characters were fitted
to them, .All this, though no doubt in part atéributable
to the playful readiness of mn ohservation never to he
caught naleep, points in the direction of a desire to ba
securcly provided with an armoury of which, in earlier
days, he would have taken slight thought.

Gradually, indeed, so far as I know, more gradually
than in the case of any other of his atories, he had built
up the tale for which he had determined on the title of

* Dickens uadoubledly had u geninn for titles, Among some
which ho suggested for the use of & friend and contribotor to
hin journal, are * What wifl ke do with i7" and © Can he forgive
hor ™
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Our Mutual Friend, and slowly, and without hia old sclf-
confldence, he had, in the latter part of 1883, ast to work
upon i, “I want to prepare it for the spring, but I am
determined not to begin to publish with less then four
numbers done. I pee my cpening perfectly, with the one
main line on which the story is to turn, and if I don't
etrike while the iron (meaning myself) is het, I shall
drift off again, and have to go through all thia uneasl-
ness cnoe more,” For, unfortunately, he had resolved
on returning fo the old twenty-number measure for his
new story. Begun with an effort, Our Mufual Friend—the
publication of which extended from May, 1864, to
November, 1803—was comploted under difficulties, and
diffieulties of & kind hitherto unknown to Dickens, In
February, 1865, as an immediate consequence, perhaps, of
exposure at s time when depression of spirits rendered
him less able than usual to bear it, he had a severe
attack of illness, of which Forster says that it “put a
broad mark between his paat life and what remained fo
him of the future,” From this time forward he felt a
lameness in hia left foot, which continued to trouble him
ot intervals during the remainder of his life, and which
finally communicated itself to the left hand. A com-
parison of times, however, convinced Forster that the real
origin of this ailment was to be sought in general
causes.

In 1865, as the year wore on, and the pressure of the
novel still continued, he folt that ho was “working him-
self into & damaged state,” and was near to that which has
greater terrors for natures like his than for more placid
temperamente—breaking down. Ho, in May, he went
firat bo the seaside and then to France. Omn his return—
it waa the 9th of June, the date of his death five years
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afterwarda—he was in the railway train which met with a
fearful accident at Staplehurst, in Kent. His carriage
was the only passenger-carriage in the train which, when
the Tridge gave way, was not thrown over into the stream,
He was able to escape oul of the window, to make his way
in again for his brandy-flask and the MS. of a number of
Our Mutual Friend which he had left behind him, to
clamber down the brickwork of the bridge for waser,
to do what he covld towards rescuing his unfortunate
fellow-travellers, snd to aid the wounded and the
dying, “I have,” he wrote, in describing the scens,
“a—I don’t know what to call it: constitntional, I
muppose—presence of mind, and was mot in the least
fluttered at the time. . , . But in writing these scaniy
wonrds of recollection, I feel the shake and am obliged fo
stop.” Nineteen months afterwards, when on a hurried
reading tour in the North, he complains to Miss Hogarth
of the effect of the railway shaking which since the Staple-
hurst accident “tells more and more.” It is clear how
gerious a shock the accident had caused. He never, Miss
Hogurth thinks, quite recovered it. Yet it might have
acted loss disastrously upon a system not already nervounaly
weakened, As evidence of the decline of Dickens’ nervous
power, I hardly know whether it is safe to refer to the
gredual change in his handwriting, which in his last years
is a melancholy study.

AR these circumstances shonld be taken into aceount
in judging of Dickens’ last completed novel. The
suthor would not have been himself, had he, when once
fairly engaged upon his work, failed to feel something of
his old self-confidence. Nor was this feeling, which he
frankly eonfessed to Mr. Wilkie Collins, slfogether unwar-
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ranted. Our Mufual Friend* is, like the reet of Dickens’
later writings, carefully and skilfully put together as a
story. No exception is to be taken to it on the ground
that the identity on which much of the plot hinges is
long foresesn by the reader; for this, as Dickens told Lis
critics in his postacript, had been part of his design, and
was, in fact, considering the general nature of the stor¥,
almoat indispensahle, The defect rather lies in the ahsence
of that element of uncertainty which is needed in order
to sustain the interest. Tha story is, no doubt, ingenionaly
enough constructed, but admiration of an ingenious con-
struction is insufficient to oecupy the mind of a reader
through ar inevitable disentanglement. Moreover, some
of the machinery, though cleverly contrived, cannot be said
to work eazily. Thus, the ruse of the excellent Boffin in
Paying the part of a skinflint might pess as a momentary
dovies, but its inherent improbability, together witl tho
likelihood of its leading to an untoward result, makes ils
protraction undeniably tedious. It is mot, however, in
1wy opinion at least, in the matter of eomstruction that
Our Mutual Friend presents a painful conirast with earlier
works produced, like it, “on a large canvaa” The con-
duct of the story as & whole is fully vigorous enongh to
enchain the attention ; and in portions of it the hand of
the master displays its unique power. He is at his best
in the whole of the waterside scenes, both where The
Six Jolly ¥ellowship Porters (identified by zealous dis-

* This titls bas helped to extingnish the phraso of which it
ccnsiste. Few wonld now be found to agree with the Iast clanse
of Flora's parenthopis in Iditls Doreit : * Our muinal friend—too
ool & word for me; at least I don't meen that very proper
expreasion, mutoal friend.”
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coverers with » tavern called The Two Brewars), lies like
an oasis in ths midet of a desert of ill-favoured iidal
deposite, and where Rogue Riderhood has his lair at the
lock higher up the river. A marvellous union of cbeerva-
tion and imagination was needed for the picturing of & world
in which this amphibious monster hes his being; and
never did Dickenw’ inexhauetible knowledge of the physi-
ognomy of the Thames and its hanks stand him in better
stead than in thess powerful episodes. It is unfortu-
nete, though in aceordance with the common fate of heroes
and hercines, thet Lireie Hexham shonld, from the outset,
have to discard the colouring of her surroundings, and
to talk the conventional dialeet as well a8 express the con-
ventional sentiments of the heroic world. Only at the
height of the action she ceases to be commonplsce, and
Decomes entitled to be remembered among the true
heroines of fiction. A mote nnusual figure, of the half-
pathetie, hali-grotesque kind for which Dickens had a
peculiar liking, is Limic’'s friend, the dolle’ dressmaker,
into whom he has certainly infused an element of genuine
sentiment ; her protector, Riah, on the confxary, ia & mere
stage-saint, though by this character Dickens appears to
have actually hoped to redesm the sspersions he was sup-
posed %o have cast upon the Jews, as if Riah could have
redeerned Fagin any more than Shova redeemed Shylook,

Bat in this hook whele episodes and parts of the ploé
through which the mystery of John Harmon winds its
length along, are ill adapted for giving pleasure to any
reader. The whole Boffin, Wegg, and Venus buainess—if
the term may pass—is extromely wearisoms; the charasler
of Mr, Venus, in perticular, seems aliogether unconnsoted
or unarticulated with the genersl plok, on which, indeed,
it is but an accidental excrescence. In the Wilfer family
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there are the ountlines of some figures of gennine humour,
but the outlines only; noris Bella raised into the sphere of
the charming out of that of the pert and skittish. A more
ambitious attempt, and a more noteworthy failure, waa
the endeavour to give to the main plot of this nvvel such
a satiric foil as the Circumlocution Office had furnished
to tho chief action of Liftle Durrit, in a -carieature of
society at large, its surface varnish and ita intexnal rotten-
nesa,  The Barnaclea, and those who deemed it their duty
to rally round the Barnecles, had, we saw, felt themselves
hard hit; but what ephere or ssction of society could
feal itself specially caricatured in the Venesrings, or in
their associates —the odicus Lady Tippine, the im-
possibly Trutal Podenap, Fascination Fledgeby, and
the Lammles, & couple which asuggestsa nothing but
antimony and the Chamber of Horrora? Caricature
such ns this, reprosenting no socciety thet has ever
in any pari of the world pretended to be “good,” cor-
responds to the wild rhetoric of the superfluous Beity
Higden episode against the “gospel mccording to Pod-
anappery ;” but it is, in truth, satire from which both wit
and humour have gone out. An angry, often almost
apasmodic, mannerism has to supply their place. Among
the personages moving in “gociety” are two which, as
playing sericus parts in the progress of the plot, the
author is nocessarily obliged to seek to endow with the
fleah and blood of real human beings. Vet it is precisely
in thess——the friends Eugene and Mortimer—that, in the
earlier part of the novel at all events, the constraint of
the suthor's style seoms leest relieved; the dialogues
between these two Templars have an unnaturalness ashout
them ss intclerable as suphuiam or the effeminacies of
the Avgusten age. Tt i true thai, when the story reaches
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its tragic height, the chamcter of Eagene is borne along
with it, and his affectations are forgotten. Butin previcus
parts of the book, where he poses as a wit, and is evidently
meant for & gentleman, he fails to make good his claima
to cither character. FEven the ekilfully contrived contrast
hetween the rivals Eugene Wrayburn and the echool-
master Bradley Headstone—through whom and through
whose pupil, Dickens, by the way, dealt another blow
againet & system of mental training founded upen facts
alone—faila to bring out the conception of Eugene which
the anthor manifestly had in hig mind. Lastly, the old way
of reconciling dissonances—a marriage which “society®
calls a uidsallignce—has rarely furnished a lamer ending
than here; and, had the unwritten lawas of English
popular fiction permitted, a tragic close would have better
sccorded with the sombre bue of the most powerful
portions of this curicusly unequal romanca,

The effort—for such it was—of Our Mutual Friend had
not been over for more than s few months, when Dickens
accopted a proposal for thirty nights’ readings from the
Meaars, Chappell ; and by April, 1866, he was sgain hard
at work, fiying across the country inte Lancashire and
Scotland, and back to his temporery London regidence
in Southwick Place, Hyde Park. In any man more
capable than Dickens of controlling the reatlessness which
consomed him, the acceplance of thia offer would have
been incomprehensible ; for his heart had been declared
out of order by hia physician, and the patient hed shown
himself in some degree awake to the significance of thia
opinion, But the readings were hegun and accomplished
notwithstanding, though not without warnings, on which
he insisted en putting his own interpretation. Sleeploes-
ness eggravated fatigne, and stimnlants were already neces.
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sary to enable him to do the work of his readings withomt
discomfort. Meanwhile, some weeks before they wers
finished, he hed been induced to enter info megotiations
about a further engagement to begin at the end of the
yoar. Time was to be left .for the Christmas Number,
which this year comld handly find its eceme anywhere
elss than at a railway junction ; and the réadings wero
not to extend over forty nights, which scem ultimately
to have been increased to fifty. This second series, which
included a campaign in Ireland—brillisntly succesaful
deepite suow and rain, and Fenians—was over in May.
Then came the climax, for America now claimed her share
of the great author for her public halls and chapels and
lecture-theatres ; and the question of the summer and
autumn was whether or not to follow the sound of the
distant dollar, It was closely debated between Dickens
and his friend Forster and Wills, and he describes himself
a8 * tempest-tossed ” with doubts; but his mind hed in-
clined in one direction from the fimt, and the matter was
virtnslly decided when he resclved to send s confidential
agent to make inquiries on the apot. Litfie imported
" anotherand grave attack in his foot; the trusty Mr. Dolby's
report was irresistible, FEighty readings within half o
yoar was the estimated number, with profits amounting
to over fiflean thousand pounds. The gains actually
made wers nearly five thonzand pounds in excess of this
caleulation.

A farewell banquet, under the presidensy of Lord
Lytton, gave the favourite suthor Godepeed on his journey
to the larger hslf of bis public; on the 9th of November
he sailed from Liverpocl, and on the 19th landed at
Boston. The voyage, on which, with hiz old buoyancy,
he had contrived to make himgelf master of the modest

b
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revels of the saloon, seems to have done him good, or at
loast to have mede him, as usual, impatient to be at hie
task, Barely arrived, ho ia found reporting himeelf ““so
well, that T am conatantly chafing at not having begun to-
night, instead of this pight week.” DBy December, how-
sver, he was at his reading-deek, first at Doston, where ho
met with the warmest of ‘weleomes, and then at New York,
where therc was & run upon the tickets, which ke deseribed
with his vwsunl excited delight. The enthusiasm of his
reception Ty the American public must have been
heightered by the thought that it wae now or never for
them to see him face to face, and, bygones being bygones,
to testify to him their admiration. Bet there msy have
been some foundstion for his discovery that some signs
of ngitation on his part were expected in return, and
“that it would have been taken = a euitable compliment
if T would stagper on the platform, and instantly drop,
overpowered by the spestacle before me” It waa buta
sad Christmas which he spent with his faithful Dolby
ot their New York inm, tired, and with & “genuine
American cafarrh mpon him,” of which he never freed
himself during his stay in the conntry. Herdly had he
loft the doctor's hands, than ha was shout again, reading
in Boston and New York and their more immediate neigh-
‘bonrhood-—~that is within six or seven hours by railway—
till February; and then, in order to stimulate hia publie,
beginning & series of appearances at more distant places
before returming to his stavting-points. His whole tour
included, boaides s number of New Xngland iowns,
Philadelphia, Baltimors and Washington, and in the north
Cleveland and Buffalo, Canada and the West were strack
out of the programmes, the Iatter chiefly bocause exciting
political matiers were heginning to absorb public atiention.
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During these journeyings Dickens gave himself up alto-
gether o the business of his resdings, only oeccasionally
allowing himaelf to accept the hospitality proffered him
on every eide. Thus only could ke bresst the difficultics
of his enterprise; for, 2z I have said, his health was
never good during the whole of his visit, and his exertions
waere severe, though eased by tho sclf-devotion of his atten-
dants, of which, as of his constant kindness, both serious and
aportive, towards them, it is tonching to read. Alrendy in
January, he desoribes himaelf as not seldom, “go dead beat”
at the close of o reading *“thet they lay me down on a sofa,
after I have been washed and dressed, and I lie thore, ox-
tremely faint, for a quarter of an hour,” and as satfering
from intolerable sleeplessness at night, Ilis appetite was
oually disordered, and he lived mainly on stimulants.
‘Why had he condemned himsclf to such a life?

‘When at last he could declare the astress of his work
over, he deseribed himself as * nearly used up. Climate,
distence, eafarrh, travelling, and hard work, hove begun
—1J may say so, now they are ncarly all over——to tell
heavily upon me. Sleeplessness bescta mo; and if T had
engaged to go on into May, I think I must have bLroken
down.” Indeed, but for his wonderful energy and the
fecling of exultation which is derived from a heavy task
nearly accomplished, he would have had to follow the
advice of * Longfellow and all the Cambridge men,” and
give in nearly at the lost. But he persovered through
tho farewell readings, both at Boston and at New York,
though on the night before the last reading in America,
he told Dolby that if he “had to read but twice more,
instead of once, he couldn't do it.” This last reading
of all was given at New York on April 20th, two
days aftor a farewell banquet at Delmonico’s. It was

x 2
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when speaking on this occasion that, very naturslly
moved by the unalloyed welcome which had greeted
him in whatever part of the States he had visited,
he made the decleration already mentioned, promising fo
perpetuate his prateful sense of his recent American
experiences. Thiz apology, which was no apology, at
loast remaine one among many proofs of the faot, that
with Dickens kindnesa never fell on & thenkless soil.

The merry month of May was still young in the Kentish
fields and lanes when the master of Gad's Hill Place was
home again af last. *I had not been at sea threo days
ch the passage home,” he wrote fo his friend Mrs. Watson,
““when I became myself again.” It wes, however, too
much, when “a ‘deputation’—two in number, of whom
ouly cne could got into my cabin, while the other looked
in at my window--—came {o ask me to read to the paseengers
that evening in the saloon. I respectfully replied that
sconer than do it I wounld aseault the captain and be put
in irons.” Alas] he was already fast bound, by an engaye-
ment coneluded goon after he had arrived in Boston, to a
final series of readings at home, * Farewell ” iz a difficult
word to say for anyone who has grown accustomed to the
etimulating excitement of & public stage, and it is not
wonderful that Dickens should have wished to see the
faces of his familiar friends—the English public—once
more, But the engagement to which he had set his
hand was for a farewell of a hundred readings, at the
recompense of eight thousand pounds, in sddition to ex-
penses and percentage. It is trme that he had done this
before he had fully realised the effect of his American
exertions ; bul even so, there was o terrible unwisdom in
the promise, These last readings—and he alone is, in
eommon fairneas, to be held responsible for the fact-—out
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short a life from which much noble frait might still have
been expected for our literalure, and which in auy case
might have been prolonged as a blessing beyond all that
gold can buy to those who loved him.

Meanwhile, he had allowed himself a short respite,
before resuming hia Iabours in October. It wes not more,
his frienda thought, than he needed, for much of his old
buoyancy seemed to them to be wanting in' him, exeopt
when hospitality or the intercourse of friendship called it
forth. 'What a charm there still wos in his genial humour
his letters would suffice to show. It doea ona good
to read hiz description to his kind Ameriean friends
Mr. and Mra Fields of his tromquillity at Gad’s Hill :
“Divers birds sing here all day, and the nightingales
all night. The place is lovely, and in perfect order. I
have put five mirrors in the Swiss chilet where I write,
and they reflect and refraet in all kinds of weys the
leaves that are quivering at the windows, and the grest
flelda of waving corn, and the sail-dotted river,. My room
is up among the branchea of the trees, and the birds and
the butterfliea fly in and out, and the green branches shoot
in at the open windows, and the lights and shadows of the
clouds come and go with the rest of the company. The
seent of the flowers, and indeed of everything that im
growing for miles end miles, is most delicions.”

Part of this rare leisurs he gonercusly devoted to the
preparation for the press of a volume of literary remains
from the pen of an old friend The Religious Opinions
of Channeey Hare Townshend should not be altogether
overlocked by those intereated in Dickens, to whom the
loose undogmatic theology of his friend commendad itself
as readily as the sincere religions feeling mnderlying it.
I canmot say what answer Dickens would have returned
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to an inquiry as to his eread, but the nature of his religious
opinions is obvious enough. Born in the Church of
England, he had so atrong &n aversion from what seemad to
him dogmatism of eny kind, that he for a time—in 1843—
connected himself with n Uniterian congregation ; and to
Unitarian views his own probably continued during his life
most nearly to appronch. He deseribed himself an “moraliy
wide asunder from Rome,” but the religious econesptions of
her community cannot have been & matter of anxions inguiry
with him, while he was too liberal-minded to be, unless
vecasionally, aggressive in his Protestantism. For the rest,
his mind, though imaginative, wes without mystieal ten-
dencies, whils for the transitory superstitions of the day it
wag impossible but that he should entertsin the contempt
which they deserved ; *although,” he writes—

I regerd with & huoshed and solemn fear, the mysteries,
between which, snd this mtaie of evistonce, is interposed the
barrier of the great trial and change that fell on ali the things
thet live; and, although I hare not the sadocity to pretend that
I know anything of them, I oannot reconcile the mere banging
of doors, ringing of bells, creaking of boards, and such like
innignifioancen, with the mujestio beanty and pervading aoslogy
of all the Divine roles that I am permitied to understand,

His piety was undemonstrative and sincere, as his books
alone would suffice to prove ; and he seems to have sought
to impress upon his children those religions truths with
the acceptance and practice of which lie remained himself
contenf, He loved the New Testament, and had, after
some fashion of his own, paraphrased the Gospel narrative
for the use of his children; but he thought that * half
the misery and hypocrisy of the Christian world arises
from a stubborn determination to refuse the New Testa-
ment aa o sufficient guide in itself, and to force the Old
Testament into allianee with it—whereof comes all manner
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of camel-ewallowing and of gnat-straining.” Of Puritanism
in its modern forms he was an uncompromising, snd no
doubt a comsoientious, opponent; and though, with per
fect aincerity, he repelled the charge that his attacks vpon
cant wers attacks npon religion, yet their animus is such
a3 to meke the misinterpretation intelligible. Hia dissent-
ing ministers wre of the Bartholomew Fair species, and
though, in his later books, a good clergyman hers and
there makes hia modest appearance, the balance ean hardly
bo eaid to be satisfactorily redressed.

The performance of this pious office waa not tho only
kind act he il aftor his return from Ameriea, Of conrse,
however, his own family was mnearest to his heart. No
kinder or more judicious words were over nddressed by a
futher to his children than those which, about this time,
he wrote 10 one of his rons, then beginning n suscessful
career at Cambridge, and to another--the youngest—who
waa getting forth for Austmlia, to join an clder brother
already established in that country. “Poor Plorn,” he
afterwards wrote, “is gone to Australin. It was a Lard
parting at the last, He seemed fo me to become oneo
more my youngest and favourite child zs the day drew
near, and I did not think I could have been so shaken.”

In October his “farcwell” readings began. He had
never had his heart more in the work than now. Curicusly
cnough, nob less than two proposals had reached him
during this antumn—one from Birmingham and the other
from Edinburgh—thet he should ellow himself to be put
forward as & candidate for Parliament ; but he declined to
entertein either, though in at least ome of the two cases
the prospects of suceess would not have been mmall His
views of political and parliamentary lifo had not changed
since he had written to Bulwer Lytton in 1865: “Wounld
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there not seem to bo something horribly rotten in the sys-
tem of political life, when one stands amazed how any
man, not foreed into it by his position, as you are, can
bear to Live.it ¥* Indeed, they had hardly changed since
the days when he had come into personal contact with
them as a reporter. In pnblic and in private he had never
peasad to ridieule our Englishk system of party, and to
express his contempt for the Legislature and all ita works,
He hwd, however, continued to take a lively interest in
public nffairs, and his letters contain not & few shrewd
remarks on both home and foreign questions. Like most
liberal minds of his age, hie felt o warm sympathy for the
cause of Italy; and the English statesman whom he
appears to have most warmly admired was Lord Russell,
in whose good intentiona neither friends nor adversaries
were ‘wont to loss faith. Meanwhile, his radicalism gradu-
ally became of the most thoroughly independent type,
though it interfored neither with his approval of the pro-
ceedings in Jamaica as an example of strong government,
ner with his scorn of "the meeting of jawbones and ssses,”
held sgainat Governor Eyre at Manchester. The political
questions, however, which really moved him deeply were
those social probloms to which his sympathy for the poor
had always directed his attention: the poor law, temperance,
Sunday observance, punishment and prisons, labour and
strikes. On all these heads sentiment guided his judgment,
but he gpared no pains to convinee himself that he was in
the right : and he was always generous, a3 when, notwith-
standing his interest in Housshold Words, he declared
himself unable to advocate the repeal of the paper duty
for a moment, “as against the scap duty, or any other
pressing on the mass of the poor.”

Thus he found no diffiendty in adhering to the course he
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had marked out for himself. The anbject which now
occupied him before all others was a scheme for o new
reading, with which it waa his wish to vary and to intensify
the enccess of the seriez on which he was engaged. This
was no other than g selection of seenes from Oliver Twi,
culminating in the scene of the murder of Nancy by Sikes,
which, before producing it in publie, he rerolved to “try
upon a select private audience. The trial was a brilliant
gncoess ; “the public,” exclaimed a famous netress who was
present,  have been looking out for a sensation these laat
fifty years or so, and, by heaven, they have got it!”
Accordingly, from January, 1869, it formed one of the
most frequent of his readings, and the effort which it
involved eounted for much in the ¢nllapse which was to
follow, Never were the limits between reading and
neting more thoroughly effaced by Dickens, and never
was the prodnetion of an extraonlimary ecffect more
equally shared by author and actor. DBub few who wit-
nesapd this extraonlinary performance can have pgunereed
the elaborate preparation hestowed upon it, which is
evident from the following notes (by Mr. C. Kent) on
the book used in it by the reader:

What is as striking na anything in all this reading, howover—
that im, in the reading copy of it now lying before us oa we write
~—is the mass of hinta as to the byplay in the stage directiona for
himself, so to mpesk, scattered up and down the margin. ©Fagin
raigsed hig right hand, and shook his trembling forefinger in tho
air,” is there on page 101 in print. Beside it, on the mergin in
MBS, is the word "“detion.” XNot & word of it wans said. It was
simply done. Again, immediatoly below that, on the same page
—8ikes loguitur : “ Ghl you haven’t, haven't yon 7" passing a
pistol into & more couvenient pocket (“Acfion’ again in MS. on
the margin). Kot s word was erid ebout the pistol. . . . 8o
agnin, aftarwards, ag & ronsing self-direction, one sees notifled in
MS. on page 107, the grim stage direction, * Murder soming "
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The #Murder” was frequently reasd by Dickens not
lomn than four times a week during the early months
of 18689, in which yesr, efter beginning in Ireland,
Ie hal been continmally travelling to and fro between
various partd of Great Britain and town. Already in
Febranry the ol tronble in his foot hed made iteelf felt,
hut, as nsual, it had long been disregarded. Omn the 10th
of April he had been entertained at Liverpool, in Bt
George's Hall, at a banquet presided over by Lord Dufferin,
and in a genial speech had toesed back the ball to Lord
Honghton, who had pleasantly bantered him for his
unconsciousness of the merits of the House of Lords.
Ten days aftorwards, he was to read at Preston, but, foeling
uneasy about himself, had reported hia symptoms to his
doetor in London, The latter hastensd down to Preston,
and pemnaded Dickens to ascompany him back to town,
where, after a eonsultation, it was determined that the
readings must be stopped for the eurrent year, and that
reading combined with travelling must never be resumed,
What lhis aisterinlaw and daughter feel themselves
justified in ealling * the beginning of the end ” had come
at last,

With his usual presence of mind, Dickens at once
porecived the imperative necessity of interposing “as it
woere, a fiyleaf in the book of my life, in which nothing
should be written from without for a brief season of a few
weeks” Bub he insizted that the ecombinstion of the
reeding and the travelling was alone to be held account-
able for his having found himself fealing, ¢ for the first
time in my life, giddy, jarred, shaken, faint, uncertain of
voica and sight and trend and toueh, end dull of epirit,”
Meanwhile he for once kept quiet, frst in London,
and then at Gad's Hill “This last saummer” eny



] LABT YEARE. 17

those who did moat fo make it bright for him, “was
8 very happy one,” end gladdened by the visits of many
friende. On the retirement, also on sccount of ill-health,
from All the Year Round, of his eevond self, Mr. W, H.
Wills, he was fortnnately able at once to supply the
vacant place by the appointment to it of lis eldest som,
who seems to have inherited $het sense of ‘lucid order
which was among his father's most distinetive cha-
racteristica, He travelled very littlo this year, though
in September he made a epeech at Birmingham on behalf
of li= favourite Blidland Institute, delivering himself,
nf its conchusion, of sun antithetical radical common-
pluce, which, being misreported or misundemtood, war
commented upon with much unnccessary wonderment,
With & view to avoiding the danger of excessive fatigue,
the lafter part of the ycar was chiefly devoted to writing
in advanee part of his new book, which, like Great
Erpectations, wos to grow up, and to be better for growing
up, in his own Kentish home, aud almost within sound
of the bells of “Cloisterham™ Cathedral, But tho new
‘book was never to be finished.

The first number of The Mystory of Edwin Drood was
not published till one more short series of twelve readings,
given in London during a period extending from January
to March, was at an end, He had obtained Bir Thomes
Watson’s conment to his carrying out this wish, largely
caused by the desire to compenaate the Mesars, Chappell
in some meaguze for the disappointment to which he had
been obliged to subject them by the interruption of his
longer engagement. Thus, though the Christmas of 1869
had brought with it another wamning of trouble in the
foot, the year 1870 opened busily, and early in January
Dickena esiablished himself for the season at 5, Hyde
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Park Place, Early in the month he made another speech
at Birmingham ; but the readings were atrictly confined
to London. On the other hand, it was mnol to be
expected that the * Murder ” would be excluded from the
list, It was read in Jenuvary, to an andience of mctors
snd actresses; and it is pleasant to think that he was
nble to testify to his kindly feeling towards their profes-
sion on one of the last occasions when he appeared on his
own stage, I set myself,” he wrote, “to carrying out of
themsaelves and their observation, those who were bent on
watching how the effects were got; and, I believe, I sue-
ceaded, Coming back to it again, however, I feel it was
madness ever to do it 8o contiruously, My ordinary
pulse is seventy-two, and it runs up under this effort
t0 one hundred and twelve” Yet this fatal reading was
repeated thrice more before the series closed, and with
even mors startling results upon the reader. The
careful observations made by his phyeician, however,
show that the excitement of the last readings was alto-
gether too great for any man to have endured mmuch
longer. At Iast, on March 16th, the night came
which closed fifieen years of persomel relations between
the English public and ita favourite author, such as are,
after all, unparlleled in the history of our literature,
His farewell worda were few and simple; and referred
with dignity to his resolution to devote himself henee-
forth exelusively to his calling as an author, and to his
hope that in but two short weoks' time his andience
# might enter, in their own homes, on a new series of
readings at which his assistanee would be indispensable.”

Of the short time which remained to him his last book
was the chief octupation ; and an associstion thus clings
to the Mysiery of Edwin Drood, which would, in any
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case, incline us o treat this fragment—for it was {0 be no
more—with tenderness. One would, indeed, hardly be justi-
fied in asserting that this story, like that which Thackeray
left behind him in the same unfinished state, bade fair to
become a masterpioce in ita author’s later manner ; thers is
mueh that is foreed in its humour, while as to the werking
out of the chief characters our means of judgment ars of
course incomplete. The outline of the design, on the other
hand, presenta itself with tolerable clearness o the minds
of most readers of insight or experience, though the story
deserves its name of a mystery, instead of, Like Cur
Mutugl Friend, ceoming merely to withhold & necessary
cxplanation, And it must be allowed that few plota have
ever bven more effectively Iaid then this, of which tho
untying will never be known. Three such pemscuages in
relation to a deed of darkness as Jasper for its contriver,
Durden for ite unconscious sccomplice, and Deputy for ite
self-invited witness, and all so naturally connecting them-
selves with the locality of the perpetration of the erime,
asguredly could not have been bronght together, except
by one who had gradually attained to mastership in the
adaptation of characters o the purposes of a plot, 8till,
the strongest impression left upon the reader of this frag-
ment, is the evidence it furnishes of Dickens having
retained to the lest powers which were most peculiarly
and distinetively his own. Having skilfully brought into
comnexion, for the purpeses of his plot, two such
strangely-contrasted spheres of life and death, as the
cathedral close at ® Cloisterham ” and an opinm-smoking
den in one of the obscurest corners of Lomdon, he is
cnabled, by his imaginative and obeerving powers, not
only to realise the picturesque elements in both scenes,
but alse to convert them into a twofeld baskground, aceom-
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modating itscH to the most vivid hues of human passion.
Thisis to bring out what he was wont to call #the romantic
aspect of familiar things.” With the physiognomy of
Cloisterbam —otherwise Rochester—with ite eathedral,
and its “ monnstery ” ruin, and its # Minor Canon Corner,”
and its * Nuns' Howse *—otherwise « Eastgate House,” in
the High Street—he was, of course, closely acquainted ;
but he had never reprodneed its features with so arbistic s
ounning, and the Mystery of Edwin Drood will always
haunt Bishop Gundulph’s venersble building and ita
tranguil presinets. As for the opium-smoking, we have
hin own statement, that what he described he saw—*exactly
a8 he had doseribed it, penny ink-bottle and all—down in
Shadwell” in the autume of 1869. <A coupls of the
Inspeetors of Lodging-houses knew the woman, and took
me {0 her a8 I was making a ronnd with them, to see for
mysolf the working of Lord Shafteshury’s Bilt.” Between
these seencs, John Jasper—a figure conceived with singular
foreo—moves fo and fro, preparing his mysterions design.
No story of the kind ever began more finely ; and we may
be excused from inquiring whether signa of diminighed
vigour of invention and freshness of execution are to be
found in other and less prominent portiona of the great
novelist’s last work,

Before, in this year 1870, Dickens withdrew from London
to Gad’s Hill, with the hope of there in quiet carrying his all
but half-finished task to its elose, his health had not been
eatisfactory ; he had suffered from fime to time in his foot,
and his weary and aged look was cheerved by many of his
frienda. He was sble fo go occasionally into sosisty ;
though at the last dinnerparty which he attended—
it was at Lord Hounghtor's, to meet the Prince of Wales
and the King of the Belgians—he had heen unable fo
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zaount above the dining-room floor. Already in Mareh tho
Queen had found  suitable opportunity for inviting him
1o wait upon her at Buckingham Palace, when she had much
gratified him by hes kindly manuer ; and a fow days later
he made his appearance at the levee, These scknowlodg-
ments of his position as an English author were & they
shoeld be; no others wore offered, nor is it 4 matter of
regret that there should have been mo titles to inscribe
on hisfomb. He was aleo twrice seen on one of those public
occamions which no eloguence graced so veadily and eo
Pleasantly as his: onee in April, ot the dinner for the
Newsvendors’ Charity, when he spoke of the existence
among his humbie elients of that * feeling of brotherhood
and sympathy which is worth much to all men, or they
would herd with wolvea ;” and once in May—only a duy
or two before he went home into the country—when af
the Royal Academy dinner, he paid e touching tribute to
the eminent painter, Daniel Macliss, who in tho good okl
daye had been much like s brother fo himself. Another
friend and companion, Mark Lemon, passed away a day
or two afterwards ; and with the most intimate of all, his
fature biographer, he lamented the familiar faces of their
companions—not one of whom had passed his sixtieth year
—aupon which they were not to look again. On the 30th
of May he was onee more at Gad’s Hill,

Here ho forthwith set to work on his book, taking walks
as nsual, thongh of no very great length. On Thersday,
the 9th of June, he had intended to pay his usual weekIy
visit to the office of his joumal, and aecordingly, on the
8th, devoted the atternoon as well as the morning to finish-
ing the aixth namber of the siory. 'When he came acroms
1o the honse from the ¢hMlet before dinmer, he seemed, to
his sisterin-taw, who alome of the family was at homs,
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tired and silent, and, no sooner had they sat down fo
dinner, than she noticed how serionsly ill he looked, Xt
spoedily became evident that a fit was upon him. * Come
and lie down,” she entreated. “ Yes, on the ground,” he
said, very distinetly—these were the last words he spoke
—and he elid from her arm, and fell upon the floor. He
was laid on a couch in the room, and there he remained
uncons¢iona almost {0 the last. He died at ten minutes
past six on the evening of the 9th—by which time his
daughters and his eldest son had been able to join the
faithful watcher by his side ; his sister and his son Henry
arrived when all was over.

His own desire had been to be buried near Gad's Hill ;
though at one time le is said to have expressed a wish
to lio in a disused graveysrd, which is still pointed out, in
a socluded ocormer in the moat of Rochester Castle. Fre-
parations had been made accordingly, when the Dean and
Chapter of Rochester urged a request that his remaina might
Do placed in their Cathedral. This was assented to; but at
the last moment the Dean of Westminster gave expression to
a widespread wish that the great national writer might lie
in the national Abbey. There he was buried on June
14th, without the slightest attempt at the pomp which he
had deprecated in his will, and which he almost fiercely
condemned in more than one of his writinga. *The funeral,”
writes Dean Stanley, whose own dust now mingles with that
of 50 many illustrious dead, ** was atriotly private. It tock
place af an early hour in the summer morping, the grave
having been dug in seeret the night before, and the vast
solitary space of the Abbey was cocupied only by the
small band of the mourners, and the Abbey elergy, who,
without any music except the oocasional peal of the organ,
read the funernl pervice. For days the spot was visited
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by thousands; many were the tears shed by the poorer
visitora,. Ho reeta beside Bheridan, Garriek, end Hender-
son"—the first actor ever buried in the Abbey, Associstions
of another kind oluster near; but his generous spirit would
not have disdained the thought that he would seem even
in death the players’ friend.

A plain memorial brasa on tho walls of Rochester
Cathedral vindicates the share which the ancient sity and
ita neighbourhood will always havo in his fame. But
most tonching of all it is to think of him under the trees
of his own garden on the hill, in the pleasant home whers,
after so many labours and so meny wanderings, he died in
peace, and es one who had eamned his rest,



CHAPTER VIL
THE FUIURX OF DICKENS' PAME

Tene is 10 veason whatever to believe that in the fow
¥oars which have gone by zinee Dickens' death the delight
taken in his works throughout England and North America,
a3 well as elsewhere, has diminished, or that he is mot
#till one of our fow most popular writers. The mere
fact that his popularity has remained such zince, nearly
half a century ago he, like a beam of spring sunshine, firat
made the world gay, is a suffisient indication of the
influence whioh he mmuat have exercised upon hiz age. In
our world of letters his followers have been many, though
naturally enough those whose original genins jmpalled
them to follow their own course soonest ceased to be his
imitators. Awmong these I know no more eignel instance
than the great movelist whose surpassing merits he had
very awiftly recognised in her earliest work. For though
in the Scenss of Olerieal Lifs George Eliot seems ta be, as
it were, hesitating between Dickens and Thackeray as the
modsla of her humarous writing, reminiscences of the
former are unmigtakeable in the opening of Amaos Barion,
in Mr. Gififs Love-Story, in Janes Repeniancs; and
though it would be hasardous to trace his influence in
the domestic pcenea in Adam Bede, neither o Christmas
exordium in one of the books of The Mill on the Floes
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nor the Bam Wellerlike freshnees of Bob Wakem in the
same powerful atory, is altogether the anthor’s own, Two
of the most successful continental novelists of the present
day have gone to school with Dickena: the one the troly
national writer whose Debif and Credif, a work largely in
the manner of his English model, has, as a picture of
modern life, remained unexcelled in German Hterature ;*
the other, the brilliant Boutherner, who may write as
much of the History of his Books as his public may desire
to leam, but who cannot write the pathos of Dickens
altogether out of Jaek, or his farcieal fun ount of Le
Nabab, And agsin—for I am merely illustrating, not
attempting to describe, the literary infivence of Dickens
—who could fail o trace in the Californian studiea and
sketehes of Brot Harte elements of humour and of pathos,
to which that genuinely original author would be the last
to deny that his grest English “ Master” was no stranger?

Yot popularity and literary influencs, however wide
and however strong, offen pass away aa they have come ;
and in no field of literature sre there many reputations
which the sea of time fails before very long to
gubmerge. In prose fietion—a comparatively young
Literary growth—they ave ocertainly not the most
numerous, perhaps hecause on works of this species the
manners and style of an age most readily impress them-
selves, rendering them proportionately strange to the
sgea that come after. In the works of even the lesser
playwrights who ploased the liberal times of Elirabeth,
and in lyries of even eecondary merit that were admired

x In the last volnms of hin swugnum opus of histerical fletion,
Gustav Freyiag, describes * Box * s sbonoi the year 1844, filling
with boundless snthunissm the hearts of young men and maidens
in » swsall Sflesinn conntry town,

o3
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by fantastic Caroline cavaliers, we can siill take pleasure,
But who can read many of the “standard ” novels pub-
lished ae lately even as the days of George the Fourthi
The speculation is, therefore, not altogether idle, whother
Dickena eaw truly when labouring, as most great men
do labour, in the belief that his work wes not only
for a day. Literary eminence was the only eminence he
deeired, while it was one of tho very healthiest elements
in his character, that whatever he was, he was thoroughly.
He would not have told anyone, as Fielding's author told
Mr, Booth at the sponging-house, that romance-writing “is
certainly the easiest work in the worll;” mor being what
Le was, could he ever have found it such in his own cose.
% Whoever,” he declared, “is devoted to an art must ba eon-
tent to give himself wholly up to it, and to find his recom-
pense in it.” And not only did he obey his own labour-
laws, but in the details of his work as o man of letters he
spared no poins and no exercise of self-confrol *I am,”
he gencrously told a boginner, o whom he was counselling
patient endeavour, “an impatient and impuleive person
myself, but it has beer for many years the constant effort
of my life to praciise at my desk what I preach to you.”
Never, therefore has o man of letters had a better claim
to bo jundged by his works, As he expreesly said in hia
will, he wished for no other monument than his writings ;
and with their eid we, who already belong to & new
generation, and whose children will eare nothing for the
gossip and the scandal of which he, like most popular
celebrities, was in his lifetime privileged or docmed to
become the theme, may seck te form some definite con-
ception of his future place among illustrious Englishmen,
It would, of course, be aguinat &ll experience to suppore
that to future generations Dickens, as a writer, will be all
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that be was to hia own. Much that constitutes the subject,
or at least furnishes the background, of his pietures of
English life, like tho Fleet Prison and the Marshalsca,
haa vanished, or is being improved off the face of the
Innd, The form, again, of Dickens’ principal works mny
become obeolete, a3 it wns in a sense accidental, Ho wos
the most popular novelist of his day; bub shiould prose
fiction, or even the full and florid species of it which has
enjoyed so longlived a favour ever be out of season, the
popularity of Dickens' bocks must oxperionce an in-
evitable diminuiion, And even before that day arrives,
not all the works in a particular species of literature that
may to a parficular age have sremed destined to live, will
have been preserved. Nothing is moro surely tested by
time than that originality whieh is the secret of o writer's
continuing to be famous, and eontinuing to be read.
Dickens was not—and fo whom in these lntter ages of
literature could such a term be applied?—a sclf-made
writer, in the sense that he owed nothing to those who
had gone befors him. He was most assuredly no elassioal
scholar,—how conld he have been? But I should hesitate
to call him an ill-read man, though he certainly was neither
a great nora catholic reader, and though he eould not help
thinking about Nicholns Nickleby while he was reading the
Curse of Kehama. In his own branch of literature his judg-
ment was sound and sure-footed. It waa of course o happy
necident, that as a boy he imbibed that taste for good
fiction which is a thing inconceivable to tho illiterate,
Sneers have been directed against the poverty of his book-
ghelves in his earlier dayz of authorship; but I fancy
there were not many popular novelists in 1839 who wonld
have taken down with them into the country for 4 summer
sojourn, as Dickens did to Petersham, not only a conple
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of Scott's novels, but Goldsmith, Bwift, Fielding, Smollett,
end the British Eswayista ; nor is there one of these national
clagrics—nunlenn it be Swift—with whom Dickens’ books
or Ietters fail to show him to have been familiar. Of
Goldsmith’s haoks, he told Fomster, in a letter which
the biographer of (oldemith modestly sappressed, be
“had no indifferent perception—to the best of his re-
membrance—when litile more than a child” He
disevsses with understanding the relative literary merits
of the serious and humorcus papers in The Speefator;
and, with regard to another work of unique significance in
tho history of English fiction, Robinson Crusce, he acutely
observed that # one of the most popular books on earth has
nothing in it to make anyone laugh or ery.” “Itis s
baok,” he added, which he ‘read very much.” It may
be noted, by the way, that he was an attentive and
judicious student of Hogarth ; and that thus his eriticisms
of humorons pietorial art rested upon as broad a basis of
comparicon a8 did his judgment of his great predecessors
in Englishk humorous fietion.

Among thess predecessors it has become usual to assert
that Smollett exercised the greatest influemce upon
Dickena. Tt is no doubt frme that in David Copper
field's library Smollett’s books are mentiomed first, and
in the greatest number, that a vision of Roderick Random
and Strap haunted the very wicket-gate at Blunderstone,
that the poor little here’s first thought on entering the
King'a Bench prison was the strange compeny whom
Roderick met in the Marshalsea; and that the references
to Bmollett and his hooke are frequent in Dickens' other
books and in his letters, Leghom seemed to bim “made
illustrious ” by Bmollett’s grave, and in a late period of his
life he criticises his chief flotions with admirable justice.
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“ Humphry Olinker,) he writes, “is serlainly Smollett’s
best. I am rather divided between Peregrine Pckls and
Roderick Random, both extraordinarily good in their way,
which is a way without tenderness; bat you will have to
read them both, and I eend the first volume of Peregrine
as the richer of the two.” An odd volume of Pare
grine waa one of tho books with which the waiter at the
Holly Tree Inn endeavoured to beguile the loncly Christ-
mas of the enowed-up traveller, bui the latter “know every
word of it already.” In the Lazy Tour, " Thomas, now
just able to grope his way along, in & doubled-up condi-
tion, was no bad embodiment of Commodore Trunnion,”
I have nofed, moreover, coincidences of defail which bear
witness to Dickens’ familiarity with Smollett’s works,
To Lieutcnant Bowling and Commodore Trunnion, as to
Captain Cuttle, every man was & * brother,” and to the
Commodore, a8 to Mr. Smallweed, the most abusive sub-
stantive addressed to & woman admitted of intensification
by the epithet *brimstone,” I think Dickens had not
forgotten the opening of the Adventures of an Afom when
he wrote a passage in the opening of his cwn Christmas
Carol ; and that the characters of Tom Pinch and Tommy
Traddlea—the former more especially—were not conceived
withont some thought of honest Strap, Furthermors, it
was Bmollett's example that probably suggeeted to Dickens
tho attractive jingle in the titls of his Nicholas Nickleby.
But these are for the most part mere details. The manner
of Dickens as 8 whole resembles Fielding's more sirik-
ingly than Smollett’s, as it was only natural that it should.
The irony of Smollett is drier than was reconcileable with
Dickens’ nabure ; it ix only in the ocoasional exiravegances
of his humour that the former anticipates anything in the
latter, and it is only the ecoarsest scenes of Dickens
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earlier books-—such as thet between Noah, Charlotte, and
Mrs. Sowerberry in Oliver Twist—which recall the whole
manner of his predecessor. They resemble one another
in their descriptive sccuracy, and in the accumulation of
detail by which they produce instesd of obscuring vivid-
ness of impression ; but it was impossible that Dickena
should prefor the general methed of the novel of adventure
pure and mimple, such as Smollett produced after the
example of &l Blas, to the less crude form adopted by
Ficlding, who adhered to earlier and nobler models.
With Fielding's, morcover, Dickens’ whole nature was
congenial ; they both had that tendernces which Smollett
lackod ; and the circumstance that of all English writers
of the past, Fielding's name alone was given by Dickens
to one of his sons, shows how, like se many of Fielding’s
readers, he had learnt fo love him with an almost personal
affection. The very spirit of the suthor of Tom Jonss—that
gaicty which, to horrow the saying of & recent historian
concerning Cervantos, renders aven brotality agreeable, and
that charm of eympathetic feeling which makes ue lcve
those of his characters which he loves himself—seem astir
in some of the most delightful passagea of Dickens' moat
delightful books. Bo in Pickwick, to begin with, in
which, by the way, Fielding is cited with a twinkle of
the eye nll his own, and in Martin Chusdewif, where 2
chapter opens with & passage which is pure Fielding:

It was morning, and the beantife! Anrora, of whom so much
hath besn writteo, said, and song, did, with her resy fingers,
nip and tweak Misn Peckanifs nose. It was the frolissome
oustom of the goddems, in her interconrse with the fair Oherry,
to do mo; or in more prosaio phrake, the tip of that festure
in the sweet girl's countenance was shways very red at hreekfast.

iime.
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Among the writers of Dickens’ own age there were only
two, or perhaps three, who in very different degrees and
ways, exercised a noticeable influencs upon his writings.
He once declared io Washington Irving that he kept every-
thing written by that delightful author upon “his shelves,
and in his thoughts, and in hiz heart of hearts,” .And,
doubtless, in Diekens’ early days as an author the influence
of the American classic may have aided to stimulate the
imaginative eloement in his English admirer’s genius, and
to preserve him from a grossness of humonr into which,
after the Skeielies by Boz, he very rarely allowed lLimeelf
to lapse. The two other writers were Cariyle, and, as I
havo fraquently noted in previous chapters, the friend and
fellow-labourer of Dickens' later manhood, Mr Wilkie
Collins. It is no unigque experienca that the disciple
shonld influence the master ; and in this instance, perhaps
with the co-operation of the examples of the modern
French theatre, which the two friends had studied in
common, Mr. Wilkie Colline’ manner had, I think, no
small share in bringing about & transformation in that of
Dickens. His stories thus gradually lost all traees of
the older masters both in general method and in defail ;
while he came to condense and concentrato his effeca in
successiona of skilfully-arranged scenes. Dickens’ debt
to Carlyle was, of course, of another nature; and in hia
works the proofa are not few of his readiness to accept
the teachinga of one whom he declared he would “go at
all times farther fo see than any man alive.” There was
something mingnlar in the admiration these two men felt
for one another; for Carlyls, after an acquaintance of almoat
thirty years, spoke of Dickens as #a most cordisl, sincere,
elear-sighted, quistly decisive, just, and loving man;” and
there iz not one of these epithets but seems well con-
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pidered and well chosen. But neither Carlyle nor
Dickens possessed & moral quality omitted in this lisf,
the quality of patience, which abhors either * quietly”
or loudly “deciding” a question before considering it
under all its aspects, and in s epirit of fairmess to all
sides, The Latter-Day Pamphlets, to confine myself to
them,* like so much of the political philosophy, if it is to be
dignified by that name, which in part Dickens derived from
them, were at the time effective strokes of satirical invective;
now, their edge scems blunt and their energy inflation,
Terke the pamphlet on Model Prisons, with its summary
of a theory which Dickens sought in every way fo enforce
upon his veaders ; or again, that entitled Downdng Strect,
which settles the question of parfy government as a
queelion of the choice between Buffy and Boodle, or,
necording to Catlyle, the Honowrable Felix Parvulus and
the Right Honourable Felicissimus Zero. The corrosive
power of such earcasme may be unquestionable; but the
angry rheferie pointed by them becomee part of the nature
of those who habitually employ its utterance in liem of
argument; and not a little of the declamatory element in
Dickene, which no doubt at first exercised its effect upon
a large number of readers, must be ascribed to his read-
ing of & preat writer, who waws often very much more
gtimulative than nutritions.

Bomething, then, he owed to other writers, but it was
liftle indeed in comparison with what he owed o hia
natural gifte. First among these, I think, must be placed
what may, in & word, be called his sensibility-—that quality

* The passage in Oféiver Tewist (chapter xxxvil) which illustraies
the maxim that ** dignity, and even hollnesa too, sometimes are
maore guestiona of coat and waistcoat than some people imagine,”
may, or may not, be & reminiscence of Borfor Resarius, then
{1888} firel published in & volume.
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of which humour, in the mora limited sense of the word,
and pathos are the twin produets. And in Dickens both
these were paramount powers, almost equally various in
their forms and effective in their operstion. According
to M. Taine, Dickens, while he exeels in irony of a
particular sort, being an Englishman, is incapable of being
gay. Suoch profundities nre unfathomable o the readers
of Pickwick; though the French oritic may have gene-
ralised from Dickens’ later writings only. His pathos is not
less true than various, for the gradations are marked be-
tween the stern tragic pathos of Hard Times, the melting
pathos of the OId Curicsify Shop, Dombey and Son,
and David Chpperfield], and tho pathos of lelpleseness
which appeale to ws in Smike and Jo. But this sonsi-
bility would not have given ue Dickens’ gallery of living
pictures, had it not been for the powers of imagination
and obscrvation which enabled him spontanecusly to
exercise it in coumtless dircctions. To the way in which
his imagination enabled him to identify himself with the
figments of his own brain he frequently testified ; Dante
was not more certain in his celestial and infernsl topo-
graphy than was Dickens as to “every stair in the litile
midshipman’s houss,” and aa to * every young gentleman’s
bedstead in Dr. Blimber's establishment,” One particular
class of phenomens may be instanced instead of many,
in the observation and poetic reproduction of which his
singular natural endowment continuvally manifested itself
—1 mean thosas of the weather. It is not, indeed, often
that he rises to a fine image like that in the desecription
of the night in which Ralph Nickleby, ruined and crushed,
glinks home {o his death.

The night was dark, and a cold wind blew, driving the clonds

forioualy and fast before it. There was one black gloomy mass
that seerned to follow him : not hurrying in the wild chase with
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tha others, but lingering emllenly behind, and gliding darkly and
stealihily on, He often looked back at this, and, more than
once, stopped to let it pass over; bmt, semchow, when he went
forward again, it waa still behiod him, coming monrnfully and
slowly up, like a shadowy faneral train.

But he agsin and agein enables us to feel, as if
the Christmas morming on which Mr Pickwick ran
gaily down the alide, or a8 if the *very quiet” moon-
lit night in the midet of which a rudden sound, like the
firing of & gun or a pistol, startled the repose of Lincoln's
Inn Fields, wers not only what we have often precisely
oxperienced in comnfry villages or in London sqoares,
but s if they were the very morning and the very night
which we must experience, if we were feeling the glow of
wintry merriment, or the awful chill of the presentiment of
ovil in a dead hour. Initslower form this combinationof the
powers of imagination and observation has the rapidity of
wit, and, indeed, sometimes és wit. The gift of suddenly
finding out what & mon, o thing, o combination of man
and thing, is like—this, too, comes by nature; and
there is something eleetrifying in its sudden exercise,
even on the most trivial oceasions, sas when Flom,
delighted with Little Dormit’s sudden rise to forfune,
requests to know all

about the good, dear, quiet little thing, and all the changes of
ker fortunes, carrings people now, no doabt, and horaes withoub
number moat romentie, s coat-of-arms of oourse, and wild bansta
on their hind legs, showing it as if it waa a copy they had done
with mouths from ear to ear, good gracioun!

But natore, when she gifted Dickens with eensibility,
obeervation, and imagination, had bestowed upon him yet
another boon in the quality which seems more prominent
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than any other in his whole being. The vigour of Dickens—
a mentsl and moral vigour supported by a splendid physieal
organism-—was the paren$ of some of his foibles ; among
the rest, of his tendency to exaggeration. No fault has
been more frequently found with his workmanship than
thiz; nor can he bo eaid to have defendod himaelf very
successfully on this hend when he declared -thet he did
“not recollest ever to have heard or aeen the charge of
exaggeration made against a feeble performance, though, in
ita feebleness, it may have been most untrue,” Bet without
this vigour he could not have been creative aa he was ; and
in him thers were accordingly united with rare com-
Ppletenees a swift responsiveness to the impulses of humour
and pathos, an inexhaustible fertility in discovering and
inventing materials for their exercise, and the constant
creative desire to give to thess newly-created materials a
vivid plastic form,

And the mention of this last-named gift in Dickens
suggests the query whether, finally, there is anything in his
manner a8 a writer which may prevent the continuanes of
his extraordinary popularity. No wrifer can be great with-
out a manner of his own; and thet Dickens had such a
manner his most supercilious censurer will readily allow.
Hiz terse narrative power, often intensely humorous in ite
unbiushing and unwinking gravity, and often deeply
pathetio in ita eimplicity, is as characteristic of his manner
ag is the supreme felicity of phrase in which he hes no equal,
As to the lutfer, I should hardly know where to begin and
where ta leave off were I to attempt to illustrate it. Bat,
to take two instances of different kinds of wit, I may cite
o passage in Guster's narrative of her interview with Lady
Dedlock: “ And so I took the letter from her, and she anid
she had nothing to give me; and I suid Twas poor mysslf,
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und consequently wanfed nothing;” and, of a different kind,
the ascount in ome of his letters of a conversation with
Mecready, in which the great tragedian, after a sclemn
but impassioned commendation of his friend’s reading,
# put his hand npon my breast and pulled out his pocket-
handkerchief, and I folt as if I were doing somebody o his
Werner.,” Thess, I think, were among the most character-
instic merits of his style. It also, and mors especially in
hia later years, had its characteristic faults. The danger
of degenerating into mannerism ia incident to every
original manner, There is wanneriam in moat of the
great FEnglish prose-writera of Dickens' age—in Carlyle,
in Macaulay, in Thackeray—but in none of them i thera
more mannoriam than in Dieckens himself, In his earlier
writingu, in Nicholas Niekleby, for instance (I do not, of
course, refer to the Portemouth boards), and even in Martin
Chuzelewds, there is much stageyness ; but in his later works
his own mannerism had swallowed up that of the stzge,
and, more especially in serious passages, his style hod
becoma what M. Taine happily characterises as s style
tourmentd. His choice of words remained thronghout
excollent, and his construction of sentences clear. He told
Mr. Wilkie Collins that *# underlining was not his nature ;*
and in truth he had no need to emphaasise his expressions,
or to bid the reader *go back wpon their meaning.” He
recognised his responsibility, as a popular writer, in keaping
the vocabulary of the language pure ; and in Iitis Dorrit
he even solemnly deelines to use the French word trousseqy.
In hia orthography, on the other hand, he was not free
from Americanisms; and his interpunctuation was eon-
gistently odd., Dut these are trifles ; his mors important
mannerisms were, like many really dangerous faulta of style,
only the excess of characteristic excellences. Thus it was
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he who elaborated with unprecedented effect, that humorous
gpecies of paraphrase which, as one of the most imitable
devicea of his style, has also been the most persistently
imitated. We are all tickled when Grip, the raven,
* issnes orders for the inatant preparation of inmumerahle
keitles for purposes of tea ;* or when Mr. Peckeniffs eye
ia “piously upraised, with something of that expression
which the pootry of ages has attributed to a domestic bird,
when breathing its last amid the ravages of an cleotrio
storm ;” but in the end the device becomes a mere trick
of circamlocution. .Another mannerism which grew upon
Dickens, and was faithfully imitated by several of his
disciples, was primarily due to his habit of turning a fuct,
fancy, or situation round on avery side. This consisted
in the reiteration of a construction, or of part of a com-
struotion, in the strained rhetorical fashion to which he
at laat scoustomed us in spite of ourselves, but to which
wa were loath to submit iz his imitetors. These and
certain other peouliariies, which it would be difficult
to indieate without ineurring the charge of hypercriticism,
hardened as the sfyle of Dickens hardened; and, for
instance, in the Tals of Two Cities his mannerisms may ba
sean side by side in glittering array. By way of compensa-
tion, the oceasional solecisms and vulgariams of his earlier
style (he only very gradually ridded himself of the cockney
habit of pumning) no longer marred his pagea; and he
ceased to break or lapse oceasionally, in highty-impassioned
passages, into blank verse,

From first to last Dickens' mannerism, like everything
which he made part of himself, was not merely assumed
on oocasion, but was, so to speak, absorbed into his nature,
It shows itself in almost everything that he wrote in his
later years, from the most carefully-elaborated chepters of
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hin books down to the most deeply-felt passages of his
most familiar correspondence, in the midst of the most
gonnine pathoa and most exuberant humour of his books,
and in the midst of the sound sense and unaffected piety
of his private letters. Future generations may, for this
vory reason, be perplexed and irritated by what we merely
stumbled at, and may wish that what is an elsment
bardly separable from many of Dickens’ compoaitions were
away from them, ag one wishes away from hia signature
that horrible flourish which in his letters he sometimes
represents himself as too tired to append.

But noe distaste for his mapnerisms is likely to obacurs
the sense of his achievements in the brench of literature
to which he devoted the full powers of his genius and the
best energies of his nature. He introduced indesd no new
speciea of prose fietion into our literature. Inthe historical
novel he made two far from unsuccessful eesays, in the
earlier of which in particular—Barnaby Rudge—he showed
a landable desire to enter into the spirit of a past age:
but he was without the resding or the patience of either
the author of Waverley or the author of The Virginians,
and without the fine historie enthusissm which animates
the broader workmanship of Westward Ho. For the
purely imaginative romance, on the other hand, of which
in some of his works Lord Lytton was the most prominent
representative in contemporary English literature, Dickens
geniug was nob without certain affinities ; but to feel hia
full strength, he needed to touch the carth with his feet.
Thus it is no mere phrase to say of him that he found
the ideal in the real, and drew his inspirations from the
world around him, Perhaps the strongest f{emptetion
which ever seemed likely to divert him from the sounder
forms in which his masterpieces were cast, lay in the
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direction of the wnovel with ¢ purposs, the fiction in-
tended primatrily and above all things to promote the
corroction of mome social abuss, or the achievement of
some socisl reform, Bub in spite of himself, to whom
the often voicelesa cause of tho snffering and the op-
pressed was at all times dearer then sny mere literary
success, he was preserved from hinding his ‘rause, as his
friend Cruikshank bound his art, handmaid in a service
with which freedom was irreconcileable. His artistic
instinct helped him in this, and perhapa also the con-
seiousness that where, as in Ths Chimes or in Hurd Times,
he had gone furthest in this direction, thera had been
something jarring in the result. Thus, underthe influences
deacribed above, he carried on the English novel mainly
in the directions which it had taken under it early
maaters, and more aspecially in those in which the essentinl
attributes of his own genins prompted him to exeel.
Among the elements on which the effect alike of the
novelist's and of the dramatist’s work must, apart from
styla and diction, essentially depend, that of comstrustion
is obviously ore of the most eignificant, In this Dickena
was, in the earlier period of his anthorship, very far from
gtrong. This was due in part fo the accident that he began
his literary career as o writer of Skelches, and that his first
continuous book, Pickicick, was originally designed as little
mere than a string of such, It was due in a still greater
messure to the influence of those mastera of English fiction
with whom he had been familiar from boyhood, above
all to SBmollett. And though, by dint of his usnal energy,
he came fo be able to invent a plot a0 generally effective
o that of A Tals of Two Citics, or, I was about to eay, of
The Mystery of Edwin Drood, yet on this head he had had
to contend agninat & special difficulty; I mean, of course,
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the publication of most of his books in monthly or
even weekly numbers. In the case of a writer both
pathetic and humorons, the serial method of publica-
tion leads the public to expect its due allowance of
both pathos and humonr every month or week, even if
each number, to borrow a homely simile applied in Ofiver
Tvoist to books in general, need not contain " the tragie
and the comic stemes in as regular altermation as the
layers of red and white in o eide of atreaky bacon.”
And again, ag in a melodrama of the old school, esch serial
divisionhaes,if poesible,toclose emphatically, effectively, with
8 promise of yet stranger, more touching, more Jaughable
things to come. On the other hand, with this form of
publication repetition is frequently neccasary by way of
“ reminder” to indolent readers, whose memory needs re-
freshing after the long pauses between the acts. Fortu-
nately, Dickens abhorred living, as it were, from hand to
mouth, and thus diminished the dangers to which, I cannot
belp thinking, Thackeray at times almost succumbed. Yet,
notwithatanding, in the arrangement of his incidents and
the confrivance of his plota it is often impossible to avoid
noting the imperfection of the machinery, or at least the
traces of effort. I heve already said under what influencea,
in my opinion, Dickena acquired a constructive akill which
would have been sonspieuous in most other novelista.

It in ihe combination of parte the workmanship of
Dickena was not inveriably of the beat, on the other hand
in the invention of those parte themselves he excelled,
his imaginative power and dramafic instinet combining
to produce an endless snecession of effective scenee and
gituations, ranging through almoet every variety of the
pathetic and the humorona, In no direction was nature
& more powerful aid to art with him than in this,
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From his very boyhood he appears to have possessed in a
developed form what many others may poasess in its germ,
the faculty of converting into a scene—putting, as it were,
into a frame—parsonages that came under his notice, and
the backgronnd on which he saw them. Who can forget
the scens in David Copperficld, in whick the friendless
little boy attracts the wonderment of the good people of
the publichonse whers—it being a apecial occasion—he
has demanded s gless of their *very best ale, with a head
toit”9 In the autobiographical fragment alveady cited,
where the story appears in almoat the same words, Dickens
oxclaima :

Hero wo stand, all thres, before me now, in my aiudy in
Devonshire Terrace, The landlord, in his shirt.slesves, leaning
againat the bar window-freme ; his wife, looking over the litile

half.door; end 1, in some confosion, looking uvp et them from
outside the partitiom,

He saw the scene while he waa an actorin it. Already the
SFetchea by Bozshowed the exuberance of this power,and in
his last years more than one paper in the delightful Uncom-
mercial Traveller sories proved it to be as inexhaustible
a8 ever, while the art with which it was exercised had bo-
eome more refined, 'Who haa better described (ior who was
more sengitive to it §) the mysterious infiluence of crowds,
and who the pitiful pathos of solitudet 'Who hae
ever purpassed Dickens in his repreeentations, varied a
thousandfold, but still appealing to the same emotioms,
common to us all, of the erisas or turning-points of
human, life? ‘Who has dwelt with & more potent effect
on that catastrophe which the drama of every human
life must reach; whose scenes of death in its pathetio,
pitiful, reverend, terrible, ghastly forme speak more to
the imagination spd more to the heart? There is

r 2
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however, one epacies of scenes in which the genius of
Dickens seoma to me to exercise a still stronger epell—
those which precede n catastrophe, which ars charged like
thunderelouds with the coming storm. And here the con-
structive art ia at work ; for it is the arrangement of the
incidonts, past and to come, combined by anticipation in
the mind of the reader, which gives their extraordinary
force to such scenca as the nocturnal watching of Nancy
by Noah, or Carker’s early walk to the railway station,
where he ia fo meet his doom. Extremely powerful,
too, in & rather different way, is the scene in Litfls Dorri,
described in a word or two, of the parting of Dar and
Physician. at dawn, after they have “found out Mr
Merdle's complaint : ”

Before porting, at Physician’s door, they both looked up at
the sunny morning sky, Into which the smoke of a fow early fires,
end the broath and voices of a fow early stirrers, wera peacofully
rising, and then looked round upon the immonse city, and said :
It all thoss hundrods and thousands of beggared peopls who
were yot neloep could only know, as they two spoke, the roin
tiat impended over them, what n fearful ory against one
miserable son! wonld go up to Heaven!™

Nor is it awe only, but pity also, which he is able thus
to move beforehand, as in Dombey and Son, in the incom-
parable scenes leading np to little Paul’s death.

More diverse opinions have been expreased as to
Dickens’ mastery of that highest part of the novelist’s
art, which we call characterisation. Undoubtedly, the
charactors which he draws are included in a limited range,
Yot I question whether their range can be jusily termed
narrow ae compared with thet commanded by any other
great English novelist except Scobt, or with those of
many novelists of other literatures except Balzac, But
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within his own range Dickens is unapproached, His
novels do not altogether avoid the common danger of
uninteresting heroes and insipid hercines; but only a
very few of hiz heroes aro conventionally declamatory like
Nicholas Nickleby, and few of hia heroines simper senti-
mentally like Rose Maylia, Nor ean I for & moment
assout to the condemnation which has been pronounced
upon all the female characters in Dickens’ books, as
more or less feeble or artificial. At the same time
it is true that from women of a mightier mould Dickens’
imagination turna aside; he could not have drawn a
Dorothea Casaulion any more than he could have drawn
Romola herself. Similarly, heroes of the chivalrons
or magnanimous type, representatives of generona eoffort
in a great cause, will not easily be met with in his
writings : lLe mever even essayed the picture of an
artist cdevoted to atb for her own sake,

It suited the genius, and in later yeara perhaps the
temper, of Dickens as an suthor, to leave ont of sight
thoee “ public virtues ” to which no man was in truth less
blind than himeelf, and o remain content with the illastra-
tion of types of ths private or domestic kind, We may
cheerfully take to us the censure that our great humorist
was in nothing more English than in this—that his sym-
pathy with the affections of the hearth and the home knew
almost no bounds. A symbolisation of this may be found
in the honour which, from fhe Skelches and Prelsick
onwards through o long series of Christmss books and
Christmas Numbers, Dickens, doubtless very consciously,
paid to the one great fesiival of English family life.
Yot so far am I from agreeing with thoss critics who
think that he is hereby lowered to the Jevel of the poste of
the teapot and the plum-pudding, that I am st a losa how {0
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express my admiration for this side of his genine—tender
with the tendernesa of Cowper, playiul with the playful-
ness of Goldsmith, natural with the naturalness of the
author of Amelia. Who was ever more at home with
children than he, and, for that matter, with babies to
begin with ' Mr. Horne relates how he once heard a lady
exclaim : *Oh, do read to us about the baby; Dickens is
cepital at & baby!” Even when most playful, most
farcical ooncerning children, his fun is rarely withont some-
thing of true tenderness, for he knew the meaning of that
dreariest solitude which he hasa so often pictured, but
nowhere, of course, with a truthfulness going so straight
to the heart as in David Copperfleld—the eolitude of a
child left to iteelf. Another wonderfully {rue child-
character is that of Pip in Great Erpeciaiions, who is
also, as his years progress, an sdmirable study of boy-
nature. For Dickens thoroughly understood what that
mysterious variety of humapnkind really is, and was
elways, if one may 20 say, cn the leok-out for him, He
knew him in the brightness and freshness which makes
tree fngénue of such delightiul characters (rare emough
in fiction) as Walter Gay and Mis. Lirriper's grandson.
He knew him in his festive mood—witness the amnsing
letter in which he describes a water-expedition at Eton
with his son and two of his irrepreasible schoolfellows.
He knew him in his precoeity—the boy of about three
feet high at the George and Vulfure, * in s hairy cap and
fustian overails, whose garb bespoke a laudable ambition
to attain in time the elavation of an hostler;” and the
thing on the roof of the Harrisburg coach, which, when
the rain was over, elowly upreared itself, and patronisingly
piped cut the inquiry : % Well now, atranger, I guess you
find this a’most like an English arternoon, hey1* He
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knew the Gavrochs who danced attendancs on Mr. Quilp at
his wharf, and those strangest, but by no meana least trus,
typos of all, the pupil-eachers in Mr. Fagin's academy,
But these, with the exception of the Iast-named, which
show much shrewd and kindly insight into the paradoxes
of humar nature, are of courss the mere croguds of the
groal humorist’s pencil. His men and womnen, and the
pasaicne, the desires, the loves, and haireds that agitate
them, he has uesnally chosen to depict on that background
of domestie life which ia in a greater or less degres common
touwsall And it is thus also that he has aecured to him.
self the vast public which vibrates very differently from
a mere class or secticn of society to the touch of a popular
speaker or writer. “ The more,” he writes, “ we sea of
life and its brevity, and the world and its varieties, the
more we know that no exercise of our abilities in any art,
but the nddressing of it to the great ocesn of humenity in
which we are drops, and not to bye-ponds (very stagnant)
here and thers, ever can or ever will lay the foundations
of an endurable retrospact.” Tho types of character which
in his fictions he chiefly delights in reproducing are accord-
ingly those which most of us have opportunities enough
of comparing with the realities around us; and this test,
& eound one within reasonable limits, was the teat he de-
manded. To no other author were hiz own characters ever
more real ; and Forster obeerves, that ¢ what he had most fo
notice in Diekens at the very outset of his career, was his
indifference to any praise of his performanceaon the merely
literary side, compared with the higher recognition of them
as bite of actual life, with the meaning and purpose, on
their part, and the responaibility on kis, of realities, rather
than crestions of fancy.” Itis, then, the favourite growths
of our own age and country for which we shall most readily
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look in his works, and not look in vain: avarice and
prodigality ; pride in all its phases ; hypocrisy in its end-
Jeas varioties, unctuous and plausible, fawning and self-
satisfied, formal and moral; and, on the other side, faith-
fulness, eimplicity, long-suffering patience, and indomitable
heroie good-humour. Do we not daily make room on the
pavement for Mr. Dombey ercet, solemn, and iey, along-
gidle of whom in ilie road Mr. Carker deferentially walks
his sleek horse? Do wo not know more than one Anthony
Clmzzlewit laying up money for himself and his son, and
a curse for both alony with it; and meny a Richard
Carston, sinking, sinking, as tho hope grows feebler that
Justioo or Fortuns will at last helpone whohas not learnt how
to help himself? And will not prodigals of & more buoyant
kind, like the immortal Mr. Micawber (though, maybe, with
an eloquence }oss ornate than his), when Zheir boat is on the
shore and their bark is on the sea, becoms * perfectly
business-like and perfectly practical,” and propose, in
acknowledgment of & parting gift we had neither hoped
nor desired to see again, “bills ” or, if we should prefer
it, “a bond, or any other deseription of security $” All
this will happen to us, as surely as we shall be button-
holed by Peckeniffe in a state of philenthropie exnltation ;
and watched round corners by 'umble but obeervant Urish
Heops ; and offronted in what is best in ws by the womt
hypoorite of all, the hypoerite of religion, who flaunts in
our cyes his groasy substitute for what he calls the light
of terewth.” To be eure, unless it be Mr, Chadband and
those of his tribe, we shall find the hypocrite and the man-
out-at-albowa in real life less endurable than their represen-
talives in fiction ; for Dickens well understood,  tha if
you do not administer a diragreeable character carefully,
the public have a decided tendency to think that the
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slory is disagreeabls, and not merely the fictitions form.”
His economy is less strict with characters of the opposite
clags, true copies of Nature's own handiwork—the Tom
Pinches and Trotty Vecks and Ciara Peggoitys, who
reconeile nz with our kind, and Mr. Pickwick himself,
“a human being replete with benevolenes,” t0 barrow a
phrase from a noble pessage in Dickens’ most congenial
predeceasor. These charactera in Dickens lave a warmth
which only the creations of Fielding and Smollett had
poassessed before, and which, like thess old masters, he
occakionally carrice to cxcess. At the other extreme atamd
those characters in which the art of Dickens, always in
nnion with the promptings of hiz moral nature, illustrates
the mitigating or redeeming qualities observable even in
the outeasts of our civilisation. To me his figures of this
kind, when they are not oo intensely elaborated, aro not
the least touching; and there is something as pathetic
in the uncouth convict Magwitch as in the consumptive
crossing-sweeper Jo,

Ag a matter of course, it is possible to take exceptions
of one kind or another to some of the characters created
by Dickens in so exirsordinary a profusion, I hardly
know of any other novelist less obnoxious to the charge
of repesting himself ; though, of courss, many characters
in his earlier or shorter works contained in themselves
the germs of later and fuller developmenta. But Bob
Sawyer and Dick Bwiveller, Noah Claypole and Utiah
Heep are at lesst sufficiently independent variations on
the same themes, On the other hand, Filer and Cute,
in The Chimes, were the first sketthes of Gradgrind and
Bounderby, in Hard Times, and Clemency in The Baitle
of Life, prefigures Peggotty in David Copperfield. No one
could sexiously quarrel with such repetitions as these, and
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there are remarkably few of them; for the fertile genius
of Dickens took delight in the variety of its creativeness,
and, as if to cxemplify this, there was no relation mpon
the contrasted humours of which he better loved to dwell
than thot of partnership, It has been seen how rarely
his inventive power condescended to supplement itaelf
by what in the novel corresponds to the mimiery of the
stage, and what in trath is as degrading to the one aa it
is to the other—tho reproduction of originals from real
iifo. On the other hand, he carries his habit foo far of
making a particular phrase do duty as an index of a
character,  This trick also ia a trick of the stage, where
it often enough makes the judicious grieve. Many may
be inelined to consure it in Dickens as one of several
forms of the cxaggeration which is so frequently
condemned in him. Thore was mo charge to which
he was more sensitive; and in the preface to Marfin
Chuzziswit he accordingly (not for the firaf t{ime}
turned round upom the objectors, declaring roundly
that “what is exaggeration to ome class of minds
and perceptions is plain truth {o ancther;” and
hinting & doubt *whether it is aliwys the writer who
colours highly, or whether it is now and then the reader
whose eye for golour is a little dull.” I certainly do moi
think that the term * exnggernted * is correctly applied to
such conventional characters of sensafional romance
as Rosa Dartle, who has, as it were, loat her way into
David Copperfield, while Hortense and Madame Defarge
seem to be in their proper places in Bleak Houss, and 4
Tals of Two Citice. In hia earlier writings, and in the
fresher and leas overcharged serious parts of his later
‘books, he rarely if ever paints black in black ; even the
Jew Fagin has & moment of releniing against the sleeping
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Oliver ; he is not that unreal thing, a * demon,” wherecas
Bikes is that real thing, a brute. On the other hand,
ocertainly he at times makes his oharacters more laughable
than nsturs; fow great humorists have so pemsistently
sought to efface tha line which separates the barely posaible
from the morally probable. This was, no doubt, largely
due to his inclination towards the groteajue, which a
gaverer literary training might have taught him to reatrain ;
thus he liked fo intreduce insane or imbacile personages
into fiction, where, as in real life, they are often dangerous
to handle, Itis to his sense of the grotesque, rather than
to any deep-seated satirival intention, and certainly not to
any want of reverence or piety in his very simple and very
earnest nature,that I would likewise necribe the exaggers
tion and unfairness of which he is guilty against Little
Bethel and 2ll its works, DBut in this, as in other in-
stances, no form of humour requires more delicato
handling than the grotesque, and none is more liable
to cause fatigue. Latterly, Dickens was always adding
to his gallery of eccentric portraite, and, if inner currents
may be traced by outward signs, it may be” worth while
to apply the teat of his nunies, which become more and
more odd as their owners deviale more and more from the
path of nature, Who more simply and yet more happily
pamed than the leading members of the Pickwick Club—
from the poet, Mr. Snodgrass, to the sporteman, Mx,
‘Winkle—Nathaniel, not Daniel ; but with Veneoring and
Lammle, and Boffin and Venus, and Crisparkle and
Grewgious—be they actual names or not-—we feal in-
stinetively that we are in the region of the transnormal,
Lastly, in their descriptive power and the faithfulness
with which they portray the life and waye of particular
periods or eountries, of special clasess, professions, or other
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divisions of manking, the books of Dickens are, again. of
course within their renge, unequalied. He sought his
materials chiefly at home, though his letters from Ttaly
and Bwitzerland and Ameriea, and his French pictures in
skeich snd story, show how munch wider a field his
descriptive powers might have covered. The Sketehes by
Boz and the Pickwirk Pupera showed a moatery, unsur-
passod befors or sinee, in the deseription of the life of
Engligh society in its middle and lower classes, and in
Oliver Twist ho lifted the curtain from some of the
rotten parts of our civilisation., This history of a work-
house child also sounded the nots of that sympathy with
the poor which gave to Dickens’ desoriptions of their
sufferings and their struggles a weracity beyond mere
aceuracy of detail He was still happier in deseribing
their household virtues, their halpfulness fo one another,
their compassion for those who are the poorest of sll—the
friendless and the outeast—as he did in his Ol Curiveify
Shop, and in most of hia Christmas books. His pictures
of middlo-clags life abounded in kindly humour; but the
humour and pathos of poverty—more especially the
poverty which hes not yet lost ita self-respect-—commended
themselves most of all to his deseriptive power, Where,
na in Nicholae Nicklvhy end later works, he essayed to
deacribe the manners of the higher elasses, hs was, as a
rule, fer less auceessful ; partly because there was in his
nature & vein of rebellion againat the existing eystem of
gociety, so that except in hig latest books, he usually
approached a description of members of its dominant orders
with a aatirical intention, or at least an undertone of bitter-
nesg, At the same time, I demur to the common assertion
that Dickens could not draw a real gentleman. All that
can be said is that it very rarely suited his purposs to do so,
supposing the term to inelude manners as well as foclings
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and actione ; though Mr. Twoemlow, in Our Mufual Frivad,
might be instanced as & {perhaps rather conscious) exception
of one kind, and Sir Leicester Dedlock, in tho latter part of
Bisak Ilouss, ss another. Morsover, a closer examination
of Lord Frederick Verisopht and Cousin Feenix will show
that, gull as the one, aml ninny as the other is, neithor has
anything that can be called ungentlemanly about him ; on
the contrary, the characters, on the whole, rather plead in
favour of the advantage than of the valuclessness of bluo
blood. As for Dickens' other moblemien, whom I find
enumerated in an Ameriean dictionary of his characters,
they are nearly all mere passing embodiments of satirical
fancies, which pretend to bhe nothing more.

Another ingenious enthusiast has catalogued the
numerous callings, professions, anl trales of the persun-
ages appearing in Dickens’ works. I cannot agree with
the criticism that in lis personages the man i3 api to
become forgotten in the externals of his culling—the
barrister’'s wig and gown, as it were, standing for tho
barrister, and the beadle's cocked hat and ataff for the
beadle. But he must have possessed in ife perfection the
curious detective faculty of deducing a man's cceupation
from his manners. To him nothing wore a neutral tint, and
no man or woman was featurelesa He was, it should bo
remembered, slways obeerving ; half his lifs he was afoot.
‘When he undertook toc deacribe any novel or nnfamiliar
kind of manners, he spared no time or trouble in making
a special stady of his subject. He was not conient to
know the hounts of the London thieves by hearsay, or
to read the history of opium-smoking and its effects in
Dlue-books, From the office of his journal in Londom,
we find him atarting on these self-imposed commissions,
and from his hotel in New York. The whole art of
descriptive reporting, which has no dombé produced a
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large quantity of trashy writing, but has also been of real
service in arousing a public intsrest in neglected cormners
of our social life, wns, if not actually sst on foot, at any
rate reinvigorated and vitalized by him. No one was mo
delighted to notice the oddities which habit and tradition
storeotype in particular classes of men; a complete natural
history of the country actor, the London landlady, and the
British waiter might be compiled from his pages, This
power of observation and description extended from human
life to that of animals. His habita of life could not but
make him the friend of dogs, and thers is some reason for
a titlo which was bestowed on him in a paper in & London
magazine concerning his own dogs—the Landseer of Fie-
tion, His lotters are full of delightful details concerning
these friends and companions, Turk, Linds, and the rest
of them ; nor is the family of their fictitions counterparts,
culminnting (intellectually) in Merrylege, less numerous and
delightful, Cats were lees congenial to Dickens, perhaps
because he had no objeetion to ehanging house ; and they
appear in his works in no more attractive form than as
tho attsndant spirite of Mra, Pipchin and of Mr. Krook.
But for the humours of animals in general he hed a
wonderfully quick eye. Of his ravens I have already
spoken, The pony Whieker is the type of kind old
gentlemen’s ponies. In one of his letters occurs an ad-
mirably droll description of the pig-market at Boulogne;
and the best unscientific description ever given of a epider
was imagined by Dickens at Proadatairs, when in hia
eolitude he thonght
of taming epiders, a8 Baron Tremck did, There is one in my
coll {with & speokled body and twenty.two very devided knees)
who seems to know mea.

In everything, whether animate or insnimate, he found
ont at once the characteristic feature, and reproduced it in
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words of faultless preciaion. Thia is the real eecret of his
descriptive power, the exercise of which it would be easy
to puraue through many other classes of subjects. Seenery,
for its own sake, he rarely cared to describe; but no one
better understood how to reproduce the combined effect
of seemery and weather on the predisposed mind, Thus
London and its river in especial are, as I have enid,
haunted by the memory of Dickens' books. To me it was
for years impossible to pass near London Bridge at night,
or to idle in the Temple on sumwmer days, or to frequent
& hundred other localities on or near the Thames, without
instinetively recalling pictures scattered through the worke
of Dickens—in this respect, also, a real Iiker veritatic,
Thus, and in many ways which it would be labour lost
to attempt to deseribe, and by many s stroke or touch of
genius which it would be idle to ssek to reproduec in
paraphrase, the most observing and the most imaginative
of our English humorists revealed to us that infinite
multitude of associations which binds men together, and
makes us members one of another, But thongh observa-
tion and imagination might discern and discover these
associations, sympathy—the sympathy of a genercus
human heart with humanity-—alone could breathe into
them the warmth of life, Happily, to most men, there
is one place consecrated ahove others to the feelings of
love and goodwill; “thal great altar where the worst
among us eometimes perform the wormship of the heart,
and where the best have offered up such sacrifices and
done such deods of hercism as, chromieled, would put
the proudest temples of old time, with all their veunt-
ing annsls, to the blush.” It was thus that Dickens
spoke of the sanctity of Aome; and, English in many
things, he was most English in that love of home to which
be was never weary of testifying, But, thongh the * path-
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" syhave boen closof to him, he knew
well enough that” of_a the interests
of humanity are mightier a0 the domeetic loves and cares
of any man; and he conseientioualy nddressed himself, as to
the task of his life, to the ondeavour to knit humenity
together. The method which he, by instinet and by choice,
more sapecially pursued was that of seeking to show the
“ good in everything,”™ Thia it is that made him, unreason-
ably semetimes, ignobly never, the champion of the poor, the
helpless, the outcast. He was often tempted into a rheforic
to0 Joud and too shrill, into & satire meither fine nor fair;
for he was impatient, bnt not impatient of what he thought
true and good. His purpose, however, was worthy of his
powers ; nor is thers recorded among the lives of English
men of letters any more single-minded in ita aim, and
more successful in the pursuit of it, than his. Ie was
much oriticised in his lifetime; and he will, I am well
aware, be often criticised in the future by keener and moro
capablo judges than myasslf. They may miss much in his
writings that I find in them; but, unless they find ome
thing thore, it were better that they never opened one of
hia bocks. Ho has indicated it bimaself when criticising
a litorary performance by a clever writor :

In 'I.hl.l little M8, everything ia too much patronised and con-
d d to, wh tho slightest touch of feeling for the rustio
who is of tha sarth earthy, mot-mtethoodwiththehcmely
wervant who has made her faoce shine in her desire to
would make a difference that the writer can ganml]y:mgiua
withont trying it. You don't want any pentiment laboriously
made out in snch » thing, Yon don't want any mandlin show of
it. But you do want s pervading auggestion thet it iz there.

The sentiment which Dickens means is the salt which
will give a fresh savour of their own to his worka so long
as our language endures.
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