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*' BARTY JOSSKLIX IS NO MORE. >j
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Whej so great a man dies, it is generally found that a

tanded growth of more or less contentious literature has

already gathered round his name during his lifetime.

lie has been so written about, so talked about, so riddled

with praise or blame, that, to those who have never seen

him in the fiesh, he has bee(>me almost a tradition, a

myth— and one runs the risk of losing all elew to his

real persoiudity.

Til is is especially the case with the subject of this bi-

ography—one is in danger of forgetting what manner of

man he was who has so taught and touched and charmed

and amused us, ami so happily changed for us the cur-

rent of our lives.

lie has been idealized as an angel, a saint, and a demi-

god ; he has been caricatured as a self-indulgent sensu-

alist, a vulgar Lothario, a bulloon, a joker of practical

jokes.

He was in reality the simplest, the most affectionate,

aiul most good-natured of men, the very soul of honor,

the best of husbaiuls jind fathers and frieiuls, the most

fascinating companion that ever lived, and one who kept

to the last the freshness and joyous spirits of a school-

boy and the heart of a child ; one who never said or did

an unkind thing
;

probably never even thought one.
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