
£Cliristinas C!arol,' oiie of' tle swectest prose poeins WCe ei'er i'cid-writteill
îvith a truly charitable j>roeteprocccds we believe bcing devotcd to his

jsuffering brettiren, its anio xcollod liiinself, nai loft uis the shnuplcst
and withal thie nîost touehing; lesson thiat bias been hoeard below since the
anglels sangiç 'Peace on earth and goodl will towards moen.' lIt po e nuine,
kindly eharity for the poor anda suflèring, and the effort hiad its reward in the
plaudits of' an ansiweringV multitude. It iras worthy of' thc scason, and can ire
give it greater praise? But his other Clivistmans stories Tho Crickzet on the

iuearth,' ' The Battie of' 1*Lfe,' ' The IIaunted Mn'and several others, whiat
shall WC say of them ? Lt, is indced rank heterodoxy to fly in tlic face of a
îvorld's opinion and condeuan these as purile, fantastie nda unmeaning, but WC
think so and hionestly decinre our opinion. Tliey wece unuorthy of the authr
of ' Nidholas Nickleby ' and the ' Christas CaroL' Wild unnioaning conelts,
with boere and thore a bcnutif'ul thiouglit, frequently n droli coimicality. at îvhich
ive ivere fored to laugli, thouigh eoinpelled to wado Ilirougli so much tthat ivas
tedious to obtain it. There narè pages in miany of Dickens' works tlIat w'ould
even do discredit to the composition of' a child and yot thore are found learnied
and sensible mon and vçomen îvho ivili and do admire theni. Taste WCe are
airare cannot, be controllcd, but ire think thore should bo sonie rules to guide
the judgment of the iWise anJ reflective. WVe think Diekens miust be ashamied
if lic eve r perusos bis own works to thiffk tInt hie lias imposod upoi tlic public
sudl columuns of tiresomne nonsense.

Martin Ohuzzlewit, Ponibey and Son and David Copperfield are ail subjeet
to, the saine censure. Writton irithout any dofinite aini, more c-aricatures in
general of loir life and broad ulrsnstlîey requircd somne bold stroke of
genius to make thora rolot credit on tIe pon o? any nutiior. IDickens iras
cither not îvilling or unable to embellish thora irith the nccessary intellect, and
though each differs in plot frora tIc next, in language, character and detail,
one is but the eopy o? the other. Eaeh bas thc saBie revoiting scenos, thc
saine dark, low, unscrupulous villains, the saine simple and confiding mon and
writen, the saine wild plots, cccentric extravagance and improbable issues.
We pass over 'Martin Chuzzlewit' not caring, te chronicle Our opinion of it, te
the monits of 'Dombey and Son' the best of thc three ive have enumerated.
Little Paul'is a brigtht imiage-a foreranner of Mrs. Stowc's ' Eva,' one that we
know cxiÏsts but iu thc ideal, but NIrii lias powrer to charmi us from its very
punity and beanty. Wýlalter and Florence are rather conionplnce, but old
Captain <Juttie is ' the Kohinoor ' caricatured, a very jewel among men. lit is
long since ire rend the book, and our imipressions of its senies and dharacters
are becoingnc faint, but ire stili reniemiber tIc cold, stony Pomnbey, and the stili
more unnatural lEditI. Carker, too, with, bis diabolical. villany ana horrible end,
still make one shudder iu recollection, while Toots and M1iss Nipper, even in
niemiory, -iake one laugli. Bunsby and lis 'opinions' 1 ere perfect in their


