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i E ost notewortby feature
Sof ail Dickens' novels is their

ý7 remnarkable delineation of
character. bn reading themiwe- are re-
iii iicled of the immanirtal Shakespeare.
B3oth these grreat gTreat writers, seemi
t() have beeti possesseci of a profounci
Inow'ledge of mien and humnan mian-
pers. 'l'le great point in ail
l)ickenis' characters is that tbey are
always true ta life, they are ivith
certaini limiitations, the mnen andi

w<)mn wesec rnaving about in the
w(>rlcl; anci this is perbaps why they

aI1elsa forcibly ta us. And cer-
taiffly in none of the productions, of
lw,' prolific pen is this more evideiit,
diaii in bis greatest wvork, " David

(~<q)prfeid"of which lie himiself
said :-«« 0f ail miy books 1 like this
die best. It wvill be easily be!ieved
that 1 ain a fond parent ta every
cbild of imy fancy, anci that no on(.
can ever love that famiiy as clearly
as I love theni. But, like miany
fonid parents, 1 have in mny heart of
hucarts a favorite cbild, and his namle
's IDavid Copperfild.', It is diffi-
cuit to decicle, which of the niany
cliaracters iii this novel Dickens has
11)),st successfuily clepicted. W
igbrt siearch in vain, through the

wilole of Engîçyishl fiction, ta flnd a
miore beautiful female character
thian Agrnes \Vickfielci, andi equallv
vain wvouid be our searcb, ta dis-
cover a miore despicable villain than
Uriahi I-eep. Dickens bias so
cle-ve.rlv drawn Heep's character,
that wben we Iay down ' D)avid
Cp(opprhield'" after we liave rei, d the
bo ok, WC feel that there lias been
instilled intuoaur hearts, a deep

hatreci of tbe cringrings, hypocritical
wretcb. Perhaps the character is a
littie far-fetched. It is scarcely pas-
sible that a beingy so base could be
founci ini reai life. Heap is a hypo-
crite ta tbe very miarrow ; hie is the
very personificatian of hypocricy.
In himi w fail ta, finci the slightest
redeeingii feature. Milton in bis

Paraclise Lost " bias painted Satan
in the blackest dye. But even hie
bias a grain of good ieft in bini. He
is faithful at least ta the army of
devils whomi he camimands, and in
bi,; designs upon aur first parents,
lie is actuated by ambition and the
spirit or revenge ratber tban pure
hatred or mere seifishness. True it
miay be saici that Heep loved his
miother. But it is doubtful whetber
even this love xvas flot bypacricy.
He saw in bier a meniai, anc whom
lie mighlt use as an instrument ta
furtber bis selfisbi ends. . Again he
I)r<fessecl deep admiration for
Agnes Wickfleld. But xvas not
this ratber a rnask, ta keep fram
view bis deep laid scbemies ta ruin
bier fatber ? Scarcely could bis lave
be true, wben bie knew that the
least mention of it ta bier would be
eno(ughfl to render bier unbappy for
for the rest of bier life.

Let us fo1iaw the career of this
creature, who xvas "«so un-ble," from
the time wbere Copperflsld flrst
saw bis cadaverous face tbrougbi the
window of Mr. Wickfield's office, ta
the time wvhen hie behield hirn as
"' N umiber Twenty Seven," the
miodel prisaner of bis Worship,
Magistrate Creakle's establishment
in Middlesex.
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