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his genius undimmed, his intellectual forze unabated, in the midst of
his toils, loved and honoured as {ew masters of the pen have ever been,
during their life-time.  is mourning countrymen laid his remains in
fingland’s Panthcon—Westminster Abbey—amid her noblest dead.
"There he worthily sleeps in Poet’s Corner among the mighty departed
—¢the great of old. the dead, but seeptred sovreigus, who still rule our
spirits from their urn<’ :—
t But strew his ashes to the wind,

Whose sword or pen has served mankiad,

\nd is he dead whose glorious mind lifts thine on high?

To live in hearts we leave behind

Is not to die.”

How are we to acconnt for the wonderful hold obtained by Dickens
over the hearts of his countrymen in particular and the world at large?
That the son of a poor govermment clerk, who never passed ﬂ‘u'ongh
university or college, and commenced life as a newspaper reporter,
should, by the sheer foree of his genius, win his way to the [lront rank
of literature, and take and keep a foremost place—that he should have
for admiring readers voyalty on the throne, nobles in their halls, bishops
and clergy, all ranks aund professions, the most learned and the most
fastidiouz, down to the dust-begr, wned artizan and the humblest toil-
ers for the daily bread—that he chould have held, for thirty years,
such an audience as this enchanted by the potent spell of his genius,
could only be accounted for by the possession of the rarest powers em-
ployed for beneficent and worthy ends.  What was the great secret of
his power over his generation? T answer, it lay far more in the heart
than in the head—in his profound, all-comprehending sympathy with
the joys anid woes of the great brotherhood of man, rather than i~ his
intellectual endowments, great though these were.  No writer, except-
ing Shakspeare and Burns. has showa such a genial, healthy wide-
ranging sympathy with all huméan feelings as Charles Dickens.  Henee
he is master of that ¢¢ touch of nature that makes the whole world kin.”
and can uulock at will the fountain of our tears and langhter.  Hence he
looks at the world with the cye of love and the heart of charity—with
geatle toleration for all {oibles and {yailties of character, if only ac-
companied with true goodness of heart, while denouncing unsparingly
meanness, malignity, cant, selfishness, cruelty aud hypocrisy, 1His
beautiful creations have tauzht us to love our kind better, not ounly
when adorned with all moral excellence, as in the case of the ¢ Cheery-
ble Brothers,” but also when crusted over with Indierous weaknesses,
outward deformitics and many frailiies.  How he delighted in bringing
to light noble, generous, heroic qualities among the poorest and hum-
blest, iu the midst of squalid poverty, among the very outeasts of society
and the most terrible or grotesque accompaniments! But he never
proves untrue to nis high calling, by varnishing over the evil and
making it scem good—ncver awakens our syn pathies for a vile cha-
racter by superadding the tinsel of noble sentiments, as too maay
romaucers have done.  Never has Dickeus written a line that may not
be read aloud in the family circle, and that a parent would hesitate to



