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unfelded his inner self-a few famnil>' letters, perhaps,
excepted-newhene else, and the complaint of the
critics wvill seemi more unreasonable still. No one
would have questioned the right of Dickens te leave
an autobiography behind him; ivhy should complaint
be made wvhen bis Life is wvitten fnom materials hie
himself designed for the purpose?

The volume befone us comprises the period from
the publication cf IlDavid Copperfield " te the sud-
den death cf its author. The narrative is a pathetic,
almost a rnelancholy one ; but it is instructive aise
in the highest degree. It details the steps b>' which
a man cf genjus wvho, by sheer force cf intellect and
breadth cf heart and feeling, had gained the world's
ear and occupied the foremeost naik in the affection
and respect cf alI classes of societ>', at last overtaslced.
lis powens and entered prematurely into bis rest.
Thus the life of Dickens is at once an incentive to
hopeful energy and unfaltering persevenance, and a
warning that nature bias fixed limits te mental activit>'
whicb not even the subtlest and most facile cf minds
ma>' pass with impunity.

StilI, netwvitbstanding the vein cf sadness %vhich
runs through the concludimg volume, it is net uni-
forml>', or even often, depressing. The toucbing
story cf exhausted faculties and frame is constantly
enlivened wvith flashes of humour and dewnright fun.
Mie feeling cf pain antd the terrible unrest wbich at
times possessed bimi were often reisted and ever-
borne for a time by the native bucyancy and chieni-
ness cf the novelist's nature. At sucb moments the
pent-up fleod cf bis humour broke forth in a stream
of je>', bounding forward and e-ddying here and thene
in circlets cf sportive fancy. In this bus>' activity, this
inconquenable appreciation cf the incongrueus and
bizarre, the reader often forgets the even-impending
catastrophe, se delicate is the study cf light and
shade through tbe course of bis laten life.

'r'e cannet pretenci te folloiv the biognapher over
the eightcen years cov±.red by bis concluding volume;

* it must sufice if a few of the salient points cf the
stor>' arc lightly touched upon within the limits cf
the brief space at our command. I leak House "
followed "lDavid Copperlield, te wvhich if wvas, wvith
aIl its merits, undoubt.cdly inferior. In this novel
Dickcens had the misfortune te wound unintentionally

* the feelings cf a friend. In Lawvrence Boythorn
Dickens sketched bis friend, Walter SavagcLandor,
but the likeness wvasnfot offensive. Unfontunately,
in attempting te catch some of the mannenisms of
Leigh Hunt, and invest the lively but unprincipled
Harold Skimpo]e tberewith, he %vas unwittingly led
into trouble. It is probable that Hunt would neyer
have floticed the peints of resemblance had net some
good-matured friend called bis attention to it. Some
alteratiens were made by Dickens, and the matter

was compremised-let us hope to the satisfaction of
both parties. It wa-ý during the progrcss of "flleak
flouse " that the first symptoms of that restlessness
appeared which soon became frequent and at last
chronic with Dickens. For the moment the mischief
seems to have been temporary, and may easily have
becn rcgarded as one of the humours of a mnercurial
temperament. Yet we find eminous hints of failing
inventive powver. lIe complains of his inability to
" 'grind sparks out of his duil blade " for IlBleak,
Houise." Inanother letter lie says, IlWhatwith 'Bleak
.1-buse' and 'l-ousehold "Nords' and ' Child's His-
tory' and Miss Coutts' Home, and the invitations
to feasts and festivals, 1 realty feel as if my head
wvould split like a fired sheil if I remained hiere."
After a flying trip to the Continent, Dickens, for the
flrst time, read two of his Christmnas stories in public
-the fatal inception of an exciting and lucrative lufe
whichi finally ensnared and destroyed hini. These
first efforts were purely elcemosynary and, of course,
there were no end of applications for bis aid. Hap-
puly, for the moment wviser counsels prevailed. As
we have hinted already, there are many pleasant
glimpses of joyousness in this volume ; one of these
wve may brielly refer to-the performances of"I Tom,
Thumb" and "Fertuie," at Tavistock House,
diwhen Thackeray rolled off his chair in a burst of

laughiter" at the uncenscieus drollery of the child-
actors. "Hard Times," which Mn. Ruskin has
bighly pra-ised, wvas the next work of Dickens.
After a bnief criticism of this wonk, withi which Nve
certainly concun, placing it in the second rank, not-
ivithistanding some peculian menits of its owvn, we
have the record of Dlickens' visits to the Continent.
The keen power of observation, which never failed
bim, found fresh fields for its exercise in France,
Switzcrland and ltaly ; its resuits are given b>' the
biographer in a fund of anecdote and quaint nemank.

IlLittle Dorit " wvas the next senial wnitten by
Dickens. In wviting it, hie tried the plan of jotting
down incidents and fancies as they occurred-another
piiof thrit the freshness of his imagination had been
seriotazly impaired. Mr. Forster wvill not admit an>'
real decay of imaginative power. "lie had, how-
even, lost the fnee and fertile method of the canlier
time. H1e could no longer fil a wide-spnead canvas
Nvith the same facility and certaint>' as of old ; and
hie had frcquently a quite unfounded apprehension of.
some possible bneak-down, nt which the cnd might be
at any moment beginning. There came accordingly,
fnom time to time, intervals of unusual impatience
x nd; rertlessness, strange to me, in cennection with
his home ; his eld pursuits eNvce toc oftcn laid aside
for other excitements and occupations," allof which
"«expressed but the cnaving 'which still hiad pos-
session of him te get by sonic means at somte change
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