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011 i:,o Ie mlorning of the I OîI of .Junie dist te sad intelligence
was flaslied everywliere along tue telegraj)ic wîre Iliat Charles I)ick-
ens was dcad, il is not, 100 uiicili lu affiri iliat the eveut callcd forthi
a more genuine and Nvide-spread sorrow tliau the death of' any other
inidividual lias (loue wa-ilîîîi thie meinory of the present generat ion. No

kuconiqueror, statesman or patriot, of reccut limes, ]lias gone 1o bis
-rave so trîîly înouriied, and by so many loving becarts as Chiarles
Dickens. M-ýaiiy tliousauds, iii ail ranks of» life, bot in ingland aud
America, wlIîo lia(l neyer seeni lis face, feit that tliey lia(I lost a frieud
aad boeuef*-ctor-oue wlio hiad mnade brigbiter soine of' thecir biappiest
lioui-s and clieed soine of' tlicir gloonmie.st momnts -,one who hiad
tLu<lht ilienu a (leer love of' tîjeir kiud, ealling forth flic sveetest
srules, the inost jinocent laugliter, andi pcopliUg flîcir wvorld. of ina~-
inatioîl %vith the noble creationis of' bis genus. Wlicrever the Englishi
longue is 5)okeun tie Nvorks of' Chiarles Dickens are rcad ; and there is
liardly a language of' the civ ilizcd world iuto whicli tliey have flot beeni
trauslated. OT'ue grief ev-okedt by lus deallu was, tlierefore, uuot coufined
lu biis countiymcen, but uvas felt uiversally ; and of' bis departure we
miay say, in the Language of D)r. Johunson regarding the death of Gar-
rick, - it eclipsed tlie gaiety of nation--." The miaster of our smiles
and tears, the keen but gentie satiri-,t, the genial delineator of the
rcibles aud ainiabilities, th~e wek ssand vaiiities of otir cominou
iiature-vho ever discerued a soul of gooduess iii thiugs evil, and
sîrUck ouly at the selislh mud the badl, ever standing up for the weak,
the poor zmd the 01)1 ressed- -tbis rnighty magiciail of hIe world of'
faucy bias drop1)Ud bis wand and goie oveî' 10 the great majority, tlue
iaigbity nations of' the dead. No miore shahl freshi crations of bis ge-
Muusgfilidden our' firesides and ebarin away our cares, filliug our lueirt:ý
wvîth tender sympathies, fair fiaucies, lo-ving thouglits, and sweet laugIi-
ter. No more sîmaîl new Cluristinas Carols frorn bis peut eharmi the
liearts of young anud old, and make the happy festive season brighlter
aud luappier. Froin bis eceative faucy wviil corne ne more little Nelîs,
Oliver Twists, Paul and Florence Dornbeys, Tiuy Tirns or little
Ern'lys, ho deliglît us witli their childishi ways, and draw swveet tears
Fronm our eyes by tlîcir childbiood's sorrows. Tfhe baud tluaI drew the
immortal 1ickwick, Sai Wcllcr, Mark Tapley, Jefferson Brick, Saircy
Camp and tîme ever delighulful Miýicawber, lias fiuishied its work. But
what a glorious intellectual legrey, for the deliglit of mankiud, tlii.

lar~-hcatcd geulegeuierous soul lias left, froin luis earliest 14 Skecl,.c;
by B1oz,> titi Iliat June eveuiing oir hast year, uvlien with lui.s " Effivà~
Jh'ood" ,iifinislicd lie bowed bis hicad iipon bis foldcd liauds, aud tlie

IuSV braiu w'as stili for ever. le died iu the f ull flush of bis fame,


