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Little Dorrit was published 1856-57, when the author's popularity was at its height. The plot is a slight one on which to hang more than fifty characters. The author began with the intention of emphasizing the fact that individuals brought together by chance, if only for an instant, continue henceforth to influence and to act and react upon one another. But this original motive is soon altogether forgotten in the multiplication of characters and the relation of their fortunes. The central idea is to portray the experiences of the Dorrit family, immured for many years on account of debt in the old Marshalsea Prison, and then unexpectedly restored to wealth and freedom. Having been pitiable in poverty, they become arrogant and contemptible in affluence. Amy, "Little Dorrit," alone remains pure, lovable, and self-denying. In her, Dickens embodies the best human qualities in a most beautiful and persuasive form. She enlists the love of Arthur Clennam, who meantime has had his own trials. Returning from India, after long absence, he finds his mother a religious fanatic, domineered over by the hypocritical old Flintwinch, and both preyed upon by the Mephistophelian Blandois, perhaps the most dastardly villain in the whole Dickens gallery. The complications, however, end happily for Arthur and Amy. The main attack of the book is aimed against official "red tape" as exemplified in the Barnacle family and the "Circumlocution Office." ...
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You'll be liable to shy off at that title and say: "No more 'glad' books for me! I'm growing up!" But you'll be making a big mistake if you do. "The Blue Castle" is grown-up, too. And aside from being poignantly human, it is almost poetically beautiful in parts. "Moonlight on birches in a silver thaw. Ragged shadows on windy evenings - torn, twisted, fantastic shadows. Great silences, austere and searching. Jeweled, barbaric hills, and icy-grey twilights, broken by snowsqualls. Doesn't that have twice the color, twice the beauty and rhythm that five sixths of the "verse libre" printed today attains? And the story is fascinating. It's about Valancy Stirling, who for the twenty-nine years of her life has been tied down by fear. Fear of criticism, fear of her mother, fear of her whole "tribe." And when she finds that she has only a year to live she breaks away; defies them all. She goes to the home of Roaring Abel, an old reprobate, and takes care of his daughter, a poor little waif with an illegitimate child. And she proposes marriage to Barney Snaith, a man about whom nothing is known but much is said. Then life starts for Valancy, and for the reader too; mystery, love, humor and pathos. And when you finish it, it leaves you with all the most delightful sensations - the thrill of first love; the splendor of mountains and trees; the feeling that God is very close when the sky is so blue.
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This book created somewhat of a sensation in the literary and scientific world. Mr. Donnelly argues that Plato's story was true; that all the ancient civilizations of Europe and America radiated from this ancient kingdom, and that this is the reason we find pyramids, obelisks, and buildings almost Identically alike in Egypt, Mexico and Peru. Donnelly's statements and ample evidence deliver ample evidence for the existence of the continent of Atlants. This book is a must have for all folklorists and people, who are interested in the possible history of a famous nation.
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"Roughing It" is another one of Mark Twain's chronicles of his wandering years, this one being the prequel to "Innocents Abroad." His adventures take place in the Wild West, Salt Lake City and even in Hawaii - among other places. He even enlists as a Confederate cavalryman for some time. The book is also a prolific example for Twain's excellent sense of humour.
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The Ministry of Healing, perhaps one of the best books ever written by Mrs. White, offers a wealth of information on the laws of life, how to cure diseases, how to stay healthy and how to heal the soul. It is important to understand the spiritual side of health, and this is where Mrs. White is the expert at. From the contents: Chapter 1 - Our Example Chapter 2 - Days of Ministry Chapter 3 - With Nature and With God Chapter 4 - The Touch of Faith Chapter 5 - Healing of the Soul Chapter 6 - Saved to Serve Chapter 7 - The Co-Working of the Divine and the Human Chapter 8 - The Physician, an Educator Chapter 9 - Teaching and Healing Chapter 10 - Helping the Tempted Chapter 11 - Working for the Intemperate Chapter 12 - Help for the Unemployed and the Homeless Chapter 13 - The Helpless Poor Chapter 14 - Ministry to the Rich ...
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Charles Dickens – A Biographical Primer





     




    By Thomas Seccombe




     




    The English novelist, was born on the 7th of February 1812 at a house in the Mile End Terrace, Commercial Road, Landport (Portsea) — a house which was opened as a Dickens Museum on 22nd July 1904. His father John Dickens (d. 1851), a clerk in the navy-pay office on a salary of £80 a year, and stationed for the time being at Portsmouth, had married in 1809 Elizabeth, daughter of Thomas Barrow, and she bore him a family of eight children, Charles being the second. In the winter of 1814 the family moved from Portsea in the snow, as he remembered, to London, and lodged for a time near the Middlesex hospital. The country of the novelist's childhood, however, was the kingdom of Kent, where the family was established in proximity to the dockyard at Chatham from 1816 to 1821. He looked upon himself in later years as a man of Kent, and his capital abode as that in Ordnance Terrace, or 18 St Mary's Place, Chatham, amid surroundings classified in Mr Pickwick's notes as “appearing” to be soldiers, sailors, Jews, chalk, shrimps, officers and dockyard men. He fell into a family the general tendency of which was to go down in the world, during one of its easier periods (John Dickens was now fifth clerk on £250 a year), and he always regarded himself as belonging by right to a comfortable, genteel, lower middle-class stratum of society. His mother taught him to read; to his father he appeared very early in the light of a young prodigy, and by him Charles was made to sit on a tall chair and warble popular ballads, or even to tell stories and anecdotes for the benefit of fellow-clerks in the office. John Dickens, however, had a small collection of books which were kept in a little room upstairs that led out of Charles's own, and in this attic the boy found his true literary instructors in Roderick Random, Peregrine Pickle, Humphry Clinker, Tom Jones, The Vicar of Wakefield, Don Quixote, Gil Bias and Robinson Crusoe. The story of how he played at the characters in these books and sustained his idea of Roderick Random for a month at a stretch is picturesquely told in David Copperfield. Here as well as in his first and last books and in what many regard as his best, Great Expectations, Dickens returns with unabated fondness and mastery to the surroundings of his childhood. From seven to nine years he was at a school kept in Clover Lane; Chatham, by a Baptist minister named William Giles, who gave him Goldsmith's Bee as a keepsake when the call to Somerset House necessitated the removal of the family from Rochester to a shabby house in Bayham Street, Camden Town. At the very moment when a consciousness of capacity was beginning to plump his youthful ambitions, the whole flattering dream vanished and left not a rack behind. Happiness and Chatham had been left behind together, and Charles was about to enter a school far sterner and also far more instructive than that in Clover Lane. The family income had been first decreased and then mortgaged; the creditors of the “prodigal father” would not give him time; John Dickens was consigned to the Marshalsea; Mrs Dickens started an “Educational Establishment” as a forlorn hope in Upper Gower Street; and Charles, who had helped his mother with the children, blacked the boots, carried things to the pawnshop and done other menial work, was now sent out to earn his own living as a young hand in a blacking warehouse, at Old Hungerford Stairs, on a salary of six shillings a week. He tied, trimmed and labelled blacking pots for over a year, dining off a saveloy and a slice of pudding, consorting with two very rough boys, Bob Fagin and Pol Green, and sleeping in an attic in Little College Street, Camden Town, in the house of Mrs Roylance (Pipchin), while on Sunday he spent the day with his parents in their comfortable prison, where they had the services of a “marchioness” imported from the Chatham workhouse.




     




    Already consumed by ambition, proud, sensitive and on his dignity to an extent not uncommon among boys of talent, he felt his position keenly, and in later years worked himself up into a passion of self-pity in connexion with the “degradation” and “humiliation” of this episode. The two years of childish hardship which ate like iron into his soul were obviously of supreme importance in the growth of the novelist. Recollections of the streets and the prison and its purlieus supplied him with a store of literary material upon which he drew through all the years of his best activity. And the bitterness of such an experience was not prolonged sufficiently to become sour. From 1824 to 1826, having been rescued by a family quarrel and by a windfall in the shape of a legacy to his father, from the warehouse, he spent two years at an academy known as Wellington House, at the corner of Granby Street and the Hampstead Road (the lighter traits of which are reproduced in Salem House), and was there known as a merry and rather mischievous boy. Fortunately he learned nothing there to compromise the results of previous instruction. His father had now emerged from the Marshalsea and was seeking employment as a parliamentary reporter. A Gray's Inn solicitor with whom he had had dealings was attracted by the bright, clever look of Charles, and took him into his office as a boy at a salary of thirteen and sixpence (rising to fifteen shillings) a week. He remained in Mr Blackmore's office from May 1827 to November 1828, but he had lost none of his eager thirst for distinction, and spent all his spare time mastering Gurney's shorthand and reading early and late at the British Museum. A more industrious apprentice in the lower grades of the literary profession has never been known, and the consciousness of opportunities used to the most splendid advantage can hardly have been absent from the man who was shortly to take his place at the head of it as if to the manner born. Lowten and Guppy, and Swiveller had been observed from this office lad's stool; he was now greatly to widen his area of study as a reporter in Doctors' Commons and various police courts, including Bow Street, working all day at law and much of the night at shorthand. Some one asked John Dickens, during the first eager period of curiosity as to the man behind “Pickwick,” where his son Charles was educated. “Well really,” said the prodigal father, “he may be said — haw — haw — to have educated himself.” He was one of the most rapid and accurate reporters in London when, at nineteen years of age, in 1831, he realized his immediate ambition and “entered the gallery” as parliamentary reporter to the True Sun. Later he was reporter to the Mirror of Parliament and then to the Morning Chronicle. Several of his earliest letters are concerned with his exploits as a reporter, and allude to the experiences he had, travelling fifteen miles an hour and being upset in almost every description of known vehicle in various parts of Britain between 1831 and 1836. The family was now living in Bentwick Street, Manchester Square, but John Dickens was still no infrequent inmate of the sponging-houses. With all the accessories of these places of entertainment his son had grown to be excessively familiar. Writing about 1832 to his school friend Tom Mitton, Dickens tells him that his father has been arrested at the suit of a wine firm, and begs him go over to Cursiter Street and see what can be done. On another occasion of a paternal disappearance he observes: “I own that his absence does not give me any great uneasiness, knowing how apt he is to get out of the way when anything goes wrong.” In yet another letter he asks for a loan of four shillings.




     




    In the meanwhile, however, he had commenced author in a more creative sense by penning some sketches of contemporary London life, such as he had attempted in his school days in imitation of the sketches published in the London and other magazines of that day. The first of these appeared in the December number of the Old Monthly Magazine for 1833. By the following August, when the signature “Boz” was first given, five of these sketches had appeared. By the end of 1834 we find him settled in rooms in Furnival's Inn, and a little later his salary on the Morning Chronicle was raised, owing to the intervention of one of its chiefs, George Hogarth, the father of (in addition to six sons) eight charming daughters, to one of whom, Catherine, Charles was engaged to be married before the year was out. Clearly as his career now seemed designated, he was at this time or a little before it coquetting very seriously with the stage: but circumstances were rapidly to determine another stage in his career. A year before Queen Victoria's accession appeared in two volumes Sketches by Boz, Illustrative of Everyday Life and Everyday People. The book came from a prentice hand, but like the little tract on the Puritan abuse of the Sabbath entitled “Sunday under three Heads” which appeared a few months later, it contains in germ all, or almost all, the future Dickens. Glance at the headings of the pages. Here we have the Beadle and all connected with him, London streets, theatres, shows, the pawnshop, Doctors' Commons, Christmas, Newgate, coaching, the river. Here comes a satirical picture of parliament, fun made of cheap snobbery, a rap on the knuckles of sectarianism. And what could be more prophetic than the title of the opening chapter — Our Parish? With the Parish — a large one indeed — Dickens to the end concerned himself; he began with a rapid survey of his whole field, hinting at all he might accomplish, indicating the limits he was not to pass. This year was to be still more momentous to Dickens, for, on the 2nd of April 1836, he was married to George Hogarth's eldest daughter Catherine. He seems to have fallen in love with the daughters collectively, and, judging by subsequent events, it has been suggested that perhaps he married the wrong one. His wife's sister Mary was the romance of his early married life, and another sister, Georgina, was the dearest friend of his last ten years.




     




    A few days before the marriage, just two months after the appearance of the Sketches, the first part of The Posthumous Papers of the Pickwick Club was announced. One of the chief vogues of the day was the issue of humorous, sporting or anecdotal novels in parts, with plates, and some of the best talent of the day, represented by Ainsworth, Bulwer, Marryat, Maxwell, Egan, Hook and Surtees, had been pressed into this kind of enterprise. The publishers of the day had not been slow to perceive Dickens's aptitude for this species of “letterpress.” A member of the firm of Chapman & Hall called upon him at Furnival's Inn in December 1835 with a proposal that he should write about a Nimrod Club of amateur sportsmen, foredoomed to perpetual ignominies, while the comic illustrations were to be etched by Seymour, a well-known rival of Cruikshank (the illustrator of Boz). The offer was too tempting for Dickens to refuse, but he changed the idea from a club of Cockney sportsmen to that of a club of eccentric peripatetics, on the sensible grounds, first that sporting sketches were stale, and, secondly, that he knew nothing worth speaking of about sport. The first seven pictures appeared with the signature of Seymour and the letterpress of Dickens. Before the eighth picture appeared Seymour had blown his brains out. After a brief interval of Buss, Dickens obtained the services of Hablot K. Browne, known to all as “Phiz.” Author and illustrator were as well suited to one another and to the common creation of a unique thing as Gilbert and Sullivan. Having early got rid of the sporting element, Dickens found himself at once. The subject exactly suited his knowledge, his skill in arranging incidents — nay, his very limitations too. No modern book is so incalculable. We commence laughing heartily at Pickwick and his troupe. The laugh becomes kindlier. We are led on through a tangle of adventure, never dreaming what is before us. The landscape changes: Pickwick becomes the symbol of kind-heartedness, simplicity and innocent levity. Suddenly in the Fleet Prison a deeper note is struck. The medley of human relationships, the loneliness, the mystery and sadness of human destinies are fathomed. The tragedy of human life is revealed to us amid its most farcical elements. The droll and laughable figure of the hero is transfigured by the kindliness of human sympathy into a beneficent and bespectacled angel in shorts and gaiters. By defying accepted rules, Dickens had transcended the limited sphere hitherto allotted to his art: he had produced a book to be enshrined henceforth in the inmost hearts of all sorts and conditions of his countrymen, and had definitely enlarged the boundaries of English humour and English fiction. As for Mr Pickwick, he is a fairy like Puck or Santa Claus, while his creator is “the last of the mythologists and perhaps the greatest.”




     




    When The Pickwick Papers appeared in book form at the close of 1837 Dickens's popular reputation was made. From the appearance of Sam Weller in part v. the universal hunger for the monthly parts had risen to a furore. The book was promptly translated into French and German. The author had received little assistance from press or critics, he had no influential connexions, his class of subjects was such as to “expose him at the outset to the fatal objections of vulgarity,” yet in less than six months from the appearance of the first number, as the Quarterly Review almost ruefully admits, the whole reading world was talking about the Pickwickians. The names of Winkle, Wardle, Weller, Jingle, Snodgrass, Dodson & Fogg, were as familiar as household words. Pickwick chintzes figured in the linendrapers' windows, and Pickwick cigars in every tobacconist's; Weller corduroys became the stock-in-trade of every breeches-maker; Boz cabs might be seen rattling through the streets, and the portrait of the author of Pelham and Crichton was scraped down to make way for that of the new popular favourite on the omnibuses. A new and original genius had suddenly sprung up, there was no denying it, even though, as the Quarterly concluded, “it required no gift of prophecy to foretell his fate — he has risen like a rocket and he will come down like the stick.” It would have needed a very emphatic gift of prophecy indeed to foretell that Dickens's reputation would have gone on rising until at the present day (after one sharp fall, which reached an extreme about 1887) it stands higher than it has ever stood before.




     




    Dickens's assumption of the literary purple was as amazing as anything else about him. Accepting the homage of the luminaries of the literary, artistic and polite worlds as if it had been his natural due, he arranges for the settlement of his family, decrees, like another Edmund Kean, that his son is to go to Eton, carries on the most complicated negotiations with his publishers and editors, presides and orates with incomparable force at innumerable banquets, public and private, arranges elaborate villegiatures in the country, at the seaside, in France or in Italy, arbitrates in public on every topic, political, ethical, artistic, social or literary, entertains and legislates for an increasingly large domestic circle, both juvenile and adult, rules himself and his time-table with a rod of iron. In his letter-writing alone, Dickens did a life's literary work. Nowadays no one thinks of writing such letters; that is to say, letters of such length and detail, for the quality is Dickens's own. He evidently enjoyed this use of the pen. Page after page of Forster's Life (750 pages in the Letters edited by his daughter and sister-in-law) is occupied with transcription from private correspondence, and never a line of this but is thoroughly worthy of print and preservation. If he makes a tour in any part of the British Isles, he writes a full description of all he sees, of everything that happens, and writes it with such gusto, such mirth, such strokes of fine picturing, as appear in no other private letters ever given to the public. Naturally buoyant in all circumstances, a holiday gave him the exhilaration of a schoolboy. See how he writes from Cornwall, when on a trip with two or three friends, in 1843. “Heavens! if you could have seen the necks of bottles, distracting in their immense variety of shape, peering out of the carriage pockets! If you could have witnessed the deep devotion of the post-boys, the maniac glee of the waiters! If you could have followed us into the earthy old churches we visited, and into the strange caverns on the gloomy seashore, and down into the depths of mines, and up to the tops of giddy heights, where the unspeakably green water was roaring, I don't know how many hundred feet below. . . . I never laughed in my life as I did on this journey. It would have done you good to hear me. I was choking and gasping and bursting the buckles off the back of my stock, all the way. And Stanfield” — the painter — “got into such apoplectic entanglements that we were obliged to beat him on the back with portmanteaus before we could recover him.”




     




    The animation of Dickens's look would attract the attention of any one, anywhere. His figure was not that of an Adonis, but his brightness made him the centre and pivot of every society he was in. The keenness and vivacity of his eye combined with his inordinate appetite for life to give the unique quality to all that he wrote. His instrument is that of the direct, sinewy English of Smollett, combined with much of the humorous grace of Goldsmith (his two favourite authors), but modernized to a certain extent under the influence of Washington Irving, Sydney Smith, Jeffrey, Lamb, and other writers of the London Magazine. He taught himself to speak French and Italian, but he could have read little in any language. His ideas were those of the inchoate and insular liberalism of the 'thirties. His unique force in literature he was to owe to no supreme artistic or intellectual quality, but almost entirely to his inordinate gift of observation, his sympathy with the humble, his power over the emotions and his incomparable endowment of unalloyed human fun. To contemporaries he was not so much a man as an institution, at the very mention of whose name faces were puckered with grins or wreathed in smiles. To many his work was a revelation, the revelation of a new world and one far better than their own. And his influence went further than this in the direction of revolution or revival. It gave what were then universally referred to as “the lower orders” a new sense of self-respect, a new feeling of citizenship. Like the defiance of another Luther, or the Declaration of a new Independence, it emitted a fresh ray of hope across the firmament. He did for the whole English-speaking race what Burns had done for Scotland — he gave it a new conceit of itself. He knew what a people wanted and he told what he knew. He could do this better than anybody else because his mind was theirs. He shared many of their “great useless virtues,” among which generosity ranks before justice, and sympathy before truth, even though, true to his middle-class vein, he exalts piety, chastity and honesty in a manner somewhat alien to the mind of the low-bred man. This is what makes Dickens such a demigod and his public success such a marvel, and this also is why any exclusively literary criticism of his work is bound to be so inadequate. It should also help us to make the necessary allowances for the man. Dickens, even the Dickens of legend that we know, is far from perfect. The Dickens of reality to which Time may furnish a nearer approximation is far less perfect. But when we consider the corroding influence of adulation, and the intoxication of unbridled success, we cannot but wonder at the relatively high level of moderation and self-control that Dickens almost invariably observed. Mr G. K. Chesterton remarks suggestively that Dickens had all his life the faults of the little boy who is kept up too late at night. He is overwrought by happiness to the verge of exasperation, and yet as a matter of fact he does keep on the right side of the breaking point. The specific and curative in his case was the work in which he took such anxious pride, and such unmitigated delight. He revelled in punctual and regular work; at his desk he was often in the highest spirits. Behold how he pictured himself, one day at Broadstairs, where he was writing Chuzzlewit. “In a bay-window in a one-pair sits, from nine o'clock to one, a gentleman with rather long hair and no neckcloth, who writes and grins, as if he thought he was very funny indeed. At one he disappears, presently emerges from a bathing-machine, and may be seen, a kind of salmon-colour porpoise, splashing about in the ocean. After that, he may be viewed in another bay-window on the ground-floor eating a strong lunch; and after that, walking a dozen miles or so, or lying on his back on the sand reading a book. Nobody bothers him, unless they know he is disposed to be talked to, and I am told he is very comfortable indeed. He's as brown as a berry, and they do say he is as good as a small fortune to the innkeeper, who sells beer and cold punch.” Here is the secret of such work as that of Dickens; it is done with delight — done (in a sense) easily, done with the mechanism of mind and body in splendid order. Even so did Scott write; though more rapidly and with less conscious care: his chapter finished before the world had got up to breakfast. Later, Dickens produced novels less excellent with much more of mental strain. The effects of age could not have shown themselves so soon, but for the unfortunate loss of energy involved in his non-literary labours.




     




    While the public were still rejoicing in the first sprightly runnings of the “new humour,” the humorist set to work desperately on the grim scenes of Oliver Twist, the story of a parish orphan, the nucleus of which had already seen the light in his Sketches. The early scenes are of a harrowing reality, despite the germ of forced pathos which the observant reader may detect in the pitiful parting between Oliver and little Dick; but what will strike every reader at once in this book is the directness and power of the English style, so nervous and unadorned: from its unmistakable clearness and vigour Dickens was to travel far as time went on. But the full effect of the old simplicity is felt in such masterpieces of description as the drive of Oliver and Sikes to Chertsey, the condemned-cell ecstasy of Fagin, or the unforgettable first encounter between Oliver and the Artful Dodger. Before November 1837 had ended, Charles Dickens entered on an engagement to write a successor to Pickwick on similar lines of publication. Oliver Twist was then in mid-career; a Life of Grimaldi and Barnaby Rudge were already covenanted for. Dickens forged ahead with the new tale of Nicholas Nickleby and was justified by the results, for its sale far surpassed even that of Pickwick. As a conception it is one of his weakest. An unmistakably 18th-century character pervades it. Some of the vignettes are among the most piquant and besetting ever written. Large parts of it are totally unobserved conventional melodrama; but the Portsmouth Theatre and Dotheboys Hall and Mrs Nickleby (based to some extent, it is thought, upon Miss Bates in Emma, but also upon the author's Mamma) live for ever as Dickens conceived them in the pages of Nicholas Nickleby.




     




    Having got rid of Nicholas Nickleby and resigned his editorship of Bentley's Miscellany, in which Oliver Twist originally appeared, Dickens conceived the idea of a weekly periodical to be issued as Master Humphrey's Clock, to comprise short stories, essays and miscellaneous papers, after the model of Addison's Spectator. To make the weekly numbers “go,” he introduced Mr Pickwick, Sam Weller and his father in friendly intercourse. But the public requisitioned “a story,” and in No. 4 he had to brace himself up to give them one. Thus was commenced The Old Curiosity Shop, which was continued with slight interruptions, and followed by Barnaby Rudge. For the first time we find Dickens obsessed by a highly complicated plot. The tonality achieved in The Old Curiosity Shop surpassed anything he had attempted in this difficult vein, while the rich humour of Dick Swiveller and the Marchioness, and the vivid portraiture of the wandering Bohemians, attain the very highest level of Dickensian drollery; but in the lamentable tale of Little Nell (though Landor and Jeffrey thought the character-drawing of this infant comparable with that of Cordelia), it is generally admitted that he committed an indecent assault upon the emotions by exhibiting a veritable monster of piety and long-suffering in a child of tender years. In Barnaby Rudge he was manifestly affected by the influence of Scott, whose achievements he always regarded with a touching veneration. The plot, again, is of the utmost complexity, and Edgar Allan Poe (who predicted the conclusion) must be one of the few persons who ever really mastered it. But few of Dickens's books are written in a more admirable style.




     




    Master Humphrey's Clock concluded, Dickens started in 1842 on his first visit to America — an episode hitherto without parallel in English literary history, for he was received everywhere with popular acclamation as the representative of a grand triumph of the English language and imagination, without regard to distinctions of nationality. He offended the American public grievously by a few words of frank description and a few quotations of the advertisement columns of American papers illustrating the essential barbarity of the old slave system (American Notes). Dickens was soon pining for home — no English writer is more essentially and insularly English in inspiration and aspiration than he is. He still brooded over the perverseness of America on the copyright question, and in his next book he took the opportunity of uttering a few of his impressions about the objectionable sides of American democracy, the result being that “all Yankee-doodle-dom blazed up like one universal soda bottle,” as Carlyle said. Martin Chuzzlewit (1843-1844) is important as closing his great character period. His sève originale, as the French would say, was by this time to a considerable extent exhausted, and he had to depend more upon artistic elaboration, upon satires, upon tours de force of description, upon romantic and ingenious contrivances. But all these resources combined proved unequal to his powers as an original observer of popular types, until he reinforced himself by autobiographic reminiscence, as in David Copperfield and Great Expectations, the two great books remaining to his later career.




     




    After these two masterpieces and the three wonderful books with which he made his debut, we are inclined to rank Chuzzlewit. Nothing in Dickens is more admirably seen and presented than Todgers's, a bit of London particular cut out with a knife. Mr Pecksniff and Mrs Gamp, Betsy Prig and “Mrs Harris” have passed into the national language and life. The coach journey, the windy autumn night, the stealthy trail of Jonas, the undertone of tragedy in the Charity and Mercy and Chuffey episodes suggest a blending of imaginative vision and physical penetration hardly seen elsewhere. Two things are specially notable about this novel — the exceptional care taken over it (as shown by the interlineations in the MS.) and the caprice or nonchalance of the purchasing public, its sales being far lower than those of any of its monthly predecessors.




     




    At the close of 1843, to pay outstanding debts of his now lavish housekeeping, he wrote that pioneer of Christmas numbers, that national benefit as Thackeray called it, A Christmas Carol. It failed to realize his pecuniary anticipations, and Dickens resolved upon a drastic policy of retrenchment and reform. He would save expense by living abroad and would punish his publishers by withdrawing his custom from them, at least for a time. Like everything else upon which he ever determined, this resolution was carried out with the greatest possible precision and despatch. In June 1844 he set out for Marseilles with his now rapidly increasing family (the journey cost him £200). In a villa on the outskirts of Genoa he wrote The Chimes, which, during a brief excursion to London before Christmas, he read to a select circle of friends (the germ of his subsequent lecture-audiences), including Forster, Carlyle, Stanfield, Dyce, Maclise and Jerrold. He was again in London in 1845, enjoying his favourite diversion of private theatricals; and in January 1846 he experimented briefly as the editor of a London morning paper — the Daily News. By early spring he was back at Lausanne, writing his customary vivid letters to his friends, craving as usual for London streets, commencing Dombey and Son, and walking his fourteen miles daily. The success of Dombey and Son completely rehabilitated the master's finances, enabled him to return to England, send his son to Eton and to begin to save money. Artistically it is less satisfactory; it contains some of Dickens's prime curios, such as Cuttle, Bunsby, Toots, Blimber, Pipchin, Mrs MacStinger and young Biler; it contains also that masterpiece of sentimentality which trembles upon the borderland of the sublime and the ridiculous, the death of Paul Dombey (“that sweet Paul,” as Jeffrey, the “critic laureate,” called him), and some grievous and unquestionable blemishes. As a narrative, moreover, it tails off into a highly complicated and exacting plot. It was followed by a long rest at Broadstairs before Dickens returned to the native home of his genius, and early in 1849 “began to prepare for David Copperfield.”




     




    “Of all my books,” Dickens wrote, “I like this the best; like many fond parents I have my favourite child, and his name is David Copperfield.” In some respects it stands to Dickens in something of the same relation in which the contemporary Pendennis stands to Thackeray. As in that book, too, the earlier portions are the best. They gained in intensity by the autobiographical form into which they are thrown; as Thackeray observed, there was no writing against such power. The tragedy of Emily and the character of Rosa Dartle are stagey and unreal; Uriah Heep is bad art; Agnes, again, is far less convincing as a consolation than Dickens would have us believe; but these are more than compensated by the wonderful realization of early boyhood in the book, by the picture of Mr Creakle's school, the Peggottys, the inimitable Mr Micawber, Betsy Trotwood and that monument of selfish misery, Mrs Gummidge.




     




    At the end of March 1850 commenced the new twopenny weekly called Household Words, which Dickens planned to form a direct means of communication between himself and his readers, and as a means of collecting around him and encouraging the talents of the younger generation. No one was better qualified than he for this work, whether we consider his complete freedom from literary jealousy or his magical gift of inspiring young authors. Following the somewhat dreary and incoherent Bleak House of 1852, Hard Times (1854) —an anti-Manchester School tract, which Ruskin regarded as Dickens's best work — was the first long story written for Household Words. About this time Dickens made his final home at Gad's Hill, near Rochester, and put the finishing touch to another long novel published upon the old plan, Little Dorrit (1855-1857). In spite of the exquisite comedy of the master of the Marshalsea and the final tragedy of the central figure, Little Dorrit is sadly deficient in the old vitality, the humour is often a mock reality, and the repetition of comic catch-words and overstrung similes and metaphors is such as to affect the reader with nervous irritation. The plot and characters ruin each other in this amorphous production. The Tale of Two Cities, commenced in All the Year Round (the successor of Household Words) in 1859, is much better: the main characters are powerful, the story genuinely tragic, and the atmosphere lurid; but enormous labour was everywhere expended upon the construction of stylistic ornament.




     




    The Tale of Two Cities was followed by two finer efforts at atmospheric delineation, the best things he ever did of this kind: Great Expectations (1861), over which there broods the mournful impression of the foggy marshes of the Lower Thames; and Our Mutual Friend (1864-1865), in which the ooze and mud and slime of Rotherhithe, its boatmen and loafers, are made to pervade the whole book with cumulative effect. The general effect produced by the stories is, however, very different. In the first case, the foreground was supplied by autobiographical material of the most vivid interest, and the lucidity of the creative impulse impelled him to write upon this occasion with the old simplicity, though with an added power. Nothing therefore, in the whole range of Dickens surpassed the early chapters of Great Expectations in perfection of technique or in mastery of all the resources of the novelist's art. To have created Abel Magwitch alone is to be a god indeed, says Mr Swinburne, among the creators of deathless men. Pumblechook is actually better and droller and truer to imaginative life than Pecksniff; Joe Gargery is worthy to have been praised and loved at once by Fielding and by Sterne: Mr Jaggers and his clients, Mr Wemmick and his parent and his bride, are such figures as Shakespeare, when dropping out of poetry, might have created, if his lot had been cast in a later century. “Can as much be said,” Mr Swinburne boldly asks, “for the creatures of any other man or god?”




     




    In November 1867 Dickens made a second expedition to America, leaving all the writing that he was ever to complete behind him. He was to make a round sum of money, enough to free him from all embarrassments, by a long series of exhausting readings, commencing at the Tremont Temple, Boston, on the 2nd of December. The strain of Dickens's ordinary life was so tense and so continuous that it is, perhaps, rash to assume that he broke down eventually under this particular stress; for other reasons, however, his persistence in these readings, subsequent to his return, was strongly deprecated by his literary friends, led by the arbitrary and relentless Forster. It is a long testimony to Dickens's self-restraint, even in his most capricious and despotic moments, that he never broke the cord of obligation which bound him to his literary mentor, though sparring matches between them were latterly of frequent occurrence. His farewell reading was given on the 15th of March 1870, at St James's Hall. He then vanished from “those garish lights,” as he called them, “for evermore.” Of the three brief months that remained to him, his last book, The Mystery of Edwin Drood, was the chief occupation. It hardly promised to become a masterpiece (Longfellow's opinion) as did Thackeray's Denis Duval, but contained much fine descriptive technique, grouped round a scene of which Dickens had an unrivalled sympathetic knowledge.




     




    In March and April 1870 Dickens, as was his wont, was mixing in the best society; he dined with the prince at Lord Houghton's and was twice at court, once at a long deferred private interview with the queen, who had given him a presentation copy of her Leaves from a Journal of our Life in the Highlands with the inscription “From one of the humblest of authors to one of the greatest”; and who now begged him on his persistent refusal of any other title to accept the nominal distinction of a privy councillor. He took for four months the Milner Gibsons' house at 5 Hyde Park Place, opposite the Marble Arch, where he gave a brilliant reception on the 7th of April. His last public appearance was made at the Royal Academy banquet early in May. He returned to his regular methodical routine of work at Gad's Hill on the 30th of May, and one of the last instalments he wrote of Edwin Drood contained an ominous speculation as to the next two people to die at Cloisterham: “Curious to make a guess at the two, or say at one of the two.” Two letters bearing the well-known superscription “Gad's Hill Place, Higham by Rochester, Kent” are dated the 8th of June, and, on the same Thursday, after a long spell of writing in the Chalet where he habitually wrote, he collapsed suddenly at dinner. Startled by the sudden change in the colour and expression of his face, his sister-in-law (Miss Hogarth) asked him if he was ill; he said “Yes, very ill,” but added that he would finish dinner and go on afterwards to London. “Come and lie down,” she entreated; “Yes, on the ground,” he said, very distinctly; these were the last words he spoke, and he slid from her arms and fell upon the floor. He died at 6-10 P.M. on Friday, the 9th of June, and was buried privately in Poets' Corner, Westminster Abbey, in the early morning of the 14th of June. One of the most appealing memorials was the drawing by his “new illustrator” Luke Fildes in the Graphic of “The Empty Chair; Gad's Hill: ninth of June, 1870.” “Statesmen, men of science, philanthropists, the acknowledged benefactors of their race, might pass away, and yet not leave the void which will be caused by the death of Charles Dickens” (The Times). In his will he enjoined his friends to erect no monument in his honour, and directed his name and dates only to be inscribed on his tomb, adding this proud provision, “I rest my claim to the remembrance of my country on my published works.”




     




    Dickens had no artistic ideals worth speaking about. The sympathy of his readers was the one thing he cared about and, like Cobbett, he went straight for it through the avenue of the emotions. In personality, intensity and range of creative genius he can hardly be said to have any modern rival. His creations live, move and have their being about us constantly, like those of Homer, Virgil, Chaucer, Rabelais, Cervantes, Shakespeare, Bunyan, Molière and Sir Walter Scott. As to the books themselves, the backgrounds on which these mighty figures are projected, they are manifestly too vast, too chaotic and too unequal ever to become classics. Like most of the novels constructed upon the unreformed model of Smollett and Fielding, those of Dickens are enormous stock-pots into which the author casts every kind of autobiographical experience, emotion, pleasantry, anecdote, adage or apophthegm. The fusion is necessarily very incomplete and the hotch-potch is bound to fall to pieces with time. Dickens's plots, it must be admitted, are strangely unintelligible, the repetitions and stylistic decorations of his work exceed all bounds, the form is unmanageable and insignificant. The diffuseness of the English novel, in short, and its extravagant didacticism cannot fail to be most prejudicial to its perpetuation. In these circumstances there is very little fiction that will stand concentration and condensation so well as that of Dickens.




     




    For these reasons among others our interest in Dickens's novels as integers has diminished and is diminishing. But, on the other hand, our interest and pride in him as a man and as a representative author of his age and nation has been steadily augmented and is still mounting. Much of the old criticism of his work, that it was not up to a sufficiently high level of art, scholarship or gentility, that as an author he is given to caricature, redundancy and a shameless subservience to popular caprice, must now be discarded as irrelevant.




     




    As regards formal excellence it is plain that Dickens labours under the double disadvantage of writing in the least disciplined of all literary genres in the most lawless literary milieu of the modern world, that of Victorian England. In spite of these defects, which are those of masters such as Rabelais, Hugo and Tolstoy, the work of Dickens is more and more instinctively felt to be true, original and ennobling. It is already beginning to undergo a process of automatic sifting, segregation and crystallization, at the conclusion of which it will probably occupy a larger segment in the literary consciousness of the English-spoken race than ever before.




     




    Portraits of Dickens, from the gay and alert “Boz” of Samuel Lawrence, and the self-conscious, rather foppish portrait by Maclise which served as frontispiece to Nicholas Nickleby, to the sketch of him as Bobadil by C. R. Leslie, the Drummond and Ary Scheffer portraits of middle age and the haggard and drawn representations of him from photographs after his shattering experiences as a public entertainer from 1856 (the year of his separation from his wife) onwards, are reproduced in Kitton, in Forster and Gissing and in the other biographies. Sketches are also given in most of the books of his successive dwelling places at Ordnance Terrace and 18 St Mary's Place, Chatham; Bayham Street, Camden Town; 15 Furnival's Inn; 48 Doughty Street; 1 Devonshire Terrace, Regent's Park; Tavistock House, Tavistock Square; and Gad's Hill Place. The manuscripts of all the novels, with the exception of the Tale of Two Cities and Edwin Drood, were given to Forster, and are now preserved in the Dyce and Forster Museum at South Kensington. The work of Dickens was a prize for which publishers naturally contended both before and after his death. The first collective edition of his works was begun in April 1847, and their number is now very great. The most complete is still that of Messrs Chapman & Hall, the original publishers of Pickwick; others of special interest are the Harrap edition, originally edited by F. G. Kitton; Macmillan's edition with original illustrations and introduction by Charles Dickens the younger; and the edition in the World's Classics with introductions by G. K. Chesterton. Of the translations the best known is that done into French by Lorain, Pichot and others, with B.H. Gausseron's excellent Pages Choisies (1903).




     




    Bibliography. — During his lifetime Dickens's biographer was clearly indicated in his guide, philosopher and friend, John Forster, who had known the novelist intimately since the days of his first triumph with Pickwick, who had constituted himself a veritable encyclopaedia of information about Dickens, and had clung to his subject (in spite of many rebuffs which his peremptory temper found it hard to digest) as tightly as ever Boswell had enveloped Johnson. Two volumes of Forster's Life of Charles Dickens appeared in 1872 and a third in 1874. He relied much on Dickens's letters to himself and produced what must always remain the authoritative work. The first two volumes are put together with much art, the portrait as a whole has been regarded as truthful, and the immediate success was extraordinary. In the opinion of Carlyle, Forster's book was not unworthy to be named after that of Boswell. A useful abridgment was carried out in 1903 by the novelist George Gissing. Gissing also wrote Charles Dickens: A Critical Study (1898), which ranks with G. K. Chesterton's Charles Dickens (1906)as a commentary inspired by deep insight and adorned by great literary talent upon the genius of the master-novelist. The names of other lives, sketches, articles and estimates of Dickens and his works would occupy a large volume in the mere enumeration. See R. H. Shepherd, The Bibliography of Dickens (1880); James Cooke's Bibliography of the Writings of Charles Dickens (1879); Dickensiana, by F. G. Kitton (1886); and Bibliography by J. P. Anderson, appended to Sir F. T. Marzials's Life of Charles Dickens (1887). Among the earlier sketches may be specially cited the lives by J. C. Hotten and G. A. Sala (1870), the Anecdote-Biography edited by the American R. H. Stoddard (1874), Dr A. W. Ward in the English Men of Letters Series (1878), that by Sir Leslie Stephen in the Dictionary of National Biography, and that by Professor Minto in the eighth edition of the Encyclopaedia Britannica. The Letters were first issued in two volumes edited by his daughter and sister-in-law in 1880. For Dickens's connexion with Kent the following books are specially valuable: — Robert Langton's Childhood and Youth of Charles Dickens (1883); Langton's Dickens and Rochester (1880); Thomas Frost's In Kent with Charles Dickens (1880); F. G. Kitton's The Dickens Country (1905); H. S. Ward's The Real Dickens Land (1904); R. Allbut's Rambles in Dickens Land (1899 and 1903). For Dickens's reading tours see G. Dolby's Charles Dickens as I knew him (1884); J. T. Fields's In and Out of Doors with Charles Dickens (1876); Charles Kent's Dickens as a Reader (1872). And for other aspects of his life see M. Dickens's My Father as I recall him (1897); P. H. Fitzgerald's Life of C. Dickens as revealed in his Writings (1905), and Bozland (1895); F. G. Kitton's Charles Dickens, his Life, Writings and Personality, a useful compendium (1902); T. E. Pemberton's Charles Dickens and the Stage, and Dickens's London (1876); F. Miltoun's Dickens's London (1904); Kitton's Dickens and his Illustrators; W. Teignmouth Shore's Charles Dickens and his Friends (1904 and 1909); B. W. Matz, Story of Dickens's Life and Work (1904), and review of solutions to Edwin Drood in The Bookman for March 1908; the recollections of Edmund Yates, Trollope, James Payn, Lehmann, R. H. Horne, Lockwood and many others. The Dickensian, a magazine devoted to Dickensian subjects, was started in 1905; it is the organ of the Dickens Fellowship, and in a sense of the Boz Club. A Dickens Dictionary (by G. A. Pierce) appeared in 1872 and 1878; another (by A. J. Philip) in 1909; and a Dickens Concordance by Mary Williams in 1907.
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    BY EDWIN PERCY WHIPPLE




     




     




    DICKENS'S " American Notes for General Circulation " was published in October, 1842. In January, 1843, appeared the first number of the " Life and Adventures of Martin Chuzzlewit." The work was continued in monthly installments until its completion in July, 1844. It was not successful in the sense in which " Pickwick," " Nickleby," and " The Old Curiosity Shop " had been successful. Instead of a monthly circulation of fifty thousand copies, which the author might naturally have anticipated, it at first obtained a circulation of only twenty thousand. The introduction of the American scenes, which sadly interfered with the unity of the story, added but two or three thousand more.




     




    " The Christmas Carol," published while the larger work was in progress, showed a profit to the author of little more than seven hundred pounds. Dickens accordingly found himself in vexatious pecuniary embarrassments. The irritation of these was increased by a disagreement with his publishers, Chapman and Hall. In September, 1841, John Forster had drawn up an agreement duly signed, between Dickens and this firm, to this effect: That " Master Humphrey's Clock " was to cease with the close of the romance of " Barnaby Rudge," " the respective ownerships continuing as provided; and the new work, in twenty numbers, similar to those of ' Pickwick ' and ' Nickleby,' was not to begin until after an interval of twelve months, in November, 1842. During its publication he was to receive 200 monthly, to be accounted as part of the expenses; for all of which, and all risks incident, the publishers made them selves responsible, under conditions the same as in the ' Clock ' agreement; except that, out of the profits of each number, they were to have only a fourth, three fourths going to him; and this arrangement was to hold good until the termination of six months from the completed book, when, upon payment to him of a fourth of the value of all existing stock, they were to have half the future interest. During the twelve months' interval before the book began, he was to be paid 150 each month; but this was to be drawn from his three fourths of the profits, and in no way to interfere with the monthly payments of 200, while the publication was going on." There was a provision added that if in case of what was then considered an improbable event the profits of the book should prove inadequate to the repayment of the 1800 advanced to Dickens in monthly installments of 150 before the publication of the serial work was to begin, " the publishers were to have power to appropriate fifty pounds a month out of the 200 payable for authorship in the expenses of each number; but though this had been introduced with my consent," adds Forster, " I also knew too much of the antecedent relations of the parties to regard it as other than a mere form to satisfy the attorneys in the case." After the publication of the sixth number of " Chuzzlewit," however, he tells us that he heard "with infinite pain that from Mr. Hall, the younger partner of the firm which had enriched itself by ( Pickwick ' and ' Nickleby,' and a very kind well-disposed man, there had dropped an inconsiderate hint to the writer of those books that it might be desirable to put the clause in force. It had escaped him without thinking of all that it involved; certainly the senior partner, whatever amount of as thoughtless sanction he had at the moment given to it, always much regretted it, and made endeavors to exhibit his regret; but the mischief was done, and for the time was irreparable."




     




    Every reader of Lockhart's life of Scott must remember the explosion of rage with which Scott received the proposal of Blackwood, the bookseller, to recast the "upwinding" of the plot of " The Black Dwarf." The bookseller not only objected to the text as it stood, but, on the advice of some nameless literary person, " on whose taste he placed great reliance," suggested an outline of a better conclusion to the story, and offered to bear the expense of cancelling the printed sheets if his proposal was adopted. The blood of Scott literally boiled in his veins. " Dear James," he wrote to Ballantyne, " I have received Blackwood' s impudent letter. G. d. his s.! Tell him and his coadjutor that I belong to the Black Hussars of Literature, who neither give nor receive criticism. I'll be cursed but this is the most impudent proposal that ever was made." The unaccustomed profanity of Scott in this missive only shows how fierce was his momentary resentment of the suggestion, that the bookseller and the bookseller's " literary man " should presume to sit in judgment on any product of his genius. The rage of Dickens, though the circumstances were not the same, was identical in spirit with that of Scott. The hint of Mr. Hall that the firm might think it prudent to enforce a clause the necessity of which was never anticipated in the original agreement, wounded him to the quick. His consciousness of inward power, far exceeding that by which he had achieved his previous triumphs, was touched in its most sensitive nerve. He knew that he was doing some thing better than he had formerly done; he was correspondingly irritated at the suggestion that his popularity was decreasing in the same ratio in which he felt his genius was increasing; and naturally suspected that his publishers were busied with the apprehension that to vary Macaulay's words regarding Godolphin, when that horse-racing statesman feared a counter revolution they had bet too high on Dickens, and that it was high time for them " to hedge." Dickens's wrath at this insult to his personal pride, and to his pride as an author, mildly insinuated as it was, became ungovernable; for though personally the most genial and jovial of men among his companions, though never presuming to condescend to anybody, and receiving every body he met, whether lord or litterateur, on one level of equality, he had a morbidly quick sense of personal dignity, a sense as swift to resent any slight to his position as a Man, as the haughtiest Somerset or Howard could be to resent any slight to his " Order." He was accordingly intensely offended by the "hint" of Mr. Hall, though he had driven with the firm a bargain as hard as any recorded in the annals of "the trade." " I am so irritated," wrote Dickens to Forster, " so rubbed in the tenderest part of my eyelids with bay-salt, by what I told you yesterday, that a wrong kind of fire is burning in my head, and I don't think I can write."




     




    After proposing to make an arrangement with Bradbury and Evans as his future publishers, he declares that he is " bent upon paying Chapman and Hall down. " And when," he adds, " I have done that, Mr. Hall shall have a piece of my mind." Guided by the cooler judgment of Forster, Dickens did not come to an immediate rupture with Chapman and Hall; and the negotiations with Bradbury and Evans resulted for the time in a disagreement, which Dickens was not in a mood to compromise, for he would not yield to their suggestion as to the expediency of republishing, in a cheap form, the works which had already made him famous.




     




    Indeed, both the publishers he desired to abandon and the publishers he desired to adopt were probably more or less impressed with the notion that Dickens' s popularity, in the coarse judgment of one of his reviewers, had " gone up like a rocket " and was now " coming down like the stick." Their experience of numerous contemporary novelists had justified them in dreading the reaction which commonly follows excessive popularity. They knew that the public was quick to discover that many a romancer it had at first hailed as a great and fertile genius either possessed no genius at all, or had worked a vein so thin that its wealth was exhausted in his first publication, and that all which remained was the mere slag and refuse of a mine never very rich in itself. Chapman and Hall may have had a vague fear that the author, to whom they had advanced money, and to publish whose works they had submitted to exactions such as hardly any other author had wrung from a publisher's reluctant greed, might turn out to be a Gibber instead of a Fielding, an Ainsworth instead of a Scott. Dickens looked confidently into his growing genius; his publishers looked gloomily into their recording ledger; and the result was that the junior member of the firm " hinted " a possibility that the public was falling away from Dickens, when Dickens felt that his genius was never more capable of dominating and enthralling it. Richard Bentley, discerning the possibilities of Dickens's genius from the moment that Sam Weller appeared in the " Pickwick Papers," induced him to enter into seemingly liberal contracts for new works, which the author shortly afterwards was inclined to repudiate as giving a disproportionate share of the gains to the publisher; Chapman and Hall, after granting to the author such extremely liberal terms as to excite the admiring despair of the whole brotherhood of writers; made the fatal mistake of doubting the possibilities of his exceptional genius to pass on to ever widening recognition, and ever new triumphs.




     




    " Martin Chuzzlewit," which never, in its serial form of publication, obtained a circulation of more than twenty-three thou sand copies, afterwards ranked in respect to popularity next to " Pickwick " and " David Copperfield." Dickens knew what his publishers did not know, that since he had gone to the United States his experience of the world had been enlarged, that a season of comparative rest had quickened and deepened his genius, and that both his satirical and his dramatic power of depicting human character and human life had become brighter and stronger than ever. Indeed, he was himself sometimes amazed at the growth of his intellect, indicated to him by unexpected fertility of imagination, reason, and resource in developing characters which he had at first superficially conceived. " As to the way," he wrote to Forster, " in which these characters have opened out, that is, to me, one of the most surprising processes of the mind in this sort of invention. Given what one knows, what one does not know springs up; and I am as absolutely certain of its being true as of the law of gravitation if such a thing be possible, more so." Forster very truly adds that this confession " displays exactly what in all his important characters was the very process of creation with him."




     




    But the publishers, having a heavy weight on their shoulders, disturbed by the fact of a limited circulation of a work on which they had staked much money, were half blind to the great possibilities for the future which an intellectual advance so unmistakable as that from " Barnaby Rudge " to " Martin Chuzzlewit " ought to have impressed on their minds. This progress indicated that as long as the faculties of the humorist and novelist were vigorous, he would be under no necessity to repeat old characters or old incidents, but was capable, like Scott, of creating new characters and new incidents with every new work that engaged the sympathies or antipathies of his ever active brain and ever broadening heart. However high they may have bet on Dickens, there was no real reason in the fear which induced them " to hedge; " for his genius was so evidently growing that nothing but inaccurate judgment, based on timid policy, could have led them to suppose that it had finally grown. Indeed, this genius went on growing for years; and the great body of the reading public welcomed every additional evidence of growth with ever increasing delight and ever increasing recognition. Those who doubted the permanence of Dickens's popularity were amazed by its sure and steady advance. The booksellers looked on the phenomenon with something of the feeling with which a skeptical broker surveyed the rise of the New York Central Railroad in the stock market. As it rose to a premium of ten, to a premium of twenty, to a premium of fifty, to a premium of eighty, the cry constantly was that there must be a fall at each stage of the upward movement. Millions of dollars were lost in speculating on the probabilities that a stock which so rapidly rose in value must have some equally rapid period of depression; all the experiences and all the precedents of Wall Street sustained the theory; and yet every broker who ventured to act upon it was ruined. So the reputation of Dickens, considered as a marketable commodity, confounded all the calculations of the publishers. As a fancy stock it might be safe at fifty premium; at eighty premium it was a risk that still had in it a promise of profit; but when it continued to rise, and never ceased to rise until the death of the writer, the booksellers fairly recognized the distinction between an exceptional genius, such as rarely appears on the planet, and a genius which, limited within narrow bounds, soon exhausts its resources and its power to attract. The publishers who purchased Dickens at his own high valuation made more money than the publishers of many good authors who were content with a comparatively modest remuneration, just as those capitalists who invested in New York Central at its highest price found themselves better off, in respect to dividends, than those who invested in Erie, or Wabash, or Milwaukee, or Northwestern, at fifty or eighty per cent, below par. The parallel might be extended to many other departments of business. It is sufficient to indicate that a popular author, continually growing in genius, is like a railroad, or any other company, continually growing in resources and business. It is not so much what is paid, as the percentage of return on what is paid, which concerns either the publisher or the broker; and the sagacity displayed in either case is the test by which we decide on the business capacity of the publisher who appreciates the intrinsic value of a man of genius whose powers are continually expanding, and the wisdom of the broker who intimately knows the value of a railroad whose trade is steadily remunerative and whose lucrative " connections " are constantly extending.




     




    It is therefore plain that Chapman and Hall should not, as men of business, have dropped that "hint" which alienated from them the most popular novelist of the age. If they had considerately overlooked a transient pause in his immense popularity, and wisely humored a transient irritation of his offended pride, they would be thousands of pounds richer than they are now.




     




    The moral of the whole matter is this, that when a publisher has discovered a " Big Bonanza," a real " Virginia Consolidated " mine, he should not be frightened by occasional irregularities in the amount of the annual receipts. He should have sense enough to fasten his attention on the exceptional richness of the vein. It is only two or three times in a century that a genius like that of Dickens is discovered, or that it is at first appreciated by those who wish to profit by its fertility.




     




    The result of all Dickens's vexations and disappointments was a determination on his part to reside abroad. He believed that he could economize in France or Italy, and enjoy there most of the advantages of England at half the expense. He not only had to support an increasing family on a diminished income, but in England he was a son, a brother, a cousin, as well as a husband and father. " Beyond his own domestic expenses," says Forster, " there were many never satisfied claims from family quarters, not the more easily avoidable because they were un reasonable and unjust." It is easy to understand that when a man of genius, springing up from an impecunious stock, becomes a worldwide celebrity, and is supposed to enjoy an income of fabulous amount, every person connected with him by the tie of relationship should present claims to a purse which, like that of Fortunatus, is supposed to be bubbling over with inexhaustible guineas. After many partings, celebrated by jovial dinners, with friends who fairly represented the literature and art of Great Britain, he contrived, in July, 1844, to escape from them, from his relations, from his publishers, and from the English public, by transferring his domestic establishment to Italy. Indeed, he felt that he was too poor a man to live in England in what he styled " a genteel way." He thought that, by expatriating himself for a short period, he would widen his sphere of observation, enrich his genius, and at the same time avoid unreasonable claims on his diminished resources. The event proved that his determination, though warmly opposed by his best friends, and seemingly prompted by caprice and irritated self-esteem, was eminently judicious. In all his relations with J the public Dickens never made a mistake, either when he appealed to it in his ordinary way as a romancer, or in his extraordinary way as a reader of his romances. He had a wonderful tact in discerning the feeling of large masses of men, of accommodating himself to all the changes of that feeling, and of being ever ready to direct it to his own purposes. All the books he published after " Chuzzlewit " he regarded not only as literary, but as social and political events. The immense circulation of his books, the immense recognition of him as a Force directing the opinions of the public as well as contributing to its amusement, and the introduction into each succeeding romance of a deliberate attack on the abuses of some department or institution of the government of his country, made him consider the publication of one of his serial stories an important incident in the progress of social, legal, or political reform, which the praise or blame of critics could not seriously affect. Self-absorbed in his sense of the primary claim of his own writings to public attention, he became autocratic in his relations to the non-Dickens portion of the literature of his time. He insensibly gathered round himself a clique of sympathetic admirers, emancipated himself from the control of independent minds, and, strong in the feeling of his own genius, contemptuously disregarded all those who censured his faults, and hardly vouchsafed more than a protecting nod to those who rapturously extolled his shining merits. The public, instinctively recognizing him as an original genius, pampered every caprice into which he wandered, submitted to every pretension in which he indulged, tolerated even every assault he made on its cherished prejudices, because he had the power to make it laugh or cry at his sovereign will. Strong in the impregnable position he had thus established in the public mind and heart, he could afford to be indifferent either to censure or panegyric.




     




    The purpose that Dickens had in view in writing " Martin Chuzzlewit " was to exhibit the master passion of selfishness in the wide variety of character in which it finds expression. The more subtle as well as the more obvious aspects of this passion he intended to represent in persons who agreed in being selfish, however widely they might differ as respects birth, manners, fortune, country, taste, cultivation, intellect, and conscience. Selfishness is the central idea of the story; and Pecksniff was originally designed as the central character, around whom mere selfish brutality like that of Jonas Chuzzlewit, and the more re fined, the more remote, selfishness of self-will as embodied in the elder and younger Martin Chuzzlewit, might revolve, with any number of satellites, large and small, in their train. Considered however, as an artistic work, the romance is very imperfectly constructed. When lie first put pen to paper, the author knew his general design; but the development of the plot, the nature of the incidents, were determined by chance or caprice as he went on with his work. It may here be said that after " Chuzzlewit" he wrote no novel without first forming in his own mind an intelligent beginning, middle, and end; but in this, one of his most delightful creations, he wandered on without knowing in advance where he was to come out, and was indeed embarrassed with a crowd of characters whose ultimate destiny was as unseen by him as it was by his readers. His American scenes, which lend so much raciness to the book, were not contemplated when he began it; and he was far into the story be fore he had obtained a clear idea of its appropriate conclusion. But, as in the " Pickwick Papers," the wide range of incident and character over which he roamed at will gave a peculiar vivacity, spontaneity, and frolicsomeness to his genius, a genius which was perhaps never so mirth-provoking as when it over leaped the bounds which his cultivated sense of artistic decorum afterwards, as Mrs. Gamp would say, "impoged."




     




    We must therefore look at " Martin Chuzzlewit " in the spirit in which it was written. A sore point with Americans is its caricature of the people of the United States. In Dickens's last triumphal march through the country, as an interpretative reader of his own works, he made, in a few months, 20,000 in gold, a sum larger than Abraham Lincoln received during his four years' service as President of the Republic, when the very existence of the Republic was in question, enveloped as it was in a continuous storm of fire and blood. In a farewell banquet given to him in New York, he admitted that his " American Notes " were more or less unjust to the American people; but neither he nor his audience seemed to remember that the offence he had committed, if offence it might be called, was not recorded in " American Notes for General Circulation," but in the pages of " Martin Chuzzlewit." General Choke's remark in that novel, " We air a reading people, sir," seemed to be on a sudden forgotten by the "reading people" which assembled to do just honor to the departing novelist. In " Martin Chuzzlewit " Dickens appears personally as an enemy to our whole republican system as embodied in the men and women then living in the country. He breaks out, after a deliciously humorous account of the Watertoast Association of United Sympathizers with Daniel O'Connell, in a diatribe worthy of " the young Columbian " or of Elijah Pogram himself. " Who think," he says in reference to ordinary American patriots, " that crying out to other nations, old in their iniquity, 'We are no worse than you! ' (No worse!) is high defence and 'vantage ground enough for that Republic, but yesterday let loose upon her noble course, and but to-day so maimed and lame, so full of sores and ulcers, foul to the eye and almost hopeless to the sense, that her best friends turn from the loathsome creature in disgust." Again, when in leaving the United States, Mark Tapley suggests to young Martin that if he were a painter, and were called upon to paint the American eagle, he should " draw it like a Bat, for its short-sightedness; like a Bantam, for its bragging; like a Magpie, for its honesty; like a Peacock, for its vanity; like an Ostrich, for its putting its head in the mud and thinking nobody sees it." To this description, Martin can only hope that it might also be drawn like " a Phoenix, for its power of springing from ' the ashes of its faults and vices and soaring up anew into the sky! "




     




    Whatever may be said against the United States, there is a general prejudice, supported by the fact that the emigrants of many nations have found it for their interest to act upon it, that the country possesses millions on millions of cheap, rich, and wholesome land, by cultivating which a European peasant easily becomes a member of what Disraeli happily styled "a territorial democracy; " but in reading " Chuzzlewit " an English farmer would suppose that the unoccupied land of the United States was like the swamps in " Eden, " where young Martin and Mark Tapley reaped no other harvest for their labor than malarious fever. The animus of the book, whether the author humorously caricatures or savagely declaims, is a feeling of hostility to the United States, which has all the characteristics of a personal animosity.




     




    To ascertain the cause of this animosity we need not go far to seek. Dickens's "American Notes" had drawn down upon him a storm of indignation from several prominent American newspapers. In these his character was assailed, and his motives in crossing the Atlantic belied. It seemed as if the hospitality with which he had at first been welcomed to the country was more than counterbalanced by the scurrility which followed his departure from it. Dickens, as his private correspondence shows, was excessively irritated. Probably every contrivance was used to insure the deliverance to him of every number of every journal which denounced him as an ingrate, who had rewarded a spontaneous enthusiasm, such as no author since Petrarch had drawn forth from the hearts of a people honestly desirous of doing him honor, by a series of libels worse than those of Cobbett or Trollope, whose rage against the country might properly be referred to the contemptuous neglect with which both had been treated by the best citizens of the Republic. No reader of "Martin Chuzzlewit" can fail to remember the terrific announcement of General Choke, as to the effect which the proceedings of the "Watertoast Association of United Sympathizers" with Daniel O'Connell would produce on Queen Victoria. "There ain't," declares the General, "a en-gine with its biler bust, in God A'mighty's free U-nited States, so fixed, and nipped, and frizzled to a most e-tarnal smash, as that young critter, in her luxurious lo-cation in the Tower of London, will be when she reads the next double-extra ' Watertoast Gazette. ' "




     




    Martin laughingly suggests that the number of the Gazette thus fraught with disastrous consequence may never reach its august object. General Choke smiled on him, and on his hearers, as he benignantly retorted: "It is sent to her, sir. It is sent to her. Per mail."




     




    Now there can be no doubt that the few sober criticisms on Dickens by our scholars, and the hundreds of shrieking editorials launched against him by our Jefferson Bricks, were duly sent to him "Per mail." The result was what might have been expected. Dickens was enraged; but he saw that the peculiar powers in which he excelled all living men were more than a match for the facts, the arguments, and the declamations of his opponents. At the present day, we have forgotten the solid as well as the screaming newspaper articles which stung him into retaliation, while we still heartily laugh over the monstrous caricatures of American life and character in which his humorous rage found expression.




     




    The contest only illustrates one of a hundred instances, in which a man, whose wrath finds a vent in humor, is manifestly more effective in addressing the public mind, than a man whose wrath comes out in direct appeals to passion and prejudice.




     




    Dickens impersonated his newspaper opponents in Colonel Diver and Mr. Jefferson Brick of "The Rowdy Journal," with an oblique reference to meaner adversaries in "The New York Sewer." The names themselves were efficient; and the way in which the humorist impersonated his sarcasms by making them alive, and represented them as walking the streets of New York in company with respectable citizens, clearly demonstrated how feeble are impassioned declamations against delicious drolleries.




     




    With a kind of gleeful malice, Dickens put language into the mouths and pens of his enemies which only humorously exaggerated the language in which he was himself denounced; and he performed this trick in so effective a fashion that Americans joined with Englishmen in laughing at the American editors who were so savagely earnest in vindicating the cause of their country against its humorous assailant. There is, indeed, no ferocity of invective, though it combine the point and venom of Junius with the passion and imagery of Burke, that can withstand a humorist, who retorts by individualizing his opponents in picturesque forms of ludicrous character, in which all their declamations and arguments are, by racy exaggeration, turned against themselves, and they are made ridiculous by the simple process of heightening every extravagance of their rhetoric, and by caricaturing every peculiarity of their method of argumentation. In this way he answers his antagonists by adopting their general mode of attack on himself, makes the attack ridiculous by adding to its fierceness, and, penetrating into the camp of the enemy, stimulates an insubordination which is expressed in roars of laughter, and rouses a mutiny which finds the most dangerous of all outlets, that of sneers and jeers of contempt. As long as declamations and arguments are answered by corresponding declamations and arguments, the controversial battle goes on according to the established rules, with a good hope that the most brilliant rhetoricians and the ablest logicians will win; but when the power of humorous characterization comes into the controversy, then Artemus Ward is an adequate offset to Calhoun, and Mark Twain more than a match for Webster. A joke is of small effect in itself; all orators and statesmen occasionally condescend to a jesting mood; but a joke happily embodied in character, a joke which caricatures a weak point in the personality of a statesman, a joke which felicitously hits some defect in his nature which multitudes instantly recognize when it is vividly presented to them by a great humorist, is more than a joke, because the moment it is appreciated it becomes a power.




     




    It would be useless to deny that Dickens had some foundation of truth on which to base his droll characterizations, not only of Colonel Diver and Mr. Jefferson Brick, but of Zephaniah Scadder and Hannibal Chollop, of La Fayette Kettle and General Choke, of Elijah Pogram and Captain Kedgick, of Mrs. Hominy and Miss Codger; but still the question remains, why he should have deliberately selected for representation only the rascality and folly of the country, of which he could have had but a slight knowledge, and pass over the men of sense and honesty whom he daily met? Few tourists from England ever had a fairer opportunity to become acquainted with honorable American gentlemen, whether merchants, manufacturers, lawyers, jurists, statesmen, scholars, soldiers, or men of letters. He availed himself of this privilege; but when he came to reproduce his experiences as a romancer, he turned aside from all the respectable men with whom he had associated, in order to fasten his attention on whatever was most hateful, depraved, despicable, and it may be added, laughable, in the nation which received him as an honored guest. One reason for this strange oversight has been already stated. He was irritated at the scurrility lavished on him on account of his "American Notes;" but another reason still remains to be stated. He found himself in a country where all people who could read seemed to be more familiar with his creations than were his own countrymen. Millions of copies of his books were distributed through the whole length and breadth of the land. He was surfeited with praises of his genius; and naturally asked why he, practically a poor man, should not have in this country a copyright, however small, on the products of his genius? Most of his entertainers, though warm in their admiration of his creations, gave him but slight hope that the creator thereof would ever be protected here in the property of his works. He wrote to Forster in May, 1842, from Niagara Palls, that there were two obstacles to international copyright. The first was the delight of an American in getting the better of a man in a bargain, of " doing " him in a matter of business. The second was the universal national vanity. In regard to the first, he oddly believed that an essential part of the pleasure which an American derived from the reading of a popular English book, was the fact that the author got nothing by it. "It is so dar-nation 'cute so knowing in Jonathan to get his reading on those terms. He has the Englishman so regularly on the hip that his eye twinkles with slyness, cunning, and delight; and he chuckles over the humor of the page with an appreciation of it quite inconsistent with, and apart from, its honest purchase. The raven, hasn't more joy in eating a stolen piece of meat, than the American has in reading the English book he gets for nothing." As to the second class, the elevated class of Americans, he tells his friend that they are glad to see a popular English author, who has won the admiration of an American public; "they flock about him, and tell him that they are grateful to him for spirits in sickness; for many hours of delight in health; for a hundred fanciful associations which are constantly interchanged between themselves, and their wives and children at home! " And then, he goes on to say, these free and enlightened Americans having read him, and enjoyed him, think that the glory of their appreciation should suffice for the author. What can he desire more? This is, of course, a mere caricature of the opinions of Jonathan, whether cultivated or uncultivated; but it explains Dickens' s indifference both to the hospitality and the panegyrics of his American admirers. "If you really like me, why don't you pay me? Those roars of laughter, those bursts of emotion, are so many evidences that you have swindled me out of my just rights. Am I to go on forever, amusing you in your hours of languor, and comforting you in your hours of affliction, without any reward for my exertions? You are thieves hypocritical thieves; for you praise me to the skies whilst at the same time you are busy in picking my pockets! " This, we are inclined to think, was Dickens 's secret feeling in the midst of ovations which might have satisfied the vanity of a prince of the blood royal.




     




    But nothing that Dickens could say or write against the country seriously diminished his popularity with the great body of the American reading public. Some admirers might wince a little in finding such rascals as Choke, Scadder, and Chollop, and such fools as Jefferson Brick and Elijah Pogram, put forward as representative citizens of the Republic; but their delight in Mark Tapley, Pecksniff, Mrs. Gamp, Mr. Mould, Mrs. Todgers, and Bailey Junior, was so great as to condone the offence to their national pride. Indeed the general good humor with which Dickens's book was received by Americans was funnily illustrated in December, 1844, six months after the conclusion of " Chuzzlewit, " when the author accidentally detained for an hour a packet in which he was to sail from Marseilles to Genoa. "As he went up the side," says Forster, " he saw a strange sensation among the angry travelers he had detained so long; heard a voice exclaim, 'I'm blarmed if it ain't Dickens!' and stood in a group of five Americans! But the pleasantest part of the story is that they were, one and all, glad to see him; that their chief man, or leader, who had met him in New York, at once introduced them all round with the remark, ' Personally, our countrymen and you can fix it friendly, sir, I do expectuate; ' and that, through the stormy passage to Genoa which followed, they were excellent friends." Dickens 's account of what followed reminds the reader of a narrative by Mark Twain. The member of the American company who had the travelling dictionary would not part with it, though he was sick in a berth next to that of Dickens. The latter heard, now and then, the American travelers coming down to their leader with the questions: "I say, what's French for a pillow?" "Is there any Italian phrase for a lump of sugar? Just look, will you?" "What in the devil does echo mean? The garsong says echo to everything." They were "excessively curious to know, too, the population of every little town on the Cornice, and all its statistics, perhaps the very last subjects within the capacity of the human intellect that would ever present them selves to an Italian steward's mind. He was a very willing fellow, our steward; and having some vague idea that they would like a large number, said at hazard fifty thousand, ninety thousand, four hundred thousand, when they asked about the population of a place not larger than Lincoln's Inn Fields. And when they said Non possible! (which was the leader's invariable reply), he doubled or trebled the amount, to meet what he supposed their views, and make it quite satisfactory." The English scenes, incidents, and characters of "Martin Chuzzlewit" are generally in Dickens 's best manner. The writer of this Preface, in a lecture delivered over thirty years ago, remarked in allusion to the satire of the novel, that "as Americans we have a decided advantage over our transatlantic friends, even in the matter of being caricatured by the novelist whom both are rivals in admiring; for certainly if there be any character in which Dickens has seized on a national trait, that character is Pecksniff, and that national trait is English."




     




    Forster, in speaking of "the astonishing fun and comicality" of the American scenes, adds that the Americans "had no Pecksniff at any rate. Bred in a more poisonous swamp than their Eden, of greater, older standing, and much harder to be drained, Pecksniff was all our own. The confession is not encouraging to national pride, but this character is so far English, that though our countrymen are as a rule by no means Pecksniffs, the ruling weakness is to countenance and encourage the race. When people call the character exaggerated, and protest that the lines are too broad to deceive any one, they only refuse, naturally enough, to sanction in a book what half their lives is passed in tolerating if not in worshipping." Forster indeed had some difficulty in dissuading Dickens from printing this motto on the title page of the book: "Your homes the scene, yourselves the actors, here! " and he praises the daring as well as the vigor and discernment of Dickens in taking for the central figure of a tale of existing life, such " a sleek, smiling, crawling abomination" as Pecksniff. Indeed the vivid presentation of such a hateful type of character, abounding in all societies, and poisoning all societies in which it abounds, should be ranked among moral and patriotic deeds. As "Pickwickian " has become a synonym of jovial beneficence, so " Pecksniffian " has become the fatal word by which all members of the English race stigmatize and blast that most odious of all forms of hypocrisy, the unctuous mimicry of the externals of morality and benevolence. The character, though too transparent as represented by Dickens to deceive the reader, really does deceive thousands of honest people in actual life. Any person who has met Pecksniff, and has not been swindled by him many times, must be a person whose experience has been extremely limited. In the fictitious representation of him we frequently feel like exclaiming with the shrewd and cunning old miser, Anthony Chuzzlewit, "Don't be a hypocrite, Peck sniff; " but as the original, detestable creature meets us in the streets, in banks and counting-houses, in churches and meetings of philanthropists, we know that he has an oily constitution of mind and body which enables him to slip into places of trust, honor, and profit as a preeminently " respectable " man, a man soft in manner, incapable of anger, loftily moral though with a lamb's gentleness, embodying in himself all that hypocrisy can mimic of the austere integrity of the old Puritan and the expansive benevolence of the modern philanthropist, and indeed a perfect Judas in everything but this, that, after receiving his thirty pieces of silver, he has not the grace to go out and hang himself, but invests the thirty pieces in a good dividend-paying stock, and then, serenely smiling on the gulls who hasten to do him reverence, talks to them beautifully on the obligations of the moral law, and of the sure rewards which wait on a life mainly devoted to following out the precepts laid down in the gospels. It is excessively difficult to punish this kind of sinner; his bland temperament teaches him to suppress all the signs of resentment which a man with a bit of blood, or heart, or soul in him instinctively reveals when his roguery has been suspected or exposed; and to all obloquy he opposes that apparently just reliance on the testimony of a pure conscience, a testimony known only to himself, which he confidently expects will silence all the noise of eloquent defamation. His position seems impregnable, undermined though it be by barrels of gunpowder, which have been collected by the industry of attorneys and orators; for there seems to be no method by which the train can be lighted. Suddenly a simple honest man in the expectant crowd suggests the name of Pecksniff, and then the explosion is so terrific as not only to blow that excel lent gentleman into the air, but to endanger the lives and limbs of many of the bystanders. When everything else fails to expose and convict a politic and plausible rogue, the mere act of connecting his name with that of Pecksniff insures his down fall; for the mass of voters are well acquainted with the vices of that personage; they hate him and them so cordially that they would rather submit to be governed by Mr. Jefferson Brick, or Mr. Hannibal Chollop, or the Honorable Elijah Pogram, than by that negation of all manliness to which, with a kind of ferocious derision, they attach the epithet " Pecksniffian. " Mr. Pecksniff, up to a certain period in the progress of the story, has the usual good fortune of the hypocrite in possessing a dupe who is the advertiser of his virtues to the world. This dupe is Tom Pinch. It is probable that a man like Dickens, rejoicing in his faculty of penetrating, with a glance, through all the outside pretensions of a rogue into those interior recesses of character where the rogue considers himself securely hidden from all eyes but his own, had a peculiar liking, compounded of tenderness, pity, and respect, for the person who takes things on trust, and who believes that others are as guileless and as truthful as himself. Accordingly in this tragi-comedy, devoted to the exhibition of selfishness, Dickens has lavished on Tom Pinch, Mr. Pecksniff's drudge and trumpeter, all the resources of his benevolence and humor, and has triumphantly shown how much more worthy he is of love and esteem than any of the other characters in the book. He praises Tom, delights in Tom, glorifies Tom; but still there is an air of condescension, a tone of commiseration, in his most elaborate celebration of the virtues of Tom. He divorces Tom's disinterestedness and self-sacrifice from good sense and proper self-assertion. He sentimentalizes abundantly about Tom; and he thinks it quite noble that Tom, when his heart and soul are touched to the quick by his love of Mary Graham, and is ready to do anything grand and heroic to defend and protect her, should shut up the passion in his own breast, and be content to serve the cause of such a selfish snob as the younger Martin Chuzzlewit, who is only converted into a decently respectable young gentleman by the malarious fever which prostrates him in the American gar den of Eden. Much as we are compelled to like Tom, we feel that he fails in some of the distinctive qualities of manhood. In a right distribution of rewards and punishments, he should have married the heroine of the story; and a French novelist would have delighted in tracing the steps by which her soul, weaned from its first superficial affection, found its true mate in the noble soul, hidden to chance observers, which animated the somewhat grotesque figure and gleamed through the awkward manners of Thomas Pinch. But Dickens introduces the fact of the deep, undying love of Tom for Mary, only as an illustration of Tom's constant habit of subordinating his own interest and happiness to the interest and happiness of others. And the worst of it is, that this sublime disinterestedness is associated with the idea of a certain unmanly feebleness, so that the humble hero and martyr, the one stainless character in the book, becomes in the end an object of a kind of compassionate benevolence, and impresses the reader as a person who was born to illustrate all the virtues of humanity, and to be shoved aside whenever any virtue is to be rewarded on earth. Still the portrait is true, cruelly true. Who, with any experience of life, has not met, loved, honored, and pitied, Tom Pinch?




     




    But the most original, the most " stupendous " character in the romance is Mrs. Gamp, accompanied, as she is, by her other self, Mrs. Harris. It is impossible for mere criticism to do justice to this astonishing creation of humorous genius, a creation which Dickens never afterwards surpassed, perhaps never equaled. The most elaborate and minute study of this masterpiece can hardly detect a flaw in her characteristic speech or conduct. From beginning to end she is "one entire and perfect chrysolite, " Sairey Gamp and nobody else. Forster tells us that the original hint of her character was derived from a nurse, employed by a distinguished friend of Dickens, to take charge of a sick friend. Among other " Gampish " peculiarities, she had a habit of rubbing "her nose along the top of the tall fender." This is all we know of the person who is sup posed to have given the mere suggestion from which Dickens created the portly personage, as immortal as Dame Quickly or the nurse in Romeo and Juliet, and who is familiarly known in every quarter of the globe where the English language is spoken. Dickens first introduced her to the world in the nineteenth chapter of "Martin Chuzzlewit," and was impatient to know Forster's opinion of her. "Tell me," he writes, "what you think of Mrs. Gamp? you'll not find it easy to get through the hundreds of misprints in her conversation, but I want your opinion at once. I think you know already something of mine. I mean to make a mark with her." And what a mark he did make! There is nothing to be said in praise of this character which can be expressed in any other language than that which Dickens invented for her special convenience. "If it wasn't for the nerve a little sip of liquor gives me (I never was able to do more than taste it) I never could go through with what I sometimes has to do. ' Mrs. Harris, ' I says, at the very last case I acted in, which it was but a young person, ' Mrs. Harris, ' I says, ' leave the bottle on the chimley-piece, and don't ask me to take none, but let me put my lips to it when I am so dispoged, and then I will do what I 'm engaged to do, according to the best of my ability. ' ' Mrs. Gamp, ' she says in answer, ' if ever there was a sober creetur to be got at eighteenpence a day for working people, and three and six for gentlefolks night watching, ' " said Mrs. Gamp with peculiar emphasis, " ' being a extra charge you are that inwallable person. ' ' Mrs. Harris, ' I says to her, ' don't name the charge, for if I could afford to lay all my fellow creeturs out for nothink, I would gladly do it, sich is the love I bears 'em. But what I always says to them as has the management of matters, be they gents or be they ladies is, don't ask me whether I won't take none, or whether I will, but leave the bottle on the chimley-piece, and let me put my lips to it when I am so dispoged. ' ' In discoursing with Mrs. Harris on the death of husbands, she refers pathetically to her own mate: "There's a wooden leg gone likeways home to its own account, which in its constancy of walkin' into wine vaults, and never comin' out again till fetched by force, was quite as weak as flesh, if not weaker." In regard to her know ledge of secrets in families, she professes that "the torters of the Imposition " could not wring them from her reticent tongue. When she hears of Bailey Junior's death, she philosophically observes, that "he was born into a wale, and he lived in a wale, and he must take the consequences of sech a sitiwation." When Ruth Pinch tells her the position of the Antwerp packet among the vessels in the river, she wishes the "Ankworks package was in Jonadge's belly," thus slightly confounding, or, as she would say, "confuging," the relative positions of the prophet and the whale. She informs Mr. Mould, the undertaker, that "the blessing of a daughter was deniged me; which if we had had one, Gamp would certainly have drunk its little shoes right off its feet, as with our precious boy he did, and arterwards send the child a errand to sell his wooden leg for any money it would fetch as matches in the rough, and bring it home in liquor: which was truly done beyond his years, for ev'ry individgle penny that child lost at toss or buy for kidney ones; and come home arterwards quite bold, to break the news, and offering to drown himself if sech would be a satisfaction to his parents." In fact we cannot refrain, in contemplating the perfections of Mrs. Gamp, from participating in the enthusiasm of her friend the undertaker, whose business was doubtless increased by her ministrations at the sick bed. "She's the sort of woman now," said Mr. Mould to his wife, "one would almost feel disposed to bury for nothing, and do it neatly too! " But the real distinction of Mrs. Gamp, considered as a feat of humorous characterization, consists in this, that what she says is less mirth-provoking than what she is. The sayings may be forgotten by the reader; but no reader ever forgets the character.




     




    But the variety of character in " Martin Chuzzlewit " is not more notable than the felicitous way in which the characters are brought into contact or collision, so as to produce humorous scenes and incidents. The meeting of the Chuzzlewit relations in Mr. Pecksniff's parlor, when the elder Martin is supposed to be at the point of death; the dinner given by the boarders at Todgers's to Pecksniff and his daughters; the death and burial of old Anthony Chuzzlewit, with all the comically ghastly hypocrisies attending them; the interview between Mrs. Gamp and Mr. Mould; the banquet which enables Tigg Montague to introduce Jonas Chuzzlewit to Mr. Wolf, the editor, and Mr. Pip, the theatrical manager; the parting of Mrs. Gamp with Poll Sweedlepipe and Bailey Junior, as she departs for the country in charge of Lewsome; the meeting of the Chuzzlewit family on the occasion of the proposed marriage of Miss Charity Pecksniff with Mr. Augustus Moodle; the quarrel between Mrs. Gamp and Betsey Prig; and the scene which Thackeray thought the best in the novel, that in which Pecksniff is overreached by the magnificent impostor, Tigg, in league with the coarse ruffian, his own son-in-law, are all first-rate comedy, even if at times the comedy borders on farce. Scattered over the novel, peeping out, here and there, when least expected, there are felicities, of phrase or description, which give that shock of pleased surprise to the reader which betrays the hand of a master. Perhaps many of Dickens 's contemporaries might have described equally well the under stood connection between General Choke and Zephaniah Scadder, in the scheme to swindle young Martin out of the little money he possessed; but nobody but Dickens could have represented the General as modestly retiring from the room where the bargain was going on, seating himself in a rocking chair in the front office, and gazing at the prospect, "like a good Samaritan, waiting for a traveler." Again, Tom Pinch, with a provincial's distrust of the knaveries of London, deter mines not to ask of any persons in the streets the way to Furnival's Inn, because he suspects he may become the prey of sharpers. In case, however, he should find himself near the Mint or the Bank of England, he would have no hesitation in stepping in and asking a civil question, "confiding in the perfect respectability of the concern." The absconding Augustus Moodle, in his farewell letter to Miss Pecksniff, declares to her, that "frequently when you have sought to soothe my brow with kisses has self-destruction flashed across me. Frequently incredible as it may seem have I abandoned the idea." Mrs. Gamp could pardon Betsey Prig in many things, but the words she spoke denying the existence of Mrs. Harris were such as "lambs could not forgive nor worms for get." There is something deliciously comical in the grand style assumed by the transcendental Miss Codger, when she is introduced to the Honorable Elijah Pogram. "To be presented," she solemnly declares, "to a Pogram by a Hominy, indeed, a thrilling moment is it in its impressiveness on what we call our feelings! "




     




    The most powerful serious passages in the romance are those devoted to Jonas Chuzzlewit, from the time he resolved to murder Tigg to the time of his capture after the murder had been committed. The sentences throb with the life of all the varying passion they record hatred, wrath, revenge, hope, fear, and despair. Nadgett is a good specimen of the detective police that follow all the turns and windings of a criminal's course, in his external acts; but Dickens, a member of the detective police of the mind, takes his position in the soul of the criminal, observes all his emotions, thoughts, and volitions, and never intermits his steady gaze at the phenomena presented by the criminal heart, until the desire to murder, settling into the purpose to murder, finds at last expression in the outward act of murder; and then, still present as a witness of the murderer's thoughts and passions, he watches and notes all the perturbations of his soul, due not to remorse but to a craven fear of discovery. There is no space here to note other in stances in the novel, where this power of observing souls is as apparent as the power of describing their external manifestations.




     




    Dickens, when he was trying to decide on a name for his novel, discussed with Forster whether it should be Martin Sweezelder, or Sweezleback, or Sweezegag, or Martin Chuzzletoe, Chuzzleboy, Chubbelwrig, or Chuzzlewig. Chuzzlewit was selected at last. The determination to give a quaint title to the book, so that it should of itself excite attention, was carried out in the final choice.




     




     




    Preface




     




    What is exaggeration to one class of minds and perceptions, is plain truth to another. That which is commonly called a long-sight, perceives in a prospect innumerable features and bearings non-existent to a short-sighted person. I sometimes ask myself whether there may occasionally be a difference of this kind between some writers and some readers; whether it is ALWAYS the writer who colours highly, or whether it is now and then the reader whose eye for colour is a little dull?




     




    On this head of exaggeration I have a positive experience, more curious than the speculation I have just set down. It is this: I have never touched a character precisely from the life, but some counterpart of that character has incredulously asked me: "Now really, did I ever really, see one like it?"




     




    All the Pecksniff family upon earth are quite agreed, I believe, that Mr Pecksniff is an exaggeration, and that no such character ever existed. I will not offer any plea on his behalf to so powerful and genteel a body, but will make a remark on the character of Jonas Chuzzlewit.




     




    I conceive that the sordid coarseness and brutality of Jonas would be unnatural, if there had been nothing in his early education, and in the precept and example always before him, to engender and develop the vices that make him odious. But, so born and so bred, admired for that which made him hateful, and justified from his cradle in cunning, treachery, and avarice; I claim him as the legitimate issue of the father upon whom those vices are seen to recoil. And I submit that their recoil upon that old man, in his unhonoured age, is not a mere piece of poetical justice, but is the extreme exposition of a direct truth.




     




    I make this comment, and solicit the reader's attention to it in his or her consideration of this tale, because nothing is more common in real life than a want of profitable reflection on the causes of many vices and crimes that awaken the general horror. What is substantially true of families in this respect, is true of a whole commonwealth. As we sow, we reap. Let the reader go into the children's side of any prison in England, or, I grieve to add, of many workhouses, and judge whether those are monsters who disgrace our streets, people our hulks and penitentiaries, and overcrowd our penal colonies, or are creatures whom we have deliberately suffered to be bred for misery and ruin.




     




    The American portion of this story is in no other respect a caricature than as it is an exhibition, for the most part (Mr Bevan expected), of a ludicrous side, ONLY, of the American character—of that side which was, four-and-twenty years ago, from its nature, the most obtrusive, and the most likely to be seen by such travellers as Young Martin and Mark Tapley. As I had never, in writing fiction, had any disposition to soften what is ridiculous or wrong at home, so I then hoped that the good-humored people of the United States would not be generally disposed to quarrel with me for carrying the same usage abroad. I am happy to believe that my confidence in that great nation was not misplaced.




     




    When this book was first published, I was given to understand, by some authorities, that the Watertoast Association and eloquence were beyond all bounds of belief. Therefore I record the fact that all that portion of Martin Chuzzlewit's experiences is a literal paraphrase of some reports of public proceedings in the United States (especially of the proceedings of a certain Brandywine Association), which were printed in the Times Newspaper in June and July, 1843—at about the time when I was engaged in writing those parts of the book; and which remain on the file of the Times Newspaper, of course.




     




    In all my writings, I hope I have taken every available opportunity of showing the want of sanitary improvements in the neglected dwellings of the poor. Mrs Sarah Gamp was, four-and-twenty years ago, a fair representation of the hired attendant on the poor in sickness. The hospitals of London were, in many respects, noble Institutions; in others, very defective. I think it not the least among the instances of their mismanagement, that Mrs Betsey Prig was a fair specimen of a Hospital Nurse; and that the Hospitals, with their means and funds, should have left it to private humanity and enterprise, to enter on an attempt to improve that class of persons—since, greatly improved through the agency of good women.




     




     




     




    Postscript




     




    At a Public Dinner given to me on Saturday the 18th of April, 1868, in the city of New York, by two hundred representatives of the Press of the United States of America, I made the following observations, among others:—




     




    "So much of my voice has lately been heard in the land, that I might have been contented with troubling you no further from my present standing-point, were it not a duty with which I henceforth charge myself, not only here but on every suitable occasion, whatsoever and wheresoever, to express my high and grateful sense of my second reception in America, and to bear my honest testimony to the national generosity and magnanimity. Also, to declare how astounded I have been by the amazing changes I have seen around me on every side—changes moral, changes physical, changes in the amount of land subdued and peopled, changes in the rise of vast new cities, changes in the growth of older cities almost out of recognition, changes in the graces and amenities of life, changes in the Press, without whose advancement no advancement can take place anywhere. Nor am I, believe me, so arrogant as to suppose that in five-and-twenty years there have been no changes in me, and that I had nothing to learn and no extreme impressions to correct when I was here first. And this brings me to a point on which I have, ever since I landed in the United States last November, observed a strict silence, though sometimes tempted to break it, but in reference to which I will, with your good leave, take you into my confidence now. Even the Press, being human, may be sometimes mistaken or misinformed, and I rather think that I have in one or two rare instances observed its information to be not strictly accurate with reference to myself. Indeed, I have, now and again, been more surprised by printed news that I have read of myself, than by any printed news that I have ever read in my present state of existence. Thus, the vigour and perseverance with which I have for some months past been collecting materials for, and hammering away at, a new book on America has much astonished me; seeing that all that time my declaration has been perfectly well known to my publishers on both sides of the Atlantic, that no consideration on earth would induce me to write one. But what I have intended, what I have resolved upon (and this is the confidence I seek to place in you), is, on my return to England, in my own person, in my own Journal, to bear, for the behoof of my countrymen, such testimony to the gigantic changes in this country as I have hinted at to-night. Also, to record that wherever I have been, in the smallest places equally with the largest, I have been received with unsurpassable politeness, delicacy, sweet temper, hospitality, consideration, and with unsurpassable respect for the privacy daily enforced upon me by the nature of my avocation here and the state of my health. This testimony, so long as I live, and so long as my descendants have any legal right in my books, I shall cause to be republished, as an appendix to every copy of those two books of mine in which I have referred to America. And this I will do and cause to be done, not in mere love and thankfulness, but because I regard it as an act of plain justice and honour."




     




    I said these words with the greatest earnestness that I could lay upon them, and I repeat them in print here with equal earnestness. So long as this book shall last, I hope that they will form a part of it, and will be fairly read as inseparable from my experiences and impressions of America.




     




    CHARLES DICKENS.




     




    May, 1868.




     




     




     


  




  Chapter One




   




  INTRODUCTORY, CONCERNING THE PEDIGREE OF THE CHUZZLEWIT FAMILY




   




  As no lady or gentleman, with any claims to polite breeding, can possibly sympathize with the Chuzzlewit Family without being first assured of the extreme antiquity of the race, it is a great satisfaction to know that it undoubtedly descended in a direct line from Adam and Eve; and was, in the very earliest times, closely connected with the agricultural interest. If it should ever be urged by grudging and malicious persons, that a Chuzzlewit, in any period of the family history, displayed an overweening amount of family pride, surely the weakness will be considered not only pardonable but laudable, when the immense superiority of the house to the rest of mankind, in respect of this its ancient origin, is taken into account.




   




  It is remarkable that as there was, in the oldest family of which we have any record, a murderer and a vagabond, so we never fail to meet, in the records of all old families, with innumerable repetitions of the same phase of character. Indeed, it may be laid down as a general principle, that the more extended the ancestry, the greater the amount of violence and vagabondism; for in ancient days those two amusements, combining a wholesome excitement with a promising means of repairing shattered fortunes, were at once the ennobling pursuit and the healthful recreation of the Quality of this land.




   




  Consequently, it is a source of inexpressible comfort and happiness to find, that in various periods of our history, the Chuzzlewits were actively connected with divers slaughterous conspiracies and bloody frays. It is further recorded of them, that being clad from head to heel in steel of proof, they did on many occasions lead their leather-jerkined soldiers to the death with invincible courage, and afterwards return home gracefully to their relations and friends.




   




  There can be no doubt that at least one Chuzzlewit came over with William the Conqueror. It does not appear that this illustrious ancestor 'came over' that monarch, to employ the vulgar phrase, at any subsequent period; inasmuch as the Family do not seem to have been ever greatly distinguished by the possession of landed estate. And it is well known that for the bestowal of that kind of property upon his favourites, the liberality and gratitude of the Norman were as remarkable as those virtues are usually found to be in great men when they give away what belongs to other people.




   




  Perhaps in this place the history may pause to congratulate itself upon the enormous amount of bravery, wisdom, eloquence, virtue, gentle birth, and true nobility, that appears to have come into England with the Norman Invasion: an amount which the genealogy of every ancient family lends its aid to swell, and which would beyond all question have been found to be just as great, and to the full as prolific in giving birth to long lines of chivalrous descendants, boastful of their origin, even though William the Conqueror had been William the Conquered; a change of circumstances which, it is quite certain, would have made no manner of difference in this respect.




   




  There was unquestionably a Chuzzlewit in the Gunpowder Plot, if indeed the arch-traitor, Fawkes himself, were not a scion of this remarkable stock; as he might easily have been, supposing another Chuzzlewit to have emigrated to Spain in the previous generation, and there intermarried with a Spanish lady, by whom he had issue, one olive-complexioned son. This probable conjecture is strengthened, if not absolutely confirmed, by a fact which cannot fail to be interesting to those who are curious in tracing the progress of hereditary tastes through the lives of their unconscious inheritors. It is a notable circumstance that in these later times, many Chuzzlewits, being unsuccessful in other pursuits, have, without the smallest rational hope of enriching themselves, or any conceivable reason, set up as coal-merchants; and have, month after month, continued gloomily to watch a small stock of coals, without in any one instance negotiating with a purchaser. The remarkable similarity between this course of proceeding and that adopted by their Great Ancestor beneath the vaults of the Parliament House at Westminster, is too obvious and too full of interest, to stand in need of comment.




   




  It is also clearly proved by the oral traditions of the Family, that there existed, at some one period of its history which is not distinctly stated, a matron of such destructive principles, and so familiarized to the use and composition of inflammatory and combustible engines, that she was called 'The Match Maker;' by which nickname and byword she is recognized in the Family legends to this day. Surely there can be no reasonable doubt that this was the Spanish lady, the mother of Chuzzlewit Fawkes.




   




  But there is one other piece of evidence, bearing immediate reference to their close connection with this memorable event in English History, which must carry conviction, even to a mind (if such a mind there be) remaining unconvinced by these presumptive proofs.




   




  There was, within a few years, in the possession of a highly respectable and in every way credible and unimpeachable member of the Chuzzlewit Family (for his bitterest enemy never dared to hint at his being otherwise than a wealthy man), a dark lantern of undoubted antiquity; rendered still more interesting by being, in shape and pattern, extremely like such as are in use at the present day. Now this gentleman, since deceased, was at all times ready to make oath, and did again and again set forth upon his solemn asseveration, that he had frequently heard his grandmother say, when contemplating this venerable relic, 'Aye, aye! This was carried by my fourth son on the fifth of November, when he was a Guy Fawkes.' These remarkable words wrought (as well they might) a strong impression on his mind, and he was in the habit of repeating them very often. The just interpretation which they bear, and the conclusion to which they lead, are triumphant and irresistible. The old lady, naturally strong-minded, was nevertheless frail and fading; she was notoriously subject to that confusion of ideas, or, to say the least, of speech, to which age and garrulity are liable. The slight, the very slight, confusion apparent in these expressions is manifest, and is ludicrously easy of correction. 'Aye, aye,' quoth she, and it will be observed that no emendation whatever is necessary to be made in these two initiative remarks, 'Aye, aye! This lantern was carried by my forefather'—not fourth son, which is preposterous—'on the fifth of November. And HE was Guy Fawkes.' Here we have a remark at once consistent, clear, natural, and in strict accordance with the character of the speaker. Indeed the anecdote is so plainly susceptible of this meaning and no other, that it would be hardly worth recording in its original state, were it not a proof of what may be (and very often is) affected not only in historical prose but in imaginative poetry, by the exercise of a little ingenious labour on the part of a commentator.




   




  It has been said that there is no instance, in modern times, of a Chuzzlewit having been found on terms of intimacy with the Great. But here again the sneering detractors who weave such miserable figments from their malicious brains, are stricken dumb by evidence. For letters are yet in the possession of various branches of the family, from which it distinctly appears, being stated in so many words, that one Diggory Chuzzlewit was in the habit of perpetually dining with Duke Humphrey. So constantly was he a guest at that nobleman's table, indeed; and so unceasingly were His Grace's hospitality and companionship forced, as it were, upon him; that we find him uneasy, and full of constraint and reluctance; writing his friends to the effect that if they fail to do so and so by bearer, he will have no choice but to dine again with Duke Humphrey; and expressing himself in a very marked and extraordinary manner as one surfeited of High Life and Gracious Company.




   




  It has been rumoured, and it is needless to say the rumour originated in the same base quarters, that a certain male Chuzzlewit, whose birth must be admitted to be involved in some obscurity, was of very mean and low descent. How stands the proof? When the son of that individual, to whom the secret of his father's birth was supposed to have been communicated by his father in his lifetime, lay upon his deathbed, this question was put to him in a distinct, solemn, and formal way: 'Toby Chuzzlewit, who was your grandfather?' To which he, with his last breath, no less distinctly, solemnly, and formally replied: and his words were taken down at the time, and signed by six witnesses, each with his name and address in full: 'The Lord No Zoo.' It may be said—it HAS been said, for human wickedness has no limits—that there is no Lord of that name, and that among the titles which have become extinct, none at all resembling this, in sound even, is to be discovered. But what is the irresistible inference? Rejecting a theory broached by some well-meaning but mistaken persons, that this Mr Toby Chuzzlewit's grandfather, to judge from his name, must surely have been a Mandarin (which is wholly insupportable, for there is no pretence of his grandmother ever having been out of this country, or of any Mandarin having been in it within some years of his father's birth; except those in the tea-shops, which cannot for a moment be regarded as having any bearing on the question, one way or other), rejecting this hypothesis, is it not manifest that Mr Toby Chuzzlewit had either received the name imperfectly from his father, or that he had forgotten it, or that he had mispronounced it? and that even at the recent period in question, the Chuzzlewits were connected by a bend sinister, or kind of heraldic over-the-left, with some unknown noble and illustrious House?




   




  From documentary evidence, yet preserved in the family, the fact is clearly established that in the comparatively modern days of the Diggory Chuzzlewit before mentioned, one of its members had attained to very great wealth and influence. Throughout such fragments of his correspondence as have escaped the ravages of the moths (who, in right of their extensive absorption of the contents of deeds and papers, may be called the general registers of the Insect World), we find him making constant reference to an uncle, in respect of whom he would seem to have entertained great expectations, as he was in the habit of seeking to propitiate his favour by presents of plate, jewels, books, watches, and other valuable articles. Thus, he writes on one occasion to his brother in reference to a gravy-spoon, the brother's property, which he (Diggory) would appear to have borrowed or otherwise possessed himself of: 'Do not be angry, I have parted with it—to my uncle.' On another occasion he expresses himself in a similar manner with regard to a child's mug which had been entrusted to him to get repaired. On another occasion he says, 'I have bestowed upon that irresistible uncle of mine everything I ever possessed.' And that he was in the habit of paying long and constant visits to this gentleman at his mansion, if, indeed, he did not wholly reside there, is manifest from the following sentence: 'With the exception of the suit of clothes I carry about with me, the whole of my wearing apparel is at present at my uncle's.' This gentleman's patronage and influence must have been very extensive, for his nephew writes, 'His interest is too high'—'It is too much'—'It is tremendous'—and the like. Still it does not appear (which is strange) to have procured for him any lucrative post at court or elsewhere, or to have conferred upon him any other distinction than that which was necessarily included in the countenance of so great a man, and the being invited by him to certain entertainment's, so splendid and costly in their nature, that he calls them 'Golden Balls.'




   




  It is needless to multiply instances of the high and lofty station, and the vast importance of the Chuzzlewits, at different periods. If it came within the scope of reasonable probability that further proofs were required, they might be heaped upon each other until they formed an Alps of testimony, beneath which the boldest scepticism should be crushed and beaten flat. As a goodly tumulus is already collected, and decently battened up above the Family grave, the present chapter is content to leave it as it is: merely adding, by way of a final spadeful, that many Chuzzlewits, both male and female, are proved to demonstration, on the faith of letters written by their own mothers, to have had chiselled noses, undeniable chins, forms that might have served the sculptor for a model, exquisitely-turned limbs and polished foreheads of so transparent a texture that the blue veins might be seen branching off in various directions, like so many roads on an ethereal map. This fact in itself, though it had been a solitary one, would have utterly settled and clenched the business in hand; for it is well known, on the authority of all the books which treat of such matters, that every one of these phenomena, but especially that of the chiselling, are invariably peculiar to, and only make themselves apparent in, persons of the very best condition.




   




  This history having, to its own perfect satisfaction, (and, consequently, to the full contentment of all its readers,) proved the Chuzzlewits to have had an origin, and to have been at one time or other of an importance which cannot fail to render them highly improving and acceptable acquaintance to all right-minded individuals, may now proceed in earnest with its task. And having shown that they must have had, by reason of their ancient birth, a pretty large share in the foundation and increase of the human family, it will one day become its province to submit, that such of its members as shall be introduced in these pages, have still many counterparts and prototypes in the Great World about us. At present it contents itself with remarking, in a general way, on this head: Firstly, that it may be safely asserted, and yet without implying any direct participation in the Manboddo doctrine touching the probability of the human race having once been monkeys, that men do play very strange and extraordinary tricks. Secondly, and yet without trenching on the Blumenbach theory as to the descendants of Adam having a vast number of qualities which belong more particularly to swine than to any other class of animals in the creation, that some men certainly are remarkable for taking uncommon good care of themselves.




   




   




   




  Chapter Two




   




  WHEREIN CERTAIN PERSONS ARE PRESENTED TO THE READER, WITH WHOM HE MAY, IF HE PLEASE, BECOME BETTER ACQUAINTED




   




  It was pretty late in the autumn of the year, when the declining sun struggling through the mist which had obscured it all day, looked brightly down upon a little Wiltshire village, within an easy journey of the fair old town of Salisbury.




   




  Like a sudden flash of memory or spirit kindling up the mind of an old man, it shed a glory upon the scene, in which its departed youth and freshness seemed to live again. The wet grass sparkled in the light; the scanty patches of verdure in the hedges—where a few green twigs yet stood together bravely, resisting to the last the tyranny of nipping winds and early frosts—took heart and brightened up; the stream which had been dull and sullen all day long, broke out into a cheerful smile; the birds began to chirp and twitter on the naked boughs, as though the hopeful creatures half believed that winter had gone by, and spring had come already. The vane upon the tapering spire of the old church glistened from its lofty station in sympathy with the general gladness; and from the ivy-shaded windows such gleams of light shone back upon the glowing sky, that it seemed as if the quiet buildings were the hoarding-place of twenty summers, and all their ruddiness and warmth were stored within.




   




  Even those tokens of the season which emphatically whispered of the coming winter, graced the landscape, and, for the moment, tinged its livelier features with no oppressive air of sadness. The fallen leaves, with which the ground was strewn, gave forth a pleasant fragrance, and subduing all harsh sounds of distant feet and wheels created a repose in gentle unison with the light scattering of seed hither and thither by the distant husbandman, and with the noiseless passage of the plough as it turned up the rich brown earth, and wrought a graceful pattern in the stubbled fields. On the motionless branches of some trees, autumn berries hung like clusters of coral beads, as in those fabled orchards where the fruits were jewels; others stripped of all their garniture, stood, each the centre of its little heap of bright red leaves, watching their slow decay; others again, still wearing theirs, had them all crunched and crackled up, as though they had been burnt; about the stems of some were piled, in ruddy mounds, the apples they had borne that year; while others (hardy evergreens this class) showed somewhat stern and gloomy in their vigour, as charged by nature with the admonition that it is not to her more sensitive and joyous favourites she grants the longest term of life. Still athwart their darker boughs, the sunbeams struck out paths of deeper gold; and the red light, mantling in among their swarthy branches, used them as foils to set its brightness off, and aid the lustre of the dying day.




   




  A moment, and its glory was no more. The sun went down beneath the long dark lines of hill and cloud which piled up in the west an airy city, wall heaped on wall, and battlement on battlement; the light was all withdrawn; the shining church turned cold and dark; the stream forgot to smile; the birds were silent; and the gloom of winter dwelt on everything.




   




  An evening wind uprose too, and the slighter branches cracked and rattled as they moved, in skeleton dances, to its moaning music. The withering leaves no longer quiet, hurried to and fro in search of shelter from its chill pursuit; the labourer unyoked his horses, and with head bent down, trudged briskly home beside them; and from the cottage windows lights began to glance and wink upon the darkening fields.




   




  Then the village forge came out in all its bright importance. The lusty bellows roared Ha ha! to the clear fire, which roared in turn, and bade the shining sparks dance gayly to the merry clinking of the hammers on the anvil. The gleaming iron, in its emulation, sparkled too, and shed its red-hot gems around profusely. The strong smith and his men dealt such strokes upon their work, as made even the melancholy night rejoice, and brought a glow into its dark face as it hovered about the door and windows, peeping curiously in above the shoulders of a dozen loungers. As to this idle company, there they stood, spellbound by the place, and, casting now and then a glance upon the darkness in their rear, settled their lazy elbows more at ease upon the sill, and leaned a little further in: no more disposed to tear themselves away than if they had been born to cluster round the blazing hearth like so many crickets.




   




  Out upon the angry wind! how from sighing, it began to bluster round the merry forge, banging at the wicket, and grumbling in the chimney, as if it bullied the jolly bellows for doing anything to order. And what an impotent swaggerer it was too, for all its noise; for if it had any influence on that hoarse companion, it was but to make him roar his cheerful song the louder, and by consequence to make the fire burn the brighter, and the sparks to dance more gayly yet; at length, they whizzed so madly round and round, that it was too much for such a surly wind to bear; so off it flew with a howl giving the old sign before the ale-house door such a cuff as it went, that the Blue Dragon was more rampant than usual ever afterwards, and indeed, before Christmas, reared clean out of its crazy frame.




   




  It was small tyranny for a respectable wind to go wreaking its vengeance on such poor creatures as the fallen leaves, but this wind happening to come up with a great heap of them just after venting its humour on the insulted Dragon, did so disperse and scatter them that they fled away, pell-mell, some here, some there, rolling over each other, whirling round and round upon their thin edges, taking frantic flights into the air, and playing all manner of extraordinary gambols in the extremity of their distress. Nor was this enough for its malicious fury; for not content with driving them abroad, it charged small parties of them and hunted them into the wheel wright's saw-pit, and below the planks and timbers in the yard, and, scattering the sawdust in the air, it looked for them underneath, and when it did meet with any, whew! how it drove them on and followed at their heels!




   




  The scared leaves only flew the faster for all this, and a giddy chase it was; for they got into unfrequented places, where there was no outlet, and where their pursuer kept them eddying round and round at his pleasure; and they crept under the eaves of houses, and clung tightly to the sides of hay-ricks, like bats; and tore in at open chamber windows, and cowered close to hedges; and, in short, went anywhere for safety. But the oddest feat they achieved was, to take advantage of the sudden opening of Mr Pecksniff's front-door, to dash wildly into his passage; whither the wind following close upon them, and finding the back-door open, incontinently blew out the lighted candle held by Miss Pecksniff, and slammed the front-door against Mr Pecksniff who was at that moment entering, with such violence, that in the twinkling of an eye he lay on his back at the bottom of the steps. Being by this time weary of such trifling performances, the boisterous rover hurried away rejoicing, roaring over moor and meadow, hill and flat, until it got out to sea, where it met with other winds similarly disposed, and made a night of it.




   




  In the meantime Mr Pecksniff, having received from a sharp angle in the bottom step but one, that sort of knock on the head which lights up, for the patient's entertainment, an imaginary general illumination of very bright short-sixes, lay placidly staring at his own street door. And it would seem to have been more suggestive in its aspect than street doors usually are; for he continued to lie there, rather a lengthy and unreasonable time, without so much as wondering whether he was hurt or no; neither, when Miss Pecksniff inquired through the key-hole in a shrill voice, which might have belonged to a wind in its teens, 'Who's there' did he make any reply; nor, when Miss Pecksniff opened the door again, and shading the candle with her hand, peered out, and looked provokingly round him, and about him, and over him, and everywhere but at him, did he offer any remark, or indicate in any manner the least hint of a desire to be picked up.




   




  'I see you,' cried Miss Pecksniff, to the ideal inflicter of a runaway knock. 'You'll catch it, sir!'




   




  Still Mr Pecksniff, perhaps from having caught it already, said nothing.




   




  'You're round the corner now,' cried Miss Pecksniff. She said it at a venture, but there was appropriate matter in it too; for Mr Pecksniff, being in the act of extinguishing the candles before mentioned pretty rapidly, and of reducing the number of brass knobs on his street door from four or five hundred (which had previously been juggling of their own accord before his eyes in a very novel manner) to a dozen or so, might in one sense have been said to be coming round the corner, and just turning it.




   




  With a sharply delivered warning relative to the cage and the constable, and the stocks and the gallows, Miss Pecksniff was about to close the door again, when Mr Pecksniff (being still at the bottom of the steps) raised himself on one elbow, and sneezed.




   




  'That voice!' cried Miss Pecksniff. 'My parent!'




   




  At this exclamation, another Miss Pecksniff bounced out of the parlour; and the two Miss Pecksniffs, with many incoherent expressions, dragged Mr Pecksniff into an upright posture.




   




  'Pa!' they cried in concert. 'Pa! Speak, Pa! Do not look so wild my dearest Pa!'




   




  But as a gentleman's looks, in such a case of all others, are by no means under his own control, Mr Pecksniff continued to keep his mouth and his eyes very wide open, and to drop his lower jaw, somewhat after the manner of a toy nut-cracker; and as his hat had fallen off, and his face was pale, and his hair erect, and his coat muddy, the spectacle he presented was so very doleful, that neither of the Miss Pecksniffs could repress an involuntary screech.




   




  'That'll do,' said Mr Pecksniff. 'I'm better.'




   




  'He's come to himself!' cried the youngest Miss Pecksniff.




   




  'He speaks again!' exclaimed the eldest.




   




  With these joyful words they kissed Mr Pecksniff on either cheek; and bore him into the house. Presently, the youngest Miss Pecksniff ran out again to pick up his hat, his brown paper parcel, his umbrella, his gloves, and other small articles; and that done, and the door closed, both young ladies applied themselves to tending Mr Pecksniff's wounds in the back parlour.




   




  They were not very serious in their nature; being limited to abrasions on what the eldest Miss Pecksniff called 'the knobby parts' of her parent's anatomy, such as his knees and elbows, and to the development of an entirely new organ, unknown to phrenologists, on the back of his head. These injuries having been comforted externally, with patches of pickled brown paper, and Mr Pecksniff having been comforted internally, with some stiff brandy-and-water, the eldest Miss Pecksniff sat down to make the tea, which was all ready. In the meantime the youngest Miss Pecksniff brought from the kitchen a smoking dish of ham and eggs, and, setting the same before her father, took up her station on a low stool at his feet; thereby bringing her eyes on a level with the teaboard.




   




  It must not be inferred from this position of humility, that the youngest Miss Pecksniff was so young as to be, as one may say, forced to sit upon a stool, by reason of the shortness of her legs. Miss Pecksniff sat upon a stool because of her simplicity and innocence, which were very great, very great. Miss Pecksniff sat upon a stool because she was all girlishness, and playfulness, and wildness, and kittenish buoyancy. She was the most arch and at the same time the most artless creature, was the youngest Miss Pecksniff, that you can possibly imagine. It was her great charm. She was too fresh and guileless, and too full of child-like vivacity, was the youngest Miss Pecksniff, to wear combs in her hair, or to turn it up, or to frizzle it, or braid it. She wore it in a crop, a loosely flowing crop, which had so many rows of curls in it, that the top row was only one curl. Moderately buxom was her shape, and quite womanly too; but sometimes—yes, sometimes—she even wore a pinafore; and how charming THAT was! Oh! she was indeed 'a gushing thing' (as a young gentleman had observed in verse, in the Poet's Corner of a provincial newspaper), was the youngest Miss Pecksniff!




   




  Mr Pecksniff was a moral man—a grave man, a man of noble sentiments and speech—and he had had her christened Mercy. Mercy! oh, what a charming name for such a pure-souled Being as the youngest Miss Pecksniff! Her sister's name was Charity. There was a good thing! Mercy and Charity! And Charity, with her fine strong sense and her mild, yet not reproachful gravity, was so well named, and did so well set off and illustrate her sister! What a pleasant sight was that the contrast they presented; to see each loved and loving one sympathizing with, and devoted to, and leaning on, and yet correcting and counter-checking, and, as it were, antidoting, the other! To behold each damsel in her very admiration of her sister, setting up in business for herself on an entirely different principle, and announcing no connection with over-the-way, and if the quality of goods at that establishment don't please you, you are respectfully invited to favour ME with a call! And the crowning circumstance of the whole delightful catalogue was, that both the fair creatures were so utterly unconscious of all this! They had no idea of it. They no more thought or dreamed of it than Mr Pecksniff did. Nature played them off against each other; THEY had no hand in it, the two Miss Pecksniffs.




   




  It has been remarked that Mr Pecksniff was a moral man. So he was. Perhaps there never was a more moral man than Mr Pecksniff, especially in his conversation and correspondence. It was once said of him by a homely admirer, that he had a Fortunatus's purse of good sentiments in his inside. In this particular he was like the girl in the fairy tale, except that if they were not actual diamonds which fell from his lips, they were the very brightest paste, and shone prodigiously. He was a most exemplary man; fuller of virtuous precept than a copy book. Some people likened him to a direction-post, which is always telling the way to a place, and never goes there; but these were his enemies, the shadows cast by his brightness; that was all. His very throat was moral. You saw a good deal of it. You looked over a very low fence of white cravat (whereof no man had ever beheld the tie for he fastened it behind), and there it lay, a valley between two jutting heights of collar, serene and whiskerless before you. It seemed to say, on the part of Mr Pecksniff, 'There is no deception, ladies and gentlemen, all is peace, a holy calm pervades me.' So did his hair, just grizzled with an iron-grey which was all brushed off his forehead, and stood bolt upright, or slightly drooped in kindred action with his heavy eyelids. So did his person, which was sleek though free from corpulency. So did his manner, which was soft and oily. In a word, even his plain black suit, and state of widower and dangling double eye-glass, all tended to the same purpose, and cried aloud, 'Behold the moral Pecksniff!'




   




  The brazen plate upon the door (which being Mr Pecksniff's, could not lie) bore this inscription, 'PECKSNIFF, ARCHITECT,' to which Mr Pecksniff, on his cards of business, added, AND LAND SURVEYOR.' In one sense, and only one, he may be said to have been a Land Surveyor on a pretty large scale, as an extensive prospect lay stretched out before the windows of his house. Of his architectural doings, nothing was clearly known, except that he had never designed or built anything; but it was generally understood that his knowledge of the science was almost awful in its profundity.
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