CHRISTMAS! /A well-known

W

TR . - ‘
 His Works, Infused With the Great Spirit of Love and Charity are Still Read Throughout the Civilized. World, and
i 0 (Thousands' Before the Platform Where it is Publicly Read at This Season of the Year-“He Being Dead

public man once said that: “Char-

les Dickens, to a great extent, made tac keeping of Christmas what it

is” There is little

ubt that the Master-Author's Christmas stories

infused into the World that Christmas spirit which is so prevalént to-
day—the Spint of Love and Charity, Charles Dickens' works are as

popular today as they were fifty

years ago. Branzhes of the Dick-

ens’ Fellowship Society are established in many towns on both sides
of the Atlantic, and their members hip in increasing yearly. Charles
Dickens will never be forgotten. The millions of his readers speak
for that, and he will be always especially remembered at Christmas

time,

MORE than one hundred and ten
vears had passed since . Charloy
Dickens saw the light, and it is
more than half a century since al
that was left of the ‘great heart
and brain wag deposited in West-
minister Abbey. Yet the magic of
Charles' Dickens siill ®ouches our
lives, and the manhood of the
whole Anglo-Saxon ruce is covered
by those hours of our boyhood
when ‘we laughed at Sam Weller,
hated Jonas Chuzzlewit, and
Carker, loved little Nell, trembled
ut Quilp, funcied ourselves Nichol-
#s Nickleby, envied David Copper-
field, longer to possess a Grip,
detested Peckshiff and cried over
the xufrg‘(ngs of Oliver Twist.
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. Mr. Stevenson once said  that
“youngsters love deep  draughts
that warm their blood and . stir
their pulses.” It is this that Char-
les Dickens. gave us over and
over again. A great writer © once
said to another: “When 1 feel my
age creeping upon me, I always
take down a volume of - Charles
Dickens It is like a draught at the
fairies’ well. Before 1 have read a
dozen pages I could persuade my-
self—provided no looking-glass was
near—-that .1 am once again a
youngster, the red blood - flowing
bravely in my veins, the love-light
daacing fn my eyes.”
* %P

Charles Dickens knew all his
characters. He knew the common
people of the town in all the lighty
and shadows of their existence.
He was never at home in the draw-
ing-room, but in the street he was
a magician to whom all secrets
were known: Charles Dickens had
the key to the street. He was of
the people and lived among them.
He listened to their wants -and
Sorrows, saw them in their dwell-
ing places, alleviated their distress,
and then ‘prodiced thém in his
works. His sympathy for the poor
and the neglected, and the desolate
and more especially for children
was a passion. Very few of ' the
wealthy would ever have known of
how much wrong and sorro, how
much also of hiddén nobleness ex-
isted in the lower depths of the
lite of our great cittes, had not
this deep feeling man of the
people touched their hearts and
taught them  that these fellow-
creatures had also feelings and
hopes, demanding sympathy and
help. %
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Charles Dickens as a° chiid-
lover is unique, “I love these little
people,” he says in the “Old Cur-
iosity Shop” “and it is no slight
thing when they who are so fresh
from God, love us.” His ex-
perience in his own child-life, his
childish hunger, and his  exper:
enceé of the blacking business,
throughout his works ome finds
that he never forgot that period or
his life, and he” never ceased to
sympathize ‘with suffering child-
hood. His portrayal of the suffer-
ings of Paul Dombey, the intense
interest displayed in the unrequitt-
ed love of little Paul's sister to-
wards her austere father; fire
dreams of little Pip in “Great Ex-
pectations,” friendless and home-
less Joe in “'Bleak House” and,
above all, his little cripple Tiny
Tim. Full of pathos and childlike
simplicity and tenderness, yet he
could hurl fierce denuncfation  at
criminals and the instigators of
crime, against cruelty and wrong.
He can make us shudder ag well
as well as laugh and cry.
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A BEAUTIFUL CHRISTMAS
STORY AND ITS LESSON

The lesson that Charles Dickens
conveyed to the world in his
“Christmas Carol” will never be
forgotten. His delineation of the
hard- hearted Scrooge in the first
portion of the Carol, his beautiful
contéption of the visits of the
Three Spirits—Past, Present and
Future—and the conversion of
the miserable, tight-fisted man rto
the genial and generous one, is a
beautiful Christmas story and
lesson. Let me quote a fow
lines:— :

Oh! But he was a tight-fisted.
hand at the grindstone, Scrooge: a
squeeaing, Wrenching, grasping
scraping, clutehing, covetous, old
sinner! Hard and sharp as flint
from which no steel had ever
struck out generous fire: secret,
and self-contained, and golitary as
an oyster. The cold within  him
froze his old " features, nipped his
pointed nose shrivelled his cheek,
stiftened his gait; made his eyos
red, his thin lips blue; and spoke
out shrewdly in hig grating voice.
A frosty rime was on his head, apd
on his everbrows and his wiry chin,

He carried his own low tempera-
ture always about with him; he
iced his oftice in the dog-days; and
didn't thaw it one degree at Christ-
mas.

Eternal heat and cold had little
influence on Scrooge. No warm'h
could warm, no wintry weather
chill him. No wind that blcw was
bitterer than he, no falling snow
was more intent upon its purpose,
no pelting rain less open to’ on-
treaty. Foul weather didn’'t know
where to have him. The heaviest
rain, and snow, and hail, and sleet,
could -boast of the advantage over
him in only one respect. They
often ‘“came down” handsomely,
and Scrooge never did.”

Nobody ever stopped him in the
street to say, with gladsome looks.
When will you come to see me?”
“My dear Scrooge, how are you?
No beggars implored him to best-
ow a trifle, no children asked him
what it was o'clock, no man ‘or
woman ever once in all his life
inquired the way to such and
such a place of ' Scrooge. Even
the blind men's dogs app2ared to
know him: and when they saw
him coming on, would tug their
owners into doorways and up
courts: and then would wag their
tails as though they said. “No eye
at all is better than an evil eye,
dark master!” .
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‘And, again, after the visit of the
Spirit of Christmas Past, and the
thawing effe¢t it has upon
Scrooge, the great Master teaches
Scrooge (the World) another less-
on in the Spirit of Christmas
Present: —

*The Ghost of Christmas Present

rose. .
“Spirit,” said Scrooge sub-
missively, “Conduct me where
you will. T went forth last night on
compulsion, and I learned a lesson
which is working now. Tonight, if
you have aught to teach me, let
me profit by it.”

“Touch my robe!"”

Scrooge did as he was told, and
held it fast.

Holly, misteloe, red berries, ivy,
turkeys, geese, game, poultry,
brawn, meat, -pigs sausages, Oyst-
ers, pies, puddings, fruit and
punch, all vanished instantly.  So
did the room, the fire, the ruddy
glow, the hour of night, and they
stood in the'eity streets on Christ-
mas morning, where [for the weath-
er- was severe) the people made a
rough, hut brisk and not unpleas-
ant kind of music, in scraping the
snow from the pgvement in front
of their dwellings; and from the
tops of their houses, whence it was
delight to the boys to see it come
plumping down into the road be-
low, and splitting into  artificial
little snow-storms.

The house fronts looked black
enough, and the windows black-
er, contrasting with the smooth
white sheet of snow upon the roofs,
and with the dirtler snow upen
the ground; which last  deposit
had been ploughed up in deep
furrows by the heavy wheels of
carts and wagons; furrows that
hundreds of times, where the great
crossed and recrossed each other
streets branched off; and made
intricate channels, hard to trace,
in the thick yellow mud and icy
water. The sky was gloomy and
the shortest streets were choked
up with a dingy mist, half thawed,
half frozen, whose heavier particl-
es descended in a shower of sooty
atoms, as if all the chimneys in
Great Britain had, by one consent,
caught fire and were blazing away
to their dear hearts content. There
was nothing very cheerful in the
climate or the own, and yet thern
was an air of cheerfulnesg abroad
tuat the clearest summer air and
hrightest summer sun might aaye
endeavored to diffuse in vain,
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But soon the steeples called gond
people all to church and chapel,
and away they came : ‘tlocking
through the streets in their bost
clothes, and with their gayest
faces. And at the same time thero
emerged from scores of by-streets,
lanes and namelesg turnings, ‘in-
numberable people, carrying their
dinners to the bakens’ shops. 'T'he
sight of these  poor = revellers
appeared to interest the Spirit very
much, for he stood with Screoga
beside him in a baker's doorway,
and taking off the covers as.their
bearers passed, sprinkled incense
on their dinners from his  torch.
‘And iL was a very uncommon kind
of torch, for onge or. twice when
there were angry words beiwesn
sonic’ dinner<carriers who  had
Jostled e¢ach other, he ‘shed 1 fow
drops of water on them. from it,
and théir good hamor was ressorei
divectly. For they said, it wus a

shame to quarre! upon Christmas
Day. And so it was! God love it,
so it was!

It tinie ihe tells ceased, anl the
bakers’ were shut up; and yet
there was a genial shadowing
forth of all these dinners and the
progress of their cooking, in the
thawed blotch of wet above each
baker’s oven where the pavement
smoked as if its stones were cook-
ing too. 3

s there a peculiar flavor in
what you sprinkle from your
torch?" asked Scrooge.

“There is. My own.”

“Would it apply to any kind of
dimner on this day?"  asked
Scrooge,

“To any kindly given. To a poor
one most."

“Why to a poor one
asked Scrooge.

“Because it 'needs it most.”

“‘Spirit,"” said Scrooge, after a
moment's thonght, “I wonder, you,
of all the beings in the many
worlds about us should desire to
cramp these people’s opportunities
of innocent enjoyment.”

“I?"* cried the Spirit.

“You would deprive them of
their means of dining every seventh
day, often the only day on which
they can be said to dine at all,”
said Scrooge. “Wouldn't you?”

“I"? cried the Spirit.

“You seek to close these places
on the seventh day?” said Scrooge.
“And it comes to the same thing.”

“I seek?” exclaimed the Spirit,

“Forgive me if I am wrong. It
has been done in your name, or at
least in that of your family,” sald
Scrooge.

“There are some upon this earth
of yours,” returned tHe  Spirit,
“who lay claim to know us and
who do their deeds of  passion,

most?"”

‘pride, jll-will, hatred, envy, bigot-

ry and selfishness in our name,
who are as strange to us and all
our kith and kin, as if they had
never lived. Remember that, and
charge their doings on themselves,
not us." ; :
Scrooge promised that he would;
and they went on, invisible,  as
they had been before, into  the
suburbs of the town. It was a re-
markabls quality of ‘the ghost
(which Scrooge had observed at
the baker's) that, notwithstanding
his gigantic size, he could accom-
modate himself to any place with
ease; and that he stood beneath a
low roof quite asg egracefully and
like a supernafural -reatura, as it
Was possible . Lie could have ‘done
iniany lofty hall. :
And perhaps it was the pleasure
the good Spirit had in showing orf
this power of his, or else it was
his own kind, generous, hearty
nature, and his sympathy with all
pocr men, that led him straight to
Scrooge's clerk's; for there he
went, and took Scrooge with l:im,
holding to his robe; and on  the
threshold of the door the  Spirit
smiled, and stopped to bless Iob
Cratchit’s  dwelling  with  the
sprinkling of bis torch. Think of
that! Bob had but fifteen  “bol”
4 week himself; he pocketed = on
Suturdays but tifteen coples of his
Christian name; and yet the Ghogt

or Christmas Present blessed hfs .

four-roomed house!
* ¥

And finally we bave the Spirit
of Christmag Yet To Come, where-
in Charles Dickens, in his happiest
vein depicts the agony which a
man of Scrogg's disposition.  and
nature goes through when he = re-
alizes the great mistake of his
life; but the joy and  happiness
when he wakes and knows and
feels that the opportunity of doing
good to his fellow man ig still his,
The Spirit stood among the graves
pointing to one with his finger.
Scrooge drew nearer and read
“Ebenezer Scrooge.”

“Am [ that man who lay upon
the bed?” he cried, upon his knees,
. The finger pointed from the
_grave to him and back again,
“No, Spirit! Oh, no, no!”

The finger still. was there.

“Spirit!"” he cried, tight clutch.
ing at its robe, “Hear me. I am not
the man I was. I will not be the
man I must have been but for this
inter.course; Why show me this if
I am past all hope?”

. For the first time the hand ap-
peared to shake. 4

[“Good Spirit,” he pursued, as
down upon the ground he feel be-
fore in “your nature intercedes for
me, and pities me. Assure me, that
I yet must change these shadows
you have shown me, by an altered
life!”

The kind hand trembled.

“I will honour, Christmas in my

heart, and try to keep it all the
year I will live in the Past, the
Present and the Future. The spirits
of all three shall strive within
me. I will not shut out the lessons
that they teach. Oh, tell m¢ 1 may
Sponge away the writing on this
stone!”
- In his agony, he caught the apec-
tral hand, It sought to free itselr,
but he was strong in his entreaty,
and detained it.

The Spirit, stfonger in his en
trbaty, redisfed,

Holding up his hands in a last
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prayer to have mis fate reversoed.
he saw an alteration in thc
phantom’s hood and dress. I
shrank, collapsed and dwindled
down into bedpost.

Yes! and the bedpost was his
own. The bed was his own, the
1aoom was his own. Best and hapni-
est of all the time hefore him was
his own, to make amends in !

“I will live in the Past, the Pres-
ent and the Future!" Scrooge ra-
peated. as he scrambled out of bed.
“The Spirits of all three shall
strive within me. O Jacob Marley'
Heaven and the Christmas time b2
praised for this! I say it on my
knees, old Jasob, on my knees."”,

He was so flattered and so glow-
ing with his” good intentions that
his broken voice would scarcely an-
swer to his call. He had been robi-
ing violently in his conflict with
the Spirit and his fuce was wet
with tears.

“They are not torn down,’ eried
Scrooge, folding one of hig bed-
curtains in his arms, “they are not
torn cown, rings and all. They are
here—I1 um here—the shadews of

the thing that would have haen,
may be «ispelled. They will he. «l
koow they vill.”

His hands were busy wita his
garments all this time; turning
them inside out, putting them on
upside down, tearing them, mislay-
ing them making them parties to
every kind of extravagance.

“I don't know what to do!" cried
Scrooge, laughing and crying in
the same breath, and makinz a per-
fect Lacoon of himself with  his
stockings “I am as light as a
feather, I am as happy as an angel.
I am as merry as a schoolboy, [ am
as giddy as a drunken man. A
Merry Christmas to everybody! A
Happy New Year to all the world.
Hollo, here! Whoop Hollo!”

He rrisked into the sitting-room,
and was now standing there, per-
fectly winded.

“There's the saucepan that thq
gruel was in!" cried Scrooge, start-
ing off aga!n, and going round the
Mireplace. “There's the door hy
which the Ghost of Jacob Marley
entered: There's the corner where
the ‘Ghost of Christmas Present
sat!. There's the window where I
saw the wandering spirit! It's all
right, it's all true, it all happened.
Ha, ha, ha!”

Really, for a man who had been
out of practice for so many years,
it was a splendid laugh, a most
illustrious laugh. The father of a
long, long line of laughs.

“I don't know how: long I've
been among the spirits. I don’t
‘know, anything. I'm quite a baby.
Never mind [ don't care, I'd rither
be .a baby Hollo! Whoop! Hollo,
here!” 5

He ~was checked in his tran-
sports by the churckes ringing
out the lustiest peals he had ever
heard. Clash clang, hammer; ding
do~-g, bell. Bell dong ding; hammer,
clang, clash! Oh! glorious, = glor-
ious! $

Running to the window he open-
ed it, and put out his head. No fog,
no mist; clear, bright, jovial, stirr-
ing, cold; cold, piping for the
blood to dance to; golden sunlight;
heavenly sky; sweet fresh air;
merry bells, Oh, glorfous, Glorious!

“What's today?”’ ‘cried Scrooge.
calling downward to a boy in Sun
day clothes, who perhaps had
loitered in to look about him,

“Eh! returned the boy, with all
his might of wonder. <

“What's today my fine fellow?"’
said Scrooge.

‘“Today!"” replied ‘the boy. “Why
Christmas Day."”

“It's Christmas Day!” said
Scrooge to himself. “I haven’t
missed it. The spirits have done it
all in one night, They can do any-
thing they like. Of couzse they. can.
Of course they can. Hollo, my fine
fellow!”

“Hollo!” my fine fellow!"

““Hollo!"” returned the boy.

“Do you know the poulterer's in
the next street but one, at the
corner?” Scrooge inquired.

“I should hope I did,”
the lad.

“An intelligent boy!" said
Scrooge. “A remarkable boy! Do
you know whether they’ve sold the
prize turkey that was hanging up
there? Not the little prize turkey;
the big one?” P

“What, the one as big
returned the boy. X

“What a delightful boy!"”  said
Scrooge. “It's a pleasure to talk to
him. Yes, my buck!” -
plied the boy. - :

“It's hanging there now,” replied
the hoy.

“Is it?" said Scrooge. “Go
buy it,”

“Walk-ER!"” exclaimed the boy.

“No, no,” said Scrooge, “I am
in earnest. Go and buy it, and tell
them to bring it here, that T may
Eive them the direction where to
take it. Come back with the man,
and I'll give you a shilling. Comn
back with him in less than five
thinutes and I'll give you hall a
crown,” )

The boy was off like a shot. 1le
must have had a steady hand at
trigger who could have gor ' a
£hoe off half so fast. '

replied

as me?”

and

ristmas Novel
His “Christmas Ce
Yot Speaketh”

" “I'll send it to sob Cratchit's!”
whispered Scrooge rubbing = his
Jhands and splitting with a laugh.
“He shan't know who sent it. It's
twice the size o{ timy Tim. Joe
Miller never made such a joke as
sending it to Bob's will be.”

The hand 1. which he wrote the
address was not a steady one, but
wriie it he did, somehow, and went
downstairs to opep.the street door,
ready for the: coming cf the
poulterer's man. As he . sstood
there, Wwaiting his  arrival, the
knocker caught his eye.

“I shall love it, as long as I live."
cried Scrooge patting it with his
hand. “I scarcely ever looked at 1t
hefore. What an honest exprassion
it has in its face. It's'a  wonier-
ful knocker. Here's th: - turkey.
Hollo! Whoop! - How are you?
Merry Christmas!” 3

It was a turkey! He naver could
have stood upon his legs, that bird.
He would have snapped 'ciy short
off in a minute, like sticks of seal-
ing-wax.

“Why it's impossible to  carry
that to Camden = Town,” said
Scrooge. “You must have a cab”

The chuckle with which. he said
this, and the chuckle with which
he paid for the turkey, and the
chuckle with which he paid for
the cab, and the chuckle with which
he recompensed the boy, were only
to be exceeded by the chuckle with
which he sat down breathless in
his chair again, and chuckled till
he cried.

* bk

Shaving was not an 'easy task,
for hig hand continued to shake
very much; "and shaving requires
attention, even when - you don't
dance while you are at it. But if
he had cut the end of his nose off
he would have put a  piece  of
sticking-plaster over it, and been
quite satisfied.

He dressed himself “all in
best,” and at last got out into
the streets. The people were by
this time pouring forth, as he had
seen them with the Ghost of
Christmas Present; and. walking
with his' hands = behind  him.
Scrooge regarded every ‘one with
a delighted smile, He looked so
irresistibly pleasant, in a = word,
that three or four good-humoured
fellows said, “Good morning, sir.
A Merry Christmas to you!” And

his

Scrooge said often afterwards, that.

of all the blithe sounds he had
ever heard, those were the biith-
est in hiy ears,

He had not gone far, wher com-
ing on towards him he heheld
the portly gentleman who hai
walked into his counting-house the
day before and said, “Scrooze apd
Marley's, I believe?’ It sent a
pang across his heart to ihink Low
the old gentleman would laok
upon him when they met: but Le
knew what path lay straight se.
fore him and he took it.
, “My. dear sir,” said
quickening his pace, and
the old gentleman by bhuth
hands. “How do you do? 1
you' succeeded yesterday.
very kind of you.
mas to you, sir!”

“Mr. Scrooge?"’ i

‘Yes,” said Scrooge, “That js my
name, and I fear it may not - .be
pleasant to you.  Allow me to ask
you pardon. And will you have
the goodness-—" here Scrooge
whispered in hig ear.

“Lord bless me!"” cried  the
gentleman, as if his breath -ver
taken away. “My dear Mr. Scrooge,
are you serious?”

It you please,” said . Scrooge.
“Not a farthing less. A great many
backpayments are included in it,
I assure you. Will you do me that
favour?” ;

“My dear sir,” said the ' other,
shaking hands with him, “I don't
kn’(.)w what to say to such muniti

Scroog?,
taking
his
hope
It wus
A Merry Christ-

“Don’t say anything, please,” re- .

torted Scrooge. “Come and  see
me. Will you come and see me?”

“I will!” cried the old gentle-
man. And it'was clear he meant to
do it. *

“Thank'ee,” gaid Scrooge. “I
am much obliged to you. I thank
you fifty times. Bless you!”

He went to church and walked
about the streets, and watched the
people hurrying to and fro, and
patted children on the head, and
questioned beggars, and looked

down into the kitchen, and found '
that everything couid ‘wield him

pleasure. He had never dreamed
that any Walk—that ' anything—
could give him 8o much happines

inspectors who .nowadays - com-
plicate the life of ‘mean streets.

Equality and Fraternity.

But equality and fraternity were
even more to Charles Dickens than
liberty. In alMost every one  of
his books he emphasizes the equal-
ity of the simple and the highly
placed, of the master and . the
man. It never occurred " to  Mr.
Pickwick to treat Sam Weller as
an inferfor, and indeed Dickens
makes it perfectly clear that
Sam was infinitely superior to
Mr. Winkle, Mr. ' Snodgrass,
and Mr. Tupman. The Marchioness
passed with perfect ease from ‘he
very  unpleasant underground
kitchen in St. Mary Axe to be the
mistress of Dick Swivelier's littie
house at Hampstead. The ‘whole
noral of the story »Hf Murtin
Chuzzlewit is that Mark Taplay is,
asg old Martin admits at the end of
tha book, morally and even ment-
ally superior of his richer associat.
es.

It is worth remarking that
there is no. condescension in . the
Dickens brand of equality, none. of
the maddening pose with - which
the earnest Fabian proclaims hig
equality with the out-of-work dock
labourer.

A Common Man

The whole truth is, and it is a
perfectly  splendid truth, that
Dickens, in. many respects that
most inspiring of all modern Eng-
lish writers, began and ended as a
common fellow. He knew precious
little about the aristocracy. Sir
Leicester Dedlock. is ag melodra-
matically unreal as Sir Mulberry
Hawk. He had very little sympathy
with the successful business man.
Mr. Rouncewell, the successful
iron-master, {8 drawn with  sym-
pathy, but Dickens makes it per-
fectly clear that he, infinitely pre-
fers Mr. Rouncewell's unsuccess-
ful brother, George the trrooper.

Dickens never thanked God that
he was not as other men. He spent
his whole life thanking Ged that
he wag as other men, and there ‘is
something intensely Christian in
the constant sincere declaration
of - equality with -others from a
man of outstanding genius.

A Shaw Preface

In a preface that he once wrote
to an edition of “Hard Times,” Mr.
Shaw lamental the fact that Dick-
ens had very little 'knowledge: of
industrial problems and very Ifttle
appreciation of the beneficent
power- of trade unions. It is ' quite
possible that it Dickens  were
alive today he would deplore maiy
modern industrial. developments
He might perhaps laugh at Labour
Leaders; but Dickens often laugh
ed at the people he loved, as, for
example, at Mrs. Nickleby, at Cap-
tain Cuttle, at Mr. Micawber, at
Mr. Micawber, at Mr. Boffin.

Perhaps Too Genial

From the paint of view of the
social reformer, the weakness of
Dickens is thai he shared the
characteristic of the common
Englishman of being able to make
the best of a bad job and to find
humour jn the most uncomfcrtable
circumstances. It 18 obvious, for
example, that the KLenwigses cn-
joyed themselves immensely, des-
pite the over-increasing number of
their family. Dickens could have
spent an evening with the Ken:
wigs family and have had a
splendid time with them and with
Mr. Newman Noggs, and his  en-
joyment might, and probably
would have caused him to forgnt
the urgent necessity that Kenwigs
should Have a better income and
that his house shruld have better
drains.

The modern demand for higher
wages and better drains Is ‘alto-
gether to be commended, but 'there
is a definite danger that, in our
preoccupation with material con-
ditions, we should neglect ¥pirituas
essentials. The modern raformes
is apt to regard the great bulk of
tha people as men and women to
be lauglied with, and caroused
with, and lived with. They "wers
really his brothery and sisters,

Real Sentiment

For him fraternity was not an
aspiration but a reality. If Dickens
were alive today he would TegrelL
the appalli unemployment tha.

S 2N ]
AN AMERICAN OPINION OF
CHARLES DICKENS

Charles Dickens was the
reme democrat of the nineteenth
century, if dem:ocracy implies a be-
lef in fraternity and equality as
well as liberty. Dickens certainly
valued personal liberty. If he wera
alive today he would probably join
Wwith Mr. Chesterton  and Mr.
Belloc in denouncing bureaucra.
tic interference with the actions of
the common man, He would 01086
proliibition, ‘and wotild have . ne
greater love -than 'Mr. Chestertoa
has for ‘the wildernesg of prying

hag resulted from the chaos of the
war, he would be sympathetic with
all efforts-to mitigate unemploy-
ment, but I do not think he would

_write pamphlets about it; he would
sup-

' far mord likely to go out in the
streets, pick out half a dozen men
from an unemployed prozession,
and give them a square meal with-
out bombast or patronage, as one
lueky brother giving a good time
to his unlucky brethren. . -

Dickens ‘was fiot only essentially
a common man, but he was also
c;;qeml-ll_y an English common man,

@ was constantly travelling on
the continent, He paid two visits
to America but while flamboyant
Up. patrotism would assuredly
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have moved him to scornful laught-
er, he was absolutely English in
his prejudices, his. sympathies, as

. English as Mr, Weller was half a'

century ago, as English as the taxi-'
man in the Loundon streets {8 Eng-
lish today. The foreigner I8 = ws-
ually a villain in the Dickens novel-
Blandois, for example, in  “Little
Dorrit,” and the French maid in
“Bleak House,” to say nothing cf
the unsympathetic. (to  use a
euphemism) Americans in “Martin
Chuzzlewit.”"

It is interesting to speculate as
to his attitude towards: the Irsh
question. Great wars and whole-
sale killings were unknown to the
men of his lucky generation, and
it is prefectly certain that his over-
mastering humanism would have
antagonized him to any policy that
meant continuation of strife  and
death and that he would be heart
and soul with Mr. Lloyd George in
the endeavor tQ make peace . be-
tween the English and the Irish
people.

“Let us be happy.” is the first
injunction of the Dickens gospel.
Then there follows the constant
demonstration that there can be
no happiness for the cruel, the
selfish, and the inconsiderate,
Ralph Nickleby ig rich and miser-
able. Uriah Heep however his plots
may succeed, is never happy Mrs.
Pipchin is a miserable old woman.
On the other hand. Tom Pinch’and
Mrs. Nickleby, Betsy Trotwood and
Mrs. Pickwick, Joe Gargery .and old
Varien—simple, kindly, unselfish
souls, all of them—are as happy
as the day is long. The Dickens
gospel can, indeed, he summarized
in the late Professor Clifford's fife
injunction, “Let’'s join hands and
help one another, for today we ave
here together.”

It is therefore,’ certain that if
Dickens were alive today he would
use the great weapon of his laught-
er against present-day abuses, and
present day cruelty, as he used to
in his own day against Poor Law,
bullies.. Yorkshire 8choolmasters,
the Law'g iniquitous delays and the
vicious system of imprisonment
for debt. He would jeer at  Pod-
snappery in high places. He would
gibbet pomposity and humbug. He
would exalt the simple and the
kind. And, when ong thinks of the
turmoil and the bewilderment in

. which our lives .are cast, it almost

seems as if our great misfortune
ig that' Charles Dickens is not alive
to cleanse the world with his deep,
wholesome, Cockney laughter.

* B+ P

LETTERS WRITTEN BY

/' CHARLES DICKENS
America has just acquired a new
iliterary treasure.. It consisfs ' of
more than 600 letters by Charles
Dickens, none of them' ever pub-
lished or scarcely. known cutside
the family of tueir author and thefy!
recipient. They were purchased
recently at the sale of the Burdett
Coutts library in London by Oliver
W. Barrett, a lawyer with offices
in Chicago and his home in the
suburb ¢f Kenflworth.
Virtualiy all these ‘letters were
written by Dickens to  Baroness
Burdett Coutts. The first is dated
July 1, 1839. Their datings con-
tinue until 1866. They describe his
impressions during his first visit
to America, in 1842, and his re-
actions to the adverse criticism hy
him by Americans after his de-
parture. They acknowledge sourc-
es of several of his fictional char-
acters, and afford intimate glimps-
es of him evolving his plots, writ-
ing his books and enjoying the
applause of them. They make plain
what an extraordinary volume of
time, energy and thought he de-
voted to charity They reveal jn-
timacies of his Fome life. of his
devotion to children in -the flesh
as well as in the imagination. They
abound in characteristic humor
and tenderness. They embody pass-
ages of narrative and descriptions
comparable with his formal con-
tributions to literature. They ex-
press as much as {3 to be found
anywhere of Dickens® philosophy.
Admittedly, they add no pre-
viously undiscovered  lineaments
to the portrait of Dickens as con.
structed* by his  contemporaries
and conveyed in the huge volumes
of his letters edited by his daught-
er and his sister-in-law. Their value
is in filling in and revivifying thess
earlier pictures, Sir  Edwarl
Sullivan, in an essay written at
the time their sale was announc-
ed, said: *“The lady editors of the
ublished corr lence in their
preface call their work ‘“another
book. from Chsrles Dickens’ own
hands, as it were a portrait of nim-
seif by himself, many detafls
omitted 'in that portrait are now
forthcomine. and the resulting pic-
ture is infinitely fuller than be.
fore. So continuous, indeed, and
80 well connected ‘are these lett.
ers to Miss Cowits that, it ' all
Dickens' other letter ~ had ' dfs.
appeared, we should be able out
of these alone to reconstruct the
author’s life and dolngs in a very
satisfactory way.”

Continued on Page Six




