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PREFACE.

TDhoxews hag deseribed himself as “a not very robust child,
sitting in by-places, near Rochester Castle, with a head full of
Partridge, Strap, Tom Pipes, and Sancho Panza” Now my
design and hope in putting forth my “Days™ with “the Best
of all Good Company™ is to fill the hends of the rising genera-
tion, and indeed some of the risen generation, with a desire to
beeome better scquainted with the best writers of this and other
countries, y

My “Davs™ will, I hope, lead readers to form lifo-long
acquaintances that shall have the best and happiest influence
on their lives, If they should dvaw readers from that

# —very unedifying stutiage of mind "

which is offered to them in the ghape of light current literatyre,
to become the companions of the noble minds that, we arve told,
#taken up any way are profitable company,” I should be able to
say with Voltaire, “J'ai fait un peu de bicn—cest mon meillour
cunrge”

EeronM CLup, December, 1372,



PREFACE TO THE AMERICAN EDITION.

Trz privilege of making extracts from Mrl Dickens's works
having been refused by his English publishers, Mr. Jerrold wos
compelled to Issne the English edition of his “Day with Charles
Dickena® in an incomplete and unsatisfictory form. As 1o such
restriction can be binding in this eountry, we have taken the lib-
erty of completing Mr, Jerrold’s design, by appeading selections.
from “ Pickwick Papers,” “ Sketches by Bog” &e.; and, in order
to keep the hook within preseribed limits, have left out some of
the less interesting matter that appeared in the English edition,

THE PUBLISHELRS.



CHARLES DICKENS.

dn Wemoriam,

WAS passing In review masses of rorraspondence, be-
iimes, on June 10, 1570, clearing the weeds from the
ﬁv fowers, and tying up the precious papers of a life passed
| in the thiek of the litersry sctivitics of my time, when
I recsived o letter: “T should have wiitton to you earlier
to-day but from the smart blow of this sudden illness of
our dear Charles Dickens, who had engaged to meek me this vory after-
noon (Jane 9) at 3 o'cloclk, litile decaming of what was to put aside the
appointment.” [ rang for the morning papers.

Charles Dickons had passed away from us!  Lay before me his letier
in which he told me how, on o eertain June day, trovelling from Gad's
Hill to Londan, & bluff City man had piped over the edge of his morning
paper, “ Do you see this?  Dougles Jerreld is dead!” Dickens was in-
wxpressibly shocked, for he bad seen into the heart of his friend; and
they had parted only a fow days before, with the intention of spending
some happy hours in the house by Rockester. % Fow of his friends,” —
1 have the words before me in a blarred writing not often written by that
firm and willing hand,— ¢ I think, ean have had more favorable oppor-
tunities of knowing him, in his gentlest snd most affectionate aspect, than
Thave had. e wos one of the gentlest and most affectionate of men.”

So of Dickens, Who lmew him best and olosest, saw how little he
wonld ever produce to the euter world, of the bright, ehivalrous, engag-
ing, and deep and tender heart that beat within his bosom, The well of
kindness waa open to mankind, and from it generations will drink; bab
it was never fathomed.  Charles Dickens, as all writers about him have
tostified, was 5o gracionsly as well as luvishly endowed by Nature that
evory utheranes was sunsy, every sentiment pure, every emotional opinion
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instinetively right, —Tlike a woman'’s. The head that governed the richly-
stored heart was wise, prompt, and alert ot the sume time, He commu-
nicated to all he did the delightful sense of ease with power. Prodigal
as he was, he seemed ever to reserve more love and tenderness than he
gave. s vigor was sustained, as well as brilliant and daring. His
mind, so marked in its self-respect and equal poise, was never wesk on
grent ocensions, a3 the judicial mind so often s, There was something
feminine in the guality that led him to the vight verdiet, the appropriste
word, the core of the heart of the gquestion in hand. The air abont him
vibrated with his activily, and his surprising vitality. In a diffiealty men
felt safe, inerely hoonnse he wos present,  Most easily, among all thinkers
it has been my fortunc to know, was he master of every situstion in
which ke placed himself. Not only becauze of the latent, conseions power
that was in him, and the knichtly cheorfulness which became the pure-
minded servant of humanity who had vsed himself to victory; bub be-
enuze he adopted alwaye the old plain advice, and deliberated well bofore
he acted with the vigor which was inseparable from any activity of his.
The art with which Charles Dickens mamaged men and women was
nearly all emotional. Az in his books, he deew st will npon the tears of
his readers: in his life he helped men with a apontaneous grace and sweet-
ness which are indescribable. The deep, vich, cheery voieo; the brave
and nohie countenanoe; the hand that had the five of friendship in its
grip, —all played their part in eomforting in & moment the ereature who
had eome to Charles Dickens for advice, for help, for sympathy.  When
he took a canse in hand, or o friend under his wing, people who kmew him
tireathed in & placid senae of secority. He had not only the cordial will
o be of use wherever his services could be advantageously enlisted, hus
Te could sce ab a glance the exact thing he might do; and beyond the
range of his conviction as to his own power, or the limit of proper asling
or advancing, no power on earth conld move him the breadth of a hair,
Slow to adoph a canse, Charles Dickens was the first in the battla
for it when ho had espoused it Tle had the qualitics of the perfoct
trooper, ae well 03 the far-seeing eaptain. 1 have a letter of his, about
Ttaly, dated 15844, In which, amid hearty gossip, he turns to a canse that
was dear to him b the time.  “ Come and see me in Italy,™ ke says to my
father. “Letus smoke a pipe among the vines. 1 have taken a little
house surrounded by them, and no man in the world should be more wel-
coma fo it than you; " and from the midst of the vines he turns to the
Sanatorium in the New Road, nearly opposite the Devonshire Place in
which so many wisely-happy evenings have been passed. *Is your mod-
esty really a confirmed habity or could you preveil upon yourself, if you
are moderately well, to et me eall you up for a word or two at the Sana-
torium dinner? There are some men — exeellont men — connected with
thab institution who would take the very strongest interest in your doing
80, and do advise me one of these days, that if I can de it well and une
affectedly, I may.” Dickens had steadfastuess, endurance, thoroughuess,
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in all he undertook, Tf he invited a friend to his house, and it waa at a
distanee, he would write the most minute divections, — & woy-bill, — and
enliven gvery mile-stone with & point of humer or a happy saggestion of
pleasure fo come out of the exenrsion.®  “Think it ever.” (This from
Switzerland to & dear friend in London.) %I sould send you the minntest
partioulars of the journey. It's nearly all railroad and stcamboat, and
the eagiest in the world” I have snother letter of invitation to Paris,
written some three-mnd-twenty years ago. Amid exquisite touches of
humar, and in the glow of his friendship, lie details of the preeisest kind,
beginning, — @ The fifteenth of March is on & Monday. Now you can't
erogs to Boulogne on & Sunday, unless in swmmer time. . . . . The rail-
road from Abbeville hither, finished some time, s announced to open on
the 1st of Maveh,™ There are directions, in the event of the railrond being
open, and in the event of its remaining elosed, and an offer to secure the
proper seat in the malfe poste at Doulogne.  The coming, the visit, the re-
turn, the hour of errival in London, are all magped out, winding wp with,
#in London on Ssturday night the 27th.  Faild tout — a8 we say.”

In more sorions matters, he was o man of order and of righteous doing
indeed.  Cant s 80 well aived aboab the world, and people have eome to
take & spice of it 30 much for granted in every publie man who helds the
cause of his brethren to heart, that they ean hardly conceive of the noblest
servant that he had not the most infinitessimal particle of it. Wiiting
from the Sonth, when he was about o travel to London with the MS. of
#The Christmas Carol,” move then a quarter of a eontury ago, to read it
to & fow friends in Mr. John Forster's chambers in Lincoln's Inn Fields,
he ehserved of tha book, “1 have tricd to strile a blow opon that part of
the brass conntenanece of wicked Cant, where such eompliment is sorely
needed at this time; and I trost that the resuls of my training is st lonst
the exhibition of & strong desire o make it & stagpever. I you shouid
think at the end of the fonr rounds (there are no more) thet the sald
Cant, in the language of ¢ Bell's Life,’ f comes up piping,’ I shall be very
snuch the better for it Dickens abhorred a sham with his whole sonl.
When he published hiz “ Child's History of England,” the mass tool it
for granted that the chapters which were appenring in the eolumns of
“ Heusehold Worda * were so much copy, and that the writing of it for
his own childron was only & commeon, snd, to the world, warrantable ar-
tistie fickion. Such fiction was not possible to the greatest fction-wyiter
of our century. 1 have his worda before me on this history, and the ink
ie yellowing fast:—

«T am writing a little history of England for my bey, which I will
send you when it is printed for Him, though your boys are too old to
profit by it. It is curious that T have tried to impress upon him (writing,
T dare say, at the same moment with you) the exact spiritof your paper, t

® 1704 elters, pablished tn Me. James T, Flolde' dolightful  Vestardays with Authoss,”

evidenoe of his sod 2 &6 tnnke every detuil of
any plan of Bis pecket,

1 T Prewcher Pasrot,




