Marcu 16, 1864.)
DICKENS ON THACKERAY.

A GRACEFUL AND TOUCHING TRIBUTE,

The following tribute to the memory of
William Makepeace Thackeray, by Charles
Dickens, opens the February number of the
Cornhill Magazine.

“It has been desired by some of the personal | and that he bestowed great

friends of the great English writer who es-
tablished this magazine, that its brief record

of his baving been stricken from among men |

PTHE DESERET N-EWLB.
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conviction that he was in the healthiest vigor
of his powers when he Wro
labor. In respect of earnest feeling, far-see-
it:ﬁl‘ purpose, character, incident, and a cer-

loving picturesqueness blending the
whole, I believe it to be much the best of all
bis works. That he fully
that he had become etrongly attached to it,
ins upon it, I
trace in almost every page, It contains one
picture which must have cost him extreme
distress, and which is a masterpiece. There

gshould be written by the old comrade and |are two children in it, todched with a hand as

brother-in-arms who pens these lines, and of

loving and tender as ever a father caressed his

whom he ofter wrote himself, and always |little child with. There is some young love,

with the warmest generosity.

tor of my earlieat book. I saw him last,

'as pure and innocent and pretty
“Isaw him first, nearly twenty-eight years |
ago, when he proposed to become the ilIustr&-i

as the truth.
And it is very remarkable that, by reason of
tbe singular construction of the story, more
than one main incident usually belonging to

bt on this last .

meant it to be so, '

shortly before Christmas, at the Athenmum the end of such a fiction is anticipated iu the
Club, when he told me that he had been in beginning, and thus there is an approach to
bed three days—that, after these attacks be completeness in the fragment, as to the satis-
was troubled with cold shiverings, ‘which’ faction of the reader’s mind concerning the
quite took the power of work out of him’— mast interesting persons, which could bardly
and that he had it in his mind to try a new bhave been better attained if the writer’s break-

remedy
was very cheerful and looked very bright,
the night of that day week he died,

“The long interval between
periods is marked in my rememhrance of him |
by many occasions when he was supremely
humoreous, when he was irresistitly extrava-
gant, when he was softened and serious, when
be was charming with childres. But, by noue
do I recall him more tenderly than by two or
three that start out of the erowd, whern he un-
expectedly presented himself inmy room,
announcing Low that some passage in a cer-
tain book bhad wade him cry yesterday, and
how that he bad come to dinner, *because he
couldn’t help it «nd must talk some passage
over. No one can ever have seen him more
genial, natural, cordial, fresh and hLonestly
impuisive, than I bave seen him at those
times. No one can be surer than I, of the
greatness and the goodness of the heart that
then diselosed itself. :

“We had our differences of opinion. T
tbought that he too much feigned a waunt of |

In

earnegtness, and that be made a pretence of | In his first sleep

these two

~where death stopped his hand, shows that he

throbbed with an exquisite bliss’

Christian hope throughout life bumbly cher-

which he lasghingly described. He  ing-off bad been foreseen.

_ *“The last line he wrote, and the last proof
'he corrected, are among these papers through

'which I have so sorrowfully made my way.

The condition of the little pages of manuscript

had carried them about, and often taken them
out of his pocket here and there, for patient
revision and interlineation. The last words
he corrected in print were, ‘Aud my heart
God grant
that on that Cbristmas Eve when he laid his
bead back on his pillow and threw up bis
arms as be had been wont to do when very
weary, some consciousness of duty Jone and

ished, may have caused his own heart so to

thru!b, when he passed away tohis Redeemer’s
rest

—

'may eparkle in their purest brilliancy. The branches.

, Heunderstood French and German,
true end of life ia self-culture, progression,

| . painted in water colors, was a good account-
tlcction; to develop ana mature the germs aut, and wrote all the words as well as the

mplanted in our natures. No one attains this music of his songs. These words werein
end who does notdo the best thing inlife style almost identical with his melodieg—
that heis capable of. Talents were never sweet, simple, and no worse in rtbyme or
given to men that they might bury themin a rythm than the majority of popular lyries.
napkin. Every human being hasa npecintity,1 George Willis, the Baltimore music pub-
(it 18 bis buginess to improve it. He may not lisher, pubiished his first song in 1842, It wasg
be apn eagle, soaring over the mountain cliffs, ' called ‘Open thy lattice, love,” and was fol-
 yet the sparrow gladdens as many heartsin Jowed by ‘Old Urcle Ned,” and ‘Oh! Susan-
the valley as the eagle does in the eyrie. The na,” which were issued by Petera of Cinecin-
trouble is. that through indolence or diffidence, natti. Then appeared the ‘Louisiana Belle,’
we do not try our wings; or if we mount from ‘Nelly was a Jady,” ‘Camptown. Races,” ‘M
the ground we fear to lose sight of it,lest Oid Kentucky Home,” ‘Massa’s in the col .
some unknown sun may dis-olve our pinions, cold ground,” ‘Nelly Bly,” ‘Oh, boys carry me
and cast ps from our giddy beight. But no ’loug,’ ‘Old Folks at Howe, and others
one ever yet attained to eminence who did With these Foster established his reputation
not lose sight of himself in gazing on his ' as'a writer of necro minstrelsy, and at the
goal. The purpose must swallow up the in- | 8ame time made considerable money, his New
dividual, else the individual will swallow | York publishers, Firth, Pond & Co., paying
uf the purpose, and stand disecrowned and him over $15,000 on ‘Old Folks at Home,’
alo

ne in the midst of a desert, aspiring to be a alone—the m: st profitable piece of music ever

kiog yet without a prospective kingdom. As published in this ecity. K. P. Christy paid
regards our gpecial work in life, it is evident IFnEtEt $500 for the privilege of havirg his
that ambition often takes the place of capa- name published on one edition of this song,
bility, and dazzles the unwary by glittering | During thie past ten years Foster’s compogi-
ignis fatui. Tbis does not do the world much tions were of a more sentimental and refined
harm, for the lion’s skin must fit close'y to be character. He cropped the burlesque negro
worn gracefully; but to the misguided victims words and wrote and compos d such sorgs as
it 1s a source of great loss, for ther-by their *Willie, we have missed you,” ‘Ellen Bayne,’
own work in life is left undone; and no other | ‘Maggie by my side,” ‘Come where my love
can do it for them. | lies dreaming,? ‘Littie Ella,’ ‘Jennie with the
It we would do this in all integrity, we must | light brown bair,” ‘Willie, my brave,” ‘Fare-
prove our own natures with a skilifu', un- well, my Litile dear,” ‘Ob, comrades, fill ne
sparirg band, seeing the limit of our bizh+st 'glass f.r me,’ ‘Old Dog Tray,” Mollie, do you

capacity, and when found, press earnestly on, 'love me?’ ‘Summer breath,” ‘Ah, may the red

nor stop till we attain it, taking care, mean- rose live away,” ‘Come with thy sweet voice
while, that we do not overes'imate our own again,” ‘I see her still in my dreams,’ ‘Suffer

abilities, Life is larger than most people litt e children to come unto me,” ‘Ella is an -

think. Why be ambitious? Why not work ' A gel, ‘I will be true to thee,” and over a
calmly and é-rnestly toward the right? We bunired6thers. Hislast composition—a son
are but sands in the domain of time. We can 'said to include one of his most beautifu

“He was found seuafully lying as above
deseribed, composed, undisturbed, and to all
appearance asleep, on the 24th of December,
1863. He was only in his fifty-third year; so
young a man that the mother who blessed him
blessed him in his last.

fill, at best, but a smalil corner in our century. 'melodies—will soon be publisied by Horace
It is scarcely worth while to be dazzled by ' Waters in this city. His later works exhibit
the glare of personal ambition, when it mist 'greater grace and tenderness than his earlier
necessarily be so fleeting. Yet the corner isa onee; and had he lived, and taken proyer care

part of the w.rld, and it is necessaiy to tha|of his health, he mght have obtained the.

As

%ﬂ!l‘l[ harmony that it should be well filled. ! most enviable eminence as a musician.

e lose sight of personal ambition, in the |it is, he had the blessed, heaven-sent gift of

undervaluing his art, which was 1ot good for | Twenty years before, he had written, Itturhl‘o".'lﬂllr acceptation of the term, when we look | melod,and his compositions, if not his name, °
the art that he beld in trust. But. when he being in a white squall: up-n the world ina broad light. We grow are known all over the world. Russians,
fell upon these topics,it was never very ¢ <And when, Its force expenied, inte a noble ambition that looks for its motion ,' Italians, Germans, French and even Egyp- !
gravely, and | have a lively image of him in The harmlees storm was end to the development of the world, and strugzle 'tians and' Chinese, hive heard and admired
my mind, twisting both hig hands in his hair, And, as the runrise splendid upward in our chosen vocation, forgetful of those sweet & rains which made Stephen C.- -

- ; ; Came biunshing o’er Lthe suaj
and stamping about, laughing, to make an end I thought, as day was breasing,
of the discussion. - - My little girls were waking,

“When we were associated inremembrance And smiling, and makiog
of the late Mr Douglas Jerrold, he delivered | SUSIRIVS DL RIS Ui,

a public Jecture in London, in the course of |

“Those little girls had grown to be women
which he read his very best contribution to | When the mournful day broke tbat saw their
Punch, describing the grown-up cares of a fatherlying dead. Inthose twenty years of
poor family of young children. No one hear- | companionship with him, they had learned
ing bim could have doubted his natural gen- much from bim; and one of them has a literary
tleness, or his thoroughly unaflfected manly course before her, worthy of her famous
sympathy with the weak and lowly, He read Dame,

the paper most pathétically, and ‘with a sim- | *‘On the bright wintry day, t!“ last but one
plicity of tenderness that certainly moved one | of the old year, he was laid mn his grave at
of bis audience to tears. ‘lhis was presently | Kensal Green, there to mingle the dust
after his standing for Oxford, from which |to which the mortal part of him bad re-
place he had despatched hia agent to me, with ' turned, with that of a third child, lest in her
a droll note (to which he afterwards auded a ' infancy, years ago. The headsof a great
verbal postseript,) urging me to ‘come down | concourse of his fellow-workers in the arts,
and make a speech, and tell them who he wag, Were bowed around the tomb.”

for he doubted whether more than two of the | -
electors had ever heard of him, and he thought WHAT ARE WE LIVING FOR?
there might be as many as six or eight who _

had heard of me.’ He introduced the lrcture| What are we living for? Very few of us
just mentioned, with a reference to his late | know, or care to tnql.ﬁrt. We do not provide
electioneering failure, which was full of good ourselves with charts when we launch our

self, and willing that the plauet is rolled alons
by the force of our efforts Yet, if we look
narrowly into the matter, we find -that it
finally resolves itself into a personal ambi ion
of noble "type. Reason teac:es that the
growth of the world must be accomplished by
the growth of individuals, and that gelf- culture
must ever be the corner-stone of our efforts,
Thus we work most truly for our century
when we work most truly for ourseives; culti-
vating and using our best capabilities, purify-
ing our lives from every unworthy thoughr or
action, and letting our precepts always follow
our examples. While we aim at the reform
of society, we must begin the reform in our
own hearts; while we mine for the resources
of the age in which we live, we must first ex-
plore the veins in our own natures, and while
we hope for the final perfect development of
the human race, we must remember that it
will be delayed by just so much as our own
is neglected. The present is all with which
we have to do as active agents. If we aspire
to a glorious future for those who shall come
after us, it must be our noblest ambition to

sense, good spirils and good lumor, |
““He bad a particular delight-in boys and an 'sealed papers, no care to know the port of our
excellent way with them. Iremember his destination. There ig a pleasant mystery in
once asking me with fantastic gravity, when floatirg about at random, and gliding down
he bad been to Eton wheré my e!dast boy then | unknown currents—our enjoyment hightened
wag, whether Ifelt as he did in regard of meanwb le by the uncertainty as to whither
never seeing a boy without wanting iustantiy ' they will lead us. If we think of the life-
to give him a sovereign. I thought of this| voyage on sunshiny days, it is as a pleasure
when I looked down into his grave, after Le trip, to be enjoyed as well as we may; or as a
was laid there, for I looked down into it ovir trading voyage, to gather floating sea we-d
the shoulder of a boy to whom he had been ! barnacles, couch-shells and wampums—all
kind. lawful currency—in exchange for brain, and
““These are slight remembrances; but it isto heart, and time; or as an idle excursion, un-
little familiar things suggestive of the voice,| dertaken to kill the time, to be accomplished
look, manmner, never, never more to be en-|with the least care and thonght. Then,when
countered on this earth, that the mind first|the clouds.darken, and the rain falls heavily
turns in a bereavement. And greater things about us,—when fierce winds siege our frail
that are known of him,inthe way of his warm vessel in their grasp, and briny, bitter waves
alfections, his quiet endurance, his uvselfish | threaten to engulf us in their depths—then we
thoughtfuiness for ofh:rs, and bis munificent| watch the billows with a melancholy pleasure,
hand, may not be told. 'sadly hopit g for the final plunge,and thinking
“If, in the reckless vivacity of his youth, his | of our dreary voyage as a hard necessity,
salirical pen had ever gone astray or done  from which it was a pleasure to be released
amiss, he had caused it to prefer its own peti- | on any terms. Very few of us can breast the
tion for forgiveness, long before: storm with fortitude. Very few of us look
‘¢ tI’ve writthe toslyh fancy of his brain, out beyond the thick darkness to the glimmer
The almless Jest that, striking, hath csuged paln} of the faint beacon light which marks our
The ldle word thst etwish buck agin.’ goal. {r rather, very few of us steer for the
“In no pages thould Ttake it upon myself | beacon light at all, but go off in vague, aimless
at this time to discourse of Wis books, of his | exeurgions, coutent with the pleasure of float-
refined knowledge of character, of hig subtle | jng calmly en the waves.
acquaintance with the weaknesa pf human What do we live for? Is it to glide easily

‘bark on the broad ocean of life, but sail with |pa

ve the way tor it by pure lives and noble
actione. ‘‘Do the duty that lies nearest thee”
seeking earnestly for more light, act up to
your bighest convictions of justice, love your
neighbor as yourself, look 10 no motive but
the right, accept no guide but truth, and so
sball you attain tothe true end of life.—
[ Placerville News.

——- -
[From the New York FPost.]

THE MUSICAL CAREER OF THE LATE
STEPHEN C. FOSTER.

R

On the tomb of Donizetti, in the ecathedral

at Bergamo, is a modest inscription saying
that the dead composer was ‘“‘a finder of many
melodies.”” The simple record—!0o unpretend-
ing for the meri's of the ltalian composer—
will be c?atuliariy applicable to the late
Stephen C. Foster, the song-writer, who died
on the 18th instant, in this city.

Mr, Fcster was born in Pittsburg, July 4,
1826, the same day on which Thomas Jeffer-
son and John Adams died. His father was a
well-to-do farmer, and laid out on his pro-
perty a town which he intended to call Fos-
tervi le. Soon afterwards,says Mr. McKnight,
of the Pittsburg Evening Chronicle, in his in-
teresting biograpbical notice of the late song-
writer, the gallant Captain Lawrence was
killed, fighting his abip, the Chesapeake, and
Mr. Foustsr patriotically changed the name of

Foster pre-emirently the ballad writer of
America,

a collection—if not of all—of hig beet songs
during form; for their popu'arity will not die

them birth.

=

THE Orrenxsive RevicroNist,—Says the
Couniry Parson:

It must be admitted, with great regret, that
, people who make a considerable profession of

more thoroughly disagreeable than almost
any other humanbeirgs have made themselves.
You find people who claim not merely to be
pious and Christian people, but to be very
much more pious and Christian than others,
wbo are extieme'y uncharitable, unamiable,
repulsive, slupid and intensely opinionate

and self-satisfied. We know, frcm a very
| bigh authority, thata Christian ought to be
an episile in commendation of the blessed
faith he hold:. But it is beyond question that
\man}' pecple who profess to be Christians, are

like grim gorgons’ heads, warning people off
frem having anything to do with Christianity.
fWhy should a midd’e-aged clergyman 'wnfk
about ibe streets with a sullen and milignant
scowl alwaysa on his face, which, at the best,
would be a very uply one? Why should
another walk with his nose in the air, and bis
eyes rolled up, until they seem very like'y to
roll out? And why should a third be dabbled
over with a clarmy perspiratien and prolong
all his vowels to twice the usual length? It
is, indeed, a most woful thivg, that people
| who evince a spirit in every respect the con-
trary to that of our blessed Redeemer, should
fancy that they are Christians of singular at-
tainments; and it is more woful still that many
young people should be scared into religion or
unbelief by the wretcbed de'u ion that these
creatur-s, wickedly caricaturing Christianity,
are fairly represe ting it., I have seem more
deliberate malice, more.lying and cheating,
more backbiting and slandering, denser sty
pidity and greater self-sufficien y amorg bad-
hearted and wrong-beaded religionists, than
among any other buman beings. I have
known more malignity and slander conveyed
in the form of prayer than sbould have copn-
signed an ordinary slanderer to the pillery, I
have krown 4 person who made evening pray-
er a means of infuriating and stabbing the ger-

'and choruses, and publish them in some en-

with the man whose genial imagination gave

' religion have succeeded in making themselves

nature, of his delightful playfulness as an
essayist, of his quaint and touching ballads,
of his mastery over -the English lunguage.
Least of all, in these pages, enriched by his
brilliant qualities from the first of the seiies,
and beforeband aceepted by the public ghrough
the strength of his great name.

‘““But, on the table before me, there lies all
that he had written of bis Jatest and last
story. That it would be very sad to any one—
that it is inexpressibly soto a writer—in its
evidences of matured desigis never to be ac-
complished, of intentions begun to be executed
and destined never to be completed, of careful
preparation for long roads of thought that he
Was never to traverse, and for shining goals
that he was never to reach, will be readily
believed. The pain, however, that I have feit
in perusing it, bas not been deeper than the

from birth to death—tben *“to die and make
no sign;” nor leave any beyond the fragile
stone which quickly crumbles beneath the
breath of time? Jagged bricks are we, fitting
loosely in life’s structure;fragmentary beings,
made up of doudts, and bopes, and fears, with-
out an earnest purpose; glorious possibilities,
imperfectly deyveloped into mediocre attain-
ments.  Lif was given to us for a purpose—
it is a stepping stone to a higher, more
slorious state of being. 1t is our business to
fi ourselves for our transformation—to keep
ap the sacred fire whithis burning in our
hearts, and feed it plﬂﬂlilfﬂ“j' with fragrant
oils, that its aroma and light may be diffused
through a!l about us. The possibility of a
glorious life lies hidden in each human breast;
it is the business of each owner to unearth
the gem, angd to cut and pelish it, thatits rays

vents, under the pretext of confeseing their
gins. ““Tuou knowest, Lord, how thy ser-
vants have been oceupied this day;? with
thege words did the blasphemous mockery of
prayer begin the Sunday evening, in a house I
could eagily indicate; and then the man, un-
der the pretext of addressing the Almighty,
raked up theimisdoings of the servants (ihey

his town to Lawrenceville, adopting as the
motto on the corporation seal the dying words
of Lawrence, “Don’t give up the ship.”
When seven years oid, young Stephen Fos-
ter showed enough musical precocity to
learn, unaided, the flageolet; and later he
played other instiuments, thou:b, like most
composers, he was pever eminent as a per-
former. Like Moore, e was fond of -singing
his own sings, and when he accompanied him-
gelf on the piano or guitar, there wasa
charming and plaintive sadnegs in his voice
which touched the hearts of his listeners.
His mel dies are so swert, 8o simple, 8o un-
retending, that few people supposed (hat he
ad studied music scientifically, and was
familiar with the more c¢lassical works of
Mozart, Beethoven and Weber. He, also,
was a man of considerable vergatility in other

if be had ventured on at any other time,would
probably bave led some of them to assault
him,

- B

—1It is a remarkable fact that, although
common sheep delight in verdant fields, religi-
ous flocks are not anxious for green pastors.

—Why is sympatby like blind-man’s-bufi?
Because it is a fellow feeling for a fellow erea -
ture,

1 |

being preseut, of course,) in a fashion which,

We hope his pub ishers will make .



