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sufferedso much that he was advised to go abroad to made fo
r

the construction o
f
a clever book ; and h
e

recruit his failing strength . In 1841 h
e

visited differ- crowds into a single page a
s many goods things a
s ,

ent parts o
f Europe , and spent some time also in with more economy o
f

wit and humor , might suffi

Africa , and the change o
f

scene and the repose from ciently intersperse a volume . From this fact it hap
labor contributed greatly to h

is

relief . Since h
is

re
-

pens that Mr. Dickens sometimes caricatures , Mr.
turn , though h

is

health is not yet re -established , h
e

Neal always paints . The former exhibits o
n

h
is

can
has resumed his duties a

s
editor , and has likewise vas parti - coloredgroups , fanciful , grotesque o

r

brutal ,

written fo
r

the principal magazines several exquisite a
s

the case may b
e , but always exaggerated ; the lat

essays , which have commandedjust applause . Should te
r

exhibits a single portrait , but a portrait so marked ,

h
is strength continue to improve , we have reason to so stamped, a
s
it were , with life -likeness , that you

know that h
e

will soon realize the expectations o
f

h
is

cannot help but pause to admire it . We grant readily
friends , and present himself in a shape calculated to that Mr. Dickens has earned deservedly a

n ample

increase his well -founded reputation . fame , and that Mr. Neal is comparatively but little
We have said above that want of room prevents us known ; but it is an opinion , which fire cannot burn
from entering upon any elaborate examination o

f
Mr. out o

f

u
s , that , in their own order , the “ Charcoal

Neal's merits a
s
a writer . We may take occasion to Sketches ” are superior to any thing of a similar kind

remark , however , that these merits are emphatically which Mr. Dickens bas attempted ; and w
e

d
o

not

h
is

own . H
e

owes whatever h
e possesses to n
o

one fear that th
e

partiality inspired b
y

long.cherished

b
u
t

himself . His productions a
ll

bear th
e

stamp o
f friendship misleads u
s , when w
e

predict , a
s

w
e

now
vigorous originality . He imitates n

o

one ; and least d
o , that if Mr. Neal lives and thrives — as Heaven

o
f

a
ll

Mr. Dickens , to whom h
e

has sometimes been grant h
e may — h
e will ultimately occupy a high rank

compared . Mr. Neal's “ Charcoal Sketches ” were not only among American , but a
ll living writers . No

collected and published before " Boz ” was known o
n

man looks into character with a keener vision - n
o

this side o
f

the Atlantic , and if between these papers man notes peculiarities with broader humor - n
o

man

and portions o
f

Boz's writings there is any resem- philosophizes with more truth a
n
d

lessobtrusiveness
blance , it is certainly not chargeable to Mr. Neal . and no man is more thoroughly master of the language
For ourselves , w

e

d
o

n
o
t

perceive any verymarked in which h
e

writes . In this last respect h
e

fa
r

excels
resemblance . Mr. Neal and Mr. Dickens are both most of those who have entered the same walk of

entertaining writers : both have selectedmany o
f

their literature . He is never turgid and never weak -never
subjects from the lower classes o

f society ; both above comprehension nor down to the level o
f

co
m

mingle gayeties and gravities in their descriptions , mon -place — b
u
t

preserving always the golden mean ,

and in so fa
r

a
s

these circumstances induce a resem- | h
e

writes in a style so pure , so terse , so sparklingly
blance it probably exists . But beyondthese accidents clear , that those who love good old English , find new

o
f

coincidence they differ widely . Mr. Dickens is motives fo
r

admiration a
s they read h
is essays .

always diffiise - h
e spreads himself over the largest In h
is

habits Neal , like a
ll

men o
f

his temperament ,
possible surface , and writes a

s if determined to make is somewhat retired , b
u
t

with one o
r

two choice
themost o

f

what h
e

has in hand . Mr. Neal is just friends , h
e

is just such a companion a
s

one would
the reverse o

f

this . He concentratestoomuch . There choose to spend a month with , if doomed to confine

is material enough in almost every sketch h
e

has ever ment in the country during the rainy season.

THE SOUL'S IDEAL .

BY ERNESTHELFENSTEIN.

THEREwas a dream, a dream o
f

life andyouth,

That came to me, I know not when thetime ;

A creaturemade of lovelinessandtruth,

With formandfeaturetranquil yetsublime :

No angelwas it , but a thinghalf real ,

And soon I loved her , as mysoul's ideal .

Shedwelt amidthehouseholdgodswith me,

To give a
ll genialpromptingstruthandgrace,

The real in their earnestness to see,

Touchedwith thehalobearningfromher face ;

All shapesthatweak , fondfancymightbeguile ,

Abashedwere withered b
y

her placidsmile.

She ledmewhere a
ll shapes o
f beautydwelt ;

She gave to sense a somethingmorethanearth,

And whenmysoul it
s strangeunquietfelt ,

Shewhisperedpromise o
f
a higherbirth :

Shegavemestrengththe inner life to trace,

And thusmorereal grew her own fair face.

Shechangethnot , this creature o
f

thesoul ,

Save thatmoreearnesi, tender is her guise ;

In everymood I feel her calmcontrol ,

And own thepleading o
f

her heavenwardeyes ;

A gentlesadnessblendeihwith thesmile
That thoughtfulness o

r joy maywell beguile.

She keepeth y
e
t

her freshandbuoyantgrace,

But when intent I lookwithin her eyes,

A somethingnoblerday b
y

day I trace,

Like blue that deepeneth in theeveningskies ;

And thusrewardingworthier love o
f

mine
Each dayher face is growingmoredivine .

She taughtmefaithandconstancy to know ,

To meeklywait for theappointedone,

Despitetheyearningfelt for evermoe
While dwells thesoul companionlessand lcne.

And when a
t lengthcontentuponmecame,

Love andtheSoul's Ideal were thesame.


