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in the next seat, an( who ovcr.'ieard as

much of the conversa .Men as she possibly

could, so she informed me.

Dickens took me back to the forgot-

ten mother, and introduced himself, and

I, still clinging to his hand, left the car

and walked with him down the platform

until he disappeared in the carriage with

Mr. Osgood, leaving me with the feeling

that I must continue my existence some-

how in a dull and dreary world.

That was my last glimpse of him, but

pictures made in childhood are painted

in bright hues, and this one has never

faded. The child of to-day would hardly

be able to establish so instantaneous a

friendship. She would have heard of
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