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The.Strange Story of Vicloria Tregéar, Friend
of Charles Dickens.

-,

Speeinl Correspendence—Copsrighted.
BROOKLYY, N. Y., Jupe 17.—Snugged
—~warmly down in = south looking gulch s%
the footr of the last range of ontlying hills
that rise back of Brookiyn thers iies s
little hut. To the traveler as ke
crosses over the crest of the blauffit is en-~
tirely hidden frem view, but ag he proceeds
down the gouthern declivity a slender
thread of smoXe curls up out of the cleft,
suggesting tho smolderinz revaries of a
subterranean gnome, Asysu descend the
alape, howraver, 2 amall gray hat gradnally
peers ous at the bottom of the bluff, in front
cf which spreads a large pond. Allaronnd
this quaing, lonely little hat 1z the hollo W
show the “sods’ of ths sguatters, =against
tke sides of the steap, interspersed here and
there with small wooden suructuresof a
mopre pretentious character, owned by the
more aristocratic of the **pleb.”’ who ravs
put their money inte -property rather tharc
punch. The precise spot on Which this
dwarfed, dilapidated little haberdzahery
atands, on ubsurveyed grounds, wouldif
la1d ont be known geograpnically as Park
Place, corner Saratoza avenue. Formerly
tbe whole 2ection was venemously 1nfested
by tha very worst coaracters, whose shades
in asort of stubbora heredity of habitat
invariably haont tha saburbeof a great
citye »
J{z tha writer of this articla wonnd round
the steep in front of Soug Lake shanty &
xstrenge spectacle met his eye.  On the dark
green water of the pond a flzet of fine geese
agiled, dofiing their regards obsequionsly
to some one near the Lut. All abont the
hat 2ee2lf I8y piles of driftiwood, hugs cages
fitlea with garralous parrots, revolviel
squirrels ana sobered biras. Al:r soris of
anaggy Gogs 7an ons 8t us as wa spproached
the zpot ang barked lustily, as if toinform
s that tue name by which the htileshamy
was koown (v:z.), ""Tne Hounds’ Hetreat.”
was something more tnan_a mers fanciful
noemenclatnore,  Yhe environs of the hut
were a strangs congeris of confusions.

At the loose sagzging gate sat & an o0 A
bex, smoking n pipe and dream:ly follaw~
jogz with b1s eye the slowly sscending vapor
as the reveries of the smoke~rings did and
undid their fantastic querls cuarlouslyin
tho air, that jealously wiped them out one
by one 23 fast as they tormed.

At the door of the bncsat an agel woms
an nursing her face wiin her hands, a3 she
bent obvicusly over scmse manuscripls
which she beld on her lap, Her faca as she
ramsed 1t at lengen locked the very oprosite
cf that of ths man av the gate. Iswas
strong, striking azd dashed with haggard
gleams of wuat had once been ad expres-
sLve, but what was now a_cracial counte-
nance, Suffering nhad lefc its hines in every
look and cars nad caverned her eye. braud«
ed hsr brow and bitten her cheek. A spider
cancer on her neck was on s Way upto

=r brain and flashes of pain spot their hob
twinges through her foce intermittently.
To one skilled at charactery her misage wss
a peculiarly interesting one. Sarcasm lay

sheringly curied abons ber lips. A cold,
jcy defiance lnrked arounnd her firm mouth
toat melted away at a kind word.

The hut itself wss a truly 1diogyrceratic
“gpecimen of architectura, It was bnuis by
the hnsbzzd of the wceman about twelve
Years ago, 1t contained ome room oaly.
which served as Eitchen, bedroom, dining+
Todm, Sitting-roowm. receplloGaroom, Wasa-
roois, storeroorm, spareroom. pantry aad
partor. ‘lwo or threa oue-lezged chairs, &
tipsy tsble, & bed thas neeriy olocked the
whote dermitory, 8 min._aturs stove, an ¢ld
Laizy truak, a wrisingdesk and a few sun~
driss were the turnitiires thao gracea Snng
liake shanty. The fioor wa« bare. Indeed
nipid lately it was earth. The walls were
stuccoed with ingenicus caricatores. The
only- serean that interposed bstwesn ths
ccclipants of Lke hutand the storms of win-
ter, or thascorching fluants of summer was
a singie siding of westherboards with Xnot-
boles as ventilators. It has only one wio-~
dow. It iIs oaly 12x12 feet, but it bolds &
history of two contineata.

Accosting the oracie at tas iittls gatathe
writer ventured some yranquilizing remark
to him, suited to the pecaliarly aensl,
at.peace-of-mnd-with-zil-the-world mood
that he was in. Gradually as hs epoken
profound platitnde the elucxing chickens
one by one gaibered silently zuod rever-
eatially around him, queering thelr heads
ominously as 1f fearfu: they migns losea
word,
inz xnd 1ay down at his 1eet. The pizeons
sattled near him cer the old roakery 12
paves-dropping stlenca.  ‘the ran-romad
gquirrel stood stock st on bis hind legsin
mute astonishmens, with one leg laid like
a finger on hiz lip. 1De ola Womazan at tne
door who had leoked up for an 1nstantas
the writer spoke, buried herfacs once more

\ la her hands, apparent!y lostin thoughs as
befora. .
~At length the snze turned reflectively,
tipped his Peter lony ous on the pzaie post
and sad in a bhollaw sopalenral tous as he
emptied the sparcless contents of the pipe
on the fags:

“Ashes to ashes, dust to dust., That's
21l there 1s :n it from lass to first.?

Saddenly the woman fcoked up.

“Pray ve seated,sir,” said she, rising an i
ointing to the old chair whieh be had
ast occapied, with a peculiarly gracaful

wnd courtenls gesiiare of the aacd. “‘Don’t,
[ bez of you, stund for tae sake of any
noncomfortable peliteness.’”?

We looxed at the wwomtn in amazement,
#Uacomriortabis politeness.” Remarkubly
rood phrase, cartalnly. And then, “I pray
you,” and I begz.” No-“pleb” aosat that.
Aud then, too.that fine Delsartean wavas cf
the hand with whieh, stiting the action to
ke word,she gestured to that emptly chair,

*Yake your seat, my good madam,” sa.d
the writer asthe woman half zeluctantly
resumed her infirm chair,

“¥ine pounltry and pigeons, madam,” I
remarked.

‘fie woman laid aside herold {aded man-

~uscripts and fixing her gray oyes op me
taiked with remarsgable intelligence ana
olite intonation about her fowls and pete
Eierewas =woman in s but wno, as sha
3at_onthat cld roenmatic casir, creakiogr
with psin in every jownt, was evidently s
fureon of great cu.tivatiom whose every
word botrayed refinemens and & story of
petier days; 4 woman 1o sgualor, yes even
In her unpremeditated cdeilneatious of a
raoksry, a woman, whoso fine seizures of
dietion, whose play and spsrkle of wit,
vwhose'knowledgs of natural history, whoss
‘whole ensembiz, ingtantly and incontestia
bly betraycd tne fact that showas no ordi-
rary individual. And ail this_ long cons
tinced conversation witnhout ,s0 much as
he stightest suspicion of ungrammar,
Before proceeding with thiasiranzestary
of two continents let us anticipsate in nas
turs res.
_Poople will read the story and say with a
shrug of the shoulders and & shaks of the
“head: N
>Improbable, to say the least]”
To all snch the answer is sumply this;
The adventurs was purely accidental.
JThe picture is a fact, drawnirae tolife a3
severy touch and carefnlly. vemfied » by
trustworthy witnesses. 1'ne hut stands juss
in the place desenbed. ‘I'he woman an-
swers for herself, The cnts tbas appear

_ in thesa columns are drawn by ber own,

&7 ““hand, ~for s cleverer caricaturiss shero is

R

¢. potin Brooklyn. The marriage certiiicate

1s in her possession aad has been gesn and
&Smay.be seen again by suy one who gaes 10

~» <that hut -The manuscripts 18 her own
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=

‘headwriting, which' 1s thav of & highly
-edacated woman, bave bsenin & scora™of
_baods. £ ;
=iMy good madam,? =aid the writer,
thorougnly conyiaced of her clevarnass by
_thia, timez*'will you. pardon meif I ask
what that pile ofnanuscript at sonr aida
“wezns? \¥What aze youiwrning??- <
. ~Turoing ‘contemplativeiy-toward = the
fYsap of-oldZ yellow MSS < mindled “with

Y

Bapeis of a more recent date, 2he mused re._
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The furions Bernard stopped barke |

flectively upon them for s moment and
thea exciaimed:

*'Ciats witn Charles Dickens,”

Taoe writer startad.

“Snog Lake shanty. Tke Hc.rmd’s Re-
treat. Brocklyn. Liverpool strear, Lons
dup. Chacles Dickenz.”

Jost geds! Whata gap! What long eov-
ered bridge had this womsn comse overl
Wnat sad secret lay hidden 12 her history?
What strange story was iocked beneath
those 1ron lips? What yellowing years had
turned those papers? What wierd, shrill-
ing romarce bad been so long mysteriatsly
buried 1n that hittie nay in the hollow?

*Have you never been approzched by
newspaper men?? continned the writer
when he had soficiently recoversd Lis
senses.

“Plentyoftbem. I have been a characs
ter 1a the courts.”

“Have you never said anythmng to auny-
one about those msnuscripts beforef”

*Never,”?

“Ways

“Hecauss nobody ever happened fo see
them before. You are the firstone, s1T, tO
whom { haveever spoken op_the subjsct,
excepl 1o William,” sbe rep:ied, po:nting
as she spoke to her husband, who, with the
same unspzakably 1mparturbable expres-
8100 of countenance, sat reclining at ease
against the post of the gate, fast asleep.

Wil you talk?”

“What abont?’ rejoined the woman,
quizz.cally, *and what for§”’?

“For pript. And what asbout? About
¥earself, about Dickens, 2nd espscially
about yonr relations to Dickens as diss
closed 1o vour chats wiih him.”’

The womasan hesitated, reflacted & mo=-
ment and finally saids

“If Ican so as o say anything that will

.

VICTORIA TREGEAT'S HGSBAYD ASLEEPR.
{As seen by our Artist.)
interest znybady concerning my early rala-
tiors with Mr. Dickens and ai tne same
time not encroach oo muoch upon my
forthcomine book, I will do so0.”?

“You may do just thas. Please tell what
¥ouo sre willing ton your own way.”

“Very well,” said she. “Writs dowr just
what I'say. Il talk print.”

Gathering up oer pile of yellew papers at
tha door of the Iliitle hut, shs told
this startling story, refresning her mem-
ary a3 to dales, places and hrames
from time to time by referring to
Ler manuscript. “[ was bora 1 the
heart of bausy, bustling London. at 96 Cheap-
side, opposite old Bow church, corner Law-
rence lane, 1n the vear 1831, Ay father was
Gabriel Shire Tregear, the famous meatro-
politst pictara merchant of Loonden, for-
merly alderman of the eity. My mother
was Ann McLean, the sister of the four
McIlean hrothers, “Thomss, Edward,
Charles and Heetor, so well known 1n Lon-
den. ’fhey were married 1n 1827, Thoe
name Trezear 1s 2 noole one. ihe tregears
orizinally came from s town named after
themselves in Normandy, Frazce, The fuil
nams of the !amiiy was Raymondo de 1«
Trezair, tho word Trecair at thas time ps
e spelt with &n nirinstead of anear. as 1t
afterward was Kven aftar Queen Eliza-
Detn’s relgn The name was not [regear, but
Raymondo de la Tregacr, asstated by sevs
eral hustorisns. Waen the family first
came from Normardy they settlaa in Carn-
wall on & tracs of land which they called
iregear, abouny five miles from Tenro.

“I'ne great Lozdon emporinm was a per-
fect exhubition 1n 1tself. My fathaer, sir,
was & famous publisner. Sir Edwin Liand-
seer was a great friend of my iather nod a
freguent visitor to his hoase. It wasa
noted rendezvous of all tae greas wits, ars-
1sts gad authors of London. ‘Thackeray,
Tennyson, Mark limmon, Hood, Thorn-
ton  Hony, Eimusd Yates, Brontaira
O’Brien, Erpest Jones, Cariyle acd mea of
that literary ik,

“My father was a verv clever caricaturs
rist himself, and I inheriv his facumiy
o drawing. I have aiways baen 1n
the habit of 1astantly zxetching all
the pecaliar peopls I met. My fatn-
er was rick and  resred ws  all
1z aflluence. I have cften seen him coms
1nto wiy motker’s room and fling & thousand
pound vose into my moiher’s lap, excluim-
1ar as he Kissed her, thas 18 foryou. I
have just made 1t oat of the sale of a pie-
iure.

*“I was born on the anniverssry of the
queen’s birthday, and named after her
roval nighoess, Victoria. I was one of
thirteen childrea. I was educated, as were
my sisters, by  privats masters, Dunngz
certsin 1atervais of my life I also, attanded
certain celebrated schools, notably that of
Miss Wilmhurst’s at Maldena, and after-
ward at_Cromwell bouse, I learped to
dance. draw. pawa!, poetize and play
puase, organ aad vioh. I was edneated
1n all the romantie arts. [ wasz zspecally
fond of poetry. Here,” said she, arawing
out of tha manuscripts an old shast of yel-
low paper, tanned by time, “hers 1s one of
my sozaets, il you want it, I heve many
more.”’ The writer took 1t, read 1p hur-
riedly and rhex transcrived 1t as followss:

ADREAMIN EPPING YOREST—CHARITY.
O charity, swe.t charnity d.viae!
Greatest of all The =iits of heaven; *tis thine
‘Lo pour thy healiag balm on heman Iife,
AD: calm thig sea of wild, temps-tnous sirife,
To bid t2= storm 0 gusty passioL cease,
And winsper to the troublsd svirit—peace,
How prone, alas, 15 man 1 erring pride,
Ili> own sin 1o another 1o ueride.
Doth 1t become, forsooth, the christian’s name,
Harshly to censure, varkiy 1o defame?
Alas -weet charity, hoa greaz, how grand,
Arnd yet how little heeded thy commind,
Carved bethy truth 1o one ammortailine,
Toerr 1s human, to forzive, divine.

The woman who wrote that sonuet would
command, to say the least, the respect of
all true poets, had ste never written an-
otker word. That sonnat will immmortaliza
ker,
=My father and mother lived s mosh
happy life. Ifever a couple desarvad the
fliten of bacon they did. e was an es-
ieemed officer in old Bow church. Alasfor
the day when those chimes rang ons his
funeral. Thewreat basiness wentto piecss
after that. Changes came. Uonsegtens
upon the nnhappy dissipstion of a great
estats sguandered by unscropulous pars
sons, o loving Wwifeand mother was con~
signed to the 1mndignity of wans, and chil.
dren woo had never known s wish bevond
& theater boxora carnaze, fourd them-
selyes sunddenly thrown out inio thecold
world to surrive and stroggle for them-
selves. Then it was that I realized the
vovwer ofedneation. I was fora time zov—
erness to the family of the duke of. Nor~
Iplk, and sy sisters were governesses in
lbe honses of Russian princes. An lengtl
I married the men whom_von see asleen
against” that post. Kind-zoull I don’t:
tuink ke has ever really waked up oncs
sinca e first married me. Batw all” honor
10 him; ke has tried to support me, at least-
1 & way.

“Wili you isok at that msn?? ske exs
claim -
1 icoked as thas maa._ B A

He was bardly wmisible.” The dog had laid
ks neck’ on hisFboots xThe chickens had

tad settled on his shoniders. The cat lay
ip bis Iap.

_ “Heiseo fond of pats, you know,” che
said. -

Roverting once more to the woman,
somewhat impatieatly be 1t confessed, iz
view of the fact thathefore my very eyesall
this tima had been one who had according
to her own account been on familiar terms
with Dickens, ate with him, rambled wiih
him, rollicked with him. discoursed with
hiny, sympathized with him, knowa him as
few ever knew him, intimately, the writer
pressed the gaestion:

“My good madam, will yon state just hera
just when and whers yonr firss met Dickens,
how well yon Enew him, and some of your
recollections of him3”

“Certainly,” said thas woman.

¢ first mst Charles Dickens when & msre
child of 9 vesrs of age at my father’s housa.
1be interview save ta mv happylitile kears
was utterly 1nconsequential. He tossed
me up 1n the air, kissed me, told ms siocs
T1es8, and finally vava me & copy of ‘Old
Curiosity Suop,” because, be s2:1d4, I kad
long curis like little Nell, and the orgam
grinder bad dogs and be knew I was foud
of animals and would rather play witn a
puppy than a dell

*The next rime I met Dickens was woen
I wasg a gay, 1mpuaisive, facatious girl of 16,
I met bim at my Uucle Hector Mclean’s
homse. Hecter Melean and Dickens, as
everybocy kpew in London. were great
-friends. Ihckens was constantly at my
nncle’s house.

=Ny
bouse, and now here I am in this little
bnt

4 Jittla bit of bresd rod no cheese.”

-There was somethinginexpressibiysad in
it all

Desiring to changa the convarsation znd
c¢omfort the miserably clal woman the
writer asked:

“In your caats with Charles Dickens did
you ever say anvthing that made bhim
laugh?”?

Ickens as & Dry Humeorist,

“Afany and many a tims, sir.”

“Tell us somse of thess things.”

] remember orce how late at night I
told him iz answer to several inguiries
abaut my school days, of the old fat lady
who took a header it the snowdrift when
the stagecoach on the way 1o lMalden upses
and came dangerously near baing lost sight
of and burled 1n the snow. and how noths
inz could be seen of her bus a pair of legs
sticking up out of the snow, and how an-
gry she was when they dragged ner oub pe-
cause toey fook hold of ber by the feet
upside down snd drag@ed her oar, and she
a decent woman, when tbere was nolhing
else to take nold of the wWay sho was stack.
.And then everybody went zud looked ¢own
or tne great hole she had made as 1f is naa
been a crater, and then looked at the cra-
ter that had come out of it

“I was conatantly at my unele’s house,
for I was his favorite niece, 80 youa see
Dickens and I were coatinually throwa to-
gebtnel. 1My uncle Hector lived 1n & splens
did mansion upon Bloomsbuary sguare.
That house was {amous for its fine 1tbra=
ries, 118 lmported furniiures and above all
us multipiyiug pier mirrors. [ played
whist wish Dickens tuere often, Iremems
bar a set of choessmen with whkich I played
cness with Dicgens and which pe partien~
larly admired, The iessellated table across
whicn we pieyed swas made of carvad ma-
hogany with tha chegsboard let 1o varias
gated squares, The cheas men ware carved
out of solina 1vory, one half scarlag,
ine other white. The kings, gueens,
bisheps aml eastles were _ ten
mcees  higo. The pawas, a Ittle
lower, were warriors on borssback. They
were Keps under giasses, lhey Wwere
subsequently dispozsd of &t my uacie’s
aeatn ior 3 fabuious cum. I Iregueaily
piayed chess with Dickens sersss ihus rirs
Iadiap tabie for coars av a tune and 0SGa
sionalty tul midmizos. I was very fond of
cness and had mads a study of the rambizs
and variations. I was also zound of prob-
lems, ‘czestnats’ as Dickers used toecall
them, I think we pilayed 8 preity evea
game, Perbaps he fodted up the mostto
nis score in the long run.  He was ulways
annoyed when 1 beat him anc invariably
wanted to piay anocther game. I shall
never forget how oncsasmidnight Charies
iickarns faced me across tns board at tha
end of a play.

“The game was drawn,

“*Wel,” said Dickens, somswhst Te-
sizpedlr, ‘*why not? Man zud woman
represent an  equaiton after all  Disn
crizipate as you wiil in favorofeither,
they are, whea taeir muttal tralts coms io
be considered, equals.’

***lhat 18 ceriainly a very ingenious way
of definieg a draw,” Isaid.

A hietle of Uncls Heetor’s caougs poth l

“Althongh he scldom laughed save when
exhilarated by convivial hilarity he did lia
back 1n hig chair &t thes story anad lauzh
oat loud azala and azaln.

“‘After thatstory ns slwaps callel ma
‘Waxzgy.”

“Dicsens was fonder of a funay
than anything else on earth.

*[ gshall never forgst dow ha sesmead to
enjoyan answer of mina oac? wh en ha
sasked me Whag I had found the most diffi-
cals thinzin painiing.

“¥ s21q, tas msoagement ol chiaro scaro
10 80Mms 1085 inead

“*‘Give an mstanc2,” smd Dickaas

¢« stald preca of bozrdinu~scuool bread
seratehed fain:ly with & shadow of but-
ter.”

“Dickens appreciated the finedistinetion
and lapngiked neartly.

“I remember, too, that he laughed when
T toid him how when S:r Edwin Landsear,
wag first presented to tha king of Portu-
£al, he (vhe kinz) achnowlsaged the 1ntro~
duction, apd shakipz nands with Sir Kda
win 8ald, iz his balf broken Xaglish: *[
am most happy to make your acquaintance,
Sir Edwm Lanaseer. I 2m so fand of
beasts.?

**Bat Dickens, as a rule, was not a Iezghs
inz mar Ile was a stern, coid, formal
man who had 2 eyaileal carl of dry hemor
about his mounsn, but whose sense of an exs
cesstvely funny situation, 1n my judgment,
was novas all remarkable. He was not fine
enough to be exquisitely sensiiive, and not
sensitive encuvh oftea to get beyond dry
drollery. When Dickens was first intro~
daced to me by Uncle Hector ke tried to ba
coid 1o me, but I wouldsa't haveit. I res

morselessly jokea bim atevery anyple, tull at
last wheuever ke 51w me his stern face
would invariably relax into a broad smule
because, I take 11, ke hiked the change from

story
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soon put him iato a loguscions mood acd
we chatted oyer the chesa board merrily.

““Yes,”” continued D ckens, ‘tne woman
wno growa up with the idea that shais
Aimply toba an amiable anima’, to ba ca-
rassed and coared 1s 1avariably a bitterly
disappoiated woman. A game of chess
will cure such = conceit forever. The
woman whs Kkmows the most tainks the
most, feels the most, 13 the most. Intei-
lectual =zffection,” azid Dickens, “s the
only lasting love. Lovsthat nasa gama
of chess in 1t can checkmate any man and
solve the protlem of hife?

*Dickens moved very deliberately and
oniy after careful thoazht. I moved, zsa
general rule, quickly, Thken +wnea a hard
move came, as1b often did, T added up =il
thespare tims 10 my ecredit and movad
slowly.

“There was one pecaliarity about Dick-
ens as & chess player. lie always wanted
me to move first. He followed my play and
accepted all my_variations. It was justso
in his povels. He lets acharacter iskea
lesd and then he simply fallows 1t, stadies
It, exhanszs 1t. Ife naver created a charae-
ter.

“Ahme Wgaita minute,” said the wos
maz, &s rising slowly from her seat and en-
tering the door of the hutshe groped her
wav to s ¢ld chést, snd reacking berhand
down into i, drew out sometning that visi-

ly affected her as she resumed her placa,

Holding it up in ber hand as the lizht
shoneon 1t Isaw thatit wasa beaut:ful
listle watch.

“That was & philopena from Dickens. He
never would eat almonds with me after
that, she said. Through thoss girlish years
of my 1tfe from 16 up he made me maoya
kindly little present, thomgh e was not
as arale 1n the habit of making presents to
peapie. -

«*But then,” he said, ‘z girl who can play
chess with me, Heetor, as Vic ean, deserves
all the signsof appreciation that 3 mancan
give her.?

“I have xept that littls gold watch,” con-
tinned the woman brokeary, “‘throngh all
theagony of my life. I eclatched 1t from
my breast when the buli tossed me at
Brixton. Tbheld itin my mouth when I
was overboard in’ the Britisn channelins
shipwreck. I sewed it upir my dress
geams when Islent alone in Epping forest.
1 saved 13 when evervthini elss went to the
‘pawnshop.”  1still refased to part with 1o
whoen Ilanded st Casile Garden. and was
obliged teo sacrifizaall I bhad in crderto get
my mensgerie through the pates, bat
shsll alweys keep that dear 1ittle Dickens
_waich,’’said the woman, lifting the tiny
gold sphere to her lips witn much emo-
103, *as a wouvenir of otber days whem I
was happy and znsuspecting and—rich—
when I wors clothes that 'mzde people look
roornd and rode iz acarriage like & countess
‘to'BueXingbam pealaca meny stime, formy
mother’s fatyer was jewelerto iheroyal.
Sfamily” -~ & s e .
=Yg,V ghe added, with a sigh, “‘those

e

iTone toirio,t ok’ Risiknees. ~The pioEons’
C = Bt Bapiin

CieE .

‘r.'ra,v,e bores’ to a roliteXing schoolgirl’s
an.

Dickens’ Peculiarities,

“Had Dickens any peculiarities that you
remember that struck you as being par-
ticalarly Intereating?”?

“Decidedly,” said the Tregear.
never was"’—-

‘L he sentsnce at this point was suddenly
interrupted by a lound clatter above our
neads that sounded as if the devil and his
11aps were danciog & hornoips or Highiand
fimz on the old loose shingles of tha litile
thatched hut that ran downononaside toa
low shed.

Catehinrup s broom as she threw dewn
the Dickens MS3., she ran out from under
the shed twhsre we lad been sitting, and,
loocking np at the ridzed roof of the skanty,
exclaimed;

“*Whogsh, you silly rig, and get away,” at
the samé time foriously brandisbhing her
oroonistick, as if to bewiteh the air,

My curiosity being aroused to the high~
est piteh I stepped omt to wherg the woman
stoud and looked up.

Imagine my amazement when I beheld
on top of the roof two frisky billy goxts,
one white and the other black, standing
on eisher side of tne ridzepole with their
horas {ocked over it, execating a series of
bolts and brasks that served plamnly in my
mnd to maks the doctrine of evolution
utterly hopeless, and at the same time
tbat of involution, g0 far a3 tharoof wasg
copcerned, highly probable. At every
sharprap of their hoofs as the unsesmiy
satyrs danced on_toe old browa shingles,
the loose thatcl flew in every direction. It
is needless to say that during this per-
formance the wnole mssagerie bad waked
ep and pandemomum choked the air.

Iz yain the broomstick was frantically
hurled az tha meronsnts. The more tuey
wers stormed st the harder they danced
and the thicker flew the shingles.

“Willam! Willlam!” eried the woman.
Ges up, get _up I=say, the goats are tearing
off the roof.”

The sage of Snug Lake shanty, after a
prairacted apple tree shaking, suddenly
started up,

Asha did so he pat hishands to his back
and stiffening in his position exclaimed:
“On! Ob, my!” -

*Whav's the matter?”’ zaid the woman,
“Duoes s bartyou to wake up?”

“i=I—I've got a crick mm my back,”
gasped the oracle. _«

“Svell, if-you don’t drive thoses gosts

away they’ll betumbling through tkeroaf.”
“(}&:’hne.” said the sage, “never do shat
agein. Never wake agvbody up suddenty,
It’s liableto give ’em fits. .Alwsye wakes
man up gradnally:?
“Bnt _icok _at-thois goats. Just hear
them. _Qaick]; Williain, quick!” .
L. “Car’lhine,’\ rigidly rejoined ths oracle,

“youn say quick and Isay erick.” Itell you
you'don’t nnderstand the nasare of a goat.
You cen’t scars 2 Toak . You've £0% to Tea~

“Thers
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:sticking in1t flew off the roof from under
‘the sharp rap or a_hoof and tock Willizm
right Ip she eve. He came very near naver
seeing again.

Whetber doe to a sense of suddenly
awakened pride, or, whsther smarung
under the sting of pain that dissipated
pungensly the :dea of cpiical delusion, or,
whetker, as 13 stilt more provable, on the
theory of counter irritante, the blow had
cared the crick; 1t is due to the hitherto
imperturbable stoic of tha porch to say
thav thereupon, wiih a muttered imprecss
tion on thoss “pesky critters” as he styled
them, he ross from his _tox, mounted the
deg Kennel, sarmormntzed the enicken esap,
chimbed the cow shed, zscended the roof
eund with a long clothes pole scatterad the
goats &t ane prodimons syesping stroke
dcwa the sides to tue grouad.

_Descending to tbe ground with all the
2ir of a victorious hero ke sat down and
sud as he sopped his b eeding eye-hid witn
his variegated “kerchief.

“Umpk! A pecuiiar coincidsncs, ster-
ru-iv1?

“Yes,” quoth his tars sovouse, **Dickens
nsever haa any peculiarities 23 marzed as
that”

Disorcerly order once more settled an
the environs of Snue Lake shauty. The
Wtoman resaimed her seal by the coor, ead
alter cossulting ber manuserips sala:

“Pocr W:lliam, ne spoke more truly than
be knew after sll. A pecullar ceizaidence,
mdeed! See taese, sir. Justread”

Iread: *“lhestory of an Fuplish mentle-
womarc, being a thread broheo rrom the
hfe af Charles Dicken».” *‘That was, a3
you seg, sir, the origiual titls of my book.
I have changed 1vseveral umes. Now let
us take up the thread once more where 1t
was so abrapily brogen.”

Nibbling and Browsing.

“I strolled oud 1nto the country onm s8ve
eral occasions with Dickens. Hetook me
with him, &s be sa:d, ‘because I had a facs
ulty for seemng everrthing at a ridiculous
angle? Dickens wanted to make the world
langh; to make 1t happy, not miserable, 1
noted this invarizble peculiarity 12 him.
Iie never le. a wagon loaded with fresh

hay pass by him oz 2 ecuntry road without
gong up toit and palling oot a piece of
bay and unibbling atik. It was tie sama
way with shrubs, trees, barks and roots
He chewed them, browsed oo tnem. He

=
P ——— - 3
Al \}9‘ 4
Madis
VICTORIA TREGEAR'S PRESENT HOUSE.

{From an instantaneous phatozraph ]
loved natura and teok 8 good many lessons

from her, He loved the deep, dark wooas.
Hie loved water 12 all its forma
He talked to me most exqguisitely

about water. Heloved to skirt along by
the edge of & cool gorgling straam and e=t
cresses and chaw mint and thyme, He
was particularly fond of tke sassalras
root. He lovedl these nstural objets for
themselves, but songzht them largely for
fresh touches for bisbooks. You see them
sprinkied all through. He wzsirordinates
Iy fond of trees. I shall never forgst his
remark to me onca abons a tres Tne wind
touched 1t and a singls leaf guivered. Ha
sald, ‘see that tree smile The wind
stirred it and sll 1ts leaves conzagiousty
shook, Hse said again, ‘Just see that tree
laugh.! Thoe wind ross 1n 1t 2nd ag 1t
writhed in a gost ke saxd, *Waggy, that
was posit.valy a coavolsion.’ I msed to
take u little book with me zad jou down
waatever he sa:d that strack me snd toese
manuscripss are full of them. I ones said
to bim, *Mr. Dickeas, I have enough
bright toings jotted down that you have
said to make 8 most Interesting book.’

**Make then,’ said Dickens, ‘you hava
cartainiy forpishel me, Waggy, with more
than one huwmoroms characser for my
books.” And he umsed them, too. Lesn
pick them all out, I litile thomght then
that Ishould ever carry out my ilerary
tureas, but I have made up my mind thao
I can write & book of recollection about the
great novelist thas cocody else can.

“I have sa1d he loved water 1a all 1ts
forma. So he aid, but mastof all ween 1t
m:rrored soma object. He loved to look
down into a clear sraasparentspring stthe
white pabbles lying on the bottom. Ire~
member such a spring. I remsmber how
he poimnted down to 1t and s2:d: *There,
Waggy, that is what I mean by clearaess,
Iinsissonit as the first trait of style.
Speech '3 only a rtragsparsnt medinm
through which you should be abla to see
the thought clear!y that underlies 1t &8s you
see theose pebbles in the spricg?

“I vold nim afierward that I had often
tbhought of thati remark and that it had
done me & groeat deal oz good.

“*Well, Waggy,’ hereplhied, ‘I amglad for
once thav I have dons you jooa in some-
tbing that I have sad to vow, for I must
confess you are a pretiy incorrigeble girl.”

/*On the same principle was hi3 passion
for mirrors. He loved them like luceat
water for what they clearly showed. He
was always raving about clsarness. He
used to say that ‘glass was oniy frozea
water znd water only fluent glass.” He
coctraeted his first pagsion for mirrors in
my Uncle Hector’s hoase, as he himself
told me. JIs msed to walk about thosa
epaciors rooms whose walls were lined hers
and thers from top to bottom with muls ix
piying prer mirrors. And as e saw hims
self reflected severzlly in each glass he
would tura to me aad say:

“‘*see,1n eacn murror I am the same man,
and yet ab the same time 1n esch a totaily
different man, Aadso Iam thesame igs
diviiual 1n atl my different mosds and yes
a3 manj times diferens.?

“Dickens had anotner pecaliarity, Hs
wonld spend whole dsys 1n minutely and
microscopicaily _amdying soms apparent!
insignificant object. I once saw him sitin
my Uncle Hector's garden for honrs wateh-
1ng a toad catch flies. It seemed to amuse
him heyord description. On another oe~
casion 1 found mim on mshands and knees
bending over £ bug 1n a spaer’s web that
had jusit'been canght, Dickens watched
the whole subsequens movement of that
splder for two consecuuve days tll the
bug was eaten. The process ay pe after-
ward desstibed it to me, was wondsrfal.

“Ltruss I shail not baconsidered pre«
sumptuous if I say,” coatinmed the Ire-
gear, “that NMr. Diczens and I never acreed
about genius, [hickens swore by Buffon, I
by Rusxin. Diekenz said with the great
Frenchman, ‘Ganius_is Pasience; Isaid,
and Istill say, with Ruskin 1n that grest
sealence of hiz, ‘Genius doss & great thing
and does 1t without an effect’ Dickens
had the menidaof 1ndunstry, not tke gentus
ofspoataceity, Ha wens over and over his’
work, agata acd agarrn, and 1% was oaly oy
accretion that his best works rose up hike
coral 1slands. Dickeos once said to me,
‘What wonld you rather bs thaa anything
eisa.’ 1 replied, ‘a greasmusician.’ *And
what wauld you ratner be than anythinz
else, Mr:D.ckens, pray,’ 1 asked.

***A creatpoet,’ bereplied disappolntedly.

*“Well, you never wili bz,” Izmd.

“That was the only time, Itnink, thas
Dickeas was ever anncyea by ms or angry
‘With me.,

“He looked atme sharply and said:

“*Waggy, you'rs the sauciess girl that [
svar knew.”  Bus his good sense came back
to him almost instantly, a2d he said:

**Bay I suspect very likaly yow're righs
sbonrtas aftar ail,” and changed theanbjecs
immediateiy.”?

_ The Breach Interposes;

“That’s whas I say,”” interposad the Sags
«of Snug Lake shénty; *Dickers wasn’t no
post 10 g erick;hig-hie-crickical sease. Why
o’s cwway, offs, Just take thai lins he
Nl -
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thonght so fine, see, I can’t help rhyming,”
said the szze, *‘just take that lins on
which they say hisreputation rests, 1 grness
it'il rest there. VWon’s g0 uo furiker.

“A rarg old p'ant is thaivy green

“Rare, why bless my soal, it’s the com-
monest plant that grows. Just snct,lz
down in the middle of winter _ang, wil
grow auvwhere trom one of bla Bllps."

**That’s one of lis slipe, William,” zens

Iy retgrted tae old lady of the Lake Visw
housa.

“Stips, I guess; yes, and here’s another of

hem:
“Th-y told him gently ske was dead. 3

“How 1 thonder wouk! they tell him?
Tell et huix. \wbat’s the use of pultlng
gently there? I'm spezkiag cnck-hu;:hxca—
aliy of course. Whay, Ican bzastnat.™

~In thegs -chars’ with Mr. Dickens,” 1
asked thy lady, ~did _he ever disclose to
Fou awy of his methads of getting 1nforma-
tion?”

*Often. Mere iz a remarkablie occur-
rescs waich he once told ma_of. He hap-
penzd to bo at FEuston gtation just as a
group of sailors with their “k1ls’ 12 toeir
Eands ot aboard the car. He had no over-
coab on, although 16 %w:as 10 the deep of wik-
ter. hut the group of jolly tars stiil piteu-
g nbout, not baving shaken their sea legs
off, held for bim a life study that was his
eapita!, gad go he could and go he did,
thougn tue cosch WES o tolrd«class ome, all
the way to Naweastle-on-Tyoe, a distance
of 200 miles ana more, where they ali 1o-
zether witn aiperemigrants got out. He
drazak with them, swmoked with them,
taiked with them and gov therr little se-
cret znd came home, Ikpnow hiz acesont
was correct, for 1 afterward met a gentles
man who was ugexpectedly obliged to take
the same train and rode 1n ks company all
ths way, That 1s only oos 1nstance.

“D.ckens once said to me a2t Uncle
Hector's;

***Oid Curicsity Shop 1s London.” And 18
meant a great desl. It meant that he had
explored, and that as ha coce told me of-
ten at the risk of his life every ncok and
¢roox in the eity, and drawn hig piciures
trown Iife. Hig life a3 & reporter taught him
tnat.

**He was very fond of goieg to Benbam’s
place, the greas sculptor, and drinkiag his
pot of stour,

“He often went to Chzlk Farm, 8o fa-
mous fer 13 cock fights aad sprinting
matches,

*He viten might be seen with a crowd of
poted literary men at the Elephant and
Castle or Hlen and Chizkens, as toe famons
o.d Coach Inn was called tuatstocd &t the
fork of the Beven roads.

“He didn’s often go tochurch. He hated
mmnisters 2s a general role, and despised
both their bigairy and their methods. Yes
he respected the churcn, ande revered sa-
cred 1Llcgs.

“He was everyweoere,” said the Tregear.
*what he was 1p that car—ashadower, a
detective. Nething escaped him. Hewaa
subtiein his observation, and often was
looKing at you when s was looking away
from you. He broucht thoss traits with
bim from below, not above. Hewas a man
of ordinary birth, witha ltile of the sym=-
pathy of whien he talkad, spoiled as to hag

simplicity somewhat by fattery, thouzxh .

nou corrupted by it enougk, be 1tsaidio
n1s honor, to take = proffered title.

“How oftea Ihave szen tbat littie old
woman in *Bleak House’ with the reticule
walkinz up and down Cnancery Court
square. and how ofien 1 bad stndied elocu—
tion With the famous Graham of Scotland.
Iused to 1mitate her walk and gestures
snd mumbling, absent-mindedness and
groiesquerie tili  Dickens laughed and
iaughea and sad:

“*Ihereis only one Waggy.?

*Ah me" sha sighed, “pow iittle did ke
dream az { nsed to plsy the piano for him
and dance zround thoss spacions parlors
and tell bim funny stories that a day
would come 12 tnig far-c£ lacd wnem his
once gny and rollieking ‘Waggy’ would
say, ‘1 have wept far mora tuan I have
laugned sicee then.’ ”

““If Dickens could ssa me now,” cantin-
uwed the ‘Lregear, “*a0w lozgz do you think
£2 would let ma live 1n this hut??

Tke woman bad hardiy finished this pa-
thetic remark woen suddenly, “‘erack,
erae<,” went a volley of scunds again on
the rocf of ths hmt that startied up the
menagerie and ronsed the fury of the mis«+
tress of Snug Lakxe shanty, wnose liege
iord rechined =aga.nst the gatepost fase
asicep onca more.

“*It’s those goats azsin, the pests.”

On going out, howerer, what was her a3-
tonishment to ses & groud of boys standing
on the biuff aceliberaiely throwing stones
aty the shanty,

*‘>top tnat, you brats,”? shrisked the Trs-

gear.

“Lpglish Mary! English Mary! Eeglisa
Mary!’ ranc ount of a score of throats.

Just at thus juncture a fas Irso wormsn,
the mother of the catapultists, appsared on
ths scene, shaking ker 1ist violensly as the
old woman as she spoxs disparagingly of
ber Tipperary neighbar and sarmeking ous
to the consternatica of the swhois neigabor-

00!
“I’ve’ad a better brumgin’ up than you
'arve. 1 woz brought up fer tar tend tne

dure and swape the flare sud sich and not
to play on the pie-any. If fou loysafinger
on thim byes I’li rid the hill ¢f tke likes of
vez. I will, so [ will, ye spalpeen. ye.”?

‘t his classiceffusion encourauad thaboys,
who, much to the enjoyment of the mother,
torew a frash volley of stoses at the iittle
shanty.,

At that mament the Tregear drew a pis—
tol from ker pockes loaded with rock salt,
and psinting it 4T 108 boya said:

“*Scatter ar 1’Il shoos. ¥

They scattered,

“lpat’s asample of the doin’s of Dog
Hollow,” said the womsn., resuming her
seat.

“How do you suppors yoursasl d
woman?” I asked. 4 b By goo

".\’[y husband dees sll ha can to help
me,” said the lady, “sud Idoall 1 can to
belp us both. I teach music and have
quite a sprickling of schoiars.??

“You know.” she said srehly, *it’s so
easy to plesse country psopie.”

*‘tobe sure Wilham’s poetry has never
paid as yet, but ghen there’s no telling,”
she sighed as she rose, bowed and went
iato thas hut.

Thanxing this remarksble denizen of
Bog Hollow for her bookeshadawings, tha

writer ieft the hur, treaded his way ont |

through th- huddled yard, escaped the 1ro
of the watted turkey cock, climbed the
crest of the bluff, and took off his way to-
ward the city.

As he went he turned and looking back |

saw the LWo foats gone to roost on the
ridge pole, side by side, on top of ‘‘The
Hourds’ Retreat.  2M1ipER Hagrarax,




