
WITH DICKENS

soul of me came out and sat in tn^ s>'n-

shine of his presence, that I must have

had some premonition that the child, who

would come to be one of the least of

writers, was then talking with one of the

greatest ; — talking, too, of the author's

profession and high calling. All the little

details of the meeting stand out as clearly

as though it had happened yesterday. I

can see every article of his clothing and

of my own; the other passengers in the

car; the landscape through the window,

and above all the face of Dickens, deeply

lined, with sparkling eyes and an amused,

waggish smile that curled the corners of

his mouth under his grizzled moustache.

A part of our conversation was given to
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