
WITH DICKENS

of the other passengers, who looked in

our direction now and then, I have been

told, smiling at the interview, but pre-

serving its privacy with the utmost friend-

liness.

"Of course," I added, "I almost said

'Great Expectations," because that comes

next. We named our little yellow dog

Mr. Pip. They told father he was part

rat terrier, and we were all so pleased.

Then one day father showed him a trap

with a mouse in it. The mouse wiggled

its tail just a little, and Pip was so fright-

ened that he ran under the barn and

stayed the rest of the day. Then all the

neighbors made fun of him, and you can

think how Nora and I love him when
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