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saying good-bye!" and then he stopped on those dreadful stairs

and dropped me into the great pocket of his ulster. It was soft

and warm, and so deep that I could not see over the top of it; and

so, although I felt that we were still going down, I managed to

keep still, and every few minutes Mr. Rob's nice big hand would

drop into his pocket and give me a pat, and his kind voice would

say, "Jock! poor little Jock! Don't be frightened. I will take

good care of you."

It seemed to me that the noise in the street would split my

head, and I began almost to wish that I could go back to Mrs.

Jimmy and the baby and all of them. I was not worrying much

about my mother, for, to tell the painful truth, she had not been

very kind to me since that day when Mr. Rob and I saved little

Biddy and the baby from burning: she had got into a way of

growling a good deal, and saying they "made too much fuss"

about me.

But if I was frightened in the street, I really can't describe

my feelings when we came to the place where we were to get

into the car. I thought the locomotive was some horrible new

sort of dog, and when, just after we started, it gave one of

those awful shrieks which only a locomotive can give, I was

quite sure of it; and I did not see any reason why he should

not turn round and eat us all up, for I had taken a good look

at him, in spite of my fear, and he was quite large enough.

Of course I know now that he is not really alive, but I wish I


