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CHAPTER L.

WITHIN THREE WEEKS

If everyone were allowed beforehand to choose and select for himself the most pleasant
method of performing this earthly pilgrimage, there would be, | have always thought, an
immediate run upon that way of getting to the Delectable Mountains which is known as
the Craft and Mystery of Second-hand Bookselling. If, further, one were allowed to
select and arrange the minor details—such, for instance, as the “pitch” and the
character of the shop, it would seem desirable that, as regards the latter, the kind of
bookselling should be neither too lofty nor too mean—that is to say, that one’s ambition
would not aspire to a great collector’s establishment, such as one or two we might name
in Piccadilly, the Haymarket, or New Bond Street; these should be left to those who
greatly dare and are prepared to play the games of Speculation and of Patience; nor, on
the other hand, would one choose an open cart at the beginning of the Whitechapel
Road, or one of the shops in Seven Dials, whose stock-in-trade consists wholly of three
or four boxes outside the door filled with odd volumes at twopence apiece. As for “pitch”
or situation, one would wish it to be somewhat retired, but not too much; one would not,
for instance, willingly be thrown away in Hoxton, nor would one languish in the obscurity
of Kentish Town; a second-hand bookseller must not be so far removed from the haunts
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of men as to place him practically beyond the reach of the collector; nor, on the other
hand, should he be planted in a busy thoroughfare—the noise of many vehicles, the
hurry of quick footsteps, the swift current of anxious humanity are out of harmony with
the atmosphere of a second-hand bookshop. Some suggestion of external repose is
absolutely necessary; there must be some stillness in the air; yet the thing itself belongs
essentially to the city—no one can imagine a second-hand bookshop beside green
fields—so that there should be some murmur and perceptible hum of mankind always
present in the ear. Thus there are half-a-dozen bookshops in King William Street,
Strand, which seem to enjoy every possible advantage
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of position, for they are in the very heart of London, but yet are not exposed to the full
noise and tumult of that overflowing tide which surges round Charing Cross. Again,
there are streets north of Holborn and Oxford Street most pleasantly situated for the
second-hand bookseller, and there are streets where he ought not to be, where he has
no business, and where his presence jars. Could we, for instance, endure to see the
shop of a second-hand bookseller established in Cheapside?

Perhaps, however, the most delightful spot in all London for a second-hand bookshop is
that occupied by Emblem’s in the King’s Road, Chelsea.

It stands at the lower end of the road, where one begins to realize and thoroughly feel
the influences of that ancient and lordly suburb. At this end of the road there are rows
of houses with old-fashioned balconies; right and left of it there are streets which in the
summer and early autumn are green, yellow, red, and golden with their masses of
creepers; squares which look as if, with the people living in them, they must belong to
the year eighteen hundred; neither a day before nor a day after; they lie open to the
road, with their gardens full of trees. Cheyne Walk and the old church, with its red-brick
tower, and the new Embankment, are all so close that they seem part and parcel of the
King’s Road. The great Hospital is within five minutes’ walk, and sometimes the honest
veterans themselves may be seen wandering in the road. The air is heavy with
associations and memories. You can actually smell the fragrance of the new-made
Chelsea buns, fresh from the oven, just as you would a hundred years ago. You may sit
with dainty damsels, all hoops and furbelows, eating custards at the Bun-house; you
may wander among the rare plants of the Botanic Gardens. The old great houses rise,
shadowy and magnificent, above the modern terraces; Don Saltero’s Coffee-House yet
opens its hospitable doors; Sir Thomas More meditates again on Cheyne Walk; at dead
of night the ghosts of ancient minuet tunes may be heard from the Rotunda of Ranelagh
Gardens, though the new barracks stand upon its site; and along the modern streets
you may fancy that if you saw the ladies with their hoop petticoats, and the gentlemen
with their wigs and their three-cornered hats and swords, you would not be in the least
astonished.

Emblem’s is one of two or three shops which stand together, but it differs from its
neighbors in many important particulars. For it has no plate-glass, as the others have;
nor does it stand like them with open doors; nor does it flare away gas at night; nor is it
bright with gilding and fresh paint; nor does it seek to attract notice by posters and bills.
On the contrary, it retains the old, small, and unpretending panes of glass which it has
always had; in the evening it is dimly lighted, and it closes early; its door is always shut,
and although the name over the shop is dingy, one feels that a coat
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of paint, while it would certainly freshen up the place, would take something from its
character. For a second-hand bookseller who respects himself must present an exterior
which has something of faded splendor, of worn paint and shabbiness. Within the shop,
books line the walls and cumber the floor. There are an outer and an inner shop; in the
former a small table stands among the books, at which Mr. James, the assistant, is
always at work cataloguing, when he is not tying up parcels; sometimes even with gum
and paste repairing the slighter ravages of time—foxed bindings and close-cut margins
no man can repair. In the latter, which is Mr. Emblem’s sanctum, there are chairs and a
table, also covered with books, a writing-desk, a small safe, and a glass case, wherein
are secured the more costly books in stock. Emblem’s, as must be confessed, is no
longer quite what it was in former days; twenty, thirty, or forty years ago that glass case
was filled with precious treasures. In those days, if a man wanted a book of county
history, or of genealogy, or of heraldry, he knew where was his best chance of finding it,
for Emblem’s, in its prime and heyday, had its specialty. Other books treating on more
frivolous subjects, such as science, belles lettres, art, or politics, he would consider, buy,
and sell again; but he took little pride in them. Collectors of county histories, however,
and genealogy-hunters and their kind, knew that at Emblem’s, where they would be
most likely to get what they wanted, they would have to pay the market price for it.

There is no patience like the patience of a book-collector; there is no such industry
given to any work comparable with the thoughtful and anxious industry with which he
peruses the latest catalogues; there is no care like unto that which rends his mind
before the day of auction or while he is still trying to pick up a bargain; there are no eyes
so sharp as those which pry into the contents of a box full of old books, tumbled
together, at sixpence apiece. The bookseller himself partakes of the noble enthusiasm
of the collector, though he sells his collection; like the amateur, the professional moves
heaven and earth to get a bargain: like him, he rejoices as much over a book which has
been picked up below its price, as over a lost sheep which has returned into the fold.
But Emblem is now old, and Emblem’s shop is no longer what it was to the collector of
the last generation.

It was an afternoon in late September, and in this very year of grace, eighteen hundred
and eighty-four. The day was as sunny and warm as any of the days of its predecessor
Augustus the Gorgeous, but yet there was an autumnal feeling in the air which made
itself felt even in streets where there were no red and yellow Virginia creepers, no
square gardens with long trails of mignonette and banks of flowering nasturtiums. In
fact, you cannot anywhere escape the autumnal feeling, which begins about the middle
of September. It

11
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makes old people think with sadness that the grasshopper is a burden in the land, and
that the almond-tree is about to flourish; but the young it fills with a vinous and
intoxicated rejoicing, as if the time of feasting, fruits, harvests, and young wine, strong
and fruity, was upon the world. It made Mr. James—his surname has never been
ascertained, but man and boy, Mr. James has been at Emblem’s for twenty-five years
and more—leave his table where he was preparing the forthcoming catalogue, and go
to the open door, where he wasted a good minute and a half in gazing up at the clear
sky and down the sunny street. Then he stretched his arms and returned to his work,
impelled by the sense of duty rather than by the scourge of necessity, because there
was no hurry about the catalogue and most of the books in it were rubbish, and at that
season of the year few customers could be expected, and there were no parcels to tie
up and send out. He went back to his work, therefore, but he left the door partly open in
order to enjoy the sight of the warm sunshine. Now for Emblem’s to have its door open,
was much as if Mr. Emblem himself should so far forget his self-respect as to sit in his
shirt-sleeves. The shop had been rather dark, the window being full of books, but now
through the open door there poured a little stream of sunshine, reflected from some far
off window. It fell upon a row of old eighteenth century volumes, bound in dark and
rusty leather, and did so light up and glorify the dingy bindings and faded gold, that they
seemed fresh from the binder’s hands, and just ready for the noble purchaser, long
since dead and gone, whose book plate they bore. Some of this golden stream fell also
upon the head of the assistant—it was a red head, with fiery red eyes, red eyebrows,
bristly and thick, and sharp thin features to match—and it gave him the look of one who
is dragged unwillingly into the sunlight. However, Mr. James took no notice of the
sunshine, and went on with his cataloguing almost as if he liked that kind of work.
There are many people who seem to like dull work, and they would not be a bit more
unhappy if they were made to take the place of Sisyphus, or transformed into the
damsels who are condemned to toil continually at the weary work of pouring water into
a sieve. Perhaps Sisyphus does not so much mind the continual going up and down
hill. “After all,” he might say, “this is better than the lot of poor Ixion. At all events, |
have got my limbs free.” Ixion, on the other hand, no doubt, is full of pity for his poor
friend Sisyphus. “I, at least,” he says, “have no work to do. And the rapid motion of the
wheel is in sultry weather sometimes pleasant.”

12
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Behind the shop, where had been originally the “back parlor,” in the days when every
genteel house in Chelsea had both its front and back parlor—the latter for sitting and
living in, the former for the reception of company—sat this afternoon the proprietor, the
man whose name had stood above the shop for fifty years, the original and only
Emblem. He was—nay, he is—for you may still find him in his place, and may make his
acquaintance over a county history any day in the King’s Road—he is an old man now,
advanced in the seventies, who was born before the battle of Waterloo was fought, and
can remember Chelsea when it was full of veterans wounded in battles fought long
before the Corsican Attila was let loose upon the world. His face wears the peaceful
and wise expression which belongs peculiarly to his profession. Other callings make a
man look peaceful, but not all other callings make him look wise. Mr. Emblem was born
by nature of a calm temperament,—otherwise he would not have been happy in his
business; a smile lies generally upon his lips, and his eyes are soft and benign; his hair
is white, and his face, once ruddy, is pale, yet not shrunk and seamed with furrows as
happens to so many old men, but round and firm; like his chin and lips it is clean
shaven; he wears a black coat extraordinarily shiny in the sleeve, and a black silk stock
just as he used to wear in the thirties when he was young, and something of a dandy,
and would show himself on a Saturday evening in the pit of Drury Lane; and the stock is
fastened behind with a silver buckle. He is, in fact, a delightful old gentleman to look at
and pleasant to converse with, and on his brow every one who can read may see,
visibly stamped, the seal of a harmless and honest life. At the contemplation of such a
man, one’s opinion of humanity is sensibly raised, and even house-agents, plumbers,
and suburban builders, feel that, after all, virtue may bring with, it some reward.

The quiet and warmth of the afternoon, unbroken to his accustomed ear, as it would be
to a stranger, by the murmurous roll of London, made him sleepy. In his hand he held a
letter which he had been reading for the hundredth time, and of which he knew by heart
every word; and as his eyes closed he went back in imagination to a passage in the
past which it recalled.

He stood, in imagination, upon the deck of a sailing-ship—an emigrant ship. The year
was eighteen hundred and sixty-four, a year when very few were tempted to try their
fortunes in a country torn by civil war. With him were his daughter and his son-in-law,
and they were come to bid the latter farewell.

“My dear—my dear,” cried the wife, in her husband’s arms, “come what may, | will join
you in a year.”

Her husband shook his head sadly.

“They do not want me here,” he said; “the work goes into stronger and rougher hands.
Perhaps over there we may get on better, and besides, it seems an opening.”

13
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If the kind of work which he wanted was given to stronger and rougher hands than his in
England, far more would it be the case in young and rough America. It was journalistic
work—writing work—that he wanted; and he was a gentleman, a scholar, and a creature
of retired and refined tastes and manners. There are, perhaps, some still living who
have survived the tempestuous life of the ordinary Fleet Street “newspaper man” of
twenty or thirty years ago; perhaps one or two among these remember Claude Aglen—-
but he was so short a time with them that it is not likely; those who do remember him
will understand that the way to success, rough and thorny for all, for such as Aglen was
impossible.

“But you will think every day of little Iris?” said his wife. “Oh, my dear, if | were only
going with you! And but for me you would be at home with your father, well and happy.”

Then in his dream, which was also a memory, the old man saw how the young husband
kissed and comforted his wife.

“My dear,” said Claude, “if it were not for you, what happiness could | have in the
world? Courage, my wife, courage and hope. | shall think of you and Iris all day and all
night until we meet again.”

And so they parted and the ship sailed away.
The old man opened his eyes and looked about him. It was a dream.

“It was twenty years ago,” he said, “and Iris was a baby in arms. Twenty years ago, and
he never saw his wife again. Never again! Because she died,” he added after a pause;
“my Alice died.”

He shed no tears, being so old that the time of tears was well-nigh past—at seventy-five
the eyes are drier than at forty, and one is no longer surprised or disappointed, and
seldom even angry, whatever happens.

But he opened the letter in his hand and read it again mechanically. It was written on
thin foreign paper, and the creases of the folds had become gaping rents. It was dated
September, 1866, just eighteen years back.

“When you read these lines,” the letter said, “I shall be in the silent land, whither Alice,
my wife, has gone before me. It would be a strange thing only to think upon this journey
which lies before me, and which | must take alone, had | time left for thinking. But |
have not. | may last a week, or | may die in a few hours. Therefore, to the point.

“In one small thing we deceived you, Alice and I—my name is not Aglen at all; we took
that name for certain reasons. Perhaps we were wrong, but we thought that as we were
quite poor, and likely to remain poor, it would be well to keep our secret to ourselves.

14
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Forgive us both this suppression of the truth. We were made poor by our own voluntary
act and deed, and because | married the only woman | loved.

“I was engaged to a girl whom I did not love. We had been brought up like brother and
sister together, but | did not love her, though | was engaged to her. In breaking this
engagement | angered my father. In marrying Alice | angered him still more.

15
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“I now know that he has forgiven me; he forgave me on his death-bed; he revoked his
former will and made me his sole heir—just as if nothing had happened to destroy his
old affection—subject to one condition—viz., that the girl to whom | was first engaged
should receive the whole income until I, or my heirs, should return to England in order to
claim the inheritance.

“It is strange. | die in a wooden shanty, in a little Western town, the editor of a miserable
little country paper. | have not money enough even to bury me, and yet, if | were at
home, | might be called a rich man, as men go. My little Iris will be an heiress. At the
very moment when | learn that | am my father’s heir, | am struck down by fever; and
now | know that | shall never get up again.

“Itis strange. Yet my father sent me his forgiveness, and my wife is dead, and the
wealth that has come is useless to me. Wherefore, nothing now matters much to me,
and | know that you will hold my last wishes sacred.

“I desire that Iris shall be educated as well and thoroughly as you can afford; keep her
free from rough and rude companions; make her understand that her father was a
gentleman of ancient family; this knowledge will, perhaps, help to give her self-respect.
If any misfortune should fall upon you, such as the loss of health or wealth, give the
papers inclosed to a trustworthy solicitor, and bid him act as is best in the interests of
Iris. If, as | hope, all will go well with you, do not open the papers until my child’s
twenty-first birthday; do not let her know until then that she is going to be rich; on her
twenty-first birthday, open the papers and bid her claim her own.

“To the woman | wronged—I know not whether she has married or not—nbid Iris carry my
last message of sorrow at what has happened. | do not regret, and | have never
regretted, that | married Alice. But, | gave her pain, for which | have never ceased to
grieve. | have been punished for this breach of faith. You will find among the papers an
account of all the circumstances connected with this engagement. There is also in the
packet my portrait, taken when | was a lad of sixteen; give her that as well; there is the
certificate of my marriage, my register of baptism, that of Iris’s baptism, my signet ring
—" “His arms”—the old man interrupted his reading—"his arms were: quarterly: first
and fourth, two roses and a boar’s head, erect; second and third, gules and fesse
between—between—Dbut | cannot remember what it was between—" He went on
reading: “My father’s last letter to me; Alice’s letters, and one or two from yourself. If
Iris should unhappily die before her twenty-first birthday, open these papers, find out
from them the owner’s name and address, seek her out, and tell her that she will never
now be disturbed by any claimants to the estate.”

The letter ended here abruptly, as if the writer had designed to add more, but was
prevented by death.

16
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For there was a postscript, in another hand, which stated: “Mr. Aglen died November
25th, 1866, and is buried in the cemetery of Johnson City, IIl.”

The old man folded the letter carefully, and laid it on the table. Then he rose and
walked across the room to the safe, which stood with open door in the corner furthest
from the fireplace. Among its contents was a packet sealed and tied up in red tape,
endorsed: “For Iris. To be given to her on her twenty-first birthday. From her father.”

“It will be her twenty-first birthday,” he said, “in three weeks. Then | must give her the
packet. So—so—with the portrait of her father, and his marriage-certificate.” He fell
into a fit of musing, with the papers in his hand. “She will be safe, whatever happens to
me; and as for me, if | lose her—of course | shall lose her. Why, what will it matter?
Have | not lost all, except Iris? One must not be selfish. Oh, Iris, what a surprise—what
a surprise | have in store for you!”

He placed the letter he had been reading within the tape which fastened the bundle, so
that it should form a part of the communication to be made on Iris’s birthday.

“There,” he said, “now | shall read this letter no more. | wonder how many times | have
read it in the last eighteen years, and how often | have wondered what the child’s
fortune would be? In three weeks—in three short weeks. Oh, Iris, if you only knew!”

He put back the letters and the packet, locked the safe, and resumed his seat.

The red-eyed assistant, still gumming and pasting his slips with punctilious regard to
duty, had been following his master’s movements with curiosity.

“Counting his investments again as usual,” Mr. James murmured. “Ah! and adding ‘'em
up! Always at it. Oh, what a trade it must have been once!”

Just then there appeared in the door a gentleman. He was quite shabby, and even
ragged in his dress, but he was clearly a gentleman. He was no longer young; his
shoulders were bent, and he had the unmistakable stamp and carriage of a student.

“Guv’nor’s at home,” said the assistant briefly.

The visitor walked into the sanctum. He had under his arm half-a-dozen volumes,
which, without a word, he laid before Mr. Emblem, and untied the string.

“You ought to know this book,” he said without further introduction.
Mr. Emblem looked doubtfully at the visitor.

“You sold it to me twenty-five years ago,” he went on, “for five pounds.”

17
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“Idid. And | remember now. You are Mr. Frank Farrar. Why, it is twenty-five years
ago!”

“I have bought no more books for twenty years and more,” he replied.

“Sad—sad! Dear me—tut, tut'—bought no books? And you, Mr. Farrar, once my best
customer. And now—you do not mean to say that you are going to sell—that you
actually want to sell—this precious book?”

“I am selling, one by one, all my books,” replied the other with a sigh. “l am going down
hill, Emblem, fast.”

18
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“Oh, dear, dear!” replied the bookseller. “This is very sad. One cannot bear to think of
the libraries being dispersed and sold off. And now yours, Mr. Farrar? Really, yours?
Must it be?”

“Needs must,” Mr. Farrar said with a sickly smile, “needs must when the devil drives. |
have parted with half my books already. But | thought you might like to have this set,
because they were once your own.”

“So | should™—Mr. Emblem laid a loving hand upon the volumes—*“so | should, Mr.
Farrar, but not from you; not from you, sir. Why, you were almost my best customer—I
think almost my very best—thirty years ago, when my trade was better than it is now.
Yes, you gave me five pounds—or was it five pounds ten?—for this very work. And it is
worth twelve pounds now—I assure you it is worth twelve pounds, if it is worth a penny.”

“Will you give me ten pounds for it, then?” cried the other eagerly; “I want the money
badly.”

“No, | can't; but I will send you to a man who can and will. | do not speculate now; |
never go to auctions. | am old, you see. Besides, | am poor. | will not buy your book,
but I will send you to a man who will give you ten pounds for it, | am sure, and then he
will sell it for fifteen.” He wrote the address on a slip of paper. “Why, Mr. Farrar, if an
old friend, so to speak, can put the question, why in the world—"

“The most natural thing,” replied Mr. Farrar with a cold laugh; “I am old, as | told you,
and the younger men get all the work. That is all. Nobody wants a genealogist and
antiquary.”

“Dear me, dear me! Why, Mr. Farrar, | remember now; you used to know my poor son-
in-law, who is dead eighteen years since. | was just reading the last letter he ever wrote
to me, just before he died. You used to come here and sit with him in the evening. |
remember now. So you did.”

“Thank you for your good will,” said Mr. Farrar. “Yes, | remember your son-in-law. |
knew him before his marriage.”

“Did you? Before his marriage? Then—" He was going to add, “Then you can tell me
his real name,” but he paused, because it is a pity ever to acknowledge ignorance, and
especially ignorance in such elementary matters as your son-in-law’s name.

So Mr. Emblem checked himself.

“He ought to have been a rich man,” Mr. Farrar continued; “but he quarreled with his
father, who cut him off with a shilling, | suppose.”
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Then the poor scholar, who could find no market for his learned papers, tied up his
books again and went away with hanging head.

“Ugh!” Mr. James, who had been listening, groaned as Mr. Farrar passed through the
door. “Ugh! Call that a way of doing business? Why, if it had been me, I'd have bought
the book off of that old chap for a couple o’ pounds, | would. Ay, or a sov, so seedy he
is, and wants money so bad. And | know who’d have given twelve pound for it, in the
trade too. Call that carrying on business? He may well add up his investments every
day, it he can afford to chuck such chances. Ah, but he’ll retire soon.” His fiery eyes
brightened, and his face glowed with the joy of anticipation. “He must retire before
long.”
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There came another visitor. This time it was a lanky boy, with, a blue bag over his
shoulder and a notebook and pencil-stump in his hand. He nodded to the assistant as
to an old friend with whom one may be at ease, set down his bag, opened his notebook,
and nibbled his stump. Then he read aloud, with a comma or semicolon between each,
a dozen or twenty titles. They were the names of the books which his employer wished
to pick up. The red-eyed assistant listened, and shook his head. Then the boy, without
another word, shouldered his bag and departed, on his way to the next second-hand
book-shop.

He was followed, at a decent interval, by another caller. This time it was an old
gentleman who opened the door, put in his head, and looked about him with a quick and
suspicious glance. At sight of the assistant he nodded and smiled in the most friendly
way possible, and came in.

“Good-morning, Mr. James; good-morning, my friend. Splendid weather. Pray don’t
disturb yourself. | am just having a look round—only a look round, you know. Don’t
move, Mr. James.”

He addressed Mr. James, but he was looking at the shelves as he spoke, and, with the
habit of a book-hunter, taking down the volumes, looking at the title-pages and replacing
them; under his arm he carried a single volume in old leather binding.

Mr. James nodded his head, but did disturb himself; in fact, he rose with a scowl upon
his face, and followed this polite old gentlemen all round the shop, placing himself close
to his elbow. One might almost suppose that he suspected him, so close and assiduous
was his assistance. But the visitor, accepting these attentions as if they were
customary, and the result of high breeding, went slowly round the shelves, taking down
book after book, but buying none. Presently he smiled again, and said that he must be
moving on, and very politely thanked Mr. James for his kindness.

“Nowhere,” he was so good as to say, “does one get so much personal kindness and
attention as at Emblem’s. Good-morning, Mr. James; good-morning, my friend.”

Mr. James grunted; and closed the door after him.

“Ugh!” he said with disgust, “I know you; | know your likes. Want to make your set
complete—eh? Want to sneak one of our books to do it with, don’t you? Ah!” He looked
into the back shop before he returned to his paste and his slips. “That was Mr. Potts,
the great Queen Anne collector, sir. Most notorious book-snatcher in all London, and
the most barefaced. Wanted our fourth volume of the ‘Athenian Oracle.” | saw his eyes
reached out this way, and that way, and always resting on that volume. | saw him
edging along to the shelf. Got another odd volume just like it in his wicked old hand,
ready to change it when | wasn’t looking.”
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“Ah,” said Mr. Emblem, waking up from his dream of Iris and her father’s letter; “ah, they
will try it on. Keep your eyes open, James.”
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“No thanks, as usual,” grumbled Mr. James as he returned to his gum and his scissors.
“Might as well have left him to snatch the book.”

Here, however, James was wrong, because it is the first duty of an assistant to hinder
and obstruct the book-snatcher, who carries on his work by methods of crafty and
fraudulent exchange rather than by plain theft, which is a mere brutal way. For, first, the
book-snatcher marks his prey; he finds the shop which has a set containing the volume
which is missing in his own set; next, he arms himself with a volume which closely
resembles the one he covets, and then, on pretense of turning over the leaves, he
watches his opportunity to effect an exchange, and goes away rejoicing, his set
complete. No collector, as is very well known, whether of books, coins, pictures,
medals, fans, scarabs, book-plates, autographs, stamps, or anything else, has any
conscience at all. Anybody can cut out slips and make a catalogue, but it requires a
sharp assistant, with eyes all over his head like a spider, to be always on guard against
this felonious and unscrupulous collector.

Next, there came two schoolboys together, who asked for and bought a crib to “Virgil;”
and then a girl who wanted some cheap French reading-book. Just as the clock began
to strike five, Mr. Emblem lifted his head and looked up. The shop-door opened, and
there stepped in, rubbing his shoes on the mat as if he belonged to the house, an
elderly gentleman of somewhat singular appearance. He wore a fez cap, but was
otherwise dressed as an Englishman—in black frock coat, that is, buttoned up—except
that his feet were incased in black cloth shoes, so that he went noiselessly. His hair
was short and white, and he wore a small white beard; his skin was a rather dark brown;
he was, in fact, a Hindoo, and his name was Lala Roy.

He nodded gravely to Mr. James and walked into the back shop.
“It goes well,” he asked, “with the buying and the selling?”
“Surely, Lala, surely.”

“A quiet way of buying and selling; a way fit for one who meditates,” said the Hindoo,
looking round. “Tell me, my friend, what ails the child? Is she sick?”

“The child is well, Lala.”

“Her mind wandered this morning. She failed to perceive a simple method which | tried
to teach her. | feared she might be ill.”

“She is not ill, my friend, but I think her mind is troubled.”
“She is a woman. We are men. There is nothing in the world that is able to trouble the

mind of the philosopher.”
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“Nothing,” said Mr. Emblem manfully, as if he, too, was a disciple. “Nothing; is there
now?”

The stoutness of the assertion was sensibly impaired by the question.
“Not poverty, which is a shadow; nor pain, which passes; nor the loss of woman’s love,

which is a gain; nor fall from greatness—nothing. Nevertheless,” his eyes did look
anxious in spite of his philosophy, “this trouble of the child—will it soon be over?”
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“I hope this evening,” said Mr. Emblem. “Indeed | am sure that it will be finished this
evening.”

“If the child had a mother, or a brother, or any protectors but ourselves, my friend, we
might leave her to them. But she has nobody except you and me. | am glad that she is
not ill.”

He left Mr. Emblem, and passing through the door of communication between house
and shop, went noiselessly up the stairs.

One more visitor—unusual for so many to call on a September afternoon. This time it
was a youngish man of thirty or so, who stepped into the shop with an air of business,
and, taking no notice at all of the assistant, walked swiftly into the back shop and shut
the door behind him.

“I thought so,” murmured Mr. James. “After he’s been counting up his investments, his
lawyer calls. More investments.”

Mr. David Chalker was a solicitor and, according to his friends, who were proud of him,
a sharp practitioner. He was, in fact, one of those members of the profession who,
starting with no connection, have to make business for themselves. This, in London,
they do by encouraging the county court, setting neighbors by the ears, lending money
in small sums, fomenting quarrels, charging commissions, and generally making
themselves a blessing and a boon to the district where they reside. But chiefly Mr.
Chalker occupied himself with lending money.

“Now, Mr. Emblem,” he said, not in a menacing tone, but as one who warns; “now, Mr.
Emblem.”

“Now, Mr. Chalker,” the bookseller repeated mildly.

“What are you going to do for me?”

“I got your usual notice,” the old bookseller began, hesitating, “six months ago.”
“Of course you did. Three fifty is the amount. Three fifty, exactly.”

“Just so. But | am afraid | am not prepared to pay off the bill of sale. The interest, as
usual, will be ready.”

“Of course it will. But this time the principal must be ready too.”
“Can’t you get another client to find the money?”

“No, | can’t. Money is tight, and your security, Mr. Emblem, isn’t so good as it was.”
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“The furniture is there, and so is the stock.”

“Furniture wears out; as for the stock—who knows what that is worth? All your books
together may not be worth fifty pounds, for what | know.”

“Then what am | to do?”

“Find the money yourself. Come, Mr. Emblem, everybody knows—your grandson
himself told me—all the world knows—you’ve been for years saving up for your
granddaughter. You told Joe only six months ago—you can’t deny it—that whatever
happened to you she would be well off.”

Mr. Emblem did not deny the charge. But he ought not to have told this to his grandson,
of all people in the world.

“As for Joe,” Mr. Chalker went on, “you are going to do nothing for him. | know that. But

is it business like, Mr. Emblem, to waste good money which you might have invested for
your granddaughter?”
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“You do not understand. Mr. Chalker. You really do not, and | cannot explain. But
about this bill of sale—never mind my granddaughter.”

“You the aforesaid Richard Emblem”—Mr. Chalker began to recite, without commas—-
“have assigned to me David Chalker aforesaid his executors administrators and assigns
all and singular the several chattels and things specifically described in the schedule
hereto annexed by way of security for the payment of the sum of three hundred and fifty
pounds and interest thereon at the rate of eight per cent. per annum.”

“Thank you, Mr. Chalker. | know all that.”
“You can’t complain, I'm sure. It is five years since you borrowed the money.”

“It was fifty pounds and a box of old law books out of your office, and | signed a bill for a
hundred.”

“You forget the circumstances.”

“No, | do not. My grandson was a rogue. One does not readily forget that
circumstance. He was also your friend, | remember.”

“And | held my tongue.”

“I have had no more money from you, and the sum has become three hundred and
fifty.”

“Of course you don’t understand law, Mr. Emblem. How should you! But we lawyers
don’t work for nothing. However it isn’t what you got, but what | am to get. Come, my
good sir, it's cutting off your nose to spite your face. Settle and have done with it, even
if it does take a little slice off your granddaughter’s fortune? Now look here’—his voice
became persuasive—"“why not take me into your confidence? Make a friend of me. You
want advice; let me advise you. | can get you good investments—far better than you
know anything of—good and safe investments—at six certain, and sometimes seven
and even eight per cent. Make me your man of business—come now. As for this
trumpery bill of sale—this trifle of three fifty, what is it to you? Nothing—nothing. And
as for your intention to enrich your granddaughter, and cut off your grandson with a
shilling, why | honor you for it—there, though he was my friend. For Joe deserves it
thoroughly. I've told him so, mind. You ask him. I've told him so a dozen times. I've
said: ‘The old man’s right, Joe.” Ask him if | haven’t.”

This was very expansive, but somehow Mr. Emblem did not respond.
Presently, however, he lifted his head.

“I have three weeks still.”
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“Three weeks still.”
“And if I do not find the money within three weeks?”

“Why—Dbut of course you will—but if you do not—I suppose there will be only one thing
left to do—realize the security, sell up—sticks and books and all.”

“Thank you, Mr. Chalker. | will look round me, and—and—do my best. Good day, Mr.
Chalker.”

“The best you can do, Mr. Emblem,” returned the solicitor, “is to take me as your
adviser. You trust David Chalker.”

“Thank you. Good-day, Mr. Chalker.”

On his way out, Mr. Chalker stopped for a moment and looked round the shop.
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“How's business?” he asked the assistant.

“Dull, sir,” replied Mr. James. “He throws it all away, and neglects his chances.
Naturally, being so rich—"

“So rich, indeed,” the solicitor echoed.

“It will be bad for his successor,” Mr. James went on, thinking how much he should
himself like to be that successor. “The goodwill won’t be worth half what it ought to be,
and the stock is just falling to pieces.”

Mr. Chalker looked about him again thoughtfully, and opened his mouth as if about to
ask a question, but said nothing. He remembered, in time, that the shopman was not
likely to know the amount of his master’s capital or investments.

“There isn’'t a book even in the glass-case that’'s worth a five-pound note,” continued Mr.
James, whispering, “and he don’t look about for purchases any more. Seems to have
lost his pluck.”

Mr. Chalker returned to the back-shop.
“Within three weeks, Mr. Emblem,” he repeated, and then departed.

Mr. Emblem sat in his chair. He had to find three hundred and fifty pounds in three
weeks. No one knew better than himself that this was impossible. Within three weeks!
But, in three weeks, he would open the packet of letters, and give Iris her inheritance.
At least, she would not suffer. As for himsel—He looked round the little back shop, and
tried to recall the fifty years he had spent there, the books he had bought and sold, the
money which had slipped through his fingers, the friends who had come and gone.
Why, as for the books, he seemed to remember them every one—his joy in the
purchase, his pride in possession, and his grief at letting them go. All the friends gone
before him, his trade sunk to nothing.

“Yet,” he murmured, “I thought it would last my time.”

But the clock struck six. It was his tea-time. He rose mechanically, and went upstairs to
Iris.

CHAPTERIIL.

Fox and wolf.

Mr. James, left to himself, attempted, in accordance with his daily custom, to commit a
dishonorable action.
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That is to say, he first listened carefully to the retreating footsteps of his master, as he
went up the stairs; then he left his table, crept stealthily into the back shop, and began
to pull the drawers, turn the handle of the safe, and try the desk. Everything was
carefully locked. Then he turned over all the papers on the table, but found nothing that
contained the information he looked for. It was his daily practice thus to try the locks, in
hope that some day the safe, or the drawers, or the desk would be left open by
accident, when he might be able to solve a certain problem, the doubt and difficulty of
which sore let and hindered him—namely, of what extent, and where placed, were those
great treasures, savings, and investments which enabled his master to be careless over
his business. It was, further, customary with him to be thus frustrated and

disappointed. Having briefly, therefore, also in accordance with his usual custom,
expressed his disgust at this want of confidence between master and man, Mr. James
returned to his paste and scissors.
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About a quarter past six the shop door was cautiously opened, and a head appeared,
which looked round stealthily. Seeing nobody about except Mr. James, the head
nodded, and presently followed by its body, stepped into the shop.

“Where’s the admiral, Foxy?” asked the caller.

“Guv’nor’s upstairs, Mr. Joseph, taking of his tea with Miss Iris,” replied Mr. James, not
at all offended by the allusion to his craftiness. Who should resemble the fox if not the
second-hand bookseller? In no trade, perhaps, can the truly admirable qualities of that
animal—his patience, his subtlety and craft, his pertinacity, his sagacity—be illustrated
more to advantage. Mr. James felt a glow of virtue—would that he could grow daily and
hourly, and more and more toward the perfect fox. Then, indeed, and not till then would
he be able to live truly up to his second-hand books.

“Having tea with Iris; well—"

The speaker looked as if it required some effort to receive this statement with
resignation.

“He always does at six o’clock. Why shouldn’t he?” asked Mr. James.

“Because, James, he spends the time in cockering up that gal whom he’s ruined and
spoiled—him and the old nigger between them—so that her mind is poisoned against
her lawful relations, and nothing will content her but coming into all the old man’s
money, instead of going share and share alike, as a cousin should, and especially a
she-cousin, while there’s a biscuit left in the locker and a drop of rum in the cask.”

“Ah!” said Mr. James with a touch of sympathy, called forth, perhaps, by mention of the
rum, which is a favorite drink with second-hand booksellers’ assistants.

“Nothing too good for her,” the other went on; “the best of education, pianos to play
upon, and nobody good enough for her to know. Not on visiting terms, if you please,
with her neighbors; waiting for duchesses to call upon her. And what is she, after all? A
miserable teacher!”

Mr. Joseph Gallop was a young man somewhere between twenty and thirty, tall, large-
limbed, well set-up, and broad-shouldered. A young man who, at first sight, would seem
eminently fitted to push his own fortunes. Also, at first sight, a remarkably handsome
fellow, with straight, clear-cut features and light, curly hair. When he swung along the
street, his round hat carelessly thrown back, and his handsome face lit up by the sun,
the old women murmured a blessing upon his comely head—as they used to do, a long
time ago, upon the comely and curly head of Absalom—and the young women looked
meaningly at one another—as was also done in the case of Absalom—and the object of
their admiration knew that they were saying to each other, in the feminine way, where a
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look is as good as a whisper, “There goes a handsome fellow.” Those who knew him
better, and had looked more closely into his face, said that his mouth was bad and his
eyes shifty. The same opinion was held by the wiser sort as regards
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his character. For, on the one hand, some averred that to their certain knowledge Joe
Gallop had shown himself a monster of ingratitude toward his grandfather, who had paid
his debts and done all kinds of things for him; on the other hand there were some who
thought he had been badly treated; and some said that no good would ever come of a
young fellow who was never able to remain in the same situation more than a month or
so; and others said that he had certainly been unfortunate, but that he was a quick and
clever young man, who would some day find the kind of work that suited him, and then
he would show everybody of what stuff he was composed. As for us, we have only to
judge of him by his actions.

“Perhaps, Mr. Joseph,” said Mr. James, “perhaps Miss Iris won't have all bequeathed to
her?”

“Do you know anything?” Joe asked quickly. “Has he made a new will lately?”
“Not that | know of. But Mr. Chalker has been here off and on a good bit now.”

“Ah! Chalker’s a close one, too. Else he’d tell me, his old friend. Look here, Foxy,” he
turned a beaming and smiling face upon the assistant. “If you should see anything or
find anything out, tell me, mind. And, remember, I'll make it worth your while.”

Mr. James looked as it he was asking himself how Joseph could make it worth his while,
seeing that he got nothing more from his grandfather, and by his own showing never
would have anything more.

“It's only his will I'm anxious to know about; that, and where he’s put away all his
money. Think what a dreadful thing it would be for his heirs if he were to go and die
suddenly, and none of us to know where his investments are. As for the shop, that is
already disposed of, as | dare say you know.”

“Disposed of? The shop disposed of! Oh, Lord!” The assistant turned pale. “Oh, Mr.
Joseph,” he asked earnestly, “what will become of the shop? And who is to have it?”

“I am to have it,” Mr. Joseph replied calmly. This was the lie absolute, and he invented it
very cleverly and at the right moment—a thing which gives strength and life to a lie,
because he already suspected the truth and guessed the secret hope and ambition
which possesses every ambitious assistant in this trade—namely, to get the

succession. Mr. James looked upon himself as the lawful and rightful heir to the
business. But sometimes he entertained grievous doubts, and now indeed his heart
sunk into his boots. “l am to have it,” Joe repeated.

“Oh, | didn’'t know. You are to have it, then? Oh!”
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If Mr. James had been ten years younger, | think he would have burst into tears. But at
the age of forty weeping no longer presents itself as a form of relief. It is more usual to
seek consolation in a swear. He stammered, however, while he turned pale, and then

red, and then pale again.

“Yes, quite proper, Mr. Joseph, I'm sure, and a most beautiful business may be made
again here by one who understands the way. Oh, you are a lucky man, Mr. Joseph.
You are indeed, sir, to get such a noble chance.”
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“The shop,” Joe went on, “was settled—settled upon me, long ago.” The verb “to settle”
is capable of conveying large and vague impressions. “But after all, what’s the good of
this place to a sailor?”

“The good—the good of this place?” Mr. James’s cheek flushed. “Why, to make money,
to be sure—to coin money in. If | had this place to myself—why—why, in two years |
would be making as much as two hundred a year. | would indeed.”

“You want to make money. Bah! That's all you fellows think of. To sit in the back shop
all day long and to sell moldy books! We jolly sailor boys know better than that, my lad.

There really was something nautical about the look of the man. He wore a black-silk tie,
in a sailor’s running-knot, the ends loose; his waistcoat was unbuttoned, and his coat
was a kind of jacket; not to speak of his swinging walk and careless pose. In fact, he
had been a sailor; he had made two voyages to India and back as assistant-purser, or
purser’s clerk, on board a P. and O. boat, but some disagreement with his commanding
officer concerning negligence, or impudence, or drink, or laziness—he had been
charged in different situations and at different times with all these vices, either together
or separately—caused him to lose his rating on the ship’s books. However, he brought
away from his short nautical experience, and preserved, a certain nautical swagger,
which accorded well with his appearance, and gave him a swashbuckler air, which
made those who knew him well lament that he had not graced the Elizabethan era,
when he might have become a gallant buccaneer, and so got himself shot through the
head; or that he had not flourished under the reign of good Queen Anne, when he would
probably have turned pirate and been hanged; or that, being born in the Victorian age,
he had not gone to the Far West, where he would, at least, have had the chance of
getting shot in a gambling-saloon.

“As for me, when | get the business,” he continued, “I shall look about for some one to
carry it on until | am able to sell it for what it will fetch. Books at a penny apiece all
round, | suppose”—James gasped—"shop furniture thrown in"—James panted—“and
the goodwill for a small lump sum.” James wondered how far his own savings, and
what he could borrow, might go toward that lump sum, and how much might “remain.”
“My grandfather, as you know, of course, is soon going to retire from business
altogether.” This was another lie absolute, as Mr. Emblem had no intention whatever of
retiring.

“Soon, Mr. Joseph? He has never said a word to me about it.”

“Very soon, now—sooner than you expect. At seventy-five, and with all his money, why
should he go on slaving any longer? Very soon, indeed. Any day.”

“Mr. Joseph,” the assistant positively trembled with eagerness and apprehension.
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“What is it, James? Did you really think that a man like me was going to sit in a back
shop among these moldy volumes all day? Come, that's too good. You might have
given me credit for being one cut above a counter, too. | am a gentleman, James, if you
please; | am an officer and a gentleman.”
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He then proceeded to explain, in language that smacked something of the sea, that his
ideas soared far above trade, which was, at best, a contemptible occupation, and quite
unworthy of a gentleman, particularly an officer and a gentleman; and that his personal
friends would never condescend even to formal acquaintance, not to speak of
friendship, with trade. This discourse may be omitted. When one reads about such a
man as Joe Gallop, when we are told how he looked and what he said and how he said
it, with what gestures and in what tone, we feel as if it would be impossible for the
simplest person in the world to be mistaken as to his real character. My friends,
especially my young friends, so far from the discernment of character being easy, it is,
on the contrary, an art most difficult, and very rarely attained. Nature’s indications are a
kind of handwriting the characters in which are known to few, so that, for instance, the
quick, enquiring glance of an eye, in which one may easily read—who knows the
character—treachery, lying, and deception, just as in the letter Beth was originally easily
discerned the effigies of a house, may very easily pass unread by the multitude. The
language, or rather the alphabet, is much less complicated than the cuneiform of the
Medes and Persians, yet no one studies it, except women, most of whom are
profoundly skilled in this lore, which makes them so fearfully and wonderfully wise.
Thus it is easy for man to deceive his brother man, but not his sister woman. Again,
most of us are glad to take everybody on his own statements; there are, or may be, we
are all ready to acknowledge, with sorrow for erring humanity, somewhere else in the
world, such things as pretending, swindling, acting a part, and cheating, but they do not
and cannot belong to our own world. Mr. James, the assistant, very well knew that Mr.
Emblem’s grandson had already, though still young, as bad a record as could be
desired by any; that he had been turned out of one situation after another; that his
grandfather had long since refused to help him any more; that he was always to be
found in the Broad Path which leadeth to destruction. When he had money he ran
down that path as fast as his legs could carry him; when he had none, he only walked
and wished he could run. But he never left it, and never wished to leave it. Knowing all
this, the man accepted and believed every word of Joe’s story. James believed it,
because he hoped it. He listened respectfully to Joe’s declamation on the meanness of
trade, and then he rubbed his hands, and said humbly that he ventured to hope, when
the sale of the business came on, Mr. Joseph would let him have a chance.

“You?” asked Joe. “I never thought of you. But why not? Why not, | say? Why not you
as well as anybody else?”

“Nobody but me, Mr. Joseph, knows what the business is, and how it might be
improved; and | could make arrangements for paying by regular instalments.”
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“Well, we'll talk about it when the time comes. | won’t forget. Sailors, you know, can’t
be expected to understand the value of shops. Say, James, what does the commodore
do all day?”

“Sits in there and adds up his investments.”

“Always doing that—eh? Always adding 'em up? Ah, and you've never got a chance of
looking over his shoulder, | suppose?”

“Never.”

“You may find that chance, one of these days. | should like to know, if only for curiosity,
what they are and where they are. He sits in there and adds 'em up. Yes—I've seen
him at it. There must be thousands by this time.”

“Thousands,” said the assistant, in the belief that the more you add up a sum the larger
it grows.

Joe walked into the back shop and tried the safe.
“Where are the keys?” he asked.
“Always in his pocket or on the table before him. He don’t leave them about.”

“Or you’d ha’ known pretty sharp all there is to know—eh, my lad? Well, you're a foxy
one, you are, if ever there was one. Let’'s be pals, you and me. When the old man
goes, you want the shop—well, | don’t see why you shouldn’t have the shop.

Somebody must have the shop; and it will be mine to do what | please with. As for his
savings, he says they are all for Iris—well, wills have been set aside before this. Do you
think now, seriously, do you think, James that the old man is quite right—eh? Don't
answer in a hurry. Do you think, now, that he is quite right in his chump?”

James laughed.
“He’s right enough, though he throws away his chances.”

“Throws away his chances. How the deuce can he be all right then? Did you ever hear
of a bookseller in his right mind throwing away his chances?”

“Why—no—for that matter—"

“Very well, then; for that matter, don’t forget that you’ve seen him throw away all his
chances—all his chances, you said. You are ready to swear to that. Most important
evidence, that, James.” James had not said “all,” but he grunted, and the other man
went on: “It may come in useful, this recollection. Keep your eyes wide-open, my red
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haired pirate. As for the moldy old shop, you may consider it as good as your own.
Why, | suppose you'll get somebody else to handle the paste-brush and the scissors,
and tie up the parcels, and water the shop—eh? You'll be too proud to do that for
yourself, you will.”

Mr. James grinned and rubbed his hands.

“All your own—eh? Well, you’ll wake 'em up a bit, won'’t you?”
Mr. James grinned again—he continued grinning.

“Go on, Mr. Joseph,” he said; “go on—I like it.”

“Consider the job as settled, then. As for terms they shall be easy; I'm not a hard man.
And—I say, Foxy, about that safe?”

Mr. James suddenly ceased grinning, because he observed a look in his patron’s eyes
which alarmed him.

“About that safe. You must find out for me where the old man has put his money, and
what it is worth. Do you hear? Or else—"
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“How can | find out? He won't tell me any more than you.”

“Or else you must put me in the way of finding out.” Mr. Joseph lowered his voice to a
whisper. “He keeps the keys on the table before him. When a customer takes him out
here, he leaves the keys behind him. Do you know the key of the safe?”

“Yes, | know it.”

“What is to prevent a clever, quick-eyed fellow like you, mate, stepping in with a bit of
wax—eh? While he is talking, you know. You could rush it in a moment.”

“It's—it’s dangerous, Mr. Joseph.”
“So it is—rather dangerous—not much. What of that?”

“I would do anything | could to be of service to you, Mr. Joseph; but that's not honest,
and it's dangerous.”

“Dangerous! There’s danger in the briny deep and shipwreck on the blast, if you come
to danger. Do we, therefore, jolly mariners afloat ever think of that? Never. As to
honesty, don’t make a man sick.”

“Look here, Mr. Joseph. If you'll give me a promise in writing, that I'm to have the shop,
as soon as you get it, at a fair valuation and easy terms—say ten per cent down, and—"

“Stow it, mate; write what you like, and I'll sign it. Now about that key?”

“Supposing you was to get a duplicate key, and supposing you was to get into trouble
about it, Mr. Joseph, should you—should you—I only put it to you—should you up and
round upon the man as got you that key?”

“Foxy, you are as suspicious as a Chinaman. Well, then, do it this way. Send it me in a
letter, and then who is to know where the letter came from?”

The assistant nodded.

“Then | think | can do the job, though not, perhaps, your way. But I think | can do it. |
won’t promise for a day or two.”

“There you spoke like an honest pal and a friendly shipmate. Dangerous! Of course it
is. When the roaring winds do blow—Hands upon it, brother. Foxy, you've never done
a better day’'s work. You are too crafty for any sailor—you are, indeed. Here, just for a
little key—"
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“Hush, Mr. Joseph! Oh, pray—pray don’t talk so loud! You don’t know who may be
listening. There’s Mr. Lala Roy. You never hear him coming.”

“Just for a trifle of a key, you are going to get possession of the best book-shop in all
Chelsea. Well, keep your eyes skinned and the wax ready, will you? And now, James,
I'll be off.”

“Oh, | say, Mr. Joseph, wait a moment!” James was beginning to realize what he had
promised. “If anything dreadful should come of this? | don’t know what is in the safe.
There may be money as well as papers.”

“James, do you think | would steal? Do you mean to insinuate that | am a thief, sir? Do
you dare to suspect that | would take money?”

James certainly looked as if he had thought even that possible.

“I shall open the safe, take out the papers, read them, and put them back just as | found
them. Will that do for you?”
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He shook hands again, and took himself off.

At seven o’clock Mr. Emblem came down-stairs again.
“Has any one been?” he asked as usual.

“Only Mr. Joseph.”

“What might Mr. Joseph want?”

“Nothing at all.”

“Then,” said his grandfather, “Mr. Joseph might just as well have kept away.”

* k k% %

Let us anticipate a little. James spent the next day hovering about in the hope that an
opportunity would offer of getting the key in his possession for a few moments. There
was no opportunity. The bunch of keys lay on the table under the old man’s eyes all
day, and when he left the table he carried them with him. But the day afterward he got
his chance. One of the old customers called to talk over past bargains and former
prizes. Mr. Emblem came out of the back shop with his visitor, and continued talking
with him as far as the door. As he passed the table—James’s table—he rested the
hand which carried the keys on it, and left them there. James pounced upon them and
slipped them into his pocket noiselessly. Mr. Emblem returned to his own chair and
thought nothing of the keys for an hour and a half by the clock, and during this period
James was out on business. When Mr. Emblem remembered his keys, he felt for them
in their usual place and missed them, and then began searching about and cried out to
James that he had lost his bunch of keys.

“Why, sir,” said James, bringing them to him, after a little search, and with a very red
face, “here they are; you must have left them on my table.”

And in this way the job was done.

CHAPTER IIL.

Iris the Herald.

By a somewhat remarkable coincidence it was on this very evening that Iris first made
the acquaintance of her pupil, Mr. Arnold Arbuthnot. These coincidences, | believe,
happen oftener in real life than they do even on the stage, where people are always
turning up at the very nick of time and the critical moment.
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| need little persuasion to make me believe that the first meeting of Arnold Arbuthnot
and lIris, on the very evening when her cousin was opening matters with the Foxy one,
was nothing short of Providential. You shall see, presently, what things might have
happened if they had not met. The meeting was, in fact, the second of the three really
important events in the life of a girl. The first, which is seldom remembered with the
gratitude which it deserves, is her birth; the second, the first meeting with her future
lover; the third, her wedding-day; the other events of a woman'’s life are interesting,
perhaps, but not important.

Certain circumstances, which will be immediately explained, connected with this
meeting, made it an event of very considerable interest to Iris, even though she did not
suspect its immense importance. So much interest that she thought of nothing else for
a week beforehand; that as the appointed hour drew near she trembled and grew pale;
that when her grandfather came up for his tea, she, who was usually so quick to discern
the least sign of care or anxiety in his face, actually did not observe the trouble, plainly
written in his drooping head and anxious eyes, which was due to his interview with Mr.
David Chalker.
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She poured out the tea, therefore, without one word of sympathy. This would have
seemed hard if her grandfather had expected any. He did not, however, because he did
not know that the trouble showed in his face, and was trying to look as if nothing had
happened. Yet in his brain were ringing and resounding the words, “Within three weeks
—within three weeks,” with the regularity of a horrid clock at midnight, when one wants
to go to sleep.

“Oh,” cried Iris, forced, as young people always are, to speak of her own trouble, “oh,
grandfather, he is coming to-night.”

“Who is coming to-night, my dear?” and then he listened again for the ticking of the
clock: “Within three weeks—within three weeks.” “Who is coming to-night, my dear?”

He took the cup of tea from her, and sat down with an old man’s deliberation, which
springs less from wisdom and the fullness of thought that from respect to rheumatism.

The iteration of that refrain, “Within three weeks,” made him forget everything, even the
trouble of his granddaughter’s mind.

“Oh, grandfather, you cannot have forgotten!”

She spoke with the least possible touch of irritation, because she had been thinking of
this thing for a week past, day and night, and it was a thing of such stupendous interest
to her, that it seemed impossible that anyone who knew of it could forget what was
coming.

“No, no.” The old man was stimulated into immediate recollection by the
disappointment in her eyes. “No, no, my dear, | have not forgotten. Your pupil is
coming. Mr. Arbuthnot is coming. But, Iris, child, don’t let that worry you. 1 will see him
for you, if you like.”

“No; | must see him myself. You see, dear, there is the awful deception. Oh, how shall |
tell him?”

“No deception at all,” he said stoutly. “You advertised in your own initials. He never
asked if the initials belonged to a man or to a woman. The other pupils do not know.
Why should this one? What does it matter to him if you have done the work for which
he engaged your services?”

“But, oh, he is so different! And the others, you know, keep to the subject.”
“So should he, then. Why didn’t he?”

“But he hasn’t. And | have been answering him, and he must think that | was drawing
him on to tell me more about himself; and now—oh, what will he think? | drew him on
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and on—yet | didn’t mean to—till at last he writes to say that he regards me as the best
friend and the wisest adviser he has ever had. What will he think and say?
Grandfather, it is dreadful!”

“What did you tell him for, Iris, my dear? Why couldn’t you let things go on? And by
telling him you will lose your pupil.”
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“Yes, of course; and, worse still, | shall lose his letters. We live so quietly here that his
letters have come to me like news of another world. How many different worlds are
there all round one in London? It has been pleasant to read of that one in which ladies
go about beautifully dressed always, and where the people have nothing to do but to
amuse themselves. He has told me about this world in which he lives, and about his
own life, so that | know everything he does, and where he goes; and’—here she sighed
heavily—"of course it could not go on forever; and | should not mind so much if it had
not been carried on under false pretenses.”

“No false pretenses at all, my dear. Don't think it.”

“l sent back his last check,” she said, trying to find a little consolation for herself. “But
yet—"

“Well, Iris,” said her grandfather, “he wanted to learn heraldry, and you have taught him.

“For the last three months”—the girl blushed as if she was confessing her sins—*“for the
last three months there has not been a single word in his letters about heraldry. He tells
me that he writes because he is idle, or because he wants to talk, or because he is
alone in his studio, or because he wants his unknown friend’s advice. | am his unknown
friend, and | have been giving him advice.”

“And very good advice, t00,” said her grandfather benevolently. “Who is so wise as my
Iris?”

“I have answered all his letters, and never once told him that | am only a girl.”

“I am glad you did not tell him, Iris,” said her grandfather; but he did not say why he was
glad. “And why can’t he go on writing his letters without making any fuss?”

“Because he says he must make the acquaintance of the man—the man, he says—with
whom he has been in correspondence so long. This is what he says.”

She opened a letter which lay upon a table covered with papers, but her grandfather
stopped her.

“Well, my dear, | do not want to know what he says. He wishes to make your
acquaintance. Very good, then. You are going to see him, and to tell him who you are.
That is enough. But as for deceiving™—he paused, trying to understand this extreme
scrupulosity of conscience—"if you come to deceiving—well, in a kind sort of a way you
did allow him to think his correspondent a man. | admit that. What harm is done to
him? None. He won't be so mean, | suppose, as to ask for his money back again.”

“I think he ought to have it all back,” said Iris; “yes, all from the very beginning. | am
ashamed that | ever took any money from him. My face burns when I think of it.”
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To this her grandfather made no reply. The returning of money paid for services
rendered was, to his commercial mind, too foolish a thing to be even talked about. At
the same time, Iris was quite free to manage her own affairs. And then there was that
roll of papers in the safe. Why, what matter if she sent away all her pupils? He
changed the subject.
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“Iris, my dear,” he said, “about this other world, where the people amuse themselves;
the world which lives in the squares and in the big houses on the Chelsea Embankment
here, you know—how should you like, just for a change, to belong to that world and
have no work to do?”

“I don’t know,” she replied carelessly, because the question did not interest her.

“You would have to leave me, of course. You would sever your connection, as they say,
with the shop.”

“Please, don't let us talk nonsense, grandfather.”
“You would have to be ashamed, perhaps, of ever having taught for your living.”
“Now that | never should be—never, not if they made me a duchess.”

“You would go dressed in silk and velvet. My dear, | should like to see you dressed up
just for once, as we have seen them at the theater.”

“Well, | should like one velvet dress in my life. Only one. And it should be crimson—a
beautiful, deep, dark crimson.”

“Very good. And you would drive in a carriage instead of an omnibus; you would sit in
the stalls instead of the upper circle; you would give quantities of money to poor people;
and you would buy as many second hand books as you pleased. There are rich people,
| believe, ostentatious people, who buy new books. But you, my dear, have been better
brought up. No books are worth buying till they have stood the criticism of a whole
generation at least. Never buy new books, my dear.”

“Iwon't,” said Iris. “But, you dear old man, what have you got in your head to-night?
Why in the world should we talk about getting rich?”

“I was only thinking,” he said, “that perhaps, you might be so much happier—”"

“Happier? Nonsense! | am as happy as | can be. Six pupils already. To be sure | have
lost one,” she sighed; “and the best among them all.”

When her grandfather left her, Iris placed candles on the writing-table, but did not light
them, though it was already pretty dark. She had half an hour to wait; and she wanted
to think, and candles are not necessary for meditation. She sat at the open window and
suffered her thoughts to ramble where they pleased. This is a restful thing to do,
especially if your windows look upon a tolerably busy but not noisy London road. For
then, it is almost as good as sitting beside a swiftly-running stream; the movement of
the people below is like the unceasing flow of the current; the sound of the footsteps is
like the whisper of the water along the bank; the echo of the half heard talk strikes your
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ear like the mysterious voices wafted to the banks from the boats as they go by; and the

lights of the shops and the street presently become spectral and unreal like lights seen
upon the river in the evening.

Iris had a good many pupils—six, in fact, as she had boasted; why, then, was she so
strangely disturbed on account of one?
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An old tutor by correspondence may be, and very likely is, indifferent about his pupils,
because he has had so many; but Iris was a young tutor, and had as yet known few.
One of her pupils, for instance, was a gentleman in the fruit and potato line, in the
Borough. By reason of his early education, which had not been neglected so much as
entirely omitted, he was unable to personally conduct his accounts. Now a merchant
without his accounts is as helpless as a tourist without his Cook. So that he desired, in
his mature age, to learn book keeping, compound addition, subtraction, and
multiplication. He had no partners, so that he did not want division. But it is difficult—-
say, well-nigh impossible—for a middle-aged merchant, not trained in the graces of
letter-writing, to inspire a young lady with personal regard, even though she is privileged
to follow the current of his thoughts day by day, and to set him his sums.

Next there was a young fellow of nineteen or twenty, who was beginning life as an
assistant-teacher in a commercial school at Lower Clapton. This way is a stony and a
thorny path to tread; no one walks upon it willingly; those who are compelled to enter
upon it speedily either run away and enlist, or they go and find a secluded spot in which
to hang themselves. The smoother ways of the profession are only to be entered by
one who is the possessor of a degree, and it was the determination of this young man to
pass the London University Examinations, and to obtain the degree of Bachelor. In this
way his value in the educational market would be at once doubled, and he could
command a better place and lighter work. He showed himself, in his letters, to be an
eminently practical, shrewd, selfish, and thick-skinned young man, who would quite
certainly get on in the world, and was resolved to lose no opportunities, and, with that
view, he took as much work out of his tutor as he could get for the money. Had he
known that the “l.LA.” who took such a wonderful amount of trouble with his papers was
only a woman, he would certainly have extorted a great deal more work for his money.
All this Iris read in his letters and understood. There is no way in which a man more
surely and more naturally reveals his true character than in his correspondence, so that
after awhile, even though the subject of the letters be nothing more interesting than the
studies in hand, those who write the letters may learn to know each other if they have
but the mother wit to read between the lines. Certainly this young schoolmaster did not
know Iris, nor did he desire to discover what she was like, being wholly occupied with
the study of himself. Strange and kindly provision of Nature. The less desirable a man
actually appears to others, the more fondly he loves and believes in himself. | have
heard it whispered that Narcissus was a hunchback.
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Then there was another pupil, a girl who was working her very hardest in order to
become, as she hoped, a first-class governess, and who, poor thing! by reason of her
natural thickness would never reach even the third rank. Iris would have been sorry for
her, because she worked so fiercely, and was so stupid, but there was something hard
and unsympathetic in her nature which forbade pity. She was miserably poor, too, and
had an unsuccessful father, no doubt as stupid as herself, and made pitiful excuses for
not forwarding the slender fees with regularity.

Everybody who is poor should be, on that ground alone, worthy of pity and sympathy.
But the hardness and stupidity, and the ill-temper, all combined and clearly shown in her
letters, repelled her tutor. Iris, who drew imaginary portraits of her pupils, pictured the
girl as plain to look upon, with a dull eye, a leathery, pallid cheek, a forehead without
sunshine upon it, and lips which seldom parted with a smile.

Then there was, besides, a Cambridge undergraduate. He was neither clever, nor
industrious, nor very ambitious; he thought that a moderate place was quite good
enough for him to aim at, and he found that his unknown and obscure tutor by
correspondence was cheap and obliging, and willing to take trouble, and quite as
efficacious for his purposes as the most expensive Cambridge coach. Iris presently
discovered that he was lazy and luxurious, a deceiver of himself, a dweller in Fool’s
Paradise and a constant shirker of work. Therefore, she disliked him. Had she actually
known him and talked with him, she might have liked him better in spite of these faults
and shortcomings, for he was really a pleasant, easygoing youth, who wallowed in
intellectual sloth, but loved physical activity; who will presently drop easily, and
comfortably, and without an effort or a doubt, into the bosom of the Church, and will
develop later on into an admirable country parson, unless they disestablish the
Establishment: in which case, | do not know what he will do.

But this other man, this man who was coming for an explanation, this Mr. Arnold
Arbuthnot, was, if you please, a very different kind of pupil. In the first place he was a
gentleman, a fact which he displayed, not ostentatiously, in every line of his letters; next,
he had come to her for instruction—the only pupil she had in that science, in heraldry,
which she loved. It is far more pleasant to be describing a shield and settling questions
in the queer old language of this queer old science, than in solving and propounding
problems in trigonometry and conic sections. And then—how if your pupil begins to talk
round the subject and to wander into other things? You cannot very well talk round a
branch of mathematics, but heraldry is a subject surrounded by fields, meadows, and
lawns, so to speak, all covered with beautiful flowers. Into these the pupil wandered,
and Iris not unwillingly followed. Thus the teaching of
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heraldry by correspondence became the most delightful interchange of letters
imaginable, set off and enriched with a curious and strange piquancy, derived from the
fact that one of them, supposed to be an elderly man, was a young girl, ignorant of the
world except from books, and the advice given her by two old men, who formed all her
society. Then, as was natural, what was at first a kind of play, became before long a
serious and earnest confidence on the one side, and a hesitating reception on the other.

Latterly he more than once amused himself by drawing an imaginary portrait of her; it
was a pleasing portrait, but it made her feel uneasy.

“I know you,” he said, “from your letters, but yet | want to know you in person. | think
you are a man advanced in years.” Poor Iris! and she not yet twenty-one. “You sit in
your study and read; you wear glasses, and your hair is gray; you have a kind heart and
a cheerful voice; you are not rich—you have never tried to make yourself rich; you are
therefore little versed in the ways of mankind; you take your ideas chiefly from books;
the few friends you have chosen are true and loyal; you are full of sympathy, and quick
to read the thoughts of those in whom you take an interest.” A very fine character, but it
made Iris’s cheek to burn and her eyes to drop. To be sure she was not rich, nor did
she know the world; so far her pupil was right, but yet she was not gray nor old. And,
again, she was not, as he thought, a man.

Letter-writing is not extinct, as it is a commonplace to affirm, and as people would have
us believe. Letters are written still—the most delightful letters—Ietters as copious, as
charming, as any of the last century; but men and women no longer write their letters as
carefully as they used to do in the old days, because they were then shown about, and
very likely read aloud. Our letters, therefore, though their sentences are not so
balanced nor their periods so rounded, are more real, more truthful, more spontaneous,
and more delightful than the laborious productions of our ancestors, who had to weigh
every phrase, and to think out their bon mots, epigrams, and smart things for weeks
beforehand, so that the letter might appear full of impromptu wit. | should like, for
instance, just for once, to rob the outward or the homeward mail, in order to read all the
delightful letters which go every week backward and forward between the folk in India
and the folk at home.

“I shall lose my letters,” Iris recollected, and her heart sunk. Not only did her
correspondent begin to draw these imaginary portraits of her, but he proceeded to urge
upon her to come out of her concealment, and to grant him an interview. This she might
have refused, in her desire to continue a correspondence which brightened her
monotonous life. But there came another thing, and this decided her. He began to give,
and to ask, opinions concerning love, marriage, and such topics—and then she
perceived
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it could not possibly be discussed with him, even in domino and male disguise. “As for
love,” her pupil wrote, “I suppose it is a real and not a fancied necessity of life. Aman, |
mean, may go on a long time without it, but there will come a time—do not you think so?
—when he is bound to feel the incompleteness of life without a woman to love. We
ought to train our boys and girls from the very beginning to regard love and marriage as
the only things really worth having, because without them there is no happiness. Give
me your own experience. | am sure you must have been in love at some time or other
in your life.”

Anybody will understand that Iris could not possibly give her own experience in love-
matters, nor could she plunge into speculative philosophy of this kind with her pupil.
Obviously the thing must come to an end. Therefore she wrote a letter to him, telling
him that “l.LA.” would meet him, if he pleased, that very evening at the hour of eight.

It is by this time sufficiently understood that Iris Aglen professed to teach—it is an
unusual combination—mathematics and heraldry; she might also have taught equally
well, had she chosen, sweetness of disposition, goodness of heart, the benefits
conferred by pure and lofty thoughts on the expression of a girl’s face, and the way to
acquire all the other gracious, maidenly virtues; but either there is too limited a market
for these branches of culture, or—which is perhaps the truer reason—there are so many
English girls, not to speak of Americans, who are ready and competent to teach them,
and do teach them to their brothers, and their lovers, and to each other, and to their
younger sisters all day long.

As for her heraldry, it was natural that she should acquire that science, because her
grandfather knew as much as any Pursuivant or King-at-Arms, and thought that by
teaching the child a science which is nowadays cultivated by so few, he was going to
make her fortune. Besides, ever mindful of the secret packet, he thought that an
heiress ought to understand heraldry. It was, indeed, as you shall see, in this way that
her fortune was made; but yet not quite in the way he proposed to make it. Nobody
ever makes a fortune quite in the way at first intended for him.

As for her mathematics, it is no wonder that she was good in this science, because she
was a pupil of Lala Roy.

This learned Bengalee condescended to acknowledge the study of mathematics as
worthy even of the Indian intellect, and amused himself with them when he was not
more usefully engaged in chess. He it was who, being a lodger in the house, taught Iris
almost as soon as she could read how letters placed side by side may be made to
signify and accomplish stupendous things, and how they may disguise the most
graceful and beautiful curves, and how they may even open a way into boundless
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space