
THE DIVINE FIRE
not yet sure whether it belonged to him or he to it : but in
going to the Junior Journalists' he conceived himself to be

^V n ^*^®*y- So extreme was his illusion.
Mr. Rickman's place was in the shop and his home wasm a boarding house, and for years he had thoueht cf

belonging to that club; but quite hopelessly, as of a thing
beyond attainment It had never occurred to him that
anything could come of those invasions of the friendly younc
men. Yetthis ./as what had come of them. He was friend?
under the r(»e, that is to say, over the counter, with Horace
Jewdwne of Lazarus College, Oxford. Jewdwine had pro-
posed hun on his own merits, somebody else had secondedhim (he supposed) on Jewdwine's, and between them theyhad smuggled him m. This would be his first appearance

fJ^ J'^T'' Jo'inialist. And he might weU feel a little
diffident about it ; for, though some of the members knew

R."i'J!^
could not hon^tly say he knew any of them, exceptRankm (of The Planet) who possibly mightn't, and Jewd-wine who certainly wouldn't, be there. But the plungehad to be made some time ; he might as well make it now.

I-rom the threshold of the Junor Journalists' he looked

h^H^w w**^*!^'"*^
'*''^*' ^ ^^"^^ "" g^^' at the place hehad just left. His eyes moved from the jutting signboard

at the corner announcing Genthfnen's Libraries Purchased,

of ofd
^^^"^ *"*" ^ ^^ window, blazoned in letters

Isaac Rickman
: New & Second-Hand BookseUer.

His connexion with it was by no means casual and tem-
porary. It was his father's shop.
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