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| had seen the Magic Shop from afar severa times; | had passed

it once or twice, a shop window of dluring little objects, magic
bals, magic hens, wonderful cones, ventriloquist dolls, the materid
of the basket trick, packs of cardsthat LOOKED 4dl right, and dl
that sort of thing, but never had | thought of going in until one day,
amogt without warning, Gip hauled me by my finger right up to

the window, and so conducted himsdf that there was nothing for it
but to take him in. | had not thought the place was there, to tell

the truth--a modest-szed frontage in Regent Street, between

the picture shop and the place where the chicks run about just

out of patent incubators, but there it was sure enough. | had fancied
it was down nearer the Circus, or round the corner in Oxford Street,
or even in Holborn; dways over the way and alittle inaccessible

it had been, with something of the mirage in its position; but here

it was now quite indisputably, and the fat end of Gip's pointing
finger made a noise upon the glass.

"If | wasrich," said Gip, dabbing afinger a the Disappearing Egg,

"I'd buy mysdlf that. And that"--which was The Crying Baby, Very Human
--and that,” which was amystery, and called, so a neat card asserted,
"Buy One and Agtonish Y our Friends.”

"Anything," said Gip, "will disappear under one of those cones.
| have read about it in a book.

"And there, dadda, is the VVanishing Halfpenny--, only they've put it
thisway up so'swe can't see how it'sdone.”

Gip, dear boy, inherits his mother's breeding, and he did not propose

to enter the shop or worry in any way; only, you know, quite unconscioudy
he lugged my finger doorward, and he made hisinterest clear.

"That," he said, and pointed to the Magic Bottle.

"If you had that?' | said; a which promising inquiry he looked up
with a sudden radiance.

"l could show it to Jessie" he said, thoughtful as ever of others.

"It's less than a hundred days to your birthday, Gibbles," | said,
and laid my hand on the door-handle.

Gip made no answer, but his grip tightened on my finger, and so
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we came into the shop.

It was no common shop this; it was ameagic shop, and dl the prancing
precedence Gip would have taken in the matter of mere toys was wanting.
He left the burthen of the conversation to me.

It was alittle, narrow shop, not very well lit, and the door-bell

pinged again with a plaintive note as we closed it behind us.

For amoment or so we were done and could glance about us.

There was atiger in papier-mache on the glass case that covered

the low counter--a grave, kind-eyed tiger that waggled his head

in amethodicd manner; there were severd crystd spheres, achina
hand holding magic cards, a sock of magic fish-bowlsin various

szes, and an immodest magic hat that shameesdy displayed its springs.
On the floor were magic mirrors; one to draw you out long and thin,
oneto swell your head and vanish your legs, and one to make you short
and fat like a draught; and while we were laughing at these the shopman,
as| suppose, camein.

At any rate, there he was behind the counter--a curious, sdlow,
dark man, with one ear larger than the other and achin like

the toe-cap of a boot.

"What can we have the pleasure?’ he said, spreading hislong,
magic fingers on the glass case; and so with a Sart we were aware
of him.

"I want," | said, "to buy my little boy afew ample tricks"
"Legerdeman?’ he asked. "Mechanica? Domestic?

"Anything amusng?' sad I.

"Um!" said the shopman, and scratched his head for amoment as if
thinking. Then, quite digtinctly, he drew from his head aglass ball.
"Something in thisway?' he said, and held it out.

The action was unexpected. | had seen the trick done at entertainments
endless times before--it's part of the common stock of conjurers--
but I had not expected it here.

"That'sgood,” | sad, with alaugh.

"lan't it?" said the shopman.

Gip gretched out his disengaged hand to take this object and found

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



THE MAGIC SHOP

merdly ablank palm.
"It'sin your pocket," said the shopman, and there it wasl
"How much will that be?" | asked.

"We make no charge for glass balls" said the shopman palitely.

"We get them,"--he picked one out of his elbow as he spoke--"free."
He produced another from the back of his neck, and laid it beside
its predecessor on the counter. Gip regarded his glass bl sagely,
then directed alook of inquiry a the two on the counter, and findly
brought his round-eyed scrutiny to the shopman, who smiled.

"Y ou may have thosetoo," said the shopman, "and, if you DON'T mind,
one from my mouth. SO!"

Gip counsdlled me mutely for amoment, and then in a profound silence
put away the four bals, resumed my reassuring finger, and nerved
himsdf for the next event.

"We get dl our smdler tricksin that way," the shopman remarked.

| laughed in the manner of one who subscribesto ajest. "Instead
of going to the wholesale shop,” | said. "Of coursg, it's chegper.”

"Inaway," the shopman said. "Though we pay in the end. But not
S0 heavily--as people suppose. . . . Our larger tricks, and our daily
provisons and al the other things we want, we get out of that hat. . .
And you know, gr, if youll excuse my saying it, there ISN'T
awholesde shop, not for Genuine Magic goods, Sr. | don't know

if you noticed our inscription--the Genuine Magic shop.” He drew
abusness-card from his cheek and handed it to me. "Genuine,"

he said, with hisfinger on the word, and added, "There is absolutely
no deception, sir."

He seemed to be carrying out the joke pretty thoroughly, | thought.

He turned to Gip with asmile of remarkable affability. "Y ou, you know,
arethe Right Sort of Boy."

| was surprised at his knowing that, because, in the interests
of discipline, we keep it rather a secret even at home; but Gip
received it in unflinching Slence, keeping a Seadfast eye on him.

"It's only the Right Sort of Boy gets through that doorway."
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And, asif by way of illudration, there came arattling at the door,

and a squesking little voice could be faintly heard. "Nyar! | WARN ‘a
go in there, dadda, | WARN 'ago in there. Ny-a-a-ah!" and then

the accents of a down-trodden parent, urging consolations and
propitiations. "It's locked, Edward,” he said.

"Butitiant,” sad|.

"Itis, dr," sad the shopman, "dways--for that sort of child,”

and as he spoke we had a glimpse of the other youngder, alittle,
white face, palid from sweet-egting and over-sapid food, and
distorted by evil passions, aruthlesslittle egotist, pawing

at the enchanted pane. "It's no good, Sir," said the shopman,

as| moved, with my natura helpfulness, doorward, and presently
the spoailt child was carried off howling.

"How do you manage that?' | said, breathing alittle more fredy.

"Magic!" said the shopman, with a careless wave of the hand, and behold!
gparks of coloured fire flew out of hisfingers and vanished into
the shadows of the shop.

"You were saying," he said, addressing himsdlf to Gip, "before
you camein, that you would like one of our 'Buy One and Astonish
your Friends boxes?'

Gip, after agdlant effort, said "Yes"
"It'sin your pocket."

And leaning over the counter--he redly had an extraordinarily

long body--this amazing person produced the article in the customary
conjurer's manner. "Paper,” he said, and took a sheet out of

the empty hat with the springs, "string,” and behold his mouth was
agring-box, from which he drew an unending threed, which when
he had tied his parcd he bit off--and, it seemed to me, swallowed
the bal of string. And then he lit a candle a the nose of one

of the ventriloquist's dummies, stuck one of hisfingers (which

had become sealing-wax red) into the flame, and so sedled the parcdl.
"Then there was the Disappearing Egg,” he remarked, and produced
one from within my coat-breast and packed it, and also The Crying
Baby, Very Human. | handed each parcel to Gip as it was ready,

and he clasped them to his chest.

He sad very little, but his eyes were doquent; the clutch of
his arms was e oquent. He was the playground of unspeakable emotions.
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These, you know, were REAL Magics. Then, with agtart, | discovered
something moving about in my hat--something soft and jumpy. | whipped
it off, and aruffled pigeon--no doubt a confederate--dropped out

and ran on the counter, and went, | fancy, into a cardboard box

behind the papier-mache tiger.

"Tut, tut!" said the shopman, dexteroudy relieving me of my headdress;
"careless bird, and--as| live--negting!"

He shook my hat, and shook out into his extended hand two or three
eggs, alarge marble, awatch, about haf-a-dozen of the ineviteble
glass bals, and then crumpled, crinkled paper, more and more and more,
taking dl the time of the way in which people neglect to brush

their hats INSIDE aswell as out, politely, of course, but with

acertain persond gpplication. "All sorts of things accumulate,

gr. ... Not YOU, of course, in particular. . . . Nearly every
customer. . . . Astonishing what they carry about with them. . . ."

The crumpled paper rose and billowed on the counter more and more
and more, until he was nearly hidden from us, until he was atogether
hidden, and il his voice went on and on. "We none of us know

what the fair semblance of a human being may conced, sr. Are we

al then no better than brushed exteriors, whited sepulchres--"

His voice stopped--exactly like when you hit a neighbour's gramophone
with awel-aimed brick, the same ingtant Slence, and the rustle

of the paper stopped, and everythingwas 4ill. . . .

"Have you donewith my hat?' | sad, after an interval.

There was no answer.

| stared at Gip, and Gip stared at me, and there were our distortions
in the magic mirrors, looking very rum, and grave, and qui€t. . . .

"I think well go now," | sad. "Will you tdl me how much dl this

"I say," | sad, on arather louder note, "1 want the bill; and

my hat, plesse.”

It might have been a sniff from behind the paper pile. . . .

"Let'slook behind the counter, Gip," | said. "He's making fun of us™”

| led Gip round the head-wagging tiger, and what do you think
there was behind the counter? No one at dl! Only my hat on the floor,
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and acommon conjurer's lop-eared white rabbit lost in meditation,
and looking as stupid and crumpled as only a conjurer’'s rabbit

can do. | resumed my hat, and the rabhbit lolloped alollop or so
out of my way.

"Dadda" sad Gip, in aguilty whisper.
"What isit, Gip?' sad I
"I DO like this shop, dadda."

"Soshould I," | said to mysdf, "if the counter wouldn't suddenly

extend itsdf to shut one off from the door.” But | didn't call

Gip's atention to that. "Pussy!" he said, with a hand out to

the rabbit as it came lolloping past us, "Pussy, do Gip amagic!”

and his eyesfollowed it as it squeezed through a door | had

certainly not remarked a moment before. Then this door opened wider,
and the man with one ear larger than the other appeared again.

He was smiling 4iill, but his eye met mine with something between
amusement and defiance. "Y oud like to see our show-room, Sir," he
sad, with an innocent suavity. Gip tugged my finger forward. |

glanced a the counter and met the shopman's eye again. | was
beginning to think the magic judt alittle too genuine. "We haven't
VERY muchtime" | said. But somehow we were insde the show-room
before | could finish that.

"All goods of the same qudity,” said the shopman, rubbing his
flexible hands together, "and that is the Best. Nothing in the place
that isn't genuine Magic, and warranted thoroughly rum. Excuse me, sir!”

| fdt him pull & something thet clung to my coat-deeve, and then

| saw he hdd alittle, wriggling red demon by the tail--the little
creture bit and fought and tried to get at his hand--and in amoment
he tossed it carelessly behind a counter. No doubt the thing was
only an image of twisted indiarubber, but for the moment--! And his
gesture was exactly that of a man who handles some petty biting bit
of vermin. | glanced a Gip, but Gip waslooking at amagic rocking-
horse. | was glad he hadn't seen the thing. "l say,” | sad, in an
undertone, and indicating Gip and the red demon with my eyes, "you
haven't many things like THAT about, have you?'

"None of ours Probably brought it with you," said the shopman:-
aso in an undertone, and with amore dazzling smile than ever.
"Agtonishing what people WILL carry about with them unawares!”
And then to Gip, "Do you see anything you fancy here?"
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There were many things that Gip fancied there.

He turned to this astonishing tradesman with mingled confidence
and respect. "Isthat aMagic Sword?' he said.

"A Magic Toy Sword. It neither bends, bresks, nor cuts the fingers.

It renders the bearer invincible in battle againgt any one under

eghteen. Haf-a-crown to seven and sixpence, according to sSze. These
panoplies on cards are for juvenile knights-errant and very useful--
shidd of safety, sandds of swiftness, helmet of invighility.”

"Oh, daddy!" gasped Gip.

| tried to find out whet they cost, but the shopman did not heed me.
He had got Gip now; he had got him away from my finger; he had
embarked upon the exposition of al his confounded stock, and nothing
was going to stop him. Presently | saw with aquam of distrust

and something very like jedousy that Gip had hold of this person's
finger as usudly he has hold of mine. No doulbt the fellow was
interesting, | thought, and had an interestingly faked lot of Stuff,

redly GOOD faked suff, dill--

| wandered after them, saying very little, but keeping an eye

on this predtidigita fellow. After dl, Gip was enjoying it.

And no doubt when the time came to go we should be able to go
quite eaglly.

It was along, rambling place, that show-room, a gdlery broken up

by stands and stalls and pillars, with archways leading off to other
departments, in which the queerest-looking assstants loafed and
gared at one, and with perplexing mirrors and curtains. So perplexing,
indeed, were these that | was presently unable to make out the door
by which we had come.

The shopman showed Gip magic trains that ran without ssleam or clockwork,
just asyou set the Sgnds, and then some very, very vauable boxes

of soldiersthat dl came dive directly you took off thelid

and sad--. | mysdf haven't avery quick ear and it was atongue-

twisting sound, but Gip--he has his mother's ear--got it in no time,

"Bravo!" said the shopman, putting the men back into the box
unceremonioudy and handing it to Gip. "Now," said the shopman, and in
amoment Gip had mede them dl dive agan.

"Youll take that box?" asked the shopman.

"WEell take that box," said I, "unlessyou chargeitsfull vaue.
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Inwhich case it would need a Trust Magnate--"

"Dear heart! NO!" and the shopman swept the little men back again,
shut the lid, waved the box in the air, and there it was, in brown
paper, tied up and--WITH GIPS FULL NAME AND ADDRESS ON THE PAPER!

The shopman laughed a my amazement.
"Thisisthe genuine magic," he sad. "The red thing."
"It'salittle too genuine for my taste," | said again.

After that hefell to showing Gip tricks, odd tricks, and ill

odder the way they were done. He explained them, he turned them
insde out, and there was the dear little chap nodding his busy bit

of ahead in the sagest manner.

| did not attend as well as| might. "Hey, presto!” said the Magic
Shopman, and then would come the clear, smal "Hey, presto!"

of the boy. But | was distracted by other things. It was being

borne in upon me just how tremendoudy rum this place was; it was,

S0 to peak, inundated by a sense of rumness. There was something
alittle rum about the fixtures even, about the celling, about the

floor, about the casudly didtributed chairs. | had a queer feding

that whenever | wasn't looking at them straight they went askew, and
moved about, and played a noiseless puss-in-the-corner behind my back.
And the cornice had a serpentine design with masks--masks atogether
too expressive for proper plaster.

Then abruptly my attention was caught by one of the odd-looking
assgtants. He was some way off and evidently unaware of my presence--
| saw a sort of three-quarter length of him over apile of toys

and through an arch--and, you know, he was leaning againgt a pillar
in an idle sort of way doing the most horrid things with his featured
The particular horrid thing he did was with hisnose. He did it

just as though he was idle and wanted to amuse himsdlf. First of dl
it was a short, blobby nose, and then suddenly he shot it out

like atelescope, and then out it flew and became thinner and thinner
until it waslike along, red, flexible whip. Like athingin
anightmare it wad He flourished it about and flung it forth
asafly-fisher flingshisline

My ingtant thought was that Gip mustn't see him. | turned about,

and there was Gip quite preoccupied with the shopman, and thinking
no evil. They were whispering together and looking a me. Gip was
gtanding on alittle stool, and the shopman was holding a sort of
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big drum in his hand.
"Hide and seek, daddal” cried Gip. "You're Hel"

And before | could do anything to prevent it, the shopman had clapped
the big drum over him. | saw what was up directly. "Take that off,"
| cried, "thisingant! Youll frighten the boy. Takeit off!"

The shopman with the unequa ears did so without aword, and held
the big cylinder towards me to show its emptiness. And the little
stool was vacant! In that instant my boy had utterly disappeared?. . .

Y ou know, perhaps, that sinister something that comes like a hand
out of the unseen and grips your heart about. Y ou know it takes
your common saf away and leaves you tense and deliberate, neither
dow nor hasty, neither angry nor afraid. So it was with me.

| came up to this grinning shopman and kicked his stool aside.
"Sop thisfolly! | sad. "Where is my boy?"

"You see" he sad, il displaying the drum'sinterior, "thereis
no deception---"

| put out my hand to grip him, and he duded me by a dexterous
movement. | snatched again, and he turned from me and pushed open
adoor to escape. "Stop!" | said, and he laughed, receding. | legpt
after him--into utter darkness.

THUD!

"Lor' blessmy 'eart! | didn't see you coming, sir!"

| wasin Regent Street, and | had collided with a decent-looking
working man; and ayard away, perhaps, and looking alittle
perplexed with himself, was Gip. There was some sort of gpology,
and then Gip had turned and come to me with a bright little smile,
as though for amoment he had missed me.

And he was carrying four parcesin hisam!

He secured immediate possession of my finger.

For the second | wasrather at aloss. | stared round to see

the door of the magic shop, and, behold, it was not there!
There was no door, no shop, nothing, only the common pilaster
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between the shop where they sdll pictures and the window with
the chicks! . ..

| did the only thing possible in that menta tumult; | walked straight
to the kerbstone and held up my umbrelafor a cab.

"Ansoms" sad Gip, in anote of culminating exultation.

| helped him in, recalled my address with an effort, and got in aso.
Something unusud prodamed itsdf in my tail-coat pocket, and

| felt and discovered a glass ball. With a petulant expression

| flung it into the Street.

Gip sad nothing.
For a space neither of us spoke.
"Dadal" said Gip, at lagt, "that WAS aproper shop!”

| came round with that to the problem of just how the whole thing
had seemed to him. He looked completely undamaged--so far, good;
he was neither scared nor unhinged, he was Ssmply tremendoudy
satisfied with the afternoon’s entertainment, and there in hisarms
were the four parcels.

Confound it! what could be in them?
"Um!" | said. "Little boys can't go to shops like thet every day."

He received thiswith hisusua stoicism, and for amoment | was sorry
| was his father and not his mother, and so couldn't suddenly there,
coram publico, in our hansom, kiss him. After al, I thought,

the thing wasn't so very bad.

But it was only when we opened the parcelsthat | redly began to be
reassured. Three of them contained boxes of soldiers, quite ordinary
lead soldiers, but of so good aquality asto make Gip atogether
forget thet origindly these parcd's had been Magic Tricks of the only
genuine sort, and the fourth contained a kitten, alittle living

white kitten, in excellent health and ppetite and temper.

| saw this unpacking with asort of provisond rdief. | hung about
in the nursery for quite an unconscionabletime. . . .

That hgppened sx months ago. And now | am beginning to believe
itisdl right. The kitten had only the magic natura to al kittens,
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and the soldiers seem as steady a company as any colond could
desre. And Gip--?

Theintelligent parent will understand that | have to go cautioudy
with Gip.

But | went so far asthisone day. | said, "How would you like

your soldiersto come dive, Gip, and march about by themselves?!

"Minedo," said Gip. "l just have to say aword | know before
| open thelid.”

"Then they march about done?’
"Oh, QUITE, dadda. | shouldn' like them if they didn't do that."

| displayed no unbecoming surprise, and since then | have taken
occasion to drop in upon him once or twice, unannounced, when
the soldiers were about, but so far | have never discovered them

performing in anything like ameagicad manner.
It's so difficult to tell.

There's dso a question of finance. | have an incurable habit of
paying bills. | have been up and down Regent Street severd times,
looking for that shop. | am inclined to think, indeed, thet in that
matter honour is satisfied, and that, since Gip's name and address
are known to them, | may very well leaveit to these people,
whoever they may be, to send in ther bill in their own time.
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