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THE HIDDEN ROOM—OR, THE MYSTERY OF AN OLD ENGLISH
COUNTRY-HOUSE.

“ S0 you wsant mo to give you that story nbout why father gave up his
houso in the South of Mogland so soon aftor he got it,” said Fred Hawilton,
as he gat in the midat of an eagerly attontive circle. ¢ Well, Il tell you all
about it, if you like ; only, don’t blume me if you have bad dreims after it,
for it's not at all the sart of story to toll just before going to bed. I cin
promiso you thit I dido't sleop soundly all night for more than a month
after tho thing happened ; no more woull you, if you had soen what I'saw.
Howover, if you will have the stcry. hero goes;

“ When we first cyme over from America, we lived at a hotel in London
for a at, whilo father was looking out for & honse down in Koat ; for that
was whero mother wanted to go, because sho was bLorn thete herself, It
wasn't Jutg before wo found the very thing we wanted—a groat, hugn, old-
fashiunod Lousz, 1ight in tho middle of a big gardon, and as quiet as ever it
could be, for thero was no other houso w.ar it, and the noarest railway was
threa or four miles off.

“ Wogot it cheap, too, for it hadn't beon let for over so long, and tho
owner was vory glad to geta tonant for it at last. Curiously, it never oc-
curied to apy cf us to ask reky thay had not been able to let it ; but wo re-
membtered it afterward, and with good reason, as you shall hear.

“\Whon wo went dcwn stairathere, wo thought it rather dismal just at
first; and so indeed it was, tho trees grew so high and tbick all round it,
and it had such a lot of dark passages and socret stairs, and grim old oak-
paneled chambers in which nobody seemed to have alept for years.

“ But after a while wo got uscd toall that, and liked it very well ; 91d
father—who had plenty of friends in London—used to have so wany
people down to stay with him that the house, big as it was, could scarcely
hold them all. So father thought he'd build somo more rooms at the back,
and sent for an architect from London to help him.

« Down comes theaschitect, goesall over the house, examines it, moasures
it, and then comes to father with a queer sort of smile, and says:

«+\Well, sir, you must be very hospitable to thivk of buildiug more
rooms to your house, when you've got ouo in it already that has never been
used at 211"

“¢What on earth do you mean ¥’ says father, staring at him.
room in my house i3 ia use now.’

¢4 ] beg your pardon,’ says the architect ; ¢ I've measured this house very
carefully, and 1'll pledge vou my professsional reputition that there isa
certain amouut of space still unaccounted for, and that there must bs in it
somowhero a room which you hive never yet seen.’

“ Now, this man was ono of the best architects ia England, and when
fsther heard him talk ko that, it set him thinking.

*¢<Do you really mean that?' eays he.

«¢ ] do,’ says thoarchitect ; ‘and what is more, I believe I could point
you out the exict spot whero the hidden room iato be found ; and if my
guess is right, wo shall find a room which has not bsen opened or s:en with-
in the memory of living man—possibly not for two or three hundrad yoars.’

< Well, that woke up fatherin carnest, as you mvy think ; andall the
peoplo who were staying in the house were every bit as excited as himself.
By this time we bays hd found out what was going on, and had come down
from up stairs to =ce what thoy wers goiog to do about it; 8o when the
arckitect went back into the house (for he'd had his talk with father out in
the garden,) he had a regular Fourth of July procession at his heels.

« Up he went to the head of the great ataircase, turned off along a nar-
row passago to tho right, and stopped nalf way down it, with us all watching
him as if we were lovking on at a conjuring trick.

¢ Now,’ says he, tapping the wall with his kouckles. ¢pick a hole in
that wall just there, and if youn don't find the Xidden room behind i, I'm
willing to pay all the expenses of the search.’

¢t ¢ Send up a couple of men with pick-axes and crow-bars,’ says father.
*This aifsir's getting interesting, and we'll seo it through.'

« Up camo tho nien, and to work they wont, making the plaster fly in
fico style ; and it wasn't long before they'd beston a hole in the wall large
erough for a toan to crep through.’

« Inside, all was dark a3 pitch, and there came out a damp, chill, buried
kind of smel), as bad 28 any church-vault. Wo ail looked at each other,
but nobody geemed inclined to go in.

«¢Light me s lamp* eomebody ! cried the aichitect. ¢It was I who
discovered this place, so it's only fair that I should be tho first to enter it.’

+* In ho went, and we ail keld our breath as wo looked after bim.

“ But ho had scascely got inside when we heard him give a kind of gasp,
and next moment ho came scrambling and tumbling out again, almost let-
ting fall the lamp in bis hurry. He was a big, strong man, bat we could
sco him tremblo like a leaf, and his face was pale as death.

¢+ There's something wrong here !" cries father, snatching the lamp from
his hand ; and in /e went in his turp, the rest of us crowdicg in after him
without knowing why. Aud there wo il ses a sight, and no mistake!

It was & room of the old Euglish style, just like one of those places in
Walter Scott—all oxk and tapestry, with a splendid fire-place of carved
stone, higher than & man’s head. But the oak was all decayed and worm-
caten, and tho rich hangings wero faded and mildewed, aud the fire-placo
full of whito ashcs. On tho tablo wore fine gold dishes and gold goblets, as
if a giand feast had been set out there; but both thoy and thiz table, aad
tho high-backed chaits round it, were thick with dust, as if nobody had
toucked them for centurics.

« But fhe sight was in thoe farther corner, where there stood a kind of
couch, and a rkeloton Jying upon it, with its hands clasped over where its
faco iad been; and on the floor beside the couch Iay anmother skeleton,
doubled up in a growsome kind of way, as if it had died in awful agony.
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