
T^'j!

^1

THE HAUNTED BOOKSHOP 267

quarters when they were flung sideways into the

comer behind Roger's desk. The air wi full of

flying books. A row of encyclopedias crashed

down upon his shoulders, narrowly missing Ti-

tania's head. The front windows were shivered

into flying streamers of broken glass. The table

near the door was hurled into the opposite gallery.

With a splintering crash the comer of the gallery

above the History alcove collapsed, and hundreds
of volumes cascaded heavily on to the floor.

The lights went out, and for an instant all was
silence.

"Are you all right?" said Aubrey hastily. He
and Titania had fallen sprawling against the book-
seller's desk.

"I thmk so," she said faintly. "Where's Mr.
Mifflin?"

Aubrey put out his hand to help her, and
touched something wet on the floor. "Good
heavens," he thought. "She's dying!" He strag-

gled to his feet in the darkness. "Hullo, Mr.
Mifflin," he called, " where are you? "

There was no answer.

A beam of light gushed out from the passage-

way behind the shop, and picking his way ove*.'

fallen litter he found Mrs. Mifflin standing dazed
by the dining-room door. In the back of the house
the lights were still burning.
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