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m THE HAUNTED BOOKSHOP

Roger, *'is the kind that doesn't cost you aqj-
thing."

Aubrey smiled as he I ok^ round at the dis-

mantled shop. *'It seems to me that this'U cost

you a tidy bit when the bill comes in."

"My dear feUow," said Roger, "This is just

what I needed. I was getting into a rut. The
explosion has blown out a whole lot of books I

had foigotten about and didn't even know I had.

Look, here's an old copy of How to Be Happy
Though Married, which I see the publisher lists

as 'Fiction.' Here's Urn Burial, and The Love

Affairs of a Bibliomaniac, and Mistletoe's Book of

Deplorable Facts. I'm going to have a thorough

house-cleaning. I'm thinking seriously of put-

ting in a vacuum cleaner and a cosh register. Ti-

tania was ouite right, the place was too dirty.

That girl r given me a lot of ideas."

Aubrey wanted to ask where she was, but didn't

like to say so point-blank.

"There's no 'question about it," said Roger,
"an explosion now and then does one good. Since

the reporters got here and dragged the whole yam
out of us, I've had half a dozen offers from pub-
lishers for my book, a ^ceum bureau wants me to

lecture on Bookselling as a Form of Public Service,

I've had five hundred lettei ; from people asking

when the shop will reopen for business, and the


