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T WAS Sunday morning and I
was coming out ef All Saints’
Chureh, Margaret Street, along
with the other members of the hushed
and 1rcéverent comgregakion, when,
near the entrance doors, a hand foll
Lightly on my sheulder. Turning, I
perceived that it was she Earl of Car-
ru’th‘iﬁ 61 nodded, without speaking, for

Z0e Shut

3 Whit

ehead

.
5 335 32

there is that in the atmosphere of this
great chureh, especially after ome of
its magnificent services and heart-
searching sermons, which preeludes
anythinrg like the hum of conversation



whieh on¢ meets with in many places
of wership.

In these worldly and ‘‘scientifie”’
days it is unusnal to meet with a per-
son of Lord Cayruth’s intellectual and
scientific attainments who troubles
very much about religion. As for me,
Gerald Canevin, I have always been a
church-going fellow.

Camruth accompanied me in silence
through the entrance doors and out

“The dead body of Sir William Greaves lay beside
the highro:d, an ounce ball through his heart.”

info Margaret Street. Then, linking
his arm in mine, he guided me, still
in silence, to where his Rolls-Royece
car stoed at the curbstone.

“IIave you any luncheon cngpge-
ment, Mr. Canevin?’’ he inguired,
when we were just beside the car, the
footman holding the door open.

‘‘None whatever,”’ I replied.

““Then do me the pleasure of [uneh-
ing with me,”" invited Carrath,
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1 was planning on driving l'vom
church to vour rooms,’” he explained,
as soon as we were seated and the
car whirling us noiselessly toward his
town housc in Mayfair. ‘‘A rather
extraordinary matter has come up,
and Sir John Scott has asked me to
look into it. Should you care to hear
about it?”’

“Delighted,”” I acyuiesced,
settled myself 1o listen.

To my surprize, Lord Carruth he-
gan reciting a portion of the Niecne
Creed, 10 which, sung very heautitul-
Iy by All Saints® choir, we had
recenily been listening,

“Maker of lleaven and earth,”
quoted Carruth, musingly, ‘“‘and of
all things—visible and invisible.”” 1
started Jorward in my scat. He had
given a peculiar emphasis to the last
word, ‘“‘invisible.”’

“A fact,”’ T ejaculated, ‘‘ constant-
1x {orgotten by the eritics of religion!
The Church has always recognized the
existence of the invisible ereation.™

“TRight, Mr. Cancvin. And—this
invisible creation; it doesn’t mean
merely angels!”’

““No one who has lived in the West
Indics can doubt that,”’ I replied.

““Nor in India,’” countered Car-
ruth. ‘‘That fact—that the Creed at-
tributes to God the authorship of an
invisible creation—is an interesting
commentary on the much-quoted re-
mark of Hamlet to Horatio: ‘There
are more things in Heaven and earth,
Horatio, than are dreamed of in your
philosophy.” Apparently, Horatio’s
philosophy, like that of the present
day, took .litlle account of the spir-
itnal side of affairs; left out God and
what He had made. Perhaps Horatio
had rccited the creed a thousand
times, and mever realized what that
elause implies!”’

“I have thought of it often, my-
gelf,”” said T. ‘‘And now—I am all
curiosity—what, please, is the applica-
tion?”’

‘“It 1s an occurrence in one of the
old coaching inns,”’ began Carruth,

and
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‘‘on the Brighton Road; a very curi-
ous matter. It appears that the pro-
prietor—a gentleman, by the way, Mr,
William Snow, who purchased the inn
for an investment just after the Ar-
mistice—has been having a rather un-
pleasant time of it. It has to do with
shoes!’’

“*Shoes?’’ 1 inquired; ‘‘shoes!’’ It
seemed an abrupt transition frem the
Niecue Creed to shoes!

“Yes,"’ replied Carruth, ‘‘and not
only shoes but all sorts of leather af-
[airs., In faet, the last and chief dif-
ficulty was about the disappearance
of a commercial traveler's leather
sample-case. But I perceive we are
arriving home. We can continue the
account at luncheon.”’

During lunch he gave me a rather
full aceount, with details, of what had
happened at ¢‘ The Coach and Horses’’
Inn on the Brighton Road, an ac-
count which I will briefly summarize
as follows:

Snow, the proprietor, had beught
the old inn partly for business rea-
sons, partly for sentimental. It had
been a portion, up to about a century
before, of his family’s landed prop-
erty. He had repaired and enlarged
it, modernized it in some ways, and in
general restored a much run-dewn in-
stitution, making ‘‘The Coach and
Horses”’ into & paying investment.
He had retained, so far as possible, the
antique architectural features of the
old coaching inn, and before very long
had built up a motor clientele of large
proportions by sound and ecareful
management. _

Everything, in fact, had prospered
with the gentleman-innkeeper’s affairs
until there began, some four menths
back, a series of unaccounteble dis-
appearances. The objects which had,
as it were, vanished inte thin air,
were all—and this seemed to me the
most curious and bizarre feature of
Carruth’s recital — leather articles.
Pair after pair of shoes or boots, left
outside bedroom doors at night, would
be gonc the next morning. Naturally
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the ““hoots’’ was suspeeted of theft.
But the ‘‘boots’’ had heen able to
prove his innoeence casily enough.
e was, it seemed, a rather intelli-
gent broken-down jockey, of a keen
wit. 1le had assured Mr. Snow of his
surprize as well as of his innocence,
and suggested that he take a week’s
holiday to visit his aged mother in
Kent and that a substitute ‘“boots,’’
chosen by the proprictor, should take
his place. Snow had aequiesced, and
the disappearance of guests’ footwear
had continued, to the consternation of
the substitute, a total stranger, oh-
tained from a London ageney.

That exonecrated Billings, the
jockey, who ecame hack to his duties
at the end of his holiday with his
character as an honest servant intact.
Moreover, the disappearances had not
been confined to hoots and shoes.
Pocketbooks, leather lugeage, bags,
cigarette eases — all sorts of leather
articles went the way of the earlier
boots and shoes, and hesides the ex-
pense and annoyance of replacing
these, Mr. Snow began to be seriously
concerned about the reputation of his
house. An inn in which one’s leather
belongings were known to be unsafe
would not be a very strong financial
asset. The matter had come to a head
through the disappearance of the com-
mereial  traveler’s sample-case, as
noted by Carruth in his first brief
account of this mystery. The main
difficulty in this affair was that the
traveler had been a salesman of
jewelry, and Snow had been con-
ironted with a bill for several hun-
dred pounds, which he had felt con-
strained to pay. Alter that he had
laid the moysterious matter before Sir
John Scott, head of Scotland Yard,
and Scott had ecalled in Carruth he-
causc he recognized in Snow’s story
certain elements which caused him to
believe this was no case for mere erim-
inal investigation.

After lunch Carruth ordered the
ear again, and, after stopping at my
rooms for somec additional eclothing
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‘and the other neeessities for an over-

night visit, we started along the
Brighton Road for the scene of the
difficulty.

E ARRIVED about four that Sun-

day afternoon, and immediately
went into contference with the pro-
prictor,

Mr. William Snow was a youngish,
middle-aged gentleman, very well
dressed, and obviously a person of in-
telligence and natural attainments.
He gave us all the information pos-
sible, repeating, with many details,
the matters which T have already sum-
marized, while we listened in silence.
When he had finished :

“I should like to ask some ques-
tions,”’ said Carruth.

““I am prepared to answer any-
thing you wish to enquire about,”” Mr,
Snow assured us.

““Well, then, about the sentimental
element in your purchase of the inn,
Mr. Snow—tell us, if you please, what
you may know of the more ancient
history of this old hostelry. I have no
doubt there is history connected with
it, situated where it is. Undoubtedly,
in the eoaching days of the Four
Yeorges, it must have heen the scene
of many notable gatherings.’’

““You are right, Lord Carruth. As
you know, it was a portion of the
property of my family. All the old
registers are intaet, and are at your
disposal. It is an inn of very ancient
foundation. It was, indeed, old in
those days of the Four Georges, to
whom you refer. The records go back
well into the Sixteenth Century, in
faet; and there was an inn here even
before registers were kept. They are
of comparatively modern origin, you
know. Your ancient landlord kept, I
imagine, only his ‘reekoning’; he was
not concerned with records; even
licenses are comparatively modern,
you know.”’

The registers were produced, a set
of bulky, dry-smelling, calf-bound
volumes. There were cight of them.
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Carruth and I looked at each other
with a mutual shrug.

“T suggest,”’ said I, after a slight
pause, *‘that perbaps you, Mr. Snow,
may already be familiar with the con-
tents of these. I should imagine it
might require a week or two of pretty
steady application even to go through
them cursorily.”’

Mr. William Snow smiled. “‘I was
about 1o offer to mention the high
points,”’ said he. ‘I have made a
careful study of these old volumes,
and I ean undoubtedly save you both
a great deal of reading. The diffienlty
is—what shall I tell you? If only I
knew what to put my finger upon—
but I do not, you see!”’

‘“‘Perhaps we ean manage that,’’
threw in Carruth, ‘““but first, may we
not have Billings in and question
him %"’

The former jockey, now the boots at
““The (Coach and Horses,’’ was sum-
moned and proved to be a wizened,
copper-faced individual, with a keen
eye and a deferential manner. Car-
ruth invited him to a scat and he sat,
gingerly, on the very edge of a chair
while we talked with him. I will make
no attempt to reproduce his accent,
which is quite beyond me. His ae-
count was somewhat as follows, omit-
ting the questions asked him both by
Camnuth and myself.

““At first it was only boots and
shoes. Then other things began to go.
The things always disappeared at
night. Nothing ever disappeared be-
fore midnight, because I've sat up and
watched many’s the time. Yes, we
tried everything: watching, even ty-
ing up leather things, traps! Yes, sir
—steel traps, baited with a boot!
Twice we did that. Both times the
boot was gone in the morning, the
trap not even sprung. No, sir—mno one
possibly among the servants. Yet, an
‘ingide’ job; 1t couldn’t have heen
otherwise. From all over thc house,
yes. My own old riding-boots—two
pairs—gone completely; not a trace;
right out of my room. That was when
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1 was down in Kent as Mr, Suow’s
iold you, gentlemen. The men who
took my plaee slept in my reem, left
the door open one night—boews gone
in the morning, right under kis nose

‘“‘Seen anything? Well, sir, in a
manner, yes—in a manner no! Te e
precise, mo. I can’t say that I ever
saw anything, that is, anybody; no,
nor any apparatus as you might say,
in a manner of speaking—neo kooks,
no strings, nothing used to take hokd
of the things—but ”  Here Bil-
lings hesitated, glanced at his employ-
er, loolked down at his feet, and Bis
coppery face turned a shade redder.

‘“Gentlemen,’”’ said he, as though
coming %0 a resolution, ‘‘I ean only
tell yon the God’s truth about it.
You may think me barnry—shouldn’t
blame you if you did! But—I’m as
much interested in this-’ere thing as
Mr. Snow ‘’itnself, bharrin’ that I
aven’t had to pay the score—malbe
up the value of the things, I mean,
as ’e 'as. I'Nl tell you—so ’elp me
Gawd, gentlemen, it’s a fact—I *ate
seen something, absurd as it'll seem
to you. I’ve seen »

Billings hesitated onee maove,
dropped his eyes, looked distressed,
glanced at all of us in thre most shanze-

taced, deprecating manner imag-

inable, twiddled his handy together,
looked, in short, as though he were
about to own up to it that hc was,
after all, respousible for the myste-
rious disappearances; then finally
said :

“I've seen things disappear —
through the air! Now—it’s bout!
But it’s a faet, gentlemen all—so ’clp
me, it’s the truth. Through the air,
just as if someone were carrying them
away—someone inwisible I mean, in
a manner of speaking—bloomim’ pair
of boots, swingin’ along threugh the
bloomin’ air—enough to make a man
say ’is prayers, faor a fact!”’

It took considerable assuring en the
part both of Carruth and myseM to
convinee tke man Billings that neither
of us regarded him as dememted, or,
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as he pithily expressed it, ‘‘barmy.”’
We dssured him, while our host sat
looking at his servant with a slightly
_puzzled frown, that, on the contrary,
we believed him 1mp11c1t1y, and fur-
thermore that we regarded his state-
ment as distinetly helpful. Mr. Snow,
obvieusly convinecd that something
in. his diminutive servitor’s mental
works was unhinged, almost demurred
to our request that we go, forthwith,
and.eéxamine the place in the hotel
where- Billings alleged his marvel to
have oaccurred.

WE weRE conducted up two flights
of winding steps to the story
which had, in the inn’s older days,
plainly been an attic. There, Billings
indicated, was the scene of the dis-
appearance of the ‘‘hleomin’ boot,
swingin’ along — unaccompanied —
through the bloomin’ air.”’

It was a sunny corridor, lighted by
the ‘spring sunlight through several
quaint, old-fashioned, mullioned win-
dows. Billings showed us where_ he
had sat, on a stool in the corridor,
watching; indicated the location of
the boots, outside a doorway of one of
thé less expensive guest-rooms; traced
for s’ fhe route taken by the disap-
pearmb‘ boots.

This route led us around a corner of
the corridor, a corner which, the hon-
est ‘‘boots’’ assured us, he had heen
‘*too frichtened’’ to megotiate on the
dark nwht of the alleged marvel.

But we went around it, and there,
in a small, right-angled hallway, it
became at onee apparent to us that the
boots-on that occasion must have gone
through one of two doorways, opposite
each other at either side, or else van-
ished into thin air.

Mr. Snow, in answer to our re-
marks on this subjeet, threw open the
door at the right. It led into a small,
but sunny and very comfortable-look-
ing bedchamber, shining with honest
cleanliness and detorated tastefully
with chintz curtains with valances,
and containing several afticles of
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pleasant, antique furniture. This
room, as the repository of air-travel-
ing boots, seemed unpromising. We
looked in in silence.

‘“And what is on the other side of
this short eorridor?’’ I enquired.

““The ‘shut room’,’’ replied Mr.
William Snow.

Carruth and I looked at each other.

‘‘Explain, please,’’ said Carruth.

““It i1s merely a room which has
been kept shut, except for an oceca-
sional ecleaning,’’ replied our host,
readily, ‘‘for more than a century.
There was, as a matter of faet, a mur-
der committed in it, in the year 1818,
and it was, thereafter, disused. When
{ purchased the inn, I kept it shut,
partly, I daresay, for sentimental
reasons; partly, perhaps, because it
seemed to me a kind of asset for an
ancient hostelry. It has been known
as ‘the shut room’ for more than a
hundred years. There was, otherwise,
no reason why I should not have put
the room in use. I am not in the least
superstitious.’’

‘““When was the room last opened?’’
I enquired.

“‘It was cleaned ahout ten days ago,
I helieve,”’” answered Mr. Snow.

““May we examine it?’’ asked Car-
ruth,

‘“Certainly,”’ agrced Snow, and
forthwith sent Billings after the key.

“And may we hear the story—if
you know the details—of the murder
te which you referred?’’ Carruth
asked.

“Certainly,”” said Snow, again.
““But it is a long and rather eompli-
cated story. Perhaps it would do bet-
ter during dinner.”’

In this decision we acquiesced, and,
Billings returning with the key, Snow
unlocked the door and we looked into
““the shut room.’’ It was quite empty,
and the blinds were drawn down over
the two windows. Carruth raised
these, letting in a flood of sunlight.
The room was utterly characterless to
all appearance, but—I confess to a
certain ‘‘sensitivity’’ in such matters
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—1 ““felt’’ something like a Tfaint,
ominous chill. It was mnot, as the
word I have used suggests, anything
like physioal cold. It was, so to ex-
press it, menfally eold. 1 despair of
expressing what I mean more clearly.
We looked over the emtire room, an
easy task as there was absolutely
nothing to attraet the eye. Both win-
dows were in the wall at our right
hand as we cntered, and, save for the
entranec door through which we had
just come, the other three walls were
quite blank.

Carruth stepped half-way out
through the deorway and loghed at
the width of the wall in whieh the
door was set. It was, perhaps, ten
inches thick, He eame baek into the
roamn, measpred with his glance the
distanee from window-wall to the
blank wall opposite the windows,
again stepped outside, into the pas-
sageway this time, and alomg it until
he came to the place where the short
passuge turmed into the longer corri-
dor from which we had entcred it.
H¢ tumed to his right this time, I
following him curiously, that is, in
the divection opposite that frem which
we had walked along the corridor, and
tapped lightly on the wall there.

*“ About {he same thickness, what?”’
he engwired of Snow.

“‘I believe so,”” ecame the answar.
*““We can casily measure it, if you
wish,”’

“*No, it will nat be necessary, 1
think. We know that it is approx-
imately the same.”” Carruth ceased
speaking and we followed him back
into the room enge move. He walked
straight across it, yapped on the wall
opposite the doorway.

‘““And how thidk is this wall?'' he
enquired.

“It is impossible to say,’’ replied
Snow, looking slightly mystified.
“You see, there are no rooms on that
side, only the outer wall, and no win-
dow through which we could ecasily
estimate the thickness. I suppese it
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is the same as the others, about ten
inches 1'd imagine.’’

Carruth nodded, and led the way
out into the hallway ance more. Snow
looked enguiringly at Carwuth, ther
at me.

‘It may as well be locked again,’
offered Carrmth, “*but—I’d be grate
ful if you’'d allow me to keap the ke
until tomerrow.’’

Snow hamded him the key without
comment, but a slight lock of puzzle-
ment was eén his face a5 he did we.
Carruth offered no comment, and I
thought it wise to defer the gquestion
whkich was en my lips wutil later when
we were alene. We started down the
long corridor toward the stairease,
Billings tomehing his forehead amd
stepping on ahead of us and disap-
pearing rapidly down the stairs,
doubtless to his interrupted duties in
the scullery. '

“It is time to think of which rooms
you wouwld prefer,”’ suggested our
pleasamt-voiced host as we neared the
staivs. ‘‘Suppose 1 show you seme
which are not oceupied, and yem may,
of eourse, ehoose what suit you Dest.’’

**On this fleor, if you please,’’ said
Carruth, pesitively.

‘““As yam wish, of course,’’ agreed
Snow, ‘‘but, the hetter roams are on
the floor below. Would you nof, per-
haps, prefer 1

“Thank you, no,”’ answered Car-
ruth. ‘“We shall prefer to Be up here
if we may, and—! convenient—a
large room with two beds.’’

““That can be managed very
casily,”” agreed Snow. He stepped
back a few paces along the corridor,
and opened a door. A hantdsome,
large room, very comfortably and well
turnished, eame to our view. Its ex-
cellence speke well for the manage-
ment of *‘The Coach and Howses.”’
The ‘‘better” rooms must indeed he
palatial if this were a fair sample of
those somewhat less desirable.

““This will answer admirably,’’ said
Carruth, directing an eycbedw at me.
I nodded hastily. I was eager to
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acquiesee in anything he might have
in mind.

“Then we shall call it settded,’” re-
marked Soow. ‘I shall have your
things brought up at once. Pe1haps
vou would ke to remain here now?'’
" “Thank you,”” said Carruth.

*What time do we dine?”’

** At seven, if you please, or later il
vou prefer. I am having a private
room for the three of us.”’

“That will answer splendidly,”’

agreod Carruth, and I added a word

of agreement. Mr. Snow hurried off
to attend to the sending up of our
small Tuggage, and. Carruth drew me
at once into the room.

~“T am a little more than anxious,"”
he began, ‘‘to hear that tale of the
marder. It is an extraerdinary step
forward—do you not agroe with me?
—that Billings’ account of the dmap-
pearing boots— through the air’—
should fit so neatly and unexpectedly
into their going around that corner of
the eprridor where ‘the shut room’ is.
It sets us forward, I imagine. What
i3 your impression, Mr. Csnevin?’’

‘1 agree with you heartily,”” said
I. “The orly point omn which I am
not clear is the matter of the thick-
ness of #he walls. Is therc anything
in that?’’

“If you will allow me, I'll defer
that explanation until we have had
the acconnt of the murder at dinner,’’
said Carruth, and, our things arviving
at that moment, we set about prepar-
ing tor dinner.

INNER, in a small and beautirully

furnished private reom, did
more, if anything more were needed,
to gonvinee me that Mr. William
Snow’s reputation as a successiul
modorn innkeeper had been well
carned. It was a thoroughly delight-
ful meal in all respects, bmt that, in
a general way, is really al that 1 re-
member about it becauso my attention
was wholly oceupied in taking in
every detail of the strange story which
our host unfolded to us beginning with
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the fish course—I think it was a fried
sole—and which ended only when we
were sipping the best coffce I had
tasted since my arrival in England
from our United States.

“‘In the year 1818,”’ said Mr. Snow,
“near the end of the long reign of
King George III—the king, voa will
remember, Mr. Cancvin, who gave
you Americans your Fourth of July
—this house was kept by one James
Titmarsh. Titmarsh was a very old
man. It was his boast that he had
takeu over the land]ordqhip in the
very year that His Most Gracious
Majesty, George ITI, had coine to the
throwe, and that he would last as long
as the king reigned! That was in
the year 1760, and CGeorge IIT had
been reigning for fifty-eight years.
Old Titmarsh, you see, must have
heen somewhere in the neighborheod
of cighty, himself.

“Titmarsh was something ol a~cnar-
acter.”  For some years the actual
managementi of the inn had devolved
lul)on his nephew, Oliver Titmarsh,
who was middle-aged, and none too
respeetable, though, apparently, an
able taverner. Old Titmarsh, if tra-
dition is to be believed, had many a
row with his deputy, but, heing him-
self childless, he was more or less de-
pendont upon Oliver, who conserted
with low company for choice, and did
not hear the best of reputations in
the community. Old Titmarsh’s chief
bugbear, in connection with Oliver,
was the latter’s frdendship with Simon
Forrester. IForrester lacked only a
bard to be immortal. But—therc was
no Cowper to his John Gilpin, so to
speak. No writer of the period, nor,
indeed, sinee, has chosen to set forth
Porrester’s exploits.  Nevertheless,
these were highly notable. Iovrester
was the very king-pin of the highway-
men, operating with cxtraordinary
suceess and daring along the much-
travoled Brighton Road.

*‘Prohably Old Titmarsh was phi-
losopher enough toignore his nephew’s
associations and acts so long as he
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attended to the business of the inn.
The difficulty, in connection with For-
rester, was that Forrester, an ex-
traordinarily bold fellow, whose long
immunity from the gallows had
caused him to helieve himself pos-
sessed of a kind of charmed life, con-
stantly resorted to ‘The Coach and
Horses’, which, partly because of its
convenient location, and partly be-
eause of its good cheer, he made his
house-of-call.,

“‘During the evening of the first of
June, in the year 1818, a Royal Cou-
ricr paused at * The Coacl and Horses’
for some refreshment and a fresh
mount. This gentleman carried one of
the old king’s peremptory messages to
the Prince of Wales, then sojourning
at Brighton, and who, under his
sobriquet of ‘Iirst Gentleman of
Europe,” was addicted to a life which
sadly irked his royal parent at White-
hall. It was an open sceret that only
Prince George's importance to the
realm as heir apparent to the throne
prevented some very drastic action
being taken against him for his in-
numerable follies and extravagances,
on the part of king and parliament.
This, you will recall, was two vears
before the old king died and ‘The
First Gentleman’ came to the throne
as George IV.

““The Roval Messenger, Sir Wil-
liam Greaves, arriving about nine in
the evening after a hard ride, went
into the coffee-room, to save the time
which the engagement and prepara-
tion of a private room would involve,
and when he paid his score, he showed
a purse full of broad gold pieces. He
did not know that Simon Forrester,
sitting behind him over a great mug
of mulled port, took carcful note of
this unconscious display of wealth in
ready money. Sir William delayed
no longer than necessary to eat a chop
and drink a pot of ‘Six Ale’. Then,
his spurs clanking, he took his de-
parture. :

‘““He was barely out of the room
before Forrester, his wits, perhaps,

WEIRD TALES

affected by the potations which he had
been imbibing. called for his own
mount, Black Bess, and rose. slightly
stumbling, to his feet, to speed the
pot-hoy on his way to the stables.

“Ye'll not be harrying a Royal
Messenger, a-gad ‘s-sake, Simon.’’ pro-
tested his companion, who was no less
a person than Oliver Titmarsh. seizing
his erony by his ruffled sleeve of laced
satin.

*“*TUnhand me!" thundered For-
rester: then, boastfully, ‘There’s no
power in England’ll stay Sim For-
rester when he chooses to take the
road!’

‘*Somewhat unsteadily he strede to
the door, and roared his commands to
the stable-boy who was not leading
Black Bess rapidly enough to suit his
drunken humor. Onece in the saddle,
the fumes of the wine he had drunk
seemed to evaporate, Without a word
Simon Forrester set out, sitting his
good mare like a statue, in the wake
of Sir William Greaves toward
Brighton.

““The ecoftee-room—as Oliver Tit-
marsh turned back into it from the
doorway whither he had accompanied
Forrester—seethed into an uproar.
Freed from the dominating presence
of the truculent ruffian who weuld as
soon slit a man'’s throat as leok him in
the eye along the sights of his horse-
pistol from behind the black mask, the
numerous guests, silent before, had
found their tongues. Oliver Titmarsh
sought to drown out their clamor of
protest, but before he ecould succeed,
Old Titmarsh, attracted by the un-
wonted noise, had hobbled dewn the
short flight of steps from his private
cubbyhole and entered the roem.

‘It required only a moment, de-
spite Oliver’s now frantic efforts to
stem the tide of comment, before the
old man had grasped the purport of
what was toward. Oliver secured com-
parative silence, then urged his aged
uncle to retire. The old man did so,
muttering helplessly, internally curs-
ing his age and {feebleness which



THE SHUT ROOM

made it out of the question for him to
regulate this seandal which had orig-
inated in his inn. A King’s Messen-
eer, then as now, was saered in the
eves ot all decent citizens. A King's
Messenger—to be called on to ‘stand
and deliver’ by the villainous Ior-
rester! It was too much. Muttering
and grumbling, the old man left the
room, but, instead of going back to his
easy-chair and his pipe and glass, he
stepped out through the kitchens, and,
without so much as a lantern to light
his path, groped his way to the
stables.

““A few minutes later the sound of
horse’s hoofs in the cobbled stable-
yard brought a pause in the clamor
which had once more broken out and
now raged in the coffec-room. Listen-
ing, those in the coffee-room heard the

animal trot out through the gate, and"

the diminishing sound of its galloping
as it took the road toward Brighton.
Oliver Titmarsh rushed to the door,
but the horse and its rider were al-
ready out of sight. Then he ran up
to his ancient unecle’s room, only to
find the crafty old man apparcntly
dozing in his chair. Hec hastened to
the stables. One of the grooms was
gone, and the best saddle-horse. From
the others, duly warned by O1d Tit-
marsh, he could elicit nothing. He
returned to the coffee-room in a tower-
ing rage and forthwith cleared it,
driving his guests out before him in a
protesting herd.

“Then he sat down, alone, a fresh
bottle before him, to await develop-
ments,

“Yr was more than an hour later
when he heard the distant beat of
a galloping horse’s hoofs through the
quiet June night, and a few minutes
later Simon Forrester rode into the
stable-yard and ecried out for an
hostler for his Bess.
‘“He strode into the coffee-room a
minute later, a smirk of satisfaction
on his ugly, scarred face. Seeing his
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erony, Oliver, alone, he drew up a
chair opposite him, removed his coat,
hhung it over the back of his chair, and
placed over its back where the coat
hung, the elaborate leather harness
consisting of erossed straps and hol-
sters which he always wore. I'rom the
holsters protruded the grips of ‘Jem
and Jack’, as IForrester had humor-
ously named his twin horse-pistols,
huge weapons, splendidly kept, cach
of whieh threw an ounce hall. Then,
drawing back the chair, he sprawled
in it at his ease, fixing on Oliver Tit-
marsh an evil grin, and bellowing
Ioudly for wine.

¢ ‘IFor,” he protested, ‘my throat is
full of the dust of the road, Oliver,
and, lad, there’s enough to settle the
score, never doubt me!” and out upon
the table he ecast the bulging purse
which Sir Willlam Greaves had mo-
mentarily displayed when he paid his
score an hour and a half back.

““Oliver Titmarsh, horrified at this
evidenee that his erony had actually
dared to molest a King’s Messenger,
glanced hastily and {fearfully ahout
him, but the room, empty and silent
save for their own presence, held no
prying inimical informer. He¢ began
to urge upon IForrester the desirabil-
ity of retiring. It was approaching
eleven o’clock, and while the coffec-
room was, fortunately, empty, no one
knew who might enter from the road
or come down from onc of the guest-
rooms at any moment. He shoved the
bulging purse, heavy with its broad
gold-picecs, across the table to his
crony, heseeching him to pocket it,
but Forrester, drunk with the pride
of his ecxploit, which was unique
among the depredations of the road’s
gentry, boasted loudly and tossed off
glass after glass of the heavy port
wine a trembling pot-boy had fetehed
him.

““Then Oliver’s entreaties were sup-
plemented from an unexpected source.
Old Titmarsh, entering through a
door in the rear wall of the coffee-
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room. ¢ame silently and leanced over
the back of the ruffian’s chair, and
added 2 persuasive voree to his
nephew s entreaties.

‘*Best go up to bed, now, Simen,
my lad.” ¢roaked the old man, wheed-
lingly, patting the bulky shoulders of
the hulking ruffian with his palsied old
hands.

*Forrester, surprized, turned his
head and goggled at the graybeard.
Then, with a great laugh, and tossing
oft a final bumper, he rosc unsteadily
to his feet, and thrust his arms into
the sleeves of the fine coat which old
Titmarsh, having detached from the
hack of the ¢hair, held out to him.

““I'll go, I'l go, old Gaffer,” he
kept repeating as he struggled into his
coat, with mock joeularity, ‘sceing
you're so careful of me! Gad’s
hooks! 1 might as well! There be no
more purses to rook this night, it
seems!’

And  with this, pocketing the
parse and taking over his arm the
pistol-harness which the old man
thrust at him, the villain lumbered up
the stairs to his accustomed room.

““ ‘Do thou go after him, Olver,’
urged the old man. ‘I’ll bide here
and loek the doors. There’ll likely be
no further eustom this night.’

** Oliver Titmarsh, sobered, perhaps,
by hiy fcars, followed Forrester up the
stairs, and the old man, erouched in
une of the chairs, waited and listened,
his ancient cars cocked against a cer-
tain sound he was expeecting to hear.

* I'r CAME within a quarter of an

hour—the distant beat of the
hoofs of horses, many horses. It was,
indeed, as though a eonsiderable com-
pany approached ‘The Coach and
Horses’ along the Brighton Road. Old
‘Titmarsh smiled to himself and crept
toward the inn doorway. He labori-
ously vpened the great oaken door
and peered into the night. The sound
of many hootheats was new clearer,
plainer.
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*‘Then, abruptly, the hoofbeats died
on the calm June air. Old Titmarsh,
somewhat puzzled, listened, tvembling-
ly. Then he smiled in his beard one
more, Strategy, this! Someene wit
a head on his shoulders wag in eom-
mand of thattroop! They lrad stopped
at some distance, lest the hoofheats
should alarm their quarry.

‘A few minutes later the old man
heard the mufiled sound of eareful
footfalls, and, within anether minute,
a King’s Officer in his red eoat hadl
erept up begide him.

‘¢ ‘He’s within,’ whispered Qld Tit-
marsh, ‘and well one hy now in his
damned drunkarf 's slumber. Swm-
mon the troopers, sir. 1’11 lead ye to
where the villain sleeps. He hath the
purse of His Majesty’s messenger
upmm him. What need ve of betder
evidence?’

‘‘ ‘Nay,’ replied the train-band eap-
tain in a similar whisper, ‘that evi-
dence, even, is not required. We have
but now taken up the dead body of Sir
William (Greaves beside the highroad,
an ounce ball through his bonest
heart. ’'Tis a case, this, of drawing
and quartering, Tltmarbh thanks to
your good offices in scndmg your boy
for me.’

‘‘The troopers gradually assembled.
When eight had arrived, the eaptain,
preceded by Old Titmarsh and fol-
lowed in twon by his trusty eight,
mounted the steps to where Forrester
slept. It was, as you have guessed,
the empty reom you examined this
afternoon, ‘the shut room’ of this
house.

‘“At the foet of the upper stairs
the captain addressed his men in a
whisper: ‘A desperate man, this,
lads. 'Ware bullets! Yet—he must
needs be taken alive, for the assizes,
and much credit to them that take
him. He hath been a pest of the road
as well ye know these ma years
agone. Upon him, then, ere Ke rises
from his drunken sleep! He hath
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partaken heavily. Pounce upon him
ere he rises.’

“A mutter of aequicseence came
from the troopers. They tightened
their belts, and stepped alertly, silent-
lv, after their leader, preceded hy
their ancient guide earrying a pair of
randles.

‘*Arrived at the door of the room
the captain disposed his men and ery-
ing eut "in the King’s name!’ four of
these stout fellows threw themselves
against the door. It gave at oneco
under. that massed impact, and the
men rushed into the room, dimly
lighted by Old Titmarsh’s candles.

“Iorrester, his eyes hlinking evilly
in the candle-light, was half-way out
of bed when they got into the room.
He slept, he was aceustomed to boast,
‘with. one eye open, drunk or soher!’
Throwing off the coverlid, the high-
wayvman leaped for the chair over the
back of which hung his fine laced
coat, .the holsters uppermost. He
plunged his hands into the holsters,
and stood, for an instant, the very
pieture o! baffled amazement.

“*The holsters were empty!

““Then. as four stalwart troopcrs
flung: tiywmselves upon him to Dhear
him to the floor, there was heard Old
Titmarsh s har<h, senile eackle:

< "Twas I that rohbed ye, ye vil-
lain — %ok your pretty hoys. your
“Jem' ' and your ““Jack’ out the hol-
sters whiles yve were strugelin’ into
vour fine coat! Ye'll not abide in a
deeent house hevond this night, I'm
thinking:; and ‘twas thenld man who
did for xe¢, murdering wreteh that ye
are!’

““A terrifie struggle ensued.. With
or without his ‘Pretty Boys’ Simon
Forrester was a thoroughly tough cus-
tomer, versed in every sleight of hand-
to-hand fighting. He bit and kicked;
he elbowed and gouged. He sueceeded
in hurling one of the troopers hodily
against the blank wall, and the man
sank there and lay still, a motionless
heap. After a terrific struggle with
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the other three who had east them-
sclves upon him, the remaining troop-
ers and their eaptain standing aside
hecause there was not room to get at
him in the mélée, he succeeded in get-
ting the forefinger of one of the 1roop-
ers, who had recached for a face-hold
upon him, between his teeth, and bit
through it at the joint.

‘“‘Frantie with rage and pain this
trooper, disengaging himself, and be-
jore he could be stopped, scized a
heavy oaken hench and, swinging it
through the air, brought it down on
Simon Forrester’s skull. No human
bones, even Forrester’s, could sustain
that murderous assault. The tough
wood erunched through his skull, and
thereafter he lay quiet. Simon For-
rester would never be drawn and
quartered, nor cven hanged. Simon
Forrester, ignobly, as he had lived,
was dead; and it remained for the
troopers only to carry out the body
and for their captain to indite his
report,

““Thereafter, the room was stripped
and closed by Old Titmarsh himself,
who lived on for two more years, mak-
ing geod his Trequent boast that his
reigh over ‘The Coach and Ilorses’
would equal that of King George IIT
over his realm. The old king died in
1820, and Old Titmarsh did not long
survive him. Oliver, now a changed
man, heeause of this occurrence, sue-
cceded to the lease of the inn, and
during his landlordship the room re-
mained elosed. It has heen closed,
cut of use, ever since.”’

Mr. Snow hrought his story, and his
truly exeellent dinner, {o a close
simultancously. It was T who hroke
the little silenee which tollowed his
concluding words.

“T congratulate you, sir, upon the
excelienee of your narrative-gift, I
Lhope that if I come to record this
affair, as I have already done with
respeet to ecertain odd happenings
whieh have come under my view, I
shall be abhle, as nearly as possible, to
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repoaanee your words.” T bewed to
ol hoxt over my coffee cup.

** I2xeellent, excellent indeed !’ " add-
i Carruth, nodding amd smiling
pleasantly in My, Smow’s direetion.
‘““ And now—fer the questions, if you
don’t mmimd. There are several which
have oeeurred to me; doubtless also
to My, Canevin.”’

Snow oacqulesced aftably. ‘‘Any-
thing you care to ask, of ¢owrse.”

“Well, than,”” it was Carruth, to
whom I had indieated precedence in
the questioning, ‘‘tell us, if <vyou
please, My. Snow—you seem to luave
every partienlar at your very fingers’
ends—the purse with the gold? That,
I suppose, was confisecated by the
train-and captain and eventnally
found its way haek to Sir William
Greaves’ heirs, Phat is the high prob-
ability, but—do you bhappen to know
as a matter of faet?”’

““The purse went back to Lady
Greaves.™

“AhY and Fowvester’s cffeets—1I
understond he used the room from
time {0 tme, Did he have anything,
any personal prepexty in it? If so,
whot hecanre of ¥’

““It was destroyed, burned. No one
clabued his effeets.  Perhaps he had
no rclativer. Possibly no one dared to
come forward, Everything in his pos-
session  was stolem, or, what is the
same, the fruit of his thefts.”’

¢ And—he pistols, ‘dem and Jack?’
Tliose mnames rather intrigued me!
What disposition was made of them,
if you happen to kmow? Old Tit-
marsh had them, of course, coneealed
semcewhere; probably in that ‘eubby-
hole’ o1 Lils which you mentioned.”’

““Ah,”” said JMr. Snow, 1rising,
“there I ean really give you some
evidence, The pistels are in my office
—in the Chubbs’ safe, along with the
holsier-apparatus, the harness which
Forrester wore under his laced eoat. I
will bring them in.”’

“Ifeve vou the connection, Mr.
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Canevin i Lord Carruth enquired of
me as soon as Snow had left the din-
ing-reom,

““Yes,”" said I, ‘‘the conwestion is
clear eneugh; clear as a pikestaff, - -
use one ¢f your time-honored Britis
expressions, althengh I confess meve
to have seen a pikestaff in my lfe
But—apart from fthe fact that th
holsters are made of leather; the well-
known background of the wnfulfitled
desire persistmg after death; aud the
obvious cannection hetween the point
of disappearance of those ‘walimg-
boots’ of Billings’, with ‘thke. shut
room,’ I must cemfoss myself at a loss.
The vericst tyre at this sort of thing
would eennect those points, I imagine.
There it is, laid out for us, diractly
hefore our mental eycs, so fo speak.
But—what I fail to understand ig not
so much who takes them—that, by a
long stretch of the imagination might
very well be the persistent ‘shade’,
*Ka,” ‘projeeted emhodiment’ of Si-
mon Forvester. No—what gets me is
—awhere does the carrier of beabs and
satchels and. jewelers’ sample-e@scs
put them? That room is utterly, ab-
solutely, physieally empty, arrd boots
and shoes are material affairs, Lord
Carruth.”’ _

Carruth nodded gravely. -‘‘You
have put yeur finger on the main ff-
fieulty, Mr. Oanevin. I am net at all
sure that I can explain it, or even
that we shall be able to salve the mys-
tery after all. My experience in India
doecs not help. But—there is ane very
vague case, right here in England,
which may be a parallel one. T sus-
pect, not to put toe fine a point npon
the matter, that the abstracted things
may very well be belind that vear-
moet wadl, the wall opposite the doer-
way in ‘the shut room’.”’

“But,”” T nterjected, ‘‘that is im-
possible, is it not ? The wall is material
—brick and stene and plaster. It is
net subject to the strange laws of per-
sonality. Hew: 2ed




THE SHUT ROOM

THE return of the gentleman-land-
lord of ‘‘The Coach and Horses’’
at this moment put an end to our con-
versation, but not to my wonder. 1
imagined that the ‘case' alluded to by
my ¢empanion would be that of the
tortured ‘‘ghost’’ of the jester which,
with a pevenge-motive, haunted a room
in an aneient house and cven managed
to equip the room itself with somc of
its revemgeful properties or metives.

he caso had been recorded by Mr.

Todgson, and later Carruth told me
that this was the one he had in mind.
This, it seemed to me, was a very dif-
ferent matter. However———

'Mr. Snow laid the elaborate and
beautifully made ‘“harness’’ of lcath-
er straps out on the table beside the
alter-dinner coffee servige. The grips
of ““Jem and Jack’’ poeped out of
their holsters. The device was not
unlike those used by our own Amer-
ican desperadocs, men like the famous
Barp brothers and ‘‘Doc’’ Holliday
whoke ‘‘gix-guns’’ were carried hand-
ily in slung holsters in front of the
body. We examined these anticque
weapons, murderous-looking pistols of
the “‘bulldog’’ type, built for busi-
ness, and Carruth ascertaimed that
neither ‘‘Jem’’ mor ‘‘Jack’ was
loaded.

‘““Is there anyone om that top
floor?’’ enquired Carruth,

““No ene save yourselves, excepting
some of the servants, who are in the
other end of the hounse,” returned
Snow.

‘“I am going to request you to let us
take these pistols and the ‘harmess’
with us upstairs when we retiro,”’ said
Oarrath, and agein the obliging Suow
agreed. ‘‘Everything I have is at
your disposal, gentlemen,’’ said he,
‘‘in the hope that you will be able to
end this annoyance for me. It is too
early @ the season at present for the
inn to have many guests. Do precise-
ly as you wish, in all ways.”’

Shortly after nine o’clock, we took
leave of our pleasant hest, and, carry-
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ing the ‘“harness’’ and pistols divided
between us, we mounted to our com-
modious bedchamber. A second bed
had been moved into it, and the fire
in the grate took off the slight chill of
the spring evening. Wo began our
preparations by ecarrying the high-
powered eleetric torches we had ob-
tained from Snow along the corridor
and around the corner to ‘‘thc shut
room.”” Wo unlocked the door and
ascertained that the two torehes would
be quite sufficient to work by. Then
we closed but did not lock the door,
and returned to our room.

Between us, we moved a solidly
built oak table to a point dingonally
across the corridor from our epcn hed-
room door, and on this we placed the
““harness’’ and pistols. Then, well
provided with smoke-materials, we sat
down to wait, seated in such positions
that both eof us could eommand the
view of omr trap. It was during the
conversation whieh followed that Car-
ruth informed me that the casc to
which he had alluded was the one
recorded by the occult writer, Hodg-
son. It was familiar to both of us. I
will not cite it. It may be read by
anybody who has the curiosity to ex-
amine it in the ecollection entitled
Carnacli the Ghost-Finder by WH-
liam Hope Hodgson. In thaet account
it i3 the Hloor of the ‘‘haunted’’ room
which hecsme adapted to the revenge-
motive of the persistent ‘‘shade’’ of
the malignant court jester, tortured
to death many years before his ‘‘man-
ifestation’’ by his fiendish lord and
master.

We realized that, according to the
man Billings’ testimony, we need not
be on the alert before midnight. Car-
ruth therefore read from a small book
which he had brought with him, and
I busied myself in making the careful
notes which I have consulted in
recording Mr. Snow’s narrative of
Simon Forrester, while that narrative
was fresh in my memory. It was a
quarter before midnight when I had
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finished. I took a turn about the
room to refresh my somewhat eramped
musecles, and returned to my comfort-
able chair.

MIDNIGHT struck from the French
clock on our mantelpiece, and
Carruth and I both, at that sigmal,
began to give our entire attention to
the articles on the table in the hall-
way out there.

It occurred to me that this joint
watching, as intently as the circum-
stances seemed to warrant to both of
us, might prove very wearing, and I
suggested that we wateh alternately,
for about fifteen minutes each. We
did so, I taking the first turn. Noth-
ing oceurred—mnot a sound, not the
smallest indication that there might
be anything untoward going on out
there in the corridor.

At twelve-fifteen, Carruth began to
watch the table, and it was, I should
imagine, about five minutes later that
his hand fell lightly on my arm, press-
ing it and arousing me to the keenest
attention. I looked intently at the
things on the table. The ‘‘harness’’
was moving toward the left-hand edge
of the table. We could both hear,
now, the slight seraping sound made
by the leather weighted by the twin
pistols, and, even as we looked, the
whole apparatus lifted itself—or so it
appeared to us—from the supporting
table, and hegan, as it were, to float
through the air a distance of about
four feet from the ground toward the
turn which led to ‘‘the shut room.”’

‘We rose, simultaneously, for we had
planned carefully on what we were to
do, and followed. We were in time to
see the articles ‘‘float’’ around the
corner, and, increasing our pace—for
we had been puzzled about how any-
thing material, like the boots, could
get through the locked door—watched,
in the rather dim light of that short
hallway, what would happen.

What happened was that the ‘‘har-
ness’’ and pistols reached the door,
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and then the door opened. They went
through, and the door shut behind them
precisely as though someone, invis-
ible to us, were carrying them., We
heard distinetly the slight sound
which a gently closed door makes as it
came to, and there we were, standing
outside in the hallway looking at each
other. It is one thing to figurc out,
beforchand, the science of oceult oe-
currences, even upon the basis of such
experience as Carruth and I both pes-
sessed. Tt is, distinctly, another, to
face the direct operation of something
motivated by the Powers beyond the
ordinary ken of humanity. I confess
to certain ‘‘cold ehills,”” and Car-
ruth’s face was very pale,

We switched on our electric torches
as we had arranged to do, and Car-
ruth, with a firm hand which I ad-
mired if I did not, precisely, envy,
reached out and turned the knob of
the door. We walked into ‘‘the shut
room’’. . . .

Not all our joint experience had
prepared us for what we saw. I could
not forbear clutching Carruth’s free
arm, the one not engaged with the
torch, as he stood beside me. And I
testify that his arm was as still and
firm as a rock. It steadied me to
realize such fortitude, for the sight
which was before us was enough to
unnerve the most hardened inves-
tigator of the unearthly.

Directly in front of us, but facing
the blank wall at the far end of the
room, stood a half-materialized man.
The gleam of my torch threw a faint
shadow on the wall in front of him,
the rays passing through him as
though he were not there, and yet
with a certain dimming. The shadow
visibly inereased in the few brief in-
stants of our utter silence, and then
we observed that the figure was strug-
gling with something. Mechanically
we concentrated both electric rays on
the figure and then we saw clearly. A
bulky man, with a bull-neck and close-

(Continuved on pege 573)
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The Shut Room
(Continued from page 480)

cropped, iron-gray hair, wearing a fine
satin coat and what were called, in
their day, ‘‘small clothes,”’ or tight-
fitting knee-trousers with silk stock-
ings and heavy, buckled shoes, was
raising and fitting about his waist,
over the coat, the ‘‘harness’’ with the
pistols. -

Abruptly, the materialization ap-

pearing to be now complete, he turned
upom us, with an audible snarl and
baleful, glaring little eyes like a pig’s,
deep set in a hideous, searred face,
and then he spoke—he spoke, and he
had been dead for more than a cen-
tury!

‘““Ah-h-h-h!’’ he snarled, evilly,“‘ye
would come in upon me, eh, my fine
gents—into this my chamber, eh! I'll
teach ye manners. . . '’ and he ended
this diatribe with a flood of the foul-
est language imaginable, stepping,
with little, almost mincing, down-toed
steps toward us all the time he poured
out his filthy eurses and revilings. I
was completely at a loss what to do.
1 realized—thesc ideas went through
my mind with the rapidity of thought
—that the pistols were unloaded! I
told myself that this was some weird
hallucination—that the shade of no
dead-and-gone desperado could harm
us., Yet—it was a truly terrifying
experience, be the man shade or true
flesh and: blood.

Then Carruth spoke to him, in
quiet, persuasive tones.

‘“‘But—you have your pistols now,
Simon Forrester. It was we who put
them where you could find them, your
pretty boys, ‘Jem and Jack.” That
was what you were trying to find, was
it not? And now-—you have them.
There is nothing further for you to do
—you have them, they are just under
your hands where you can get at them
whenever you wish.”’

At this the specter, or materializa-
tion of Simon Forrester, blinked at
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us, 2 cunnimg light in his evil little
eyes, and dropped his hands with
which he had but now been gesticulat-
ing violently on the grips of the pis-
tols. He grinned, evilly, and spat in
a strange fashion, over his shoulder.

““Ay,”’ wsaid he, more moderately
now, ‘‘ay—7J have ’em~—Jemmy and
Jack, my trusties, my pretty boys.”’
He 1pudled the butts with his buge
bhends, hands that could have stran-
gled an ox, and spat again over his
shounlder.

“There is no vepessity for you to
renrain, then, is there?’’ said Carrath
softly, persrasively.

The simutacrnm of Simon Farrester
tfrowned, locked a hit puzzled, then
nodded its bead scveral times.

**You ean rest now—now that you
have dem und Jack,”’ yuggested Car-
math, almost in a wlhisper, and as he
spoke, Forrester tmmed away and
steppad over to the blank wall at the
far side of the room, opposite the
doorway, and I could hear Curruth
draw in Lis breath saftly and feel the
iron erip of his finges on my arm.
“Wateh!”’ he whispered in my ecar;
“wateh now.”?

The relid wall seemed to wave and
buckle hefore Forrester, almost as
though it were not o wall but a sheet
of whit¢ cloth, held and waved by
hands as eloth is waved in a theater
to stmulate waves., More and more
cloth-like the wall became, and, as we
gazed at this strange sight, the sim-
ulactum of Simon Forrester seemed
to become Jess opagque, to melt and
blend in with the wavering wall,
which gradually ceased to move, and
then he was gone and the wall was
as it had heen hefore. . . .

N MONDAY morning, at Carruth’s

urgent solicitation, Snow assem-
bled a force of labowers, and we
watched while they broke down the
wall of ‘‘the shut room’’ opposite the
doorway. At last, as Carruth had ex-
peeted, & pick went through, and, the
intercsted werkmen, Jaboring with a
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will, broke through into a emell, nar-
row, cell-like 1pom the plaster of which
indieated that it had besn walled up
perhaps two centuries before, or even
carlier—a *‘ priest’s hole’’ m alf prob-
ability, of the early post-referssation
period near the end of the Skwdemnth
Century.

Carruth stopped the woik as deen as
it was plake what was Rere, and
turned out the workmen, who went
protestingly. Then, with only omr host
working beside us, and the dour of
the voom locked on the mgide, we eon-
tinned the job. At last the aperture
was large enowgh, and Carrwth went
through. We heard an execlamation
from Jim, and then he began %o hand
out articles through the rangh hele in
the masonry—leather articles—boots
Innwnerable, ladies’ reticales, hand-
Inggage, the missing jeweler’s sample
case with its cantents intact—inmuam-
erable ather articles, and, last of all,
the “‘harness’’ with the pistels in the
holsters,

Carruth explained the ‘¢ jestor case’’
to Snow, who shook his head over it.
“It’s quite heyond me, Lord Car-
ruth,” said he, ‘‘but, as you sa&y this
annoyanee is at an end, I am gnite
satisfied; and—1I’1l take yomr ice
and make sure by pulling town the
whole reom, hreaking out fhe corri-
dor walls, and joining it to fhe room
across the way. 1 confess I can not
make head or tail of your explanation
——the unfulfilled wish, the ‘sympa-
thetic pervasion’ of the room as you
call it, the ‘materialization,’ and the
strange fact that this business began
only a short time ago. But—I’ll do
cxactly what you have recommemded,
about the room, that is. The vestora-
tion of the jeweler’s case will un-
doubtedly make it possible for me to
get back the swin I paid Messrs. Hop-
kins and Barth of Liverpool when it
disappeared in my house. Can you
give any explanation ¢f why the
‘shade’ of Forrester remained quiet
for a century and mgre and anly
started up the other day, so to speak?’’
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‘It i8 beeause the pewer tg mate-
riallze came very slowly,”’ answered
Carruth, ‘‘coupled as it undoubtedly
was with the gradual breaking down
of the room’s material resistance. It
is.very difficult to realizg the extraom
dinary force of an unfulfilled wish, on
the part of a fomgefal, brutal, wholly
selfish personality ltke Forrester’s. It
is, really, what we mmst eall spiritaal
power, even thoagh the ‘spirifuality’
was the reverse of what we eommonly
understand by that tewm. The wish
and the force of Forreater’s persisteat
desire, through the cenmry, have been
working steadily, and, as you have
told us, the room has been out of use
for more than a centwry. There were
no common, everyday affatrs to coun-
toract that malign influenice—mno ‘in-
terruptions,” ¥ I make myself clear.”’

‘““Thank you,’’ sad Myr. Snow. ‘I
do not clearly understennd. These mat-
ters are outside my province. But—
I am exceedingy grateful--to you
hoth.’’ Our host bowsd courteously.
‘“‘ Anything that I can possibly do, in
retura——7"’

““There is noghbag—nething what-
over,”’ said Caswvwth quietly; ‘“bat,
Mr. Snow, there is aunother problom
on your hands whieh perhaps you will
have some diffienlty in solving, and
concerning which, to our regret’’—he
looked gravely at me—*‘I fear neither
Mr. Canewin with hig experience, nov
I with mine, wiil ke able te assist
you.”’

‘“And what, pray, is that?’’ asked
Mr. Snow, tarnimg slightly pale. He
would, I perceive, be very well satis-
fied to have his prablems behind hin.

““The problem is,’”’ said Carruth,
oven more gravely I imagimed, ‘it ig
—what disposal are you te make of
fifty-eight pedirs of assorbed boots and
shoegt’’

And Snow’s relieved langhter was
the last of the impressioms which I
took with me as we rode back to Lon-
don in, Carrath’s cay, af ‘“The Coach
aRndal[orses” inn on the Brighton

oad.
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