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The

pare Room

By CRAWFORD SULLIVAN

D JACOBS hadn't wanted to buy the
house in the first place; he had
been trying to save three thousand

dollars to buy alf interest in Mr. Cash'’s
hardware business. But Ellen pleaded and
cried, and said a home was the best invest-
ment a couple could make—and further-
more they could rent out the spate room un-
til they decided to raise a family. Ed said no,

positively; the papments would be more
than they could afford, and the house wasn't
worth the money, Two days later Ellen
took him down to the bank to sign the

Pl%,“' ; ’

e house was sandwiched in between
two other houses which were exactly like
it. It was two stories high, long and nar-
row, with a staircase on one side and the
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monsters uswally can't dig up good references!

1t's a sound idea 1o check on a prospective boarder—after all é
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rooms on the other, All in all, it was not
much different from thousands of other
houses, but Ellen Jacobs thought it was very
extraordinary.  As it turned out, she wasn’t
wrong. The house was probably the most
extracedi i in Brookly

Ed held zlown a pretty good job selling
merchandise for the J. M. Cash Hardware
Store. Being a hardware merchant is some-
thing like being a doctor: you have to diag-
nose everybody’s plumbing troubles, door-
bell failures, electrical leakages and so on.
Ed had 2 friendly, conservative manoer
which made customers trust him like an
uncle. He seerned to know everything about
everything, and he could make you feel like
you were getting ten dollars worth of in-
formation with a dollar sixty-nine cent pur-
chase,

Ellen was one of those extremely femi-
nine women who scream bloody murder
at the sight of a mouse. She was slightly
faded—the way most blondes get when they
slide over the thirty-year mark—but she was
still attractive enough to be whistled at now
and then. Ed and Ellen had been married a
long time, and they got along fine. The
only thing they had serious disagreements
about was what movie to see on Saturday
night. Ellen liked love storics, musicals
and sophisticated comedies; but Ed went for
those Grade B horror pictures that packed
the sudiences in down at the Lyric.

“I can't understand why you like those
awful shows,” Ellen protested, “The last
time we went I didn't sleep a wink for
two nights,”

Ed gave an unsympathetic chuckle. “I1ove
‘an,” "he said, “They make you forget
about everything else. It's 2 sort of relaxa-
tion.”

“I don't see anything relaxing about it.
Espedally that last one, where the girl tumed
i:}c:‘ a wolf and nearly bit her lover’s arm

“Didn't bother me a bit. The trouble
with you is, you let your imaginition run
away with you.”

“Of course I know that such things don’t
ever really happen,” Ellen said quickly.
“But just the same—"

“Did you read that book, Warlocks and
Werswolves, 1 got out of the public I
bracy?” Ed asked. “The guy that wrote it

claims that supernatural things happen adl
the time. People have just golten so civ-
ilized they don't like to admit it. The guy
ought to know what he's lalkinﬁzbout; he’s
a professor at New York University—
name’s Matthew Faust. He sounds like a
smart Joe.”

“He can't be very smart if he believes in
those kind of things,” sniffed Ellen.

“Can't fell,” said Ed archly. “We might
have a ghost right in this house. Sometimes
at fight when I hear the doors creak I
think that—"

“Ed—quit it!”

Ed laughed his head off. He always liked
to get a tise out of her,

IHEY had lived in the house a moath

or so when Ellen put an ad in the paper
to zent the room. The first person who an-
sweted it was a girl from the dime store;
but Ellen turned her down. "I don't want
a woman,” she told Ed. "They always want
to botrow your clothes and use your electric
iron. I'd like a nice, substantial bachelor,
atound middle age.”

Shortly after dinner 2 man came to the
door. He wore a black topcoat and 2 sna)
brimmed hat with a black satin band. He
inquired about the room, speaking in a
low voice that had a trace of an accenl—
something like Chatles Boyer. Ed invited
him in.

“My name’s Jacobs,” he said. “This is
my wife, Mr.—I didn’t get the name.”

“Kraken,” the man replied.
Krken.” He temoved his hal and bowed
in Ellen’s direction, His haic was shiny
black and seemed glued to the top of his
head. His eyebrows started in the vicinity
of his temples and extended down to the
bridge of his nose in a kind of "V.” He
was a rzther distinguished-iooking man,
Ellen thought,

“You work near here, Mr. Kraken?" she

uired.

“At the shipyard,” he nodded. “I am on
the night shift.”

Ed glanced at the man’s hands. They were
long and slender, with tapering fingers and
slightly pointed nails. “You do some sort
of clerical work?”
 “I am a draftsman,” Mr. Kraken replied,
1 must sleep during the day, and I do not
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wish to be disturbed. I am anxious to find
a toom where I can have complete privacy.
[ am willing to pay ﬁft’v-ﬁve dollars a month
if the room is suitable.”

“Oh.” Ellen swallowed hard, She had
intended to ask thirty-five and get thicty.

They showed Mr. Kraken the room, and
he seemed satisfied with it—so satisfied, in
fact, that he paid a full month's rent on the
spot.

HE arrived at seven the following evening

with a small suitcase and left for work
about an hour later. Ed didn't pay much
attention at the time because he was listening
to his favorite radio 'program, The Green
Gboul. Ed hardly gave Mr, Kraken another
thought until quite a while—three weeks,
to be exact—after he had moved in.

“I've only seen that guy about twice,” he
told Ellen. " “Where does he keep himself?”

“In his room, I guess.” She was busy
making a pie for Sunday dinner and dida't
want to be bothered. “‘He sleeps all day.”

“Even on Sunday.”

T guess so. We don't see him much be-
cause he goes in and out the back door. He
says he's afraid he'll disturb us if he goes
tramping through the house late at night.”

"May!l;:e be’s wanted by the police,” Ed
suggested.

“Heavens, no,” said Ellen. "If that was
the case, he wouldn’t be working at the
shipyard, He’s just naturally shy.”

Ed thought it over. “Wonder if he's in
toom pow?”

Ellen pat the dough into a pie and

essed 1?:55 dents ag\lmd the el:lgesl?‘:ley-

“Think I'll go up 20d see.”

“"You better not,” She looked perturbed.
“He said he Wanted absolute privacy dur-
ing the day.”

“He couldn't get sore if I just tap on
the door and ask him down for a cup of
coffee. It's nearly four o'clock.”

Ed went up stairs, He started to knock on
Mr. Kraken's door, then paused. The tran-
som was closed and dark, indicating that
the window blinds were drawn. Maybe he
was still asleep. Ed walked away, changed
his mind, came back and rapped on the
door. No teply. He rapped again—this
time 2 little harder, Still no reply. He tried

‘“WEIRD TALES

the door and found it locked, Insatizbly
curious, he crouched down and peeked
through the keyhole, His perimeter of vis-
ibility included a smoothly covered bed, 2
bare-topped bureau, an unoccupied chair and
no sign of Mt. Kraken,

“What are you doing?”

Ed jumped up, looking guilty as a shee
dog munching mutton, and saw Ellen stand-
ing at the end of the hall. “I—I thought
maybe he was sick or something,” he blurted,
“But he isn't there.”

“Dear me, can’t the man go out on Sun-
day afterncon if he wants?”

“I dida’t sce him go out—and I've been
in the house all day.”

“He probably went out the back while
you were in the parlor. Ed, sometimes you
are like 2 nosey old woman. It's a good
thing we don't run 2 hotel.”

Ed went downstairs muttering something
under his breath. He felt ashamed of him-
self, and it made him mad at the world in
general and Mr. Kraken in particular. He
was going to lay for that guy and have a
talk with him. If Mr, Kraken wanted to
live there, he could use the front door like

ybody elso—instead of snesking up and
down the back stairs.

FTER dianer, while Ellen was listen-

ing to the radio, Ed went to the kitchen,
locked the back door and bolted il. He then
parked himself on the front steps and
smok~d a cigarette. When Mr. Kraken
camc home, he'd have to use bis front door,
and Ed was determined to be there waiting
for him.

Hardly angbody was on the street. It was
time for Jack Benny, and all the radios in
the block were blaring. After zbout ten
minutes Ed was tempted to give up his vigil
and go inside. The program sounded like it
might be funny.

“Don’t you find it rather cold out here?”

Ed Jooked over his shoulder and saw Mr,
Kraken standing behind him—in the door-
way! He looked taller than usual, and the
light from the street lamp made his eyes
shine.

“Where did—? I thought you were out!”
Ed said, fumbling for words.

" “Surely you had no reason to think that>”
Mz, Kraken stared at Ed squarely, his sweep-
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ing eybrows resembling a couple of ques-
tien .

“Only that it's Sunday,” asserted Ed.
“Most everyone goes some place on Sun-
day.” He lit another cigarette and tried to
appear vaconcerned.

"I work every night and sleep every day,”
declared Mr. Kraken. “I live in a purga-
Iory"whcze there is neither sun nor Sun-

ay.

Ed was definitely perplexed. He knew
perfectly well that Mr. Kraken hadn't been
in the room that afternoon—unless he had
happened to be standing out of sight when
Ed looked through the keyhole. One thing
certain—Mr, Kraken hadn't been asleep,
Ed had seen that much with his own eyes.

“You're going to work now?” Ed asked.

Mr. Kraken nodded.

I have to get some cigarettes,” Ed lied,
“Miod if I walk a ways with you?”

“Not at 2ll.” The teply was politely in-
sincere, as if to let Bd know that his com-
pany would be d but not preferted
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in Mopsie’s eyes reminded him of a mad
dog he had seen shot when he was a kid.
Thete was an instant when she Ioaked like
she might spring; then her il swished
down like a semaphore, and she saced for
home, howling as she ran.

“Dogs,” said Mr. Kraken, “do not like

e,
Ed could believe that, but he could nat
figure out why Lhe very sight of Mr. Krakea
should make {riopsie turn into a canine Juna-
tic. “I'm very fond of animals,” he said.

“Why?" asked Mr. Kraken. “All animal
life is predatory: the higher forms fe¢ding
upon the lower. If you were hungry encugh,
starving, let us say—you would logk vpon
the dog differently.” .

“Could be.” Ed gave a forced chuckle,
gol)ing that Mr. Kraken was merely in-
ul

m

ging in a little gruesome jocularity. He
found nothing in Mr. Kraken's chalky
countenance to encourage that hope,

‘They came to the comer drug store, and
Ed hap d to glance sideways, toward the

Mr. Kraken had a brisk, gliding walk
that made Ed hustle to keep up with him.
All the time Ed was wondering where Mr.
Kraken had been that afterncon. He must
have been in the house. He couldn’t have
come in the back door and gone out the
front, because the back door was locked. Ed
could not make up his mind whether to ask
him point blank what the score was or to
try to draw the truth out of him by subtle
questioning,

They had walked about half 2 block when
a little black dog pounced out of & doorway
end came running toward them lickety-split.
It was Mr, Ewalding’s dog, Mopsie, and she
was 2 great friend of Ed's because he always
petted her and occasionally gave her a hand-
ful of crackers from his lunch bucket.

Mopsie was no more than three feet away
when she stopped suddenly, nearly tripping
over her ears, Her legs stiffened, her hackles
rose and her lips curled away from her teeth.
She growled—not the type of growl you
woul :ta:d from a thoroughly domestic

iel—but a deop-throated, savage souad
that made Ed step back in alarm.

Mr, Kraken paused foi 2 moment, “Do
nat be frightened,” he told Ed. “The beast
will not attack us.”

Ed wasn't so sure. ‘The white savagery

drug store window. Something was wiong.
Ed couldn’t figute it out immediately, but
he knew something was wrong. It had (o do
with the drug store window.

“Here's where I get my cigareites,” sid
Ed. “Sce you later.”

“Good night, sir,” said Mr. Kraken, with
a small bow.

As Mr. Kraken walked away, Ed (umed
toward the window again. Fe saw what it
was this time, and his legs became rubbery.
He leaned against & lamyp post, just staring
at the glass.

D'S IMAGE was plialy visible in the-
window, but Mr. Kraken's image was
missing, Mr. Kraken had walked belwces
Ed and the window—and b¢ bad cast no
reflection.

The truth hit Ed like a sledgehammer—
made him so wezk he nearly folded on the
spot. He had scen it in the movies, heard
it on the radio, read about it in books; but
he never really believed it could be true. He
knew, though, that there is only one crexture
who does oot cast a reflection in a glass.

No doubt about it—Mr. Kraken was 2
vampire.

Ed was considersbly worried when he
reached home, Having a vampire for a
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roomer was ot the most customery occur-
rence in the world, and he could no* decide
offhand how to deal with the problem. It
is somewhat to Ed’s credit that, when the
first shock had passed, he approached the
problem with the same scientific detachment
that might be expected of a zoologist who
had just found a sabre-tooth tiger living
in his backyard. Ed realized, fitst of all, the
value of his discovery. A real, dead vampire
—brought to the limelight—would be worth
ten times as much as a live sabre-toothed
tiger. Of cousse there was a certain amount
of danger; but vampires, ke tigers, could
be handled. Having studied the subject ex-
tcdnsively, Ed knew all the approved meth-
ods.

At this point it may be well to explain
that Ed Jacobs was just as excited as any-
body eclse would be under similar circum-
stances, but it was much like the excitement

ple expetience upan meeting their favor-
ite movie star face to face, Bd had seen so
many vampires on the screen and heard so
many of them on the radio that he was en-
tirely familiar with their peculiarities

ampires, he koew, prowled only at
n;ght, nourishing themselves on the blood
of some unfortunate victim. From dawn to
sunset they remained dead as fence ,
anchored to their earthly remains. There-
fore, while Mr. Kraken was supposedly
turning out blueprints at the shipyard, he
was really roaming the stseets of Brooklyn
with an eye out for some luckless individ-
ual's corpuscles. During the day—instead of
sleeping in the spare room—he was quiet-
ly mouldering in a secret sepulchre. ‘

Ed decided oot to mention his discovery
to Ellen. He remembered the time a man
had been sideswiped by a beer truck and El-
len had him brought into the patlor until
the ambulance atrived. The man recovered
in two days, but Ellen was a total wreck for
a weck, wortying about him. She invariably

went to pieces whenever anytbinfg uj the
well-ordered routine of her life. was
more rugged.

Next day, Ed was so preoccupied he

missed out on three sure-fite sales, and he
undercharged a lady forty-nine cents on a
%?:s coffee pot. Mr. Cash sensed that some-
thing was wrong, but mistook it for the flu
and seat him home an hour early.

WEIRD TALES

A note was waiting for him on op of the
radio. It read:

“Ed dear,

“Mother has had another one of her
spells. I tried to call you at the store but

e line was busy twice. I am leaving for
East Orm;Ee 2nd will be gone a couple of
weeks probably. That's all the longer they
usually last. You will find meat and milk
in the ice box. You bLave pleaty of clean
shirts and if I am going to stay longer I
will let you kaow. Don't forget to collect
the rent from Mr. Kraken.

“Love, Ellen”

ED W AS neither surprised nor displeased.

Ellen’s mother had had these spells be-
fore—always when thete was s%reing house-
clezning or heavy sewing to done, It
couldn’t have been timed better. Now he
could study Mr. Keaken like 2 scientist stud-
ies an amcba—without anyoge looking over
his shoulder, Furthermore, there might be
a certain amount of personal risk, and he
was glad Ellen was out of it.

‘The house was as silent as a well-man-
aged mottuary. Ed went upstairs, took 2
skeleton key from his pocket and opened the
door to Mr, Kraken’s room. The shades were
stiil drawn, and slender fingers of sunlight
crept beneath them, clutching at the window
sill, There wasn't much time. Mr. Kraken
would probably put in an appearance soon
after sunset.

Ed entered the room, trying to look in all
directions at once, The place smelled musty,
the chair seat was covered with dust and the
chenille bedspread was as smooth as when
Ellen had first laid it. Opposite the bed was
an old-fashioned bureau with drawers on
each side and a full length mictor in the
middle, Ed looked. into the drawers and
found them empty. Opening the clothes
closet, he discavered only a bunch of uoused
hangers and an indolent spider. Thea bis
eye fell on the small suitcase Mr. Kraken
had brought with him; it was lying fat be-
neath the bed. He pulled the suitcase out
aad opened it. Nothing inside but the manu-
facturer’s inspection ticket. Mr. Kraken had
evidently purchased the suitcase so that he
would not arouse suspicion by moving iato
the room without any luggage.
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As Ed snepped the suitcase shut, he no-
ticed that the fingets of sunlight had slipped
away fram the window sill. Then he noticed
something else, and his Adam’s apple gave
a sudden leap, nearly choking him.

Mr. Kraken was watching him [rom the
doorway.

Ed tried his best to look like 2 man wait-
ing for a street car and succeeded miserably.
He got up off the floor and said, “Home
ezrly tonight, aren’t you?”

“Hak!" said Mr. Kraken, His eyes had 2
qmivafouf Lglearn, and the skin over his

gh ch ppeated so_transp
that the form of a skull seemed visible be-
hind it

Ld stole a quick look at the burezu mir-
rot. According to the mitror, there was no
Mr. Kraken—nothing but an empty doot-
way,

“Why did you do that?” demanded Mr.
Kraken. ’

“Do—what?”" Ed did not like the expres-
sion on Mr. Kraken’s face, It reminded him
of a mandrill he had once seen at the Bronx

200.

“The brute had glowered at him brood-
ingly, as though the crowning achievement
of its career would be to break him into
small pieces and then jump on the fragments
with both feet,

“I wonder why that mirror should inter-
est you 5o greatly?” Mr. Krakea said, smil-
ing. It was the first time Ed had ever seen
him smile, His teeth were white and shiny,
and four of them were regular tusks. He
moved forward with his fingers outstretched,
as if itching for the feel of Ed’s throat.

“Stay wiele you are!” Ed reached inlo
-his vest pocket, withdrew a small brownish
bottle and waggled it at Mr, Kraken threat-

cmnw. . .
“Wolf's-bane!” Mr. Kraken recoiled like
a stepped-on snake,
“You guessed it,” said Ed, his confidence
swewl?ack T figured you would.”
“Because you're a vampire, that's why.
Now, don't cfeny it”

R. KRAKEN looked ctestfallen. “Why
should I deny it?" he said sullenly.
“There’s no disgrace in being a vampire.
Vampirism is strictly hereditary, and I come

from a long line of distingwished vam-

pires.

“I don't hold it against you,” said Ed.
“Only I don’t want you prowling azcund
the neighborhood scaring people to
death—

“How did you find out about me?"

"It was casy,” said Ed. "I've been to 2 Jot
of movies which featured vampires, and I've
studied their weak points. I also read Pro-
fessor Faust’s book on the subject—which T
have, in case you'd like to borrow it. When
I learned what you were, 1 knew just what
to do. I got the druggist to give me some
tinctute of aconite, which is made from
wolf’s-bane. As long as I keep it in my
pocket, you can’t lay a haed oo me.”

“That’s true,” Mr. Kraken admitted re-
sentfully.

“Tell me about yourself,” Ed urged.
“How did you get in this deplorable con-
dition?"

“It was easy,” said Mr. Kraken, I died.”

“Of naturel causes, I hope?”

“T was murdered,” stated Mr. Kraken.
“Murdered in this very house.”

was f(labbergasted. “That's not pos-
sible!” he exclaimed.

“No?” Mr. Kraken cxposed his upper
tusks in a smug grimace, “"Didn’t you buy
this house from a man called Benjamin
Schlik?”

“That’s right,” Ed nodded. “He was
leaving for Atizona for his health.”

“Hak!” Mr. Kcaken made that unpleas-
ant noise again, “'Schlik’s real name is Joseph
Guloff. He is the man who had me mur-
dered.”

“He seemed like such a nice little guy
toe,”’ mused Ed.

“I was Guloff’s partaer, and he did not
wish to divide fifty thousand dollars with
me,” continued Mr. Kraken. “I know he
is still in town, and I will walk the streets
every night ualil T find him. Thea I will
d:a.ir.l' evety drop of blood from his fat car-
cass,

Ed shuddered. T be, ardon,” he
said delicately, “but a.rse y;?:ricr—eznh-
ly remains located in this house?”

“They are,” replied Mr. Kraken. “And I
know just what you are thinking. You want
to find out whete I am buried, so you can
get 1id of me. A stake through the heart is
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the most conventional way—or perhaps you
would rather scatter my dust over the sea?”

“Oh, no,” protested Ed. "“That was the
farthest thing from my mind.”

“Then let it remain so,” said Mr. Kraken
harshly. “1 intend to be your guest for a
long, long time.”

So speaking, he swished his coat around
himself and vanished down the hall like a
swift shadow,

ON THE following evening Ed went up
' to Mr. Kraken’s room again and sat on
the bed, wzirin%t Sure enough, shortly after
sundown, Mr. Kraken appeased.

“I want you to ki out of here,” Mr.
Kraken said severely. “I've paid my rent like
2 human being, and I insist upon being
treated like one.”

“Did you find Guloff {ast night?” Ed
asked.

“That's business,” snaj Mr. Kra-
ken, “Let ‘:1}; wasn you—itﬂ:nc?uriztcs me
to have anyone pry into my affairs.”

“You know,” said Ed’ pensively, “if 1
were in your condition, I'd forget about
Guloff. A guy in your condition could pick
up same cash for himself,”

“I'm not interested in money,” Mr.
Kraken replied. “I've found that it is of
no use to you after you're dead.”

_ "But you're only dead during the day-
time—"

“Nevertheless, it changes one’s attitude
considerably,” Mr. Kraken informed him.
“The only thing I hunger for is blood;
fresh, warm blood.”

“Natugally,” Ed ed. “But I think
you could cure yourself of that uncouth
craving if you put your mind to it. Have
you ever wanted to go on the radio?”

“Certainly not,” bristled Mr. Kraken.

“With your voice you'd be a natural for
one of those midnight to dawn record pro-
grams,” asserted Ed.  “However, that would
only be the beginning. With me handling
the business end of it, we'd—"

“No!” Mr. Kraken exclaimed harshly.
“Now get out of here before I tear your
hcarvt"fm your body and eat it before your

yes.

Ed replied by patting the bulge in his
vest et. That little bottle of wolf's-
bane made him feel as secue as if he were
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watching Boris Karloff from the third ow
of the Lyric Theater. “You caa’t scare me,”
he said.” "No, sir, not one litle bit You
might as well realize, Mr, Kraken, that I
have big plans for you and they don't in-
clude letting you run wild on the streets and
geiting me into all sorts of trouble.”

“I will not be exploited!”” Mr. Krakea's
voice spunded like someone trying to fip up
a board.

“Who's exploiting you?” countered Ed.
“With a like “yours, you could put
Karloff and Lugosi out of business. T'll

arantee you a movie contract within—"

"And Pll guarantee you something else,”
interrspted Mr. Kraken. “Guloff shall be
my first victim, but you will be the second.
Some evening I shall find you without that
bottle of wolf'sbane on your person. When
that time comes—»4ak!” He rattled his teeth
hortibly.

Ed was a little disappointed in Mr. Kra-
ken’s attitude; but, having made a specialty
of selling people things they didn’t want, he
had supreme confidence in his powers of
persuasion, Mr, Kraken always came to the
spare room soon after sundown, and for
three consecutive nights Ed was on hand to
greet him. Ed tried every angle he knew,
but, instead of improving, Mr. Kraken's at-
titude becarne increasingly hostile. He finally
decided there was just one mote
of persuasion left: force. He could threiten
to destroy him.

In otder to do this he would have to fiad
out where the remains wete located, The
cellar was the most likely place, but he had
already inspected it crefully, without find-
ing anylhing. .

The next day Ed stayed home from work
and went over the house with a fine-toothed
comb. He even pulled up the Aooting on
the back porch and tore out part of the bath-
reom wall. In the end he was convinced
more than ever that Mr. Kraken was some-
where in the cellar.

Toward sundown he hid in the celiar be-
hind a packing box. The place was dank
and musty, and a big spider was sitting in a
web in front of the small window which
fronted the strect, at sidewalk level. Slowly,
the sunlight faded away from the window,
and the cellar became dark. Then a street
light went on, casting a yellow light into
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the cellac. Ed could sce the outline of the
furnace, the big spider—nothing else.

It became late. had been tensely ex-
pectant when the sun went down, but now,
after waiting at least an hour, he began to
wonder if anything was going to happen.
Perhaps he had guessed wrong. Mr. Kraken
usually put in an appearance before now.

TH.BR.E was a sudden rustling noise—as
if mice had gotten into the furnace. Ed's
vertebrae seemed to crawl down his back
like a awbra. ‘The furnace door sattled for
a second on its hinges; creaked open.

It Jooked at first like black smoke issuing
from the furnace; then it oozed together the
way a chocolate pudding does when you cook
it long enough—and there was Mr. Kraken.

Mr. Kraken stood motionless for a Jong
time, and the yellow light cutting across his
face made him look particulacly repulsive.
Fipally, with silent footsteps, he moved to-
ward the spot where Ed was hidden. Ed
sucked in a deep breath and held it until Mr,

n went on up the stairs. After hear-
ing the cellac door open and close, he fol-
lowed quietly.

Mr. Kraken went straight to the front of
the house. He opened the front door, and
Ed saw him bend down 2ad pick up a
white object which lzy on the doossill. * Ed
gave Mr. Kreken a quarter-of-a-block head
start, then trailed behind him, hugging
buildings wherever possible.

They walked a Jong ways — about five
miles, Bd figured. They were somewhere
in the vicinity of the East River when Mr.
Ksaken stopped ia front of a saggy, thiee-
story building that had an loned pool
hall on the lower floor. A sign overhang-
ing the sidewalk read, “Export Street

Ed ducked into a doorway and then peered
out like an inquisitive cat. " Except for Mr.
Kraken, the street was deserted. ~ The tele-

ne wires made crackling noises, and a
whistle moaned out on the river,

Mr. Kraken stood still as a stone gacgoyle;
then, with remarkable agility, he went
straight up the wall, -

He weat up swiltly and easily—very much
like a spider on a thread. Ed could hardly
believe}l)-nis eyes. One minute Mr. Kraken
was there on the sidewalk, 2nd the next, he

[3]

was up on a third story window sill. A
sickish feeling assaulted Ed’s middle as he
saw Mr. Kraken shove up the sash and step
inside. Somebody was about to meet a
ghastly end, and Ed felt mote than certain
that the luckless individual was Joe Guloff.

ile he was wondering what to do
about it, a shrill cry emanated from the up-
per portion of the hotel. It was quite a
horrible noise, and it made him turn cold
all over. He tan up to the hotel entrance
and found the door locked. All he could
see was a flight of stairs and a dim light
globe stidub':& out of the bare wall, He rang
the night bell, hammeted on the door paac;
but got no reply. A tougher character than
Ed Jacobs might have smashed in the door,
but Ed was 2 great respecter of other le's
doors and, bgs‘ides hgedl-md no dairgezap be-
come suspiciously involved in 2 murder.
What Bd wanted most was a cop.

WAS one of those dockside neighbor-
hoods full of bleak-faced warchouses and
deserted lumberyards, and the nearest out-
post of human activity was 2 small beer joint
about three blocks up the streel. A juke
box was bellowing at the top of its audio-
control when Ed barged into the place. Grab-
bing a wall phone, Ed inserted a nickel and
yelled for the police station, He got 2 quick
connection,

“I want to report a murder!” he shouted
at the voice which answered.

“Yes? What address, please?” The voice
at the other end sounded tited and disinter-
ested.

“Bxport Street Hotel. Thete’s 2 man there
named Joe Guloff—"

“Joe Guloff, did you say?”

“Joe Guloff,” Ed repeated. "I don't thiok
he's dead yei, but you'd better hurry!”

“And what is your name?” The voice had

ddenly acquired an inquisitorial ring, like
Mr. District Attoroey.

Ed told him.

*Address?”

Ed told him that too,

“There's nothing to woz?; about, Mr.
Jacobs,” said the voice considerately. “The
squad car’s on its way, There’ll be some

nestioning, of course; but don’t hide any-
ing. It'll be to your advantage to tell all
you know,” -~
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“Yessir,” said Ed. He wiped his forehead
with 2 handkerchief, went over to the bar
and ordered 2 double bourbon with a lemon

el.

Pretty soon two police cars came scream-
ing dowa the street, and their sirens sub-
sided to a growl as they pulled up in front
of the Export Street Hotel. Ed stayéd at
the bar, crunching a pretzel thoughtfully,
What could he tell them? The whole truth
and nothing but the truth about Mr. Kraken?
No. There wasn’t a cop in New York City
who'd believe him.

He drained his drink, chewed 2 moment
on the lemon pee! and started back toward
the hotel. A sizeable crowd had ered
in the strect; policemen wete shouting. An
ambulance slid around the comet.

A cold breeze scemed to touch the back
of his seck. He turned and saw Mr. Kraken
standing behind him,

“Why did you call them?” demanded Mr.
Kraken wolfishly. “Answer me!"
“Murder is not my idea of good dean
s2id Ed reproachfully. “Did you kill

fun,
him?"

Mr. Kraken's mandible worked up and
dowa like the jaw of a snake. “I only needed
a few more moments. Miserable, meddling
idiok!”

“You listen to me,” said Ed, shaking bis
forefinger sternly. “From now on, blood-
snatching is distioctly out. Either you will
toe the mark and embark upon some honest
entesprise, or I will shovel the ashes out of
my furnace and chuck them inlo the river.
You see—" he added, “—1I know whete the
body's buried.”

Mr. Kraken's face twitched in a dozen
places. He sighed bitterly. “When I first
came back to this world, I was full of high
hopes. 1 had been a failure in life, but I
felt certain I had all the requisites of an ad-
mirable vampire. I've failed again.”

“You're just beginning,” told him.
“We'll go down to the police station and
tell them who you are.  Once the story hits
the papers, you'll be famous—"

“I won't do it!” Mr. Kraken exclaimed in
2 shrill voice, I won't be hounded by you!”

“Now, see here—" Before he could get
any further, Ed found he was talking to
space.

Mr. Kraken had vanished. ,
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The crowd was dispersing by this time,
and the police aars were wheeling away. Ed
went to a hotel that night because he knew
the police would be waiting to question him
when he got home. He dida’t want to lie;
but how could he make them believe his
story? He rolled and tossed all night trying
to think of a solution. It came to him about
six a.m. The police might not believe him,
but they would certainly listen to that' emi-
nent scholar and authority on the supernat-
ural, Professor Matthew Faust.

ED LOOKED up Professor Faust that
morning. The professor was an oldish
gentleman with a large nose and 2 bemused
manner that made you think of a bara owl.
He appeared pleased when Ed told him he
had read his book. “So few persons a;
interesied in the study of hy) ysi
phenomena,” he tema.rdk,;d. ‘W'lﬁ:lrphpan of
the book did you find most interesting?”

“The chapter on vampires,” Ed told him.
“I've got one liviug at my house.”

“I beg pardon?” frowned Professor
Faust.

“That’s why I came to you for help,”
said Ed. He started right from the beginning
and told old Professor Faust everything. The
professor seemed puzzled at first, and by
the time Ed had finished the marrative he
looked downright alarmed.

“The police wouldn't believe me if I told
‘em about Mr. Kraken,” Ed concluded.
“That's why I want you to help me. What
do you say?”

Professor Faust moved toward the door
gingerly. “I would say, sir, that you are
a sick man. I suggest that you—er—see a
psychiatrist immediately.”

Ed was stunned. “Yow—don't believe
me?”

“I'm afraid you took my book too liter-
ally. It was meant to be 2 compilation of
primitive superstitions and folklore—"

“And you think I'm nuts because I be.
lieved what you wrote!”

“The power of autosuggestion often
brings on hallucinations. ~According to
Freud—"

Ed got out of there as fast as he could. He
was disappointed, disillusicﬁed and hopping
mad. te was now oMy one thing to
do. He would sneak into the house about
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sundown, find Mr. Kraken and threaten him
with certain extinction if be didn’t make a
clean breast of things to the police. It might
work.

Having some time to kill, Ed went to
Central Park and spent the afternoon feed-
ing squitrels, It was hot, so he took off
his coat and vest and snoozed a while in the
sunshige.

He reached home shortly after dack,
speaking down the alley ‘and entering
through the back door to avoid any cops
who might be posted near the house. Climb-
ing the back stairway, he went straight to
the spare foom and sat on the bed, waiting
for Mr. Kraken to appear. An hour passed,
and pothing happened. Ed had waited for
Mr. Kraken before, but this time he was ex-
traordinarily nervous. The longer he waited,
the more he began to sul'sged that Professor
Faust might be right. ybe he was crazy,
Maybe Mr, Kraken was nothing but an hal-
luaination after all, All those horror movies
he had seen might have brought it on. He
made up his mind never to see another one

N,

Then he heard a creaking door down-
stairs and the sound of moving footsteps,
aad he felt better. Mr. Kraken was com-
ing! He was 1eal, after all.

stood up. A spindly moon cast a
faint beam actoss the Ldsp:ud. He did
not see the door open, nor see it close, but
all of a sudden he noticed a black figure
staading in front of the bureau.

"wa'::klate:; dsaid Erl.l A

Mr. en did not reply. ir of shin
eyes glared into Ed’s fule). e Ry

At that moment he sensed something
wrong. He placed his hand against his
stomach for 1eassurance, feeling for the
little bottle he always kept in his vest.

His vest was gone. He had left it hang-
in.%:jn the bench in the park.

Ed tried to speak, but the words clogged
his throat. All he could see was those ter-
tible eyes and the black shadow that re
mained as stifly frozen as himself, With-
out that protective boitle of wolf's-bane he
was as halpless as 2 rabbit in froat of a boa
constridtor.

Sucking down a deep breath, Ed took a
jittery step toward the door. The black
figure moved toward the door also. He en-

n

visioned those terrible tusks slavering for his
throat. Sweat trickled down the bridge of
his nose, and his mouth tasted salty.

He clenched his fists; bolted for the hall.
He managed to reach the top of the frant

_stairs, grabbed for the rail and lost his bal-

ance. His forward momentum, combined
with tbeﬁ!‘)ull of gravity, sent him looping
through the air like a projectile from a well-
aimed mortar. He Janded on his back some-
where in the vicinity of the bottom newel

t.
PosThe impact kaocked out his wind and
made him feel as if he were being pushed
around in a revolving doot. The whitling
sensation ceased. he became conscious
of 2 pair of icy hands creeping about his
throat.

Ed let out a shriek that would have made
a banshee fun for cover. He siruck out
with both fists, and his knuckles sank into
something paunchy.

“Ed—stop it! Ed!”

HE OPENED his eyes and saw Ellen
standing beside him, A jug-shaped
policeman leaned against the stair gil,
clutching his midriff and groaning might-
ily. It was Sergeant O'Catlahan of the
Flatbush Detail.

“What's wrong with you, Ed?" Ellen
asked, massaging his neck again, “What

d?”

hafﬂ:ne ?
"He—tried to kill me—" Ed faltefed,
“He caught me without my bottle—"
“Looks like be had too much of the
bottle,” growled Sergeant O'Callahan,
“The police have been looking for you
all day,” said Ellen.
"I figured they would be,” sighed Ed.
“It was lucky they reached Joe Guloff in
time.”

“T'll say it was,” nodded Sergeant O'Cal-
lahan, “We rounded up the whole gang.
They wete usin’ the hotel as a hideout.”

“What gang?” frowned P

“Guloff's gang, to be sure. We've been
lookin' for them ever since they heisted
the shipyard payroll. What we want to know
is how you knew where they were hiding?”

Ed remained on the floor for a few sec-
onds, just looking stupid. Finally he
crawled to his feet. “1 didn't know Guloff
was a gangster,” he said.. "I alled the
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cops because 1 thought he was being rmur-
dered.”

“Yeah?” The sergeant scralched the back
of his bristly scalp. 'Gulofl claimed he was
bein' murdered, too. He was so weak he
couldn’t walk, and when we got him to the
station house he went absolutely bersetk—
like & crazy man. Kept yellin’ about some
guy who used to be his partner—guy by the
name of McCracken.”

“Kraken,” said Ed. I found out that Mr,
Kraken was going to kill Guloff and I fol-
lowed him to the Export Street Hotel.”

“Mr. Kraken is our roomer,” Ellen ex-
“Ed never liked him from the

est.”

“Whete's he now?” the policeman asked.

“I—think he may be—upstairs,” Ed
stammered.

“That we'll soon discover.” Sergeant
O'Callahan took a large, dangerous-looking
weapoa from his holster and started up the
staircase with it.

“I think Mr, Kraken's gone," Ellen whis-
pered to Ed. "1 looked into his room this
morning, and all his things were gone—"

“This motning? When did you come
home?” Ed was surprised to see her all over
again.

“Abaout nine,” she said. “Didn’t you get
my special delivery letter? Oh, you must
have—or you wouldn't have hired the man
to clean out the fumace.”

“The what?”

“The furnace A man came and cleaned
it out, He said you phoned him late last
night and hired bim to do it. He charged
me fifteen dollars,”

“You mean—he cleaned everything out
of the furnace?”

“'I saw to it that he did a good job,” she
nodded. “He said you insisted that he dump
the ashes in the river.”

“Best place in the world to dump ashes.”

“Oh, sure—the river,” said Ed l%roggi.ly.

Then it came to him. He recalled how

Mr. Kraken had picked up something just
before leaving the house last night. Hl-
len’s lettet—they always left specials un-
der the door. Mr. Kraken koew that Ellen
would be home next day, so he had gone
and called the furnace man, It was the same
as suicide,

But if Mr. Kraken was now peacefully at
rest in the bottom of the river, whom had

seen in the spare room not less than
ffteen minutes ago?

Ed hurried up the staits and neardy
knocked over Sergeant O'Callahan, who was
coming down. He stepped into the dark
room and was imm:diz:ef; confronted by 2
shadowy figure that seemed to grow larger
as he moved toward it. He clicked on the
light and found himself looking into the
big bureau mirror—Ilooking at his own im-
age! He had neacly scared himself to death
on account of something that wasn't there,

“He's not here, lad,” said Sergeant O°Cal-
lahan, “We'll pick him up before Jong.
And as for yourself —T'll see to it person-
ally that you get what's coming.to you.”

“Get what?”

“The reward. Thete’s a twenty-seven
hundred doller reward for information lead-
ing to the arrest and capture of Joe Guloff.
I thought you knew.”

“That's wonderful!” exulted Ellen. “Now
you can buy into Mr. Cash’s business. Aren’t

you glad we let Mr. Kraken have the spare
room?”

Ed’s legs wobbled. He had to go sit on
the bed.

Ed Jacobs says he has .investigated the
matter thoroughly, and he is satisfied be-
yond the shadow of a doubt that the furnace
man dumped the ashes into the river some
place below Greenpoint. Therefore, if you
ate ever in Brooklyn and you see a tali, gaunt
man in a long overcoat following you some
night, there is nothing to be worried about.
It couldn’t possibly be Mr, Kraken,

Still—you never can tell,



