A Ghost Story

That Mounts to a Vivid Climax

THE TAP

MENTALI.Y 1 cursed the tap.

1 1 had risen once to turn it
of, T had risen half.a-dozen
times during the last quarter of an hour,
and still the disconcerting drip, drip,
drip continu

This was my first night in the new
fiat, and after Mrs. Biggs, who came to
do the cleaning and prepare my meals,
had wished me **Good-night,"” T had set.
tled down to run off a short article which
1had promised to deliver by morning.

The words had flowed from my pen
with scarcely an effort, and probably for
this very reason the incident stands out
in my memory more vividly than would
otherwise havo boen the case. 1 recollect
that T had paused in my writing to con-
sider more deeply a certain point in my
article: Glancing up at the clock, T had
oticed the hands indicating & quartr to

N

eleven, and as T took up my pen afresh
T heard that drip, drip, drip of the tap
in the bathroom. For a few minates I
paid no attention to the sound, and con-
tinued writing; but presently it became
50 loud and insistent that T found myself
counting the drops unconsciously.

aud turned the tap off 5o far as I was
able. Then T went back to my desk; but
barely had T picked up my pen than the

gone at least four times to try and serew
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the confounded thing off, and as surely
a8 T returned to my chair, believing 1
had fixed it, just as surely would that
dripping begin anew,

With an exclamation of annoyance, I
rose to my feet onee more. And then,
suddenly, I became aware that the drip,
drip, drip was chaoging slowly, gradu
ally, to a full rush of water as though
someone were tarning on the tap to its
fullest extent

In surprise, I hurried to the bath-
room, and as T approached the door 1
heard the little window blow open with
a loud bang, and a great gust of air en-
folded me, air of o icy a coldncss that I
shivered involuntarily.

rumbling at the carelossmess of Mrs.
Biggs in leaving the window unfastened,
T closed it hastily and made it secure,
shooting home the tiny bolt, that a previ-



however, before 1
s ke il to ecomtte again, for
T kept breaking off to listen for that
drip, drp, drip. 1 listened in vain; for
tiresome sound was mot renewed,
Ind.'.hns p enuiplind g ind
longer, T did not hear it again that night.

NJEXT moming, 1 put my resolve
into practice, and in due course my

"Didn’t eem to be anyting wroce
? ut I've put &
e waher o and 1 b ight enoueh
nor, sir. Tl bob in again, though, just
to see it's goin’ proper.

pparently he was right, for I did not
hear the tap st ll during the day. Once,
after Mrs. Biges had gone, I visited the
bathroom to inspect the job, and was
ite comriced hat the dripping woud

cause me farther inconvenience.
lno T ook the apportaaity of seing
that the bathroom window was securely

fastened, end, thus satisfed, I returned
to my study.

1 had got thoroughly warmed up to
my work and was totally oblivious to
everything but the seratch of my pen as
3 sy, s he emeth s of he
paper. seemed wrapped in &
quietness ke that of a tropical might, &

paradoxically emphasized by
the multitude of familiar sounds that,
strangely enough, fail to impress them-
S s s mind iy b v

unm of the clock on the wall
before me; the falling of an occasional
conl from the grate; these and other
commonplace o
Meighten the dendly siliems of my room

conscious aceom;
ment, it seemed, to the scratch of my
pen.

Drip, drip, drip. .
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merely coin or was there some-
mm‘nmnnynbmtlbehp'Aquﬂn

bout fhat, surely! T
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Just as any self-respecting tap should.
T received a visit

student of the subject, whereas 1, as I
have intimated, was opealy & scofter.

thought. 1 would have it out with my
friend the plumber, all the same.. . . .
uun-mlmmuymamm

entered. the bathroom the tap,
seeming to protest against my interfer-
ence, began to drip faster, and I reached
out my hand tostop it. Then I felta pe-
caliar stinging, burning sensation of in-
tense cold across the backs of my hands

25 though someane were passing & piece
o ice aver them, and.the knob of the
tap began slowly to unserew itself.

Tt was weird, uncanny—T cannot ade-
quately describe it. 1 tried to resist that
unseen force, but was powerless agaiust
it. Nor could T withdraw my hands from
the tap. They were numb with that icy
wldns. ‘pressed as by invisible fin-

against the while the serew
Sirwly et roud Sad Tound bk
my vy ey s the diip,drp heezoe

k»aahg......wm, nameless terror
of me. I strove to flee,
but could not—] Immadmyhad“u.
but some strange power
nmmauwmupmzkmm
slowly turning . . . turning.

blast met me and sent me staggering
back against the wall.
For a few minutes T leaned there,

ieally, T crossed to the basin

ored to probe
‘happening. Bnl.‘fl-!wmlﬂ,lmld
Dot explain

T had u-mb-n..\-.pm where
spiritualism was concerned, and yet. . .

committed—in this flst.”"
was my turn to stare curiously.
ettt repeated, taking out
my cigarette-case and offering it to him.
Gratrix nodded,
““Let me refresh your alit-
tle,"” he said, lighting up. *“This Gold-

iring,
and had gone into the bathroom for &
glass of water which she was in the habit
of taking last thing at might She
tad just torsed o the tap—mack this

well—and was

ng for the glam
hen Gk b 2. pon ber—""
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Gratrix psused and gased into the

ould be some time just before
eleven,” he said reflectively.

“Just before elevent” 1 shot the
odon euddmly, Tt th'time e
1ap starts to drip

oo feimad sodand i bead slowly and

LS5 hadn't time 1o 1 the glas b

fore Goldstone had her by the throat!

. . You know the rest. . . . A police-

men bouod b serems and oot 41 o
. Bt it was too latel”

m finished speaking, and bent to pols
the dying fire into s last despai

t him half ol

““Then you think—! began.

T bebeve,” o il deliberately,
“that the spirit of the dead woman is
seeking to complete the action which the
‘mind conecived Ml the body was un-
able to carry out.”

'You mean that the thought upper-
most in the women's mind when death

her was to obtain a wlass of
water, and apirit will not rest in
peace until this thought becomes trans-
lated into uction?””

“Yes” he mid: und then stopped
short, listening intently.

1 bad bour the sound s, and e

that the hour had come. cing
quickly at the clock. | saw um 'u u
quarter 1o eleven. und ux the drip, drip.

drip slowly became louder 1 folt yome~
thing of that feur of the previous night
turai
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Gratrix rose sharply and fung his
half-consumed. cigarette into the fire-
place, u strange, far-off look i his eyes.
*“Come,"” e said quietly, and 1 follow-
ed him, 1ot without some misgivings, to
the bathroom.

s he pushed open the door my eyes
instinetively sought out the tap, and T
saw that it was alowly tuming. . . turn-
ing.

For an instant my friend watched in

e

the tap which now
was running swittly.
‘Wonderiugly 1 watched him, shivering

oo e th hasio, b cres Quskly 1o my
side.

““Wateh,” he said simply.

Together we gazed at tha glass of
water: and then with a shoek I realized
that it was moving! Slowly, almost im-
perceptibly at find, it began to float up-
ward as though raimd by an invisible
hund, ~ Fascinated, horrified, 1 watched
its upward course. and | think 1 would

rushed forward had not my eom-
panion held me back with » warning arm.

Higher the gluss went. and that in-
saible hand began to (1t %0 that 1
seemed as if the contents must be spilled
to the flour. No drop fell. however. In-
stead, 1 saw the water alowly disappear-

ing, vanishing into the air until the lush
drop was gone.

T felt my head throbbing; my heart
began to race. T could stand it no longer,
and'with a ery T flung aside my friend's

burst open, and as 1 fell back before

ess of that inrash of air, the
glass, freed from the invisiblo power,
amld 0 the flce whers It hatieed
ina fragments.

w»m an effort T calmed wyself
turned to Gratrix, who still was -(-ndmx
with his back against the wall, a vacant
ook in his eyes and a faint smile of un-

and rlie on his lips.
1 stammered.

hought hes actality.
spirit will trouble you no more!”

MY friend the plumber came, as he
had promised, to see how his job

ul
ool L ol slowly: “it doesa't

" thought o how T'd x i b x-
clsimed with professional pride. *‘ What
T don't know sbont taps ain't worth
wastin’ breath on!"
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