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Terrified, I watched the sorcerer thrust a
pointed stick through the wax model

HE old house on Morton Street had always fas-

cinated me. As far back as I could remember—and

I had passed it daily for nearly five years—there

had been a sign Room to Let nailed beside the front

door. It was on old sign when I frst saw it, but it
was never taken down. I often wondered about that sign.
If it had said “rooms,” it would not have interested me; but
the word “room” seemed to indicate that there was one
apartment in the building which was not occupied and ap-
parently never would be.

I always looked at the house whenever I passed in the
street-car, but only once had I seen anyone entering it. That
person was a stooped old man, muffled in a heavy overcoat,
topped by an ancient derby hat. During my momentary view
of him I ceuld see only his back. Probably there were others
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Did the queer little
man have power
to inflict pain—and
death—merely by
mutiering a charm?

He claimed he did.
Evenls seemed to

prove—uwell, decide
for yourself!

who lived in the two-story house, for the sign always said
“room”—not “rooms.”

The second-story front room, I surmised, was the one that
was untenanted, for the blinds were always drawn. They
were old brown blinds, almost the shade of the smoke-stained
yellow bricks of which the house was built. It was a dilapi-
dated house; and I often wondered what the room looked
like from the inside. Probably it contained an antique bed,
a rickety table and two unsteady chairs, with a mirror or a
chromo hanging on the wall. And if it was carpeted, the
pattern would be old and colorless. Probably a most unin-
viting room. Many people must have looked at it; yet it was
never taken. What was wrong with the room? Or with the
house?

Two events occurred to change my living arrangements.
The relatives with whom I had been dwelling left the city;
and the factory where I worked was moved to another build-
ing. I decided that my best plan was to find quarters within
walking distance of the factory. This was not easy, for the
neighborhood was uninviting; but after making calculations
I discovered that the old mystery house was within a mile of
my new working place. Neither the house nor the neigh-
borhood were pretentious; but I was not very particular
about my abode, and my curiosity of five years’ standing de-
manded satisfaction. Yet somehow I postponed my visit
until the last possible day—and so I found myself standing
before the house on a Saturday afternoon, with my trunk on
a wagon, ready to take the room sight unseen.

After pounding on the door and ringing the bell for sev-
eral minutes, I heard the slow click of a latch being turned;
then the door was opened cautiously and I faced a strange
old man—the very one whom I had seen from the street-car.
His shoulders bent low; his face was saffron in color, but
unwrinkled. His thin gray hair and short-clipped mustache
added nothing to his expressionless countenance.

“I would like to see your room. Is it furnished?”

He studied me for a moment, and I {felt in the position of
a candidate for initiation. Finally he spoke in a thin, bitter
voice, which seemed tinged with sarcasm.

“Yes. Itis furnished. You can move in now. But I don't
think you will like it. Nobody does—and I dow’t care.”



I motioned to the two burly men on the wagon.

“Bring in the trunk,” I called.

I felt sure that the old man was impressed by my con-
fident manner. Without seeing the room, without ask-
ing its price, without the least hesitation, I had taken it.
Yet he showed no trace of surprise.

“This way,” he said, and started slowly toward the
stairs.

The lower hallway, the stairway and the second floor
hall were bare. He took me to the front room as I ex-
pected, and when he had falteringly raised a shade I
felt a thrill of delight at seeing the room almost as I had
pictured it. I took off my hat and overcoat and laid
them on a chair, and picked a corner for the trunk. The
men went out while I raised the second shade, and 1
was alone in the room with the old landlord.

“The price of the room is four dollars a week,” he
said solemnly.

I nodded.

“Payable in advance,”

I gave him the money.

“Here is your door key,” he said, shuffling toward me.

I took it and he left the room.

I was satisfied with my new home. I laughed as I watched
the trolley-cars passing on the street. I felt that I had
plunged into a pleasant adventure. The room was amaz-
ingly cheap; the old man was all right. Funny no one had
taken the room before!

The first week passed smoothly. I was seldom in the room
before midnight and I left before nine each morning. I
learned that the old man’s name was Crayton, and I conjec-
tured that he was living on a moderate income. There were
three rooms on the second floor. He lived in the back one;
and someone occupied the large middle room; but the door
was always lccked. These were all the facts that I deter-
mined in the space of seven days.

Just one week after my arrival a queer thing happened. I
had come in at midnight Saturday, and was reading in bed.
I fancied T heard a noise in the hallway; so I extinguished
the light and quietly opened the door.

A low moaning was audible. I thought of old man Cray-

he continued.

“My enemy
will suffer
agony in his
shoulder,”” he

Perhaps he
was ill. So, in my
stocking feet, I
sneaked along the
hall—but I soon
discovered that the
sound came {rom
the middle room.
My curiosity rose.

A tiny speck of light

emerged {irom beneath

the door. Evidently a

./ strip of cloth had been
placed across the bottom. I looked for the keyhole, and de-
cided it was stuffed with paper.

The moaning continued, and with it I heard a swish-swish,
as of liquid being stirred. Then began a weird chant, in a
soft, musical language—the words were indistinguishable and
yet the sound stirred the imagination strangely.

ton.

rasped

O it continued: the chant, then the moaning, then silence

broken only by the swishing water. Then I heard a fright-
ened squeal, and immediately afterward a powerful voice
sang a short melody of three or four notes. Quiet, for an
instant—then a sound of padding feet.

I stole back to my room, locked the door and went to bed.
T was not afraid; yet my hands trembled and it was some
time before I could sleep.

At ten o'clock in the morning T arose and went downstairs,
I found the old man waiting at the foot of the steps.

“Would vou like a cup of coffee?” he asked.

I nodded.

He conducted me to the kitchen. There we sat opposite
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each other at a small table with a percolator between us, and
the old fellow studied me intently.

“This is the beginning of your second week,” he an-
nounced dryly. “Do you wish to stay?”

T reached mechanically for a cigarette and tried to ap-
pear nonchalant.

“Certainly,” I answered. “Why not?”

The old man chuckled, but there was no merriment in the
sound.

“You're the first who has decided to stay. Some go with-
out a word, some have coffee with me; but they always go
away. The sign is still on the door. Did you notice it ?”

Come to think of it, I had noticed the sign; but I had not
spoken to Crayton partly because I had not seen him and
partly because I had thought it none of my business. But
there was something sinister in the old man’s comment.

“Pardon me a moment,” I said. I was piqued by Crayton’s
sarcastic attitude. I intended to settle his doubts at once.

’[ LEFT the room—and I honestly believe he didn't expect
me to come back, for I went to the front door. There I
pulled the old sign from its decaying fastenings. Then I re-
turned to the kitchen and laid the piece of wood on the table.

“Put it away,” I said. “You have a2 roomer who is going
to stay—for a long while.”

It was not easy to break the reserve of old age; especially
when mistrust is its principal cause. But once their confi-
dence has been gained, elderly people are eager for comrade-
ship. So it was with-old man Crayton. His bugaboo had
been that no roomer would remain in his front apartment.
He had been resentful toward all newcomers; he had waited
sneeringly for their departure even though he had longed for
them to stay. Now my emphatic action—the removal of the
sign-board that was his fetish—had transformed him from a
sour host into a willing friend. He thrust a faltering arm
across the table and gripped my hand. He held the clasp for
fully a minute; then abruptly dropped my hand and poured
out two cups of coffee. He tried to cover his emotions; but I
could see that words were beyond him for the time.

We sipped in silence. Then the old man, recovering his
composure, leaned close to me and whispered.

“It’s him—" with an upward thrust of his thumb— “Him,
upstairs. He's why they won’t stay.”

“Who is he?” T asked.

“Shh! He hears everything! He’s been here for five
years or more—always just him. No one else will stay.
You know why. You heard—last night.”

I nodded. Further comment was useless.
to interrupt the old man.

“Five years ago he came,” continued Crayton in the same
quavering whisper. “What he is I don’t know—that is, I
don’t know his nationality. He may be a Hindu—a Malay—
or a West Indian. He’s been all around the world. He
knows everything—that is, everything he shouldn’t know.”

The old fellow finished his cup of coffee.

“He has books up there, and pots—what do you call
them caldrons? Yes, and he has mice and rats, and bats,
and an owl and a funny little animal—I forget its name. It
comes from India and kills snakes.”

“A mongoose ?”

“That’s it! It’s his pet. Sits in a corner of the room—
always watching—for something. And Lord knows what
he keeps in boxes and baskets up there. Terrible sort of
man—he never did me harm, though—I shouldn’t speak ill
of him. And every Saturday.night—nearly every Saturday
night, he——"

The old man stopped abruptly. His left hand was poised
in the air, and he spread his fingers in a gesture for silence,
while his right hand hurriedly seized the coffee pot.

Before I could understand the interruption, there was a
light rap at the door.

“Come in,” said Crayton.

When the door opened, I expected to see a most villianous
character. Instead, I beheld a rather small, dark-skinned

I did not want

fellow whose face was impassive but not unkindly. He had
the forehead of the thinker, a chin that was somewhat weak,
and a nose that was not all flat. His thick black hair gave
him a prophetic air; and only his eyes were sinister. He
looked at me questioningly, and I could see his eyelids nar-
row instead of widening, so that only two tiny black gleams
were visible between them.

“Our new guest?” he inquired in a smooth, even voice,

“Yes, Mr. Papaman,” replied Crayton. “I shall introduce "
yow This is Mr. Gibson, who will be with us indefinitely.”

“I am glad,” said the dark man, extending a hand which I
gripped without reluctance. “It is seldom that we have a
permanent guest; and perhaps I am responsible. I work
late at night—you may have heard me. “But—"” he
laughed— “I am really harmless.”

He studied me as he spoke; and I did not like his eyes or
his laugh. Yet the man was not repulsive.

“I didn’t quite catch your name,” I said.

Again the laugh.

“Papaman is the name I use. My other names are hard
to say—to pronounce. But where I come from—one of the
places where I have made my home—we have a king and
queen: a ‘papa’ and a ‘mama’, we call them. I was once the
king—the ‘papa man’—so that is the name I use.”

He turned to Crayton.

“You were talking about me,” he said.

Crayton sought refuge in a gulp of coffee.

“Of course you would speak well of me. We have been
friends for five years—and we must be friends for many
more.”

“Yes, Mr. Papaman,” answered the old man.

“But people must not talk of what they do not know. Per-
haps you have told Mr. Gibson of my rocom—of my caul-
drons—of my potions—of my pet. That is well, but I would
prefer that Mr, Carter see instead of hear. He is welcome
to call on me whenever he may please.”

The last words were addressed to me as well as to the old
man. I bowed. :

“Whenever you may wish, you may call,” said Papaman
to me; ‘“Any time. Knock on my door. You will not dis-
turb.”

He extended his hand in parting. Then he left the room
without another word to Crayton.

“Queer—"” I began softly, but the old man held up both
hands.

“Yes, it is queer weather we have been having,” he said
rather loudly. “Tell me about your work, Mr. Gibson. Is
business good?”

Again the signal for silence, and I fancied I heard a light
step leaving the hallway by the kitchen door.

I carried on the synthetic conversation. I began to be-
lieve what the old man had said when he announced that the
mysterious man in the middle room could hear everything.
But finally, assured that Papaman was up in his room, we re-
opened the subject.

“THERE are men who come to see him,” said Crayton.

“Men like him—but not so cunning—not so clever. They
come in the back way—through the kitchen here—and they
go away with little boxes and little bottles. And they give
him money.”

“Is he a chemist?” I questioned.

“Bah!” exclaimed the old man. ‘“Chemists with rats and
bats and owls? And frogs? He has them, too! I don’t
know what he is! But he isn’t right.”

Evidently the riddle of Papaman’s vocation was beyond
the old man. I wondered why he kept such a strange tenant.

But Crayton knew more than I supposed, as I learned a
few weeks later.

Everything had progressed nicely. There were the same
noises from the back room—every Saturday night and some-
times other nights., I met Papaman in the hallway several
times and he spoke pleasantly on each occasion. FEach Sun-
day old Crayton resumed his former theme but gave me no
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real enlightenment until one morning when he became un-
usually confidential.

“I know what that man is,” he whispered across the coffee
table, “He’s a voodoo—a witch! That’s what!”

“How do you know ?” I responded.

“Do you think I'd let him stay here if he wasn’t? he
asked.

“I wouldn’t think you’d let him stay if he was.”

The old man smiled sourly.

“Listen !” he said. “I used to complain about the noises.
Said I couldn’t get another tenant. That was five years ago.
So he paid me more money. Still I complained. I was in
his room, when I talked to him that time, and he picked up
a little figure of a man in wax.

“‘A man,’ he said, ‘has done me wrong. He will have a
pain in the shoulder.’

“With uncanny fear I watched him thrust a pointed stick
through the wax model.

“‘And if he does me more wrong,’ he said, ‘I will put a
pain in his heart—and it will be his past pain. But my
friends—if they are old, I make them young. You are old.
You should be my friend. I can be of service to you.

“That was all. We didn’t

prefer that you know much. The old man has told you of my
room—of my visitors—of my waxen image. I did not mind
because he knew little when he talked to you. But you can
talk to others. So I will tell you much—and you will not
repeat it.”

The definite firmness of his voice was evident.
my agreement,

“You promise?” he said.

l‘lres."

“I am not a voodoo as the old man has said,” he went on,
“but I know voodoo and I have governed the voodoo people,
I am the man who knows many things—more than other
men. The men who try voodoo come to me. I give them
potions and powders for love—for ills—yes, for vengeance.”

He went to a box in the corner and lifted a little toad
from its hiding-place. It was the most curious toad that I
had ever seen—red and tiny—a queer, loathsome creature.

“Many have heard of this toad,” he said, “from the books
of Agrippa—over there.” He indicated a row of books be-
hind my head, a feature of the room that I had not pre-
viously noticed.

“But where to find the toad? How to recognize it? I

alone have done that—to-

I nodded

talk about it any more. But

day—although many did it

there was a smart man used
to come to see that fellow up-
stairs. He and another man
came together. Both dark-
skinned. A couple of days
later the smart man comes
with a shoulder all hunched
up. A week later his friend
comes alone.

Pennsylvania.

“ HERE is the

man ?* I asked.

“‘Dead,” was what he an-
swered.

“The next time I was in
that room upstairs T saw the
little wax image. There was
a sharp stick of wood through
the heart of it.”

The old man had.told his
whole story. I knew now
why the mysterious roomer
had stayed for five years and
would stay as long as he
wished.

That night T was in my
room early. There came a

other

Witches in Pennsylvanial

This country was startled recently
by the "witchcraft murder” in York,

Nelson D. Rehmeyer, accused of
practicing the black arts and of
having bewitched the Hess farmily, was
killed by a man and two bouys.
investigation revealed that most of the | PUT my hand in the cal-
inhabitants of York Township belicved
in magic and curses.

Do you want to know the facts
about Pennsylvania witchcraft? Then
don't miss this storyl
account of Tr. Gibson's
experience with a "powwow doctor."

years ago. I have many cf
these toads. Watch!”

With a knife he killed the
toad, and cut a tiny bone
from its left side. He dropped
the bone in the caldron.

“Feel the water,” he said.

I did. It was cold.

“This is not known to the
voodoo,” Papaman continued.
“They know but few things.
They are easy to control. Feel
the water.”

Police

dron. Was it my imagina-
tion? The water was becom-
ing warm!

“Now let me tell you this,”
said Papaman solemnly. “I
can do many things. People
must be my friends, if they
do not wish to be harmed. I
have power. Not just power
here—but after death!”

“Do you believe in
ghosts?” I asked.

It is a vivid
terrible

slight tap at the door, a tap
that I recognized, and I could
not repress a shudder. I admitted Papaman, my neighbor.

“You have not come to visit me,” he said quietly. “Would
you like to call this evening?”

A refusal was not expected. Furthermore, I wanted to see
his room. So we walked quietly through the hall—for old
man Crayton was already asleep—and I was ushered into
the most curious apartment I have ever seen.

The blinds were drawn, and the room was illuminated by
shaded electric lights. In the center stood the caldron,
with no fire beneath it. On the walls were charts covered
with strange signs. A long shelf was occupied with bottles
of many sorts and sizes, bearing curious labels or no labels
at all. There were three traps, each containing occupants.
Three rats glared from one; mice ran restlessly in another;
and the third held a living bat. There was the owl, too,
perched solemnly in a corner; and the mongoose—so I sur-
mised—huddled by the door. Boxes and baskets were in a
pile. 'What they held, I could not guess.

Papaman pointed to a chair and I sat down.

“It is better that one should know much than little,” he
said, gazing intently at me. “You know a little; so I would

“Believe in them! 1 have
seen them!”

“Did they try to harm you?” I asked.

Papaman laughed. He signed for me to dip my hand in
the caldron. I did so and drew back quickly. The water
was extremely hot!

“Ghosts can harm you, but not me,” he said. “They can
frighten you. They can drive you insane. You cannot kill
them, for they are spirit. Neither can I, but I can drive
them away. So can you—if you know how.”

“How ?” I asked.

Papaman pondered.

“I shall tell you,” he said. “But ask me no more questions.
Others know this. It will not do any harm to tell you. You
shoot the ghost.”

“But you said ghosts were invulnerable.”

“Yes,” said the dark man, “they are—to ordinary weap-
ons. But not to a silver bullet. Shoot them with a silver
bullet. They will never return.”

He was sitting a few feet from me.
The water in the caldron began to boil !

“Enough,” cried Papaman. He went to thie table and I
could see him extracting a bone from the right side of the

Neither of us spoke.



«

58

toad. He threw the fragment into the caldron of water.

He pointed«to the nearest cage.

“T can haunt the body of a rat,” he said. “I can make a
man’s spirit enter.the rat—when the man dies. Or that mon-
goose—my pet from India. I call him Gehenna. Perhaps
some day Gehenna will have a man spirit. But if I dislike a
man I will put him in a rat, or an owl—but not in Gehenna,
my mongoose.”

The soirée was becoming fantastic, Surely the man was
crazy. Yet it was interesting to listen to him, although his
preposterous statements were almost ridiculous.

“Feel the water in the caldron,” remarked Papaman.

“It’s too hot,” I replied.

“Not now.”

INGERLY I dipped my fingers in the water. It was very

cool! My doubts began to fade. This man must have a

marvelous power. Was it hypnotism? I sought refuge in
the subject-of ghosts, which I could at least doubt.

“How long will a man’s spirit remain in the rat or the
owl ?? T asked.

“Until the creature dies. Yet you cannot kill it. It will
die only if you can drive the ghost from it—because it be-
longs to the ghost.”

“What a horrible existence!” I said, shuddering.

“Not at all,” replied Papaman calmly. “I may choose it
for myself.”

“Why?’!

“If my ghost wants vengeance,” he answered, “I shall
have it enter the body of some creature. Then it can control
that body and do greater vengeance than if it were free.”

“Will you enter the mongoose?”

Papaman laughed again.

“You ask so many questions. No, I shall not enter the mon-
goose with my ghost or spirit. I shall choose a creature
more of my liking—if I choose any. I just have my mon-
goose as a pet. He fights snakes. He fought them in In-
dia—in Haiti—in other places where I have been. I have
him handy to keep snakes away.”

“Are you afraid of snakes?”

The man became indignant.

“Snakes?” he exclaimed. “I love them. I have one of a
very rare sort in one of those baskets over there.” I glanced
uneasily at the baskets, for I do not have any particular lik-
ing for snakes. “Did I not tell you I knew the voodoo—and
the snake is sacred with the voodoo! I can call all snakes—
and they will obey me. I have charmed the cobra in India.
I can control the rattlesnake! But all snakes come to me;
and I do not wish them around unless I choose. So I keep
my mongoose. He drives away those that I do not wish.
Feel the caldron again.”

I did so. The water was extremely cold.

“You cannot heat that water,” said Papaman, “unless I
take the bone out.”

He lighted a burner underneath the caldron.

“The people know little today,” he said. “Yet much has
been written, Still, it is not believed. Here is a chame-
leon”—he drew a tiny lizard from the box where he kept the
toads—*“should I burn the liver of this creature on the
house top, lightning would be caused. Some day I may show
you. With the heart of a frog, I can—but what is the use?
I do not do these things for amusement. Feel the water in
the caldron. Feel it and believe!”

I dipped my hand in the water and found it colder than
before, despite the blazing burner beneath,

“I have told you much,” said the mysterious man. “I have
shown you much. You may not believe, but you do not dis-
believe. Remember your promise. I am your friend—so
long as you do not seek to injure me. Do mnot listen to the
old man. Remember that I hear all. I must ask you to leave
me now. I have work to do.”

Back in my room, I wondered if it all had been a dream.
The man who called himself Papaman, who claimed con-
trol of voodoo worshipers and who kept a mongoose to
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drive away the snakes that loved him was either a won-
der-worker or a clever charlatan. In either event, it was not
my business to interfere with him. So I weuld keep my
promise. But before I went to sleep, I solved one prob-
lem that had been perplexing me. Papaman’s room was
directly over the kitchen. Through a hole in the floor he
could hear everything that old man Crayton said.

Two or three more weeks elapsed, and I avoided both
the men who lived in the house. Papaman centinued his
incantations nearly every night, and I attributed his in-
creased activity to the fact that the meon was full. But
I didn’t discuss it with Crayton.

One Sunday the old man drew me into the kitchen for a
cup of coffee. I went reluctantly. Sitting at the table,
I glanced toward the ceiling and saw what appeared to be
a small hole there. So I was decidedly ill at ease when the
old man began to talk of his tenant of the second floor back.

“This man upstairs,” he whispered, ‘“wants me to take
a potion that will make me young. Do you believe it will?”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“He says he is older than I am,” the eld man rambled,
“and he drank some from a bottle. Said it kept him young.
Wanted to give me a botttle—to take in small doses. Said
I’d have to go easy with it at first. ‘What de yen think about
i?”

“I don’t know what to say, Mr. Crayton. You know
the man better than I do.”

“I may try it,” the old man said, “but he won't give me
the potion, unless I make out a will leaving everything
I have to him. That’s funny, isn’t it, when he wants me to
live long?”

The plan did sound questionable; but I did not know how
to handle the subject, especially as I was sure Papaman was
listening in. So I made no comment,

“I may try it,” remarked the old man, as I was leaving the
room.

The week went by, and Saturday night came. I was
in at midnight and went to bed. But somehow I couldn’t
sleep. I wondered why for a while, and then realized that
there was no noise coming from the room at the back of
the house. Once I had settled the cause, I slept; but when
1 awoke the next morning, I took up the problem again,

I encountered old man Crayton at the foot of the stairs.

“T didn’t hear any noise from Papaman last night,” I
said softly. “I wonder why?”

“l didn’t, either,” replied the old man.
though.”

His remarks struck me as peculiar. I recalled Papaman’s
invitation to call at any time. So I went upstairs and
knocked at his door. There was no answer,

“Did he go away?” I called down to the old man.

“No,” came the reply.

“T listened,

'l PUT my hand on the knob of the door, and to my sur-
prise, the door swung open—inward. There was Papaman, -
sprawled on the floor, in a débris of books, cages and boxes.
The caldron was overturned, and two or three bottles lay
broken on the floor.

I rushed downstairs and told the old man. There was no
telephone in the house, so I went to the corner and called
a hospital. An ambulance arrived with a doctor, who pro-
nounced Papaman dead.

There was an inquest, and it was decided that the voodoo
man had tried one of his own potions with disastrous results.
In the agony of poisoning, he had probably upset many of
the things in the room, and the broken bettles stood for a
frantic search for an antidote.

Old man Crayton seemed helpless. So I stayed home
from work and helped a man clean up. We released im-
prisoned toads; drowned the rats, mice and the bat; and sent
the mongoose and the owl to the city zoo. We emptied all
the bottles, threw the boxes in the rubbish, and turned the
books over to a second-hand book store. Most of the
boxes and baskets had been upset; those that remained
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contained nething but dead plants, dried leaves and rubbish.

That was the end of Papaman—so I thought. His death
disturbed me for a while, but I continued to live in the
house with the old man. We drank coffee together on
Sunday but carefully avoided any reference to the deceased
roomer until more than a month later.

Old man Crayten opened the subject on a Sunday morn-
ing.

“Do you know,” he said, reverting to his old whisper,
“I thought I heard that man upstairs again last night!”

“Nonsense!” I replied.

“But I did! I'm afraid, Gibson.”

“Why rd

“Because I think he’s haunting the place.”

I remembered the dead man’s comments on ghosts, and
shivered.

#970U know that elixir of life he was going to give me?”
i+ %4 asked Crayten, confidentially.

llYes.’l

“Well, he gave it to me but I didn’t drink it. It looked
just like the bettle he had. Both bottles were full.”

“Did you make out your will ?”

“Yes,” said the old man. “I did. And that made me
leery. He was a clever man, that fellow—but I was
cleverer—even if I am old. I was holding the bottle in my
hand that Saturday night. He rummaged around in a box
to find a little glass for me—and while he was doing it, I
took his bottle off the table and put mine in its place.

“He gave me the glass and said, ‘Drink!’

“ ‘Do you drink this stuff ?’ I asked,

“‘Certainly I’ he said. ‘See!

“And he toek a big drink from the bottle on the table.

“‘I'll drink mine in my room,’ I said, and I walked out
with the bottle and the glass. Then I heard a lot of noise
in his room—it was before you came in—and that was all.
There was poison in that bottle, Carter—intended for me!
He drank it instead! But I didn’t kill him I”

I saw the old man’s nerves were going to pieces. I poured
him some coffee and changed the subject. This new insight
into Papaman’s death was indeed a revelation. I could ap-
preciate the strain which the old man was undergoing.

So I made a practice of coming home early every night.
I tried to cheer up the old man, and talked to him each
morning before I went to work. All went well for a few
days; then Crayton again protested that he had heard noises
in the middle room.

“Call me the next time you hear them,” was my reassur-
ance.

The next night there was a tap on my door. I awoke. It
reminded me of Papaman’s tap; but I quickly opened the
door and found old man Crayton.

“Listen!” he said.

There was a noise in the next room. It sounded like the
swish-swish of the water in the caldron. I crept to the door
and was sure I heard something within. But when I opened
the door and turned on the light, the room was silent and
empty.

“It’s his ghost!” cried old man Crayton. “He’s after me!
I’ve heard him in the hall, at my door! I'm afraid!”

There was nothing to do but sleep in the old man’'s room.
He hauled a cot from the closet, and I took up my residence
with him. But nothing more disturbed us that night.

Two nights passed quietly, On the third the old man
wakened me at about three o’clock by reaching out and shak-
ing my cot silently. We listened, and I distinctly heard some-
thing in.the hallway. I turned on the light and opened the
door. Nothing there.

“Perhaps some of his rats got away,” I suggested. They
may be running around the house.” But the old man doubted
my suggestion, and I regretted it myself; for I remembered
that Papaman had said a man’s spirit could enter a rat. I kept
the thought to myself—but the association suggested some-
thing that might help the old man. I told him in the morning.

“Papaman said a silver bullet would lay a ghost,” I re-
marked. “Why don’t you have one handy? Then the ghost
will be afraid to come around.”

Crayton responded instantly to the suggestion. He brought
out an old muzzle-loading pistol that bore the date 1856, and
from a slug that he furnished I had a silver bullet patterned
that very day. The old man cheerfully paid the bill, and he
slept with the gun beneath his pillow.

I set up rat traps and armed myself with a revolver of
small caliber. I was convineced that the phenomenon was
physical; and that if the rats or frogs—or whatever they
were—were unwary, I would get a chance to test my marks-
manship and the trouble would be ended.

The noises still persisted. The old man was losing his
grip on himself; his condition was pitiful.

Then one night came the fap-tap at the door.
terrifying—it sounded just like Papaman’s tap-tap.

With revolver in hand, I turned on the lights and opened
the door. Nothing there. Crayton seemed delirious. His
voice quavered, and he was a pathetic figure, sitting in bed,
with his ancient pistol ready.

I suggested that we leave the house; but the old man would
not listen.

“It will follow me everywhere,” he declared. “It will drive
me crazy! Can't we end it?” .

The tap-tap came every night after that! Certainly it was
not a rat; yet was it a ghost? I began to half-way believe
it was. But I resolved to let the thitg in—whatever it
was; and one night I left the door ajar, without telling the
old man.

A loud scream awakened me. I sat up in the cot, and
turned on the floor lamp beside me. Crayton was sitting up
in bed, trembling and waving his hands frantically.

“I saw IT!” he cried. “I saw HIM!” His face was
right beside me! It’s his ghost!”

I heard a noise in the hallway, and I went to the door;
but my investigation was useless. Nevertheless, the opened
door had brought results. I locked it for the night, and
thought out another plan.

The next night I left the door unlatched and stayed
awake. I didn’t tell the old man my scheme. I saw that he
went to sleep early. Then in the darkness I listened, and
waited. p

At last T heard a noise in the hall, It was quite distinét,
A slight bumping—an indefinable noise—certainly not a
rat. Then came the tep-tap—and in the gloom I fancied the
door swung open slightly. Still I waited, but heard nothing
more. Then, after long, long seconds came a noise from the
corner of the room. I peered through the darkness, but to no
avail. The corner was away from the old man’s bed. Cray-
ton stirred restlessly, and spoke in a mumble.

While T still looked away, I heard him scream.

“Save me! It’s here!”

It was

'[ PULLED the cord of the lamp. It did not light. In a

brief quarter second, I realized what had happened in the
corner of the room. Someone—Something—had discon~
nected the wire from the floor socket!

A strange form arose above the old man—just beyond him.
It was a head—a head with gleaming eyes! There was no
time to think of the light. I seized the pistol, leaned across
Crayton—to within four feet of the sinister face—and poured
the whole volley of my automatic between the leering eyes.
I had scored a direct hit—yet the thing remained there!

I was helpless. The old man was sinking back on his
pillows. There was a sharp, sibilant sound—and the in-
vulnerable head rose higher, and came downward toward the
old man’s face. .

At the same instant the old man raised his right hand.
His forearm grazed my cheek and I could feel him tremble.
There was a flash of light a foot from my eyes—and I was
deafened by a tremendous roar. I could see nothing for fully
a minute—then I realized that the eyes were—gone.

Trembling with dread and excitement, I went to the cor-



60 GHOST STORIES.

ner and fumbled with the light socket. Suddenly the floor
lamp gleamed. Crayton was sitting upright in bed, still
holding the ancient pistol pointed toward the wall. The
terrific noise had been the discharge of the silver bullet.

On the floor I found—it. It lay dead—a hideous thing—
a huge cobra—the dread snake of India. Its spectacle-faced
hood was riddled with bullets.

Y automatic had done its work—but it had not killed
nor had it wounded. For the cobra had raised its
head after I had shot. .

While my steady hand, holding a modern gun loaded with
steel bullets had failed, the trembling, quavering hand of an
old man, with the single shot of a silver builet, had killed
the threatening carrier of death.

Some may have their doubts, but I believe. Those who
examined the cobra declared that one shot from my gun
should have caused instant death to the smake. Who, ever
before, heard of a cobra with human intelligence—a snake

that knocked at a door—that released a light socket—that
planned vengeance?

I know now why Papaman kept the mongoose in his room.
I know now that he spoke the truth when he said his spirit
would enter the body of a living creature—and I know that
he chose the form which most appealed to him—the form
that was most suited to his evil nature. When he died, he
overturned the basket—and with the escaping cobra went his
ghost.

His remark to me—my suggestion to allay the old man’s
fears—these were the two chance steps that stopped the evil
vengeance of the voodoo master, the man who knew much—
but not enough.

Crayton is still alive, and may have many years ahead of
him. The middle room is unoccupied—but there is no Room
to Let sign outside the door. I still live in the front room,
and Crayton and I have coffee together Sunday mornings.
But the haunting of the house has ended. It ceased the night
when the old man laid the ghost with the silver bullet.



