Voodoo by Fredric Brown

Mr. Decker’s wife had just returned from a trip to Haiti — a trip she had taken
alone - to give them a cooling off period before they discussed a divorce.

It hadn’t worked. Neither of them had cooled off in the slightest. In fact, they
were finding now that they hated one another more than ever.

“Half”, said Mrs. Decker firmly. “I'll not settle for anything less than half the
money plus half of the property”.

“Ridiculous!” said Mr. Decker.

“Is it? I could have it all, you know. And quite easily, too. I studied voodoo while in
Haiti”.

“Rot!” said Mr. Decker.

“Itisn’t. And you should be glad that I am a good woman for I could kill you quite
easily if I wished. I would then have all the money and all the real estate, and
without any fear of consequences. A death accomplished by voodoo cannot be
distinguished from death by heart failure”.

“Rubbish!” said Mr. Decker.

"You think so? I have wax and a hatpin. Do you want to give me a tiny pinch of
your hair or a fingernail clipping or two — that’s all I need — and let me show you?”

“Nonsense!” said Mr. Decker.
“Then why are you afraid to have me try? Since I know it works, I'll make you a
proposition. If it doesn’t kill you, I’ll give you a divorce and ask for nothing. If it

does, I'll get it all automatically”.

“Done!” said Mr. Decker. “Get your wax and hatpin”. He glanced at his
fingernails. “Pretty short. I'll give you a bit of hair”.

When he carne back with a few short strands of hair in the lid of an aspirin tin,
Mrs. Decker kneaded the hair into it, then shaped it into the rough effigy of a
human being.

“You’ll be sorry”, she said, and thrust the hatpin into the chest of the wax figure.



Mr. Decker was surprised, but he was more pleased than sorry. He had not
believed in voodoo, but being a cautious man he never took chances.

Besides, it had always irritated him that his wife so seldom cleaned her hairbrush.



