


















HAROLD LAMB 

Long Sword hath o. generous hand." 
Sir John, whose name among the Arabs 

was the Long Sword, glanced out of the 
narrow arrow slit into the midday glare 
of the courtyard. Gray lizards scurried 
about the cracks in the stones, and black 
goats nosed in the shadows for the grass 
that had been plentiful enough after the 
last rains, but which was now an idle 
dream. He had been obliged to send his 
cattle to a distant valley, trusting to 
Providence that his Moslem neighbora 
would not discover the herd. His sheep 
were scattered all through the wadis, 
keeping alive somehow or other. 

No rain had fallen that season in the 
desert beyond the river Jordan, and his 
wheat had dried in the earth. A month 
ago he had gone to Jerusalem to try to sell 
his sheep, without avail. He had gone to 
the abbot of Mount Sion to borrow a 
sum of money until the next rains, but 
the abbot would not lend to any one who 
held a castle on the border, beyond 
Jordan. The risk was too great. And 
Sir John of the Mount knew himself 
poverty ridden at last. 

True, he had the Mount, a tawny mass 
of stones upon the limestone butte above 
the sycamore grove. A fair, strong castle, 
it was-the stones cracked by siege and 
by sun, yet still intact. His father, com
ing overseas in the crusade, had built it 
and now lay buried beside his mother 
under the stone flags of the chapel. 

The Mount was manor of a thousand 
e.cres. Without rain, the land yielded 
nothing, and the granary held only dust. 
The Moslems had cut down his orchards 
in the last raid at harvest time, and the 
olive groves belonged to his Arab villagers 
whose domed huts dustered by the 
sycamores and the well below the Mount. 
The young lord of the Mount lived alone 
--so lonely that no priest cared to keep up 
the service of his little chapel. 

Sir John, being noted for his skill with 
the sword, might have gained gear and 
gold and men to follow him, if he sold his 
sword to one of the great princes of 
Antioch or Acre. 

But this was his manor and his birth· 

place. He had learned to cling to tho 
back of his pony here not so many years 
ago; he had led his dogs in the hunt 
through the shrub pines by the highroad 
from Damascus. And John of the Mount 
came from a breed of men who do not 
leave their land. 

He needed sorely those twenty horsM 
and anything else the caravan might 
have. But it puzzled him. Good horses, 
pavilions, slaves, a strong escort-that 
might mm\n a woman. Yet why had the 
escort halted within his lands, even for 
the noon rest? 

Silently he summed up the chances. He 
thought the Yamanite was speaking the 
truth. If the Arab had offered to lead 
them to the caravan without reward he 
would have suspected a trick. The 
trouble was, he had not men enough
even to garrison the Mount properly. 
If he left old Renald and five archers to 
watch the castle, he would have Khalil 
and six men·at...arms, mounted, with the 
usual volunteers among the Arab swords
men of the village, who would pillage with 
a will but would not stand to fight. Not 
enough to overpower the caravan escort. 
And yet, Sir John had no mind to let a. 
chance slip by. 

"We will go and see if thou art lying," 
he said to the strange Arab. "Khalil, let 
himea.tfirst." 

•• And my reward, 0 master of the Long 
Sword?" 

"Thou wilt come with us," said Sir 
John. "And thy reward will be as God 
wills." 

For leagues around the Mount 
the surface of the earth was 
gashed by rocky ravines known 
as wadU, through which ran 

streams in a time of rains. But now the 
wadU were dry and. empty. On· the 
plateau above them the intolerable mid· 
afternoon sun glowed against the white 
limestone and yellow clay. Sir John wore 
the native khoufit over his light steel helm, 
and over his shoulders a heavy black 
cloak to shield his mail from the sun's 
touch. 
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Under the drapery, his face was. lined 
and somber, his harsh lips unsmiling. He 
watched for his sheep and saw nothing of 
them, and knew that they had been 
driven off by raiders, or by his own 
shepherds. When he came to the deep 
ravine the Arab pointed out he rode 
slowly and drew rein at its edge. For a 
moment the men from the Mount stared 
down into the shimmering glare and the 
dense shadows. 

"What is thy name?" Khalil asked the 
ragged tribesman, 

The Yamanite responded absently: 
''Malik ibn malik, lbrahim ibn Sulaiman 

al Akabi." 
"Son of Solomon thou mayest be, 0 

Ibrahim," murmured Khalil, "but thou 
art a very father of lies.· The caravan is 
not here." 

"It waa here-yonder in the shadow by 
the well that is the Well of Moses." 

"Then it must have grown wings like 
the angels and flown elsewhere. Thou 
hast brought us to the wrong wadi-" 

"Am I a fat sheep, not to know one 
place from another? Go and look at the 
dung of the beasts-" 

"And am I a blind she-dog, to put my 
nose into a trap--" 

"Peace, yc addleheads!" said Sir John, 
who had satisfied himself that the valley 
was empty. "We will go over and look at 
the road." 

He was thinking of his sheep as he led 
the way along a cattle path that kept clear 
o( the heights without descending into 
the gullies where they might have been 
set upon by the unseen Moslems. The 
path ended upon the shoulder of a hill and 
the young knight uttered an exclamation. 

"Yonder is the caravan." 
Under their feet wound the narrow 

highroad and, beyond it, in the shadow 
of a cliff, stood two silk pavilions. Horses 
-a score of them-were tethered benea.th 
some olive trees. Men walked about idly, 
or stretched out in the sand. But the: men 
wore cloaks and hose, and crossbows and 
spears were stacked by the baggage. 
Ibrahim squinted at them and shook his 
gray bead. 

"Nay, my Lord, this is another cara� 
van. Certainly these are Franks."• 

"Merchants," added Khalil, eagerly. 
"By the Lord, those are princely tents. 
Let us cross the road at another place and 
drop down upon them from the height." 

Nothing would have suited him better, 
for Khalil was a Kurd of the north, with 
all the courtesy and the predatory instinct 
of his people. He had lingered at the 
Mount as a _guest and he knew that the 
Christian barons of Jerusalem were not 
reluctant to glean plunder from passing 
merchants. But Sir John cantered down 
to the road. 

The men in the camp took notice, 
running out and snatching up shield and 
bow, while a slender figure in black 
emerged from one of the pavilions be
neath a parasol held by a slave. 

"Who comes?" the man in black hailed 
the horsemen in Arabic. 

"John of the Mount of Moab, vassal of 
the King of Jerusalem." 

"Then throw back your pagan hood," 
the voice responded in Norman French. 
"And bid your children yonder keep their
distance." 

But the Arabs who had followed Sir 
John lingered down the road of their own 
accord. He did not dismount, although 
he pulled his horse in to a walk, and the 
men from the castle did likewise. For the 
youth in black seemed half minded to 
greet them with crossbow bolts. He stood 
his ground, staring at them coolly, clad in 
immaculate velvet, a heavy silver chain at 
his bare throat. An older man, even more 
richly dressed, had come out and seated 
himself in an armchair. Sir John knew 
them to be Venetians from the coast 
cities. 

"Tho Lord of Mocenigo," said the 
youth of the chain briefly, "Comptore of 
Acre, and my father. What is your wish, 
Sir John?" 

He spoke with a harsh accent of an 
Italian, and the careless arrogance of a 
Venetian who knew himself superior in 
wealth and culture to the rude crusaders. 
The elder Mocenigo leaned on his staff, 
• Chr.lstla.w! from Europe. 
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without words. But Sir John's eyes were 
upon the other pavilion. 

The girl who stood there under the 
entrance canopy might have come from 
paradise itself. Not in all his years had 
the knight of Moab land seen such red. 
gold hair, shimmering against the blue of 
her robe. The young Mocenigo glanced 
over his shoulder and smiled-

"lt is evident, good sir, you are not 
blind." 

But the girl spoke impatiently. 
"Is thU the escort? Now by my faith, 

they are infidels and I like them not." 
"Infidels they may be, my lady-" the 

younger Mocenigo bowed-"hut escort 
of yours they are not. You will not find 
us so lacking in courtesy or care of you." 

John of the Mount felt his cheeks grow 
warm. He had no skill in such polite 
phrases of cultured folk. He kneed his 
horse forward-he had not been invited 
to join the strangers, even tohave a cup of 
wine. And still he stared down at the 
girl of the red·gold hair. Surely, so clear 
was her skin, she must be a newcomer in 
Palestine. He had not heard such a voice 
in all Jerusalem. And, with her eyes upon 
him, he felt himself grimy and ill at ease, 
and he did not wonder that his men 
seemed to her no better than a Moslem 
crew. 

"Where i' God's name are you going?" 
he asked bluntly. 

"To my uncle at Kerak," she said, "if it 
please you." 

And he thought that she had no liking 
for his words. So he turned to the 
younger Italian. 

"Then have you come upon the wrong 
road. Kerak castle lieth behind you." 
And when they were silent, he added, 
"It were best to take shelter at the 
Mount for the night." 

••we give you thanks," said the young 
1\/Iocenigo, "but we are camped here; and 
as for the road, we follow our own." 

"Under whose safeguard?" 
The Italian shrugged impatiently. 
''This lady hath need of no safeguard 

where Christians hold the land, and my 
father is known from Aleppo to the desert. 

We need not Michael the archangel, nor 
his flaming sword." 

And it seemed to the knight that he 
was being mocked. Again he dared 
question the fair girl who stood before the 
two older women--servants by the look 
of them. 

''This uncle of yours, damoisel-how 
is he named?" 

"You should know well his name," she 
replied instantly with a toss of her small 
head, "for he is the Lord of Kerak, and I 
have come from Chatillon to take shelter 
in his great hall." 

The Venetian had spoken truly. Regi� 
nald of Chatillon was the most powerful 
of the barons who held the frontier, 
n.nd more than once John of the Mount 
had gone with him on foray or battle 
quest. 

"Is it your way, messire," she went on, 
"to ask such questions of those who fare 
past your hold?" 

When she spoke to him, John of the 
Mount felt disturbed and irresolute in 
mind. Now he could not think of any 
words at all, and the younger Mocenigo 
smiled. Seeing this, the knight turned to 
him and dismounted. 

"A word with you, messire." 
Into the other pavilion he strode, 

Hinging himself down upon an ebony 
bench. The air of the darkened tent was 
fragrant with the scent of sandal, the 
walls were hung with silk saddlebags, and 
serviceable chests stood against the two 
sleeping pallets. Upon one of these the 
old Mocenigo seated himself, caressing 
the ivory head of his staff, his eyes moving 
restlessly from his son to Khalil, who bad 
chosen to sit unbidden in the shade of the 
entrance, and then to the giant Italian 
crossbowman who came to stand behind 
Khalil. The Mocenigo sire understood no 
Nonnan speech. 

"Have you come hither, in truth," Sir 
John broke the constrained silence, 
"without the protection of the Moslems
of the amir of Damascus?" 

The youth looked at him curiously. 
"Why should we pay for a safeguard we 

need not? And what, pray, is this word 
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of yours we fain must hear? I have little lands and for your trouble, otherwise. We 
joy i' this talk." have no need of your escort to Kerak." 

"Be that as it may, you are now upon The gray eyes of the swordsman 
my lands." gleamed,andagainhischeeks flushed dark. 

"The Well of Moses is yours?" He picked up the wallet, weighed it in his 
"The well here, at this spot, is dry. The hand and tossed it across the table. Then 

Well of Moses lies a half league distant. he left the tent, summoning Khalil from 
Now this must be said between us: your an interested inspection of the Italian 
men are not at home in this country, and crossbow. The Kurd, after a glance at 
youstand in pcril of your lives. For your- his companion's face, strode after him 
selves I care not. But for the woman who silently. 
is the niece of Kerak, I do care. Even "Where is Ibrahim?" the knight asked. 
now a Moslem caravan is within sight- Khalil nodded toward the horses. 
know ye that?" Ibrahim had taken pos£Cssion of the rein 

"By Saint Bacchus, I did not." of Sir John's charger and was squatting in 
Many things were clear to the knight. the nearest shade, thus establishing in 

These merchants had left the proper the eyes of the· distant Arabs his right to 
road; they had camped at a dry well. serve the Lord of the Mount. He rose 
Strong as their following might be-they when the knight approached and held the 
had nearly forty men-at-arms-they did stirrup. 
not seem fit for desert travel. But the "Ibrahim," said Sir John, "knowest 
cold faces of the Italians were set against thou this sword?" And he touched the 
his warning. In this day and place no steelpommel of the weapon at his side. 
man might trust a stranger. Along the The sword, a long, curved saber of 
frontier few could be found who would not Damascus make, was an old blade, inlaid 
sell their kin for a good price. with gold, although hilt and pommel were 

"It is clear to me-" Sir John looked plain. It had a broad head, sweeping to 
from one to the other-"that I must the point, and men said they had seen its 
guard the damoisel across the desert to owner take it within his fingers and bend 
Kerak." point to pommel. 

"What would be our surety, if we "Ay, verily," said Ibrahim. 
yielded her to you?" "Then wilt thou feel it within thy ribs if 

"My word." thou liest to me, now." Sir John spoke 
"Undoubtedly, your word is good." under his breath, but the old Arab 

The younger Mocenigo smiled. "But we shivered. "These Franks of the caravan 
have pledged the patriarch of Jerusalem say that no Moslems have been seen near 
to deliver the maid, unharmed, to the here. If thou hast lied in the first place, 
Lord of Kerak-since we are journeying it is forgiven. Confess, and I shall not 
thither." lay hand upon thee. But if now thou liest, 

Sir John was silent a moment. it shall be as I said. So bethink thee and 
"Then," he said reluctantly, "I must say-truly whether the Moslem horsemen 

join your company with my men." were by the Well of Moses." 
The two Italians spoke together The tribesman breathed deep, and his 

swiftly, and the elder fumbled in his cloak. bent fingers twisted in the strands of his 
He took out a small leather wallet, gray beard. 
loosening the cord and letting a stream of "All things are apJXlinted by Allah," he 
ooins run into his other hand. Replacing replied wearily. "And it may be that this 
the gold, he tied the wallet and thrust it is the hour and place apJXlinted for my 
across the table to the knight. Sir John death." He looked up into the crusader's 
looked up inquiringly. - eyes. "I know not what these others say, 

"Messire," said the younger merchant, but I saw the camels and the men as I 
"this is payment for intrusion upon your told thee. " 
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Sir John gripped the JXlmmel of his 
sword, then his hand dropped and he 
called to his men to mount and ride off. 

"Nay, not to the road-to the gully 
yonder." 

"What is upon thee?" Khalil asked; and 
added, "Why didst thou throw back the 
gold? It was a good sum." 

"It would have made me no better than 
a dog," the crusader responded through 
set teeth. "And now there is trouble upon 
my head. Tell me, canst thou manage 
thy horse at all times?" 

"Can I breathe?" Khalil wondered. 
"Can-" 

''Then mount thy saddle and keep close 
behind me, and be ready to ride off at any 
instant. But go into the ravine after the 
others. Is this clear to thee?" 

"Aye, certainly," muttered the Kurd, 
his lean face alight with curiosity. 

For a moment Sir John surveyed the 
bare stretch of the road, the deepening 
shadow of the cliff, where the Italian men· 
at..arms loitered, having put down their 
weapons at the departure or the strangers. 
He even looked up at the summit of the 
cliff, and at the young Moccnigo who 
&tood talking to the girl at the pavilion. 
Leading his charger, he went toward them 
slowly, Khalil pacing behind him. 

"Damoisel," he said, "it is time to bid 
farewell." 

Her brow puckered a little, as if she 
were trying to see the face under the 
shadow or the white silk. 

"And yet-" she smiled-"I would not 
have thee leave, messire, without a cup or 
wine." 

Although Mocenigo seemed ill pleased, 
she took a silver goblet from the serving 
woman and held it out toward him. 

''Nay-" he laughed-" 'tis time rorthoo 
to bid farewell to these others." And he 
tossed the goblet to the ground, slipping 
the rein over his ann. Bending forward 
swiftly, he caught her about the knees and 
the waist-turned and thrust her up, into 
Khalil's arms. "Now, ride," he said. 

He moved aside as Mocenigo, snatch· 
ing out a poniard, struck at him. Khalil, 
astonished, gripped his prize in a sinewy 

ann and wheeled his plunging horse. The 
crusader's charger snorted and· started 
fonvard as the rein was slipped over his 
head. Sir John got a foot in the stirrup 
and \\-as in the saddle when the Italian 
threw the long knife. It slapped into the 
crusader's cloak, the point catching in 
the links of his mail. Another moment, 
and the two horsemen were galloping 
clear of the tents. 

"Bows!"screamed 1\.focenigo. "A thou. 
sand pieces to the knave who brings down 
a horse!" 

But it took time to wind the crossbows, 
and when the first quarrels whined in the 
air the riders were passing out of range. 
And it took longer to saddle the horses, 
so that the two had joined their men in the 
ravine before the Italians were able to go 
after them through the turns or the 
gully. 

"I will take the maid,'' Sir John said 
then, ''and do thou look to it that they 
do not press us too close." 

"By the Lord,'' grumbled Khalil, "thou 
art a fool not to have taken the gold 
instead." 6 MARGUERITE DE CHA

TILLON brushed some of the 
dust from the solitary bench 
with the edge of her skirt and 

sat down. She was quite sore in her 
slender waist and knees, because it is no 
light matter to be carried at a gallop over 
rough country. Moreover, she was very 
hot. The cool air in the dark tower 
chamber felt pleasant after the sun. but 
it did not quench her anger. 

Everything in the cell, from the bard 
pallet to the crucifix on the wall, was 
coated with dust; and Marguerite had 
searched in vain for a mirror. The single 
narrow embrasure overlooked a court
yard full or noisy infidels and clattering 
men...at...a.rms--quite different from the 
quiet garden and the cloisters of Mount 
Sion. MargUerite sat very still and 
thought. When she heard a knock at the 
door, she shook her tawny hair back from 
her shoulders, and said quietly-

"Come in." 
-
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She was more than ready to speak her 
mind to the lord of this tower. 

But a native woman appeared; her bare 
feet moving noiselessly over the stones. 
She carried clean linen and a mattress 
stuffed with straw and, after staring with� 
out any evidence of pleasure at the girl, 
she proceeded to make up the bed. A 
second woman entered with a silver tray 
bearing wine and grapes and a bowl of 
water. This Marguerite did not touch. 
Presently they came back hurriedly with 
a towel and a parchment book. 

When they had gone, the girl picked up 
the book and opened the stiff pages. It 
was a book of psalms, and music. She re
placed it on the stand and, since she did 
not cease to be thirsty, she had reached for 
the wine when Sir John came in. 

She kneff his height and his stride and 
the long sword in the curved leather 
'8heath. although he was now fully dad in 
mail and he had discarded his headdress 
for a battle casque. Because this was a 
solid cylinder of steel with only a narrow 
slit before the eyes, she could see nothing 
of his face. So, she thought, he had the 
manner of a brigand, to enter a woman's 
chamber wearing his helm. But she said 
nothing at all. 

"Will you not take some wine?" he 
muttered, standing rigid before her. 

"I thank you-1 will not," and she 
took up the psalter, turning the lca'\--es in,. 
differently. And when Sir John con
tinued to watch her in silence, she went 
on, as if to make conversation, "Know yc, 
Sir Rogue, that the Lord of Kemk will 
come with his spears and break through 
this tower of yours, pulling stone from 
stone. He will hang your men and take 
your life for this hour's work." 

The man in armor seemed to ponder 
tru.. 

"He could do all of that,'' he said, "but 
I do not think be will." And be went over 
to inspect the bed. "Is this comfort· 
able?" 

Receiving no answer, he explained. 
· "This place is the priest's hole. We 
have had no woman at the Mount for 
years, and so we lack woman's gear of all 

kind. The Arab wenches say they have 
no sugared fruits or tidbits of such na
ture. But if you will tell me, damoisel, 
what other articles you may need-" 

"Where are the chains?" she asked 
hotly. 

"Chains-chains? Why, you may walk 
where you will!" 

"Even from the gate?" 
"Aye so, but not this day. The Vene

tians will be coming hither. But when we 
are rid of them, I will find you a fair 
horse, and the Mount lacks not falcons or 
hunting dogs for your sport." 

"It is a most hospitable place,'' she 
assented. "But I find these same mer
chants more chivalrous than the Lord of 
the Mount, since they will adventure 
their lives for my sake." 

If she could have seen Sir John's face 
then she would have known that he was 
sorely troubled and ill at case. He had 
come to reassure the girl, but her talk of 
chains and chivalry set him aback. He 
knew so little of the language of romance. 

''They must neet.U do it," he corrected. 
"If I have judged them aright. Did not 
they ask the patriarch to allow you to 
travel with them?" 

Taking her silence for consent, he went 
on thoughtfully: 

''This must be said. The Venetians 
were leagues from their proper road, and 
they told you they awaited an escort. 
Well, that is true. The Yamanite !rn·ore 
to me that he had seen such an escort 
waiting at the Well of Moses-a Moslem 
caravan, equipped for a woman's travel. 
Now the Venetians came to a dry well. 
which they took to be the Well of Moses. 
They would not come to the Mount for 
protection, nor accept aid from me. I 
could no longer linger in the plain with the 
Moslem riders within smell. So I carried 
you hither, damoisel." 

The damoisel sat up very straight and 
opened her lips twice before she uttered 
a word. 

"That is a clown's tale-a. most stupid 
mummer's gibe. Why did you bring me 
hither?" 

"So that you woul
_
d not be sold to a 
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Moslem amir, The Venetians could have 
gajned eight thousand gold byzants by 
selling you." 

"For me-€ight thousand pieces of 
gold?" She shook her head slowly. "Nay, 
that is surely false. No slave would bring 
such a price." 

"You are fairer than any woman who 
ever set foot beyond the sea. God knows 
the truth of that. And .yet it is true that 
the amirs would pay less for you than for 
some Persian singing girl who has been 
taught the ways of pleasure. But for the 
niece of the Lord of Kerak they would pay 
all of that, because the Lord of Kerak 
would have to ransom you, even at the 
cost of his castle. And he is the foe most 
feared by the Amir of Damascus." 

"Messer Mocenigo did not take me to 
Damascus." 

"Nay, to the Well of Moses, upon my 
land. If the Moslems came for you-a 
secret payment, a mock attack, and you 
would have been in their hands. And no 
accusation could then be laid upon the 
Mocenigos. The dogs offered me a purse, 
which would have tied my tongue." 

''They said an escort from Kerak would 
be waiting here." 

"And they told me they themselves 
were journeying with you to Kerak." 

Marguerite wished she could see the 
face behind the cylinder of steel. The 
Venetians had been most courteous to her. 

"And where, 1\Iaster Rogue," she 
asked, "is the proof of this thy tale?" 

John of the Mount wished that she 
could understand Arabic, for the Norman 
words shaped awkwardly here upon the 
border. What proof lay in a wolfs 
track, or the shadow of a hand uplifted? 
Y ct by such things men lived or died 
here. 

And then like a ragged prophet of 
Israel, the old Ibrahim swept into the 
room without apology of any kind. 
Where he came from, Sir John could not 
guess, because he had last seen the 
Yamanite scurrying into the brush of the 
ravine. 

"Wallahil" he cried eagerly. "Behold, 
my Lord, the caravan is here." 

The knight strode to the embrasure, 
and for a moment the two men looked 
forth with evident interest. Then Sir 
John swung out of the chamber, calling to 
her over his shoulder to keep away from 
the arrow slot. 

Before his tread had died down the 
stair, Marguerite was at the embrasure, 
and it seemed to her that pandemonium 
reigned outside the tower. Women were 
screaming and pulling cows through the 
courtyard gate. Dogs barked, and chil
dren tumbled over sheep. The whole 
Arab village was cramming itself within 
the walls of the castle. 

Through the open gate the girl saw the 
familiar Italian horsemen riding into the 
village And with them came strange 
Moslem riders carrying a green banner 
and followed by a string of camels. Even 
while she watched, the gates of the Mount 
swung shut, and men-at-arms took their 
stand along the parapet. 

Sir John thrust his way through the 
bedlam of the courtyard and climbed to 
one of the small gate towers with Khalil. 
For awhile she could see the Venetians and 
their companions ascending toward the 
roclc Then the wall shut them from 
sight, and presently silence fell like a 
curtain upon the courtyard. 

She heard Sir John speak to men � 
yond the wall, but could not catch the 
words. Then he lifted his shield. Some
thing bright flashed in the sun above his 
head. The men near him crouched down 
behind the stone parapet, some of them 
stringing their bows, others busying them· 
selves about clumsy looking wooden en
gines. She heard the thud-thud of missiles 
striking against the tower. 

One of the Arab women came and 
pulled her back to the bed, and she sat 
there, listening. At home she had seen 
no more of war than the tournaments of 
Chatillon, but her kinsmen had borne 
arms, and she knew the sounds of a siege. 

For awhile she watched the slit of blue 
sky deepening with thepurpleof sunsetand 
wondered what was passing at the wall: 
The tumult, that had quieted, now grew 
apace, and the Arab girl went to the 
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embrasqre. Marguerite followed at once. 
The sun was setting behind the tower 

and crimson light flooded the rear of the 
wall and the gate. The villagers had 
withdrawn from it and four men stood 
dose behind it-Sir John and Khalil and 
two men-at-arms with axes. Bewildered, 
she saw that they were taking down the 
massive iron bars that held the portals 
shut. 

When the last bar was free, they swung 
hack the gates, clear of the entrance. And 
then all four of them took their stand 
shoulder to shoulder athwart the thresh
old, Sir John and Khalil in the middle, a 
pace before the others. 

Above their heads Marguerite beheld a 
thing that made her clasp her hands, and 
the girl beside her breathed heavily. A 
score of men in mail, Moslem and Italian, 
rushed at the open gate. sword in hand. 
They shouted a.s they ran, and the wailing 
cry of Islam echoed against the tower. 

'' AUah-il-allahi.'' 
And with a spring and crash the wooden 

engines on the wall shot their stones and 
iron bolts. Some of the running men 
were dashed from their feet and others 
flinche4 aside. The rest flung themselves 
on Sir John and the Kurd. 

The two swordsmen planted their feet, 
bracing their shielJs. Above their heads 
the long, curved blades swung, and 
slashed down. First one, then the other 
stepped back, and leaped forward again. 
At times the axmen behind them would 
strike over their shoulders. 

The men on the wall were hurling down 
heavy stones, and the engines crashed 
again, over the tumult of shouting and 
grinding steel. More of the Venetians 
flung themselves against Slr John, and 
the long sword whirled and slashed
parried and cut while Khalil yelped in 
exultation and the archers above plied 
their bows. 

Then the pressure of the attack ceased, 
and Marguerite saw men running down 
the slope. The glow of sunset faded along 
the wall and the gates were shut. But 
800n another glow sprang up in the vil
lage, where the mounds of hay and thorn 

bush were burning, and the Damascus 
men were plundering the huts. The village 
Arabs thronged the wall to stare down 
moodily at this destruction of their 
property. But Ibrahim the Yamanite 
slipped through the postern door in the 
rear, and when things quieted down 
toward morning he managed to steal two 
good horses from the besiegers' camp. 
With these he departed on an errand for 
Sir John. II MARGUERITE climbed the 

winding stair and seated herself 
upon the sunny parapet of the 
tower the next noon, to the de

light of the solitary archer who stood 
sentry and who now found something 
more agreeable to look at than the bare 
countryside and the purple cleft of the 
Jordan gorge. And Marguerite beheld, 
in the camp of the besiegers, her own 
po.viiKm and the tiny figures that were 
her serving women. In that pavilion were 
all her clothes and brushes and chests. 
And yet even in the pitiless light of mid
day the girl seemed cool and fresh. 

For a while she did not move, and per
haps she pondered the strange, hard 
land, the gnarled olive trees and the 
distant patches of grazing cattle-the 
heights of MOOb, beyond the Promised 
Land. Only when a mailed tread grated 
on the stair she turned quickly. 

A tall and grizzled man in a stained 
native cloak emerged from the stair and 
bade her a gruff good morning. This was 
old Renald-she knew him to be captain 
of the men-at-anns--and when he had 
scrutinized the camp under the sycamores 
she decided to make him talk. 

"It was ill done," she observed, "to 
open the gate at vespers yesterday." 

Renald grunted. 
"'Twas Sir John's doing." 
"But why?" 
The old Norman turned upon her, 

scowling. 
"Why, my lady? We ha' fourteen 

men, and they ha' near a hundred. If 
they had scattered around the wall we 
could not hold them off. So Sir John 
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says, 'We will invite them in at the 
door,' and they had many a woundy 
knock from our bolts and bows. Fourteen 
men!" He shook his head gloomily. 

"It was a sore and bloody onset," the 
girl sighed. "But it was Sir John's doing. 
Is he friend to Sir Reginald of Kerak?" 

"Aye," Renald muttered. 
"Then you have sent a rider to Kerak, 

for aid?" 
"Belike. An Arab went off that way 

last night." 
It seemed to the girl that the Norman 

captain had not answered frankly. 
"Of course," she said, "you are safe 

now, within this wall, until aid comes." 
"Wi' fourteen men? Nay, Kerak 

lieth distant three days' ride, and the 
castle lacks food for two days." 

''Then you must make terms with the 
Mocenigos." 

"Terms? Not Sir John. Not wi' yonder 
parings of the devil's hoofs. The Mount 
will make no composition wi' blethering 
slave sellers." 

"But they are honorable merchants and 
men of property in the cities." 

"I doubt it not. There's a�many cattle 
thieves and slave traders who are men of 
property, my lady." He nodded sagely. 
"If they were true men, would ye be 
here, my lady?" 

Marguerite told herself that this man 
had not seen her carried off from the tent 
the day before. But she could not help 
understanding that Renald and the men 
of the Mount felt that this siege was her 
fault, and she thought for a moment, 
twisting within her fingers the strands of 
her heavy hair. 

"Will you tell your lord that I would 
like to-to speak with him?" 

She waited in her cell, until Khalil ap
peared in the door and made signs to in� 
dicate that Sir John slept. She did not 
know that both men had been afoot dur� 
ing the night, and she sat in the dark 
chamber until sunset, when the impassive 
Arab girl came with her tray. Mar· 
guerite did not try to talk to her. She was 
weary of the silence and doubt, and she 
wondered if the lord of the Mount had 

boon hurt in the fighting. The thought 
frightened her. At least the knight was 
master here and would let no other hand 
harm her. If he were dead . 

Straightway she slipped out into the 
stair and felt her way down through the 
darkness. At the first turning she stopped, 
hearing men in talk within the hall below, 
and the familiar ringing voice of the 
knight. But they were speaking Arabic 
and the strange sound of it held no re.. 
assurance for her. Nor would she go 
down to be stared at by the men-at-arms. 

Instead, she went back to her room. 
She had sent for the knight, and no doubt 
he would come after the meeting in the 
hall. Or at least send her a candle to 
light the room. But he did not come, and 
the tired girl felt hot tears upon her eyes. 
She threw herself down on the bed and 
cried herself to sleep. 

And in utter darkness, late in the night, 
she was roused by a distant tumult. She 
ran to the embrasure, listening. Some.. 
where swords dashed and brush crackled. 
Torches flickered through the olive trees, 
and the darkness was astir with moving 
figures. Above the tumult rang out a 
battle shout that she knew well. 

"Chatillon! Chatillon!" And again, 
"Kerak to the rescue!" 

With a cry of delight she·drew the hood 
of her robe over her head and ran down 
the stair. � BEFORE evening <Of that day 

Khalil had forgotten all about 
the girl in the tower-even 
that Renald had asked him to 

tell Sir John that she wished to speak with 
him. While the crusader ate a hasty 
supper, the two talked earnestly, and at 
the end the Kurd threw up his hands. 

"Art thou weary of life?" he wondered. 
"Aye, weary of sitting here until we are 

beset," Sir John said grimly. "Hast thou 
any love for the Italian crossbows?" 

"Nay, certainly." Khalil shook his 
dark head emphatically. 

These powerful weapons, that drove 
their bolts through shield and armor, were 
heartily disliked by the Moslem warriors. 
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"Well, at night such bows avail not at 
all, and a sword is the best weapon. And 
thou knowest the Damascus men will 
flee if the Italians give way." 

"That is true. But cattle and torches 
and these-Arab sons of sloth are no fit 
weapons." 

The crusader laughed, for he meant to 
press everything into service-if only 
Khalil would agree to act with him. 

"Thy people say.'' he suggested " 'At 
night a dog 'JT'.ay �a linn.' And our cattle 
may become something else. Khalil, the 
Franks outside offered me, before the 
fight at the gate, two thousand pieces of 
g9ld to give up the woman. Has it never 
befallen thee to know a girl more precious 
than two thousa.nd byzants?" 

"No," responded the Kurd, "never." 
"It has befallen me." Sir John's eyes 

softened. "No hand but mine will be laid 
upon the girl I have brought hither, and 
the sons she will bear will be my sons." 

Khalil nodded, intent on a calculation 
of his own. 

"If the Franks offered two thousand 
pieces, they must have that and more in 
their chests, and the escort from Damas
cus will have much more. The spoil would 
be a good spoil. As thou sayest, it is bet· 
ter to go out than to sit here." 

"Much better," agreed the knight. 
"Now I will go first, for the cattle and the 
herders wait. Ibrahim warned them, a.nd 
Renald saw them at sunset from the 
tower." 

Again the Kurd nodded. 
"My part is easier than thine. But fail 

not to come, or we will be taken like 
sheep." He stood up and stretched lean 
arms with a smile. "It is written, and 
we ma.y not read what is written." 

So they went out together into the 
courtyard. And wbro Sir John's horse 
Wll8 led up, he glanced at the dark tower, 
thinking that he would like to have a 
word with his captive before setting out. 
But the women told him that she was 
asleep, and already he had delayed to 
argue with Khalil. He mounted to the 
ee.ddle,spoke briefly with Renald, who was 
to hold the castle gate with one man and 

the village folk, and then rode from the 
narrow postern through which Ibrahim 
had slipped the night before. 

For a while the courtyard was astir. 
Khalil counted off the ten mcn..at..arms 
who remained to accompany him, and he 
selected as many of the Arab youths, 
making certain that each one had arms 
and a horse. Then he waited patiently 
until Renald called to him that the tally 
candle showed an hour elapsed. 

With his twenty following in file, 
Khalil left the postern and turned in the 
direction opposite that taken by tOO 
knight. Although the castle was between 
him and the camp� he led his horse care
fully into the darkness, into a gully where 
the starlight did not penetrate. 

The gully turned away from the castle, 
but Khalil and his men knew every rock 
of the path, and presently they assembled 
on rising ground that overlooked the 
distant embers of the besiegers' fires and 
the gloom of the sycamore grove. 

Khalil peered down uneasily. He did 
not know how many men might be 
awake down there in the gloom under the 
trees, and besides, he could see almost 
nothing at all because he had Sir John's 
heavy battle casque on his head. And his 
left arm was already weary with the 
weight of Sir John's long kite shield. From 
side to side be turned his head like an 
uneasy wolf, seeing only the red glimmer 
of camp-fires and the yellow points of 
stars overhead. 

".May Allah confound this steel pot!" 
be swore. 

"What sayest thou, Lord Khalil?" a 
man..at-anus asked anxiously. "Yonder 
come the torches." 

It had taken Sir John a good hour's 
persuasion to induce the wary Kurd to 
put the great helm on his head, but hav· 
ing given his promise to lead the attack, 
Khalil would not hold back. With a shout 
he spurred his horse and dashed down tho 
slope. 

''The Mount!" cried his men·at.arms. 
"The Mount!" 

And they followed with a clatter of 
hoofs and jangle of mail, while the 
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Arabs behind them gave tongue. A wail
ing cry greeted them from the darkness, 
and arrows whipped by them. They 
were entering the camp of the Damascus 
men, and the sentries were wide awake. 
Cymbals clashed by the tents and an 
Italian horn echoed the clash. 

Khalil swerved past patches of brush 
and pulled his horse out of a long stumble. 
He rode down a dark figure that seemed 
to spring out of the ground, and he 
careened into a tent. The pole of the tent 
swayed and came down upon other 
figures that struggled beneath the cloth, 
while Khalil's horse reared frantically and 
its master cursed anew. 

Something crashed against the steel at 
his ear, and he beheld clearly enough the 
red flames that sprang before his eyes. 
An arrow ripped the mail links from his 
shoulder, and he lifted his shield in time to 
ward the smashing blow of a war club. 
Then his horse jumped clear of the tangle 
and, because the cresscts hanging about 
the camp had been lighted, he saw that 
the warriors of Damascus were swarming 
out like bees, sword in hand. 

Sir John's men had followed his ex
ample, and a half dozen tents had been 
overturned, while horses and running 
men leaped about the confusion like 
minions of purgatory welcoming a new 
host of the damned. Khalil cut the tur
ban from the head of a passerby, and 
peered about, sawing at the rein of his 
maddened charger. A scimitar blade 
smote the mail upon his shoulders and he 
wheeled and slashed behind him, his 
sword sweeping vainly through the air. 

Then the clatter of steel dwindled, and 
he saw the Moslems peering behind them. 
A greater sound filled the night, a stamp
ing of reckless hoofs, a tearing of brush 
and a roar as of a freshet coming down a 
mountain. A black mass swayed and bore 
down upon the far side of the camp and 
on a knoll above it a strange trumpet 
resounded. 

"Kerak !" A clear voice shouted. 
''Chatillon! Kcrak to the rescue." 

Torches flickered on the knoll, disclos
ing a horseman in full armor, a light steel 

cap on his dark head, a drawn sword in his 
hand. For an instant he halted there, 
and then repeated his battle shout and 
galloped down to the mass that was 
moving on the camp. 

And Khalil laughed. 
All this the Moccnigos had seen, when 

they were roused from sleep, and ran out 
to stare and listen. They were men of 
nimble mind, and when they heard the 
cry of Kerak both thought of the same 
thing-of a rope dangling from the 
bough of a tree and their own bodies 
dangling from the rope. For Reginald of 
Chatillon would do no less than that to 
any merchants who made shift to sell his 
niece as a slave. 

Although not accustomed to war, they 
were equally swift to act. They hastened 
to their horses and, finding them saddled, 
called to the nearest Venetians. And with 
some dozen riders they galloped from the 
camp as if the foul fiend had been at their 
heels. 

Khalil saw them and spurred toward 
them. 

''The Mount!" he cried, and men-at
arms hurried toward him. 

The Mocenigos veered off, and Khalil 
went after them, wresting vainly with the 
lashes that bound the intolerable casque 
upon him. 

But other Venetians and Moslems had 
beheld the flight of their leaders. While 
the Damascus men hesitated, the black 
wave smote the camp and resolved into a 
bellowing and trampling herd of cattle 
that bore down the remaining tents and 
sent the frightened horses plunging into 
the brush. The men of Damascus had 
come hither to escort a lady and not to 
fight. When a strange knight charged at 
them with a strange war shout, and 
torches waved triumphantly upon the wall 
of the Mount, they took thought for them
selves and vanished. 

Only here and there did men stand 
against the lances of the riders from the 
Mount and the young Arabs, who were 
delirious now with the prospect of 
slaughter and loot together. And the 
gates of the Mount burst open. A stream 
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of ofd Arabs and women a.nd boys emerged 
and bore down upon the !allen tents, to 
pillage in their turn. The remaining 
Veneti.ans threw down their anna. 

Marguerite of Chatillon hastened 
through the uproar, looking about her in 
vain for a familiar face. Stumbling over 
ropes and dodging frightened cattle, she 
made her way to wbere Renald had taken 
hia stand by the Mocenigos' pavilion and 
ber own, warding off with the help of some 
speannen from the Mount the attempts of 
the Arabs to mateh away the spoils of 
the pavilions. But before she could 
reach him. a hotBe came up behind her, 
and she turned as Sir John leaped from 
the saddle to the ground. She drew a 
quick breath of relief' .and looked up into 
his brown Cace. 

Strangely, he was flushed, and his 
shoulders shook and tears dripped from 
his eyes. And he spoke no word to her. 

"Thou art hurt!" she cried, -reaching 
out her hands to him. 

He caught them and kissed them and 
found his voice. 

"I am near perishing-" 
••vou are not!" she pulled away in

dignantly. "You are laughing, and there 
is no mark on your sword. Now, take me 
to my uncle." 

"Damoisel," he sighed and wiped his 
eyes with a scarred hand. "i: am Regi
nald of Chatillon, and Khalil is John of 
the Mount, and-oh, if you could have 
seen the Mocenigos floo in their shirt:B-
while the cattle butted-" 

He gazed around at the confusion and, 
Eeing that the fighting was at an end, 
wiped his eyes again. 

"But I heard my uncle's shont!" 
"And have I not gone on raid and foray 

with Chatillon, not to know his shout? 
Oh. it was a notable and mighty charge 
we made. I and the cattle. We have 
captured your pavilion." 

1\larguerite looked at him curiously. 
beholding for the first time the youth and 
the laughter of the man who had seemed 
unbending as iron. 

"Then you did not send the messenger 
to Kerak.!" 

''Nay, I sent off Ibrahim with a letter, 
to fetch a gray priest from lerusalem.n 

"Sir John," she said slowly, "I have 
mistaken you, and now I think that you 
have risked yourself and this castle to aid 
me, and-and I will thank you, if I may. 
And now you will take me to Kerak!' 

The dark face of the knight fell serious. 
••r shall not give up Marguerite of 

Chatillon to any man. And if Sir Regi. 
nald will have you, he must even take the 
castle, for you will be my wife, and he 
will need be a bold man to lift hand or eye 
to my wife." 

Now l\farguerite glanced up at him, 
incredulous, and the dark blood surged 
into her ,throat and brow. 

"You dare? You would dare!'" 
And her eyes wavered, and then turn

ing swiftly, she Red-ran like a shad
ow through the torchlight, up to the 
open gate of the Mount. Without heed
ing the din around him, the knight strode 
after her, into the courtyard and the hall. 

Sir John ·was in time to see the flicker 
of a candle vanish up the winding stair, 
and with his foot on the first step, he 
hesitated. The exultation of the fighting 
throbbed in him, but now fear came upon 
him. Up there Marguerite had fled, and 
he was afraid of the darkness in her eyes 
and the blood that stained her throat. 
Surely be had frightened her, at whose 
feet he had laid his love-and surely now 
she lay stricken, fearing him. He dared 
not go up, to feel her eyes upon him and 
hear her weep, or scorn him. 

But then he heard her clap her hands 
three times, and the Arab woman, thus 
summoned, brushed past him. So he 
� the length of the hall, wondering 
Bow Marguerite would try to speak to the 
girl. And when the Arab came down and 
would have left the hall, he stopped her. 

"Speak thou! Is my lady weeping, and 
what doth she seek of thee?" 

''Thus, 0 my Lord, she doeth." And 
the girl held up her open hands together. 
first against one side of her face, then 
against the other, staring at them. "She 
must have-" the girl smiled-"a 
mirror." 



MYSTERy SHIP 
A Novelette of Crime 

and Detection 

By ALLAN VAUGHAN ELSTON 

WE WERE two days out of Cape
Town when occurred the first 
of those sensational mysteries 

which, in each event, scattered our wits 
like foam on the sea. 

Steaming obliquely northwest we were, 
across the South Atlantic. Four bells 
had just struck, of a starlit evening on a 
calm sea. I was in First Mate O'Brian's 
cabin, which was next to my own on the 
port side of the saloon deck of the bridge 
house. I, Earl Anthony, a mining en� 
gineer returning to America from the 
Kimberley mines, had bought passage 

on this tramp freighter merely because I 
could get it at the cheap price of twenty 
pounds. There were three other super
numeraries aboard who had bought like 
passage. The only man on the ship, 
however, with whom I had become 
friendly, was First Mate O'Brian. This 
evening he was off watch and I had 
stepped into his cabin for a game of 
cribbage. 

Through his porthole came a lambent 
starlight a n d  moonlight. Below u s  
thrummed o i l  burning engines. Overhead 
we could occasionally hear the tread of 
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a man, or men, taking air on the bridge 
deck, which was the only deck likely to 
lure any one bent on promenade or star 
gazing ; because the freighter Good Hope, 
be it understood, was of the three-island 
type. That is, from a distance and when 
under full cargo as now, her forecastle, 
bridge house and poop would have seemed 
like three islands connected by rafts. 
Later, when we were in full cry after 
crime, I drew a rude sketch of her port 
profile. After all these years I find that 
sketch stiU at hand. 

It recalls to me certain vital loci and 
juxtapositions. First, that the fore-deck 
and after-deck were low and deep, almost 
flush with the water line. Second, that 
the bridge house, or midship superstruc
ture, was, in the parlance of landsmen, 
two stories high above these low decks. 
Its roof was the bridge deck. On this 
bridge deck was first the bridge with its 
two covered sheds, namely the wheel
house and the chart-room; then came an 
open-to-. the-sky space of deck around the 
funnels; aft of all on the bridge deck was 
the captain's cabin. 

On a level eight feet below the bridge 
was the saloon deck, with the saloon in 
front. Back of the saloon on the port 
side were seven staterooms. Forward to 
aft they were: the purser's office, the pur
ser's stateroom, my stateroom, O'Brian's 
stateroom, Ferber's, Cartright's, Dut
wiler's. These seven cabins had doors 
giving to an interior passage, their port
holes being flush in the port fas;:ade of the 
ship. 

Our game of cribbage lagged. I pushed 
the board aside and asked O'Brian to tell 
me of his career at sea. 

He told me that he had gone to sea at 
seventeen, and was now thirty-seven. 
There had been o.n interlude of three 
years, though, when at twenty-six he had 
quit his ship in New York and tried to 
earn a livelihood on land. 

I wondered that he hadn't made good 
no land. To me he seemed a man of ex
.ceptional character and intelligence. His 
mind was sharp; prolific reading had 
trained it to the ken of many fields beyond 

the navigation of a ship. In physique he 
was a giant. 

"What did you try your hand at in 
New York?" I asked. 

O'Brian grinned broadly. 
"What would you expect a twenty-six 

year old Irishman, six feet three by two 
hundred pounds, to try his hand at in 
New York? Sure and I got a job on the 
force and walked a beat in harness for 
two years." 

"A policeman?" I marveled. 
"And why not? For what job on land 

was I better fitted? Good pay. too ; 
high'er than I ever earned at sea. The 
third year I was promotod out of harness, 
and was in. the way of being something 
of a detective. Then I pinched the wrong 
man, some big politician who wasn't 
supposed to be pinched. They broke me. 
I went back to sea." 

It was at that instant that the first 
note of violence broke--overhead. The 
mate's chin tilted upward alertly. So did 
mine. We both heard a scuffle of feet 
on the open bridge deck, less than eight 
feet above our ears. Then, from the 
same source, came the bark of a pistol. 
Almost coincident with the shot came a 
piercing cry, unquestionably a shriek of 
distress. 

O'Brian and I were now on our feet. I 
was staring over his shoulder. My eyes 
bulged, for I saw, beyond O'Brian, a 
well-nigh incredible apparition at the 
open porthole. I pointed. O'Brian 
whirled and he saw the same thing. 

It was a human arm, clad in what 
seemed to be a blue serge sleeve, reaching 
in through that ten-inch circle of open 
porthole. What made it almost incred
ible was that there was no deck out there 
upon which a man could stand, the port
hole being cut flush in the exterior fa�de 
of the ship. Yet there was the arm. 

We only saw it for an instant. In the 
first fraction of that instant the hand, 
extending from the blue serge sleeve, was 
clenched. Then it opened, dropping an 
object about the size of a walnut to the 
floor of the stateroom. Then the hand 
and arm disappeared. I heard a splash. 
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I sprang to the porthole, stuck my head 
and neck through into the night. Ten 
fet!t below my eyes the starlit water was 
riilling gently against the side of the mov
ing ship. I looked back along the water
line. I saw a. bobbing dot; I knew it to 
be the head of a human, and I saw an 
upraised arm snatching frantically and 
futilely for a handhold on the riveted 
wall as it glided by. I ducked back into 
the cabin and cried ".Man overboard !" a.t 
the top of my lungs. 

O'Brian leaped out into the interior 
passage and raced up it toward the ladder 
11.9Cending from saloon to bridge.' He 
sboutcd-

"hia.n overboard aport!" 
I heard the jangling of telegraphs. 

Almost inunedia.tely the ship began to lose 
.peed. 

I myself stooped and picked up that 
walnut-sized object which the grotesquely 
appearing hand had dropped in at the 
porthole. It was hard, sharp and bright. 
Its shape was octahedron. Under the 
cabin's light it gave forth a slight yellow
ish luster. But for its enormous size I 
would have recognized it ins.tantly as an 
uncut, unpolished diamond. 

But wasn't it? I continued to gape, 
transfixcdly, at the heavy, sha.rp and 
almost brilliant octahedron balanced on 
my pa.lm. Being fresh from the Kim
berley fields, I bad seen more than a few 
native diamonds. But never one ao gigan
tic as this. I rubbed the thing. It 
looked slightly greasy but did not feel so. 
I recalled tales I had heard of natural 
stones,. even larger than this. In growing 
excitement I continued to gape and 
wonder. 

Conviction, at last, would not be d&
nied. This thing, however magic the cir
cumstance. was a real diamond. Its 
weight. I guessed, could hardly be less 
than a hundred and fifty carats. That, I 
calculated, would fix its value even in the 
rough at something like thirty-five thou
sand British pounds. 

It awed me. I was at a loss what to do 
with it. I couldn't drop it back on the 
floor, unless I stood by to guard it. I 

didn't want to stand by, because I was 
keen to get out and watch the lowering of 
boats to rescue the man in the sea. That 
poor fellow, I realized, nwst now be well 
astern. Then I recalled there'd been a 
shot. Which suggested that the man had 
been shot and then pitched over the rail. 
If wounded, he could hardly keep afloat 
while the boats circled astern to pick him 
up. Tbere was every chance that he had 
already perished. Of course there'd be 
a try for him. 

I slipped the diamond into a pocket of 
my trousen and stepped out into the 
passage. It was deserted. Every state
room door was closed. I took especial 
note of the three doont aft of O'Brian's. 
They were the cabins of Ferber, Cart
right and Dutwiler, the three other men 
who, like myself, had purchaeed cheap 
passage from Cape Town to Savannah. 

Later I censured myself for not tapping 
on those three doors to discover whether 
Ferber, Cartright and Dutwiler were in 
their bunks. They so asserted when called 
to the carpet by Captain Janes. At the 
moment I thought nothing of them wha.t� 
ever, and hurried forward to the saloon. 
It, too, wu deserted. I ascended through 
the companion to the bridge. There I 
found Captain J&ne9, bawling orders. 

"Mr. Anthony," he snapped at me, 
"the ma.te tells me it was you saw the 
man go ovCI' aport." 

"I saw a bobbing head in the water.'' I 
told him. 

"Go art, please," he instructed tersely, 
probably more to get me off the bridge 
than anything else, "and lend an eye on 
the poop. Maybe you can see him again. 
If you do, sing out." He whirled to give 
brisk orders to the helmsman. 

I went around the comer of the chari
room, to the open bridge deck, and saw 
a scor<l' of men bU&yat the davits. A boa.t 
was being lowered on either side. Tbe 
ship was now not only stopped, but 
seemed to be reverMld and making slow 
headway astern. I looked back. The sea 
was calm and, under the stars, looked like 
black oil--except for a few floating lights 
well astern. Life buoys, with lighted 
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flares attached, had been heaved over at 
the very first. I heard O'Brian shouting 
orders. I did not add to the confusion 
by accosting him, but passed on aft. 

I descended by two successive ladders 
to the after-deck, so low that I could have 
reached over its scuppered. rail and 
touched the water. I made my way on 
by its two battened hatches and ascended 
to the poop. There I found the second 
engineer, the purser and six men of the 
crew. They had been dispatched there 
to U!le their eyes in scanning the dark 
waters. I could not hear the dip of oars. 
The two boats could be dimly seen, by 
the stars and by the navigation lights, 
gliding astern to scout for the man in the ..... 

The oarsmen were soon out of sight, 
though, so short was the range of illu
mination. 

�·A sorry chance of picking him up, if 
you ask me, Mr. Anthony." The speaker, 
at my elbow, was Second Engineer Dolan. 
I knew him, as he was one of twelve men 
who composed the saloon mess. These 
twelve were the captain, the three mates, 
the three engineers, the four passengers 
and the purser. The other thirty-three 
men aboard belonged to the forecastle, 
and I knew nothing about them. Dolan 
was a short and freckled Irishman under 
thirty years of age. 

"You mean because we carry no search
light," I suggested. 

"That," he assented, "and because the 
man was shot. It's not likely he's still 
afloat." 

"I heard the shot. But how do you 
know," I asked Dolan, "that the man who 
went overboard was hit?" 

He explained to me that he, Dolan, be
ing off watch, had rushed up to the bridge 
deck on hearing the shot. He found that 
the second mate, who had been making 
computations in the chart-room, had 
dashed around the corner of the chart
room to the open deck aft of it to investi
gate the shot. At the same time Captain 
Janes came rushing out of his cabin, at 
the extreme rear of the bridge deck. Im
mediately First Mate O'Brian joined 

them, O'Brian having dashed up from the 
saloon deck. 

The four men, arriving at the spot near 
the port rail of the bridge deck, Oirectly 
over O'Brian's stateroom, from which 
spot had come the shot and cry, found a 
pistol lying on the deck within a foot of 
the rail. Beside the pistol was a stain of 
blood, and another stain on the rail. 

I whistled. It looked like murder. 
Certainly we would soon know the iden
tity of the victim, whether or not we sa.l
vaged him from the sea. There was 
bound to be a missing man when we 
checked the ship's compo.ny. Who? And 
who had assaulted him for the diamond? 

��� ����h:S l:�::�� :�i��n� 
��{ �;!/��i':!n 

i:OO �:lu:l:k;:; 
O'Brian to make any report except to 
announce that a man was overboard. 
O'Brian, I judged, was now out in one of 
the boats. No one else but myself knew 
of the diamond. I put my hand in my 
pocket and rubbed it. It seemed to 
burn my palm. 

All this while our group was bunched 
on the poop, scanning the waters astern. 
Offsetting the luck that it was a dead calm 
was the ill luck that we carried no search
light. 

"The Old Man would rather save a 
penny than a life.'' growled Dolan. 

A snicker of assent came from the 
purser, who stood at my other elbow. 
The purser was a Cuban, by name Man
uel Moreno. He was tall and thin, with 
long oblique eyes and sleek, perfumed 
hair. He spoke good English, but I'd 
sized him up as a nitwit because he was 
always snickering. 

We were wasting our time as lookouts, 
I knew, for we couldn't even see the two 
boats. I heard two seamen of our group 
grumbling because we didn't have a 
searchlight. One of them used the phrase, 
"Pinchpcnny Janes." 

That I understood. I knew Captain 
Janes to be a grasping Yankee, always 
on the make. He owned a sixteenth of 
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the ship. He had cut all overhead to the 
bone. He carried neither searchlight nor 
wireless. Maritime law did not hold him 
to the regulations of a passenger ship, as 
a freighterwhich carries fewer than twelve 
passengen� may avoid tho9e regulations. 
I happened to know, too, tha.t Janes was 
not reporting the four passengers he did 
carry, on this trip, in the records of the 
pul"!::er. That eighty pounds was to be 
jU!lt so much private rakeoff for Captain 
Janes. 

Janes was a widower. During his 
wife's life she had sailed the seas with 
him; that was why his ca.bin was a. two.. 
stateroom wite. Except that he was a 
pinchpenny and a miser, and that a doop, 
narrow lidded scheming seemed to lurk 
habitually in his eyes, I liked Janes. I 
knew that he was a. good seaman. 

My mind strayed to the passengers: 
Ferber, Cartright and Dutwiler. Where 
were they now? More than likely one of 
these three was connected with the dia
mond. They looked like adventurers, and 
bad taken ship at a diamond port. 

IdJing there on the poop deck, I formed 
a theory of the crime. It was that one of 
the trio had brought the stone aboard. 
A second of the trio knew he had it and 
had assa.ulted him tonight on the bridge 
deck. A scuffiel A shot! The wounded 
man, tenaciously holding the diamond in 
his left hand, had gone over the rail. 
Falling down the wall of the ship, he 
had snatched frantically for a handhold. 
Nothing but smooth steel and rivets, until 
his snatching right hand had clutched the 
sill of O'Brian's open porthole. 

That would have been a slippery and 
precarious grip. To better it,. in had gone 
the man's other arm to grasp some sharp 
cornor, such as the rim of the circular 
window itself, which was hinged ajar, 
inward. But with his first grip slipping 
and the dark sea yawning at his feet, life 
1muld have instantly become more im
portant to him than the diamond. Be
sides that, he was shot, bleeding. 

Thus his lett band, snatching inward to 
grip the port pane, would have opened 
and dropped the diamond. Then the 

man's first grip had slipped; down he 
went into the seo.. 

I had no doubt that a roll call would 
discover either Ferber, Dutwiler or Cart,. 
right missing from the ship. 

"Quite a bit of excitement,. eh, Mr. 
Anthony?" 

Startled, I tumed and saw that the 
speaker was none other than Ferber. 
Ferber, at least. was not the man over. 
board. 

He was a short, portly fellow with a 
double chin and watery eyes, a rubicund 
blond, talkative and boastful. He was 
just now in shirt sleeves and suspenders. 
WMring baggy white pants. All I knew 
of him was that he had shipped at Cape 
Town. I might have liked him a little 
if he hadn't been always telling stories 
you couldn't believe. Ferber himself was 
always the hero of these stories, and he 
lacked a good deal of fitting their parts. 

"What's it all about?" he wheezed. 
I told him of the shot and the cry, the 

pistol and the blood stain on the deck. 
omitting mention of the diamond. 

"The devil of a note. what!" be ex· 
claimed. "Who's missing?." 

"We don't know yet." I was sizing 
him up, y,:ondering whether his surprise 
wasn't overdone. "Didn't you hear the 
shot?" I asked sharply. 

' 

"Not a poop of it," he assured me. "I 
was asleep in my cabin. l<�irst racket I 
heard was when they lowered the boats. 
I dressed, came aft down the corridor and 
saw a bunch of you here on the poop. 
Man overboard, eh? Well, well." 

Some distance astern of the ship I 
heard the dip of an oar. The boats were 
still scouting. A moment later I heard 
Captain Janes hail one of them from the 
bridge. The voice of the third mate 
shouted back that they had found 
nothing. 

The ship held almost stationazy, on a 
quiet soo.. Another interval of waiting. 

"Hello!" exclaimed Ferber. "Here 
comes Dutwiler." 

The passenger. Dutwiler, joined us on 
the poop. Again I was startled, fM I 
had figured tha.t it was either Dutwiler or 
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Cartright who h a d  been dumped i n  the 
""· 

Dutwilcr did not greet us. He went 
to the extreme stem and stared moodily 
back into the sea. He wore duck trousers 
and a sweater. Dutwiler was by tem
perament sour, crabbed and uncommun
icative. He was tall, as thin as the purser 
Moreno, had a long sunken face and harsh 
blue English eyes. You never saw him 
except at mess. 

:Minutes passed. Then, taking the last 
wind out of the sails of my theory, Cart
right appeared on the poop deck. 

Cartright greeted us, thpugh grumpily. 
He had talked with the captain, he said, 
and knew everything the captain knew. 
He remarked that the captain was chafing 
becau9fl this stop would add perhaps 
twenty dollars to the cost of the voyage, 
in time and fuel. That brought an inane 
snicker from the Cuban, Moreno, who 
was still standing by. 

Cartright then joined Dutwiler at the 
extreme stem and stared back into the 
night. 

Well, I thought, Cartright wasn't the 
man overboard, although he might easily 
be the villain who had heaved some vic
tim over the rail. I happened to know 
aomething about Cartright. More than 
once I had seen him around Kimberley. 
He had been pointed out to me as a 
confidence man, a card sharp, if not an 
out and out renegade. 

The whisper in Kimberley was that 
Cartright had been in South Africa ten 
years, awaiting the expiration of the 
statute of limitations on some embezzle
ment crime abroad. By that theory such 
an interval had now expired, and Cart. 
right was returning home. 

Certainly Cartright might have come 
into illicit possession of a huge rough 
diamond. I amended my theory to read 
that he had been robbed of it by some 
member of the crew, and in the scuffle 
had toppled his assailant over the bridge 
deck rail. 
li" With every passing moment hope of 
fsaving the lost man became more impos
sible. The flares had burned out on the 

drifting buoys. Again I heard an· ex
change of hails between the captain 
and the mates commanding the two 
boa,. 

Shortly the two boats drew alongside. 
The search was abandoned. The boats 
were hoisted to the davits. A few minutes 
later the Good Hope resumed her course at 
full steam ahead, and word passed around 
that all hands must report to the Old Man 
in the saloon. 

All did report. except that a helmsman 
and one mate remained on the bridge, and 
nn engineer and one helper remained in 
the engine room. Forty ..one men, includ
ing the cabin boy, assembled, by squeez
ing, either intO the saloon or into the 
passage leading thereto. 

Heads were tallied. Not a man was 
missing. The total ship's company was 
forty-five. Forty-five we still were, hale 
and hearty aboard the freighter Good 
Hope. -" " M R . A N T H O N Y , ' ' c o m 

plained Captain Janes, turning 
sharply to me, "it can only " 
mean that your blasted imagi

nation was working overtime. You only 
thought you saw a head bobbing in tho 
sea." 

I maintained stoutly that I had seen a 
head bobbing in the sea, at the side of the 
ship. 

Before Janes could retort, O'Brian 
clinched my testimony. O'Brian admit
ted that he himself had not put his head 
out of the porthole, and thus had not seen 
the man in the sea. 

"But," he added, "I did see a stain of 
blood on the upper deck, alongside of a 
pistol whose one discharged shell was still 
warm. You, sir, klso saw that evidence. 
Therefore some one was shot and wound
ed. Who? We all seem sound and hearty. 
If there is no wounded man aboard, then 
that wounded man went into the sea." 

The captain's brusk incredulity had 
nettled me, so I was glad to soo O'Brian 
bowl him over. O'Brian's logic was unas
sailable. Human blood had been shed; 
therefore if every man aboard was with-
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out wound or scratch then !lOme human 
being had boon lost at sea. 

"As further proof," I added to Captain 
Janes, "that a man slithered down the 
outside of the ship past the mate's port
hole, I offer this." 

Whereupon I stepped up and placed on 
the saloon table, in front of the captain, 
the gigantic diamond. 

There it lay under a. clu&tcr of lights. 
Every breath in the room was drawn. Men 
stared. Utter amazement confounded the 
entire company except O'Brian and my
self. No one was more astounded than 
Captain Janes. O'Brian, having himself 
commanded one of the rescue boats, had 
bad no opportunity thus far to report the 
diamond. 

He now related the circumstance of the 
blue dad arm which had dropped it in at 
the porthole. 

Janes asked sharp questions. His eyes 
began darting accusingly about the saloon, 
from man to man of us. Later Janes re-
buked me for having exposed the stone 
to rruch public view. He told me that I 
should have kept the diamond a secret 
from every one except himself and the 
ma.te. In this he waa right. I had dis. 
played it impetuously, in defense of my 
own testimony about the head bobbing 
in the sea. 

It was too late now. All eyes had seen 
the diamond. 

An awkward silence was broken by 
O'Brian. 

"I suggest, rrir, that all hands, without 
exception and without regard to rank, be 
examined for some minor scratch or flesh 
wound. If no wound exists, that will be 
final proof that some bleeding victim was 
lost at sea." 

Janes agreed. He slid that aa a matter 
of form the examinations would begin at 
the top, a10 the highest ranks, and step 
down. He carefully pouched the dia,... 
mond. He then stepped into the mate's 
cabin with the mate. The mate exam. 
ined the captain and the captain examined 
the mate. This was mere formality and, 
of course, no wound was found. Other 
oflicers were then paired in the same way. 

The mate searched the four passengers. 
Chief Engineer Nuerder was assigned to 
examine the engine crew. Third Mate 
Ord, having been examined himself, 
herded all IJCQ.men to the forecutle to be 
seatched for scratch or wound. No one, 
cook, steward or cabin boy, e9Caped the 
examination. 

Finally Captain Janes, O'Brian, Fer
ber, Dutwiler, Cartright, the Cuban 
purser and myself, assembled in the 
saloon to await the report from Ord. We 
all stood except Janes, who seated himself 
at the end of the lllaiS table, like a judge 
on the bench. Janee waa tall and lithe, 
about fifty years old, clean shaven, thin 
lipped. One could see that his suspicions 
were centering upon the three pa88Cngers, 
Ferber, Dutwiler and Cartright. 

He got their statements. Only Ferber 
denied having heard the shot. Cart· 
right and Dutwiler claimed to have been 
half asleep and fully undressed in their 
bunks. On hearing the shot, they had 
dressed and gone aft, they said, joining a 
group on the poop. 

Janes told me to act as clerk and take 
written note of the testimony. I did. 
Jan68 gave · his own testimony quickly, 
proclllely. He had boon N:ading in his 
cabin. He had heard the shot, but had 
mistaken it for some minor explosion in 
the engine room. A moment later he had 
beard the cry, "Man overboard !" and 
dashed out to join O'Brio.n, Dolan and 
the bridge officer at the stain of blood. 

EIGHT bells sounded; mid. 
night. The watch changed, 
ThirdMateOrdrelievingDeem
ing, the Second. This gave us 

a chance to examine Dooming and his 
helmsman. Neither had any scratch or 
wound. Deeming came in for sharp cen. 
sure in not responding to the shoi with 
more speed. He was a lazy, somewhat 
slow witted chap of thirty. He claimed to 
have been making computations in the 
chart·room when the shot was fired. 
:More likely be had been nodding at his 
watch, half asleep on this calm night 
like a man under the spell of a dull sermon 
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in Murch. O'Brian told me later that 
Deeming had more than once been caught 
dozing on his watch. In any case the 
back wall of the chart-room would have 
screened the ecuffle from Deeming. As 
for the helmsman, he oould not have left 
his wheel had there been a pitched battle 
on the deck behind him. 

Deeming was sent to the forecastle to 
finish the job begun by Ord. 

"As for this blasted diamond," the 
captain said to us, "I'll tum it over to 
authorities at the port of call." 

"Do you want me to keep it in the 
purser's safe, sir?" mewed the purser, 
Moreno. He stood there sweating, slick
ing back his oily hair. 

Janes pondered the suggestion. Finally 
he turned to me and asked my opinion, as 
a mining engineer, on the value of the 
stone. I mentioned the sum qf thirty
five thousand pounds, or double that if 
skilfully cut and polished. Janes whistled. 
He took the huge diamond from his pocket 
and rubbed it on the white, gold braided 
sleeve of his uniform. I saw the fat, 
double chinned passenger, Ferber, staring 
at it avidly. I saw the long, lean fingers of 
Moreno twitch, and his black eyes flash 
narrowly. Cartright wore only a cynical 
smile. Dutwiler yawned, looked at his 
watch as though impatient to be excused. 

"I'm responsible for the stone," Janes 
told the purser bruskly. "I'll take care of 
it myself." He seemed to have read the 
CHban's expression of greed. 

Janes himself, I thought, looked rather 
greedily upon the diamond. But then, 
the penny squeezing captain would have 
looked at a silver dollar in almost the 
same manner. It was said of him that he 
still had the first nickel he had ever 
earned. Money was his god. I knew 
that by the avidity with which he played 
auction bridge, at a cent a point, and by 
the acumen with which he had sold me 
tobacco from his chest. 

Deeming came in and announced that 
no man in the forecastle had wound or 
scratch. That was the final report, and 
gave every mn.n on the ship a clean bill of 
health. 

"It means," Captain Janes said to 
O'Brian, "that the man who went over
board was a stowav.ray ." 

O'Brian made no response, but the rest 
of us nodded assent. Since we still had 
forty-five sound men aboard, who could 
the lost man be other than an unknown 
stowaway? 

"As to the assailant who heaved the 
stowaway overboard," resumed Captain 
Janes, "we'll leave the solution of that to 
Mr. O'Brian." He smiled grimly. "Our 
mate, gentlemen," he explained, "once 
stood a three-year ·watch on the New 
York police, so I understand. Let us 
hope that his time was not wasted and 
that he learned something about criminal 
detection." 

O'Brian bowed gravely in acceptance of 
the commission. 

Moreno snickered fatuously. Janes 
glowered at him. I<'erber saw the rebuke 
and thus cut short the wisecrack which 
hovered in his own puffy lips. Dutwiler 
murmuredj a complaint about losing "so 
damned much sleep." Cartright, the 
confidence man, kept an easy poise, al
though I now noticed that he was the 
most disheveled of the lot. 

Janes asked me for the notes I had 
taken of the various alibis. I handed 
them over. The captain put them in the 
pocket of his white, gold braided ooat (he 
was always spruce and used a formal uni
form with a tightly fitting military collar) 
and remarked that he would personally 
enter the notes in the ship's log. He then 
bade us good night. 

We waited until he had ascended the 
ladder to the bridge. Ferber, Cartright, 
Dutwiler and Moreno then went back to 
their staterooms, while I lingered in the 
saloon with O'Brian. I was keen to mull 
the situation over with the mate and to 
inform him that I knew Cartright to be a 
renegade. 

"Quite likely Ferber and Dutwiler are 
birds of the same feather," he said dryly. 
"First, Mr. Anthony, what do you think 
of the stowaway idea?" 

"Certainly he was a stowaway," I ex
claimed. 
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"No," he oonteated, "there might never 
have been a. stowaway. The blighter 
might have fallen into the sea and then 
reboarded the ship." 

"How?" 
"'The after-deck scuppera are barely 

above water line.'' he reminded. "Those 
low scuppers, or the rail itself, or even the 
log line of dead reckoning which trails 
aport, offer three poseibilities for a. drown
ing man to get a handhold. He might 
have pulled himself aboard." 

"But the blood stain," I objected. "No 
man among us had shed blood." 

"That seems to upset me," admitted 
O'Bria.n. "Frankly I'm stumped about 
the blood stain. On the other &COre, it's 
hard for me to accept the theory of a. 
stowaway. We're two days out of port. 
Unless our man stowed away among bales 
of cargo in the holds, where did he stow 
a.lV&y? And if in the holds, who fed him? 
If there was no stowaway, then the head 
you saw bobbing in the 8('A wa.a the head 
of one of the forty�five known men on the 
ship." 

"In which case he must have climbed 
back on board!" 

"Exactly. Now let us sift that end of 
it:• resumed the big mate. "Suppose he 
dragged himself, wet and cold, on to the 
after-deck. At that instant I was running 
up the ladder from saloon to bridge, 
sounding the cry, 'Man overboard!' Near
ly aU hands were in the focsle. Deeming 
was in the chart-room; his helmsman was 
in the wheel-house; the engine watch was 
below; passengers, so they claim, were in 
their saloon deck cabins. And on this 
calm night there was no watch aloft or 
aft. Decks were fairly dark. 

"Immediately alter that iMta.nt a score 
of men rushed to"-ard the bridgc.J10use to 
lower boats. There was a deai of ron
fusion. Our wet man could easily have 
made the midship superstructure in the 
gloom, M one of the group concentrating 
there, either from curiosity or to lend a 
hand. In the oonfusion be could have 
made his own quarter�� and changed 
clothea." 

"Yes," I agreed, "and be oould ha.ve 

chucked his wet ·clothes into the sea." 
''Aye," assented the mate wryly. 

"That's the trouble with clues 3t soo.. All 
a man needs to: do to erase a clue i<Jto heave 
it overboard. Once our man wa.s in dry 
clothes, he could have joined any group on 
the ship, the men on the poop or the men 
at the davits." 

''Except that he was, or had been, shed
ding blood!" I persisted. 

"Aye, the red stain on the upper deck 
contradicts every theory except that a 
stowaway was loet at sea. But hang it, 
Mr. Anthony, I can't quite believe in a 
stowaway." 

I mentioned that Ferber, Dutwiler and 
Cartright had boon very slow in making 
a.n appearance a.ftcr tho cry ha.d been 
raised. 

"All three will bear watching," he 
agreed. "As for us, we're in the position 
of trying to solve a crime which we <'AD't 
even ciaSBify. We can't call it robbery, 
since the diamond has been recovered and 
delivered to the captain. We can't call it 
murder, since we don't know any one was 
drowned. We can't even say whether 
the man who dropped the diamond in at 
my porthole was the man who originally 
brought the etone aboard, or a man who 
an instant earlier had ana.tched it from 
another." 

Below us the engines were thrumming; 
we were pounding ahead at full epeed. 
Two bells sounded-one o'clock in the 
morning. We were now many leagues 
onward from the spot where I had seen 
the bobbing head in the sea. 

O'Brian and I remained in the ij&.loon 
for another ten minutes, tackling every 
angle of the mystery. Directly above us 
were the bridge and chart-room, and oc
casionally we could hear the tramp of 
Third Mate Ord as he paced his wa.tch on 
the bridge. Too bad that Deeming, at 
four bells, hadn't been" walking his watch 
with like vigilance. If 80 he would prob
ably have reached the scene of the scuffle, 
back of the chart-room, in time to see the 
assailant making his 68C8.pe. 

I suggested that this escape must have 
been down one of the aft compa.nions, 
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since O'Brian had immediately rushed up 
the forward ladder to the bridge. 

"No," corrected O'Brian, "the assailant 
might have stood pat. That is, he could 
have stepped into the shadow between the 
funnels, in the center of the bridge deck. 
In a few minutes there were a score of us 
at the davits; our assailant could have 
joined the group of us, as though sum
moned either by curiosity or duty. You 
undentand that our imperative job at 
the moment was not to look for the man 
aboard, but to look for the man in the 
sea." 

"Mr. O'Brian! Mr. O'Brian!" 
We heard the mate's name shrieked 

ahrilly, twi�, from the bridge directly 
over us. The hails came in the excited 
voice of Ord, the third mate. 

HARDLY had the echo died 
when O'Brian was dashing up 
through the companion to the 
bridge. I was in his wn.ke. 

Ord's hail had been more than urgent; it 
had held a note of panic. 

When we reached the bridge we did not 
see Ord. We looked quickly into the 
chart-room. It was empty except for 
Willie Peel. Willie Peel was the thirteen
year..old cabin boy, who should have boon 
asleep in the galley. 

There was a helmsman in the wheel
house, of course. He was gripping the 
wheel, perforce looking forward and down 
into the binnacle. 

"Mr. Ord wants you at the Old Man's 
cabin, Mr. O'Brian," the helmsman shout
ed out at us. "I think the Old Man's 
been done in." 

We raced around the corner of the 
chart--room to the open deck behind it. 
Past the funnels, we saw the captain's 
cabiq. Ord stood there, banging at the 
doo.r. 

"It's locked," bawled Ord to O'Brian. 
We reached it. It was a cabin of two 

small roo�ru�, en •uite, the unused room 
having been occupied in her lifetime by 
the captain's wife. It was the forward 
room and its porthole was both closed and 
dark. The other porthole showed light 

from within. Moroover, it was open. 
O'Brian took one look through it, then 
sprang to assist Ord in crashing the door. 

There was a narrow aisle of dock be-
tween the door and the starboard rail, so 
narrow that Ord and O'Brian had no 
chance for long lunges in their efforts to 
crash the door. While they battered on it, 
I peered through the open, lighted port
hole, seeing the thing which Ord and 
O'Brian had alroo.dy observed. 

I saw Captain Janes stretched on the 
floor, face down, his head bleeding. He 
was fully dressed in his white, braided 
uniform, with its tight fitting military 
collar, just as we had last seen him an hour 
ago. He was motionless, apparently 
dead. Beyond him I could see a small 
stool safe, the door swinging wide open. 

Crash! The stateroom portal gave 
way under the mighty assaults: of O'Brian. 
He plunged in like an ox, Ord and I in his 
wake. 

There lay Janes, his head in a small pool 
of blood-but he was not dead. He now 
moved slightly and we heard him groan. 

On the floor near him lay a pearl 
handled revolver. It could not have been 
fired, because no one had heard a shot. 
It was not the revolver found at four bells 
near the port rail of the open bridge deck, 
because O'Brian had kept that one in his 
pocket all this intervening while. Nor 
was it the captain's own pistol, because 
the weapons of all the ship's officers were 
automatics. 

O'Brian was bending over Janes with a 
wet cloth. Again I heard the captain 
groan. Ord was roaching to pick up the 
pearl handled re\'olver whon O'Brian 
ordered him sharply to let it lie. in case 
there was a fingerprint on it. He told 
Ord to summon Chief Engineer Nuerder, 
through the tube from bridge to engine 
room. 

Ord stepped out. O'Brian had rolled 
Janes over on his back. Janes opened his 
eyes. He was pale. There was a red gash 
just over his temple. His fists had been 
clenched. I saw him bring them up, open 
them and stare at his empty palms. 

"Who was it, sir?"�urged O'Brian. 
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Janes pointed feebly to an inner door, 
which was ajar, leading to the other cabin 
of the suite. 

"He stepped in from there," whispered 
Janes huskily, "and bashed me on the 
head. He made off with the diamond." 

Nuerder arrived with Ord. It devel
oped that we carried no ship's doctor, be
cause of the same economy which caused 
us to carry neither wireless nor search
light. But the Swede engineer N uerder 
was known to have skill at rude surgery. 
He attended to Janes. He reported that 
the captain had been struck twice on the 
head with some blunt instrument, possibly 
the barrel of a gun. 

The mate searched Janes, to make cer
tain the diamond was gone and to learn 
whether the thief had taken other loot, 
such as the captain's watch or wallet. 
The watch and wallet were intact. but the 
diamond was gone. 

The safe door was wide open. It was a 
tiny private safe, where the captain kept 
such personal funds and papers as he did 
not wish to entrust to the purser. 

Our first thought was that the assailant 
had looted the safe. An examination 
proved, however, that it had not been 
touched. There was petty change in it; 
we also found eighty pounds in gold coin. 
I recalled that the captain had charged 
me twenty pounds for my passage, which 
I had paid in gold. Quite likely Ferber, 
Cartright and Dutwiler had done the 
same, which would account for the eighty 
pounds in gold. 

Janes was now resting on his bunk. 
Ord told us that he had been summoned 
by the cabin boy, who had appeared 
miraculously on the bridge at shortly 
after two bells. We left Nuerder attend
ing Janes, and repaired to the chart-room 
to get the cabin boy's story. 

First, Ord told his own, Ord was a life
long sailor, sixty-five years old, weazened, 
a midget in stature. He was uneducated, 
recently promoted; in fact this was his 
first voyage out of the forecastle. He told 
us that Captain Janes, upon leaving us in 
the saloon, had ascended to the bridge. 
There he remarked to Ord that while all 

the testimony was fresh in his mind, he, 
Janes, \\'Ould copy it into the ship's log. 

The log book was in the chart-room. 
Janes entered the chart-room, sat down, 
and was nearly an hour writing in the log 
book. All this while Ord had paced the 
bridge, just in front of the chart-room and 
just back of the helmsman. At two bells 
Jarles completed his record. He stepped 
out on the bridge and suggested that Ord 
look the log entries over. Ir Ord could 
think of anything which had been omit
ted he was to speak to the captain about 
it in the morning. 

Whereupon the captain had passed 
around the comer of the chart-room aft 
toward his cabin. Ord entered the chart
room to peruse the log. Ord found that 
the captain's notations had gone into the 
most minute details concerning the dia
mond and the man overboard. While Ord 
sat there at the chart-room table reading 
these entries, he was astounded by the 
appearance of Willie Pool, the cabin 
boy • . .  

We now entered the chart-room to in
terrogate Willie Peel. 

The boy was only half dressed, and 
barefoot. 

"I was in my bunk off the galley," he 
told us, "when the captain's buzzer 
ringed right in my ears." 

"What?" cried O'Brian. "You say the 
captain buzzed for you at two bells in the 
morning?" 

O'Brian then turned to me and ex
plained about the buzzer. The captain 
occasionally took his meals in his cabin; 
oflen he took a cup of coffee between 
meals. For the alertness of this service 
there was a buzzer connecting with the 
galley. 

"It was the first time 'e 'ad ever rung 
for me that late," testified Willie. "But I 
thought, account of all the row tonight, 'e 
might need a cup of coffee. I went up, by 
the aft starboard companion, to find out. 
The Old Man's door, I mean the captain's 
door, sir, was locked. But 'is porthole 
was open and 'is room was lit. I looked in. 
I could 'ardly see him. I 'ad to stand on 
tiptoes before I could see 'im on the floor. 



MYSTERY SlllP 

"There 'e lay, sir, on 'is face, blood 
comin' from 'is head. His safe was open. 
I run quick as I could to the bridge to tell 
the watch. I eeen the watch officer inside 
the chart--room, reading the log. 

�
'Come 

quick; there's 'ell to ps.y, sir,' says I. 
'Wot's up?' saya 'e. 'The capta.in buzzed 

Janes had dived towa.rd this row of 
buzzers and wasn't sure which one be had 
pressed. At that instant he was whacked 
on the head. Next he knew we were all 
bending ovef' him and the diamond was 
gone. 

for me,' says I, 'and when I got there-' " � THE pearl handled pistol was 
Ord spoke up in his own defense. -. still lying on the 8oor, un· 
"The blasted kid was blubbering.'' he touched. O'Brian picked it up 

told O'Brian. "He was ll8 white as a carefully by the tip of the bar-
windjammer in full eheet and I had to rel and examined it under the light. It 
shake him. That's how rome it took me had not been fired, though fully loaded. 
maybe three minutes to get hia story. It was M. .88 six--shooter. The other gun, 
When I got it, I eang out for you and the one found at four bells on the bridge 
dashed aft to the Old Man's cabin!' deck, had likewise been a .38, but with a 

O'Brian told Ord to remain at hUt post. black bone handle. 
We went back to see how Nuerder was ''Thilf time I get a break," O'Brian said 
getting along with JaneB. Janes was rest. - with a. pletl.8ed smile. ''There is a finrt 
ing easily and assured us that he was only class thumbprint on the pearl handle of 
sc.ratched. He breathed deeply with re- this gun. There wasn't any a.t a.ll on the 
liel when we told him that the contents of other. We can't find out who touched 
his pockets and private sa.fe were intact. that one last. but we can find out who 

He told O'Brian that he had put in touched this one last. I'll get thumb4 
nearly an hour writing the fint crime into prints from all hands aboard." 
the log, going into detail for two rcaaons: He took the bone handled gun from his 
first, to aid port authorities in solving the pocket and placed it, for safe keeping, in 
diamond mystery; second, to make it the captain'il safe. He wasaboutto place 
dear that every rea.BOnable effort had the pearl handled one beside it when he 
been exhausted to rescue the man who decided that he had better not let the 
had gone overboard into the sea. thumbprint out of his po89C88ion until it 

Janet� bad then repaired to his cabin. was photographed. Accordingly he bor4 
Its door stood open, but he had naturally rowed a cigar box from the captain, very 
10 left it at four bellS" upon dashing out in carefully put the pearl handled gun in it, 
response to the shot. This was the first thumbprint up, and retained the box 
time he had returned. under his arm. 

He entered, closed the door, which au- He locked the safe on the bone handled 
tornatically locked upon closing by virtue gun. 
of a spring latch on the inside. He im- Nuerder had bandaged the ca.pta.in•s 
mediately lft.Ooped over his safe. opened head. 
it for the purpose o£ stowing awa.y the 'Tm all right," Janes told him. "A 
diamond. sailor gets used to ba.rd knocks." He dis-

Just then a man stepped out of the missed Nuerder. 
other cabin of the suite, the one used That left only Janes, O'Brian and my-
years ago by his wife, and cracked Janes eel£ in the cabin. 
on tbe head. Ja.nes had not seen his face, "What do you think of it now?" in-
but he had heard the step behind him an quired Janes wryly of the mate. 
instant before the blow fell. In a flash he "I think, sir, we'll ha.ve the scoundrel 
had 90ught to summon help. Near his by the heels in sharp order. You see, of 
band wa& & row of buzzers. one to the course, what happened. All ha.nds saw 
mate'• room. one to the engine room, one you take ch&rge of the dia.mond. All 
to the puniCI''s office. one to the galley. hands heard Mr. Antbony'a opinion tha.t 
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it was worth a prince's ransom. Some 
one decided to steal it. When we dis
persed, the thief stole up to the bridge 
deck by one of the aft companions. You 
ascended by the forward ladder and spent 
an hour writing in the log. That gave the 
thief his chance." 

"Aye," agreed Janes. "My cabin door 
was open. He crept in and waited in 
there." Janes thumbed toward the in
terior door. 

O'Brian now stepped into that second 
room, to investigate the slim possibility 
that the thief might still be there. He 
rejoined us, reporting that it was empty. 

"Naturally it would be. The thief 
lurked there all the hour during which the 
captain wrote in the log. Probably his 
idea was merely to spy out where the 
captain secreted the diamond, then wait 
for the captain to go to sleep. Then he 
could take the stone and make away with
out violence. But when he saw the dia
mond was going to be locked in a safe, he 
knew he couldn't crack the safe without 
·waking the captain. So he stepped out 
and struck, on the spot." 

"Naturally he didn't shoot," I sug� 
gested, "since a shot would have been 
heard by Ord in the chart-room." 

"Aye," agreed the mate. "And as the 
captain went down, we can picture the 
fellow snatching for the diamond with one 
hand and with the other hand trying to 
prevent the captain from thumbing a 
buzzer. Doing so, he dropped his gun. 
In his funk to get away he neglected to 
retrieve the gun and hurl it overboard. 
He knew 9Jme one would respond to the 
buzzer." 

We agreed that retreat must have been 
by one of the aft companions; otherwise 
the man would have risked Ord in the 
chart�room. O'Brian remarked that it 
should be quite simple to identify the 
owner of the pearl handled gun. 

Just then we heard footsteps approach� 
ing across the bridge deck. The tall figure 
of Dutwiler appeared in the doorway. 

Dutwiler wore a bathrobe over pajamas. 
Beneath the skirt of this robe I saw that 
his shoes were unlaced and that he wus 

without socks. His long, narrow face was 
as dour as usual. 

"What seems to be the trouble?" he in� 
quired grumpily of O'Brian. 

"What made you think there was 
trouble?" countered the mate. 

"I heard a lot of running about, and 
excited voices." Dutwiler was now star
ing at the bandages on the captain's head. 
"Anything I can do to help?" he offered. 

It occurred to me that Dutwiler might 
really have come up to find out whether 
or not Janes was past help. Naturally 
the recent assailant did not know whether 
or not he had killed Janes. Or he 
might be on edge to know whether 
Janes could give information which would 
identify the crook. I watched Dutwiler 
like a hawk. His expression told me ab
solutely nothing. 

"You might help," suggested O'Brian 
coldly, "by stating whether or not you 
own a pearl handled .SS pistol." 

"I certainly do not. Why?" 
"Some one clubbed Captain Janes 

senseless with such a gun, and stole the 
diamond.''  

Dutwiler blinked. 
"Have you searched the crew?" he in

quired vacuously. 
"Haven't had time." O'Brian told him. 

"But we may be sure the thief isn't fool 
enough to keep the loot on his person, or 
in his quarters, or in any concealment 
which would suggest his own guilt. Un� 
less he threw it overboard, it's on the 
ship and we'll find it." 

"What's up? Ah-por Dioa!" 
The exclamation came from the lyn.:r-: 

eyed purser, Moreno, who appeared fully 
dressed. in our midst. He stood in the 
portal gaping at the captain's bandaged 
head. 

THE MATE que<rtioned him. 
Moreno claimed that he had 
bwn checking over accounts, 
which explained why he was 

fully dressed at this late hour. His ex� 
plainings seemed to me overdone in d� 
tail, and he was in the midst of them when 
we were suddenly joined by Cartright. 
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Cartright was dl'Uised exactly as we 
had last seen him in the saloon. That is 
he was without coat and wore blue serge 
trousers and a white shirt. What made 
me intensely alert wa..s that the shirt was 
now conspicuously soiled. There were 
bluk smudges on it and another black 
smudge on the tip of Cartrigbt's nose. It 
was as though he had stood tightly against 
and facing some 800ty wall. 

Mter all, Cutright was the one man 
aboa.rd with a. known shady reputation. 
He saw me &taring at the smudge on 
the tip of his nose. Quick u a flash he 
pulled out a handkerchief and rubbed 
it off. 

His shirt, however, was still smudged. 
I might have thought he had slid along a 
dirty deck on his chest and not�e, except 
tha.t the Good HO]J#'8 decks were never 
dirty. They were swabbed every day. 
Where on this shipshape ship could a. man 
so 110il his shirt and nose, unless he ha.d 
been prowling in Mmesuch outofthe way 
corner as. for instance. one of the cargo 
holds? 

My suspicions of Cartright became 
more acute than ever. If Outright had 
stolen the diamond, certainly he would 
have had to hide it immediately in some 
ea.ehe which would not point to his own 
guilt, if found. 

Meanwhile O'Brian was questioning 
him. Cartright professed ignorance of 
any pea.rl handled pistol. 

O'Drian then 8Wllmoned Willie Peel 
from the chart-room. 

"Willie," the mate inquired, "your 
duties include the tidying up of the pas
sengCf'8' staterooms, do they not?" 

"Yes, sir. I've tidied up the cabins 
._ch morning, sir." 

"Doing so, did you ever 8<le this?" 
O'Brian opened his cigar bo:r. and showed 
the pearl handled .38 pistol to the cabin 
boy. 

The boy looked at it, then nodded 
vigorously in the affirmative. 

"Why, yes, sir. It belongs to Mr. Fer. 
ber, sir. 'E sl.eepwwith it under 'is pillow; 
I've aeen it the larst two mornin� when 
I've made 'is bunk." 

Ferber! Least of all would I have sug.. 
pectcd the talkative, double chinned 
Ferber. Yet here he was definitely identi. 
fled as the owner of the gun. 

At that instant Ferber himself ap
peared at the doorway of the captain's 
cabin. He was out of breath, in bare 
feet, and wore only pajamas. 

''I went to sleep an hour ago," he told 
u11. "I'd locked my door; in fact I mean 
to keep it locked, now that I know there's 
been skullduggery aboard." 

All this while he was staring at the open 
cigar box. exposing the gun, which was 
held by O'Brian. Ferber- had launched 
into his alibi, I later remembered, without 
even being asked for it. His words con
tinued in a rush: 

"I woke up three minutes ago; in fact 
my nel'VCS have been all shot since four 
bells. and -I'd slept restlessly. I couldn't 
get my mind off that dirty work at four 
bells. So when I woke up three minutes 
ago I decided to make sure the pistol, 
which I a.lways keep under my pillow, was 
loa.ded. I reached for it and, dammit, it 
was gone!" 

Ferber was pale and seemed genuinely 
frightened. He now pointed to the cigar 
box held by O'Brian. 

"Why, there it ist" he cried. "Where 
did you find it?" His eyes shifted to 
Captain Janes, who was sitting on his 
bunk with his head bandaged. 

"When had you last seen the pistol?" 
inquired O'Brian. 

Ferber assured us that the pistol had 
been under his pillow, safe enough, at four 
bells, at the instant of the shot on the 
bridge deck. He knew this because he had 
been on the p:>int of taking it with him 
when he went out to see what was going 
on. On a moment's reflection he had 
thought it wouldn't look well for him to go 
dashing around the decks with a gun in 
his hand, right after that shot. So he had 
gone out unarmed. 

It was midnight when he returned to 
hHI room and locked the door. He retired 
without looking under his pillow to see if 
the gun was there. 

"Certainly the gun was swiped from my 
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room," he said, "between ten o'clock and 
midnight." 

"Naturally you'd claim it was swiped," 
jeered Curtright. 

"If it was," said O'Brill.n, "there's a 
thumbprint on the butt plate that will 
tell who took it. In no case is there any 
chance for the crook to get away with 
either his rough stuff or the diamond. It's 
not as if we were on land, where a man 
would have an entire continent to hide 
himself and his loot. A four hundred and 
forty foot bottom by a fifty-three foot 
beam-that's as far as our man can range." 

"Maybe he didn't range half an inch," 
suggested Dutwilcr in a tone of impu
dence, his eyes on the captain. "Maybe 
this assault was faked. Maybe there 
never was any intruder in the captain's 
cabin." 

Before Janes could retort, O'Brian 
himself nipped this theory in the bud. 

''The presence of Ferber's gun," he 
assured us, "fixes the fact of an intruder. 
Perber either lies to us or he tells us the 
truth. If he lies to us, we must con
clude that he is guilty himself. If he tells 
us the truth, we must know that the gun 
was stolen from his room between four 
and eight bells. 

"Now it just happens that Captain 
Janes could not have stolen that gun be
tween ten and twelve o'clock. m:ty? 
Because there was never an instant of 
those two hours when he wasn't in the 
company of other officers of the ship. 

"At the first shot, at four bells, he 
rushed out and joined Deeming. Ord 
and Nucrder appeared. These officers re-. 
mained in a group until the lifeboats re
turned to the ship. In company they 
went down to the saloon to hold court. 
The captain was there, presiding, until 
eight bells. For no instant between four 
and eight bells was he alone." 

The captain did not rebuke Cartright 
for insinuating his own guilt. Instead: 

"In fact, Mr. Cartright has as much 
right to suspect me as I have to suspect 
Mr. Cartright. Get to the bottom of this, 
Mr. O'Brian, without respect to rank. 
Just now my head is throbbing and I 

want to rest. Send these passengers down 
to the saloon, and get full statements from 
them. In the morning give me a full 
report." 

"Gentlemen, please wait for me in the 
saloon," directed O'Brian. 

Cartright, Ferber, Dutwiler and Mo.. 
reno filed out. O'Brian lingered for a word 
with Captain Janes. 

"We'll not find the diamond in the 
thiers stateroom," he said. "Our only 
real clue is the thumbprint on the gun's 
butt plate. First thing in the morning 
I'll get fingerprints from all hands." 

"Good. I hope you haven't forgotten 
what you learned on the New York police 
force," said Janes with a smile. "Good 
night." 

O'Brian and I left for the saloon. The 
mate held the cigar box gingerly hori
zontal as he went down. He told me we 
mustn't let the gun out of our possession 
until the thumbprint was photographed. 

Awaiting us in the saloon were Moreno 
and Dutwiler. O'Brian inquired sharply 
for Ferber and Cartright. 

Just then }'erber appeared, through the 
passage leading from the row of port state
rooms. He wore an overcoat over his 
pajamas. 

"Sinoo I've got to sit up all night being 
quizzed," he explained, "I wanted an 
outer garment." 

A moment later Cartright appeared. 
He now wore an old sweater-the kind 
that slips over the head. He gave the 
same excuse as Ferber for stopping at his 
cabin en route to the saloon. 

"Do you want me to hang around?" in
quired Moreno fawningly of O'Brian. 

"By all means," the mate told him 
curtly. "You will all stand by while I 
search a few pockets and a few cabins." 

"If you find that stone in my pockets or 
my cabin," chirped }�erber indignantly, 
"then somebody planted it." 

"Not a chance in a million I'll find it on 
you or on any one else," admitted the 
mate. "Still, you've got to be searched." 

Dutwiler wore nothing except a bath 
robe over pajamas. He peeled off the 
robe and tossed it to O'Brian. 
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"Search that and be damned," he 
challenged. He turned the pockets of his 
pajamas inside out. 

O'Brian gravely soo.rched them all. He 
found no diamond. He then handed me 
the cigar box to take care of in his ab
sence, told us all to wait in the saloon and 
went back to search cabins. 

We sat there for an hour. No one 
spoke except Ferber. Ferber began to 
complain because we didn't have a com
petent detective aboard. It was all 
nonsense, he said, to expect the lubberly 
mate of a tramp freighter, at sea, to 
solve an intricate crime. Ferber then 
launched into the a.coount of a diamond 
robbery in Cape Town years ago, an 
enigma -which had baffled the police until 
Ferber himself had lent them a hand. 

His boasting got on my nerves. Dut. 
wiler sneered. Moreno snickered as
ininely, though fidgeting uneasily all the 
while. Cartright kept a. poker face. 

• �� us. To my surprise he brought 
� FINALLY O'Brian returned to 

t) ���i!!� �c n;�� cili::
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the table and they proved to be a gray 
fta.nnel shirt, a blue serge coat, gray 
trousers and a one-piece union suit. 

I touched the garments. They were 
wet. Then I saw a red stain on the left 
sleeve of the Rannel shirt, between wrist 
and elbow. 

"These," announced O'Brian, "I found 
under the bunk in your cabin, Mr. Ferber. 
Are you able to explain them?" 

Ferber stared at the garments. He 
went white. The folds of his double chin 
quivered. 

"They're not mine," he bleated. He 
licked his lips and then looked wildly 
around the room. "If you found them 
under my bunk, they were planted;' he 
finished in.shrill hysteria. 

''That is more than possible," admitted 
O'Brian. "If you had worn them, I can't 
believe you'd be incautious enough to 
leave them in your cabin. Mr. Anthony, 
'trOUid you care to identify the sleeve of 
this blue serge coat?" 

I could not positively identify it, but I 
had small doubt it was the same sleeve 
which had reached through the porthole 
and dropped the diamond into the mate's 
cabin. The wearer of that sleeve had an 
instant later dropped into the._ ero, natu
rally soaking his garments. 

"The soaking was in sea water," said 
O'Brian. "I feel sure now that the man, 
scraping aJongside as the ship glided by 
him, caught a handhold on the flush 
after-deck. He reboa.rded. His first 
thought would be to get rid of the wet 
clothes. He might have tossed them 
under Ferber's bunk, Ferber having just 
gone to the poop. The man might have 
then noticed that Ferber's pillow was 
askew, exposing a pearl handled pistol. 
Our man could have easily taken this 
pistol, using it later in an assault on the 
captain." 

"Yes, yes, it couldn't have been any 
other way," chirpOO Ferber. 

"I wonder," worried O'Brian, "what 
the man did with his wet shoes and socks. 
I found no wet shoes and socks in Fer
ber's cabin, or in any other cabin." 

The mate went in tum to Ferber, Mo
rtmo, Dutwiler and Cartright, fooling 
their footwear to discover if they had 
been wet that night. He admitted that 
they had not. A wet shoe or sock would 
not have entirely dried since four bells. 

Ferber asserted that it was ridiculous to 
say the wet clOthing was his own. 

''I'm too short for those long pants," he 
cried. "They wouldn't fit." 

True, the garments seemed fit only for a 
tall man, such as Cartright, :Moreno or 
Dutwiler. More and more it looked like 
a frame on Ferber. 

O'Brian now began looking over the 
garments for some mark of identification. 
He found no laundry mark. He began 
sifting through the pockets. He found a 
pencil, a knife and a few small coins. 
Nothing el9e except a square of yellow 
paper. 

The mate smoothed out the crumpled 
wet paper, and sa.w that it was a typed 
telegram or radiogram. Or rather, it 
seemed like the copy of a telegram, since 
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there was no official heading or operator's 
initial. 

We all bent over the paper. O'Brian 
read from it: 

"ALL SHIPMASTERS OUT OF CAPE TOWN 
SINCE 28TH: 

LOOK OUT FOR 150 CARAT DIA
MOND, STOLEN; THIEF THOUGHT 
TO HAVE SHIPPED FROM CAPE 
TOWN, 28TH, 

-cAPTAIN OF THE PORT, CAPE TOWN" 

O'Brian whistled. 
''Now where does that let us off?" he 

exclaimed. "We drew anchor at Cape 
Town on the 28th. But we have no wire
less aboard, and therefore the message 
could not have been received at sea by 
this ship. How do you explain it, Mr. 
Anthony?" 

I was stumped. We were all stumped, 
unless it was that one guilty man among 
us who had worn the wet clothes. 

"I take it you found nothing incrimi
nating in my room, O'Brian," growled 
Cartright. "No diamonds? No pistols? 
No wet pants?" 

"I found nothing incriminating in your 
cabin, Mr. Cartright," admitted the 
mate. "At the same time I'm frankly 
suspicious that you stole the diamond." 

"What?" Cartright tumed savagely to 
the mate, and I could soc his eyes were 
bloodshot. "What the hell do you think 
you got on me, anyway?" 

"It's simply that you went prowling 
about the ship, in some out of the way 
quarters, right after the assault on Cap
tain Janes. The inference is that you 
were caching the loot." 

"You're a cock eyed liar and can go 
straight to-" 

Before Cartright could complete the 
insult O'Brian reached out and seized the 
man by the neck. He jerked Cartright 
violently to him, then with a mighty 
shove sent him sprawling across the 
saloon. Yet no hint of ire flashed in the 
mate's eyes as he gave this sudden gesture 
of discipline. His voice was normally 
mild as he spoke: 

"1\:lr. Cartright, keep a civil tongue in 
your head. If not, I'll box you up in 
irons. We're at sea. The captain is the 
only magistrate aboard and I'm his chief 
of police. No more back talk, from you or 
any one else." 

Cartright arose, livid. He was mutter
ing, but too discreet to voice his impre
cations aloud. Ferber was now fawning 
on O'Brian. 

"You're quite right, l\:lr, O'Brian. And 
let me help you. I'm pretty good at this 
sort of-" 

"I was saying," interrupted O'Brian 
coldly, "that 1\fr. Cartright went prowl
ing around some odd corner of the ship 
right after the diamond was stolen. Why? 
Because when he appeared there was a 
black smudge on the tip of his nose, and 
other black smudges on the breast of his 
white shirt. Where did he get them? 
Mr. Cartright, take off that sweater. ���? strip off your shirt and leave it with 

Cartright stood at bay, glaring at the 
mate. 

"No doubt," went on O'Brian, "you 
put the sweater on just now to conceal 
the smudges on your shirt. You rubbed 
the smudge off your nose when you saw 
Mr. Anthony staring at it. You realized 
that the character of the smudges might 
inform us as to just what part of the ship 
they came from. Look alive. Take off 
your shirt." 

Cartright sullenly removed both his 
sweater and his shirt. O'Brian took pos.. 
session of the shirt. He then excused 
Cartright, Moreno, Ferber and Dutwiler. 
This quartet withdrew and left me alone 
with O'Brian. 

WE ll\:11\IEDIATELY exam
ined the shirt. It was daubed 
with black smudges. Their 
character at first batHed us. 

When we rubbed them, they smeared and 
stained our fingers black. 

"That's queer," puzzled O'Brian. "We 
saw Cartright erase the smudge- from his 
nose with a single swipe. Yet these on 
the shirt arc the kind that smear. They 
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seem more like black paint, fresh and 
sticky," 

I had smudged my thumb from one of 
the black stains on the shirt. 1 tried to 
rub the stain otT with my handkerchief, 
but couldn't. It only smeared, and 
spread. How had Cartright so easily 
rubbed a similar stain from the tip of his 
nose?" 

"I have it!" exclaimed O'Brian, bang
ing a huge fist into his palm. "It's 
not the same shirt." O'Brian put the 
smudged shirt to his nose and sniffed. 
He made me do the same and the smell 
was familiar. 

"Shoe polish," announced the mate 
with conviction. "When I searched 
Cartright's cabin just now, I noticed a 
tin of shoe polish. I handled all his extra 
clothing and there was no other smudged 
shirt. Here's what happened: Cartright 
saw you staring at his nose and shirt up 
in the captain's cabin. He thus realized 
he was smudged. Maybe he looked into 
the captain's mirror. He rubbed a 
smudge, not a shoe polish smudge, off his 
nose. Then we sent our men down to the 
saloon, 

"We delayed a moment before following. 
Ferber stopped by his room and put a 
coat over his pajamas. Cartright pre-
tended to do the same. Actually Cart
right changed shirts, chucking the first 
one out his porthole. He knew we'd seen 
smudges on a shirt, so he made smudges 
on the second shirt with a few quick daubs 
of shoe polish, put on a sweater and came 
to the saloon." 

"Thus losing us the smudge clue!" I 
deplored. 

"Aye. But it proves that the smudge 
was a clue, by the very fact that he got 
rid of it." 

"How al.xmt Ferber?" 
"It looks like he was crudely framed 

twice," offered O'Brian. "Once with the 
gun and once with the wet, blood stained 
clothes." 

"Dutwiler?'' 
"Dutwiler looks capable of crime," ad

-mitted the mate, "but so far we've not a 
thing on him. As for Cartright, we would 

have a fair theoretical case against him 
except for the fact we find no wound on 
anybody's left forearm." 

"It might not have been blood," I 
offered desperately. "All is not blood 
that's red." 

"Right," he admitted, "and we got no 
chemist aboard to prove it's blood. Let's 
omit the blood stain and patch up a case. 
We'll say Cartright and Dutwiler were 
the pair who scuffled on the upper deck for 
the diamond. After a shot, Cartright 
was knocked over the mil, his hand squeez
ing the diamond. In a momentary clutch 
on my port sill, he dropped it within my 
cabin. On down he went into the sea. He 
reboarded on the after-deck. 

"He made his stateroom and changed 
clothes. His next thought was to re
cover the diamond. Naturally he wasn't 
sure which porthole he lmd dropped it 
through. It wasn't on his own floor. He 
tried l<'erber's. It wasn't there; but Fer
ber's pillow was askew and he saw the 
pearl handled gun, Next to his loot a 
crook always wants a gun, and by our 
theory Cartright had lost his own in the 
first scuffle. So he took Ferber's. 

"Later all hands were summoned to the 
saloon. You gave the diamond to the cap.. 
tain before all eyes. When we dispersed, 
Cartright went to the captain's cabin, 
waiting there in ambush. Then the as
sault. He fled with the diamond, cached 
it in some out-of.the--way corner of the 
ship, smudging his shirt and nose. He 
then appeared on the bridge deck. He 
saw that :Ferber had been incriminated 
by the pearl handled gun, so he followed 
this lead by chucking his wet clothes 
under Ferber's bunk." 

We threshed it over. The hottest trail 
led to Cartright because he had got rid of 
a smudged shirt. 

"Otherwise I'd as lief suspect Moreno," 
O'Brian said. "I never did quite trust 
that fellow. Well, it's nearly eight bells, 
when I'm due to go on watch. I'll as
sign a relief, though, and put in the four 
hours searching the ship. You, Mr. An
thony, go to bed." 

I protested, but he insisted I retire. He 
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said he wanted me to have a clear brain to 
help him on the morrow. I retired and 
slept until eight-thirty in the morning. 

TEN OF the twelve members 
of the saloon mess assembled 
for a late breakfast. The ab
senteeswereSeoondMateDeem-

ing and Second Engineer Dolan. who were 
on watch. 

Captain Elias Janes. his head still 
bandaged, took the heo.d of the table. He 
was not in nearly so bad a. humor over 
losing the diamond, since it wasn't his 
own, as he would have been had he lost 
five shillings at whist last evening. Janes 
only worshiped money when it was his 
own, He greeted us formally, ''mister
ing" every one, and made no reference to 
the events of the night. 

No one spoke of it. Ferber talked 
volubly throughout the meal, but for a 
theme he compared salt and fresh water 
fish as food, leading up to the tale of a 
giant shark he had once knifed while 
swimming off Cape Town. Cartright, to 
my surprise, was in a changed mood. Far 
from glowering, he spoke quite civilly to 
O'Brian. Of course, be did not know that 
we had penetrated his ruse of deception 
with the shoo polish. 

Moreno snickered an applause at Fer
ber's shark story. The engineers, Nuer
der and Johnson, ate hurriedly and left 
the saloon. 

When the others were gone O'Brian 
and I held a conference with the captain. 
We told him about the wet clothing and 
the smudged shirt. Janes admitted that 
the man thought to have been drowned 
might have regained the ship; and again 
he commissioned the first mate to take 
complete charge of the investigation. 

"Just as though this Ship," he added, 
••were London town and you were the 
head detective at Scotland Yard. I'm 
magistrate; you will bring your findings 
to me.'' 

O'Brian explained that at daylight he 
had summoned Dolan, whose personal 
hobby was photography and who owned a 
camera. They bad taken a dozen close-

ups of the thumbprint on the gun. Dolan 
was now developing the films, on his 
watch below. and surely there'd be one 
good one in the bunch. $)'Brian added 
that he had put in four hours looking for 
the diamond, without success. · 

During the morning every man of the 
Corty-five on board was summoned for 
fingerprints. No one was excepted. All 
hands, cabin boy to captain inclusive, and 
all passengers, were made to press their 
thumbs on a sheet of paper after pressing 
on an ink pad. Each paper was labeled 
with the subject's name. 

While waiting for Dolan to develop his 
films, O'Brian and I went up to the chart
room. We found Captain Janes writing 
studiously in the log, entering a second 
chapter to his record of the crimes. Janes 
asked us to read it over and add anything 
omitted, but we could find nothing. We 
could only applaud the captain's rigid ad
herence to detail. There were no guesses 
in his loggings-nothing but known facts. 

Anon Dolan appeared with one good 
photograph out of twelve tries. It was a. 
closeup of a. powdered thumbprint on the 
butt plate of a pearl handled gun. 

"I'm no expert at this fingerprint stuff," 
O'Brian admitted to us. .. But time is no 
groot object. We are going to be at sea 
for weeks and before we make port I'll 
know which man owns the guilty thumb." 

He retired to his cabin to make the 
comparisons. 

When I saw him at noon he told me that 
so far he had only eliminated four men. 
He had begun with the four men known to 
have boon on the bridge deck at two bells. 
That is, Ord, who had been watch officer 
at two bells; Trask, who had been helms
man at two bells; Willie Pool, who had 
answered the buzzer, and the captain 
himself. 

"None of those four made the thumb
print on the butt plate," O'Brian told me. 

At evening mess he told me that the 
comparisons were getting along painfully 
slow. 

"I'm a. rank amateur at fingerprints, 
.Mr. Anthony," he confessed. "I've 
eliminated Ferber and Dutwiler. My 
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sample of Cartright's thumb is not good 
and I've ordered another one. I'm not 
quite satisfied with Moreno's, either." 

When I went to bed at eleven that night 
he was still poring over the whorls of hu
man thumbprints. He might be slow, 
but I knew he'd be sure in the end. 

On northwesterly steamed the freighter 
Good Ilope. However cursed we were 
with crime aboard, we were blessed 
magnificently with fair skies and seas. 
All next day I paced the bridge deck, 
eager for a report from O'Brian. 

Were we to be isolated for weeks with 
this mystery? Must we bequeath it in 
the end to the skill of some sleuth at port? 
I hoped not, for my sympathies were 
keenly with O'Brian. I paced the deck 
and fretted, while the black smoke trailed 
in our wake and while we crawled eternal
ly on toward ever receding horizons. 

Another day passed. All O'Brian 
would say was that there were a few 
thumb samples he wasn't sure of, and he 
didn't want to go off half cocked. At 
times he quit his study of them to search 
the ship. In this he enlisted the help of 
Dolan, whom he trusted more than any 
other subordinate officer. From bow to 
stern, from stacks to keelson, the ship was 
searched without discovery of the huge 
diamond. 

I began to fear that the thief, in his 
funk, had heaved the thing overboard. 

Another day passed. And another. 
O'Brian took complete new sets of thumb
prints and waB at it again. 

On we steamed up the sea, at never less 
than seven knots and at never. more than 
ten. We passed no vessel, Cape Town to 
Savannah not being on any beaten track 
of transport. We sighted no life except 
the life of the sea. Once a flying fish, fail
ing to hurdle the ship, landed upon the 
fore-deck and lay there gasping. I recall 
that Dutwiler went down and picked it 
up. He waved it at me, calling out 
cynically: , 

"Well, here's another poor fish! That 
makes forty-six of us, all in the same 
lboat." 

: Social intercourse in the saloon mess 

was stilted, with an undercurrent o( irrita
bility. Cartright, strangely, became a 
little more affable all the while, however. 
Directly after morning mess Janes would 
ask the mate-

"Anything new, Mr. O'Brian?" 
Upon receiving a negative reply the 

captain would go up and enter in the log: 

Diamond stillmissing; thief still at large onthe 
ship; identity unknown. 

Finally O'Brian reported definitely, in 
the presence of us all, that the guilty 
thumb did not belong to any of the forty
five men aboard. 

Whereupon Janes immediately went 
back to the stowaway theory, the stowa
way having been dro.wncd at sea. 

"Either that," agreed O'Brian, "or else 
the thumb mark was left on the gun be
fore we drew anchor at Cape Town." 

We seemed to be at the end of a blind 
alley. Cartright p_erked up more and 
more, now that he had passed the thumb
print test. He did not know we had pene
trated his ruse of shifting shirts. 

r-;; ONE EVENING Cartright 
suggested a game of cards. In 
fact 0e first evening out of 
Cape Town we had had a four-

some of cards in the captain's cabin, Janes 
at all times being on the qui t-ive for petty 
winnings. Janes and Cartright had 
trimmed O'Brian and me very soundly at 
auction bridge. Janes was an expert at it, 
always winning. Cartright I knew to be 
an experienced gambler. O'Brian and I 
had been fleece for their shearing. 

The night following that game had 
been the night of the two assaults, and 
hence there had been no cards since. 

"\Veil, now that I'm proved innocent," 
remarked Cartright on the first evening 
after all thumbprints had been given a 
clror bill, "what about a game of cards?" 

To my surprise, O'Brian accepted. 
Janes wa.s eager to win a few shillings and 
thus we had the game. The play, as 
before, was in the captain's cabin. The 
mate and I lost every rubber. 

The next evening we had another game. 
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And the next. 
All this while Ferb,er was getting chum

my with Moreno. I thought that was 
because the pu�Ser was the only one will
ing to liste;n to Ferber's stories. General 
conversation at the mess was less stilted 
now. Ferber led it, .and had evolved a 
dozen fantastic theories about the case. 

He was parading them one evening at 
mess when all of us, except Moreno, 
walked out on him. The captain went 
above. The engineers went below. 
O'Brian, Dutwiler, Cartright and I went 
to our several cabins. I read from a book 
about five minutes. Then Cartright 
knocked at my door and asked for a tube 
of shaving paste. I knew that it was his 
custom to shave once a day, right after 
evening mess. I gave him a tube of 
paste. ?. 

My book bored me. I went forward to . 
the saloon. Moreno and Ferber were 
still there, Moreno yessing the theories of 
Ferber. This bored me more than the 
book� so shortly I went up for a walk on 
the bridge deck. 

Captain Janes called to me from within 
his eabin. When I entered I found him 
setting up his eard table. He asked me if 
I felt like playing bridge. 

I didn't. But when a ship's captain 
suggests a card game it is almost equiva
lent to a command. I offered to take a 
hand and he asked me to summon the 
mate and Cartrigh�. 

I went down through the forward com
panion to the saloon. Ferber was there 
alone. I did not ask hini what had be
come of Moreno. Passing down the aisle, 
I glanced in at Moreno's open door. He 
wasn't there, but he might have been in 
the room adjacent, which was his office. 
The next cabin was O'Brian's. O'Brian 
wasn't there, but a moment later he ap
peared. He had been below for a word· 
with Dolan. O'Brian agreed without 
enthusiasm to play auction. We stepped 
two ·more doors down the passage to sum
mon Cartright. 

I knocked on Cartright's door, O'Brian 
pausing with me to wait for a reply. 

"'The captain's all set for another game 

tonight, Cartright," I 'Called out. "What 
do you say?•' 

"Sure thing," we heard Cartright re
spond nasally from within. "Tell the 
Old Man I'll be up just as soon as I finish 
shaving .. " 

O'Brian and I went immediately to the 
aft port ladder. The last door we passed 
was Dutwiler's. It was closed. 

We ascended immediately to the bridge 
deck, turning in at the captain's cabin. 
Captain Janes was seated at his card 
table, riflling cards. We told him that 
Cartright would be up directly he finished 
shaving, and sat down to wait. 

Five minutes passed. Ten. Fifteen. 
Captain Janes, keen for his expected trib
ute of petty winnings, became a trifle 
impatient. He did not like to be kept 
waiting. He looked at his watch. It was 
8 :16. 

H·ere on the verge of Capricorn, at that 
hour, it was after dark. It was another 
still night, warmer than usual. There was 
no roll, and you could hardly feel the 
pitch of the ship. 

Another ten minutes passed. Still 
Cartright failed to appear.. _ 

·�'It's taking him a blamed long time to 
shave," complained Janes peevishly. 

It occurred for me that it was out of 
character for Cartright, a gambler, to 
keep a card game waiting. Especially 
when his opponents were to be such easy 
marks as O'Brian and myself. We wait
ed. One bell struck from the bridge. 

An odd prescience of disaster crept over 
me, and I could see that it was shared by 
both O'Brian and Janes. 

''Maybe we'd better see what's keeping 
him,, suggested the mate soberly. 

Far below us the engines thrummed. 
Beyond that there was no sound on ship 
or sea.. A tension grew among us, hard to 
explain. Perhaps we werP all thinking 
that since there had been t wo  weird as
saults aboard this vessel, there might now 
be a third; We were all pretty sure that 
Cartright was in some way connected 
with that mysterious diamond • ... 

In the end we arose abruptly, and in 
company descended to the saloon deck. 
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We went to Cartright's door, where 
O'Brian knocked. No answer. He called 
to Cartright. No answer. He tried the 
door. It was locked. 

Just then I stifled a shriek. The pas
sage was lighted. Looking down, I saw a 
thin dark ribbon of fluid creeping out from 
beneath Cartright's door. I pointed. 
The others saw it. O'Brian stooped and 
touched the crecklet with his finger. It 
was sticky. It was blood. 

Without a word the big mate dived 
forward, crashing his muscular shoulder 
against the door. 

The door resisted. There was a fire ax 
on the passage wall. O'Brian took it and 
hacked a hole through the panel of the 
door. Through this he reached a hand, 
releasing the spring lock which locked the 
portal from the inside. We plunged in, 
halting abruptly at sight of Cartright. He 
was dead. We knew instantly that he had 
been brutally murdered. 

He lay crumpled on his cabin floor. 
O'Brian stooped and reported definitely 
that he was dead. He wasn't shot. He 
had been cracked over the skull. Re
volted, I turned away. Later I learned 
that the assault had been much similar to 
that which had floored the captain two 
nights out of Cape Town. The differ� 
ence was that in this case the clubbing 
had been fatal. 

There was no pistol or other weapon 
about. O'Brian said that the instrument 
of assault might have been any heavy 
club. The murderer had either taken it 
away with him or else chucked it out 
through the porthole. 

This porthole was naturally open on a 
warm night. No human adult could have 
entered through its ten�inch diameter. 
The door had been locked. Locking the 
door upon retreat would ha.ve been simple 
enough for the murderer; he could have 
set the' spring lock and then merely pulled 
the door to behind him. 

When I had called to Cartright earlier, 
and he had answered me, I had not tried 
the door to see whether it was locked. 
Probably not, since he had only gone in to 
shave. 

r Captain Janes was completely un� 
nerved. He told O'Brian to post a guard 
over the evidence and then summon all 
hands to be checked up in the saloon. The 
captain went to the saloon to hold court. 
O'Brian sent me to fetch Second Engineer 
Dolan. 0 I FOUND Dolan in company 

with his chief, Nuerder. The 
two had been together since 
mess and thus had personal 

alibiS. O'Brian posted them in the pas
sage, with instructions to permit no en� 
trance into Cartright's cabin. 

I asked the mate if he'd found any clues. 
"A few," he said. "First, the motive 

was not the robbery of money, because 
Cartright's wallet is in his pocket. It 
contains one hundred and fifty pounds, 
approximately half of it in gold coin and 
half of it in British banknotes. If the 
motive was robbery, then it wo.s for the 
big diamond. Curtright himself might 
have taken the diamond from its cache, or 
he might have found another man's cache, 
since the last time I searched him. 

"Another thing," added O'Brian, "is 
his razor." He pointed down at a straight 
blade razor, not a safety, held in the life
less hand of Cartright. 

"You see," said O'Brian, "that Cart
right was in the act of shaving. His shav
ing kit is set out, there's soapy water in 
the basin and lather still on his left cheek. 
His right cheek is shaved, his chin only 
half shaved, his left cheek quite un� 
touched." 

"Yes," I agreed. "You remember he 
called to us he'd be right up as soon as he 
finished shaving. Before he finished 
shaving, while you, Captain Janes and I 
waited for him in the captain's cabin, 
some one stepped in here and murdered 
him." 

''Exactly. Now stoop and look closely 
at his razor." I did so, and saw that the razor had a 
large, moon shaped nick missing from the 
edge of its blade. The missing sector was 
as large as a third of a dime. I arose, and O'Brian called my atten� 
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tion to Cartright's shaving kit, which 
contained miscellaneous sartorial para
phernalia and was placed conveniently by. 
In this kit there was an extra razor. 

"The extra razor," mentioned O'Brian, 
"is without nick, and sharp. Possessing 
two razors, certainly a man with a tough 
beard like Cartright's would not choose a 
nicked razor for shaving. That nicked 
razor would hitve drawn blood at the first 
swath, and Cartright's cheek is not cu:t. 
The answer is that the nick must have 
been hacked after he started to shave." 

That was logical. But what of it? 
"This of it," explained O'Brian. "Cart

right was shaving. His assailant entered 
the cabin. Cartright whirled as the blow 
was descending. Naturally he struck out 
in self-defense. What with? With the 
razor, of course, since he held it in his 
hand. His swing of defense, futile, nev
ertheless struck something which broke a 
large nick from the blade. 

"Flesh would not have nicked the ra:�pr. 
The blade must have bit into metal or 
hard wood. If metal, then the nicked 
segment or its fragments are on the floor. 
If a careful search of the floor gives us no 
steel segment or fragments of it, then the 
weapon was wood and the nick is still 
embedded in it." 

"But," I objected, "the killer no doubt 
chucked his weapon out the porthole." 

"Likely he did, but poa..ibly he didn't. 
It  might be something which he thinks 
will incriminate him less if he keeps it 
than if it's missing from his equipment. 
Anyway, let's say nothing about this nick 
in the razor." 

We went to the saloon. There Captain 
Janes held court. l\tan by man the ship's 
company was assembled for interro
gation. 

Most of the crew were immediately 
eliminated because they had been in mu· 
tual presence around the forecastle. 
Others had been together in the engine 
room. One mate and one seaman had 
been together on the bridge. The cook 
paired with the cabin boy. O'Brian, 
Janes and I had been together, waiting 

· for Cartright. Only three men lacked an 

alibi. These were Moreno, FeWer and 
Dutwiler. 

Moreno claimed to have left Ferber in 
the saloon and gone to his office. Ferber 
claimed to have been alone in the saloon. 
Dutwilcr claimed to have been reading in 
his cabin. 

Time of the crime was fixed to the 
very brief interval between Cartright's 
assurance to me that he would be up when 
through shaving and the time we found 
him dead. 

There was a good bit of a hubbub in the 
saloon. Dutwiler broke into a vicious 
temper and raved at both Janes and 
O'Brian. Moreno, finding that he was 
one of only three men without a cast iron 
alibi, went into a maudlin funk. His pro
tests were whined. Ferber seemod more 
excited than frightened. Personally I was 
willing to give Ferber a clean bill because 
he didn't seem physically strong enough 
to club Cartright to death. 

O'Brian, leaving us all in the saloon, 
went back to make a detailed search of all 
staterooms for chance clues, particularly 
the quarters of Ferber, Moreno and Dut
wiler. Later I joinod O'Brian. He had 
found nothing. He was doggedly grim. 
Crime was pyramiding about his head. 
Four crimes in all, of which two had been 
attempted murder and a third successful, 
a fourth being the theft of the great 
diamond. 

I retired, finally, Completely demoral
ized and exhausted. On up the trackless 
sea steamed the Good Hope, her trail of 
smoke no denser than the fog of mystery 
which stifled us here aboard. 

FOR THE next forty-eight 
hours there was no conspicu
ous event other than the burial, 
in canvas shroud, of Cartright. 

We were far from land on a voyage which 
I knew had been estimated at five weeks. 
We still lacked a trifle of being halfway to 
our port of call. Thus we buried Cart
right at sea. knowing that among the 
apparent mourners grouped about the 
ceremony must stand the killer himself. 

A day later it began to rain. There was 
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no blow, just a sticky, warm drizzle which 
cheated us of sunlight, pulled in our 
horizons and laid a dank, clammy hand 
upon our isolation. There were no more 
card games. Meals at the saloon mess 
were sessions of bitter distrust. Moreno, 
Dutwiler and Ferber ate with us, but 
they were in effect prisoners, having boon 
ordered not to leave the s..'tloon deck ex
cept in the company of a mate. 

O'Brian took little sleep. He moved 
about slowly, but persistently and inde
fatigably. At times he fairly uprooted 
the ship for the diamond. At other times 
he scratched the very boards for clues 
which might lead him to the killer of 
Cartright. Every day his jaw set more 
stubbornly, more grimly; once I saw Qim 
flush when we heard Dutwiler refer to him 
as an "amateur cop." 

Was he an amateur? Could a practised 
sleuth among landsmen have done better? 
Certainly none of them could have 
labored more persistently than O'Brian. 

He found, during these days, but one 
new clue. He had assembled all the effects 
of Cart right, and had finally examined the 
blue serge trousers worn by Cartright two 
evenings out of Cape Town, when the cap
tain had been assaulted in his cabin. 

He showed me the blue serge trousers. 
"You notice, l\ir. Anthony," he said, 

"there are black stains on the knees of 
these trousers. Cartright changed shirts 
to fool us, daubing the second shirt with 
shoe polish for a blind. But he didn't 
have time to change trousers; anyway the 
black spots on blue serge were not con
spicuous. Smudged on nose, chest and 
knees, Cartright must have crawled and 
wriggled into some dirty corner to hide 
the diamond." 

I examined the smudges on the knees of 
the trousers and thought they were as
phalt. 

.. Tar," corrected O'Brian. "Which 
doesn't mean so much, because there is a 
good deal of tar on the ship." 

He left me, on a still hunt for every 
possible source of tar. 
� The next day he seemed to be getting 
closer on the true scent. His eyes were 

brightly excited. He told me that he had 
found the particular tar deposit which 
had soiled the nose, chest and knees of 
Cartright. When I asked where, he 
evaded, saying he wanted one more clue 
to pair with the tar clue before it meant 
anything. He said he was hot on the 
track of this additional clue and expected 
to have it before., the diy was over. 

I shall never forget that interval of sus
pense. In the first place we had a bad 
roll of weather, so bad that the steward 
had to clamp on the plate rail to keep our 
dishes from sliding off the table at noon 
mess. The roll made me a little seasick. 
Curiosity alone took me to the midday 
meal, in case O'Brian had a report; I 
touched no food. 

O'Brian made no report. But he was so 
preoccupied at noon mess that he gave 
every one the jumps. Time and again, 
at the table, he pulled out a notebook and 
consulted notes. Every one knew he was 
hot on a track. Moreno had the fidgets. 
Dutwilcr and Ferber were a greenish 
yellow, but I couldn't tell whether from 
sea sickness or apprehension. The ship 
continued to roll. First the captain's end 
of the table would be highest, then the 
mate•s end. Forks and plates slid first to 
port, then to starboard, only the clamped 
railing keeping them from sliding to the 
floor. 

O'Brian excused himself mysteriously, 
with his food hardly touched, and left the 
room. I went to my stateroom, so 
squeamish that I kept to my bunk all 
afternoon. 

By supper time it was still rolling. I 
went to the saloon, again impelled mainly 
by curiosity. Eight of us sat down, Cap
tain Janes at thc•starboard end of the 
table. O'Brian did not come in immedi
ately; thus the seat at the port end was 
vacant for the moment. Lining one side 
of the table were myself, Ferber, Moreno, 
Dolan and one vacant chair. The vacant 
chair belonged to the third engineer, who 
was on watch below. 

On the other side were lined Dutwiler, 
Nuerder, Ord and two vacant chairs. One 
of the latter had been Cartright's before 
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his death. The other was the second 
mate's, who was on the bridge. We were 
all of us more or less untidy that evening, 
due to the roll, except Captain Janes, who 
was customarily neat in his white, tight 
collared uniform. 

The ship rocked to port, sliding table
ware; she rocked to starboard, sliding it 
buck. A good thing the rail was still on. 
}'inally O'Drian came in, deeply preoc
cupied as at noon. Ex�pt for an excite
ment in his eyes he seemed like a sleep 
walker. 

Just as he sat down Ferber chanced to 
ask an idle question of :r.iorcno. He asked 
the purser if he wasn't getting beastly fed 
up with this roll. 

The purser replied that he was, that he 
had tried to make a list of his cargo units 
that afternoon, but his typewriter kept 
sliding off its stool. 

O'Brian, at the word "typewriter," 
looked up alertly. "You use a Rex port
able, do you not, Mr. Moreno?" he 
asked. 

Moreno turned nervously at the sudden 
question, then answered in the affirma
tive. O'Brian took a sheet of crumpled 
yellow paper from his pocket, smoothed it 
and read it. I knew that the yellow sheet 
was the mysterious tclcgrnm, or radio
gram, found in a pocket of the wet cloth
ing discarded under Ferber's bunk, two 
evenings out of Cape Town. 

Jerkily O'Brian excused himself and 
left the saloon. He had touched no bite 
of food. He disappeared into the passage 
which served the port staterooms. I 
heard the latch of the first door click. I 
knew by that that the mate had gone into 
the purser's office. In a moment we heard 
the rattle of a typew�er. 

Dutwiler looked narrowly across toward 
Moreno, who ducked his chin and evaded 
all eyes. It was obvious that O'Brian was 
ascertaining, by the type, whether it was 
Moreno's typewriter which had typed 
that unexplained telegram. 

The boat rolled. My coffee splashed. 
But for the plate rail it would have gone, 
saucer a.nd all, into my lap. 

Jn a short while O'Brian appeared 

again. Just as he did so the steward 
came in with more food. O'Brian was 
more pre-occupied than ever. He did not 
sit down. He waited until the steward 
had delivered the food and then called 
him aside. He held a whispered conver
sation with the man. I would have given 
a good deal to know what it was about. 
Why, just now, should he consult the 
steward? The skin which bound our 
mystery seemed to tighten, threatened to 
break its bond any minute. 

O'Brian dismissed the steward. 
"Captain Janes," he said, "I wa.nt an

other look at that pistol. Not the pearl 
handled one from which we took the 
thumbprint. I've had that one all the 
while. I mean the gun found on the 
deck at the rail where the man went over
board. There was no fingerprint on that 
one. As I recall it we locked it in your 
cabin safe." 

"Quite right, Mr. O'Brian." Captain 
Janes produced the key to his private safe 
and gave it to O'Brian. O'Brian ascended 
immediately to the bridge deck. 

Ho was gone for thirty minutes. We 
finished eating. Ordinarily we would 
have dispersed; but we didn't. We were 
chained to our places. waiting for O'Brian. 
We could hardly doubt but that O'Brian 
would have a statement to make when he 
returned. 

The steward took away the dishes M.d 
the cloth, leaving the table bare. He 
did not take away the plate rail; for 
all he knew it would still be rolling at 
breakfast. 

We waited. The captain lighted his 
pipe. Ferber leaned over and borrowed a. 
cigaret from Dutwiler, but I saw his 
fingers shake when he lighted it. The 
ship continued its beastly roll, although 
there were now no plates to slide back and 
forth. Eight bells struck. The watches 
changed. Dolan and Ord went out; John
son and Deeming came in. The latter two 
had supped on their watches. Obviously 
they joined us merely to learn what was 
in the air. 

"Is Mr. O'Brian above?" inquired Cap
tain Janes of Deeming. 
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"Yes, sirr He's in the chart-room, sir, 
reading the log." 

That logica.lly explained why the mate 
was gone so long. We knew his errand 
above had been to look at the pistol in the 
captain's safe. Evidently he had done so, 
and was now reviewing the evidence 
which Captain Janes had punctiliously 
written into the log, day by day. 

FINALLY O'Brian came down 
to the saloon. He remained 
standing at his end of the table, 
opposite the captain's end. His 

very look was enough to startle us. He 
stood there, legs wide apart, a towering 
figure. The roll of the ship did not bother 
himat all. Hisrightfistwas clenched and 
enlarged, as though he might be grasping 
a stone. 

"Gentlemen," he announced, ••rve 
found the diamond. I know who stole it. 
I know who murdered Cartright." 

You could hear the caught breaths. No 
one challenged O'Brian. We sat for a full 
minute staring at him, like dolts. The 
ship rolled. A great sea splashed noisily 
on our fore-deck, and we could hear it 
rushing out through the scuppers. 

Then O'Brian opened his fist and 
dropped the great diamond on to the 
table before our very eyes. 

I knew it instantly. Undoubtedly here 
was the same huge stone of approximately 
one hundred and fifty carats which I my. 
self had handled two nights out of Cape 
Town. It did not lay still on the table. 
It rolled. As the next crest struck our 
portside, the table became a sharply in. 
clined plane to starboard. 

Thus the diamond rolled the full length 
of the bare board, banging against the 
plate rail in front of Captain Janes. Janes 
was too shocked to touch it. Then, in the 
recoil from the roll, the ship and table 
tipped back to port and-rattle, rattle, 
rattle--the big octahedron rolled, slipped 
and clattered back to the port end of our 
boru-d. 

It continued to roll with each succeed· 
ing crest of the seas. • 

Here it came banging down the rail on 

my own side of the table. As it passed 
Ferber his eyes fairly popped from his 
head. When it passed Moreno, he shrank 
back from it as though it were a reptile. 
It clattered against the end rail, rounded 
it, and went bumping, on the next recoil, 
down the rail opposite r.ae, past Deeming, 
past Nuerder and Dutwiler, reaching 
O'Brian. 

But as the rolling seas were never still, 
so never still Was the diamond. We 
watched it circle our table, in an intense 
fascination, as gamblers might watch the 
circling of a marble around a roulette 
whOOI. 

I jumped when Captain Janes spoke 
sharply: 

"Well, Mr. O'Brian, we're waiting. If 
you know who murdered Cartright, put a 
name to the rascal and I'll slap him in 
irons." 

"With your pennission, sir," answered 
the mate, "I would like to recount the 
steps which have led me to the guilty 
man." 

"Very well, let's have them," agreed 
Captain Janes. His narrowed eyes were 
sweeping first one row of us. then the 
other. 

"I have twelve clues." stated O'Brian. 
He was still standing, legs apart, rocking 
slightly with the rolls of the ship. 

"The first clue," he resumed, "is that 
no wound was found on any one, aJ. 
though blood had been shed on the ship." 

The diamond clattered to the star· 
board end of the table. O'Brian waited 
for it to roll back before continuing. 

"The second clue is that there were 
black smudges on Cartright's chest, nose 
and knees, right after the assault in the 
captain's cabin. The source of those 
smudges was tar. 

"The third clue is a small diamond of 
less than one carat, which I foun!J cached 
with the big one. Mr. Anthony has told 
us that the big diamond is worth perhaps 
thirty.five thousand pounds. This small 
one can hardly be worth over twenty 
pounds. or a hundred dollars." 

He produced from his pocket a small 
diamond, smaller than a pea, and held it 
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exposed in his palm. It was uncut and 
unpolished, and I checked his valuation 
of about' a hundred dollars. 

"Fourth," resumed O'Brian, "there 
was a moon-shaped nick in the razor 
blade held by Cartright when he was 
found dead." 

1 was holding my breath for O'Brian to 
name the murderer. All this while the 
huge diamond was rattling first down one 
plate rail and then bac'k along the other. 
We were all, to a man, impelled to follow 
it with our eyes. No one laid so much as 
a finger on it. l How rudely it must be 
jangling, I thought, upon the nerves of 
the murderer! Had I been guilty myself, 
surely it would have made me shriek a 
confession to the rnfters of the ship. 

O'Brian resumed: 
''The fifth clue is that the wallet found 

on Cartright, at his death, contained one 
hundred and fifty pounds, seventy in 
British notes and eighty in British gold." 

There was a momentary lull between 
rollers and the diamond stopped against 
the rail squarely before Moreno. Again 
the Cuban shrank back as though the 
stone were the head of a king cobra. 
Cartright resumed-

"My sixth clue is the typed telegram or 
radiogram which was found in the wet 
and blood stained clothing taken from 
under the bunk of Ferber. 

"My seventh clue is that there were no 
wet socks or shoes to go with that wet 
clothing. 

"The eighth is that the thumbprint 
found on the butt plate of the pearl 
handled pistol does not match the thumb 
of any human found on this ship." 

We rocked under the impact of a 
mighty wave from port, and the infernal 
diamond clattered down to Captain 
Janes. Back it came, zig-zagging this 
time, first bunting one side rail and then 
the other. Every eye was on it, had been 
from the first. Rock and roll! Off went 
the stone on a visit to Dutwiler, sniffing 
in turn at us, it seemed, like a blood
hound in the bush. Dutwiler jerked a 
hand away from the rail to keep it from 
touching his knuckle. No man of us 

would have aught to do with this lod(>. 
stone of damnation. Hither and yon it 
tumbled, while O'Brian listed his clues. 

Twelve, had he said? He had given us 
eight and we knew no more than at first. 

"Ninth," resumed O'Brian, "is the 
character and location of the cache in 
which I have just found the two dia
monds. They were cached in the cork of a 
life buoy which hangs on the chart-room 
wall. The canvas cover of that particu
lar buoy has been ripped for two voy
ages. I myself patched it, six months 
ago, with a strip of black tape. The thief 
peeled off that strip of tape, exposing the 
cork. He gouged a cavity in the cork, 
inserted the two diamonds, then replaced 
the tape over the rip in the canvas." 

Again O'Brian paused, while the big 
diamond rolled and clattered around our 
board. Nine clues were used up, with no 
conviction. I was beginning to suspect 
that the mate was bluffing, was permitting 
the tumbling diamond to get in its deadly 
work on the morale of the criminal. 

"You spoke of twelve clues, Mr. 
O'Brian," spoke Captain Janes sharply. 
"You've given us nine, but what of them? 
Except for the location of the cache and 
the existence of the small diamond, we 
knew all your clues from the first. Cer
tainly you have not incriminated any 
particular individual." 

"i>ossibly not," agreed O'Brian in an 
unruffled voice. "I do not claim that any 
single one of my clues will convict the 
murderer of Cartright. It is when we 
combine them that the truth leaps at us 
and compels our belief." He was not 
looking {at Janes, but at the rolling dia
mond. In fact, his great muscular frame 
seemed to sway in rhythm with its rollings. 

"I come now to the tenth clue," he 
said. "It is that Captain Janes sailed 
from Cape Town with seven braided 
white uniforms, such as he now wears, in 
his wardrobe. The steward assured me 
of that fact, and says for many voyages he 
has pressed and cleaned the captain's 
uniforms, and that there is one for each 
day in the week. Yet right now there are 
only five uniforms in the captain's cabin, 
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which, with the one he wears, makes six. 
The seventh is nowhere to be found." 

"Eh?" exclaimed Captain Janes alert
ly. "You say some one has made away 
with one of my uniforms! The devil! 
Strange that I haven't missed it!" 

O'Brian gave his eleventh clue with a 
snap. His voice rose. 

"It is," he shouted, "written in the log 
of the ship. In our very ship's log I read 
what amounts to a confession that Captain 
Janea hi11t8elj murdered Cartright!" 

We were completely stunned. My 
brain was rocking with the ship. I 
turned toward Captain Janes, expecting 
him to arise in his righteous wrath and 
rebuke the effrontery of his mate. Was 
O'Brian crazy? If there was one man on 
the ship who could not have murdered 
Cartright, it was Janes. Why, Janes had 
been constantly in the presence of both 
O'Brian and myself during all the inter
val in which Cartright could have been 
killed! 

And now the great diamond rolled its 
final roll. It tumbled down the board and 
came to rest, on the widest of its eight 
surfaces, squarely in front of the accused 
Captain Janes. By an irony of fate the 
rolling of the ship began to decrease from 
that moment on. 

Captain Janes did not arise indignantJy 
to rebuke his mate. Although his checks 
whitened and began to crease in lines of 
bitterness, he kept an amazing calm. All 
he said was: � 

"Very interesting, Mr. O'Brian, but I 
do not recall writing any passage in the 
ship's log which would incriminate me, or 
you, or Mr. Anthony, or any one else." 

"I shall recall it for you, sir," offered 
O'Brian. His tone and manner were of 
deference; he was still the mate address
ing the captain of his ship. "All your 
loggings, sir, are commendably in detail. 
You were wont, in fact, to quote the ex
act words of all of us, when reporting our 
claims to alibis for the various assaults. 

"You were particularly accurate, sir, 
when you logged the murder of Cart
right. As to that event, I shall read your 
loggings aloud." 

O'Brian took a penciled memo from his 
pocket and read: 111 

"At eight bells Mr. Anthony came to my 
cabin on the bridge deck; I 5uggested he fetch 
Mr. o·Brian and Mr. Cartright for a game ol 
auction. Mr. Anthony agreed and went down 
to the aaloon deck on th� errand. He recruited 
Mr. o·nrian and the two of them mpped on the 
door of Mr. Cartright, calling out, 'The cap
tain's all set for another game tonight, Cart
right.' 

"To which Mr. Cartright. from beyond the 
closed door, replied, 'Sure thing; tell the Old 
:Man l'll be up just as soon as l fin�h shaving.' 
Mr. Anthony and Mr. Cartrightaseended to my 
cabin sud delivered the message. We waited 
half an hour. Mr. Cartright did not appear. 
We then went down, cl1L'!hed in his door, found 
him on h� stateroom floor, dead." 

O'Brian folded the memo from which 
he had been reading, placing it in his 
inner pocket. Janes had been leaning 
forward, giving sharp attention. The 
ship was rolling less and less and the great 
diamond still reposed squarely against 
the rail before him. 

"Is that the passage which you assert 
incriminates me?" Janes inquired stilted
ly of the mate. 

"It is, sir." 
"'What's wrong with it?" 
"Nothing's wrong with it. It's as

tonishingly accurate.'' 
"Well?'' 
''The truth, sir," explained O'Brian, "is 

that Mr. Anthony and I did hear, or 
seem to hear, Cartright call to us in the 
exact phrases you quote. We went im
mediately to your cabin. All we told you 
was that Cartright had agreed to play 
cards and would be right up. How, then, 
were you able to inscribe his exact dic
tion in the log? . How did you know he 
used such terms as 'sure thing' and 'tell 
the Old Man'? 

''The answer is that you 8p0ke th08e 
1JJOTd8 ycmraelfl f It was your own voice, 
imitating the nasal twang of Cartright, 
speaking through the door. Cartright 
had actually been dead for about ten 
minutes. You, having murdered him, 
had retreated to your cabin ten minutes 
before. You then sent Mr. Anthony to 
summon Mr. Cartright, knowing that 
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Mr. Anthony would think he heard Cart
right's living response from within a 
locked cabin." 

Captain Janes sat rigid. He grasped 
the plate rail so tightly that his knuckles 
were white. Between those grasping 
knuckles the huge diamond seemed to 
have found a permanent home. 

�\\\ Jflfj, I WAS grnppling with my wits. �'J. !I@ I waited for 0' Brian to explain 
��� �;�sio;eor;e�:r��t's�oir� 
twelfth clue. 

"My last clue," he said, "is that I 
have just found the club which brained 
Cartright. It is a cylinder of oak; two 
feet long, an inch and a quarter thick 
with a metal hook on one end. It is a 
piece of standard cabin equipment, would 
have been conspicuous by its absence if 
thrown overboard, therefore the guilty 
man returned it to his cabin. No one can 
say that it was used by some one else dur
ing the half hour we waited for Cartright, 
and later planted in the captain's cabin, 
because that cylinder of oak was before 
my eyes all during the interval we waited 
for Curtright; that is, the interval in 
which the murderer wanted us to think 
Cartright was murdered. 

"The weapon was merely the towel 
roller on which the captain hangs his 
towel. Embedded in it is the moon 
shaped nick chipped from Curtright's 
razor.'' 

Janes flinched, his grip tightening on 
the plate rail. All the while the ship was 
rolling less and less. No longer could I 
hear waves breaking over the battened 
hatches of the for�eck. 

"Just now I borrowed the captain's 
key," explained O'Brian, "for the stated 
purpose of looking at the pistol locked 
there. More particularly I wanted to see 
if the safe contained the eighty pounds 
in gold which it contained when I locked 
the pistol in the safe. It did not. 

"While I was there, I looked over the 
captain's typewriter. I had already ex
amined the purser's. Not the purser's 
but the captain's typewriter had typed, 

I found, the fake radiogram taken from 
the wet clothes.'' , 

The mate was now speakihg swiftly, 
ramming home his points by smashing a 
fist into his left palm, 

"It was then the truth began to flash," 
he said. "I examined the captain's ward
robe. I found only five uniforms, when 
there should have been six. Finally I 
looked at the towel roller, and found the 
nick of razor blade. I then went to the 
chart-room to review all evidence, and 
found the logging quoted. 

"On the chart-room wall beside me, as 
I read, hung a life buoy, I had searched 
all other life buoys, but had skipped that 
one because it seemed an impossible 
cache. There is always a helmsman and 
an officer on the bridge, night and day. 
How could a thief have cached his loot 
under their very eyes? Then I recalled 
that the captain, that first night after 
holding court in the saloon and after re
ceiving the diamond from Mr. Anthony, 
had come up and spent a full hour writing 
in the log. I searched the buoy and found 
two diamonds. The existence of the 
second diamond pieces out the entire 
story.'' 

"You are a better piecer than I am, 
then, Mr. O'Brian," offered Janes, with
out any discernible rancor. 

His calm, I thought, violated all the 
rules and rituals of accused murderers. 
Why didn't he rage? Why didn't he 
shout denials and heap imprecations upon 
the head of his mate? He was captain 
and magistrate, the lone autocrat of his 
ship. Why didn't he arise and send us 
scuttling to our cabins? 

"It is like a quilt or puzzle," admitted 
O'Brian, "difficult to piece, which makes 
it all the more certain that when the 
pieces finally match, they can do so only 
in a pattern of truth. Shall ! arrange this 
pattern, Captain Janes?" 

"Aye," agreed Janes wearily. "It is all 
very interesting." His chin was drooped; 
his eyes were fixed on the diamond. 

O'Brian began: 
"What actually happened was this: 
"An unknown thief came aboard after 



MYSTERY SHIP 45 

dark ot the twenty-eighth, just before we 
weighed anchor at Cape Town. He went 
unseen to the captain's cabin and asked to 
purchase passage to America. It was 
dusk. No one saw this fellow come 
aboard. You will recall that the steve-
dores had just cloared from the ship. 
Possibly this trampish fellow had come 
aboard by mingling with the stevedores, 
lingering on deck when they left, making 
his way surreptitously to the captain's 
cabin. A past master at skulking, he 
managed to keep out of sight. He had no 
money. For a price he offered the captain 
a small diamond worth about twenty 
pounds. 

"The captain had sold four passages 
Cor twenty pounds each, and was eager 
to earn another such sum. Most impor
tant though, he guessed this present cus
tomer to be an escaping thief. Very 
likely the fellow had an entire bag of small 
diamonds on his person. The captain 
was covetous. It this thief carried a Cor
tune, why not get it some dark night and 
then pitch the man into the sea? 

"First the captain had to make sure 
whether the game was worth the candle. 
He said his only vacancy was the second 
cabin of his own suite, which was true. 
He ushered the man in there, probably as 
the ship was steaming out of port. 

"The captain then maneuvered to spy. 
This he could easily do, being in the ad
jacent cabin. He discovered that his 
man had, instead of many small dia.
monds, a single huge stone. 

"A fortune! Greed irresistibly im
pelled the captain to possess it himself. 
To do so he must choose his time. He 
must pick a dark night on a calm sea, 
when the watch would be at a minimum of 
vigilance. In the meantime he must keep 
the passenger concealed; no one must 
know that he had ever been on the ship. 

"So the captain faked a radiogram. 
There was no wireless aboard, but the 
thief didn't know that and would be 
easily deceived. Very sternly the captain 
went into the man's room and handed 
him the radiogram. He threatened to 
turn the man in as a thief. The fellow 

was frightened. Very likely he was a 
killer as well as a thief. His very life was 
at stake. He was willing to make any 
trade which would avoid his delivery to 
landsmen police. 

"They made some kind of trade. The 
captain was to get the big diamond. In 
return he was to stow the man away, be
yond sight and knowledge of the crew, 
until he could be set down safely at some 
port. The place of stowaway was to be 
the unused cabin of the captain's suite, 
supposed to be vacant and thus never en
tered by the steward. The captain was 
to smuggle his guest food. Inconvenient, 
but the captain .did not expect to endure 
it more than one night. 

''The concealment," resumed O'Brian, 
"kept the guest from discovering there 
was no wireless aboard, and avoided his 
exposure to officers and crew. If he went 
overboard, no one would be missed. 

''The man was to keep the big diamond 
until ready to be set ashore. But as a 
guarantee of good faith the captain de
manded his gun, which a crook of that 
stripe naturally carried. The captain 
knew he might need to use a gun in deal
ing with him, and didn't want it to be the 
automa.tic which he was known to pos
sess himself. 

''The holdup took place the second 
night out of Cape Town, with the sea 
calm, the watch lax, and with every con
dition favorable for an inconspicuous mur
der. The captain lured his victim to the 
port rail of the bridge deck; he there held 
him up with his own gun, demanding the 
big diamond. 

"The man produced it; as he was about 
to hand it over he must have seen from 
the captain's eagerness that the intent 
was to push him over the rail. Thus our 
man froze to his diamond and resisted. 

"We do not know the sequence of 
blows or clinchings. We do know that, 
among them, there was a shot which 
drew blood from the man's left forearm. 
The man shrieked. Shot and cry put the 
captain in a hole. In three seconds 
Deeming would come dashing around the 
corner of the chart-room. So the captain, 
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grappling with his victim on the bridge 
deck, heaved mightily. Tho. victim was 
knocked over the rail, still stubbornly 
squeezing the diamond in his left palm. 

"The captain, not knowing that the 
victim six feet downward on the path of 
his fall had momentarily grasped my 
porthole, scurried to his e3:bin, reappear
ing as though summoned by the shot. 

"'Ve know the story of that next hour 
of confusion. During it our unknown 
man, having lost a momentary handhold 
on the sill of my open port, and having 
lost the diamond with his snatch inward 
for a more secure grip, went into the sea. 
He reboarded the after-deck. This he 
could do because he was in the water 
squarely against the moving ship, con
stantly beating for a handhold. The 
flush after-deck rail, or scuppers, or log 
line, afforded him such a grip. Once on 
deck, where to, then? The hatches were 
battened. One hole was as hot as another, 
so he climbed the ladder to the saloon 
deck, finding himself in the passage which 
gives to the port staterooms. 

"He knew he had dropped the diamond 
into one of those rooms. Which, he wasn't 
sure. He tried one, Ferber's, Ferber 
having gone to the JXlOP• The diamond 
Wl.lS not on the floor, but the man did 
see a pearl handled pistol showing from 
under a pillow on the bunk. Next to his 
loot a crook always wants a gun. He 
took this one. 

"He then realized that he had some
thing scandalous on the captain and that 
he might demand the captain's protec
tion. He scurried up an aft oompanion 
to the bridge deck. There all was oon
fusion. A score of seamen had assembled 
to lower boats. Our man was just one 
more dark shadow of the decks. He made 
the captain's cabin, got into the second 
room of the suite and laid low. 

"BoRts were lowered and he wasn't 
found. We resumed our course, full 
steam ahead. Court was held in the 
saloon. No one was missing. No one 
was wounded. Mr. Anthony delivered 
the diamond to Captain Janes. 

"We dispersed. The captain went 

above. He stopped for an hour in the 
chart-room to log the known events. At 
his elbow hung the tape patched life
buoy, In it he cached both the large and 
the small diamond. Imagine his amaze
ment when, on retiring to his cabin at two 
bells, he found his supposed victim wait
ing for him impudently at home. 

"At home, I say, because the man was 
attired from head to foot in one of the 
captain's white, gold braided uniforms. 
And �by not? He had come in there 
chilled, wet and wounded, although the 
slight flesh wound, wetted by salt water, 
now bled no more than could be absorbed 
by the flannel shirt. Our man had been 
forced to wait nearly three hours for his 
host. NRturally he had removed some 
of his wet clothing and bandaged his 
arm. He was of the captain's build, and 
donned the only dry clothes available, 
one of the captain's uniforms. Again 
why not? Weren't conditions revcriied? 
It was the stowaway who now held whip 
hand over the captain. The captain had 
attempted a murder and could easily 
be exposed. Too, our man's confidence 
was bolstered by possession of Ferber's 
pearl handled gun. His cue was to force 
the captain's alliance whether the cap
tain willed it or not. 

"So we may picture the captain's 
amazement when he found this fellow, 
thought to be lost at sea, waiting for him 
there in full master's uniform. How far 
more would the captain have been con
founded had he known a third man was 
stretched, face down with intent to 
eavesdrop, on the tar roof of that very 
cabin! That third man was Cartright." 

I WAS beyond being jolted. 
After this last barrage I was 
ready to swallow either Jonah 
or the whale. Those about me, 

I saw, were equally stunned. The ship 
this while was rolling less and less. The 
huge diamond still lay against the star� 
board plate mil, a bad penny come home 
to Janes. Janes had aged with the min
utes. The lines of despair and bitterness 
were deeper on his cheeks. One could not 
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look at him without feeling that O'Brian 
had spoken the truth in every detail thus 
far. 

"I have found prints on the tar roof," 
explained O'Brian, "which indicate that 
a man lay there stretched flat on his 
face. The sun had been warm that day 
and the tar was soft. It smudged Cart
right's nose, chest and knees. I know 
from Mr. Anthony that Cartright had 
been a crook and a renegade. When we 
dispersed at midnight in the saloon, he 
decided to scout the possibilities of steal· 
ing the diamond for himself. 

"He ascended to the bridge deck by an 
aft companion. The captain was still 
writing in the log. The door of his cabin 
was ajar. Cartright probably did not in. 
tend to steal the diamond that night, but 
only to spy out where the captain might 
hide it. But as he approached the cabin 
he realized that there was a mysterious 
presence within. 

"An opportunist, Cartright climbed to 
the Rat roof of the cabin to see what he 
could see and to hear what he could hear. 

"He was there when the captain came 
home and found the unwelcome guest. 
The latter brazenly dared the captain to 
do his worst. He demanded both the 
diamond and protection. He saw a buz
zer on the wall. He bluffed, put his finger 
on it. threatened to press it and spill the 
entire scandal. j _ _ • 

''The situation ended in a struggle, and 
agaln we can only guess as to the sequence 
of blows and clinches. We know this; 
that each man preferred a silent victory. 
Shooting would brlng Ord from the 
bridge. Thus it was a conRict in which 
each man tried to club the other to the 
floo,. 

"Doubtless the stowaway was club
bing with the pearl handled gun. My 
guess is that the captain was clubbing 
with his towel roller. I think that the 
lurker had bandaged his ann with , the 
towel while waiting; because I remember 
that when Nuerder later appeared to give 
first aid he had to look in a drawer for a 
towel. The towel was an endless chain 
type, on a roller. The oozy way the 

lurker could -get it off was to take the 
roller from its sockets. He laid the roller 
aside. Thus it was conveUient for the 
captain to snatch it for the inevitable 
struggle. 

"I think, too, that it was because this 
weapon was a successful bludgeon in that 
instance that the captain chose it later 
for his assault on Cartright. 

"Anyway the captain was victor in that 
conRict in his eabln. Both men struck 
telling blows, but it was the stowaway 
who went down and out. When he saw 
he was licked he made good his threat to 
press a thumb on the buzzer. An instant 
later he was knocked unconscious to 
the Roor. I say this because we can not 
piece together the patchwork of my twelve 
clues into any other pattern." 

O'Brian paused, seeming to challenge 
a denial from Janes. Janes muttered in� 
audibly. He was whipped. I was in 
a fair way of being done in myself. Here, 
suddenly, the mate was popping two 
murders at us instead of only one. 

"A tight corner for the captain. The 
buzzer had been buzzed. By the time he 
assembled his wits," went on O'Brian, 
"the captain heard the cabin boy running 
across the deck to answer the buzzer. The 
doorwasclosed, latched by the sprlng latch 
at the mere closing. The porthole was 
open. The room was lighted. The cap
tain then performed a miracle. He al� 
lowed himself to be seen prone and bleed. 
ing on the Roor when he wasn't there at 
all. He stepped into the other room. 

"Willie Peel came, tried the locked 
door, peered through the open porthole 
into the lighted room and was willing to 
swear he saw the captain lying prone and 
bleeding, face down, in full uniform. 
Willie rushed to the chart-room. Fright
ened and blubbering, he took several 
minutes to make himself clear to Ord. 
Ord arrived and thought he saw exactly 
what the boy had seen . 

"Dut he did not_ In those intervening 
three minutes the captain bad carried 
his victim out. across four feet of deck, 
and heaved him into the sea. Tbe cap
tain then entered his cabin, locked the 
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door, left the lights on and lay face down 
on the floor. Cartright, still on the flat 
tar roof, was an eye witness to this first 
capital crime." 

AGAIN O'Brian waited, chalM 
Ienging a protest ,from Janes. 
None came. The sea was aiM 
most calm now. Four bells 

struck. Ten o'clock. The mate had 
taken nearly two hours to recite the fel
onies of Janes. 

"I herded all suspects down to the 
saloon," went on O'Brian. "While I had 
them there on the carpet, Captain Janes 
came down an aft companion with the 
bundle of wet, blood stained clothing 
discarded by his victim. His cue was 
to encourage the theory of a crook aboard 
who had stolen the diamond. Who best 
fit the rOle of this thief? Why not Ferber, 
since Ferber was already in hot water 
about the pearl handled gun? Thus the 
captain chucked the wet clothing under 
Ferber's bunk. In a pocket of them, for
gotten by the captain, was the fake radio
gram with which the captain had first 
attempted to intimidate his victim. 

"Days passed. I blundered along. I 
failed to match the thumbprint; I failed 
to find the diamond. Meanwhile Cart
right was blackmailing Captain Janes. 
His first touch netted him the eighty 
pounds in gold which had bought the 
passuges of the four saloon deck passen
gers. This evening I found it missing 
from his safe. It checked with the gold 
found on the corpse of Cartright. If 
Curtright had stolen it, he would not 
have carried it openly in his wallet. Too, 
the captain would have made an outcry. 
Only one answer-blackmaiL Don't you 
see how the pattern pieces together, Cap
tain Janes?" 

There was not even the faintest word 
from Captain Janes. 

"The captain," continued the inexor
able brief of O'Brian, "was desperate. 
He knew that in the end Curtright would 
get everything he had, even the diamond. 
He would be in Cartright's power forever, 
on land or sea. So the captain chose to 

do awa.y with Curtright. His success with 
the towel roller suggested that he use it 
again. 

"He schemed his alibi. He knew that 
Cartright shaved each evening directly 
after mess, following which four of us 
usually played cards in the captain's 
cabin. So he Schemed an illusion even 
more deceptive than that which had de
ceived Willie Peel. He would let Cart
right speak after he was dead. 

"He procured a short knotted rope 
with a hook on one end. He marked a 
spot on the bridge deck railing directly 
above Curtright's porthole. When the 
time came, he sent :Mr. Anthony down 
to summon Cartright for cards. The 
instant Mr. Anthony disappeared down 
the companion, the captain hurried across 
the dark upper deck to his mark on the 
railing. He hooked his hook and let the 
rope fall. Five steps down the knots and 
his head was opposite the open porthole. 
Curtright was already dead in there, 
felled ten minutes ago by the captain's 
own hand. 

"The captain, still standing on a knot 
of the rope, put his head and neck in 
through the porthole. He heard Mr. 
Anthony call through the door. He re
plied in the nasal voice of Cartright. He 
then scurried back to the upper deck, 
pitched his rope overboard, and was 
shuffiing cards in his cabin a half minute 
later when Mr. Anthony and I arrived. 
The murder seemed to occur in the ne."{t 
half hour. We know it didn't because 
the captain wrote his own words of de
ception into the ship's log," 

Captain Janes arose suddenly with a 
jerk. He squared himself. O'Brian had 
been standing all this while. Down the 
length of the saloon the master faced his 
mate. 

Instead of the expected explosion of 
denials and rebukes, Janes spoke civilly: 

"Mr. O'Brian, you do not presume to 
be my judge or goaler, do you?" 

"1 do not, sir." The response was as 
formal as the question. 

"You quite understand, do you, that 
I'm the only magistrate aboard?" 
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"Quite, sir." 
"What do you propose to do?" 
''To perform my duties as chief mate 

until we reach port. There I shall an
nounce my findings to the port authori
ties, charging you with the murder of 
one stowaway and one paid passenger." 

"If you laid hand on me on the high 
seas, do you know what that would be?" 
inquired Janes. 

"Mutiny, sir; unless I did so to defend 
my life, or to defend the safety of the 
ship and crew." 

"Very well, 1\Ir. O'Brian." For the 
first time a snap came into the voice of 
Janes. He turned to the second mate. 
"Mr. Deeming, stand by for orders." 

In wonder akin to awe, the second mate 
arose and came to the captain's elbow. 
Janes sat down, took a paper from his 
pocket and wrote rapidly in pencil. He 
handed the memo to Deeming. 

"Mr . . Deeming, assemble your watch 
and load this list of supplies into the 
small boat, the one I use to row ashore 
from anchorage. Look sharp!" 

The final two words cracked. Deeming 
turned to O'Brian to see if the mate would 
protest. O'Brian did not move a hand 
or a muscle of his face. His eyes were 
fixed on the diamond which lay before 
Captain Janes. 

Janes now picked up this diamond for 
the first time tonight. He held it forth, 
saying: 

"Mr. Moreno, you will secure this in 
the purser's safe. Immediately. Look 
sharp!" 

Moreno took the stone as if it were a 
hot coal, then looked doubtfully toward 
O'Brian. Still the mate moved no muscle 
of hand or face. Moreno followed Deem
ing from the saloon. 

Janes scribbled another memo in pen
cil and called the steward. 

"Steward," he snapped, "Assemble this 
list of clothing and personals from my 
cabin, Stow it aboard a boat which Mr. 
Deeming will have ready on the davits. 
Look sharp!" 

Off went the steward. 
The rest of us waited there through an 

awkward half hour, withouCa further 
word. I could hardly believe that Janes 
meant to desert his ship in mid-Atlantic. 
Was he planning a marine suicide? Or 
escape? Or was it a trick? He had shown 
himself a past master of tricks. As we 
were halfway between Cape Town and 
Savannah, the least I could figure us was 
fifteen hundred miles from shore. 

Deeming came in and reported the boat 
was ready. 

"Report to me above, Mr. O'Brian," 
snapped Janes. "Look sharp, sir." 

He arose and ascended immediately to 
the bridge deck. O'Brian, looking sharp, 
followed him. I trailed along myself. 
So did Ferber. Dutwiler and Moreno, 
seeming to have their bellies full of mys
tery, remained below. 

The captain, above, shouted to Ord
"Cut her to half steam ahead, Mr. 

Ord." 
Ord jangled his telegraph. An an

swering jangle from below and soon the 
ship showed less speed. 

The small boat known as "the captain's 
boat," cargoed with food, water kegs 
and the captain's personal chest, was 
ready on the davits. As it was not one of 
the two lifeboats, if the captain deserted 
in it he would not diminish the lifesaving 
equipment of the ship. 

This while I was aghast. The small 
boat did not appear fit for heavy weather 
at sea. The rolls, however, had ceased. 
The waters were fairly smooth, dark, like 
black oil under a cloudy sky. 

Nearby lay an unbroken bale of th� 
quarter inch rope, brought by Deeming. 
The burlap sacking was still on it, just 
as it had come from the factory. I later 
learned that such bales are two hundred 
fathoms, or twelve hundred feet long. 

Captain Janes had donned oilskins and 
was now in the swinging boat. He or
dered Deeming to affix the end of the 
three-quarter inch rope to the bow of his 
boat. 

"Suicide or escape?" I whispered to 
O'Brian. "Aren't we fully fifteen hun
dred miles off shore?" 

O'Brian amazed me by stating that we 
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were only a fourth of that distance from 
shore. He explained that a great circle 
between Cape Town and Savannah only 
misses Pernambuco, Brazil, a scant four 
hundred miles. 

"Still, he has less than a murderer's 
chance," said O'Drian. 

"What do you call a murderer's 
chance?" 

"A murderer would have, I'd say, a 
five in ten chance, before a jury of land
lubbers. He'd have less than a one in 
ten chance if he pulls to sea in a boat." 

"Will you try to stop Janes?" 
"When I'm in command, yes. While 

he's in command, no," 
"How long will he be in command?" 
"AB long as he's on deck, or as long as 

he has a line to the ship." 
"Lower away, Mr. Deeming," shouted 

Janes. 
The boat was lowered. In a rough sea 

it could not have been done, at even half 
ahead, even from a heavily cargocd tramp. 
But since Deeming paid out the rope 
skilf'ully, and since the sea was compar
atively calm, the hazard of an upset was 
only equal to the hazard of a man who 
jumps off the runningboard of a car pro
ceeding at five miles an hour. 

"Full ahead, Mr. Ord," shouted Janes 
the instant he was aHoat. · The tel� 
graphs jangled and we gained speed. 

"Mr. O'Brian!" shouted Janes. 
"Aye, sir." 
"Tow me rope's length astern, full 

ahead." 
"Aye, aye, sir." 
Deeming paid out the rope. Darkness 

enveloped the captain, in his boat, trailing 
now farther and farther astern. We were 
at full ahead. When all the twelve hun
dred feet of rope was paid out, we knew, 
by the slight tension, that we were towing 
him. 

"What are the chances of picking him 
up?" I asked O'Brian. 

"Figure them yoursetr," said O'Brian. 
"By the time we stop and steam astern, 
or circle back, he'd be a mile off in the 
night in an unknown direction. If we 
hit him at all we'd probably cut him in 
two. By dawn he'll be out of our hori
zons." 

''The line has slacked, sir," reported 
Deeming. 

We hauled it in, finding a knife cut 
end. 

That was the last we ever saw of Cap
tain Janes. 



GUN RUNNING on 

the SPANISH MAIN 
By GENERAL RAFAEL DE NOGALES 

"VtJJOS, AMIGO," shouted my 
A.D.C, Lieutenant Juan Perez, to 
a filthy beachcomber whose un

tidiness had brought him the nickname of 
El Piojo�, whose thirst had induced him 
to accept his  wages as foreman of stev� 
dores in liquor rather than in money
his own preference-and whose laziness 
was as positive as the filth on his greasy 
shirt. Lieutenant Perez was reminding 
him gently of his tasks by tapping him on 
the back with the flat of his machete. 

Our schooner, La &sa, was riding at 
anchor off the dune swollen shore of 
Cozumel, a small island ncar the coast of 
Yucatan. We had to take aboard a num
ber of mysterious boxes--containing rifles 
and ammunition for the Honduran revolu
tionists. 

>I 

As we were in a hurry to fly our sails, 
we had had to impress into service a 
crowd of l\Iaya Indians and ha!Cbreeds, 
sulky, dangerous as only that region of the 
sea and land can produce them. Rounded 
up at a rum shop, stimulated by an offer 
of quick wages and a threat that they 
might get hurt, they were now cooperat
ing unwittingly in the establishment of a 
just and decent government in Hondura.s. 
El Piojoso was their foreman, because he 
had humor and was therefore more tract
able than his comrades. Most of them 
were ex-eonvicts from the prison camps of 
Quintana Roo, in Mexico, where they had 
been made to gather rubber and chicle in 
exchange for their sins, and where they 
had S<Jen the Maya Indians swoop down 
on their camps, cut down the prisoners in 
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their chains and carry away alive only 
those that could play musical instruments. 

El Piojoso, I must co:nfess, was a ster
ling fellow within his limits. He under
went fits of activity, and worked like mad 
for some time, helping the men at their 
tasks, giving advice on the handling of the 
boxes and provin"g himself generally useful 
-until the thirst smote him in the trop
ical heat. Then he would roll on his belly 
and bawl that he had been bitten by a 
snake and must swig aguanlienU immedi
ately or die. 

"A drink, a drink, quick, seiior, unless 
you want me to die like a poisoned pup at 
your feet !" 

He would get the drink, gulp it down 
with a beatific expression on his grimy 
features and return to his work like an 
inspired devil. 

I asked him once what he felt when he 
was imbibing the rat poison. 

"Ah, seiior," he answered, "it is as if 
a choir of angels were gliding down my 
throat." 

The rifles and ammunition we were 
loading aboard had lain buried in the 
churchyard of San Bernardino, a dis
reputable fishing; smuggling and hell
brewing village off which we were an
chored for over a year, peacefully rep:>s
ing under the epitaphs of dead smugglers 
and coast pirates. Father Martinez, the 
priest of the place, had been its guardian 
and, to us, engaged in fighting President 
Jimenez and his bosom friend, President 
Estrada Cabrera of Guatemala, it was an 
invaluable treasure that had come out of 
those graves. 

Estrada Cabrera, especially, had drawn 
my anger by offering five hundred dollars 
for my head. Before the game was over 
I intended to make him raise the offer to 
at least five thousand, and these boxes 
that EI Piojoso'smen wereloading aboard 
were the chips with which I was to raise 
his meager ante. 

El Piojoso's back had to be caressed 
again and again with the flat side of a 
macheU because Father Martinez ihad 
signaled us frantically from the shore, 
waving his brick shaped black hat at us 

and pointing toward the eastern horizon. 
There a faint grayish column of smoke 
could be seen rising vaguely out of the sea. 
Through my field glasses I descried the 
tip of a smokestack and I knew what we 
were in for. 

It was the Mexican cruiser Sonora, 
which had been sighted in Cozumel 
waters the.day before by some fishermen. 
Porfirio Diaz, President of Mexico, had 
sensed the "corpses" in the San Bernardino 
churchyard with his old buzzard's noso 
and had sent a cruiser to patrol the sea in 
that region and get hold of the disin
terred "dead." He was always ready to 
lend a helping hand to his confreres in 
Central America. 

I could not help laughing at the curious 
figure cut by Father Martinez on the 
beach, his black tunic swelling like a bal. 
loon in the breeze, his body whirling fran
tically with outstretched arms, resem
bling nothing so much as a ventilator gone 
crazy. The poor man had a certain stake 
in our getaway. If Porfirio Diaz had dis
covered that it was he who had been hid
ing the fatal boxes his life would have been 
worth less than a day of El Piojoso's 
wages. 

After paying our peons and sending 
them ashore on the dilapidated lighter, 
we hoisted anchor and set our sails to the 
wind, which was blowing strongly and in 
our favor. Father Martinez sank on his 
knees and, I suppose, thanked hea vcn for 
having been delivered of us. 

The Sonora dallied nonchalantly along 
the horizon for awhile, and then made for 
us. But our rigging was creaking in a 
powerful wind, and evening had fallen 
before she approached within striking 
distance. In the darkness we gave her 
the slip, flying over the waves like a bird 
and, instead of following our old course 
due west, we turned north and at about 
midnight reached the shores of Quintana 
Roo, protected for miles to seaward by 
reefs and sandbanks into which the 
Sonora would not dare to follow. 

At sunrise the cruiser spotted us and 
trained her guns on our schooner, but she 
was out of range. In plain sight of her 
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officers, we sailed along the shore, taking 
careful soundings, avoiding the sand
banks easily in our lighter ship, looking 
for the entrance of one of the numerous 
lagoons that dot the swamps along the 
coasts of Quintana Roo. 

We were looking for a break in the 
most dismal landscape that I have ever 
seen-a low, grayish line of dry jungle 
vegetation, fringed by thick mangrove 
growths-a snakes' paradise. Across the 
blue expanse of the tropical sky a string 
of snow-white egrets would occasionally 
wing their lazy way, while in the olive
green water below the fins of many sharks 
cut thin disappearing lines. 

At last we found an opening on the 
shore and glided into a sleeping lagoon, 
where we dropped our anchor. The 
Sonora had put one of her poor S<l8.rch
lights into commission, and she swept the 
night with it to detect an.y attempt on our 
part to leave for the open sea. Her cap. 
tain would catch hell from old Porfirio 
if he let us slip through his fingers. He 
knew it, and we knew it. So we prepared 
to receive a landing party of marines, our 
rifles ready, the men lying about the deck, 
all set to answer a call to arms at any 
moment. 

That night, while Juan Perez and I 
were discussing the possibilities of our 
situation on the stern of the schooner, an 
apparition disengaged itself from a bundle 
of sail!! and came shambling toward us. 
It was no one less than El Piojoso himself 
who, instead of le8.ving for the shore in the 
lighter with the other pooTUJ, had crawled 
under the sails to sleep off his last pay
ment-three bottles of aguardiente. For 
thirty-six hours he had �n oblivious to 
the mess he had let himself into. When 
we told him, and he caught sight of the 
Sonora's lights, .he set up a howl that 
shattered the silence of the night for miles 
around. 

El Piojoso had been in Quintana Roo 
before--as a con viet and as a prisoner of 
the lndians---t1.nd he knew that there was 
no escape in that·direction. He knew that 
godforsaken coast and he didn't like it. 
He knew that Mexican soldiers operating 

in that wilderness usually carried musical 
instruments with them in order to be 
spared by the Indians, who delighted in 
gathering brass bands together and listen
ing to their noise. And he remembered 
that as a musician he was such a good 
barber that he had been condemned to be 
hacked to death in honor of some god or 
other, in spite of all his blowings on a tin 
whistle through a rum bottle, the bottom 
of which had been knocked off. He had 
escaped miraculously, while other pris
oners were being slowly chopped to pieces, 
in the din and excitement of the cere
mony, and had wandered the snake and 
jaguar infested jungle for weeks before 
coming to the coast and being rescued by 
a passing schooner. 

The Mayas were originally a - highly 
civilized Indian nation-before Columbus 
-and, after adopting Christianity during 
the Conquest, they had reverted to bar
barism and declared war to the knife on 
all Spaniards and Mexicans. Their 
capital city, Chan-Sa.nta-Cruz, was situ� 
a ted in the heart of the Quintana Roo ter
ritory and consisted of several hundred 
walled-in, circular or square, thatched 
huts, each sheltering several families. 
·El  Pioj� remembered the grotesque 
village with shudders half caused by hor
ror and half by the liquor with which he 
was besotted. 

Arter telling his story, something 
seemed to snap in El Piojoso's bmin. He 
jumped up with a howl and began running 
up- and down the deck, screaming. To 
prevent him from waking up all the Indi
ans of the neighborhood, we poured ihalf 
pint of aguardiente down his throat, and 
it went to his backbone immediately, stiff
ening it. He drummed on his chest and 
declared himself ready to fight all the 
.Mayans in- existence, with or without 
musical instruments. 

IN THE morning the situation 
had not changed; the Sonora 
was lying at anchor in the dis
tance, with her heavy guns 

raised in a forty�five degree angle--ready 
to blaze away at us if we attempted to 
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make a rush for the sea and slip along the 
shallow waters of the coast in a westerly 
direction. One of her steam launches was 
cruising off the mouth of the lagoon, keeP"' 
ing a close watch on us, although remaining 
carefully out of range of the rifles of half a 
dozen of our men posted on a sand dune 
to guard the narrow entrance of the lagoon. 

Perez was of the opinion that we should 
bury the arms and ammunition and hike 
it overland to Valladolid, the nearest 
town of Yucatan, sacrificing our schooner, 
against the possibility tltat the Sonora 
sltOuld send a strong landing force to at
tack us. I objected to his proposal; I had 
an idro that the Sonora would do nothing 
of the kind, but wait patiently off the 
coast for us to come out. The Mexicans 
knew that if we stayed there long enough 
we would all die of black swamp fevers or 
at the hands of the Maya Indians, who 
would not be long in finding out that we 
were there. 

Our only hope of escape was, therefore, 
that some storm might come up; a storm 
that would force the Semora to put farther 
out to sea, which would enable us to skip 
out and, coasting along the shore, slip 
into another swamp lake without the 
Sonora'a noticing it. 

The lagoon in which we had taken ref
uge was, � far as we could see, surrounded 
by an endless desert of palmetto a.nd 
guaragtuW bush land; the guaraguao being 
a thorny scrub tree six or eight foot high, 
with long, curved, vicious thorns similar 
to the talons of a dwarf hawk called in 
Maya language guaraguao-from which 
those bushes derive their name. 

Those guaraguao lands form an impene
trable bush desert, fringed by the virgin 
forest, through which narrow trails made 
by the wild animals or by the Indians 
weave their way. These narrow zig-zag 
trails form the only means of communica
tion through that dry bush land, a reason 
why the Indians generally keep shy of it, 
except during their hunting trips or when 
they cross it during their inroads into the 
cultivated coast district of Yucatan, in 
quest of booty and war pri90ners to offer 
to their "santo�." 

In those days Colonel Victoria no Huerta 
-later General Huerta, President of 
Mexico-was engaged in fighting the 
Mayan Indians. He had numerous troops 
and gangs of chained prisoners cutting 
broad parallel lanes through those bush 
deserts to intercept the retreat of- the ma
rauding Indians. If we buried our guns 
and ammunition and tried to hike it across 
country to Valladolid in order to escape 
from the Sonora, we were apt to fall into 
Huerta's hands, in which case we would 
have merely jumped from the frying pan 
into the 6rc. I resolved therefore to stay 
where we were and see if some unex
pected opportunity would offer itself. 

In the meantime I decided to explore 
the shores of the lagoon, and started that 
same morning in a dory with El Piojoso
who was by that time sober as a judge--
and two of our Mexican volunteers, in the 
direction of its eastern shore, where �me 
kind of slough or slowly running rivulet 
seemed to enter the lagoon. We took 
empty kegs along in case we found fresh 
drinking water. 

After paddling for half an hour along 
the marshy mangrove shores of the swamp 
lake, which seemed to be seething with 
sharks and alligators, we reached a thicket 
of tall Scotch grass from which a trail led 
into the bush desert. It showed in various 
places fresh human footprints. probably 
made by Indians or runaway criminals 
from the chain gangs of Colonel Huerta's 
expeditionary forces. After tying our 
dory to some bushes, we followed the 
trail. El Piojoso, who was an experienced 
backwoodsman, led the procession. I 
walked two steps behind him. Soon our 
clothes were torn to shreds by the sharp 
hooked guaraguao thorns which scratched 
and lacerated our anns and legs, while 
every once in awhile we sank up to our 
armpits in the soft, water �aked jungle 
soil. 

As we were passing in a stooping posi
tion beneath some thick guaraguoo bushes, 
El Piojoso, who was crawling on hands 
and knees directly in front of me, let out a 
{rightful yell and remained motionless, 
with his terrified eyes riveted on a large 
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yellow snake which seimcd to be only cal
culating the distance-for of a sudden it 
uncoiled and whipped itself at El Piojoso's 
face-only to fall back with a thud a few 
inches away from him. ., 

His agonized shriek and the report of 
my gun were almost simultaneous. After 
the smoke vanished we saw the snake 
across the bush trail shot to pieces by the 
heavy buckshot load. Only then did 'we 
notice the thin rawhide thong with which 
it had been tied, like a dog by a chain, to 
a nearby bush. It was a 8entineW., one of 
the many devices of the Indians to pro
tect the trails leading-to their ranch� 
from intruders. Their village could not be 
far off. 

In less than two minutes the bushes 
around us began moving and one after 
another a dozen or two wild faces, with 
knives held between their teeth and ma
cheta and rusty shotguns in their hands, 
were staring at : us. Before we could 
drop to the ground to defend ourselves, 
one of these Indians addressed us in 
pure Spanish to the effect that we had 
nothing to fear because they were them
selves cri.diano8, and to prove his state
ment the speaker held aloft a polished 
bronze crucifix and, laying down his gun, 
advanced resolutely toward us. 

He turned out to be a civilized, full 
blooded Sonora Indian, formerly a student 
in the seminary of Mexico City, who had 
been deported by order of Porfirio Diaz to 
those snake infested swamps:of Quintana 
Roo together with a couple of hundred 
other Yaqui Indians, as a punishment, to 
work· in the plantations as slaves. 

He and several of his companions had 
managed to escape and, together with a 
dozen·or 90 deserters of the Huerta forces, 
had reached and buried themselves alive 
in tho11e godforsaken swamps,- living from 
the fish and game they could procure. 
Our arrival was for them a great piece of 
luck. In fact, it was their salvation, their 
only chance to cseape, for no schooner or 
even fishing boat ever approached those 
lagoons for fear of the Indians. 
t. A£ter having assured ourselves that the 
young Indian was telling the truth, we 

went to their misemble ran.cheria, which 
they had protected "Indian fashion" with 
venomous snakes tied to the bushes along 
the tmils. There we found half a dozen 
more of those poor wretches in a dying 
condition, eaten up by fevers. 

I immediately accepted their offer to 
come along with us, in the first place be
cause they were expert shots and hunters, 
and secondly, in order to increase our 
force with a score more riflemen. With 
that reenforcement, which brought our 
troop to thirty-eight, I felt confident of 
being able to fight off any Mexican land
ing force that should try to attack us. 

That evening before sunset I deployed 
my men, all of them, on the sand bank, so 
that the Mexicans on the steam launch 
could see them and realize that they had 
to deal with thirty-eight well armed 1'el10-
lucionario8. Perhaps that is the reason 
why they left us alone (or a couple of days, 
thus giving us the necessary time to do 
90me hunting in order to increase our 
larder with half a ton of jerked shark's 
meat. 

Despite the fact that we were practi
cally between Scylla and Charybdis
the San01'a on one side and the ma
rauding Maya Indians on the other-we 
enjoyed those two days of unique hunt
ing; ror our new allies were experts in 
catching alligators and sharks with very 
rudimentary implements. The alligators, 
for instance, they captured by means of 
long ropes at the end of which were at
tached two-foot wooden spikes, pointed at 
both ends. While the alligators were 
basking leisurely in the glaring sunshine 
on a mud bank, ten or twelve men would 
sneak up behind the reptile through the 
bushes, holding one end or the rope, while 
one, holding the pointed spike by the cen
ter with his extended arm, would crawl on 
his belly, inch by inch, dragging the loose 
rope behind him over the muddy bank, 
straight up to the sleeping alligator and 
jam the spike vertically into the saurian's 
open jaws. 

Instantly the frightened alligator closed 
its jaws, both ends of the spike penetrat
ing and catching in the soft flesh of the 
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roof and bottom of its mouth; whereupon 
the spike-man would jump up and run 
while his companions dragged the caP
tured alligator like a roped steer on the 
sandy embankment and killed it by chop.
ping it across the _root of its tail with their 
machetu. 

The way they caught the sharks was 
also very interesting. One of them would 
jump overboard as a living bait, where
upon the nearest shark made a rush for 
him. But the man was quicker than the 
shark, diving under it every time the lat
ter turned around to grab him. In that 
manner the hunter drew the shark nearer 
and nearer to the shallow shore water. 
When he had him in six or eight feet of 
water, half a dozen other hunters jumped 
into the lagoon and, diving around the 
shark with lightning speed, like so many 
sardines, finally slashed his stomach open 
with their knives. 

In such a way we managed to amass 
about half a ton of jerked shark meat in 
less than two days, besides the meat of 
several tonincu, or sea cows, and a couple 
of door which we shot. 

SHORTLY before dawn on the 
third day, taking advantage of 
a thick mantle of fog that had 

�"1!'!-• Bettled over the lagoon, we 
hove anchor and noiselessly hoisted sail. 
A favorable breeze pushed us gently out 
of the lagoon and along the ooast. By 
keeping to the shallow waters, we should 
be out of the Sonora's gun range. When 
the cruiser's crew caught sight of us, after 
the fog had lifted, we had gained four 
miles on her, measured along the coast� 
line, and were rapidly approaching the 
entrance of another lagoon. 

After hours of careful sounding, we 
struck the channel leading into it just be
fore nightfall. We followed the channel 
for more than a mile, seeking a good an� 
choring place. Unfortunately, we had to 
drop anchor less than a hundred ya.rds 
from the shore, and millions of singing 
mosquitoes, ravenous for human flesh, 
settled upon us and almost devoured us. 
Several snakes appeared on board, though 

how they got there I don't know. One of 
them sent El Piojoso scrambling up the 
mast ladder, howling. The rest of us 
could not pay too much attention to 
�kes or mosquitoes, but had to lie in 
wait, ri8es in hand, behind the gunwale of 
the schooner for a possible landing party 
of marines. 

The officers of the S('J1U}ta were planning 
a · surprise for us that evening. The 
searchlight plied the waters of the canal 
against any attempt to escape on our part. 
The buglers kept up a oontinuous clamor 
on her decks, probably to attract the at� 
tcntion of the Indians to the presence of 
white men with ooveted musicians among 
them. If the Indians attacked us in ear� 
nest, we would probably have to leave the 
lagoon, and then a boarding party from 
the cruiser might try its luckJagainst us. 

I have . seldom undergone such acute 
suffering as I did that night on account of 
the mosquitoes. My face sweJ!ed to what 
seemed to be twice its normal proportions, 
and it was only with the greatest effort 
that l could keep my fingers nimble. And 
the hours dragged by, slow, cumbersome, 
interminable. 

Finally, about three in the morning, we 
heard, with a welcoming feeling of release, 
a soft sp!aBh of water in the direction of 
the entrance of the lagoon. A few min
utes later we descried two large shadows 
approaching our schooner from that direc
tion. They were two boats manned by 
Mexican marines. When the first boat. 
which seemed to be taking soundings, ap-
peared around a bend of the mangrove 
covered shore, we opened a heavy fire 
upon it. The Mexicans answered shot for 
shot, not appearing to mind the hen vy 
toll which our bullets were taking among 
them. One of my sharpshooters picked 
off the officer at the rudder. The poor 
fellow threw up his arms and fell headlong 
into the water. We heard his agonized 
cry as a shark dragged him to the bottom. 
His death, and the sustained fire from the 
gunwale of our schooner, soon forced both 
boats to veer sharply and head for the 
cruiser as fast as terrorized men could 
row them. 
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Unfortunately dawn came· clear, with
out the trace of fog, and we feared that if 
we left the lagoon the Semora might be 
able to draw sufficiently near to us to send 
the schooner to the bottom with her guns. 
There was nothing that we could do but 
remain where we were, ready to repel a 
fresh attack. 

With the arrival of the sun the mos
quitoes left us, and we dropped on the 
deck to snatch a few hours' rest. Juan 
Perez, with El Piojoso and anothef man, 
remained on the watch. El Piojoso took 
on this duty voluntarily. The scare that 
snake had thrown into him would not al
low him to sleep. Probably because it 
was an actual snake, and not an alcoholic 
nightmare. 

About noon a long, feathered arrow 
fastened itself with a thud to the side of 
the schooner. A Right of other arrows 
followed, wounding two of our men. The 
air was l'ellt by the blood curdling kmg
drawn-out howls of a band of :Mayan 
Indians, whose faces could be seen among 
the mangroves, bronzed and fierce. 

Half asleep, swollen, dazed, we tumbled 
to the gunwale and opened fire on the 
lurking shapes. We wounded some of 
them, but most of our shots went wild. 
With the Sonora outside, waiting for us 
like an alligator with wide open jaws, and 
the Mayas attacking us from the shore of 
the lagoon, our position could not be 
called enviable. 

Fortunately, the Indians did not seem 
to have canoes. But the steady sound of 
chopping machetes made us realize that 
they were preparing to build rafts. That 
night we could expect a boarding party, 
hot after our scalps, our musical instru
ments, and our bones to heap up in an of
fering to their "santos." We prepared to 
withstand a close siege, with marines 
from the Mexican cruisCr probably taking 
a hand-discreetly, of course, for they 
were as likely to be attacked by the Indi
ans as we were if they entered the lagoon. 
Just before sunset a large cloud appeared 
on the eastern horizon, and half an hour 
later a furious gale was blowing out to sea. 
The SOMra, fearing no doubt to be thrown 

against a sandbank, took up her anchor 
and stood a few miles farther from shore. 
An electrical storm broke over us, sha� 
tering the sky with lightning, and then 
the rain fell torrentially, neutralizing the 
effects of the Sonora's searchlight. 

That was the opportunity for which we 
had been desperately praying. W&;fiew 
up our sails and let them catch the storm, 
which took us out of the lagoon as if the 
schooner had sprouted wings. Protected 
by the screen of rain, we followed our 
course recklessly along the surf line. 

Several times during that wild thunder. 
ing night we were almost thrown against 
the shore, but a combination of skilful 
maneuvering, and revolutionists' luck, 
kept us on our boiling, blowing course. 
For the second time we gave the Sot1Q1'a 
the slip. But that ship wa.s a diehard, and 
this sinister shadow of Porfirio Diaz 
loomed behind its officers. 

She could not afford to give up the pur
suit. At dawn, there she was again, hard 
on our heels, like the traditional yeUow 
pup, wasting her ammunition in an effort 
to scare us into surrendering. 

While rounding a bush covered dune 
cape, we sighted-with what relief it may 
be imagined---n.nother lagoon. Its en
trance was very narrow and appeared, 
from the color of the water, to be also 
very shallow. We skidded in easily, 
the Sonora, as usual, dropping anchor 
patiently outside the line of reefs and 
sandbanks. But that time we had wan
dered into a fox's lair. The lagoon had 
several openings on the sea. This, of 
course, we found out only after several 
hours of sounding and exploring. 

One of the other entrances was suffi
ciently deep to allow our schooner to pass 
out to sea a few miles west of the place 
where the Sonora exercised her unending 
and confident patience. To put her cap
tain at this ease, we went ashore, within 
sight of a boat he had sent to patrol the 
shallows--out of rifle range, however
and pitched our camp there, lighting a 
few big fires and preparing some food. 

When darkness came I had a tall, 
straight palm tree cut and despoiled of its 
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crown of foliage. This was planted on 
the shore of the lagoon, towering over the 
bushes, and rigged with all our extm sails. 
l<�rom the sea it would appear that our 
schooner was moored close to the shore of 
the swampy lake, with her sails Rapping 
on her mast. After supper I installed my
self in one tent and Juan Perez in another, 
while the rest of the men, barring the 
guard left on board, hung their hammocks 
from the stunted trees and prepared for a 
quiet evening. 

Only the weird voices of the wild 
fowl broke ihe stillness of the tropical 
night. Lying on an outspread blanket in 
front of my tent, I kept my eyes on the 
searchlight of the Sonora, which roamed 
the darkness uneasily, throwing bright 
streaks over the bush jungle that covered 
the neck of land separating the lagoon 
from the sea. In the moonlight, I could 
see the silhouettes of my men, resting in 
their hammocks, with an arm or a leg 
dangling out peacefully. The shadow of a 
vampiro, or giant bat, would circle occa
sionally over the smoldering fires� and 
swoop down on an exposed arm or leg to 
suck a few drops of blood. About two 
hundred yards from my tent lay the car
casses of two big alligators we had shot 
that afternoon. 

Suddenly the sentry at my side jumped 
up silently and pointed in their direction. 
A long shadow was gliding noiselessly to
ward them. The shadow then stood still, 
and two eyes gleamed at us across the 

darkness. It was a jaguar. It stood per
fectly quiet for a moment; then it took the 
tail of one of the alligators in its teeth with 
a cracking sound and, forcing its right 
shoulder under the long, stiff alligator's 
body, disappeared with it into the bushes, 
like an ant carrying away the long trailing 
body of a fish worm. 

After everything had quieted down 
once more, we took our things aboard, 
took up the anchor and made our way to 
the sea through the entrance we had dis
covered that afternoon. I suppose that 
the Sonora stayed several days watching 
thc .mast we had rigged up in the swamp, 
and finally, sending a party of marines on 
a raiding" expedition, captured the old 
sails. I hope Porfirio Diaz enjoyed the 
trophy and placod it in the National 
Museum as a sample of one of his few 
failures to get what he wanted. 

Three days later we sighted the Hon
duran coast and, after leaving behind us 
the lights of Puerto Cortez sparkling on 
the sou them skyline, we anchored off the 
coast near the Guatemalan border, where 
ready hands loaded the rifles and ammuni
tion on pack-mules that night. 

At the head of a band of b-ravo, I set 
out immediately to cross the frontier and 
pay a little visit to my old friend, Estrada 
Cabrera, just to 9ee if he would raise the 
ante on my head from the paltry five hun
dred dollars he had offered to some sum 
more nearly in keeping with the game we 
were playing. 



A Tragic Little Tale of 
Civil War -and After 

REBEL YELL 
By MAcKINLAY KANTOR 

YANKEES! 
They had taken his voice; they 

had snatched his youth from him, 
and his love; they had hogged his whole 
life and trampled it beneath their heels 
, . .  No wonder that Lucius Colvin 
hated them. 

Clear as the memory of the oopper 
tubing he had found on Saturday was 
the memory of that September morning, 
sixty-odd years before. when Lucius 
Colvin last went into action with Joth 
Allerton's Tigers. He was creeping 
through a thicket, glaring eagerly down in· 
to the leafy valley where Yankee horses 
whinnied and Yankee en valrymen ad. 
vanced. Lucius was just selooting a portly 
sergeant as the next target to honor his 
exacting rifle, when the whole sky split 
into a. white Harne. 

A Yankee shell bad struck the ground 
beside him. 

That was all Colvin knew until 
three days later, when he trembled into 
consciousness in the cabin of a moun
taineer. 

The war moved away to the South and 
East, a.nd still Lucius lay in the mountain 
cabin. Members of the family were im
poverished and fond of corn liquor, but 
they were kind to him. Whatever war
like sympathies they had were with the 
rebels. He lay there until spring; hill 
flowers were a.-bloom before he could 
move about on a rough crutch. Yankee 
scouts climbing the paths would look him 
over with brutal glances. 

"Hello, Johnny, did a bear bite you?" 
"How's Jeff Davis?" 
His thin face would twist in speechless 

rage. 
"Missing," he was chronicled. "Dead," 

said his father and sister in Louisiana. 
"Dead," said Katherine Mollet • • .  
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And he was perfectly willing to remain 
dEnd-to them. 

He had written his name on the Ry 
leaf of a Bible for his mountaineer friends, 
and an itinerant minister spelled it out 
for them. 

"Dumb Luce," they called him-Pap 
Johnson, and snuffy faced Mam, and the 
two boys, Jas and 'Liath , , , He earned 
his corn bread; he tended garden, and 
reared a litter of pigs each season from 
the old black sow, and rode an antiquated 
mule down to mill. "Dumb Luce--John
son's Luce, what was all dumbed-up an' 
crippled-up in the wah." 

The family ·trekked north a few yea.rs 
later. Hard times hiLd come to Galley 
Ridge and Pap Johnson heard of better 
lands in the far Northwest. They 
starved their way across three States into 
the realm of corn and prairies, and at a 
bustling Northern village Mam sickened 
and died. Their emigration never moved 
farther. 'Liath and Jas were grown, now, 
and worked for neighboring farmers; 
the four men "hatched" in a crazy cottage 
and raised a small acreage of crops. 

One of Joth Allerton's brave gray 
Tigers, creaking along corn rows on a 
wooden leg, saliva dripping from his lips 
whenever he tried to make intelligible 
sounds , • .  

The Johnsons knew little about farm
ing in that eager, scrambling country. 
The boys drifted West and vanished. 
When Pap died of "stomach inflammv 
tion", Lucius stumped to town with 
empty pockets. Neighbors had taken the 
chickens and pigs and mule, for debts 
which they claimed Pap owed. Work was 
hard to find-that is, work for a dirty, 
dumb man with a wooden leg. 

Lucius Colvin went to the dumping 
ground. And he had stayed there, 
nearly sixty years. 

Through the era of whiffletrees and 
wash bowls and ragged feather boas; on 
into the age of platform rockers and gal
vanized iron and egg crates; down to the 
modern years when he found batteries 
and spark plugs and golf sticks • . .  Be
neath the grimy hands of Lucius Colvin, 

the town's domestic tatters were sorted 
and squeezed into burlap bags which he 
dragged to the professional junk dealers. 

Old Luce, they called him. 
"You know-Peg Leg Luce, the old 

tramp down at the Dump." 
For many years he had boarded at the 

home of Mrs. Prohack, a measly cottage 
back of the lumber yards. There were 
vermin and ragged bedding and smells o£ 
garlic in the Prohack house. But what 
were vermin and rags to a man who had 
spent his life limping over a rubbish 
heap? e- THE Grand Army oC the Re

public had come to town Cor 
its annual encampment. Lu.. 
cius saw red banners stretching 

across the bricky distances of Uptown
Uptown, to which he was a stranger. He 
made out the wording: 

WELCOMEG.A.R. SA VI OURS OF OUR COUNTRY 

Yankees! The fiends who had taken 
his voice and his right leg. 

Thinking, as he puwcd over a pile of 
mattresses and eggshells: 

"If I could talk, I'd show them. I'd 
show them. Wave the Stars and Bars, and 
holler fer Jeff Davis-" 

That night he made a pencil sketch, 
clutching back into the caverns of his 
mind for its picture. White here, and 
red there, and-how many stars? Eleven 
stars. The flag carried by Joth Allerton's 
Tigers. Why-God of all armies !-he, 
Old Luce, had grasped the colors when 
they were shot down at Bridal Spring! 

He scrawled his directions to Mrs. Pro
hack, before he went out to the dump on 
Tuesday morning. 

i wish yoo to ma.k a !lag like thi!l mak a Big 
Won i will pay yoo too dolluTll for itt must be 
reddy by Wen$day 

Mrs. Prohack snickered and peered 
near-sightedly at the crude sketch. 

"Ole Man Luce," she muttered. "Ole 
l\Ian Luce he want a flag to wave. Huh! 
Two dollars to make that? I buy one for 
ten cents, you bet!" 
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She bought it at a second hand store on 
Center street and gave it, still wrapped in 
brown paper, to Lucius that night. His 
hand shook frightfully. He hid the parcel 
under his mattress, not daring to open it 
then. 

Other ragpickers wondered at the ab
sence of Peg Leg on Wednesday. 

"Must be sick," they thought. It never 
occurred to them that he might go up
town to see the parade. 

The parade came down Center �treet 
. . . Shrill, eery fife notes split the air 
and spun a wavering mist about the troop. 
ing column of veterans. 

• • • 0 teJI my mother 
When I go home..,._ 
I go homP-e-

Lucius Colvin was leaning against a 
lamp post in front of the Masonic Temple. 
His face had been washed, and his beard 
trimmed with a pair of ·Mrs. Prohack's 
scissors, but his clothes still smelled 
of the city dump. People stood away 
from him, even though the curb was 
crowded. 

The long tube of brown paper was in 
his hand. HOO'fay for Jeff Davia/ 0 
God, if they'd only left him his voicP.-e-

He didn't mind the leg . . . But still 
he had his hands. He could wave the 
flag. Flaunt it, mockingly·-

The Michigan Department passed with 
a rattle of wild drums and a trembling 
shadow of gilt fringed flags. 

"Now," he thought, but waited still. 
Illinois veterans. All decked with 

flowers and gay badges, and cheering 
back as the crowd whooped at them with 
one rocketing roar. 

It had been Illinois troops, that day in 
the mountains-0 God, if he could only 
stretch his dead throat and scream. 

Appallingly, he cut loose with one 
shrill, unearthly screech. . 

"Oo-ay !" Above the clapping of hands 
-"Oo-ay!" ' 

His brown fingers tore the paper from 
the flag ; it fluttered spiritedly. It was 
Red and. White and Blue it was not the 
Stars and Bars . . . The same flag the 
Yankees had ! The same flag . 

"Jeff Davis !�' his soul screamed, but all 
he could sound was that shrieking, "Ay
ay ooray !" 

He stood there, tears swelling out of his 
eyes, his mouth clapping open and shut, 
his Yankee flag beckoning valiantly as 
the Yankee lines limped past. 
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CHAPTER I launch disappear beyond a solid bank of 
bush, had no reason at all to give the 
matter a thought. He had just said good-

BETWEEN the native village of AI- by to Kingdon, who was at onoo his boss; 
lom, wrapped in pagan slumber, his very best friend and almost his god; 
and a grubby, low draft freighter and as Kingdon had departed upon ur

that hugged the shadow of the mangroves gent business to Forcados, Harth was 
just below the mouth of Atba Creek, there now waiting to enjoy the privilege of ap
was no visible connection whatever. And plying, without interruption, a soporific 
the Marsden & Company launch, with �ight hook to an absent junior assistant's 
Kingdon on board, heading at full speed JaW. 
from Warri to Forcados, would not have This junior assistant's name was Ran
hinted at even the slightest suggestion of dolph. John Randolph. Kingdon and 
a link in the mind of any one in the Ni- Harth and the rest knew this much, They 
gerias. knew also that Randolph was a young 

Harth, senior assistant for Marsden's, man .with spun gold hair, a peach blossom 
leaning on the rail of the house veranda complexion, a childlike blue eye, a mother 
and watching the lights of the company's and a girl at home, and a gift of language 

" 
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that was as tricky as it was punctilious girlish, blue eyed young men who vol
and precise. _ untarily removed themselves from home 

Beyond these simple facts, sufficient to and the assuring protection of city po
establish his name and personality, Ran- licemen and corporation lighting systems, 
dolph was a mystery. A harmless and in- so that they might break well established 
consequent mystery perhaps, yet a mys- rules of trading factory procedure to go 
tery that annoyed · Harth as much as it prowling along ink-black African bush 
seemed to amuse Kingdon. Consequent- paths and into seamy native villages after 
ly, since Randolph had apparently "gone bedtime, were not to be trusted in their 
ofF'' again, Harth thought it would be acceptance of hooks, righteous or other
interesting to discover how a young man wise. 
of Randolph's sort would react to a really Presently Harth turned from the rail 
good wallop on the jaw. and entered a room almost immediately 

Harth had a suspicion that Randolph behind him. The stand lamp in this room 
would be likely to react with a nastily fast was turned low, and on the mosquito cur
display of two-handed pugilism that tained bed there lay the long rangy figure 
would make the evening warrnly inter- of a younger man than Harth; a man who 
estj.ng for both of them. Those almost tossed restlessly in feverish slumber and 
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swore like a gin tank skipper at the things 
he saw in his sleep. 

This man's name was Balloch. He was 
the company's beach clerk; and Harth, 
who was yet a bigger man, up and around, 
with a fat moon face and a flaming red 
head, bent over Balloch and talked to 
him in a low persuasive voice for a little 
while; and thereafter began to whistle 
soft, tremulous bird calls that actually 
seemed to beat down the muttering 
stream of profanity until Balloch's arms 
stopped threshing about and his breath
ing" became regular and quiet. 

Harth continued to whistle, but his 
ears were alert for Randolph's return 
from-well, from wherever he had gone. 
Harth did not know where Randolph had 
gone. Nobody did. 

Even Randolph, himself, was not very 
sure he was in the right hut. Only that 
he was in the right village. The village of 
All ora. 

THE SOUND of some one 
breathing thickly and stertor
ously in his sleep, the whimper
ing cry of a wakeful infant, the 

sniffing investigations of a perpetually 
hungry bush dog, the low crooning hum 
of a voice that belonged to a shadow-like 
human hovering over a dying fire in the 
middle of a clearing, and the heavy stench 
of un-Christianlike odors that filled sen
sitive nostrils to the point of suffocation
none of this seemed to interfere with the 
apparently purposeful intentions of the 
young man who was known to Kingdon, 
Harth and Balloch, and to Warri in gen
eral, as John Randolph. 

That he had managed to get into this 
particular village and hut without let or 
hindrance was remarkable enough in it
self. That he would get out of it with his 
life would be still more remarkable. But 
he seemed to know exactly what he was 
about and his knowledge of the floor plan 
of native dwellings in that remote part 
of the ¥:orld appeared to be sufficient for 
his purpose; also, the swift and soundless 
character of his movements gave every 
indication of a body and mind and ncrv-

ous system that were alert to every 
slightest twist or turn that fate could take. 

Native mats, hung from ceiling to floor, 
were, for the greater part, the only par
titions that divided this oblong mud and 
thatch bit of architecture into "rooms". 
And just what possibilities lay beyond 
each partition of mats Randolph, quite 
obviously, did not know. But he seemed 
unusually willing to take a chance to find 
out. 

Softly, soundlessly he moved, the slen
der, darting light of a small pocket flash
light most cautiously leading the way 
past sprawling figures that lay starkly 
asleep upon floor mats; a snoring dis
cordant chorus that would have rasped 
the nerves of any one who was not con
centrating upon a very definite mission 
that had some real purpose behind it. 

Randolph was nothing if not purposeful 
and his childlike blue eyes darted hither 
and thither in search of something or 
other that, quite evidently, meant much 
to him. 

Apparently he was not looking for any
thing human or animate. Lithe, slender 
daughters or wives of this house, whether 
curled up on luxurious, mosquito cur
tained camp cots or lying in almost nude 
simplicity upon mats and cushions on the 
floor of one of the inner rooms, meant just 
as little to Randolph as the snoring mas
culine hulks that slept in outer darkness. 

But the possessions of those girls-their 
corals, their beads, their hiding places for 
the things that adorned their bodies
Randolph's childlike blue eyes seemed to 
follow his little flashlight in the hungry 
pursuit of things that glittered; and when 
he came upon a small metal box that 
looked as if it might contain something 
really interesting, he pounced upon it and 
opened it with an �gerness that took no 
thought at all of the slim bronze Venus 
who slept within a foot of where he stood. 

Then it was that the flashlight decided 
to go wrong. Its light went out sharply 
and without warning and apparently in
tended to stay out. Randolph said some
thing under his breath, tried to shake the 
flashlight into life, listened a moment or 
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two, shook the flashlight again and again, 
then decided to put down the metal box 
so that he could try to make an adjust
ment of the battery-an adjustment that 
needed the use of both hands. 

Carefully he bent down to lay the box 
upon the mat covered, bench-like piece of 
ironwood furniture on which he had found 
it; and even more suddenly than it had 
gone wrong, the flashlight decided to bo
comc all right again. 

A sharp, stabbing ray of light struck the 
sleeping girl at his feet full in the eyes. 

"Damn!" 
"Chal'' 
And then-
A metal box spilling trinkets and trash 

upon bench and floor; a vague, wraith
like figure leaping through a window hole 
and bearing with him n. light that sprang 
at the dark like the thrust of a knife; the 
piercing scream of a Jakri girl who was 
sure she had become possessed of devils 
and was seeing things that were sent to 
torment her soul by the gods of the Little 
Black Well; answering feminine screams, 
thick, hoarse masculine gutturals of in
quiry and anger, the patter of naked feet 
rushing from every conceivable direction 
at once-all of this crowding in upon a 
spilled box of .trinkets and demanding an 
explanation for it all. 

Perhaps the gods of the Little Black 
Well of Allora could make this explana
tion. Perhaps the Pool of Crocodiles be
yond Saganna. 

The village of Allora did not know; and 
not even Randolph, tearing along a bush 
path at the imminent risk of his neck, was 
sufficiently well informed to tell more than 
one half of the story. 

The other half • 

CHAPTER II 

THE AMAZING MR. RANDOLPH 

IN SPITE of himself, Harth liked the 
way Randolph came up the front 
stairs on his return from these noC

turnal prowlings of his. There was no de
�it in the youth; little or no effort at try-

ing to escape the just censure of his su
periors. 

This time, however, he looked as if he 
would like to avoid Harth for a little 
while; at least long enough to make a 
presentable appearance at the bar of 
justice. 

''I'll be with you in a minute," he said 
to Harth who met him at the head of the 
stairs. "I'd like to wash up if you don't 
mind." 

Harth grunted. He could see that Ran
dolph had had a rougher time than usual. 
His trousers were tom in at least two 
places and one sleeve of his shirt hung 
limply from the shoulder as if some one or 
something had tried to prevent him from 
getting ba.ck to his job in the Marsden & 
Company kernel store. His face was dirty, 
too, and this was most unusual for Ran
dolph, who seemed to have a gift for keep
ing his cherubic face clean under any and 
every circumstance. 

''I'll give you five minutes," Harth con
ceded generously, and they moved along 
the veranda together. "You're going to 
do hospital duty for the balance of the 
night, so you might as well make a clean 
start." 

Randolph said nothing then, but when 
he reappeared looking most irritatingly 
clean in spotless white drill, he asked

"Did you say hospital duty?" . 
"Balloch's temperature needs watch

ing," Harth said curtly, "and you're going 
to watch it. If he shows signs of getting 
any worse--" 

"Wouldn't he be better off in that hos
pital on the government beach? That's 
what it's for, isn't it? Or is it just a kind 
of doll's house for the doctor to play 
around in?" 

Harth did not answer directly and he 
seemed to be paying more attention to the 
swinging light of a hurricane lantern in 
the hands of a watchboy who was am
bling along the waterfront, than to Ran
dolph's chin. 

"We don't let our men go to hospital 
until the doctor sends a stretcher and a 
squad of Yoruba soldier men to get 'em," 
he said presently. "Just go into Balloch's 
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room and sit there. That should be simple 
enough." 

"Quite," Randolph agreed and dabbed 
at his forehead and upper lip lightly with 
his handkerchief. "Unfortunatcly I know 
nothing of nursing and am afraid I'd only 
be in the way. Better send for a hospital 
orderly or some one of the sort. I've had 
a rather trying day of it doing Balloch's 
work and my own and hardly feel_cqual 
to-" 

The blond head shifted ever so slightly 
and Harth's right arm, carrying many 
pounds pressure of righteousness, swished 
harmlessly past Randolph's smooth 
shaven chin; harmlessly, that is, as far as 
Randolph was concerned. Harth almost 
lost the ann in the elfort he made, and his 
equilibrium, in the succeeding second or 
two, was not worth a bicuba, which is 
Vt'Orth just three copper pennies. 

"Don't do that," Randolph said as 
Harth floundered against the leg rest of 
a deck chair. "Don't ever do that. It's 
much too hot for barroom tactics of that 
sort and I'd only get into trouble with 
Kingdon and the home office if I knocked 
your silly head about. They'd call it 
mutiny, I suppose, even though the real 
truth of the matter would be that you are 
a rotten boxer." 

Randolph paused, but Harth did not 
interpose a syllable. He knew there was 
more of it and that it probably would be 
very interesting. 

.. Please understand," Randolph re
sumed and leaned a shoulder against a 
veranda upright, "I don't mind you being 
the senior assistant and fat and red 
hooded. I don't mind your whistling or 
your singing or the fizzy drink noises you 
make to amuse your friends; in fact, I 
don't mind anything about you except 
your foolish notions about yourself as a 
OOxcr or fighter or whatever it is along 
those lines you think you are. I( you 
must establish your authority after that 
fashion, come up behind me and UJJe a 
machete or a dub. I've been anticipating 
that misspent right for at least a month." 

Harth was not pale with fury. Neither 
was he crimson with shame. He bad com-

pletely established his equilibrium and 
he now stood looking at Randolph quizzi
cally, as at a new but not too interesting 
species. Presently he said: 

"I think you're bluffing, and some eve
ning I shall probably call your bluff. If 
you fight the way you talk, you're pretty 
clever and your best punch should be a 
waspish jab. But I don't think you can 
hit worth a damn." 

"Of course not," Randolph agreed 
pleasantly. "Hard hitting is too rough on 
the hands and I don't really know very 
much about boxing from a professional 
standpoint. But I do know the theory; 
enough, at least, to protect myself against 
your wide and wallowing style of hitting. 
You must waste a terrific lot of energy 
punching holes in the atmosphere." 

HARTH glancod in the direc
tion of Balloch's room, lis-
tened a moment, then brought 
his attention back to Randolph, 

who was no longer leaning against the 
vemnda upright. 

"I think I can trust Balloch to sloop for 
a little while," he said mildly. "I am 
sorry he must miss this because he would 
appreciate it so much. Might I request 
the pleasure of your company as far as the 
powder house? There is a spot in that 
vicinity that is flat and isolated and�" 

"Don't talk rot. You can't fight and 
I'm not going to walk all the way to the 
powder house just to wallop you on the 
nose. I can do that much for you right 
here." 

And Harth had a befogged sort of no
tion that Randolph did. As he struggled to 
extricate himself from the sagging em
brace of the deck chair in which he had, 
all involuntarily, seated himself, he was 
not really sure about it. He seemed to 
have been hit in so many places at the 
same time that he did not know whether 
his nose had been omitted as a target or 
not. 

Perhaps it was Randolph's footwork 
that was so fast and elusive; perhaps it 
was that odd sidewise sway of his body as 
he came in, and then again it may have 
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been that puzzlingly extended right that 
did not seem to do anything at all except 
-well, except keep his, Harth's, face in 
position for Randolph's left to punch. 
But one hand could never hit so many 
times and places in such a short space of 
time. Harth was sure of this much; and 
of course, it was a gallery performance, 
exhibiting just about everything Ran
dolph had in his bag of boxing tricks. 

"Don't get up," Randolph advised. 
"That's not a bad chair and if you keep 
on getting up and sitting down in it again 
suddenly like that it will go to pieces in 
no time. Better stay where you are and 
have your boy bring you a gin and bit
ters." 

Harth paused. His head was clear 
enough, there was no real damage done. 
and he knew he had to hit Randolph just 
once--just once that was all-just-

When Harth opened his eyes he was 
stretched out on the floor of his own room 
with a pillow under his head, and Ran
dolph was bending over him, bathing his 
face and forehead with Florida water. 

"You'll be all right in a minute," Ran
dolph said encouragingly. "Much sooner 
than my hands. What the devil is your 
jaw made of anyway?" 

Harth did not say. The jaw to which 
Randolph so familiarly referred was 
numb, and Harth had a vague idea that he 
had tried to hit Randolph just once and 
had run his jaw into a riveter's hammer 
instead. He wondered if even Balloch 
could hit- But Balloch was sick and 
Kingdon had said-

"Never mind slopping that stulf all 
over my face. Go in and take a look at 
Balloch. See if he's all right." 

"I did and he is. Lie still. The world 
hasn't gone all to the little doggies simply 
because you've been out of it for ten 
minutes or so." 

"Ten-what?" 
Randolph consulted his wrist wa.tch. 
"You went out at 9:18 and it is now 

9 :S�. I dragged you in here out of sight 
and would have put you to bed only I'm 
no weight lifter. Is the pillow comfort
able?" 

Harth lay quite still. Further comment 
was superfluous and any further action
He glanced up at Randolph who had obe
diently stopped using the Florida water 
and was squatting beside him with his 
legs folded under him like a tailor. 

"Anybody ever lick you?" 
"Certainly." 
"How long ago?" 
"Well, not since I learned to pick them 

with some discretion." 
Harth grinned slowly. It was interest

ing to know that he had been chosen with 
discretion. Then, after a short pause

"Do you like to fight?" 
"Not particularly." 
"Why?" 
"It's too rough on the hands and too 

much trouble bringing them back to life 
afterward." 

AT THIS juncture Harth 
seemed to lose all interest in 
cross-examination. Also, dis
daining any assistance, he clam-

bered to his feet, reached a chair beside 
the battered deal table that served him as 
a writing desk and sat down. His head 
still sang and when he had lighted a ciga
ret, he found that holding it between his 
lips was quite an effort. The lower half 
of his face seemed to have been shaken 
from its moorings, and he knew he would 
not whistle with any comfort or success 
for quite awhile. 

Randolph also had risen and was stand
ing a few paces from Harth's chair, watch
ing him. The childlike blue eyes had a 
childlike look of real concern in them. 

"Coming round all right?" 
Harth nodded dully. 
"Call the chief steward and get him to 

put more blankets on Balloch's bed. Tell 
him to have Balloch's boy prepare a hot 
lime drink and when the drink is ready let 
me know. l'll havetowake Ballochto food 
him more phenacetin to make him sweat." 

"Better lie down awhile and let me take 
care of him," Randolph suggested mildly. 
"He takes the phenacetin first and follows 
it with the lime drink, doesn't he? Ten 
grains?" 
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"That'll be enough this trip." Harth 
shook his head to try to clear it. .. And 
if he wakes up cussing, don't pay any at
tention to him unless you feel the need or 
a lesson in fluent profanity. Got any 
phenacetin?" 

"I'll find some.'' Randolph said. and 
went quietly out. 

Harth remained where he was. listen
ing to the singing sounds inside his head, 
and tried to ignore the dull heaviness that 
held him in a nauseous grip. Of course, he 
was not as young as be used to be and this 
damnable climate had slowed him up, 
while the daily round of quinine and 
canned food had played ducks and drakes 
with his teeth and his stomach. He 
couldn't fight as he used to do, couldn't 
eat as he used to do, couldn't drink • • •  

His house boy appeared silently at his 
elbow, heralded ' only by the slightest 
tinkle of glasses upon a tray, One glass 
contained a stiff tot of brandy, the other 
a chaser of water. 

''Mas' Rando'fsay for� to  bring urn," 
the boy announced. 

Ha.rtb grunted, picked up the glass con
taining the bmndy and emptied it at a 
gulp, then glanced curiously at the other 
glass on the tray as if be wondered why 
it was there. He waved the boyawayand, 
depositing his cigaret in an ash tray, 
passed out of the room and wrapped an 
ann around one of the veranda uprights. 
Then he just stood there looking absently 
at the uncertain ligbta of the African 
Mereha.nts Compa.ny shining through the 
palms and mango trees across the little 
side creek. 

There was no doubt about the fact that 
Randolph was a surprising young man. 
Very. And juat why he had come out to 
that fever ridden rountry to sweat his 
young life away was not any too simple to 
understand. 

Genemlly speaking, first-timen� in the 
pa1m oil trade were just normal humans 
with a dash of the unexpected and the un
orthodox in their makeup; young men 
who had struggled to belong to their for
mer environment and had finally broken 
away from it for any one of a thousand 

reasons or for no reason at all. They 
drank a little or a lot, cussed as a matter of 
ooune or necessity and raised their own 
individual brand of hell at prescribed in
tervals just to assure themselves that even 
the climate of the White Man's Grave 
could not take all the zest out of life. 

Randolph 'W8.S not at all like this. He 
was nice. He had been out from home for 
six months and he was still nice. He did 
not drink, he did not swear and, as yet, 
he had not made the slightest disturbance. 
Even in his most recent fistic exhibition 
be bad not allowed the tonal level of the 
pugilistic symphony to rise above a mod-. 
est pianissimo; and his investigations into 
the private lives of the Delta natives, 
when the lights were out, had been con
ducted so quietly and so unobtrusively 
that no one had known anything about 
them until quite recently. 

Altogether a 11108t surprising young 
man; much more unexpected and unor
thodox than any oontemporary of whom 
Harth could think at the moment. 

It was Harth's experience that exce� 
tiona! first-timers generally lived to re
gret it, and Since Randolph was mrurt ex
ceptional • • •  

"I fixed him up all right," Randolph's 
voice said softly at Harth's elbow, and 
Harth spun about as if he had been shot 
or was afraid he would be. "What's 
wrong? Did I startle you? I'm sorry." 

Harth glanced down at Randolph's 
shoes and found that they were not rub
ber .soled. then up into Randolph's face 
again to discover that it was expressing 
what seemed to be a perfectly genuine 
,.,.c 

"Did you learn. to do that before you 
came out here?" Harth asked. "Or have 
you acquired it since you began visiting 
the native villages at night?" 

Randolph's brows lowered just a little. 
The faintest shadow clouded his child
like blue eyes. 

"Balloch dropped off to sleep again as 
soon as he swaUowed the lime drink." he 
said simply enough. •'And I didn't want 
to wake him. I'm sorry I startled you." 

Harth grunted. Randolph was too ex .. 
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ceptional to be taken at his face value, 
particularly when he apologized. First
timers who could hit as he did did not 
have to apologize for anything. 

"Kingdon's gone down to Forcados," 
Harth announced abruptly. "He'll be 
back tomorrow night. What are you 
going to tell him when he calls you into his 
office and gives you hell for sneaking away 
from the beach after everybody's in bed?" 

Randolph .eyed Harth quietly and 
calmly and without prejudice. 

"Is that a tip or are you just looking for 
information?" 

"Both. If you're not a fool, you'll tell 
Kingdon the truth and you might as well 
get some practise by spinning the yarn to 
me. I'll tell you whether Kingdon will 
swallow it or not." 

Randolph smiled. 
"If I find it necessary to tell Kingdon 

anything, I'll tell him the truth. It's per
fectly simple. Will that be all right?" 

"It'll be all right if it is the truth, no 
matter what it is. But it'll be all wrong if 
it's a lie, because you can't fool that little 
man, and he doesn't like an assistant to 
lie to him. Do I have to become explicit 
and tell you that he's the whitest human 
you've ever met and that he is to be 
treated accordingly?" 

Randolph just leaned over the rail and 
looked steadily down at the beach below. 

"Funny how peopl!'l will get the wrong 
impression of things," he said after awhile. 
"See that water tank over there-the one 
at the corner of the general warehouse?" 

Harth did not have to look. 
"Well, what of it?" 
"I've been seeing that thing for six 

months and I always thought it was a 
square tank, like most of the others 
around the bro.ch. But it's round. Or it 
seems to be in this light. Is it a round 
tank?" 

Harth did not bother to look at the 
tank. Randolph's expression of childlike 
inquiry was much more interesting. 

"If the story you are going to tell King
don isn't a better one than that," Harth 
said dryly, "you had better preserve a 
profound and discreet sitence." 

"Perhaps it is just the effect of shadow 
that makes it seem round," Randolph 
suggested. "Or is there something hang
ing over one comer of it giving it the ap
pearance of roundness? Is it really a 
round tank?" 

Harth turned his attention slowly and 
skeptically in the direction of the tank. 
He knew it was a square tank. It always 
had been a square tank and square tanks 
did not become round-round? Or some
thing hanging over one comer , . .  

"Hunh!" A peering, questioning glance 
and a pause. "Let's go down and see." iii THEY passed downstairs to 

the beach and Harth led the 
way to the tank that was under 
suspicion, his aching jaw, his 

burdensome years and his temperamental 
stomach temporarily forgotten. How
ever, ere they had covered ten yards, the 
tank decided to become square again. 

A lurking figure in a loin cloth that had 
been hugging the shadow of the water 
tank and possibly had allowed himself to 
overlap a corner of it suddenly took all of 
the tank's apparent roundness away with 
him in a streaking rush toward the near
est and safest exit. This exit was the little 
side creek that separated :Marsden & 
Company's beach from that of the African 
Merchants' Trading Company, and an al
most inaudible splash was all the 'trace the 
intruder left behind him. Even before 
Uandolph, who moved as fast as the 
black, reached the mangrove stick break
water, the ripples on the creek's sullen, 
uncommunicative face were scarcely dis
cernible in the dark. 

"Probably swinuning under water," 
Harth said glumly. "No use trying to 
follow him." , 

"No-" doubtfully. "I suppose not. 
Wonder what he was after?" 

"Something that doesn't belong to him. 
You can bet on that. And he'll come back 
as often as he has to till he gets it-or we 
catch him." 

"I see." Randolph followed Harth 
with apparent reluctance away from 
the creek side. They were climbing the 
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stairs again when he asked casually
"And what happens if we catch him?" 
"He will become a member of the 

select chain gang club you see in session 
on the government beach when there is a. 
freighter alongside the wharf. In other 
words, he becomes desperately unhappy 
for a few months, dragging a lot of 
other people around with him when he 
goes to work.'' 

Harth's voioo had trailed off to a 
whisper and he stopped suddenly on the 
top step 8.lld glanced sharply along the 
house veranda toward Kingdon's end of 
it. The bull-like rush he made, in the 
general direction of Kingdon's offic� 
living room took Randolph completely by 
surprise. Nevertheless, the junior assist
ant was at Harth's elbow when the latter 
reached the veranda rail that fronted the 
river. 

COnsequently, they both saw the same 
thing at the same time; a squat, black 
blob of humanity with long, ape-like anns, 
drop from the veranda lightly to the 
ground below and, with barely a pause, 
efface himself behind a clump of cactus 
and a lime hedge that screened his Cscape 
toward the river. 

Harth managed to grab Randolph 
around the waist before the junior assist
ant had gone more than halfway over the 
the verapda rail. 

"Don't be a damned fool. He's in the 
river by this time and his pal and he will 
join hands where their canoe is tied up. 
Let's see if the short fellow swiped any
thing." 

As nearly as they could judge, the short 
fellow had not as yet taken anything that 
did not belong to him, and when Harth 
had looked around Kingdon's office again 
and yet again, he grunted. 

"Hunh. They were coming at what
ever they wanted from two sides. Won
der what the attraction is? And why?" 

Randolph looked across the little side 
creek in the general direction of the dim 
lights of the African Merchants' Com
pany, and his childlike blue eyes had a 
glint in them that shifted restlessly. 

"I wonder." 

CHAPTER III 

THE OLD ORDER AND THE NEW 

T

HE MARSDEN launch, carrying 
Kingdon to Forcados, approached 
Atba Creek with caution. The spot 

was narrow and black enough in the day
light. At night the curtain o£ mangroves 
that hung all about it seemed to crowd in 
upon the place and invest it with a sinister 
and impenetrable gloom. Many things 
that were sordid and unwritten had boon 
done under cover of that dark. Bad debts 
had been collected and paid in full, and 
the nasty crunch of a machete upon an 
unsuspecting skull had been all the 
receipt that had been given or ex
pected. 

Kingdon was lolling upon the bench in 
the launch's little cabin and was leaving 
the luck of the night to Jonah, the colored 
engineer, who was generally reputed to 
have no luck at all. Kingdon was the 
agent for Marsden & Company at Warri, 
and the majority of men, when they met 
him for the first time, looked down upon 
him. They did this, literally and figura,.. 
tively, because his inches were few and his 
manner subdued and unassuming. The 
second or third time they happened to 
encounter him, whether in the pursuit of 
business, pleasure or just plain trouble, 
the chances were fairly even that they 
would be looking up before the meeting 
was over. 

In the mangrove swamps of the Lower 
Niger River, where Kingdon bartered his 
health and miscellaneous goods for palm 
oil and rubber and the kernel of the palm 
nut, it was said of him that he feared 
nothing under heaven. This was at once 
the reward and the price of fame; for, as 
Kingdon himself v.nuld have been the 
first to aver, the statement was just so 
much tommyrot. 

Every man is afraid of something; most 
of them of many things. Kingdon, who 
had earned an enviable reputation for 
fearlessness in the gentlest, most pacific 
sort of way, knew this. He knew that 
fear was man's inescapable heritage, and 
that whatever else a man might be born 
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without he was never born without his 
quota of fear. 

Just at the moment, however, he was 
not giving much thought to philosophy, 
He was thinking about prices-the price 
of palm oil in particular-and because Qf 
a sudden and all too suspicious rise in 
price in the local markets, and the still 
more suspicious devices of the African 
Merchants' Company, his nearest neigh
bor and trickiest competitor, he was on 
his way to Forcados to have breakfast on 
the Kameroon with Alphabet Colton, the 
agent-general of Marsden & Company. 
He hoped that Colton, who was going 
home on leave, would be in an appropri
ately good humor to give him the author
ity he wanted as a substitute for the bluff 
he was making ready to use. 

The tactics of the African Merchants' 
Company, particularly since the arrival 
of their latest agent, had been suspicious 
in the extreme. And although this com
pany had undergone so many different 
changes of f ront in the past decade, it was 
still something of a shock to Kingdon to 
find himself accusing the African Mer
chants' Company of illegitimate practises. 

For the African Merchants' Company 
was synonymous with the name of Mac
Beth, and the name of MacBeth, in West 
African trade, held a niche all its own. 

In the days of Kingdon's earliest ac
quaintance with the Oil Rivers, the height 
of a trading assistant's ambition had been 
to emulate the MacBeth example by 
starting a business on nothing but nerve 
and sand, and thereafter heave it up to 
the heights with the help of sheer daring 
and a bountiful gift _ for doing the sur
prising thing. 

The Unusual MacBeths had been so un
usual while they lived that, in the years 
since their death, they had become unreal. 
The stories that had been told about them 
had acquired the flavor of myths and few 
newcomers believed the truth of them. 

The speed the launch was making just 
then did not intrude upon Kingdon's remi
niscent humor and he knew, without even 
aglanceof inquiry, that Jonah was passing 
Atba Creek and was making doubly sure 

that nothing that was hunian would be al
lowed to interfere with their arrival at 
Forcados in good time for breakfast. 

The launch's searchlight was probing 
the dark with an inquisitive glare and 
since it revealed nothing more formidable 
than a twO-paddle canoe swaying in the 
mouth of Atba Creek, Jonah cautiously 
increased the boat's speed. He swung 
wider of the canoe than was necessary and 
straightway lunged away from that 
plague-spot almost as if he were afraid it 
might follow him. The squeaky siren 
squeaked a little louder as Jonah swept 
around the curve immediately beyond 
Atba Creek, and there was a glint in the 
black engineer's eyes that was almost 
akin to triumph. e THIS look lived but a moment. 

, The next, the whites of Jonah's 
eyes gleamed wide then seemed 
to roll right into the top of his 

head. He pulled the wheel hard over, his 
lips moving rapidly in a silent incantation 
of his own composing, and the sudden an
swering lurch of the launch flung Kingdon 
unceremoniously from the bench to the 
deck of the little cabin. 

Principally because he knew Jonah, he 
stayed there; and the shout of an excited 
Kroo boy, followed immediately by a 
crackling, shivering thump, was no sur
prise to Kingdon either berore or after 
his breath came back to him. He knew 
from experience that Jonah had escaped a 
greater disaster by choosing a lesser, and 
he knew also that the launch's nose was 
now buried deep in black and oily Niger 
mud. There was nothing new in this. 
Kingdon had a suspicion that mud and 
Jonah were blood relatives from away 
back, and if a mud bank was the worst 
of their troubles, he could still have 
breakfast with Colton on the Kameroon. 

Presently, after a minute or so of wait
ing to be quite sure the launch had stopped 
bumping into things, Kingdon came to 
his feet and climbed the trifling companion 
stairs leading to the deck above. 

A mantle of overhanging mangroves 
smothered the launch from stem to stern 
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so that it was difficult to see anything at 
all distinctly at first. But after awhile, 
with the help of Jonah and a Kroo boy, 
Kingdon gathered that the launch had 
a voided a stranded low draft freighter by 
plunging into the river's bank as far as 
the mud and the mangrove roots would 
allow. The searchlight was out, the en
gine had gone dead, and another Kroo boy, 
vaguely discernible in the darkness be
yond the skylight of the little cabin, was 
babbling in monotonous repetition about 
a leak. 

"I never see dat · freight boat, sah,'' 
Jonah said woefully. "I never see urn. 
I no aavez wha's mattah wif dat freight 
boat, sah. He no catch whistle and he no 
catch bell. I no aavez " 

"All right, Jonah. Never mind that 
now. See if that Kroo boy's right about 
a leak forward and get your searchlight 
working if you can." He turned to the 
nearest Kroo boy. "Fetch lantern. I 
want to go look· canoe.'' 

"Canoe be all right, sah. I look urn, 
sah." 

"Fine. Fetch lantern and we go look 
freight boat." 

' 'Y essah.'' 
The canoe was intended to accommo

date four paddles, but Kingdon had to be 
content with · two paddle boys in this 
emergency; and in a minute or two he 
was balancing himself in the prow, getting 
his feet wet, while he held a hurricane . 
lantern aloft and peered at the black sides 
of the low draft freighter which seemed to 
have discovered an uncharted mud bank. 
At least, such was Kingdon's first impres
sion. Then, as he drew nearer, he saw 
that the freighter, almost broadside on to 
the current, when Jonah had encount
ered it, was veering upstream, and was ap
parently proceeding on its way just as if 
nothing had happened. 

This did not suit Kingdon at all. He 
did not yet know just how culpable the 
freighter had been in the matter of any 
damage that the launch had sustained. 
But he did know that Lloyd's insurance 
was just as good on the Warri River as it 
was on the Mersey or the Thames, and 

the identity of the grubby little freighter 
was an essential bit of information that 
Lloyd's agent in Warri would want. 

Kingdon wanted to know, in any event, 
what sort of skipper, black, white or in 
between, had strung his boat across a nar
row creek like that in the black of night 
and, having almost wrecked a launch and 
endangered the lives of every one on 
board, was apparently not making the 
slightest move or sound to inquire if any 
one had been hurt or killed. So he waved 
the lantern, cupped ·h is hand to.his mouth 
and shouted : 

"Hello ! Branch boat ! Ahoy!" . 
There was no answer. If the boat were 

a branch boat meaning a freighter of 
very low draft, normally plying across 
the tricky Lagos sandbar she main
tained a silence that was as impolite as it 
was mysterious; particularly when such 
mysterious discourtesy was tendered so 
close to Atba Creek. 

Kingdon shouted again and again with 
the same lack of result, then had his pad
dle boys run the canoe alongside the 
slowly veering vessel, which, upon closer 
inspection, proved to be distinctly of the 
branch boat type. This, in itself, was 
against her, for there was nothing grub
bier or less desirable in West African 
shipping than the average branch boat. 

She hung low in the water, her lower 
decks scarcely higher than a six-footer's 
head, and the stubby rope ladder that 
hung overside was a bit of luck that 
Kingdon had not expected had antici
pated having to get along without. How
ever, instructing one of his Kroo boys to 
remain in the canoe and stay alongside, 
he ordered the other to follow him and ac
cepted the assistance of the rope ladder 
without quibble or question. 

Kingdon's physical attributes were 
trifling and he carried no arms of any sort. 
But that he was do in� either a courageous 
or a foolhardy thing did not even occur to 
him for a moment. It did, however, occur 
to the Kroo boy who was twice his size 
and many more times muscularly capable 
in a brawl of any sort. As Kingdon 
dropped lightly from the rail to the deck 
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he could distinctly hear the Kroo boy's 
teeth chatter. � THE BOAT was surely a 

branch boat, or it had been one, 
and Kingdon had crossed the 

· Lagos sandbar often enough to 
find his way around a branch boat's decks 
blindfolded. A black oiler, squatting in 
the engine room companion, almost di. 
roctly opposite the spot where the rope 
ladder hung, was the first sign of life 
Kingdon encountered. 

"Wherecap'n?" he asked the oiler mildly. 
A noncommittal grunt was the only an. 

swer he got, and a moment later the oiler 
vanished into the squat bowels of the 
boat. So Kingdon headed directly for 
the bridge and the normal location of the 
captain's cabin. There was a shadow-like 
figure on the bridge and there were other 
vague and sinister appearing figures mov
ing with barefooted scuff across the decks 
in various aimless directions, but Kingdon 
paid no attention to those. If there were 
a light in the captain's cubby hole of a 
cabin- There was a light there. The 
door was open and the smoky light of an 
oil lamp in a bracket glowed dimly. 

Kingdon paused. 
His first thought, of course, was that 

the thing was impossible, that he was not 
really seeing what his sense of sight told 
him was reality and not a picture in a 
frame with a smoky lamp above. Then he 
thought of the kind of artists who like to 
depict beauty shining through murky 
shadows, with sharp, yet velvet-soft light 
effects lifting the subject into starkly 
beautiful relief against its background of 
80mber browns and blacks. Finally he 
realized that he was staring at her and 
that she was staring at him, and that both 
of them were wondering where the other 
had come from. 

Kingdon's surprise was the greater, of 
course. He was a man and there was 
nothing exceptional about the presence of 
any kind of man on a branch boat. But a 
white woman at that time and place . • • 
There was probably no precedent for it in 
the annals of the Oil Rivers. 

She was seated upon a little cabin 
trunk just inside the half-open door, and 
80me one inside the cabin had been talking 
to her; 80me one Kingdon could not see. 
Now, there was silence inside the cabin 
and out, and the girl, whose face was the 
whitest and whOse eyes and hair were 
quite the blackest Kingdon had ever seen, 
was waiting for him to speak. 

"I beg -your pardon," he said at last. 
"I am Kingdon of Marsden & Company 
and I am looking for the captain. Is he 
inside?" 

"No. The captain he is on the bridge. 
Only I am here." 

This, as Kingdon knew, was a lie and, 
on the surface of things, he saw no neces-. 
sity for it. But, at the moment, he was 
perhaps more interested in the fact that 
the girl's accent had a hint of Spanish in it. 

"Thank you," he acknowledged simply. 
"My launch has come to grief in the mud 
and-" 

"Oh, the launch. Your launch, seiior? 
l am so sorry. I have not the words-you 
will please to pardon- Oh, I hope so 
much no one is hurt." 

"It is perfectly all right," Kingdon said, 
and wondered how she managed to speak 
with so sincere an intonation and so dull 
an expression. Her tongue seemed to say 
what she wanted it to say, but her eyes 
told him it was an honest effect dishonestly 
arrived at. 'Til talk to the captain. 
Perhaps he can help me." 

"Yes, yes; surely-the captain. But 
you will please to pardon jus' the same? 
It is miracle if no one is hurt or is not 
dead. I am glad." 

She smiled, a slight, pallid little smile 
that seemed to come from out of a mem
ory of many unsmiling days-perhaps 
years; and it was then that Kingdon be. 
came aware of the fact that she was wear. 
ing a black and silver Japanese kimono 
that, of course, emphasized the decidedly 
exotic impression she gave. 

Kingdon bowed gravely and, with 
some reluctance, turned in the direction of 
the bridge and spoke up to the heavy, 
shadow-like figure that loomed more dis. 
tinctly into view at his approach. 
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"Are you the skipper?" he asked. 
"\Vhat do you want?" 
The voice was thick and surly and did 

not in the least encourage conversation. 
The alcoholic note in it was most un. 
pleasantly marked. 

"My launch is in trouble," Kingdon 
said simply. "And I thought, if you have 
finally decided which way you are going, 
you might very easily be able to help me 
out." 

"I'm going up," the skipper grunted as 
if he were making a concession in admit
ting this much. 

"R-eally? That's fine. And it will help 
me out a lot because I am going down. 
So if you expect to describe any more 
circles in these creeks, it will be all right 
as far as I am concerned. You are quite 
sure you are going up?" 

"Who in hell are you?" 
"Kingdon of Marsden's," the little man 

returned politely. "And might I ask-" 
"Kingdon, eh?" The thick voice on 

the bridge seemed to Jose some of its 
confidence and for a moment there was 
silence, followed by a most uncertain 
laugh. "Hunh, You're the little fellah 
that stopped the war on the Akerri road, 
ain't you? No size but all guts. Pleased 
to meet you, I'm sure." 

"The pleasure might be mutual if I 
knew who you were." 

"Oh, I'll get along all right without 
givin' you any pleasure. Get to hell out 
of here before ! have the niggers throw you 
into the ditch." 

Kingdon laughed, a low, soft sound 
that was clear and genuine. He moved 
toward the rope ladder, followed by a. 
shivering Kroo boy who was ready to 
leap for the rail at less than a moment's 
notice. 

"I like your disposition," Kingdon 
called up to the skipper. "It is so sin. 
cerely unpleasant. I hope you have a 
pleasant trip upriver-that is, if you are 
quite sure you are going up. You are 
quite sure, aren't you, Murvey?" 

"Damn you-" 
Kingdon laughed. 
"Thanks, Murvcy. Good night." 

ANOTHER oath from the 
bridge was followed by a hesi. 
tant silence as if the man King. 
don had called Murvey was try. 

ing to make up his mind what he should 
do about it, if anything. The silence was 
broken suddenly by the light running tap 
of a woman's shoes upon the deck just as 
Kingdon was about to follow the Kroo boy 
over the rail. 

"Wait, please. I am so sorry. So very 
sorry, Sefior Kingdon. This so old 
steamer, she have trouble with engine, 
with-with steering wheel. Some time 
she go straight, some time she go twist 
about, some time she not go at alii" 

The girl laughed, but there was .no 
mirth in it, and Kingdon did not join her. 
In the flickering light of his hurricane lan
tern, the expression in her deep black 
eyes told him that she was acting under 
orders of some sort; possibly the orders of 
the man who had been talking to her in 
the skipper's cabin; also that she did not 
in the least care for the rOle she was called 
upon to play. Obviously she did not en
joy lying about things even when some of 
the truth was in them. At the same time, 
Kingdon thought he detected something 
decided and climactic in her manner that 
had not been visible to him when he had 
seen her under the brighter light of the 
lamp in the cabin. 

"I see," he said quietly. "It is quite all 
right. I have Captain Murvey's word for 
it that he is going upriver, and I assume 
I can depend upon that." 

The girl smiled, glanced up at the 
bridge, then back at Kingdon. 

"You mus' not make the fun of the 
captain," she told him and expressively 
closed one eye. "He will not like you. 
And the people he does not like he gives 
to the so nasty crocodiles for dinner. 
I have heard him say it. He has the
the sense of humor so very polite, Is 
it not?" 

Kingdon accepted the girl's flagrant 
wink and the contradictory evidence of 
tension that accompanied it, with an ex· 
pression that could not possibly have be
trayed anything to the man on the bridge, 
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even if Murvey could have seen, which 
was very doubtful. 

"Y ts," Kingdon agreed. "I must con
fess I have always liked Captain Murvey's 
idea of a joke. He usually cracks them 
with his fist or a belaying pin." 

"Damn you, Kingdon! Get off my 
ship!" 

''Certainly." 
"Do not hurry ver' fast,." the girl in

terjected in a low voice. Then, still lower, 
and standing close to the rail, "I am com
ing with you." 

"Good Lord!" 
"Captain Muryey is Ver' nice." The 

girl's voice rose again for the skipper's 
benefit. "And I will not like him to be 
the joke for any man. But I am flO sorry 
about your launch. Please to forgive and 
to pardon." Then, very low, and with an 
earnestness that could not be denied, 
"I must get away! I must!" 

Kingdon's expression tightened and for 
an instant his eyes showed a perfectly 
natural hesitation. But only for an in
stant. 

"I am at your service." 
He inclined his head slightly, saw the 

quick light of hope and unbelief that 
leaped into her eyes, then glanced sharply 
up at the bridge. 

"Good night again, Murvey." 
A surly grunt was Murvey's only an

swer and Kingdon, without any further 
parley, swung himself over .the rail and 
down the rope ladder into the waiting 
canoe. The branch boat was moving 
very slowly-scarcely moving at all
scraping close to the mangrove lined bank 
of the crook, her nose definitely pointed 
upriver. 

Kingdon held on to the rope ladder, 
keeping the canoe directly under it, and in 
something less than thirty seconds a slim 
figure in a bloJJse and white drill trousers 
was climbing the rail above him. She was 
in the canoe at his side, with the Japanese 
kimono over one arm, almost before Mur
vcy's accompanying staccato volley of 
oaths had a chance to get properly under 
way. 

"Downriver-anywhere-away!" the 

girl whispered frantically. "Please, I 
must-1 must get away from him. I 
must!" 

"From Murvey?" 
"No-he is nothing. It is Mar

sallow." 
"1\farsallow?" 
"Yes, Marsallow. He is the devil 

himself!" 

CHAPTER IV 
SCORE ONE FOR KINGDON 

KINGDON snapped an order to the 
startled Kroo boys, who promptly 
swung the canoe clear of the 

branch boat and her lazily turning pro
peller. Then, aided by the current, they 
spun her about and headed downstream. 

There was sudden bedlam on the decks 
of the branch boat, Murvey's voice rising 
above all other voices, be11owing orders 
that were punctuated, as Scurvy MtJ.rvey 
was wont to punctuate such moments of 
stress, with a clutter of oaths that served 
only to waste time and produce a con
fusion of results. 

Kingdon, gripping the girl's arm till she 
had found a seat, and thinking rather 
solemnly of the company in which he 
had found her, listened to the babble in 
the dark behind them and kept his eyes 
fixed on the murky figures that scurried 
hither and thither on the decks of the 
branch boat. None of those figures was 
distinct; not at first. Then, and suddenly, 
in the branch boat's stern, there sprang 
into being a towering shadow whose head 
seemed to climb out of sight into the 
blackness overhead. 

"Down!" 
The girl clutched Kingdon's arm and 

pulled him bodily down beside her. The 
canoe rocked dangerously and the nca.reet 
paddle boy gave vent to a hoarse guttural 
of fear and amazement. For, within an 
ace of his toes, a long thin knife quivered 
and hummed its message from the giant 
shadow in the stem of the branch boat. 

"It is Marsallow! Quick! It is he! 
There is no one like that!" 
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Kingdon was inclined to believe her. 
He had hcan:l. the song of the knife as it 
had whined past his ear, and he was quite 
sure that the sudden rocking of the canoe 
had, very probably, been responsible for 
the point missing his neck. But he had 
little time for thought of any kind. The 
sharp staccato report of a revolver and 
the nasty chug of a bullet in the side of 
the canoe immediately behind him, gave 
him ample warning that the man who was 
called .Marsallow had more than one wea
pon at his command. 

A second bullet splashed into the water 
just a little to Kingdon's left, but the 
third, as nearly as Kingdon could dis
tinguish, seemed to be aimed at the black 
roof of the night. Either :Marsallow's 
shooting hand had been interfered with 
by some one who did not think so much 
noise advisable, or he had simply fired a 
third shot in the air as a militant gesture. 

There was, in any event, no more shoot
ing, and the succeeding stillness, disturbed 
only by the frenzied splash of the Kroo 
boys' paddles, was even more sinister 
than the uproar of a few minutes before. 
The girl said nothing. He knew she was 
trembling, but she had not cowered or 
whimpered when the clamor behind them 
had filled the dark with the voices of 
many devils climbing out of the bowels of 
the Pit. She had simply clung to his 
hand and arm as if she were trying to 
push him down into the bottom of the 
canoe and put herself between him and 
Marsallow's bullets. This was not at all 
in keeping with the company in which 
he had found her. 

He had known Murvcy of old-his dis
position, his voice and his profanity
when Murvey, skippering better ships, 
had been earning the right to be called 
Scurvy Murvey. Now, "Murvey, true to 
form, had sunk to the very mean level of 
a branch boat, and a branch boat of 
doubtful age and purpose at that. 

Kingdon was sure the girl at his side 
could have nothing in common with a 
man of Scurvy Murvey's" type. And the 
giant Marsallow, who was so capable with 
a knife and gun . 

Kingdon stood up and looked behind 
him for a sign of pursuit, resting his 
hand on the girl's shoulder to steady him
self. A curving bank of bush was shutting 
the branch boat out from sight and in an
other minute the canoe had -swept around 
a friendly tum, and was poking its nose 
into the deeper darkness of a side creek. 

"It's all right," Kingdon assured the 
girl. "This canoe is too light for anything 
they can float to catch us. We can lose 
them in these creeks in no time. You are 
quite safe now. Where would you like 
to go?" 

Impulsively the girl !"cached up, caught 
the hand that rested on her shoulder and 
hung on. 

"I-I do not know," she whispered. 
"And now-now I am the great coward. 
I am afraid. Not for myself, seiior. No. 
For you-for those so strong black boys 
who are knowing not at all what they do 
for me. Oh, pfease to pardon." 

"That---er-that's all right." 
"But, no, seiior-it is not. Now that 

it is done, I know it is not; and I am afraid 
Marsallow he will kill you all." 

Kingdon discounted the idea, but with 
Marsallow's knife still sticking iii the bot
tom of the canoe, he was afraid he was not 
very convincing. Mechanically he tried 
to remove his hand from the girl's shoul
der so that he could mop the perspiration 
from his face and forehead, but the girl. 
gripped his hand only the more tightly 
and whispered: 

"You will please to allow me to keep 
your hand a little while. It is a so kind 
hand to me.'' 

KINGDON tacitly consented 
by leaving the hand where it 
was, and used his handkerchief 
with his left. He was not ac-

customed, in the Niger :Pelta creeks or 
anywhere else for that matter, to having 
fascinatingly beautiful, young and exotic 
ladies plead softly with him for the privi
lege of holding his hand. He had never 
considered himself much of a Lothario, 
and as this was his first experience as a 
gallant of the sort, he was afraid the girl 
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had the advantage of him in this direction. 
Unless he was greatly mistaken, she 

had much experience with cavaliers of 
every description; and a girl such- as she 
was did not have to go in search of this 
experience. It was delivered to her door, 
whether she ordered it or not. 

They had, of course, left Jonah and his 
luck and the stmnded launch behind 
them. The Kroo paddle boys had shouted 
a few hoarse and very terse gutturals of 
explanation as they passed, but if Jonah, 
or the Kroo boys who were with him, 
had heard, they had not troubled to 
make any acknowledgment. 

Presently, with several curves and a 
solid bank of bush between them and 
pursuit, Kingdon ordered the paddle boys 
to slow up. H they had to paddle all of 
the rest of the way to Forcados, or back to 
Warri, which was much nearer and seemed 
more advisable, they would have to con
serve their energy. 

With the possibility of breakfast with 
Colton on the KrJmeroon fast becoming a 
sacrificial offering on the altar of chivalry, 
Kingdon hoped he could commandeer the 
services of a larger and more comfortable 
canoe., and with this thought in mind he 
took careful stock o f  every craft that 
passed. Most of them were hugging the 
bush and moving leisurely upriver, and 
the great majority were trade canoes, 
laden with palm oil or palm nut kernels. 
Their objective was the Warri trading 
beaches which they would reach in plenty 
of time to be on hand when the beaches 
opened for business at six A.¥. 

So Kingdon hoped prayerfully, because 
there were at least three white women in 
Warri, that he would encounter one of his 
own traders who was traveling in a canoe 
with a deck and an awning. For awhile, 
however, he felt that Jonah's luck had 
followed him. Never had he BCCI1 90 many 
oil canoes--i:umbersome dugouts that 
were slow of movement and utterly lack
ing in accommodation for any one but 
the paddle boys; and the kernel mnoes 
that pe.ssed were kernel canoes and noth
ing more than this. 

Always keeping a sharp lookout behind 

him for anything that seemed to be even 
slightly in a hurry, Kingdon said to the 
girl quietly: 

"I think we will try to reach Warri. 
Will that be all right?" 

"Warri? I do not know this Warri. 
Will you and these so strong black boys be 
safe in that place?" 

''Oh, quite. And so will you. You are 
not so much afraid now, are you?" 

"No-no-not so ver' much," the girl 
said, but gripped his hand a little tighter 
just the same. "But please to under
stand, seiior, I am not afraid for me. No. 
Mn.rsallow he will not kill me. Not at all. 
He is too clevet'-too wise to kill the thing 
that is to him of ver' much use. But you, 
seiior-you will have the ver' great care? 
Please! For you do not know this Mar
sallow. He has not the heart nor the soul. 
He Alas not the fear at all. He is ice. 
He is the devil.'' 

She paused and looked up at Kingdon 
to be quite sure she was not being so 
earnestly emphatic in vain. Her deep 
black eyes seemed to be trying desperately 
to impress him with the fact that he must 
not underestimate the situation or the 
man. 

"He will hate you ror the thing you 
have do (or me. He will hate you so ver' 
much and hurt you and-oh, I am the 
coward to permit you! Do you seeP" 

"I think 80, " Kingdon said simply, and 
tried to make it assuring. "But you must 
not worry about it. I imagine this man 
Marsallow can be taken care of at the 
proper time." 

The girl did her best to look hopeful, 
then glanced dubiously about as if in 
search of some assurance, other than 
Kingdon's word, for the lack of necessity 
for worry. And certainly the hour, �heir 
situation and the accompanying geogra
phy did not contribute even a hint of 
anything in the shape or a vote of oonfi
dcnce. 

The black and narrow bush bound 
creeks, winding hither and yon in an end
less maze or mystery and gloom, lent 
themselves to all that was Satanic and 
fearsome-to everything, in short, she had 
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said Marsallow represented. Here in this 
dank and somber graveyard of so many 
hopes and dreams, where sweat and blood 
and tears had flowed so steadily down the 
scarred and wrinkled cheeks of the great 
Mother Niger, men of Marsallow's type 
were at home. It was the playground of 
the devil and all his angels, and the girl 
was quite sure Marsallow was a blood 
brother to the prince of darkness if not 
actually the prince himself. 

So when she looked again at Kingdon 
there was no misunderstanding what she 
thought. However much of a match for 
Marsallow he might be in courage and 
in mind, he was certainly no match for 
him physically. Just not at all. She 
was not in any sense looking down upon 
Kingdon when she thought this, any 
more than she had ever looked up to 
Marsallow. But inches were inches and 
Marsal\ow-Madre Dioal 

� SUDDENLY Kingdon's hand • Uf.�.:m her shoulder took a firmer 
gnp. 
"Listen!" 

"What is it?" she whispered. 
"Don't you hear it?" 
The girl listened a moment. 
"It is-singing. Ver' queer. Like-like 

a chant that have not the much music?" 
"Exactly. It is Lori Egba's forty

paddle canoe, or else I am very much mis
taken. Egba-town is very near here and 
Lori is probably making for home in a very 
good humor, or he would not allow his 
boys to sing at this time of night. He is a 
very circumspect citizen, is Lori Egba." 

"You mean he is a good man?" 
"A very good man," Kingdon said 

simply. "Few men, white or black, are 
good in the sense that Chief Lori Egba 
is g'ood. He has power and he has never 
been known to aLuse it. He has wealth 
in abundance and he is as simple as a 
black iron cooking pot. And though he is 
perhaps the biggest trader hereabout, not 
even his worst enemy can say that Lori 
Egba ever underfed a paddle boy or hurt 
a competitor to gain an advantage for 
himself." 

The girl was looking steadily up into 
Kingdon's face and her expression held a 
decided light of admiration. 

"You like this man, this black chief? 
He is your ver' good friend?" 

"Yes, I am glad to say he is." 
"And you are loyal to your friends? 

Even to this black man?" 
"I hope so. But not any more loyal 

than Lori Egba would be to me." 
"No?" 
"I'm sure of it. You are quite safe 

now and we'll travel to Warri or Forcados 
or anywhere you want to go in comfort. 
Perhaps you would prefer to go to For
cades and take passage home on the 
Kameroon? She sails tomorrow, you 
know." 

The girl shook her head. 
"No--please! Not the Kameroon. I 

have reason. Please to take me to this 
Warri." 

"Surely." 
Her grip upon his hand tightened, and 

in her impulsive Latin way she pressed 
it suddenly to her lips. Then, quite 
unabashed, her great dark eyes glistening 
with unbidden tears, she was looking up 
at him again and saying hurriedly: 

"Oh, sei'ior, you are the so true gentle
man. You do not ask the question; you 
do not say the 'perhaps' or the 'if or the 
'no' to me. Not at all. You do not even 
ask what is my name! You say-oh, so 
beautifui-'I am at your service.' And 
it is so kind, so ver' wonderful to me, it is 
not to believe!" 

Kingdon laughed and tried to release 
his hand as the ghostlike shape or Lori 
Egba's canoe swept, forty paddles strong, 
into sight around a curve. The girl's im
pulsive burst of gratitude was under
standable enough. She was young, 
Spanish, and alone; and probably as a 
result of great mental strain she was on 
the verge of hysteria. But as he waved 
the hurricane lantern with his free hand 
as a signal to the approaching canoe to 
stop, he hoped she would not be quite so 
demonstrative before Lori Egba and his 
wives, if he happened to have any or 
them with him. 
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He Ltnew he could trust Lori and his 
pa.ddle boys, even though there were 
forty of them; but the wife or the wives 
of a man were no different in the Niger 
Delta from those in West Kensington or 
Murray Hill. Then, somewhat to his 
surprise and as if she read his thoughts 
to the letter, the girl released his hand 
and said: 

"It is all right. I will behave so quiet
so like the lady-no one will think any
thing is wrong. And I will wear this 
kimono. Soo?" 

"Better wait till we get into Lori's 
canoe," Kingdon advised as the huge 
craft drew aiongside. "Are your feet Yery 
wet?" 

The girl shook her head. 
"Not so much. It is nothing. I have 

not the cold feet now so much either." 
She laughOO. "Perhaps your friend, this 
chief, he will be my friend, too?" 

"Surely." 
"And you will say to him Annette she 

is the very good girl. Please! You will 
call me Annette, yes� And you will say 
I am the very good girl?" 

Kingdon smiled. 
"I will call you Annette, surely, but 

it won't be necessary to say anything to 
Lori Egba about how good you are. You 
are with me-a friend of mine--and Lori 
Egba won't ask any questions or expect 
any explanation." 

"No? No explanation at all?" 
"None at all." 
Annette seemed to find this very hard 

to believe. Then Kingdon heard her 
whispering incredulously: 

"In one hour--in this so dark and ter
rible place---two so true gentlemen! And 
in all my life before--all my life-" she 
ahivered a little-"It is not to believe." 

CHAPTER V 
THE BEACH 

r;Rl EGBA'S canoe, with its Corty 
, gleaming paddles, its great grass 
awning and roomy, cushion covered 

deck amidships, finally came to a full stop. 
The paddle boys' chant stopped too. 

Gripping the girl'e arm to steady her, 
Kingdon held up the hurricane lantern 
and peered und& the awning into the 
gentle and genial eyes of the chief who 
was looking out at him. Except for the 
company of his eldest son, Lori Egba was 
alone; and since the youth had evidently 
had too much palm wine and was fast 
asleep, he did not count. 

"Doh," Lori greeted Kingdon simply, 
and glanced in 'the mildest inquiry at 
Annette. 

"Hello, Lori. My ca.n� � so-so canoe 
and my launch catch so-eo �mud. You 
6t to help me catch Warri?" 

Lori nodded. 
"I glad fob dat," he said, and at once 

moved to assist Annette to 8Cramble 
aboard. 

He did not address even a syllable to 
her, but gave he.r the assurance of a 
steadying hand until she was seated 
opposite him among his cushions. 

Kingdon followed, ordering his paddle 
boys to trail their canoe behind the chief's. 
Annette donned the kimono, glanced 
speculatively at her wet shoes, then 
quizzically into Lori Egba's eyes. 

She saw the dark blue blazer he vrore 
over a white silk shirt and she knew that 
the rich looking, colorful cloth that 
elothed him voluminously from waist to 
ankle was about the best his money could 
buy. But, under the green lined rim of 
the lightweight sun helmet on his dusky 
head, Lori's darkly gentle eyes looked out 
at her and made her forget everything 
else that was distinctive or this palm oil 
plutocrat of the swamps. She scarcely 
noticed the sleeping youth whose head 
rested in the chicrs lap, and almost 
forgot Kingdon for a moment or two. 

"Dok," Lori said to her. "All be all 
ri' now. We catch Warri plenty quick." 

''Thank you," Annette whispered. 
"You are so ver' kind and good to help 
me so much. I am ver' grateful to you." 

Lori did not quite undcntand and his 
eyes, apologizing for the fact, k>oked 
toward Kingdon for aQ interpretation. 
Kingdon smiled. 

"She say you be good man, Lori, but 
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I .!attez you besser as that. Good man 
neber catch forty-paddle canoe. Only 
chief who sattez thief palaver too much, 
catch forty-paddle canoe. Good men, 
like me, he catch so-so small-boy canoe 
and get him feet plenty wet too much." 

Lori grinned and from somewhere 
among the cushions behind him pro
duced a bottle of first class Scotch and a 
shining clean glass, all the while being 
very careful not to disturb the slumbers 
of his son and heir. 

"All time you say I be thief," he said 
to Kingdon and poised the bottle over the 
glass. "But this time, maybe so, you be 
glad I be thief and catch big canoe. So-so 
wet feet be no good fob white men." 
Then he smiled toward Annette. "Make 
when?" 

"When," Kingdon said hurriedly as 
Lori proceeded to pour whisky into the 
glass. "You no catch li'l bit sense fob 
you head? White girl no drink whisk' 
all same oil canoe paddle boy." 

At this Lori laughed till he almost 
cried. The comparison between the 
average oil canoe paddle boy and Annette, 
particularly where the consumption of 
hard liquor was concerned, apparently 
struck him as being uproariously funny. 
He stopped laughing only when the 
youth, whose head rested on his lap, 
stirred uneasily and seemed likely to 
oome to life. So he strai�ay turned 
the bottle and the glass over to Kingdon 
and gave all of his attention to his son. 

Annette watched Lori's ministrations 
with something akin to awe, particularly 
since the recipient of so much consider
ation had nothing to recommend him to 
her attention. He was just an ordinary 
black boy, not one whit different from 
thousands of others, and his stertorous 
breathing was none too pleasant to listen 
to. Yet this chief, who was so great, so 
wealthy and so powerful in his own land, 
quieted this ordinary looking black boy's 
restlessness with a patient kindness 
such as she--

"Better drink a little of this," Kingdon 
advised. "It will please Lori and will do 
you good. Do you mind?" 

"No. 1-1 am accustom to wine." 
"This is Scotch. Whisky. Try to 

drink it as if you liked it." 
Annette smiled. 
"Perhaps it is that I do like it. How 

you know? See? I will not make the 
sour face at all.'' 

Kingdon had to oonfess to himself that 
she oould, on the surface at least, drink 
straight Scotch with less effort than he 
oould; and when she smiled her thanks to 
Lori, the chief looked thoroughly well 
pleased with himself. Then he turned 
upon Kingdon a look of sublime contempt. 

"Li'l white mammy be besser man as 
you. All time you drink li'l bit whisk' like 
so-so piccin no catch teeth. Drink urn! 
Be you sell urn!" 

SO KINGDON had his drink 
and made a worse grimace than 
usual because he knew it would . 
please this child of the swamps 

to have an excuse to make good humored 
fun of him. And in the succeeding few 
minutes, the least of Lori's accusations 
against Kingdon was that he made so 
much fuss about drinking a little whisky 
simply to conceal the fact that he had 
watered that particular bottle more than 
usual before he sold it. Thus, under
standing each other perfectly, they gen
erously traded insults until Kingdon, care-
fully noting the route the canoe boys fol
lowed, finally said quietly to the chief. 

"We no go pass Atba Creek. Savvy?" 
Lori Egba did not even flicker an eyelid. 

Without the slightest hint of a question 
as to why Atba Creek should be avoided, 
he looked out under the awning behind 
him and mumbled a few Jakri gutturals to 
the canoe headman. The headman an
swered with a monosyllabic grunt and the 
matter was settled. Kingdon glanced to
ward Annette and said in a low voice: 

"'Ve won't have to bother about your 
friends. We are going a different way." 

Annette looked relieved, then said as if 
she mournfully resented being classed 
with the company in which he had found 
her: 

"They arc not my friends, Seiior King-
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don. You only and this chief are my 
friends. There is no other. No one. In 
Las Palmas I am alone. In Madrid I am 
alone. In London-Liverpool-on the 
Kameroon-" She shivered in spite of the 
muggy heat of the night and drew her 
kimono more tightly about her. "But 
you do not know. You can not know 
how it is to be alone without friend, 
without mother, without father--only 
him. Ugh! You can not know how 
alone is that!" 

Kingdon was afmid he could not know 
just how lonely she had been, but he could 
realize that when she finally broke away 
from her loneliness, she had done so under 
the infiuence of a most feverish and fran
tic impulse that took no thought of cons� 
quences. 

Just how he was going to help her so 
that such help would have any permarient 
value he had not yet detennined, and 
could not do so until he had a real chance 
to talk to her and had given her an oppor
tunity to decide the matter for herself 
when she was quiet enough to come to a 
decision. At the moment his first objec
tive was his own beach in Warri; and while 
he had no accommodations for a lady visi
tor there, his bea.ch was only a stone's 
throw away from government head
quarters and from the bungalow that 
housed the two nurses in the government's 
medical department. 

Of course, being a fugitive, the girl 
might not want to go to the nurses' bun
galow. The odds were all against her 
wanting to go there; and if she did not 
want to do this, or want to put herself 
under the protection of the district com
missioner's wife who was in Warri for the 
dry season , , , 

Kingdon began dimly to realize that 
there was a grave chance that he had bit
ten off considerably more than he could 
chew; and to avoid thinking about it, his 
mind ran on apace. 

La.sPalmas-Madrid-London-Liver
pool- Spanish-English, probably. But 
Las Palmas and Madrid had the chrono
logical preference. These places had come 
first. Then London. Liverpool and the 

Kameroon were comparatively recent ex
periences. 

All West African shipping made Las 
Palmas a port of call. It was the halfway 
house between England and the White 
.!\'Ian's Grave. There were, however, 
very few Spaniards anywhere along the 
West Coast; none at all that Kingdon 
knew of in the oil country of the Lower 
Niger. But, to Kingdon, who had a 
knack of beginning at the beginning be
fore trying to form any sort of conclusion, 
Las Palmas was a simple and logical ex
planation for a Spanish-English girl's 
connection with West Africa. 

Madrid, in such a case, would have ex
plained no more thnn Hyderabad, which 
would have explained nothing at all. But 
Las Palmas was a link that could readily 
bind Madrid to London, and both of them 
to Liverpool and the trading interests oC 
the Lower Niger. 

Properly educated young ladies of Las 
Palmas "finished" in Madrid and put on 
the final polish in London or Paris, or 
both. This girl, who called herself An
nette, and who had been so anxious to be 
introduced to Lori Egba as a good girl, 
had undoubtedly had the advantages oC 
an education. Just how she had acquired 
this scholastic and social finish and still 
been so much alone. Kingdon did not 
attempt to explain. 

But he was reasonably certain that Las 
Palmas had been the starting point, and 
her presence on the branch boat definitely 
said that her interest in the Niger country 
was a trading interest; a trading interest 
in which she had probably become in
volved, obviously against her will, by rea
son of pressure of some sort exercised by 
the mysterious and all devilish Marsallow. 

JUST what this trading interest 
might be Kingdon could not 
even remotely guess. A new 
competitor probably, or an old 

one with new money. The fact that an old 
hand like Scurvey Murvey, whose repu
tation as a man was negligible, but whose 
knowledge of the Oil Rivers was second to 
none, had been enlisted in the enterprise, 
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indicated that the affair in hand was none 
too clean and that it meant business in a 
thoroughly serious way. 

"You are thinking ver' serious, Sciior 
Kingdon, of me?" Annette suggested, 
breaking a rather long pause. "You are 
thinking I am jus' some trouble for you in 
this so black and terrible country? I am 
so sorry." 

"No-not at all," Kingdon hastened to 
assure her, "I was just wondering if the 
sisters-the nurses, you know-on the 
government beach at Warri, will have re
tired by the time we get there. I imagine 
we'll have to wake them up." 

"Nurses! I do not understand. I do 
not have the fever. I do not need the 
nurse." 

Kingdon smiled, tOOugh his hopes were 
dropping to zero. Lori Egba seemed to be 
giving all of his attention to his snoring 
"'"· 

"No--er-no, of course not,'' Kingdon 
managed to say. "But you sec, they 
are ladies like yourself alld-well, you 
must have a proper place to sleep, you 
know." 

Annette looked frightened; painfully 
and pitifully so for a moment or two, and 
Kingdon got the sharp impression that 
she was much more afraid of women 
than of men, and that her experience on 
the Kameroon had had something to do 
with just this particular fear. Then, with 
a supreme effort, she took a new grip upon 
herself and smiled. It was a stony smile 
and there was not a trace of it in her eyes. 
The light of life and hope that had been in 
them for a brief hour of time had gone out 
with a suddenness that was startling. 
Yl'.t she smiled and said very simply: 

"I unt;Jerstand. Please to pardon my 
stupidity. Anything you will do for me 
will be ver' good to me." 

So Kingdon knew that the nurses' bun
galow and the district commissioner's wife 
would not be permitted to solve his prob
lem for him. Annette might go there if he 
said so, but she knew, even if he did not, 
why there would be no escape from Mar
sallow in that direction. 

"You must not regard that as final," he 

said hurriedly. "It simply seemed to me, 
for the sake of appearances and to---er-
to be well within the law, that it would be 
the logical place for you to sleep. But if 
there are other considerations, other 
difficulties, we shall have to think of 
other ·ways to meet them. Might I ask 
what you would like to do? What plan, 
if any, you have in mind?" 

Annette shook her head slowly and 
stared past him at the darkly glinting 
paddles that lifted and fell with such 
rhythmic precision. 

"I do not know. I have not the plan 
and I have not the place to go." Then 
quickly, looking directly at Kingdon, 
"Please to understand, Seiior Kingdon, I 
am not afraid. Not at all. If I mus' go 
back it will be the same-jus' the same as 
before you came on the ship." 

"The same?" Kingdon queried m� 
chanically. 

"Jus' the same. Marsailow he will 
laugh and I will hate him jus' a little more 
and a little more yet. But I not afraid. 
No. I do not fear the hurt-the whip or 
the stick or the hand and the wicked word 
of the tongue. Not at all. But it is 
after-alone-with nobody . • .  " 

Kingdon could see her shrink and shud
der quite visibly and so could Lcri Egba, 
though he was not supposed to be looking 
or paying any attention. And both 
Kingdon and he were instantly rCminded 
of a frightened canoe boy shrinking from 
the threat of a hippo hide thong. "I think 
I understand," Kingdon said gently. 
"And we'll have to think of some other 
way out. You-that is, you are of age, of 
course?" 

"Yes, seiior. I am soon nineteen 
years." 

Kingdon nodded. Over eighteen was 
safe enough. At that age a girl was a free 
agent in the pursuit of all normal pur� 
poses. If she did not care to remain under 
the very dubious protection of Marsal
low . . .  

"This man, Marsallow-hc is a rela. 
tive? A guardian of some sort?" 

The girl paused. She looked down at 
her hands in her lap, then at Lori Egba, 
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then straight ahead into the black blanket 
of the bush. 

"My mother-brother," she said in a 
whispery voice that wavered and died, 
leaving a dull and lifeless expression be
hind it. 

"I see. I am not trying to inquire into 
your business. Simply to find out where 
he stands and how much authority he has 
under the law. You see, in this colony-" 

"�Iai-sallow has not a care for the law," 
Annette interrupted, reviving with sur
prising suddenness. "What he want he 
take. What the law do not like, he do, 
You do not know this Marsallow." 

"Apparently he is worth knowing," 
Kingdon said with a slight smile. "But 
what I was going to say was that in this 
colony, no one, man or woman, is allowed 
to remain here unless he or she has some 
defmite employment or, in the case of a 
woman, is married to some one who has. 
In other words we have no white vagrants 
in Nigeria. One either states one's busi
ness and makes some show of attending 
to it-or gets out. That is the law. But 
we'll worry about that a little later on. 
In a moment or two you will see the 
lights of Warri. They won't be much of 
anything to look at, but I think we can 
see to it that you are quite safe there." "i 'J ANNETTE looked dublou.and 
• � continued to look dubious even 

when the canoe, sweeping ma
jestically around a curve, re

vealed to her the far, scattered lights of 
Warri. Lights they were, it was true. 
They were the sign of civilized habitation 
and of all that civilization was supposed to 
mean; but Annette's expression suggested 
to Kingdon that she felt safer among the 
cushions on the deck of Lori Egba's canoe. 

He was more than inclined to agree 
with her. In fact, if the thing were at all 
possible, Egba-town, where LoriEgba was 
a king- But that would never do. To 
ask so good and loyal a friend as Lori 
Egba to assume the risk of running foul of 
the law's most acute displeasure would 
not be an act of friendship. Friendship 
had a double obligation; the obligation to 

serve and the obligation to protect one's 
friends from the necessity of assuming 
one's responsibilities. 

There was no sign of the branch boat. 
It was still, no doubt, crawling its slow 
way upriver through the network of nar
row creeks. Neither was there any sign 
of Jonah and the launch. Except for the 
customary quota of trade canoes that 
hugged the mangroYe stick breakwaters of 
the trading factories they passed, and the 
presence of the Ganna-Ganna, a LiYerpool 
freighter, that was anchored in mid
stream opposite Barlow's beach, the whole 
face of the river seemed, if anything, 
quieter than usual. 

"You want catch gig wharf?" Lori 
asked presently. 

Kingdon nodded. 
"You come chop li'l bit? I hungry too 

much all same I no catch dinner." 
Lori looked down at his son then glanced 

apologetically at Kingdon. 
"I think so be besser this school palaYer 

son from me go catch him bed proper one 
time." 

Kingdon acknowledged the advisability 
of this, then added-

" AU man tell me he aauz school palaver 
all same white man." 

Lori did his lw.st not to look too proud, 
then said with a 1Vry smile: 

"He savez book and he tavez count pain. 
Yer pass all man son from dis Warri. But 
him belly no good. One li'l bit drink from 
whisk' and he no .tavez nothing." 

Kingdon laughed and told Lori he was 
an old reprobate to give his son whisky. 

Lori nodded solemnly, and Kingdon 
knew there was a catch in it somewhere. 

"You talk true. All time you talk true. 
Them next time he make thief palaver for 
my whisk' when he think I no look urn, 
he go catch white man medicine in dat 
bottle." Lori smiled. "White man medi
cine be good doctah for thief palaver 
like dat." 

Kingdon was still laughing as the canoe 
swept in UJXln Marsden & Company's gig 
wharf, and Annette, who just vaguely 
caught the drift of the conversation, was 
smiling chiefly because Kingdon laughed. 
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Then Kingdon's laughter died quite 
suddenly. 

The launch wns moored in its custo� 
mary place in the lee of the main wharf 
just as if it had never boon away from 
there. There was no sign of Jonah or of 
the Kroo boys who had been with him; 
but on the house veranda, clearly visible 
now against the lights of the stand lamps 
in Kingdon's offico-living room, three fig
ures stood erect beside the rail, their faces 
turned toward the river and Lori Egba's 
canoe. 

Two of these figures Kingdon recog
nized. One had the round bulk of Harth; 
the other the athletic silhouette of Ran
dolph. The third figure was unknown to 
Kingdon. Whoever he was he seemed to 
tower above both Harth and Randolph so 
that they appeared almost as feather
weights by comparison. 

Then Kingdon felt both of Annette's 
slender hands take a clutching hold upon 
his arm. 

"It is he," she whispered. "Marsallow! 
There is no other like that!" 

CHAPTER VI 

KINGDON'S METHODS 

NATURAJ .. LY, Kingdon paused. 
The presenoe of Seiior Marsallow 
on his own veranda was possibly 

the very last contingency he had expected 
to have to deal with, and it took neither 
time nor thought to come to the conclu
sion that Seiior Marsallow was an adver
sary worthy of more than usu�.l respect. 

Evidently the Spaniard, to suit his own 
purpose, had helped to haul the stranded 
launch out of the mud, and inStead of 
using it in a futile effort to chase a fugitive 
canoe through the inextricable network 
of creeks in the dark, he had calmly 
returned the launch to its rightful place 
and was now waiting for the fugitives 
to come home. 

He had, of course, taken a chance upon 
their going the other way-to Forcados 
and the Kameroon. But Annette's pro
test against that course led Kingdon to 

suspect that Marsallow had actually 
taken no chance at all. He had probably 
been well aware that Annette would not 
want to go back to the Kameroon. There-
fore, since there was no white settlement 
between 'Varri and Forcados, and know
ing that their canoe was not of the sort 
that would encourage Kingdon to wander 
aimlessly about all night, Marsallow was 
now in possession of Marsden & Com
pany's house veranda, prepared in his own 
way to welcome his truant niece and her 
so gallant cavalier. 

"You mus' not go up there, Seiior 
Kingdon!" Annette whispered frantically. 
"He will kill you. He is the devil, and he 
will be oh, so much enrage! Please. Let 
me go to him. I will tell him-" 

"Just a moment," Kingdon interrupted 
gently. "Seiior Marsallow isn't going to 
hurt any one. Not yet. He is much too 
clever to do anything so vulgar as start a 
brawl on my own veranda. Will you-" 

"You do not know him! He is polite as 
the ice when he is most terrible. Please! 
Please to believe! I am not afraid for 
me. No. Not at all. But you and this 
chief, your friend, and all the so strong 
black boys-! can not permit! No! I 
would never sleep--" 

"Sh!" Kingdon cautioned quietly as the 
canoe sidled gently alongside the gig 
wharf. "You must not let your impres
sion of Marsallow allow you to forget that 
this is a law abiding colony of the Crown, 
and that the government, with all its 
soldiers and policemen and machine guns 
and so {orth, are just over the fence. See 
that light to the right of that lonely 
coconut palm?" 

Annette saw the light, and the shadowy 
outline of the headquarters building as 
well. It was not much more than a stone's 
throw away from Marsden's gig wharf. 

"That light," Kingdon told her, "is in 
the police commissioner's room. And if he 
isn't playing pokp·,, he's reading Dante or 
'Alice in Wonderland'. Did you ever read 
'Alice'? If you haven't you should." 

Annette stared. 
"You-you, sciior--you joke with me 

when Marsallow is there!" Turning sud-
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dcnly to Lori Egba, who had been quietly 
watching them both, she pleaded: 

"Can you not speak with him? Can 
you not help me to make him believe?" 

"Lori doesn't understand a word you 
are saying," Kingdon broke in with a 
short laugh. "And he'd only agree with 
me if he did." He glanced toward the 
chief. "All right, Lori. Some 'nother 
time you come shop with me and we go 
have some fizzy drink. Save2?" 

Lori nodded, but he was watching the 
girl rather than listening to Kingdon. 

"Mebbe so be besser I wait li'l bit," he 
suggested. "Or mebbe so white mammy 
stay for my canoe and we go gov'ment 
beach? Gov'ment beach be proper beach 
for white mammy. No be so?" 

Kingdon thought a moment, then 
jumped lightly from the canoe to the 
wharf steps. 

"Wait. I'll be back." 
"No. I can not permit-" 
"Stay here, please, and don't move or 

make a sound until I say so. Under
stand?" 

"But, sei'ior! This M:arsallow-" 
"I know. He is very dangerous and 

very clever, but he likes his life as well as 
the rest of us, and he isn't going to do 
anything rash tonight, Wait and you'll 
see that I am right." Then to Lori, "I 
come back li'l bit or send boy. Savez?'' 

"l aaDez. Be all ri' ." 
''Thanks. And make- white mammy 

stay for canoe-softly, softly." 
Lori nodded unhesitatingly, but cast an 

appraising eye upon Annette, obviously 
wondering if she would be easier to keep 
quiet than a woman of his o·wn kind. Ap
parently he doubted it. The girl's eyes 
were staring in fear when Kingdon turned 
abruptly and walked from the wharf up 
the gravel path leading to the house. 

For a· moment or two L>ri was quite 
sure she was going to follow. She was 
shaking from head to foot and when her 
hand stole nervously inside her kimono, 
and the arm suddenly stiffened from 
shoulder to elbow, he knew that her fin
gers had closed upon a weapon of some 
sort. But she obeyed orders. With her 

eyes upon Kingdon every step of the way 
to the stairs, where she lost him for a 
moment as he climbed to the living quar
ters above, she knelt among Lori's cush
ions and waited, every nerve and sinew 
taut as an overstrung violin string. 

KINGDON mounted the stairs 
quietly, without haste or hesi
tation. He was, in truth, rather 
eager to meet Sei'ior Marsallow, 

and the Spaniard's size was among the 
least interesting of his attributes as far as 
the little trading agent was concerned. 
There were many oversized men; men of 
huge height and girth who were capable 
enough in their own way. But Mar
sallow, as Annette had pictured him, was 
a modern freebooter who had no more 
respect for the law than a tarantula. 

Kingdon knew something about taran
tulas, and even when they were inside a 
bottle, pickled in alcohol, he did not like 
them. He was afmid he was going to like 
Seiior Marsa1low just as little and he had 
a notion the feeling was going to be mu
tual. However, he hoped he would be 
able to get some inkling of the Spanish 
gentleman's interest in Nigerian trade. 
That, he was sure, would be interesting, 
however-uninteresting Marsallow was. 

He reached the head of the stairs, where 
he found Harth awaiting him. Harth's 
round and normally unruffled face had a 
worried shadow upon it. 

"There's a big fellow here to see you
Marsallow is his name-o.nd he says you 
swiped his niece." Then in a lower 
voice, "He's an oily swine and he carries 
a six-shooter. Randolph and I-" 

"Better go to bed. How is Balloch?" 
"He's all right. Sweating it out. We 

had a couple of mysterious colored visitors 
earlier in the evening. Sneak thieves. 
I'll tell you about them later." 

"All right. I'm glad Balloch's on the 
turn. Try to get some sleep. I won't 
need you any more tonight.'' 

"But this fellow Marsallow is no ordi-
nary white man. "He's--" 

· 

"Yes,lknow. Butl'd ratheryouwent to 
bed. Thanks just the same. Good night.'' 
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Kingdon "Walked past Harth and along 
the veranda toward the great hulk of 
humanity that awaited him and, catching 
Randolph's childlike blue eye, which 
was just as childlike as ever, he said 
mildly: 

"I think Harth wants you. Thanks 
for keeping house for me." 

"Yes, sir. I imagine this gentleman can 
introduce himself and his purpose quite 
':el!, without my assistance. Good night, 
Str, 

"Good night, Randolph." 
Randolph, whose poise was so perfect 

and so unhesitating- Kingdon hoped it 
was not too much so-glanced toward 
MarsaUow, whose face was deliberately 
turned toward the river and Lori Egba's 
canoe. 

"Good night," seiior." 
If the big man heard, he very rudely 

paid no attention. Randolph, however, 
did not seem to expect him to do 80 ,  and 
with scarcely a pause, tumed on his heel 
and made his way at an unhurried gait to
ward the assistant's end of the veranda. 
Kingdon watched him go and noted, just 
as Harth had done, that though Ran. 
dolph's shoes were not rubber soled he 
made no sound at all. 

''You wanted to see me?" Kingdon in. 
quired of his visitor quietly and, without 
waiting for an answer, at once strolled to 
a Madeira chair in the far comer of the 
veranda, turning his back upon the giant 
Spaniard as he did so. 

Marsallow made no reply, neither did 
he move until the creaking wicker, as the 
little man sat down, told him that his 
first trick of intimidation had not worked. 
Obviously he had expected to ignore 
Kingdon and keep him in suspense for 
several minutes before deigning to ae-. 
knowledge the fact that he had arrived. 
But the creaking of the Madeira chair 
plainly startled him and his huge bulk 
spun about with amazing rapidity and 
suddenness. 

. Kingdon was reaching for a pipe and a 
tin of tobacco that stood on a small table 
at his elbow when he was given that first 
sudden glimpse of Marsallow's face. He 

pickod up the pipe all right, then slowly 
put it down again. Marsallow's face was 
the kind of face that called for one's un· 
divided attention, particularly when it 
was backed by a cannon.like six-shooter 
that seemed all too comfortably at home 
in his ham of a hand. 

He was wearing a panama hat, the rim 
of which flopped down over his eyes and 
ears; but the curving, thin black eye
brows, the beady black eyes, with -the 
deep, bluo.black circles under them, were 
made even more gloomy and sinister by 
the shadow the flopping rim of the hat 
cast over them. The nose, which by all 
odds should have been thick and bulbous, 
was lean and aquiline, and' gave·to the 
checks and mouth a thin and sunken look 
in spite of his heavy jowl and the bull.Jike 
neck that seemed to throw his head for
ward at a permanently pugnacious angle. 

His shirt, which was of white silk, was 
open at the neck, but like his white drill 
trousers and white buckskin shoes, was 
spotlessly clean. Only the panama was 
sloppy, and though his beard was evi. 
dcntly of the blue and wiry sort, he was 
cleanly shaved. Below the neck he was 
just bulk; huge, powerful and devastating 
bulk; a kind of human avalanche that, 
because of the forward thrusting angle of 
his head, always soomed ready to come 
thundering down and crush the lesser 
atoms beneath. 

� KINGDON noted most of this -. as he put down the pipe upon 
the table; the eyes, nose and 
mouth particularly. They were 

the mind and the character and the whole 
manner of the man. His tremendous 
size, his ponderous six-shooter and his 
ham.like hands seemed to be adjuncts he 
did not really need, but which he trailed 
around with him to serve his purpose upon 
those occasions when such thin� proved 
useful. But they were not nearly 80 
devastating as his sharp little black eyes, 
his lean hooked nose and his thin slit of a 
mouth that now curbed down at the cor
ners in a sour and sardonic smile. 

And yet, even then, almost in that first 
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instant, Kingdon knew there was some
thing wrong with the picture or with the 
impression it gave; something lacking. 
At first glance he would have been in
clined to say that the girl who had called 
herself Annette, had �n one hundred 
per cent. right about this man Mar
sallow. And then just a little something 
missed fire somehow; something vague, 
indeterminate and elusive as yet, but at 
once, Marsallow, the prince of darkness, 
became a man. Terrible, of course; half a 
dozen men in one perhaps, but a man for 
all that; human; with his quota of human 
weaknesses, whatever they might be. Off 
hand, Kingdon was quite sure he had a 
bad liver. 

Marsallow stood looking down at King
don for well over a minute before he 
spoke; then in a smooth soft voice that 
almost purred he asked-

''The Senor Kingdon is not afraid?" 
"Afraid? Of course I am. I don't like 

being shot at or having knives thrown 
at me. Better put that thing away and 
let's have something to drink." 

Sefi.or Marsallow paused. The pause 
was in his eyes and in the hand that held 
the gun, and his smile hesitated, too. 
Then he bowed. 

"You are the brave man, Senor King� 
don. Not many who are afraid have the 
so great courage to say it at the right 
time. The stupid courage of the fool-it 
has made many guns to go off. But this 
gun it will not go off again. Not yet." 

With a polite gesture of compliance 
with his host's wishes, he returned the gun 
to its holster. Kingdon inclined his head 
gravely, reached for his pipe and waved 
his guest toward a chair. 

"What would you like to drink? I have 
some excellent port that I'd like you to 
sample for me and tell me what you think 
ofit. Mayi-" 

"Nothing, seiior, I thank you," Mar. 
sallow said smoothly and did not sit 
down. "It is my sorrow that I have not 
the time at the moment. But upon some 
other occasion, if you will permit, my 
niece and I will have the great pleasure to 
call upon you and enjoy a glass of youl' 

so excellent wine. You are, I am ver' sure, 
a good judge of the fine wine, seiior; but 
for the present you must excuse. I have 
the appointment with my niece." 

"I'm sorry," Kingdon said and gave no 
sign at all of appreciating the suave sub
tlety of the Spaniard's little speech of re
fusal. "I'd like to get your expert opinion 
of that port, but if you must hurry away, 
I suppose you must." 

Marsallow smiled the blandest of smiles 
while the hollow of his great right hand 
caressed the butt of the pistol. 

"You appreciate, seilor, it is ver' late 
for the girl so young to be out from her
I think Y(!U call it her sleep of beauty?" 

"Yes, of course. I hadn't thought of 
that." 

"And as you have shown her the so 
great courtesy, seiior, to bring her to me 
before she is compromise, I am ver' sure 
you are realize that you mus' speak not at 
all of the indiscreet of a girl who is too in. 
experience to know how ver' serious it is 
if you were not the true gentleman, seiior. 
I have the great honor to salute you, 
Seiior Kingdon, and to bid you the ver' 
good night." 

Marsallow bowed, with his hand still 
on his gun, and the bow was so sweeping 
Kingdon wondered why he did not remove 
his hat and make a finished job of it. 
Then, Marsallow had spun about with a 
thunderous kind of speed and was several 
long strides away before Kingdon said: 

"Just a moment, seiior. Do you mind 
telling me where you picked up Scurvy 
Murvey-the skipper of that branch boat 
of yours?" 

The Spaniard halted sharply, hesi
tated, then turned slowly; just enough to 
look at Kingdon sideways out of one 
gleaming little black eye. 

"You are acquaint with Captain Mur. 
vey, seiior?" he asked in a low voice that 
was just a little thick. 

"Oh, yes. I've known him for years. 
And I just wondered why a gentleman of 
your standing should take the risk of 
intrusting your interests--or any part of 
them-in the hands of such a man. I as. 
sume, of course, that your interests are 
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trading interests and that you would like 
to create a good impression for your enter
prise." 

MARSALLOW did not answer 
at once. But he did tum his full 
face toward Kingdon and stood 
regarding him as if he were 

wondering if it were really possible that 
his reasons for doing anything had been 
questioned and by one who was, from his 
point of view at least, 90 much his inferior. 
Finally, with his thumbs in his belt, his 
head even a little farther forward than 
usual, he said: 

"I appreciate, sefior, that you are ver' 
kind. But it is my pleasure to have en
gage Captain Murvey, and if he is not the 
good recommendation, that will be the 
difficulty I am realize, but I am accustom 
to those. Sometime I come over the 
difficulty-sometime I am remove it; and 
sometime, sefior--" 

"Don't threaten, :Ma.rsallow, and don't 
lose·your temper. Your words are falling 
over ea.ch other. SaDez?" 

Ma.nallow stiffened and straightened, 
just as if he had been grabbed by the ool
la.r from behind. In Kingdon's hand he 
saw a harmless briar pipe-this and noth
ing more-but in Kingdon's eyes there 
was a quiet that be, Marsallow, had never 
known or seen before. There was nothing 
aggressive about that quiet; nothing that 
threatened or antagonized. It just was. 
And it wasn't a thing that could be in
timidated with threats. 

Obviously, Seiior Marsallow saw this; 
and Seiior Marsallow, as Kingdon sus
pected, never really lost his temper at any 
time. He did not have to. He needed no 
spur of that sort to make him destructive; 
but he doubtless found it advisable some
times to give the impression that he was 
about to lose his temper and that things 
would begin to happen if he did. 

Kingdon had saved him the trouble of 
a demonstration on this occasion, and for 
a few moments Marsallow was decidedly 
at a loss. His customarily successful 
tricks of intimidation were not working 
properly, principally because they were 

not allowed to get under way. And this 
man Kingdon's eyes-so very quiet. so 
very sure . . .  

"Don't fumble with that gun of yours 
so much," Kingdon advised quietly. 
"You're only bluffing, and we both know 
it. You wouldn't shoot me here and now, 
even if you wanted to; and if you did 
you'd be so full of lead in the next minute 
you wouldn't have time to get any fun 
out of it. Understand?" 

Marsallow whirled in a complete circle 
with a rapidity that was really astounding 
in so large a man, his ever ready gun 
drawn and whirling with him like a streak 
of dull light. There was no mistaking his 
enormous capacity for taking care of him
self and he doubtless had long ago realized 
that his size made him a rather easy target 
for an unseen marksman. But there was 
no fear in him; not a trace of it; and 
obviously he was no stranger to an am
bush. 

Kingdon watched him whirl and smiled 
slightly and hoped Marsallow would not 
imagine he saw some one who was not 
there. Then he said quietly: 

"It's all right. You're quite sa.fe. No 
one will do any shooting until you begin, 
and I am quite sure you are much too 
busy to think of getting into trouble to
night. Sit down and tell me about your
self. I might be able to help you. I've 
been in this business a long time." 

Marsallow put his gun away again and 
stood erect. Then, very impressively, 
he folded his great arms. He stood like 
this, eyeing Kingdon through narrowed 
lids, for many long seconds, as if he were 
trying once and for all to make up his 
mind about him. He spoke at last, slowly 
and deliberately : 

"You are, as I have say, Sciior King
don, the brave man, even if you are pro
tect with gun I do not see. You have in
sult me in my house affair, and you have 
insult me in my business affair, and you 
have insult me with the offer of your90 
excellent wine-and though you have in
sult me like this, you do not show the 
fear or even the excite. No. Not at all. 
But perhaps it is that you do not know 
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MarsaUow-me-how I am when I am 
insult." 

Ktngdon shook his head. 
"You'll only go to jail and get kicked 

out of the country if you start trouble 
around here. And that would interfere 
with your business, wouldn't it?" 

The indeterminate something about 
Marsallow that made him human in 
Kingdon's eyes became suddenly more 
pronounced; a kind of hungry, frightened 
glint in his little black eyes. 

"And I take it," Kingdon added quietly, 
"that your business is of the sort that 
must not be interfered with. In fact, your 
business-the money involved-is worth 
much more to you at this moment than 
any satisfaction you would get out of 
killing me. My life isn't worth a peso to 
you. Your business may be worth many 
hundreds of thousands of pounds. Much 
money can be made in this trade, seiior, if 
you know how to go about it." 

The glint in Marsallow's eyes sharp.. 
ened; and sharpened so decidedly that 
Kingdon had not the slightest doubt 
now on the subject of what it was that 
made this man mountain quite human. 

Greed. This and mighty little else. 
Specifically, money greed. Even the blue 
black shadows under his eyes seemed to 
become less marked as his whole face 
livened up with the light of his one great 
passion. This light, of course, 'MUI sub
dued and flickering at the moment, but 
Kingdon had little trouble detecting or 
interpreting it. 

Money. he was sure, was the only god 
this man had ever known. He would do 
anything at all for money, and his shadow 
of a soul had been bought and paid for 
many times in the course of his tempestu
ous life. 

"Much money," Kingdon repeated lin
geringly, and deliberately continued, 
"The color of palm oil, seiior, is the color. 
of gold. It has been bought at the prieeof 
many lives, but you would lose all that 
you might gain as the price of mine." 
Kingdon smiled. "Am I worth it, seiior? 
My little life against ail the money you 
might make? I think not." 

Above all things else, Marsallow was 
not a fool, and he had wit enough to know 
when a game, for the time being at least, 
was played out. Also, there would be 
other days and other occasions when 
Seiior Kingdon would not be acnted on 
his own veranda. So he unfolded his 
arm and made another sweeping bow. 

"The Senor Kingdon has the great 
wisdom. I am delight with the trick of 
the tongue. It has been my ver' great 
pleasure to have listen." Then, most 
apologetically, "But the wine, seiior. I 
am regret it is too late in the night. My 
niece she have wait the ver' long time in 
that canoe--" 

-

"What canoe?" 
"The big canoe, seiior, at the little 

wharf.'' 
Kingdon shook his head. 
"She isn't there. A mail launch going 

up to Sapeli had a nurse on board, and 
she went along with her." 

CHAPTER Vll 

"SAPELI!" 
Kingdon nodded. 
"I understood she was getting 

away from the disagreeable attentions of 
Scurvey Murvey, and I'd help any girl 
in a case of that kind. That's one of the 
results, Marsallow, of hiring the wrong 
skipper. You get yourself and your busi
ness judged accordingly. Better sit down 
and have that drink. I think you need 
it." 

Marsallow looked and felt as if he 
noodod something. He pawed at the butt 
of his gun in a hopeless kind of way, his 
sharp little black eyes glinting in every 
direction in a futile, hunted fashion that 
gave Kingdon the decided hint that 
Annette was a very necessary adjunct to 
the business the man had in hand. 

Whispered Spanish and English excla
mations mingled for a minute or so and 
every so often he would repeat the name 
Sapeli as if he were trying to realize just 
what such a destination or contingency 
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meant to him. Then he looked down to
ward Lori Egba's canoe long and steadily 
as if he were trying to SC<l through the 
grass awning that screened the occupants 
of its little deck from view. It was too 
dark to see any one or anything at that 
distance in any case, and the canoe car
ried no lights that mattered. Presently, 
still rubbing the butt of his gun with the 
palm of his hand, Marsallow faced King
don again. 

"The launch from Sapeli with the nurse, 
seiior-what is her name?" 

"The Vigilant." 
"And the nurse? What is her name?" 
"I didn't ask, and she did not volunteer 

the information. But you'll like her. 
Why?" 

"Because, seiior, you are the very great 
liar. There was not the Vigilant and there 
was not the nurse. My niece she is in 
that canoe. I have seen her." 

Kingdon did not even blink and made 
no move to rise. 

"Then you have better eyesight than I 
have. But I'll bet you fifty pounds she 
isn't. Fifty golden sovereigns, seiior. Is 
your eyesight good enough to urge you to 
take that bet." 

Marsallow's jaw dropped; and straight
way he judged Kingdon-as Kingdon 
knew he would-by his own standards. 
He might gamble with his life for a peso, 
but to risk fifty English sovereigns on a 
bluff • • .  

"We will go down and-" 
"Do you take the bet?" 

_
::she is my niece and I have the right 

"You have the right to take your com
plaint to the police oonunissioner. Do 
you want to do that?" Kingdon rose. 
"I'll go with you, if you like." 

"My niece, she is in-" 
"Otherwise I'll thank you to take your

self and your guns and your knives and 
your business off my beach. Savezl" 

"I am insult, seiior!" 
Kingdon looked up -at the man who 

dwarfed him almost to the point of the 
ridiculous. 

"So am I, Marsallow," he said, and his 

voice was as quiet and sure as his eyes. 
"Your every act since I arrived has been 
an insult and a threat, and you conclude 
the performance by calling me a liar. It 
seems to me, Seiior Marsallow, that your 
association with Scurvey Murvey is a 
kindred association. You are two o( a 
kind." 

"Seiior!" 
"And the nature of your business will be 

investigated accordingly. Do you under
stand?" 

Marsallow understood perfectly, Ap.. 
parently he was an understanding man 
when he knew his bluff of the moment was 
played out. His eyes moved shiftily back 
and forth between Kingdon and the 
canoe, and the seething impulse that 
possessed him to lose fifty English sov� 
reigns on the bluff, and thus save his 
face, was a turbulent and a terrible thing 
to see. 

There was pride in him, as his spotless 
clothes and clean shaven chin testified; 
and dignity, with him, was a business; one 
o( the lesser gods. But there were mo
ment.s---and this was one of them-when 
pride and dignity were called upon to pay 
a price for their existence. And Marsal
low . • •  

The suddenly polite oiliness of his man
ner in retreat was not pretty to watch, 
The great bulk of him seemed all at once 
to shrivel and shrink in a fawning bow. 

"I am regret, sefior, that I have spoke 
too quick with the tongue," he said, and 
obviously tried to speak his very best 
English. ''The Captain Murvey, I am 
also regret, was not the gentleman. But 
though he have not the better quality of 
educate, such is not the excuse with me. 
I am educate and I am the gentleman, 
seiior. For me it is the shame-the ver" 
great shame, seiior, and if the sefior will 
please to pardon, I am make mos' happy," 

• Kingdon bowed gravely. 
"Very good, seiior. I am glad we un

derstand each other so well." He paused 
a moment as Marsallow's glance shifted 
to the canoe at the gig wharf. "You came 
up here in my launch, didn't you?" 

"Yes, seiior." 
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"How are you going to get back to that 
bmnch boat of yours?" 

"I am-" Marsallow halted. He had 
been on the verge of telling the truth, and 
the unusualness of such a course plainly 
startled him. It was a d«:isive indication 
that, for once in his life, he was very 
badly rattled. However, he covered the 
mistake credibly enough. "Perhaps the 
canoe, seiior-" 

"What canoe?" 
"Some ver' small canoe, perhaps, sciior, 

that is cheap to hire?" 
"I'll lend you my launch again, if you 

like!' 
"No, sefior, I thank you-" with his 

eyes hungrily upon Lori Egba's canoe, 
and his hungrier, greedier little soul 
writhing in an agony of doubt. Fifty 
sovereigns ! "I have already impose ver' 
much upon you, seiior. But the small 
canoe--'' 

"All right. You can hire one down at 
the brOOkwater. There are always one or 
two hanging around, and if there aren't 
I'll lend you mine. Let's go down and 
look them over." 

Marsallow followed a step, then stopped, 
his beady little black eyes filled with fear 
as they lingered more hungrily than ever 
upon Lori Egba's canoe. Fifty English 
sovereigns! Fifty. And if she was not 
there . . •  

"What's the trouble?" Kingdon asked, 
knowing the answer quite well and won
dering how such a thing could possibly be. 

"Nothing, seiior; no, not at all." Mut
tered Spanish exclamations followed this 
and Marsallow swung suddenly away 
from temptation. "The canoe, sciior, the 
canoe," he said thickly. "I am delay too 
kmg already." 

Q KINGDON led the way and 
Marsallow followed, looking 
over his shoulder most of the 
time. His expression was that 

of a man who knew he was being tricked, 
and when the little man who walked be
fore him so quietly and calmly, led the 
way down the stairs and across the dark 
of the beach below to the breakwater, 

Marsallow looked down from his great 
height and wondered at it all. 

Marsallow, of course, did not under
stand that in Kingdon's case as in his 
own the answer was nothing more than a 
state of mind; as far as Kingdon was con
cerned, the state of mind that held firmly 
to the belief that Marsallow would do 
nothing in haste that his business would 
repent at leisure. Marsallow was quite 
well aware of the fact that he never did 
anything hastily or in temper or upon an 
impulse of any sort, and he knew this 
principally because he was still alive in 
spite of many things that would have put 
a period upon the lives of the majority. 

But he could not understand how King
don knew it; or rather he did not give 
Kingdon credit for knowing anything 
about it, which, of course, made the little 
trading agent's courage the most spec
tacular thing of its sort in his experience. 
It was uncanny to the point of bcing su
pernatural, and as they walked along the 
creek side, with the squat, black shadow 
of the kernel store between them and the 
house and Lori Egba's canoe, Marsallow 
became acutely aware of a desire to get 
away from there as quickly as possible. 

Later, when he came back again, it 
would be different. Very. But at the 
moment, with the palm of his hand still 
nervously rubbing the butt of his gun, 
Marsallow was afraid. He did not know 
why he was afraid, or exactly what he was 
afraid of, but he did know that, there 
in the cover of the darkness be loved so 
well, it was he and not Kingdon who 
knew the meaning of fear. 

Presently Kingdon halted beside a 
canoe that he thOLfght would serve Mar
sallow's purpose, and Marsallow, to 
Kingdon's surprise, agreed that it would 
and did not ask the sleepy owners the 
price. He would pay as little as possible 
at the journey's end in any case-that is, 
if he elected to pay anything at all. The 
haste with which he stepped into the 
canoe also came to Kingdon as something 
of a shock. 

"Good night, Marsallow. Hope you 
don't get your feet wet." 
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"Good night, Seiior Kingdon. I am re
gret about the wine. But you will do me 
the great honor to permit me at another 
time. Adiw." 

Kingdon stood watching the bulky 
shadow of him drift down the little creek 
and out into the Warri River, where the 
canoe's nose pointed downstream. Then 
Kingdon walked around the front end of 
the kernel store to the main wharf and 
stood there awhile to be quite sure Mar
sallow's did not decide to return for a free 
look under the awning of Lori Egba's 
canoe. 

Presently Kingdon strolled over to the 
gig wharf. 

"Seiior Kingdon!" 
"Yes. It's all right now. I've just 

seen him off." 
The girl was out of the canoe and at 

his side in an instant, gripping his arms 
and looking eagerly into. his face in a 
frenzy of excited unbelief. 

"He is gone? :r.-Iarsallow! You have 
send him away and you are not dead? 
Madre I>WIJ It is miracle!" 

A string of Spanish was interjected 
here but she came back to English again 
and drew Lori Egba into his proper place 
in the limelight with a gracious gesture. 

"Your friend-he has keep my head 
for me when I am lost without him. You 
will please to thank him for me, sciior. 
I have not his words-the English that 
is pidgin-" 

"That's all right," Kingdon assured 
her. "I'm sure Lori knows what you 
mean in any case." He waved a parting 
salute to the chief. "Good night, Lori. 
Keep your eye out for small so-so canoe 
with big white man in it. Savez?" 

"I .tavez. Palaver set?" 
"Palaver set foh dis time." 
"Eh-heh! Be good: I go now. I look 

you one day pass. Chin-chin." 
Lori grunted an order to his headinan, 

moved his son's head a little on his knee, 
doffed his sun helmet to Annette and 
smiled. 

"You be all ri' now, Mas' Kingdon fix. 
He catch plenty too m.uch head for fix-urn 
palaver." 

The canoe drew away from the 
wharf and curved majestically out into 
the river, forty paddles lifting and falling 
as one. Annette watched a moment, then 
touched Kingdon's sleeve with her finger
tips and whispered: 

"I ha.ve not the fear now. No. Not at 
all." The touch of her fingertips became 
hesitatingly firmer. "It is not yet to be
lieve that Marsa.llow is gone, but I have 
not the fear." 

"That's fine," Kingdon said, though 
he did not believe her. Her fear of Mar
sallow-and he could thoroughly appre
ciate it now-was too deep rooted a thing 
to be overcome so quickly. "And now 
we had better go around to the back door. 
Marsallow may be watching the veranda 
from the river.'' 

"Yes, seiior.'' 

SO THEY went around the 
house to the galley entrance, 
picked their way over the out. 
stretched legs of a sleeping 

house boy or two lying sprawled on 
the galley floor, climbed the back stairs 
and, of necessity, passed the only billiard 
room in Warri in which, at the moment, 
Harth and Randolph were apparently 
playing billiards on the slowest and 
lumpiest table in the world. 

Kingdon stopped in the doorway, with 
Annette's very white face and still blacker 
eyes looking over his shoulder. 

Whether she saw Harth at all was 
doubtful in those first few seconds, be
cause her eyes fell immediately upon 
Randolph's face and stayed there-wide 
and staring. Randolph was leaning on 
the table, under the full glare. of the 
lamps, and the view Annette had of him, 
in spite of the moths and flies that tried 
to cloud the lights, was certainly clear 
enough. The little choking gasp she 
gave made Kingdon turn his head 
sharply: 

"What is it? Something startled you?" 
Annette's expression floundered, but 

she managed to pull herself together. 
"No, seiior. It is nothing. The too 

bright light in my eye-" 
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Kingdon accepted the reason for her 
startled expression with reservations that 
were principally concerned with nan
dolph's vividly contrasting blond beauty. 
At that time and place, in the spotlight 
of the billiard room lamps, he did not 
doubt but that Randolph was startling 
enough to make any girl gasp. 

"I thought I told you fellows to go to 
bed?" 

"Yes, sir," Randolph agreed as a 
junior assistant should and left the ex
planation to Harth whO fell heir to it by 
right of seniority. Randolph-though he 
did not see Annette as advantageously 
as she saw him-was too busy trying to 
be sure that what he did see was true, 
to have much interest in explanations in 
any case. 

"Well, we weren't tired," Harth said, 
"and we thought a little billiards on this 
table would make us sleepy and-" 

"Then I wasn't altogether bluffing 
when I told Marsallow what would hap
pen if he started shooting?" 

Harth looked at Randolph and Ran
dolph looked at Harth, and Harth said 
finally: 

"Randolph said you had heard me 
getting into your office through your 
bedroom. I'm not as expert at crawling 
around on my stomach as he is." 

Even Annette laughed at this, though 
her eyes did not stray from Randolph's 
face for more than a second or two. 

"I didn't hear you, as a matter or fact," 
Kingdon said. "But I had a notion you 
were somewhere around. And now, let 
me introduce you to Seiior Marsallow's 
niece, Annette." He stepped aside and 
bowed gravely to the girl. "My assis
tants, Annette. Mr. Harth. Mr. Ran
dolph. Both at your service." 

Annette accepted the introductions by 
bowing to Uandolph and ignoring Harth 
altogether. Obviously, too, she did oot 
mean to be discourteous, but there was 
evidently something in Uandolph's face 
that gripped her whole attention, even 
to the exclusion of Kingdon. 

"Let's go into my office," the- little 
man said, "and talk things over. We 

have to decide what is best to be done 
about 'finding Miss Marsallow proper 
accommodations and-'' 

"I am not the Miss Marsallow!" 
The protest had a wealth of fire and 

indignation in it, and it was so sudden 
and unexpected even Kingdon stared. 
Randolph, who had retrieved a lighted 
cigaret as soon as introductions were 
over, choked and coughed and brought 
Annette's attention back to him at once. 

"I do jus' like that," she said, "when I 
smoke the cigaret and am excite." She 
looked at him more closely 'With the same 
incredulous light in her eyes. "You are 
very young for this country? Jus' a 
little time you have come· here?" 

"About six months," Kingdon said, 
since Randolph momentarily was hardly 
able to answer for himself; and Annette 
turned to Kingdon and smiled. 

"His cheek, it has yet the English pink, 
and his eye is clear like the baby." 

Harth laughed, but she paid oo atten
tion to him. She was looking at Randolph 
again, softly but very steadily, with an 
increasing wonder that she could not 
conceal. 

"Somewhere I have seen you, have I 
not? Somewhere, some one like you
so fair, so blue or the eye, so ver' hand
some--a long time ago. No?" 

Randolph calmly dabbed his lips with 
his handkerchief. 

"Not I, I'm afraid," he said and 
glanced toward Kingdon rather abruptly. 
''I imagine Captain Duncan of the Ganna
Ganna, that's lying off Barlow's beach, 
would help you out by accommodating 
Miss--er-Miss Annette with a cabin. 
I understand Duncan is a very good 
friend of yours. Didn't that roast beef 
we had for dinner come out of the Ganna-
Ganna'a refrigerator?" 

"Exct!llent, Randolph!" Kingdon ex
claimed, and Harth's troubled face lighted 
up like a full moon. "Why on earth did 
I not think of that? The Ganna-Oanna 
used to be in the mail service, and still 
has very good passenger accommodation." 
He turned'to Harth. "When does Dun
can clear out of here?" 
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"Not for a couple of days at least,'' 
Harth said. "He is going alongside 
Perkins & Gmy's wharf tomorrow and 
the African Merchants' across the way 
have a shipment of oil for him, too. 
He'll be here at least tomorrow and next 
day." 

Kingdon nodded thoughtfully. 
"That's slightly different," he said. 

"But our problem of the moment is 
solved-that is, if Miss Annette is agree
able." He turned to the girl. "Would 
that be all right? Captain Duncan of the 
Ganna-Ganna is a friend of mine, and 
his chief steward is one of the kindliest 
of men. They would take very go()(i 
care of you." 

Annette hesitated. 
"The captain of the ship-he is your 

friend? Like the black chief? He do 
not ask the question also?" 

"Of course not." 
Annette seemed to find it difficult to 

credit this. 
"So many friend," she whispered. 

«But-but-please to pardon the-the 
passage, seiior. I have not the money 
here. I have not the-" 

"That's the least of our troubles," 
Kingdon assured her with a great deal of 
conviction. "Also the detail of more 
clothes. We can fix that, too." He 
glanced toward his assistants. "Let's go 
into my office and I'll send a note to 
Duncan." 

HE LED the way and they 
passed into his office by way of 
his bedroom, avoiding the ver
anda and any possibility of � 

ing spied upon by the gigantic Marsallow. 
Annette accepted a seat beside the desk 
and Harth and Randolph made them
selves comfortable on the couch. King
don called a boy and, having ordered 
drinks according to his guests' desires, 
proceeded to write a chit to Captain 
Duncan. 

Conversation lagged. Harth did not 
seem to know what to say to a young 
lady who was traveling under such 
palpable difficulties, and the young lady 

herself was too intent in her study or 
Randolph's face to encourage conversa
tion of any sort. Randolph did his best 
to seem indifferent to this continued 
scrutiny and welcomed the intrusion of 
the drinks just as if he had ordered some
thing stronger than ginger ale. 

Kingdon gave the chit he had scribbled 
to the waiting house boy with instruc
tions that were to be transmitted to the 
beach headman, word for word. This 
done, he asked Harth in particular: 

"What's the trouble? Have you never 
talked to a lady before?" 

"It is the Seii.or Randolph who is so 
quiet," Annette interposed hurriedly over 
the rim of a glass of port Harth had 
poured for her. "He has not the word 
for me? Is he always the so silent man? 
Or perhaps it is he do not like me?" 

"Not at all," Randolph said at once, 
and seemed to revive miraculously. "Per
haps it is that the effect of meeting you 
in this rather unexpected place has been 
just a bit too stunning. You are quite 
a.s unexpected as the place, you know, 
and some small allowance must be made 
for me if I take some time to catch my 
breath." 

Annette laughed, glanced quickly at 
Kingdon, who was apparently intent upon 
filling his pipe� then at Harth who was 
eyeing what was left of his whisky and 
soda as if he had not heard a word. So 
the girl's atteittion returned to Randolph 
speculatively. 

"You say the pretty speech, seiior, 
when Seii.or Kingdon crack the whip? 
Jus' like the automatic man in the ·wax
work when the button is push. Perhaps 
it is the automatic man that I have seen 
who is so like you?" 

"I don't doubt it," Randolph agreed, 
paying no attention to Harth's grin. 
"I've seen lots of wax-work figures that 
look exactly like me-tailor's dummies 
particularly." He smiled. "So perhaps 
if you were very young when you saw 
the figure you mention, you are probably 
distorting the memory a bit and making 
it come to life. I am glad I remind you of 
something that was worth remembering." 
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Annette smiled and said· 
"You are not the tailor's dummy, and 

it was not the tailor's dummy that used 
to come to me so ver' long ago in Las 
Palmas. No. This man was vcr' beauti
ful to me. He was ver' high in height 
and his hair and his eye-jus' like your 
hair and your eye. That is why 1 speak 
of it, seiior. He was ver' beautiful to me 
-a child, a vcr' little child, seiior. And 
you are him again." 

She paused, shook her head slowly and 
incredulously and continued: 

"So much you are like him to me, it is 
not to believe. It is like the fairy story 
that is alive." 

Then before any one could say anything 
that would have been in the least ad� 
quate, she added apologetically : 

"Please to pardon, seiior. I have not 
the wish to embarrass you. No. Not at 
all. But the memory, seiior-it is like 
the very strong light, the light like the 
lightning, se.iior, in a ver' dark place 
where no light have been before." 

Randolph nodded, smiled a rather 
strained smile, looked down at his boots, 
then up again quite bravely. Walloping 
Harth's jawwasnot nearlyas hard as this. 

"1---er-I understand perfectly. As 
I've said, I am glad I have reminded you 
of something really pleasant. But-er
your eyes have a penetrating quality and 
the inside of my head is beginning to fool 
as if it had been taken apart and put 
together again with some of the parts 
missing." 

. ANNETIElaughed,and Harth 
· and Kingdon exchanged signifi

cant glances that wondered 
not a little. Then, when the 

girl had emptied her glass with a sudden 
flourish, she said: 

"There are no parts of your inside 
head missing, Seiior Ra�dolph. Not one 
so little part. To be so ver' young, you 
are so quick with the tongue. So ver' 
quick, seiior." She turned and smiled to 
Kingdon as she put down her glass, and 
asked a little nervously, "When do I 
go to the ship, seiior?" 

"Immediately. We'll meet the boy 
who took my note to Captain Duncan 
on the Barlow beach gig wharf. I 
wouldn't dare leave from ours. :Mar
sallow may not be visible, but he's some
where around and watching." 

"Yes, seiior. That I know. Mar
sallow is always where he is not expect." 

Kingdon did not doubt it, and with a 
word of caution to Harth and Randolph 
about keeping their eyes peeled in case 
MarSallow did plan something unex
pected, he straightway proceeded to re
move his sacred charge from the premises. 

She lingered a few moments over her 
good night to Randolph-moments in 
which she seemed to be trying to take a 
mental photograph o f  him away with 
her-and she had very little to say to 
Kingdon when they had emerged from 
the galley and were heading toward the 
gate that led to the government beach. 
She did not even ask how far it was to 
Barlow's gig wharf; did not ask a single 
question. And this was significant in 
itself. Strangers, under much less ex
citing .circumstances always asked ques
tions, and there always seemed to be so 
many questions for them to ask. 

Annette, however, was not at all 
curious. Not then. She stopped when 
Kingdon stopped to speak to a watchboy; 
she went on again, when Kingdon went 
on, without a word of comment. Appar
ently she had no interest in Kingdon's 
words of caution to the watchboy in the 
matter of a surprise attack by Mar
sallow. It was almost as if she had 
forgotten l\farsallow completely; as if 
Randolph's sudden entrance into her life 
had made her mind drift far afield from 
the present scene of operations. 

Kingdon was distinctly aware of her ab
stracted state of mind as he hurried her 
through the gate leading to the govern
ment beach and piloted her past curious 
native policemen who stepped aside at his 
low voiced assurance that everything was 
all right. And as he was doing quite a lot 
of thinking on his own account, he did not 
encourage conversation. 

Every so often he turned his hea.d and 
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peered into the palm clothed shadows be
hind them to be sure they were not fol� 
lowed; and presently, with the assurance 
that Marsallow was nowhere in evidence, 
he swung the Barlow beach gate on its 
squeaking hinges and slipped the girl 
through ahead of him. 

A Barlow beach watchboy with a hurri
cane lantern scuffed into sight on a lazy 
run. 

"Canoe live fob breakwater, sah," he 
said; and Kingdon knew his instructions 
to his headman had not gone astray. "Gig 
wharf catch launch, sah." 

"All right," Kingdon agreed. "We go 
fob breakwater." 

So they crossed a broad stretch of 
parched lawn under the generous scn.,ocn
ing shadows of mango and palm, toward a 
particularly lonely section of the Barlow 
beach mangrove slick breakwater where 
Kingdon expected to find his messenger to 
Captain Duncan-plus a very necessary 
canoe-awaiting him. 

Suddenly Kingdon paused and turned 
his head. The faintest kind of squeak 
had sounded behind him-a sound--that at 
once suggested to him that some one had 
passed through the Barlow beach gate. 

"What is it, sefior?" Annette whis
pered. 

Kingdon could see nothing that gave 
him any information and presently said 
quietly as he moved on again: 

"It's all right. I'm just doing Mar
sallow the honor of being very careful." 

"That is wise, seiior," Annette ap
proved. "Marsallow is always the un
expect." 

Kingdon did not doubt it in the least, 
and he had a queer premonition that 
something unusual was about to take 
place. 

The watchboy, when they were within 
a few yards of the waterfront, stopped 
suddenly and began muttering to himself 
in Kroo. 

"What's matter?" Kingdon asked. 
"I-I no aavez." 
"Where canoe? Where my Kroo 

bo,?" 
"I-I no aavez. Dey done go 'way." 

r Evidently they had, for there was not a 
trace of the canoe or the Kroo boys along 
that section of the breakwater. Annette 
plucked nervously at Kingdon's shirt 
sleeve. 

"It is 1\Iarsallow," she whispered. "He 
is somewhere-not far. I know him. He 
is-" 

She had turned her face toward a giant 
mango tree; a mango tree with a large 
trunk that, even as she looked around, 
seemed to move toward her. Sharply she 
swung her lithe young body between 
Kingdon and the sound of the low, suave 
laughter that came slowly and terribly 
towan:l. them both. 

"Run, seii.or! Run!" 

CHAPTER VIII 

KINGDON did not run. He heard 
the laughter of Marsallow and he 
could plainly feel Annette's trem

bling excitement and fear of his account. 
But in the first moment of surprise he was 
more interested in the Barlow beach 
watchboy, who seemed to be content to 
stand aside, lantern in hand, and await 
orders. Anybody's orders. Marsa.Jiow's, 
perhaps, for preference. 

"The nurse without name have been 
very good to send my niece back to me so 
soon," Marsallow said softly and, in that 
heavily shadowed darkness, the great 
bulk of him seemed to climb into the 
branches overhead. "But I am greatly 
disappoint in the cleverness of the Seiior 
Kingdon. To send the messenger with 
the note to the ship in the river--that is 
always the mistake." 

Kingdon had gently sidled into a ]X)Si
tion where Annette was now behind him 
and he had .a full view of Marsallow, his 
inevitable gun and his even more danger
ous }X)Iite and oily smile. The Spaniard 
had undoubtedly been extraordinarily 
astute and watchful, amazingly quick to 
act and perhaps a little lucky. Or else 
treachery had been afoot. In any event 
the Barlow beach watch boy was no longer 
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the Barlow beach watchboy because he 
was now sheltering himself behind Mar
sallow's gun arm and was taking a de
tached interest in the proceedings, as is 
the habit of Kroo boys who have obeyed 
orders and are waiting for further in
structions. 

"The odds would seem to be all on your 
side, seiior," Kingdon conceded. "And I 
congratulate you on your superior saga. 
city." He bowed gravely. "1 a.<;sume, of 
course, that you will  now take me before 
the police commissioner and charge me 
with abduction." 

Marsallow's smile became somewhat 
thinner. 

"That, seiior, can await till the com
missioner have awake in the morning. 
Now, my niece, she will-" 

"No! You have notthe right ; I am not 
the niece! I am not the--" 

A storm of Spanish invectives, like the 
thunderous warning of an oncoming 
avalanche, heralded the plunging charge 
Marsallow made, and the speed and the 
force of it swept Kingdon off his feet if?- a 
twinkling and flung him into the shadow 
of a wine palm just as if he had been 
thrown aside like an empty nutshell. 

Annette tried to leap aside, but the 
kimono and the uncertain footing ham. 
pered her and .Marsallow's huge left hand 
closed upon her shoulder like a grappling 
hook. Instantly excruciating pains that 
paralyzed all action stabbed down to her 
heels. She was no stranger to that agony 
or to the muttering profanity that accom. 
panicd it, and the sudden nausea that 
gripped her was not new to her either. 

Cold beads of perspiration broke upon 
her forehead and her knees seemed ready 
to buckle and break, but she knew she 
must not faint. Not this time. For, this 
time, there was Senor Kingdon to protect 
from harm. She was not alone now, 

Never again, after this night, would she 
think she was alone; not after one white 
gentleman and one black one had been her 
friends without a single question. 

So, this time, at their service as well as 
her own, she must not shrink from the 
promise of a little blood upon her hands. 

Her eyes were closed, but she knew 
where Marsallow's heart was. Her hand, 
inside the kimono, was pressed against the 
very spot as the Spaniard held her close to 
him and filled her ears with oaths and 
threats that had been familiar to her even 
before her days of first primers. 

Gently, very gently, the hand inside 
the kimono began to move and, to give 
the hand more freedom of action, she 
swayed and lurched a little, clenching her 
teeth upon pain and nausea and the awful 
numbing paralysis that seemed to be 
creeping over her, inch by inch, from her 
shoulders down. 

She moaned a little and Marsallow 
smiled. She knew he was smiling though 
she could not see his face because his grip 
on her shoulder tightened just a trifle, 
and the fingers of the hand inside the 
kimono seemed to be losing their power of 
action. 

And then a choked off Kroo guttural of 
amazement came to Annette's cars from 
a great distance and she did not see the 
flash of blond lightning that struck Mar
sallow between the shoulders, hung itself 
around his neck and, apparently, stayed 
there. She saw none of this because the 
impact released Marsallow's grip upon 
her and flung her to her knees several 
feet away. 

Wholly taken by surprise by the sound
less speed of the attack from behind, 
Marsallow tottered, staggered a few 
steps, then, with a desperate effort 
straightened, choking for breath. There 
was an arm across his throat. 



Shrouded in mysteryJ the holy of holies of 
the Yellow LamasJ forbidden and perilous 

to white men 

Cfhe WHEEL. of LIFE 

By SIDNEY HERSCHEL SMALL 

McCLURE awoke before it was 
really light, and found the Bhu� 
tanese city of Mchelis dead 

asleep. A little breeze ruflled the dusty 
trees outside, blew wrinkles in the ditches, 
and went racing northward toward the 
near Tibetan border, leaving the sky 
clean and bare. McClure lighted a 
cigaret, dressed, looked at his watch and 
walked from the house. He paced about 
tho city walls until the red sun bellied 
out of the Tsang-ko-ri hills and struck 
fire on the gilded lattice of a temple. 

Somewhere a prayer wheel whirred and 
98 

clacked, and then from the crimson and 
turquoise ornamented doonvay of the 
temple came the sound of a lama singing 
-a sharp strong voice, tremulous in the 
open notes. Shaggy, savage mongrels 
chained in the courtyard began to howl; 
priests, hurrying to be present at morn
ing prayer hour, kicked the animals 
silent and immediately set up a baying of 
their own, more discordant than that of 
the dogs. 

The sun kindled McClure's bronzed 
face as he stopped to listen. 

The fervor of the yellow robed lamas, 
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who should have shouted a perfunctory 
"om m4ni padnu hum" before gobbling 
at bowls of barley flour and mutton fat, 
made the white man thoughtful. His eye; 
were narrowed as he began to stride f.o.. 
ward a flat roofod house, before which, 
motionless now about its staff, - a flag 
hung in folds. A sentry in the uniform 
of a regiment of Burma Rifles stepped 
aside to let him enter; a Bhutanese 
servant, waiting for him, padded ahead 
showing the way. 

McClure found the political commis� 
sioner sitting in the garden behind the 
house. With him, sitting on carved 
teakwood chairs, were severn! Bhutanese 
and Tibetan nobles, in colored silks and 
brocades; and an amban-an official of 
the Chinese government-in black and 
gold. The remains of breakfast cooled 
on stands, as if the men had talked more 
than eaten. 

Through the garden a stream rippled 
from terrace to terrace; the water, at 
the foot or each rail, turned a prayer 
wheel, and for a moment there was no 
other sound. McClure had 

·
boon pre.. 

pared for Kingsley to assume an aloor 
official manner, but when he held out his 
hand the commissioner made no effort 
to grasp it. Instead, coldly, he merely 
sa.id-

"Sit down, McClure." 
Just once, swirtly, McClure glanced 

about. The Bhutanese, he saw, were 
observant and a trifle wondering; the 
Tibetan's races were masks, but the 
Chinese am.ban appeared to be waiting to 
sec how McClure would respond to the 
curt invitation. 

''I'll stand, thanks," McClure said, 
and was rewarded by seeing the am.ban 
nod as if plea.sOO with the equally un
friendly answer. ' 

Kingsley shrugged. 
"As you will," he said, and deliberately 

ftnished his cup or tea without asking ir 
McClure had breakrasted. Then, "I find 
this difficult, McClure," he said, not 
looking up. "We've been rricnds, you 
know. But your tapping or rocks, your 
digging, must cease. Sorry. It was 

stretching a point to permit an American 
to come here at all, even ir your company's 
British. You've chipped bits from sacred 
stones, and dug in sacred soil." 

· "Have I?" McClure asked. "Is that 
why you sent for me?" 

"Exactly," the commissioner said. He 
unbuttoned his coat and drew out a 
rolded paper, or some length and oblong. 
"Ir my investigation showed that the 
complaints made were justified, I was 
instructed by Calcutta to present you 
with an order to leave." He handed the 
document to McClure. "This is the 
order. You will please arrange to start 
at once. Your goods will follow by 
porters. You arc, my orders state, to 
usc one or my carts, and the government 
also has decided to rurnish you with a 
small escort." 

"Not interested in hearing my side or 
the story?" 

Kingsley shrugged a second time. 
"Not at all," he said and, turning to 

one or the Bhutanese, began to speak 
with him in dialect. 

McClure round himselr unpleasantly 
dismissed, without a decent word or 
rarewell; this lert him bleak, cold, and 
with anger rising. The amban, hands 
concealed in his wide silken sleeves, was 
happier than ever. Why? And why old 
Bob Kingsley's nasty manner? 

Although the commissioner-a man no 
older than McClure, and with face as 
wise and tanned as the American's-was 
explaining to the Bhutanese something 
aOOut a play to be given by a troupe of 
Sikkimcsc actors that noon, McClure 
broke in clearly with-

"Goodby, Kingsley." 
The Englishman paused, coughed, 

looked up; his expression seemed to tell 
all present, "What? Arc you still here?" 
For the flicker or an eyelid his eyes held 
McClure's. Then, quite tonelessly, he 
said: 

"Oh, yes. Goodby, McClure. And
ah-good luck, you know." 

Only that mooting or eyes prevented 
McClure from ripping the document 
Kingsley had given him into shreds, and 
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sailing them down the stream. As it was. 
the American thrust the sheets into his 
pocket, turned abruptly and walked 
swiftly out into the busy, noisy street. 
He heard the amban say something in 
which "courtesy" and "evil temper'' were 
both involved. 

His Bhutanese boy, part Chinese, part 
Tibetan, part Kachin, had tea, marma· 
lade and hard biscuit ready for him, and 
McClure asked shrewdly: 

"Nga garu yoaa la Ub mi t'ubbo? You 
know I am going away, and hope for a 
present?'' He yanked the servant close. 
"How did you know?" 

The Bhutanese attempted to avoid the 
eyes 90 near his own, but broke in the end. 

"De na namk'a na ta zhyan zhyi t'on'ar 
gyu,. to," he whimpered. ''There was a 
sign from heaven, 0 master. A white fish 
was soon flying southward in the form of 
a cloud." 

"And who showed you this white fish?" 
"Every one in the city knows of it," 

was the best McClure could get from him. 

ment should a request be made of him. 
McClure's superior wrote that he realized 
the company's interests were being en· 
dangered, and for that reason wanted 
McClure to go as far as possible in assist. 
ing the British authorities. The note gave 
him instructions to go wherever asked, 
and to consider a government order as 
having the sanction of the company. 
McClure was told to use his own judg. 
ment, but to comply unless he felt the 
request was absolutely unreasonable. 

McClure didn't see the point. Un. 
reasonable? That was exactly it! The 
only thing he'd been asked was to get out! 

As he turned to Kingsley's letter and 
began to read, his face lit swiftly, and 
then turned grim. 

Dear Yank: 
The Ambe.n T� Chang.li doeBn't seem to 

want you here. He ba:! made �RSeJ�tations 
which indicate that your odor does not please 
bU. nostrib, and he must have smelled a lot of 
bad stinks. We have agreed to ship you out 
of here, and I am going to have a try at doing 
it to Pooh-llah's •tisfaction, right before him. 
I'll bewhatyou caU Dritish u hell. � ALONE, McClure looked about Why does the amban wish you kicked out? 
We wish we knew, and we want you to find out . . : , �;d:�e:;i�!r �a�0::t��a: ��in��!!�::yo;

0=
w ;:;�u:���:! 

In the corner, on a camp chair, st� which transpired to us. Tser Chang-li 
was a tin box, filled with geological re-
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:'; ports, some complete, many needing ad· with revolutions by instinct. 

ditional data and verification-which he Our gue"" is that Chang-li's son, !Jilpposed 
would never be able to make, all on ae- to be in Tibet studying under a very sacred 
count of British stupidity. To some one lama, is being groomed 11.!1 the oomiog Dalai 
else would be given the honor of discover· ��:!';�u� ofru�i

�. !�
e
;��i:

i
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ing the valuable Tsang-ko-ri oil country. have with Tibet and Bhutan will be torn up. 
McClure unlocked the box to place in Yank, we don't de�ire th.is lad a.s Dalai Lama, 

it the document given him by Kingsley; and the time is near for the ttelection. Prowl 
he almost thought aloud: "I can guess about like a. good fellow, and kidnap him for us. 
what it says. 'In view of certain cir· !!;,;:::; _ _;�\::-:n:

e
w�i:

d
!!: ��!;e;:t'n� 

cumstances his Majesty's Nineteenth because it's inaC<."tS!!ible and the lamas there 
Secretary to his Excellency the Vice- 1 are a brigand crew anyhow. 
roy' . . .  A lot of damn rot, but I might as 1 You know how the Dalai Lama is chosen. 
well see just how rotten it really is." . ,. ��r:;:

u: o7:
e
ti;!: !e:

v
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As he broke open the seal, he found that 'e eyebrows curving upward; big protruding ears 
the document was really a letter in Kin� like a.n elephant's; two pieces of flesh near the 
ley's scrawl, and that another scaled note shoulderbladesindicatingwhereadevil touched 
was enclosed. �:t:cClure opened the en- him; the imprint of a. conch shell on the palm 
closure first. �! ��ea�:t.� a�:s��;;��::.

be easy for a man 

It was a brief order from his company, Here's how you do it, if you'll try-a.nd I 
telling him to cooperate with the ,I!;OVern- wish I could go with you . . .  " 
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McClure's ears, always alert, made him 
stop reading. Loudly enough for any 
one near to hear, he growled-

"This is a miserable trick to play on me,. 
just when I'm getting somewhere !" He 
balled the sheets together as a man might 
in anger, making a gesture as if to throw 
them away, but finally thrusting them 
carelessly into his pocket. 

He was reaching for a cigaret just as 
the bland Tser Chang-li padded nois� 
lessly through the door. Behind the 
amban McClure saw his servant, thor
oughly frightened; what he must have 
heard was the browbeating command of 
Chang-li to be permitted to enter unan
nounced and silently. 

The amban said immediately, in trade 
jargon-

" I bow my head that I have so hurried 
into your benign presence, 0 master of 
the secret of rocks, but I feared lest you 
depart before I could offer my sympathy 
for the unhappy scene which I was forced 
to witness." 

McClure, unsmiling, bowed gravely. 
"It is unfortunate for a man to see his 

learning and labor wasted," the amban 
went on. "I was told by the servant of 
the raj, Kingsley aahib, that you have 
tom from the rocks of the hills all that 
their unspmking surfaces keep concealed. 
That is a very wonderful thing." 

"What I have done is nothing," 
McClure said. "Much remains to be 
discovered." 

"The Tsang-ko-ri hills are vast. In 
which portion did you find success?" 

McClure saw no reason to continue the 
flowery exchange of words. 

"Are you offering payment for the in
formation?" he demanded. 

Chang-li spread out his hands; his 
face was that of a man affronted. With
out Kingsley's letter, which McClure 
had not finished reading, the Chinese 
might have fooled the engineer. As it 
was, the white man was prepared, alert 
and already finding zest in the task 
Kingsley had requested. 

"I but came in courtesy," Chang-li pro
tested earnestly. "Surely it is not wrong 

to speak of another man's sorrow that 
his labors have been in vain? Payment? 
I am a poor man-" he rubbed his hands 
together; they gave forth a dry sound
"but I have heard it said that there are 
men who would pay much for the knowl
edge stored in your head, or even for just 
a scrap of paper telling what you have 
learned; and I thought also that, even as 
I, you are a poor man- Ho, what a noise 
those accursed street musicians make! 
It will break the skin of my ears! Can 
you hear what I am saying?" 

McClure had, until · the mendicant 
players seemed to have stopped just out
side his house. The din was terrific. 
Flutes wailed, trumpets shrieked and 
blared, cymbals clashed with reverbera
tions like summer thunder, and hoarse 
voices screamed to the underbeat of 
drums. 

The demoniac noise gave McClure op
portunity to think. Chang-li, as Kingsley 
had guessed, was certainly mixed up in 
the business. For once McClure's short 
temper kept itself curbed, although the 
exterior racket, and the amban'a veiled 
offer, jerked at it. The thing to discover 
·was just how keen the amban was to get 
rid of him, without letting the wily 
Oriental know too much. 

"Get out of here," McClure shouted 
in English, simulating anger perfectly. 
"Get! Don't look blank. I've got a 
notion you're responsible for my bein' 
kicked out." 

Chang-li shrilled exactly what McClure 
hopcd-

"Did Kingsley tell you?" 
"All Kingsley, the pup, told me was 

what you heard. The two of you're 
together in gettin' rid of me, so you can 
both get rich on oil. All right. I can't 
square matters with the Britisher, but 
you put him up to it-you've admitted 
it-and I can square things with you!" 

Chang.Ji smiled discreetly, 
"That will be difficult, my friend," he 

stated, and allowed himself the satis
faction of spitting delicately on the floor. 
"I am under the protection of-" 

McClure's temper snapped in earnest. 
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reaching higher up his sleeve Kingsley's letter when noise in the house 
. ..._ as if he felt the necessity of made him shove it out of sight a second 

feeling the assuring haft of . time. 
the knife undoubtedly concealed there;- An apparition stalked into the room
McClure leaped from his scat, caught the drum player of the troupe; his grimy ��: �

k.
both elbows and held him � t:�:C�
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:�;r:,tc�r�

n
:: ;:=� 

"I know a bribe when I hear one," the masquerade that for a moment he did 
white man bellowed above the din out- not see it. The drummer was almost as 
side. "You think we'll nover meet again, tall as the white man; his face was 
but I won't forget that you tried to knife painted black as coal. The eyebrows 
me in thcbackby lyin'to the authorities." were chalked white; two round white 

Eye met eye; neither dropped his spots were plastered on each cheek, one 
glance. on the forehead, one on the middle of the 

''The next time," Chang�li snarled, "it chin. White whiskers, made from yak 
will not be in the back, white slug. Keep hair, hung from ear to ear. A head 
far away from me! It is lucky for you covering of red painted cloth met the 
that Kingsley orders you out of Tibet." false beard and, in the back, came clear 

. McClure, angry as he was, nevertheless down over the fellow's shoulders, ending 
knew that Chang�li, better than he him- in a chain of circular ornaments of silver 
self, was simulating rage, and that cooled and turquoise. The drummer's costume, 
his own. The amban, sly as he was in belted about by a cardinal sash, was in 
interpreting expressions, believed that he every hue from yellow to purple; his feet 
had thoroughly frightened the white were encased in yak hide boots. Behind 
man-and then made his mistake, intend� him, holding the attached stick in one 
ing to make a perfect job of it: hand, he rolled a skin drum. 

"Keep away from me," he repeated, Grinning, McClure decided that the 
"or you will suffer more on earth than you music for the act which had just con� 
will in hell. You will be tormented, and eluded ought rightly be paid for, and he 
I will see it. I will drag you through the dropped a silver coin into the strolling 
mud of grief. You will be defiled, soiled- player's hand. 
and all through me." The man with the hideously painted 

McClure grinned. face looked at the coin, and then his lips 
"Good," he said. "First, however, parted in a broad smile. 

I'm going to see you soiled yourself, "Rotten taste you have for music, old 
Chang�li." fellow," he said in excellent English. "A 

Never changing his grip, he picked the copper'd been nearer the mark, what?" 
Chinese from the floor and, with the McClure gasped, but managed to say-
bleating of flute and tremendous blasts of "Where'd yoti come from?" 
trumpet as accompaniment, carried the "Calcutta," the masquerader returned. 
amban through the house swiftly, un� "Give me n puff of a cigaret, will you? 
heeding of the spitting lips and, kicking Thanks. I've been drummer boy for a 
open the hides hung across the outer week, but it was worth it, to see old 
door, hurled him into the crowded street. Chang�li hit the dirt. Haven't you roo.d 

The falling amban did not strike yak Kingsley's note?" 
and horse dung immediately; he went to McClure pulled it out, and then hesi
thc mire by way of a gayly clad drummer. tated before looking at it, half sorry that 

McClure did not stop to listen to the he had done that much. 
yellow man's cursing, in which the white The drummer said quietly: 
man, his forebears, and any descendants ''I'm safe, even if I'm only a pawn in 
he dared have, were all heavily involved. the game. Go ahead and read your letter. 
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Kingsley thought you'd have known the 
the contents before we started tootlin' 
outside." 

McClure stared into the steady eyes, 
and knew that the other was not lyin�; 
he began to read rapidly: 

Here's how you do it, if you'll try-and I 
wish I could go with you. A troupe of Sikki
mese actors, the l!oOrt ilie Tibetail.'l are wild 
about, came to Mehelia last night, over a dif
ferent trail. One isn't Sikki.mese at all-none 
of them are, for tlat matter--but one of us. 
His D&me is Jk>bertson. He i., aOOut your size. 
Heis so religious lbat he is paintcdblack. He's 
going to be you. Change with him. When he 
goes inside your house, I'll send a cart which 
takes you out of Bhutan. He'll go in it, not you. 

TheSikkimese an:n't Sikkimese atall. They 
are Gurkhas !rom H. M. Burmese Rilles, all 
have seen service abroad, and they are a tough, 
hand pieked lot who haven't forgotten that the 
Tibetans killed their fathers during raids, and 
carried off their airters. 

It is strictly up to you. It is not the price 
of your staying in Tibet. We would keep you 
here !!Omehow. The enclosed ill from your own 
company, and has been held pending justsllCh 
an emergency. They have been informed, and 
probably know themselves, that there is trou
ble in the air. 

But have a try at nabbing this incarnate 
lama-to-be of Chang-li's offspring. If you 
can't the bordu will run red 90me of these 
days, probably when we are bUlly putting 
down rebellion iD the 110uthera citie!. And, 
whether you try or not, my best, old boy. 

"Messy, what?" Robertson said, draw
ing the final puff from the cigaret. "AU 
ready?" 

He did not add what McClure might 
be ready for; it was unnecessary. The 
two men stripped in silence, and then 
Robertson oo.lmly unfastened the clips 
of the skin covering the drum, and drew 
out bottles, brushes, dyes. First he 
washed himself clean with a piece of cot
ton dipped in fluid from one bottle, then, 
swiftly, rubbed cream over his burning 
face and neck. 1 

"Burns like sin," he said. "Not aS 
pleasant, however. Don't glance at the 
door, old fellow. My Gurkhas are 
watchin' out. Your own boy's prob'ly 
listenin' to stories about devils, if he un
derstands border talk. I wish I knew 
Tibetan. If I did, Kingsley'd have sent 

me for the fun. There-! feel white 
again. Stand hero where, I get some 
light on you, a!ld I'll daub you up, oh?" fJ ROBERTSON went about his 

work rapidly, explaining mat
ters to McClure in a casual 
voice. The troupe, at noon, 

were to perform in the temple for the 
delectation of Mehelis. Kingsley felt 
that if McClure's disguise were pene
trated, it would be done where the peo
ple knew him, and that if it did happen, 
Kingsley's own convoy, plus the Gurkhas, 
should be able to prevent serious trouble. 
After that, it was exactly as the commis
sioner had written-up to McClure. 

''How do I talk with the Gurkhas?" 
McClure asked. 

"Swear at 'em in English, offer 'em 
food in French, and then try the sign 
language," Robertson suggested. "You'll 
get along; I did." He stepped back. 
"Did I look as bad as that?" he chuckled, 
surveying McClure. "You needn't be 
afraid of beatin' the drum; I had it 
specially made, and even with the bottles 
inside, it'll make a lovely lot of racket. 
The dye's labeled. Keep your hands 
dirty; you might rub 'em in the gutter as 
soon as you can. And sweat a lot, old 
boy. You don't stink enough for a 
native. Now give me a hat, what? I 
hear Sawn Ko-be's an old peach
yellin' about gettin' out of the way of a 
cart, and that's the signal. We'd better 
give the onlookers another performance, 
eh? I'll seem·to run you out of the house, 
and when the old eyes are attracted by 
your beauty and whatnot, I'll get into 
the cart. and you go with the Gurkhas. 
Ready? And-Article Three of the 1907 
Treaty remarks that we engage not to 
send representatives into Tibet, so if 
you're caught, begin to pray." 

The two white men's hands met and 
gripped. 

"Ready?" Robertson asked again. 
McClure's eyes lighted with excite

ment. 
"Let's go," he said. 
In another minute the heavy wheeled, 
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curtained cart was clattering down the 
street, and McClure---supposed to be 
exiled-was banging away with fervor 
on his drum, as, in the middle of the 
troupe, he marched toward the temple. 

The Gurkhas howled away joyously, 
since the first part of the venture had 
gone like clockwork; the onlookers would 
have enjoyed the spectacle less if they 
had been able to understand the words: 

"Bujung lrn n'na.'n �a�tg ke m� WJO!  
Myfha hp.ri n'na k'pa 1/# no -.'" 

It sounded to the amused Bhutanese 
and Tibetans and lamas like the foolish 
doggerel to be expected from the soft 
fools from the southern plains. Actually 
it v;-as a song the Gurkhas had learned 
from their fathers: 

"Tighten yo\ll' belt, little son! 
Grow up and 5boulder your gun!" 

None of the Gurkhas carried rifles, but 
concealed somewhere in every man's out
landish costume was a short barreled 
automatic and heavy bladed knife. The 
knife was curved, for good work at close 
quarters; the bullets for the automatics 
were hard nosed issue shells, but the 
Gurkhas, having good memories and 
much to remember, had carefully cut a 
little V on the end of each, down to the 
softer lead beneath. 

McClure, in changing, had belted 
Robertson's own gun about his middle, 
although the Englishman's bullets had not 
been turned into dum-dums. 

No stranger assembly could have been 
gathered anywhere in Asia than the 
audience in the temple courtyard at noon. 
Bhutanese nobles, surrounded by guards 
in crimson and yellow silk, trailing modem 
rifles butt down, strode haughtily ahead 
of Tibetans, both men and women in 
high collared gowns of sheepskin reaching 
to the knee and hanging very full at the 
waist; higher caste Tibetans, in garnet 
colored cloth trimmed along the bottom 
with leopnrd or tiger skin, argued with 
Chinese venders about the price of 
smoking hot dumplings and other deli
cacies. Lamas in red or yellow, shawls 
thrown over their shaven pa.tes to shield 

them from the 8UD.; Mongols from 
Kokonor and Ts'aidam; wild K'amba 
from Tibet with their long, matted hair 
cut in a fringe over the eyes and carrying 
matchlocks with antelope hom supports. 
And, sitting on a piece of carpet, was 
Kingsley-smoking steadily, conversing 
with lords and nobles as if he had not a 
care in the world. Sitting just behind the 
carpet was Chang-li. In the crowd be
hind him were several Chinese, and Mc
Clure thought their soldierly bearing was 
not in accord with their dress-that of 
staid merchants. 

Kingsley, McClure felt, was not "M"Ong 
when he feared something was up. What 
troubled McClure most of all, now that he 
remembered it, was the early morning 
fervor of the yellow lamas. He wondered 
what had stirred the indolent priests and 
what the result would be. 

Mehelis thrummed with sound; bells, 
tremendously long horns, trumpc'Ui, skin 
and skull drums, were being sold at cloth 
covered stands and put into immediate 
and awful use by the natives. The 
troupe would be hard put to better the 
racket, although the Gurkhas did not 
seem worried about their ability to do so. 
Bloody, fly covered butchers' stalls were 
filled with hungry, noisy patrons. On 
the hard earth was spread the wares of 
pedlers: trinkets, prayer beads, mirrors 
(rom Japan, wooden bowls, barley flour, 
salt, sulphur, images of gods and devils 
from Lhasa, drugs, chunks of tea looking 
like plugs of tobacco, books of obscene 
pictures from Europe which helped the 
honor of the white man little, Tibetan 
knives, cloth • . •  

Suddenly the crowd thronging the 
courtyard and the streeU leading to it 
aa�.ttered. Down the way leading to the 
main gate of the temple strode a half
dozen lamas with black stripes painted 
across their foreheads and around their 
bared right arms. They swung heavy 
ho-shang whips with which they belabored 
any one who was within reach. 

No orders had been given the troupe, 
who had spent the rest of the morning 
in giving McClure practise on the drum 
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by performing up and down the outer dance while the other! howled a chorus of 
walls, save that they were to be at the - gibberish. The pantomime was clear 
temple by noon. The motley band enough so that all the nati .. ·es applauded 
waited just outside the gate. When the the honiblc end of the" devil, the lamas 
whip swinging lamas passed them the noisiest of all. McClure's keen ears. 
tip of one of the thongs flicked across a when the drum was mute for a moment, 
Gurkha's face, leaving a triangular reel caught this from one of the Tibetan on-
w�. �k�: 

The Gurkha blinked once, and then "And the white devils will be driven out 
laughed as if it were the best joke in the just as easily! When-" 
world. He was still laughing when a Some one must have placed a hand over 
stately lama., following the others, stalked the speaker's mouth; at a.ny rate McClure 
up and gave a signal for a place to be heard no more. If Kingsley knew any
cleared for the perfonnance directly in thing of this undertone in the horde, he 
front of the honored guests' carpet. certainly gaYe no sign "of it as he sipped & INSIDE the temple the con

stant clacking of prayer wheels 
beating out the monotonous om 
mani padme hum ceased as a 

horn was blown, and the lamas-hun
dreds of them-rushed out to witness the 
excitement. 

Sawn Ko growled a command to his 
fellow Gurkhas, adding to it that fruit 
grows best on the troo of patience, and 
then the troupe of devil dancers, Sawn Ko 
leading, the other ten behind him, with 
McClure bent oYer his drum last of all, 
stepped along the narrow lane between 
the spectators. 

McClure had been well schooled. He 
beat his drum loudly, making up in 
clamor what he lost in rhythm. Since 
he was obvtously a religious man, by 
reason of his black painted face with its 
white spots, Tibetans and BhutanESe 
touched his robe, or, the better to acquire 
a little of his virtue. ran their tongues 
along the leather of his boots. McClure 
never stopped beating the drum, although 
he wanted sorely to kick out. 

Nor did he ever look up. save cau
tiously; had his eyo been blue, the task 
would have been impossible. Pah Tse 
T'iang, who had accompanied him as bead 
porter up into the hills, walked past him, 
very close, but glanced at him with no 
more interest than at any of the other 
players. 

The trumpets blared and the flute 
wailed; two of the Gurkhas did a devil 

tea and exchanged comments with the 
Bhutanese and Tibetans. McClure won
dered what the conunissioner-his friend 
-would do if 80me one were to too.r the 
disguise from the black faced drum player. 

He Wll.!l anxious for the endless per
formance to be concluded. Anxious to 
get started-where? Kingsley's guess had 
been that the lamasery at Gyantzor con
cealed the candidate to rule Tibet
Chang-li's son. It would take days to 
reach the place, hut McClure believed 
Kingsley had good reason to suppose it 
ha:J"bored the youngster who was to serve 
as Chang-li's tool. Certainly more than 
the laconic Kingsley had told in the 
note. 

On went the performance; McClure 
kept heating away at the drwn while he 
figured possible plans of ca.mpnign. Near 
him-too close for his nostrils---several 
Tibetans cut off chunks of maggoty mut
ton with their long heavy knins and re
galed themselves while enjoying the per
fonnance. McClure wished he were back 
in the clean, cold hills. Oh, well, he soon 
would be, on what might prove a fool's 
emmd, but which offered excitement as 
well as helping out old Kingsley , , , 

What startled him was a higher screech 
than even the leather lunged and willing 
Gurkhas had been able to achieve----8. 
screech so blood curdling that the gorging 
Tibetans choked over lumps of meat in 
their anxiety to begin muttering om mani 
pad.me hum. against the presence of a devil 
from hell. 
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McClure· looked swiftly toward the 
sound. Behind the carpet, behind Chang
li, the Chinese merchants and the horde 
of villagers and the Mongols and Bhuta
nese, standing on the broad steps of the 
temple, a lama swayed. Time after time 
he shrieked, and McClure, knowing the 
words, turned uneasily toward where 
Kingsley continued sipping tea as if 
nothing were happening. 

As he turned, the lama, frothing at the 
mouth, spume flying from his gray lips, 
tore down the steps, a long crooked blade 
over his head. The throng parted to let 
him pass; McClure, taking his first half
step forward while reaching under his cos
tume for his gun, was pressed back by one 
of the Gurkhas, who repeated a word he 
must have often heard overseas: 

"Steady! Steady, 0 8ahibf" 
Of the entire audience, only Kingsley 

seemed unaware of what was so rapidly 
taking place. Chang-li, like the others 
ncar him, had stepped aside. Had the 
Chinese thrust out his foot the infuriated 
lama would have fallen to the packed 
earth of the courtyard. One of the Bhu
tanese lords sitting ncar the commissioner 
jerked futilely at Kingsley's sleeve, and 
then fell from his chair in his eagerness to 
get out of range of the lama. 

Sawn Ko-McClure, hcmmod in by 
Gurkhas, was too tense to know· what 
really happened-seemed to have come 
erect after having stooped, although none 
saw his compact body bend. Between the 
troupe and Kingsley, and the lama who 
leaped toward him, was an empty lane. 
Just as McClure, able to stand it no 
longer, tore his hand from a Gurkha's 
grasp and went desperately for his gun, 
Sawn Ko's body seemed to jerk back, and 
at the same time his right arm shot for
ward. 

Bluish light flashed down the lane. The 
lama's long blade was in the air above 
Kingsley's head, and then, as if by magic, 
flew twenty feet up, while the yellow clad 
priest clutched once at his throat and 
then, screaming once terribly, fell across 
the carpet, turning it redder than any dye 
could ever have done. 

In his car McClure heard: 
"You see, sahib? Sawn Ko was ready. 

Now beat away at your drum, for we will 
have visitors! Beat slowly, like a death 
march." 

Hands pulled the knife Sawn Ko had 
hurled from the stricken lama's throat; 
eyes examined it, and then began to turn 
toward the troupe of Gurkhas, until wiser 
heads in the angry throng pointed out 
that the blade never came from the south
land, but was a Tibetan eating knife. 

The performance was over; a grave 
lama dismissed the gathering. The 
Gurkhas were forgotten as the strange 
ending of the holiday was discussed at 
large. Who had killed the sacred lama, 
who had been visited by a devil and com
manded to kill the Englishman? Every 
voice argued differently. One Tibetan, 
who had been eating mutton near the ac
tors, could not find his knife, and sup
posed it was lost when all rushed forward 
toward the dying lama. Wisely, lest he 
himself be accused, he said nothing of his 
loss. 

"Sahib," the grave Sawn Ko said to 
McClure, as they walked in close forma
tion toward the walls, "I feared some one 
might have soon me pick up the knife. 
Every eye .was elsewhere." 

"It was well done, Sawn Ko." 
"Better than if a shot had been fired, or 

one of our own blades hurled.'' the Gurkha 
agreed. "Later we may need every bul
let." He began to hum to himself the 
song about belts being tightened and guns 
shouldered. 

By midafternoon Chang-li, who might 
have stopped the murderous lama so 
easily, was engaged in two enterprises. 
On one hand he was endeavoring-so he 
told Kingsley-to discover who had in
cited the priest to attempt the life of his 
honored friend, the commissioner, while 
on the other he was trying to find out 
who had sent the Tibetan eating knife so 
accurately into the lama's throat. His 
efforts took him into every kennel of 
l\fehelis, but the only answer he received 
from the villagers was "Su-kyang k'on.g-la 
lag'pa"-no one knew anything. 
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By evening it was decided that the gods 
and devils had stricken the lama, and 
even Chang·li let it go at that. What the 
astute Kingsley thought he never said. 
As the moon came out of the hills, round 
as the sun bad been, but very white, 
across the silence of the city came the 
droning of the priests: 

"Om mani padme hum! Om mani 
padme hum!" 

Kingsley, uneasy in his hot bed, heard 
it, and wondered where his Yank friend 
might be and what luck he would have; 
Chang-li, on his knees in the temple with 
many priests, heard it, and repeated the 
words. The head lama, feeling dissension 
among his fellows, moaned in his sleep; 
the natives snored after an exciting day; 
and Sawn Ko, bringing up the rear of the 
troupe as they marched up the hill path 
away from Mebelis, turned and spat 
against a rock. 

,y� GRAY skies were familiar tents 'I'.& to McClure. It was dusk of 
the sixth day before they had 
crossed the last sharp cold 

mountain, the last enormous empty plain, 
and stood in sight of the lamasery of 
Gyantzor. It had not been easy. McClure 
had known how to reach Gyantzor, or 
the surrounding hills, but on other expe
ditions he had been properly equipped; 
this time he had shivered and suffered 
with the Ghurkas. A half dozen thin 
robes, one over the other, did not protect 
his skin as his hide jacket and thick wool 
80Cks had done. 

McClure thought that now Gyantzor 
was in sight the worst of the business was 
over, but the only way to approach the 
lamasery seemed to be from the south, 
and again they started up a side ravine, 
climbing the side of a mountain whose 
peak was covered with deep snow. Yak 
were pastured on the far side of the val� 
ley. The ground, as the party ad..,-a.nced, 
was covered with broken rocks, shale 
and slate. Innumerable streams flowing 
through the melted snow converted tho 
soil into deep mud through which they 
plowed knee deep. Up the side they 

floundered, working always toward the 
bleak lamasery which seemed thrust into 
the hill itself. 

The valley was far below; McClure and 
Sawn Ko did not believe it necessary to 
have gone to it first, and then try to find 
the trail to Gyantzor; but as the night 
darkened, they wished they had not made 
the effort to reach the place until morning. 

Soon progress became impossible and, 
fireless and supperless, the men waited for 
the dawn, huddled behind rocks to keep 
off the wind. Not once did any of the 
Gurkhas protest or whine; when, after the 
morning start, they came to a few dry 
branches under a gnarled, twisted tree and 
made a fire, where clothes were dried and 
tea made, they laughed at the miserable 
night. 

They saw two things ahead: duty and 
revenge. 

McClure, on his part, was growing 
keener for the entry into Gyantzor-if 
they were able to get in. The Gurkhas 
could have forced their way through the 
gates, but that would accomplish nothing; 
they must play out their ridiculous part 
until McClure was able to discover_ what 
was up, and whether or not Chang-li's 
pawn-his son-were in the lamasery. 

Up to the tile topped gateway the party 
toiled. Above them the high white walls 
of the lamasery loomed. In every narrow 
aperture--none lower to the ground than 
sixty feet-were heads. Shaven Pates of 
lamas; yak hair wigged nuns. And, as 
McClure and the Gurkhas saw plainly 
enough, men whose heads were wound 
about with blue turbans, and who had al
ready thrust rifles from the windows. 

A shot shattered a rock before the ad� 
vancing troupe. 

"We are not wanted here," a flat faood 
Gurkha said happily, in his own dialect. 
"I am tired to death of being dressed like 
a woman. Let us see if we can act like 
men of our tribe." 

"Be still," Sawn Ko chided gently. 
"There will be fun before it is over. Our 
sahib does not look like a patient man." 

The shot had stopped them, and at a 
word from McClure they set up their 
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awful music with wba.t breath they had 
left. The smallest and fiercest of the 
Gurkhas began to whirl and contort in a 
dance. 

McClure, near enough the gate to de
cipher the inscriptions on it, said to Sawn 
Ko-

"Tell your men that I have read the 
writing on the gate, and that it says the 
brave Tibetans crossed the south moun
tains, fought seven battles, won seven vic
tories, captured much loot and many wo
men, and that the Gurkhas ran away."* 

Sawn Ko repeated the words, and then 
sighed gently. 

"I find it hard to play on my flute.'' he 
said, and nothing else. 

Out from the gate, at last. came seveml 
lamas and, with them, men dressed in 
blue and white north-China uniforms, 
with bandoleers about their chests and 
modern rifles as anns. One glance told 
how unfriendly the cortege was. 

McClure's heart skipped a beat, and 
then he stepped fonvard, bowing very 
low, pulling at his ear and thrusting out 
his tongue in humble greeting. 

"Ka-ye!" the leader of the lamas ac
knowledged. 

McClure bowed again, lower than be
fore. 

The lama immediately began to ques
tion him in swift Tibetan. Who was he? 
Why was his face painted black? Was he 
a religious man? Who bad told him to 
come to the lamasery? How did be ar
rive? Did be not know he could be killed 
for coming, or at least have his nose slit? 
Who were the strange men with him? 

To all this McClure wisely looked blank. 
which his painted face made easy. In
stead of replying to what be understood 
well enough, the white man thrust a hand 
into the leather pouch banging from his 
bedraggled crimson belt, and drew out 
two silver coins. 

"Cbung-kar," be said, naming a distant 
city on the Indo-Tibetan route. He drew 
out coppers. "Tsa-la Peh," a nearer vil
lage. 

o��..:�!nn ������err-!..�:� 
Oharl.,. Bell. K. C. I. E .• C. M. G. 

Rapidly he annowtced the names of 
various towns. showing coins for each, 
and then, pointing to the lamasery and to 
his pouch, gave a couple of half-steps as if 
:;;tarting to dance. 

His pantomime was obvious. 
"Sum dang th.yi-cha," the lama said 

nervously. "The receiving of visitors is 
not forbidden." 

Sawn Ko, at this moment, blew several 
fearful notes on his flute, and that seemed 
to decide the Chinese officer at the lama's 
side. He nodded his head briefly, and the 
lama explained very slowly what would be 
expected of the troupe when they were 
permitted within the sacred walls. Again 
McClure merely stared at him and, al
though permission had been granted, did 
not move ahead Wltil the officer himself 
pointed toward the gate, holding up a 
coin that was to be the reward for a good 
performance. 

WELL surrounded by Chinese 
soldiers, McClure and the Gur
khas came to the outer gate. 
The approach was guarded by 

three round towers connected by double 
walls of thick gray stone. Around each of 
the towers, near the top, a broad ledge 
fortified. with a low wall projected, behind 
which men crouched in command of the 
entrance. 

There were still a dozen steps to be 
mounted, and then the way led through 
a narrow passage beneath a loopholed 
wall. McClure kept his eyes discreetly 
down, as did the Gurkhas, but all man
aged to map the route in mind. They 
passed under a second gateway and into a 
courtyard where lamas swarmed, some 
telling beads, fewer turning prayer wheels, 
and fewer still bent over ponderous books. 
The third gate brought them to the true 
interior of the lamasery-more like a fort 
than a residence for priests-and here the 
lamas took them to a bare room high in 
the building. 

'1\vo of the Chinese and one burly 
lama remained outside the open door. 
While the Gurkhas slipped out of their 
packs and selected fresher costumes for 
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the performance, McClure walked soberly 
toward the one window. Far below he 
could see the lush valley, green, with spots 
of red where rhododendron bloomed. To 
the south was the hillside slope over 
which they had come; north and west the 
empty mountains went up in jagged pin� 
nacles to the sky. 

Before he left the window Tibetan boys 
brought eggs and rice colored with saffron, 
and a leather OOttle of brackish murwah, 
tasting like Rat beer. 

Mouth full, Sawn Ko said to McClure
"At least they feed us in this prison." 
So the Gurkha knew how difficult es· 

cape would be if the lamas and Chinese 
decided to hold them! Kingsley had felt 
that if McClure found Chang-li's son, the 
Gurkhas would be able to fight their way 
out of any Tibetan lamasery' and carry off 
the boy. But now . . . 

As calmly as he could, McClure said 
softly-

"We will find what we came for.'' 
"Otherwise there would be no Chinese 

here," agreed the Gurkha. "But-how? 
And when we find him-what then?'' 

They ate in silence after that. 
Noise drifted up; clacking wheels, tho 

tinkle of a bell, many droning voices; 
a conch was blown, and the lamasery be
came more turbulent than ever. The 
troupe, supposing that the lamas were 
gathering to witness the dancing, made 
haste to prepare themselves. A little 
trumpet player daubed his brown skin 
with blue paint. McClure whitened the 
spots on his own blackened face. Sawn 
Ko, as the conch howled again, sauntered 
toward the window. 

The burly lama at the doorway called 
to him loudly, so obviously an order to 
stop that Sawn Ko turned slowly, and 
then continued walking about as if he had 
never intended to go to the window. As 
he passed McClure he said quietly-

" Men are greeted with the conch." 
The Gurkha enlightened McClure no 

further, but as he strolled by his men he 
said a word here, another there. Then, 
calmJy as before, he "started again toward 
the window. He WllS his body length from 

it when the lama shouted at him again, 
angrily, this time his voice stifled in the 
din below. Sawn Ko, instead of pausing, 
stepped to the window. The lama 
growled a word to the 90ldiers, both of 
whom ran into the room, the lama after 
thorn. 

McClure's lips tightened. He was 
alarmed by Sawn Ko's inciting of the 
guards; then, eyes wide, saw what the 
Gurkha had planned, although he never 
had the chance to hinder it. 

The soldiers, one after the other, trotted 
across the room, but-all in the same frac
tion of time-the lama no longer followed 
them. A Gurkha had drawn his kukri 
from nowhere, and had slid it into the 
lama's side; another of the brown men 
had his hands about the lama's throat so 
the fellow could not even gurgle; a third 
eased his body to the Roor and held it 
there so it could not writhe. The two 
Chinese strode toward the oblivious 
Sawn Ko, unaware of the swift murder in 
their rear. 

The foremost of the soldiers, hand ex· 
tended to grasp Sawn Ko, died without 
knowing that the lama and his compan· 
ion, had both died noi!!elessly before him. 
It was all so swift, so unreal-thru.st knife. 
strangling hands, pinioned bodie&-that 
McClure was only able to stare in horror. 
Three men dead. Even their death cries 
were stifled by the Gurkhas. 

.. Now," Sawn Ko said evenly, "prop 
them against the door, brothers, and you, 
Alaw Bhom and Gam K'aw'ti, remain 
near them to care for any visitors. If 
any come, treat them gently, brothers, 
and add their lives to the debt they owe 
us." 

Up toward the lamasery men in blue 
and white uniforms were advancing. 
From the lower gate lamas hurriedly ar
rayed in gleaming silks paraded toward 
the approaching Chinese. 

McClure, at Sawu Ko's side at the 
window, said grimly: .. Now that you have 
satisfied your curiosity, are we any better 
off? How do you expect to explain away 
the dead men?" 

"My order from Kingsley 8ahib was 
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that our mission was to be carried out, 
but at no cost to you if I could prevent it. 
So ! We now have three less enemies and 
two good rifles, and we are going to find 
a better place to stay than here. 0 sahib, 
if we do anything, it must be quickly 
done! For the time we have been forgot
ten; the lamas are busy elsewhere. I have 
done my part-do you do yours." 

McClure still thought the Gurkha had 
been unnecessarily precipitate, but that 
was past. He remembered how they had 
come to the isolated room: the narrow 
hall, the great interior chamber of the 
lamasery below, lined with gods, devils 
and demons, a place of silk hangings and 
banners, of skull cups and many prayer 
wheels , , 

"Strip them," he said, nodding toward 
the dead men. 

"We are actors," Sawn Ko grinned. 
"Why not?" 

Sawn Ko became the lama, two other 
Gurkhas the Chinese infantrymen. 

"We go down the hall," McClure com
manded. "If we are seen, we may be able 
to continue. If we are stopped-well, we 
will all do the best we can. And we must 
stay together. IC we can get to the great 
chamber, we will find a place to hide and 
see what we see." 

"So be it," Sawn Ko agreed. 

IT WAS a harebrained at
tempt, and every one of them 
knew it. The dead men were 
left where they lay, there being 

no place to hide them. Down the narrow 
hall they went, escorted by the "Chinese." 
One lama scurried past them, but al
though every Gurkha was ready to let the 
breath and life out of him if he raised his 
voice, all went well. 

The great chamber was empty also, 
save one ancient lama; Sawn Ko edged 
toward the praying figure, but McClure 
held his arm. 

"He does not see us," he whispered. 
The old lama was blind. 
McClure led the Gurkhas along the 

edge of the silent room, and picked a place 
behind the great altar where all were 

easily concealed behind the thick silken 
hangings. Only very sacred lamas-and 
very old ones-would come near the altar; 
it should prove the safest hiding place. 
If they were discovered, there was no way 
of escape, but at least their backs were to 
a wall, and that would help--for a time. 

If McClure knew anything of Tibetan 
customs, the arriving party would be 
taken directly to the great chamber. 
Then-what? Something, for lamaseries 
were not emptied of priests for an ordi
nary event, nor were conchs blown save 
for important happenings. 

Sawn Ko examined his rifle, grumbling 
at the rust spots; the other Gurkhas 
waited patiently, revolvers out, dancing 
costumes arranged so they could get at 
their wicked kukria without delay. 
McClure already cursed his decision, and 
yet felt he had been given no choice after 
Sawn Ko's ridiculous action. 

While his uneasy anger grew, the 
chamber began at last to fill with many 
men, and the muttering of the blind priest 
at his prayers could no longer be heard. 
What McClure did hear, turning him 
cold, was a familiar, oily voice--Chang-li. 
What the amban said, McClure did not 
know, but the suave, contented tone made 
it appear that the Chinese had not been 
told of the arrival of the troupe of players. 

Butter lamps were lighted, and the 
chamber rocked to the whirling of prayer 
wheels; when a voice began to bOOm a 
speech of welcome McClure carefully 
looked out. 

He had expected to see Chang-li and 
his escort of north-Chinese soldiery, but 
with them were Tibetan nobles 8Jld high 
priests. More than a casual visit was in 
the air. Ceremonial scarfs were being ex
changed, and then a gaunt lama from 
Lhasa, in flowing yellow robes, began to 
speak. It was a long winded affair. The 
Lhasan spoke of the Kyam-gon Rim-po
eM, the Procious Protector; the Buk Gye-
ya, Great Inmost Sovereign; and then 
McClure stiRcd an ejaculation as the 
Lhasan brought out the five seals of"power 
of Tibet, 8Jld with it the sign of the Dalai 
Lama-the Golden Seal of the Rainbow 
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and the Earth; 'red, square, jewel studded. 
"And so with this sign we ask the gods 

to give us our new Dalai Lama," the 
Lhasan cried. "A ruler for the land, a 
Holder of the Thunderbolt. We have 
come to sacred Gyantzor, where no white 
man has ever desecrated our altars, to be 
out of sight of the spies of the Lion of the 
South, and under our new Dalai Lama we 
will soon drive the Lion into a sea of 
blood from which he can not swim." 

The la.mas shouted wildly, exultantly. 
Sawn Ko's grip on his rille tightened, but 
J.\.fcCiure did not move. 

Chang-li was on his feet. 
He spoke of China's friendship for 

Tibet. He had, he sa.id, reached the 
golden cars of gods, and with their as
sistance had brought a hundredlsoldiers to 
hclp drill the army of Tibet. More would 
come when the day arrived when the Lion 
was to be driven into the sea. He was so 
wordy and flowery that at last a fervid 
Tibetan screamed: 

"The wheel of life! The wheel of life !" 
Lamas 'approached the altar, pushed 

aside skull cups and drums and sputtering 
butter lamps, and from behind the altar� 
not six inches from McClure's eye&
lifted a heavy gold prayer wheel. The 
lamas shouted� 

"Great wheel of life!" 
And one, exalted, fell in a fit. The only 

calm persons in the chamber were Chang
li and the blind old lama. 

Another priest brought long pieces of 
blank, silky paper to the altar, dippe(i a 
brush into a skull ink pot, and then looked 
up. 

A grave stranger from western '£ibet, 
who had been for days at the lamasery, 
intoned : 

"Write down the name of Tasbo-ren. 
Our candidate for Dalai Lama was named 
by the oracle of Ne-Chung. He was found 
in a hut beside a mountain shaped like an 
elephant. He-" 

The lama with the brush repeated, 
''Tasho-ren," and wrote on a slip of 
pope<. 

Another visitor, standing also, cried; 
"By the lake n�ed Muli-T'ing lives a 

baby who is to be our ruler. When we 
heard of him, we went, and sa.w the lako 
rise up and become a mirror, in which we 
saw his face. After that a strong wind 
carne, and we saw-" 

"His name," the Gyantwr lamas de
manded. 

It was given, and again the lama wrote, 
placing the slip beside the other. Once 
more a candidate was suggested, and then 
Chang-li stood up. 

"You have all seen my son," he said. 
"His legs are marked as the tiger's. His 
ears are like the elephant's. The imprint 
of a conch shell is on the palm of his hand. 
When he is Dalai Lama-if the f,'Ods 
choose him-be will know the exact � 
ment when the slaves of the south rise 
against the white men, and he will lend 
you against them also, and the Lion will 
be no more. He will-" 

"The son of Chang-li! The son of 
Chang-li!" 

The lama wrote on a fourth piece of 
paper, and then the audience became 
tense. McClure, eyes ever for Cbang-li, 
saw how the amhan squatted at ease, satis
fied as if the test were over. 

ONE by one, slowly, cere
moniously, the slips of paper 
were placed in the prayer 
wheel, and then it was whirled 

madly about. At the (lnd, when it had 
stopped turning, it was set down on the 
altar, and the head lama of Gyantzor, 
holding up his hand, began to pray ear
nestly. Every head was bent as he began; 
from the way some of the lamas settled 
themselves it seemed to McClure that the 
invocation was to be long. 

Chang-li's head was dutifully down; 
only the blind lama stared straight before 
him, his blank eyes seemingly directed at 
the altar. 

McClure bit his lip, looked once at 
Sawn Ko, and then cautiously slid his 
hand through the curtain, keeping it, and 
his ann, below the level of the altar. It 
was slow business; he dared not let the 
hangings move. At any moment the lama 
might stop, and every eye rise. If that 
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happened, and he withdrew his arm 
quickly, all would see the silks rustle. 

His exploring fingers touched the 
prayer wheel at last, turned it slowly. It 
gave a little clicking sound, lost as the 
lama prayed. McClure fumbled to find 
an opening; found a button of turquoise, 
and slowly pushed on it. 

The prayer wheel was in plain view; the 
blind lama had his face set toward it. 
Other lama.<;, tiring of devout attitude, 
might be looking up, but McClure took 
that chance. 

Into the prayer wheel he thrust his 
hand, taking out what met his fingers. 
Leaving the aperture open, he snaked his 
arm behind the curtain again, and then 
bent over the slips. 

Each one was inscribed with the name 
of Chang-li's son, Li-Tsao-kun. 

Sawn Ko, bending close, looked at the 
papers and, without knowing what was 
written, recognized that the writing on 
each was alike. 

No wonder Chang-li was satisfied with 
whatever decision the gods gave! 

The interminable praying continued; 
McClure fought for something which 
would work. Take all the papers out? 
The show would only be repeated, and 
the result be the same; more, the cause of 
the vanished slips would be investigated 
as soon as the credulous lamas no longer 
believed divine power had destroyed 
them. Write down another candidate's 
name? On every slip? Impossible. 
McClure couldn't do it, even if he remem
bered what they were. 

But-how did a fellow write "devil"? 
A downstroke, a curve, a loop and then a 
vertical final stroke. The word was in 
every temple. Yes, that was the way to 
do it! And what did his coolies do when 
he paid them? Sign a receipt, of course. 
How? He wrote their names, and they 
put under that "marked by" and some 
crisscross scratch. 

McClure had his pouch open, and the 
black dye out of it. While the head lama 
pleaded with the gods to give them the 
true Dalai Lama, the white man, with a 
bit of silk cut by Sawn Ko's knife from 

his belt-a bit of silk twisted to a point, 
wrote carefully after "Li-Tsao-kun", on 
each slip, "marked by the devil". 

He did not wait to examine them; the 
dye went into the soft paper instantly and 
dried. If the characters were dissimilar 
from the ones written by the lama, it 
could not be helped. Back into the prayer 
wheel went the slips. 

Actually, "Li-Tsao-kun, marked by the 
devil", was hardly better than stealing 
the slips. But it should certainly start a 
diversion, ending-how? 

McClure, glancing at the grim Gurkhas, 
was suddenly eager to find out. 

"Well?" Sawn Ko breathed. 
"We have done what we could," said 

McClure in a whisper. 
"Then let us go," said Sawn Ko. With 

his finger he pointed along the wall behind 
them. 

It was gray, but not invisible; light 
came from the east, where the hangings 
must have ended. In single file, whatever 
noise they made covered by the fervor of 
the priest, they moved toward the soft 
light, in single file. 

There was no sense in staying at Gy
antzor. Chang-li would remember the 
troupe, would know there was reason why 
they had hastened the shortest way to 
Gyantzor. To attempt finding Chang-li's 
son, the intended Dalai Lama, was im
possible. The only thing to do was hope 
that the added words on the slips would 
remove him as a candidate; that all of the 
slips bore his name, in the lama's own 
writing, would surely complicate matters. 

Cautiously, silently, keeping carefully 
away from the hangings, the Gurkhas and 
McClure worked along the wall; they were 
at the corner, with a door to the outside
the next courtyard-before them when 
the lama's voice ceased, and the others 
howled to have the whoel of life opened. 

McClure, safety before him, could not 
have left unless the Gurkhas had carried 
him away. 

Every back was to them; the wheel of 
life was held high, and then the head lama 
shouted a name. The blind old priest 
was helped to the altar and, his sightless 
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eyes turned for ail to see, ordered to 
thrust his hand into the wheel and draw 
out the name of the new Great Ruler. 

In went his hand; the slip he drew out 
was seized by the head lama. 

While all waited breathlessly, the chief 
of the lamasery began to choke, and his 
face turned paler than ever in his life. 

"Devils!" he moaned. "Devils!" 
Chang.Ji was on his .feet. 
"Read!" he screamed. 
"I cannot!" the lama whispered. 
And then Chang-li, murderous since he 

knew something had gone amiss, rushed 
through the lamas and seized the slip. 
Unconsciously he spoke what he saw-

"Li-Tsao-kun, marked by the devil. 
A lie, a lie!" he howled. He turned to 
the priest who had written the names. 
"You wrote it so ! The Lion has paid 
you, but my bite will be worse. You-" 

"I wrote what you told me," the lama 
whimpered. "On every slip the name 
of-" 

Chang-li struck him across the mouth. 0 THE GAUNT noble from 
Lhasa, keener than the others, 
stared at the amban; he said a 
word to his companions, and 

they began to draw away from the Chi
nese and thC Gyantzor lamas. Chang-li 
ran to the hangings and tore them down, 
but found only a blank wall facing him. 

Sawn Ko whispered to McClure: 
"Well done, sahib. Now if you and my 

men will start away, I have another order 
to execute, for the man who saved my 
life. Kingsley sahib has had enough of 
this Chinese slug, and I do not blame him. 
I will give you as much time as I can be
fore I-" 

"We go together," McClure snapped. 
The Gurkha said-
"I was told to keep you safe, but-well, 

you are a man, and I would do the same." 
He hissed a word to the Gurkhas, who 

stripped off their costumes and, half 
naked, waited. McClure, seeing that 
they were ready to run, tucked his silk 
gown through his belt. 

"What now?" he asked. 

"Let us see the play acted out," Sawn 
Ko told him. "Surely one of us will get 
to Kingsley sahib and relate the talo to 
him. You-you arc sure you will not 
start, brother-in-arms, before I do what 
I do?" 

McClure shook his head. 
"So be it." 
Chang-li was screaming wildly now, 

and the Lhasans shouted back at him; the 
amban wanted the test again, and the 
others were willing, but insisted that they 
sec the names written on the slips. Chang
li's men were gathered about him, as if 
the Chinese intended to force what he 
oould not achieve otherwise. He held up 
his hand to deliver his order, certain that 
the Gyantwr lamas would bear him out; 
he lifted his hand, stared imperiously 
about the chamber, and then gasped. 

Sawn Ko, smiling, had stepped from be
hind the curtain. Chang-li oould not have 
known what the Gurkha was until Sawn 
Ko roared tauntingly in English: 

"Yellow man! Yellow dog!" 
Hcads could not turn as fast as the 

Gurkha fired. 
Out of the doorway, away from the 

great chamber of devils and prayer 
wheels, the party raced, Sawn Ko only 
a jump in the roar. At the end of the 
courtyard, when the first shots sped. 
wildly after them, two of the Gurkhas 
turned, stood stockstill and dispassion
ately pressed trigger. 

Two screams, horribly blended to
gether, told how accurate they had been. 

McClure ran with the others, suiting 
his longer legs to the Gurkhas' jerky 
strides. The din behind them was terrific. 
Chang-li's death had spurred the amazed 
Chinese esoort to revenge. With them 
had rushed the Tibetan escorts who, far 
in the rear, fired at nothing with their 
ancient weapons. When the party neared 
the covered passageway under the wall 
several curious Chinese soldiers, stationed 
there as guards, stepped out to see what 
was the trouble, and what excitement 
they were missing. 

They never lcurned. The Gurkha 
kukris hacked the life from them before 



IH SIDNEY HERSCHEL SMALL 

they were able to fire a single shot. 
Four guards--four more rifles . . .  
Dut when the Gurkhas stooped to pick 

up the weapons, and jerk the bandoleers 
from the dead Chinese, Tibetans placed 
on one of the towers came to life, and sent 
great rocks crashing down. Gam K'aw'ti 
had a smashed hand from one; several of 
the Gurkhas were bruised, but none had 
stopped a rock with his head. 

Down, valley-ward, the white man and 
his con;tpanions raced. Now that they 
were in the open, they presented fair 
marks. Alaw Bhom snarled as a bullet 
ploughed through his shoulder, but never 
faltered. Another of the raj's warriors 
suddenly leaped high, arms outstretched 
like a. runner brea.sting the tape, and then 
fell in a jerking heap to the earth. 
McClure, stopping, seized the Gurkha, 
and ran with him a full hundred yards 
before realizing that the brown soldier 
was dead. 

"We fight-better than-we run," 
Sawn Ko panted to McClure. 

The chase was hot. The Gurkhas were 
unable to outdistance the pursuers; nor 
did they dare, outnumbered as they were, 
to stop and return the fire. One already 
had a bloody cheek where a bullet had 
furrowed it; one was dead; Alaw Bhom 
was losing blood rapidly and managed to 
keep up with increasing difficulty. The 
end seemed inevitable; they would be run 
to earth if they kept on, and surrounded 
and destroyed at leisure if they made a 
stand. Because there was nothing else to 
do, they continued running downhill to
ward the valley, and the Chinese, seeing 
such a type of chase which was hurting 
them none, cheered as they pursued. 

· McClure was gray under the black 
dye. Never in his life had he run-yet 
there was nothing else to do. Over rocks 
and rubble they went, breaths com· 
ing hard and fast. When Alaw Bhom 
gasped-

" I can-go--no more!" Sawn Ko 
jerked out his kukri to prevent the 
Gurkha from falling into the Chinese' 
hands alive. But just then McClure 
cried: 

"\Ve're at-the bottom. Over there-
rocks!" He slung the failing Gurkha to 
his shoulder. 

The Gurkhas gasped out fierce and 
wilting agreement. In another moment 
they were behind heaps of stones and 
rocks-behind a Tibetan chorten, where 
praycr:s could be said, and over which 
dirty white.' prayer flags flapped. 

Sawn KO, rifle cuddled carefully, began 
to hum: 

''Tighten yourbdt, little son! 
Grow up and �boulder your guu!" 

And with that, happily, dropped the 
foremost Chinese soldier. Then, swiftly, 
he arranged his men, so that the chOTten 
was guarded on all sides. They had six 
rifles, six filled bandoloors. 

X 
A.]TER one attempted rush, 
the combined Tibetan-Chinese 
force stopped. It had cost 
them exactly a half dozen of 

their number. 
"Soon," said Sawn Ko joyfully, "we 

will even matters, and then we will at
tack." 

McClure looked up, where the sun was 
already nearing the hills. 

"Soon," he said quietly, .. the sun will 
be gone, and if they do not come and drive 
us out, we will freeze.'' 

The half naked Gurkhas did not care. 
"Plenty will go with us when we die," 

they assured McClure. 
"I am glad to remain here," Sawn Ko 

admitted, after sending a bullet through 
a sniper's head and ejecting the cartridge. 
"I promised Kingsley 8ahib that you 
would return unhurt, and that is some
thing I can not manage." 

"Perhaps we can get away when it is 
dark," McClure said. Then, as quietly, 
"IbLis no fault of yours, Sawn Ko. If we 
staj, we are killed. If we go, even unde
tected, we will freeze to death before we 
are over the pass." He stopped, waited 
until Sawn Ko's rifle no longer moved, 
until discharge and cry of agony came 
almost at the same instant, and then went 
on, "But there is always the chance, if 
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we hold them off until dark, that we may 
find a village in the valley and get clothing 
and food. So--" 

"Tighten your belt!'' Sawn Ko sang. 1 
Until the shadows crept down from tl\e 

lamasery, the Chinese were content with 
keeping up a fire from all sides; when it 
abated, with quiet stealing into the vale, 
the Gurkhas, with knowing little nods to 
one another, drew their kukris and placed 
them where they could be easily reached. 

McClure's own heart began to pound as 
they waited, and then, out of the shadow 
near the chortcn, he saw a creeping figure. 
He fired, and knew that he had missed, 
but a Gurkha's rifle did what his auto
matic had not. An instant after the two 
shots the valley became horrible with 
fierce cries. Before he actually realized 
what had happened McClure saw a yellow 
face rise from the rocks and, pointblank, 
fired. The face vanished; another took 
its place . . .  

The Gurkhas fought joyously. Once 
the Chinese and Tibetans were close 
enough, their kulcri8 slashed and cut; 
savagery possessed them, the cunning 
of devils. They crept about like cats, 
protecting each other at the last possible 
moment, shouting encouragement when 
McClure, catching fire from them, 
smashed down a gigantic Tibetan at the 
instant the other was swinging an ax for 
Sa.wn Ko's head. 

In another second it was over; those in 
the rear, seeing how their mates pressed 
back after the first taste of the Gurkha's 
knives, backed away also, and set up a 
fire, from behind rocks, which the Gur· 
khas laughed at. 

Five dead Chinese were either hanging 
over the rocky rampart or had been killed 
inside; a Gurkha reported that another 
was just over the edge. 

· 1:1. 
McClure, in the gathering darkness. 

looked at the padded trousers and jackets 
and, before he could say a word, Sawn Ko 
read his thoughts: 

''They are warrn," he said. "We will not 
freeze. But how can we tell friend from 
foe if we become dressed as the Chinese?" 

McClure only said: 

"If they attack again, we will have 
enough. H they do not-" 

The Gurkha leader, looking out care
fully while bullets sang over his head or 
spattered against the rocks, said: 

"Is that all which troubles you? When 
it is dark we will get you a few more uni· 
forms-and the bullets, also, which is 
more important-without any trouble at 
all." 

The attackers kept shouting and blaz
ing away at nothing. Once a bullet zig· 
zagged between rock and lodged in a 
Gurkha's knee; all that he said was-

"I will show my sons where a flea has 
bitten me," and paid no more attention 
to it. 

Like the defenders of the ch<men, the 
Chinese and Tibetans seemed content to 
wait for nightfall. When it finally came, 
brush fires, to which heaps of yak dung 
were added, flared up behind the Chinese. 
Taunting laughs as the blue clad soldiers 
ate and drank, always behind sheltering 
rocks, only made the Gurkhas the grim· 
mer. When night set in blackly, and the 
edge of the moon slid like the top of a 
helmet from Tsang·ki·ro, Sawn Ko beck· 
oned to a Gurkha. 

"We are two coats short, 0 bloody 
minded son of my cousin," he said. 
"Could you get them for us?" 

It was getting cold; in another hour it 
would be icy, even before the chilling 
night wind began to howl through the val· 
Icy. The Gurkha, nodding, slipped off 
what remained of his dancing costume 
until he was stark naked and, kukri in 
hand, left the chmten. 

McClure tried to watch the gliding 
dark body, but lost it before the Gurkha 
was ten feet from the rocks. 

"If they come again, we will have plenty 
of clothes," McClure said, when he was 
tired of waiting and his nerves were on 
edge. 

"My cousin's son was delighted to go," 
Sawn Ko told the white man. "And they 
will not attack again. Why should they� 
Here we are, without food, without water, 
without covering. They, in our places, 
would sue for surrender; they believe we 
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are like them in mind. They will wait for 
us to be exhausted, and then, like the 
brave men they are, attack-and find-" 

"Nothing." McClure grinned. 
"It depends on what success Ch'o 

Kwok has, and what he learns," tem
porised the Gurkha. � LAUGHTER came to them, 

laughter and taunts and, whenStr.: ever a Chinese felt like it, 
shots against the rock. When 

the bell at the lamasery boot, the Tibet
ans, thus spurred to bravery, fired a 
ragged volley, but one which from their 
ancient weapons made the night ring. 

The echo was in the air when Ch'o 
Kwok slid over the rampart so noiselessly 
that he spoke before even his mates knew 
he had returned. 

"What luck?" Sawn Ko demanded. 
"It was so easy that I felt sorry for 

them," the Gurkha replied. "Here are 
the two uniforms. I could have had a 
dozen for the taking. They have no liking 
for our aim, Sawn Ko. They are well 
hidden, all of them. Behind rocks. I 
killed my men both behind the same one, 
and the second continued to talk about 
some woman or other, or so I guessed from 
his lewd eyes, even while I thrust my knife 
into the first. I gave him a chance to open 
his mouth, but killed him before he could 
cry out. I-'' 

"I-I-I," Sawn Ko mocked. "What 
else?" 

''They cat and drink and smoke," said 
the Gurkha. "I have crept clear around 
our position. I could take out my whole 
village without their knowing it. Only
the aahih is a white man. Can he go 
silently?" 

"We will bind clothes about his shoes," 
Sawn Ko decided. Then, "But he would 
hit his gun against a rock-Mhiba always 
do-so we will take his gun away. He 
must go directly behind you, Ch'o 
Kwok, so that if we are discovered he will 
be in the lead and may have a chance. 
Then-" 

"What are you talking about?" 
McGlure demanded. 

"Hold up your foot." said the Gurkha, 
and began to wind cloth about it. "We 
have waited here long enough, aahih; we 
are going elsewhere." 

<The Gurkhas, with strips of cloth, 
bound the uniforms in bundles, and each 
swung one over the buttocks. McClure, 
already in Chinese uniform, was the only 
member of the party who, in the icy 
night, was clothed. 

Sawn Ko explained earnestly to the 
white man what wns necessary. He must 
creep no faster than Ch'o Kwok. He 
must avoid rocks. He must follow Ch'o 
Kwok absolutely. 

"We are ready," Sawn Ko said then, 
softly. "Let us go home." 

McClure knew that the word had a 
double meaning. 

Over the rim of the rock chorten went 
the Gurkha. McClure, tooth clenched to· 
gether, so careful that the sweat started, 
crept after him; every Gurkha stiffened 
as the clumsier white man dislodged a 
rock-no shouts, no bullets-and then 
followed. Along the ground they crept 
and crawled, very slowly. McClure's 
eyes strained to see twigs, pebbles . • .  First 
to the right, then to the left, then farther 
left, actually toward a fire-but in 
shadow where they could not be seen
the Gurkha led the way. Slowly, but 
steadily, evenly, the brown soldier ad· 
vanced. What happened next, as they 
approached a big boulder, McClure did 
not know. Something metallic struck 
against rock and, almost at once, a 
Chinese loomed high above them, staring 
into the darkness. 

The Gurkhas froze. Ch'o Kwok's 
blade flickered up; but the Chinese, 
sensing what he did not see, jumped 
sidewise. 

'Phe Chinese had one instant in which 
to decide whether to fire his rifle-at 
nothing-or cry out; be stupidly did 
neither, and then McClure. swinging 
from his knees and coming half erect with 
the blow, cracked him behind thc.ear. 
Ch'o Kwok let the Chinese drop on the 
point of the kukri before easing him to the 
ground. 
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All the noise had been the smash of fist 
against bone, of the swish of McClure's 
padded uniform as he rose; behind the 
rock a Chinese asked a question, and \Y3.S 
told that Seng·Shun probably had gone 
to get more of that delicious mutton to 
bring them . , .  

After that fright it was easy. The 
Gurkhas at last rose to their feet and 
walked swiftly away from the fires. Soon 
Sawn Ko stopped, and all drew on the 
padded uniforms. 

"I warned you, but it was I who made 
the noise," Sawn Ko apologized to 
McClure. He fingered something now 
covered by the uniform. "It was a spe
cial charm against nah and other devils," 
he said. "I bent low, and it touched a 
rock. I am going to get another charm, 
for that one tried to send me to the devil. 
Your blow was well struck, sahib. It 
saved us all." 

"It was time I did something," said 
McClure. 

Sawn Ko grinned at him. 
"\Vithout you," he announced, "we 

would have fought our way into the 
lamasery, and never lived to fight it out 
again. As it is, Chang-li has gone to join 
his dogs of ancestors, and his son will 
make no trouble for us now. The boy 
means nothing. Chang-Li would have 
used him. With Chang-Li dead, the 
youngster is no more important than any 
other brat in Tibet. But, strangest of 
all, we are alive." 

McClure thought of the Gurkha who 
had been killed. 

''Not all of us," he said. 
"He is with the Karai KMang, who is 

glad that he died like a man. And that is 
all any of us can ask. Do we want to live 
until we are gnarled and hairy like 
monkeys, and have our grandchil!Jren 
laugh at us?" 

I 
McCLURE, in proper whites, 
asked of Kingsley-

"How do you know all that, 
old man?" 

"Had a runner in nearly every town 
along the border," the commissioner told 

him. "No way of knowin' where you'd 
cross it, Mac. He started for Calcutta
that is," to relay word-just as soon as you 
came. I understand that Sawn Ko had a 
finger or two frozen." 

McClure sipped a long drink. 
"It was pretty cold," he admitted. 

"Hope it doesn't get you into a mess-
although the Chinese'll be blamed for it
but we had to rob a few villages on the 
""'RY to get food." 

"Merely even matters up a bit. We 
owe that north China lot of brigands a bit 
already. Er-by the way, after you left 
Mehelis, supposed to be headed this way, 
and then out of the country, we had a 
demand to allow some home company to 
exploit the Tsang-ko-ri hills for oil. That's 
probably what your own concern heard 
about, when we told them we might need 
your help. I understand-you needn't 
know how-that Chang-li told this other 
rival company about it, and that he's 
promised them complete reports. He 
even said that he would--er-arrange 
matters with Tibet in case the oil was over 
the border." 

"Not he," McClure said. "He's dead." 
"That's what I thought . . .  How 

about tellin' me the whole yarn, Mac? 
You must have had a rotten time of it
hut you look fit." 

"Wouldn't have missed goingJor the 
world," answered McClure. "It was 
great. Do I go back and finish my job?" 

"You stop what might have turned 
rebellion into revolution, and all you 
think of is your job!" 

McClure, seriously, said: __ 
''There's been a lot of revolutions, but 

the wheel of life's very much the same ail 
the way round. I'll tell you about the 
wheel. It-" 

"I want the other story. Of Chang-li
Gyantzor." 

"Same story. It seems funny now, but 
it wasn't then." McClure smiled. 

"You can't stay away so long again, 
Yank," Kingsley said. "llow about 
comin' down for the tiger shootfu'?" 

"I'll come," agreed McClure. "Only 
it'll seem pretty tame-now." 
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ESTE RDA Y James Munro was But from the day the Dutchman had de
merely a retired master mariner; eided to replace her by a larger vessel the 
today he was a shipowner, with old Mongolian had started her downward 

one ship in his fleet, the eight hundred path of deterioration until, by the time 
ton coasting steamer Mongolian. Julius she was offered for sale, she had reached 
Van Dyke, the East Indian born Hoi- a �age where, . due to a thorough and 
lander who sold him the boat, considered sys�matic skimping of repairs and up
the six thousand pounds sterling he �e- keep of her engines and boilers, it would 
ceived for her as easy money. Certainly take one quarter of what the vessel was 
the Mongolian had been a good handy worth to put her into condition. 
coaster · her day, bringing in to Van That was the time Van Dyke unloa<ted 
Dyke· sufficient money to allow him to her on to James Munro as a sound, handy, 
purchase a larger and more modem vessel good going coasting steamer. Munro .had 
and then leave behind a good surplus. owned a vessel before, but that was a 
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bark, the Skipjack, in which he had plied a 
trade in the China Sea for many years 
until she was driven ashore on the Parcel 
Reefs in a typhoon and lost. She had 
made money for him, and with what he 
had saved, together with the insurance he 
collected, he decided, after a considerable 
spell of retirement on shore, to venture 
into steam. 

As a windjammer seaman Munro was 
like other men who have spent their 
lifetime under tall spars and billowing 
canvas. He considered that, having mas
tered the art of handling a maze of rig
ging and towering masts with ponder
ous yards, and being qualified to pass 
judgment on anything from the seizing 
on a mast coat to the earring of a main 
royul, the matter of inspecting a steel 
hull, with two short, straight masts and a 
stumpy funnel, that was pushed through 
the water by a clanking engine, was one 
that presented no difficulties whatsoever. 
So it was, that when he viewed the Mon
golian prior to purchase, he passed a 
critical and experienced eye over the hull, 
decks, masts, and all appurtenances 
thereto and passed judgment thereon 
without any effort. 

Engines and boilers, however, were 
things in which he was not particularly in
terested. He had heard that the average 
life of a boiler was twenty-five years, and 
that engines would last pmctically for
ever; and, as the vessel was only in her 
fifteenth year, he considered there was 
nothing to worry about in that direction. 
So, when Van Dyke led the way down the 
engine room, Munro gazed around with
out even a show of lukewarm enthusiasm. 
He noticed that certain movable parts of 
the machinery were bright and shiny, 
and also that small auxiliaries had re
cently been given a coat of bright grt�en 
paint which he thought looked very 'Well 
against the buff colored bulkheads oPthe 
engine room. 

He also noticed, when Van Dyke raised 
the door of one of the furnaces in the 
port boiler, that it was fitted with a con
tinuous row of grate bars; and that on 
the outside of the boilers there were steam 

and water gages. And at that point he 
informed Van Dyke he was satisfied 
everything was in order in that quarter 
and he would go back to the deck and 
have a final look at things of more im
portance. After all, the wliole job was 
nothing near so intricate as inspecting 
a square rigged vessel with its mass of 
rigging, and spars, and thousands of 
square feet of canvas that a steamboat 
man knew nothing at nil about. For a 
full hour more he wandered round the 
deck, focling this thing, and looking at 
that, until there was nothing left to be 
examined. 

He muttered to himself that she looked 
all right. She could do with a coat of paint, 
of course, but the outlay of a few pounds 
would cover that, and then he guessed 
he would have a nice, handy little vessel. 

"Good, sound ship, Captain," said Van 
Dyke in his guttural voice when they re
turned to the cabin for a final talk. "Hull 
and decks in splendid condition." 

"They look all right," replied Munro. 
"And the engines and boilers as good as 

the day they were put in." 
The other nodde9. 
"Dirt cheap at the price," added the 

Dutchman, offering a cigar. "In a way 
I'm sorry to part with her. She's been a 
good money-maker for me, and only that 
she's a bit small for my requirements I 
wouldn't let her go." 

And so the deal was closed. The steam
ship, Mongolian, of British registry, eight 
hundred tons gross, comJX>und engines 
and two single ended boilers working at a 
pressure of one hundred and fifty JX>unds, 
passed, with the signing of the necessary 
papers and a check for six thousand 
pounds sterling, from the ownership of 
Julius Van Dyke to that of James Munro. 

AN HOUR later Van Dyke 
walked into the Raffles Hotel 
in high spirits and ordered a 
sumptuous dinner together with 

a large bottle of old vintage champagne. 
"Thank God, she's off my hands," he 

said to himself with relief, settling his 
bulkyfonn in a largewickerchair. ''That's 
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the best piooo of business I've done for a 
long time. One thousand pounds on to 
the price I got for that scrap heap will 
pay for my new Java Queen." 

And, while the Dutchman ate, drank 
and made ffierry over his profitable but 
shady den!, James Munro gave a last 
look of pride at his new acquisition as he 
stepped into a sampan and proceeded on 
shore to fix up a crew and make speedy 
arrangements for the Mongolian to begin 
a busy and fruitful life. He would cap
tain his own ship, as he had done in the 
Skipjack, make his own charters and con· 
tract his own business, thereby saving 
the commissions that otherwise would go 
into the pockets of brokers and agents. 

The new owner of the Mongolian was 
by no means a pompous man, but there 
was just the slightest show of importance 
in his status as owner when three days 
later he climbed the gan,..<>way ladder and 
stepped on to the deck with the ship's 
clearance papers under his ann and a 
charter party in his pocket whereby the 
Mongolian was hired to carry a cargo of 
rice from Saigon to Singapore at a very 
favorable rate. 

"All reo.dy to go, Mr. Blake?" he asked 
of the young Englishman he had engaged 
as mate. 

Mr. Blake shook his head. 
"We're all ready on deck, sir," he said. 

"But the chief engineer reported a few 
minutes ago that the condenser's lea.king 
and he won't be ready to start for some 
time." 

"What condenser?" queried the skipper 
impatiently. "I told him to be ready to 
move at ten o'clock. There's a canceling 
date on my charter and we've got to go, 
condenser or no condenser. I've got it all 
figured out and if we leave this morning 
and steam full speed we'll arrive at Saigon 
with just two days in hand, and that's 
not allowing for any hoo.d winds we may 
run into." 

The young mate glanced at the skip
per's set features and saw he was ready 
for a strong argument. 

"Shall I send the chief up to see you, 
sir?" he asked diplomatically. 

"Rightaway,"snappedMunro. "We've 
got to get under way; then he can fool 
around this condenser thing as long as he 
likes." 

He walked to his cabin under the 
navigating bridge and paced the floor im
patiently until the grimy form of the 
chief engineer, in brown overalls sodden 
with perspiration, stood within the door
way. 

"What's this I hear about a con
denser?" he asked, pausing in his walk. 

"It's leaking like an old watering can, 
Captain, Leaky tubes and leaky doors. 
Squirting water all over the engine 
room." 

"Well, a little clean salt water won't 
hurt you or your engine room, will it? 
And you've got pumps to pump it out, 
haven't you? We've got to get away, 
mister. There's a canceling date on my 
charter." 

Mr. Atkins stared at the skipper in 
bewilderment for a moment as he wiped 
his grimy face with a handful of greasy 
cotton waste. 

"It's not a matter of pumping out. 
Captain," he said, after a lengthy pause. 
"With leaky tubes we can't keep the feed 
in the boilers." 

"What feed?" 
"Fresh water feed, sir. If we allow salt 

water to get into the boilers the furnace 
crowns will be down in quick time, and 
we'll be lucky if the boilers don't blow 
up." 

"Humph.'' grunted the skipper di.&
gustedly. 

The relation of a condenser to a boiler 
was like so much Greek to the sailing ship 
master, who rubbed his chin thoughtfully 
as he vainly sought for a suitable reply. 

"But Va.n Dyke assured me that every· 
thing was in fine working order," he 
blurted out, at length. 

Mr. Atkins made no reply; his face 
merely cracked into a smile through its 
coating of grime and grease. 

"Well, get busy and fix the thing up if 
we can't possibly go without it," added 
Munro very peevishly. "We haven't a 
minute to waste." 



SQUARING THE CIRCLE 121 

"Right, sir. I'll just put wooden plugs 
in the ends of the leaky tubes for the 
time being but they'll have to be renewed 
at Saigon, or maybe before. She's in bad 
shape down there, Capt.1.in." 

Captain Munro walked away in silence. 
He spent the next four hours making fre
quent visits between his cabin and the top 
of the ()ngine room, where he gazed down 
the skylight with expectant and anxious 
eyes. But all he could soe was the bent 
backs of the engineers as they labored at 
their task, and all he heard was the bang
ing of stool tools on the floor plates and 
the voice of Mr. Atkins rasping out orders1 
in pidgin English to the Chinese firemen 
assisting in the work. He hadn't the 
remotest idea whether the work would be 
completed in one hour, or two, as he went 
back to his cabin to retrace his steps to 
and fro across the floor, his hands clasped 
behind his back, his ·head bent down in a 
gloomy manner. And he was still pacing 
back and forth when, at four in the after
noon, Mr. Atkins reported he was ready 
to start. 

"About time," growled the skippei, 
stepping out of his room &nd jumping 
nimbly up the ladder to the bridge. 
"Heave away the &nchor," he yelled to 
the mate, alreo.dy standing on the foro
castle head. 

There was an almost deafening hissing 
of steam from wornout glands, and a bang 
and clank of connecting rods whose bear
ing brasses were nearly worn through to 
the steel, as the rusty chain rolled slowly 
in over the wildcat. 

"Hell of a racket," growled Munro to 
himself, taking short, quick steps across 
the bridge, impatiently snapping his 
fingers and keeping his eyes fixed on the 
forecastle head until he received the sig
nal from Mr. Blake that the anchor was 
aweigh. Then he strode over to the engine 
room telegraph and slammed the handle 
down to full speed ahead. 

Almost immediately there came from 
the direction of the engine room skylight a 
roar of escaping steam that almost froze 
the blood in his veins. He grasped the 
bridge rail in both his hands with a grip 

that made the knuckles show white as he 
gazed aft with suspicion of fear in his eyes. 
But nothing happened, the hissing grad
ually died away until it ceased altogether 
leaving only the clankity-clank of the en
gines as the Mongolian slowly gathered 
headway and wound a passage through 
the shipping of the harbor, swung round 
the end of the backwater, and headed up 
for Horsboro Light. 

.r-:; SOOTHED by the rhythmic 
throbbing beat of the propeller, 
Captain Munro leaned over the 

· wing of the bridge and watched 
the green water being turned into a bub
bling white foam as the coaster pushed 
her bluff bow through the straits and 
headed eastward. 

He handed over the bridge to Mr. Blake 
and went below to his cabin where, with 
paper and pencil, be recalculated the time 
it would take him to reach his loading 
port after his delayed start. It was six 
hundred and forty-nine miles between 
Singapore and Saigon; the Mmtgolian 
could steam nine knots-so Van Dyke 
had told him-and at that rate she should 
make the passage in three days. That 
would be the tweUth and the canceling 
date of the charter was the fourteenth. 
Yes, it looked quite safe, in spite of the 
few hours he had already lost. But there 
was that confounded condenser thing. 
Well. he hadn't heard anything more 
about it so it must be fixed up. 

But down below, Mr. Atkins was less 
optimistic. 

"A fine heap of junk," he growled to 
himself, a.<! his eyes wandered from one 
hissing joint to another. "Shouldn't be 

��:C!t�pse�n �e �=�e 
p�::e;ef:: 

we're twenty-four hours out." 
But next morning the engines were still 

going round although the bang and clank 
of worn out bottom end brasses and the 
hissing of steam was almost deafening in 
the damp, steamy engine room. At eight 
o'clock Mr. Atkins handed over the watch 
to the second engineer with a host of 
technical instructions interspersed with 
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scathing and uncomplimentary remarks. 
"The skipper's got a charter to catch, 

so nurse her carefully and keep her going 
while she's in the mood," he shouted 
finally, as he made his way up the narrow 
iron ladder to the deck where he was 
met by Captain Munro hurrying along 
from the bridge. 

"She's not going fast enough, Mr. At
kins, not nearly fast enough," snapped 
the skipper, "By the bearings of the land 
she's making a bare seven knots." 

"What do you expect her to make?" 
asked the chief rather coldly. 

"Nine, of course. Van Dyke told me 
she'd do nine knots." 

"That Dutchman says a lot of things 
besides his prayers, Captain." 
"What do you mean by that?" 
"I mean that the state these engines 

are in you'll never get nine knots out of 
this "Wagon in spite ofwhat Van Dyke told 
you." 

"I don't see that. The engines haven't 
been changed, and they haven't got any 
smaller since they've been in the ship, so 
if she could do nine knots at one time she 
can do it now! She's got to do it, mister, 
or I'll lose my charter. Give her more 
steam, that's all that's necessary. More 
pressure, just as we have to give a sailing 
ship more canvas if we want her to go 
faster." 
Mr. Atkins looked at the skipper with a 

mixed expression of worry and surprise. 
"She's your boat, Captain," he said 

quietly, "and if you order me to give her 
more pressure I'll do it, but I won't be 
responsible for what happens." 
"I'll take care of the responsibility," re

torted Munro authoritatively. "It's 
child's play to the responsibility of run
ning a windjammer, and that's where I 
learned my business. Give me nine knots 
speed, that's what I want." 
With this parting shot the skipper 

stalked back to the bridge, while the chief 
engineer descended once more to the 
sizzling engine room. 
"Strikes me these blamed steamboats 

are in the habit of being run by the en
gineers, not the master," barked the skip-

per wrathfully to Mr. Blake. "Wants 
to tell me that she won't do nine knots 
when Van Dyke distinctly told me she 
would." 
He walked to 'the wing of the bridge 

and, leaning over the mil, watched the 
groonish white water as it slid by the 
black steel side and listened to the 
clankity-clank of the engines that seemed 
to be coming at quicker intervals. She 
was going faster, he could see it plainly, 
and his face lighted up with a smile of 
satisfaction at the thought of winning his 
first argument with a steamboat engineer, 
a part of the ship's personnel he con
sidered necessary, but unwelcome. 

"They mustn't try to tell me what a 
ship can do," he said to the mate, and 
smiled. "I was fooling round big square 
riggers when those chaps were swinging 
on the garden gate in short frocks, by 
cripes. And when it comes to sa-" 
A sudden roar and an earsplitting noise 

of screeching, whistling steam cut off the 
rest of his words as James Munro ran to 
the opposite side of the bridge and stared 
with gaping eyes toward the midship sec
tion of the vessel where a cloud of steam 
swirled upward through the engine room 
skylight like a dense, thick fog, envelop
ing the stumpy funnel until it was com
pletely hidden from view. Standing 
rooted to the spot and unable to speak, he 
stuffed his stubby fingers into his ears to 
deaden the noise, his face flushing and 
paling alternately. Although only a 
matter of seconds it appeared to Munro 
like a goodly number of minutes before 
the screeching died down to a dismal, 
ghostly groan and finally ceased alto
gether. It was like the calm after the 
passing of a howling, screaming squall of 
short duration and great severity. Every
thing was silent; not even the clanking of 
engines broke the stillness of the air, as 
the Mongolian, now barely crawling 
through the water, lost her steerage way 
and, swinging beam on to the smnll, 
northerly swell, lay rolling like a lifeless 
thing upon the ocean. 
Recovering his composure, Captain 

Munro stared alternately at the mate and 
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the Chinese quartermaster standing shiv- somewhat relieved his disturbed mind 
ering at the wheel. wl1en they showed that even at seven 

"What in hell's gone wrong with that knots speed he would still have nearly 
all-fired contraption now," he roared. "It twenty-four hours in hand for his charter. 
ain't an engine she's got down there, its But there was the weather to consider, 
an infernal explosive machine. She'll • and the moods of those engines were a 
have me passing out with heart failure source of worry and uneasiness. Con
yet, by cripes." denscrs and HP's-he did not know just 

His face flushed with anger he turned to what part they played in the working of 
meet Mr. Atkins coming up the ladder, the machinery, but it wn.s evident the 
looking about as pleasant as an unfriendly Mongolian could not go without them. 
bull terrier. He began to mumble uncomplimentary 

"Now you see what giving her more things about Mr. Julius Van Dyke and 
steam docs," blurted out the chief, none wished he had sought out a handy sailing 
too courteously. vessel instead of one of these new fangled 

"What's it done?" barked Munro. steamboats that depended on a lot of steel 
"Don't stand there asking me riddles." rods and crunks and grimy engineers. 

"It's blown out the HP packing. Lucky "The old Skipjad�. with a fresh sou'west 
somebody wasn't scalded." monsoon, was far more reliable than this 

Captain Munro scmtched his head for a blamed coffee mill," he muttered to him-
moment in perpleJ:ity. self, lighting his pipe and puffing away 

"You mean its blown the packing out gloomily. 
of the horse}Xlwer?" he asked sharply. But by noon next day his spirits had 

Despite his anger Mr. Atkins' face risen slightly. The coaster had acoom-
broke into a broad smile. plished just over seven knots since the 

"Out of the high pressure cylinder, Cap- HP incident, and if she continued at that 
tain," he corrected. "Just blew the whole mte she would reach Saigon in time. He 
shooting match dean out. I knew it hugged the coast to avoid the strength of 
would happen if she got more steam." the current and shaved round the turning 

"Humph!" grunted the skipper, very points with a bare margin of safety in 
little enlightened as to wl}at had actually order to shorten the distance, and at 
happened. "You've got more packing, I nightfall the situation looked even more 
suppose? How long will it take to put it hopeful. If only that confounded con
in?" he asked. denser and the other gadget known as the 

''The best part of three or four hours, HP would hold out for another day! He 
Captain. Big job packing the HP. Pis- had dreamed about them the previous 
ton rods all want putting in the lathe. night and had soon them dancing about 
They're full of gaps and scars, and chew- near the foot of his bWlk in the most fa.n
ing the packing till to hell. She's in bad tastic, twisted shapes, while just behind 
shape down there." stood the bulky form of Van Dyke, a 

"You told me that once before, al- broad grin upon his flabby foo.tures as he 
though Van Dyke assured me that every- waved a bank check wildly through the 
thing was in good order. But don't stand air. It was all very weird and uncanny, 
here talking; go ahead with the job and but still, he would hope. If he could only 
get her started again." make the charter, the rates were high 

IT WAS eome three hours later 
before the new pncking was in 
place a.nd the Mongolian once 
more moved through the water 

and headed up to her course. Further 
elaborate calculations by Captain Munro 

enough to permit of some repairs after all 
running expenses of the ship had been 
paid. 

That night he sat in his cabin and 
listened intently to the clankity-clank of 
the engines with a persistent fear in his 
.heart that at any moment the sound might 
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cease. At frequent intervals he would get thrust of the propeller, and if it gets loose 
out of his chair and, walking to the door- you'll find the engines being pushed 
way, would count the revolutions with through into the stokehold." 
straining ears--thirty-<me, thirty-two, "And have you any spare bolts?" 
thirty-three, until a full minute had "Luckily we have, but it's a big job to 
passed by the watch he held in his hand. • put them in. It'll take us the best part of 
Then back to his seat to listen to the en- a day to tap out the broken bolts with a 
gines' song while he puffed at a wheezy hand drill. You'd better anchor if you 
briar pipe until, as the hour of midnight can, Captain." . 
drew near, and his eyes grew heavy with "A whole day?" gasped Munro. 
sleep, he rolled into his bunk. "About that, sir, and we'll have to 

But it seemed that he had been there work like mules to get it done in that 
but just a few short minutes when the time." 
voice of Mr. Blake rcverbemted through Captain Munro made no reply but just 
the cabin doorway with the apparent gave vent to a heavy sigh. 
power of a first class foghorn. "That Van Dyke sold you a pup, not 

"She's stopped again, sir." a steamboat, Captain," added the chief 
James Munro was out of his bunk and scathingly. "She's bocn a good job in her 

up on the bridge in a flash. For a few day, but he's just let her run all to hell 
moments he stood staring into the black before he sold her; and it'll take the best 
night until his eyes became accustomed to part of a thousand pounds to put her into 
the darkness, then swore audibly as he shape. She'll have me crazy before we 
discerned the figure of the mate preparing get back to the Stmits." 
to hoist the two red lights that were to "Do the best you can with her," 
denote the Mongolian was no longer under groaned Munro in a low voice. "The 
command. Leaning heavily on the rail he charter's gone now, that's sure. And I 
cursed Van Dyke, the ship, the condenser, onl;r wish I'd never set eyes on the old 
and the HP. Cursed them roundly in a tub; she'll ruin me completely. Oh, if I 
regular deep sea, sailorlike manner, while could only lay my hands on that big, 
down in the engine room Mr. Atkins was greasy son of a Dutchman!" He turned 
hurling out similar, but probably more to Mr. Blake. "Never mind the red 
forceful epithets as he finished closing the lights," he said. "Jump for'ard and let 
main stop valve and climbed the ladder to go the hook. And you won't surprise me 
report to the bridge. if you holler back that the anchor's 

"Which one is it this time?" groaned dropped off the chain. Nothing can sur

the skipper dismally, as the figure of the prise me now, except if she was to catch 
engineer sidled toward him in the dark- her charter." 
ness. "That blasted condenser, or the 
HP gadget?" 

"Neither, Captain," answered the chief. 
''She's in a different mood tonight and has 
sheered off the bolts on one side Of the 
thrust block like so many carrots. Half 
rusted through they were, but covered 
over with some nice green paint. Oh, 
but she's a beauty! I'll eat my hat if 
she ain't!" 

"What part of the confounded machine 
is the thrust block?" inquired the skipper. 
"Never knew there were any blocks con� 
nected with an engine. Is it important?" 

"Very important. It takes the whole 

d AND all through the long hours 
of what seemed an almost in
terminable night, while the 
Mongolian lay at anchor close 

under the land, Captain Munro spent the 
time making frequent trips between his 
cabin and the engine room in the hopes 
that Mr. Atkins would come forward 
with the news that he could finish the job 
in less time than he at first anticipated. 
But when daylight broke, and the chief 
engineer, begrimed and weary and broken 
in temper, came up on to the deck for a 
breath of fresh air, the captain was briefly 
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and coldly informed that it would be well 
into the afternoon before he could hope to 
get under weigh. 

:Munro's only utterance was a discon� 
tented, smothered growl as he walked 
gloomily back to the bridge. 

"Steamer from th.e south'ard heading 
this way, sir," the second mate informed 
him as he reached the top of the ladder. 

Munro picked up the glass and looked 
uninterestedly at the approaching vessel. 

"Looking for a salvage job, I suppose," 
he said, laying down the glass. "Fat 
chance of getting any salvage out of me, 
unless they take this jinx of a Mongolian 
for payment. Six thousand pounds sunk 
in a scrap heap, and a good charter gone 
to the devil. Business is looking up, I 
don't think," he added with a cynical grin. 

The young second mate remained dis-
creetly silent to the skipper's remarks and, 
picking up the telescope, gazed long and 
carefully at the other vessel, dtawing 
closer and closer each minute, and headed 
directly for the .Mongolian. 

"It's Van Dyke's new boat, sir!" he 
suddenly exclaimed. "The Java Queen. 
I can make out the name quite distinctly 
on the bow." 

The recumbent form of the skipper, 
leaning disgustedly over the rail of the 
bridge, straightened out like a steel spring. 
His lips tightened and his brows lowered 
to a terrible scowl as he gazed at the 
young officer. 

"Van Dyke!" he barked. ''TP,e Jam 
Queen, you say ! Get-get me- Oh, 
damnation, you don't happen to have a 
shotgun with you, :Mister, do you? Van 
Dyke! If I could only lay my hands on 
that half.boiled Dutchman, I'd pull his 
flabby. neck as long as a giraffe's-the 
dirty, lowdown, double distilled square
head." 

He raved, swore and stared with rage at 
the Java Queen as she drew nearer and 
nearer, until the bone in her teeth died 
away to a mere ripple and, with her en· 
gines going full spood astern, she pulled 
up within hailing distance of the .M on· 
golian. Already armed with a mega· 
phone he had grabbed from the wheel-

house, Munro raised it to his mouth and 
pointed it squarely at the bulky figure of 
Van Dyke now plainly visible standing in 
the wing of the bridge. 

"Get to hell away from here, you big, 
Dutch swine!" he roared at the top of his 
voice. 

The vessels were close enough to allow 
Munro to see the cynical grin that spread 
over Van Dyke's face as he raised his 
megaphone to reply. 

"D'you want any • assistance?" he 
asked in his gruff, raucous voice. 

"No!" yelled buck Munro. "And I 
wouldn't take yours if I did." 

c
����?u're broken down, ain't you, 

"None of your perishing business 
whether I am or not," retorted Munro, 
his face livid with rage. 

"Well, I know you ain't lying there to 
pass away the time. I'll tow you into 
Saigon for five hundred pounds." 

"You'll not tow me at all, you dirty 
highway robber. Get out of my sight and 
take the Java Queen with you. You're 
contaminating the ocean around here, 
you big, fat, dirty end of a deck mop." 

Van Dyke only grinned annoyingly. 
''Five hundred flat, and a cheap tow at 

that," he shouted. "Just say the word, 
Captain, and I'll get hold of you." 

"I've said it," howled back the exas
perated Munro. "I've told you to get 
away from here. I can't stand the smell 
of your fat carcass that's blowing down to 
leeward. Dig out quick! But let me tell 
you before you go that I'll get even with 
you some day, you squareheaded 
Shylock." 

"Very good, Captain, I'll get on my 
way. But, if you're still lying here next 
week at this time, don't forget I offered t(l 
give you a very cheap tow!" � 

"And don't forget I refused it," hurled 
back Munro, as the propeller of the Java 
Queen began to chum up the yellow 
waters under her counter. Then she 
moved away from the scene, her whistle 
booming out three long blasts in an iron
ical good by which the AJ angolian silently 
ignored. 
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THE TEMPORARY repairs to 
the thrust block took the full 
estimated time and a little over; 
but even then the coaster was 

only able to proceed at a reduced speed. 
And eventually, thirty hours behind the 
canceling date of her charter, she limped 
into the port of Saigon and tied up to the 
dock after her eventful passage. The 
fears and doubts that were in the mind of 
Captain Munro were fully assured when 
an hour later he walked into the charter� 
er's office and reported his arrival. The 
manager politely but firmly informed him 
that the agreement was void, owing to the !��ol���ilinfr:; �:��=rta��7v:�; 
while Munro gave him the story of the 
moods of the Mongolian and agreed it was 
unfortunate the engines should have 
given so much trouble, but-business wus 
business. The coaster could still have the 
cargo, but the rate would be one-third less 
than that originally agreed upon. And 
the manager advised Captain Munro to 
accept the terms, as cargoes were not 
offering so well just at that moment. 

Thoroughly dejected, the skipper bent 
over the office table and, with pencil and 
paper, made fresh calculations at the new 
figure, the net result of which showed that 
the total freight earnings would barely 
clear the running expenses for the trip, 
leaving nothing for himself or the ship. 
It was a drastic situation to be in, with 
nearly all his money sunk in the vessel and 
the certainty that extensive repairs would 
have to be made before she could sail on 
another voyage. Swearing inwardly, he 
took the paper again and figured it out 
anew in a different way, but the result 
was the same. From any angle, the pros
pect of losing a good sum of money 
loomed up before him, until it remained 
only a question of in which way he would 
lose the least. He had made a bad deal, 
he realized it now. And finally he con
cluded that the safest way out of his pre
dicament was to take the offer of the 
cargo, get the ship back to Singapore and 
sell her for what he could get before she 
ran him into further losses. 

He looked up from the table. 
"I'll take the rice," he said to the 

manager. 
"Very good, Captain," replied tho 

other. "I think you're acting wisely. 
We'll start loading you right away and 
give you a good dispatch. We're sorry 
you missed the charter, very sorry in
doe<!." 

That was all. 
It was a very gloomy and disappointed 

Owner-captain that returned on board the 
Mongolian early that evening. 

"Everything's against me," he growled, 
as Mr. Atkins met him at the head of the 
gangway. "Charter's gone, cargoes are 
scarce, and I've had to agree to carry the 
original rice at one-third less rn:fe-which 
will barely pay the running expenses of 
the ship. I'm getting rid of this tub as 
soon as we hit Singapore." 

"It's a bad business," declared the 
chief sympathetically. "That big Dutch
man ran the ship until he just couldn't 
run her any longer, and the state those 
engines are in would break a man's heart. 
I've no doubt she"d be a handy paying 
boat if she was properly fixed up, but as I 
said before, it will take a thousand, and 
maybe a little more to put her back into 
shape." 

"I've got no thousand to spend on the 
tub," snapped the skipper. "All my 
money's sunk in her now, and all I'll get 
back is what I can get for her. To hell 
with steamboats, and their condensers, 
and HP's, and thrust blocks, and 1\fr. 
Julius Van Dyke as well," he added, 
growling as he made his way forward. 

"We'll have to have some repairs done 
here, Captain," Mr. Atkins shouted. 

"Just sufficient to take her bitck to 
Singapore and not a single thing more," 
replied Munro, glowering back over his 
shoulder as he swung round the comer of 
the deckhouse out of sight. 

The charterers were as good as their 
word. The Mongolian was given a good 
dispatch. And inside of three days she 
was steaming down the Saigon River 
toward the open sea, deeply laden with a 
full cargo of rice, and bound for Singapore. 
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Two hours after clearing the mouth of 
the river, when the vessel was well clear 
of the land, Captain Munro mounted tho 
ladder to the navigating bridge and or
dered the helm hard-a-starboard. The 
Chinese quartermaster swung over the 
wheel and as Munro leaned leisurely over 
the rail he watched the ship's head swing 
clear round the horizon, the full thirty
two points of the compass, making a com
plete circle in the murky, yellow waters 
until her bow entered the wake at the 
point at which she had started and she pro
ceeded to cover the tmck a second time. 

Mr. Atkins, standing on the dock be
low, watched the swinging stern for a few 
moments then rushed hurriedly to tho 
bridge. "Steering gear gone out of order(" 
he asked sharply. 

Captain Munro slowly shook his head. 
"Steering gear's all right," he replied. 

"I'm taking the jinx out of the old tub to 
sec if we can't get to Singapore without 
some of the trouble we had getting up 
here. Better stay and see how it's done, 
being as you've only a nodding acquaint
ance with the sea." 

Amazed at the skipper's reply, n.nd 
swearing inwardly at the waste of time, 
the chief took up a position by the as
tonished Mr. Blake and stared with bulg
ing eyes while the coaster completed the 
second circle and started on the third. 
And round she went again, practically 
covering the same track each time, until 
she had made seven complete turns, when 
Munro gave the order to steady the helm 
and pointed the ship's bow toward the 
center of the ring she had made in the 
ocean. Then, slamming the telegraph 
down to full speed astern, he watched as 
she gathered sternway and backed out 
over the rim of the circle stern-first, when 
he changed the order to full ahead and 
steadied her on her course to the south
ward. 

''Thece!" he exclaimed, with a show of 
satisfaction. "We'll see if that will do the 
old girl �ny good." 

Mr. Atkins and the mate smiled in a 
sickly manner as the maneuver was com
pleted. 

«What's the trick, sir?'' asked Mr. 
Blake. 

"No trick," answered the skipper seri
ously. "Any one can do it if you know 
how. You steam round in a circle seven 
times until tl1e jinx becomes dizzy; then 
head in to the center, back out stern-first 
over the rim, and leave the jinx in the 
middle of the circle. Sometimes you can't 
get rid of the whole of him at the first 
try; but every little helps." 

Mr. Atkins backed down the ladder, 
smiling broadly, while the mate crept over 
to the wing of the bridge and, looking out 
to seaward, tried hard to suppress the 
giggles that crept into his throat. 

And at the end of the first twenty-four 
hours out the engines of the MongolU!n 
stiU thumped round with their familiar 
clankity-clank with never a stop in the 
interval 

"She's in a fine mood just now," re
marked Mr. Atkins, leaning over the side 
and watching the yellow water slide si
lently by. "Going along like a scalded 
cat, by gosh!" 

The skipper smiled faintly. 
"Now she's lost her charter, and about 

done all the harm she can do, it wouldn't 
surprise me if she made a non·stop run to 
Singapore," he said. 

"I'm not backing on anything like that, 
Captain," answered the chief. ''I'm sur
prised she's gone this far without some
thing happening. It's just luck and noth
ing else that something hasn't gone wrong 
before now." 

"Seven times round in a circle and back 
out of the middle stern-first," grinned the 
skipper as he walked away. 

BUT if the surprise was great 
on the first day, it was over
whelming on the second, when 
the AI ongolian still kept push· 

ing her bluff bow through the South China 
Sea, and the engines still boot out their 
rhythmic clanking noise with a regularity 
that was nothing short of remarkable. 
Captain Munro was so etated over her 
performance that he even reached a point 
where he entertained the thought that he 



!OS GRAHAM THOMPSON 

might not sell the vessel after all. Now 
she had got started, she might, with just 
a few minor repairs, run successfully for 
some time. 

Mr. Atkins had different ideas, how
ever. 

"Don't let her fool you, Captain," he 
said warningly. ''There's only two things 
to do with this packet. Get her engines 
fixed properly, or get rid of her as quick 
as you can. The way those engines knock 
and bang on the worn bearings she's 
liable to do serious damage' to herself at 
any time. It's all luck, and I can't do 
much to help her." 

Captain Munro listened to Mr. Atkins' 
words, and was preparing to give his views 
on the matter when the voice of the sec
ond mate interrupted him from the bridge 
above. 

"Steamer on the starboard bow, head
ing to the south'ard, which we're over
hauling pretty fast, sir," he reported. 

"Overhauling," said Munro incredu
lously. "She must be stopped if we are." 

He climbed the ladder to the bridge 
and, picking up the telescope, leveled it 
at the vessel, now about three miles dis
tant. Just for a moment he gazed through 
the eye-piece, then closed the glass with a 
sudden snap. 

"It's Van Dyke and the Java Queen," 
be shouted exultantly. "Must be some
thing wrong when we can catch him like 
this." 

He gave an order to the Chinese quar
termaster, and the Alongolian'a head 
swung slowly round until it pointed 
directly toward the other vessel. And, as 
the distance lessened between them, the 
two black bulls denoting the Java Queen 
was not under. control were plainly visible 
from her jumper stay. 

Captain Munro called Mr. Atkins to 
the bridge. 

"Java Queen-broken down," he said 
briefly and excitedly. "I'm going to offer 
to take him in tow. Think we can man
age to pull him along behind us?" 

Mr. Atkins shook his head in a doubt
ful manner. 

"I don't think so, Captain. It would 

put an awful strain on the engines; too 
much for the shape they're in." 

"I'm going to . hail him, anyway," re
plied the skipper. "And I'll have a shot 
at it if he'll take me. You go below and 
personally superintend the handling of 
the engines," he added. 

A few more minutes brought the A!cm
golian close up on the quarter of the Java 
Queen where Munro canted the head of 
his vessel in toward the other and backed 
his engines until she lay within easy hail
ing distance. 

"What's wrong with your new boat, 
Van Dyke?" shouted Munro, a quiet 
smile upon his face. 

"Struck some submerged obstruction 
and lost the rudder, but I don't want any 
assistance from you," came back the 
reply. 

"Lost your rudder, eh? Mighty glad to 
hear it. Now how about taking you into 
port?" 

"I've told you I don't want your help." 
''That's what you say now, Van Dyke, 

but you might change your mind later. 
I'll hang around in case you do, anyway. 
You're not in a very nice position with the 
Samsung rocks right Wlder your lee and 
no anchorage." 

"I still have my engines and can steam 
away from them,'' returned Van Dyke, 
rather defiantly. 

He knew he was lying for he had al· 
ready made throe attempts to steam 
away from the rocks but on each occasion, 
with no rudder to control her, the Jam 
Queen. had swung her bows shoreward 
bringing her half a mile nearer the danger 
at each attempt. 

"Try it,'' shouted Munro. "You've got 
the wind on the port beam and I'll bet 
you ten to one she cants in toward the 
land." 

Van Dyke knew the contention was 
right. He also knew that the only hope 
of saving his vessel from drifting on to 
that low line of sharp, jagged rocks was 
by accepting assistance from another 
vessel; but it was an irony of fate that the 
only offer should come from the Mon
golian. 
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"I'm waiting (or something to come 
along that I can rely on to get me to Sing
apore," he shouted, after a considerable 
pause. "The Mongolian isn't a ship I can 
trust to tow me." 

Captain Munro's face turned purple 
with rage. 

"You sold her to me as a good, sound 
vessel," he barked viciously. "But 
please yourself what you do. There isn't 
another ship in sight, and if I don't get 
the job to take you into port I'll bang 
around and have the pleasure of seeing 
you hit the rocks. The breeze is freshen
ing, Van Dyke. You're a good half-mile 
nearer than when I first saw you." 

The skipper of the Java Queen gave 
vent to an oath in his own guttural tongue, 
and Munro "grinned annoyingly in return 
as the Dutchman picked up the glasses 
and scanned the horizon, anxiously but 
vainly, for sight of some other vessel. 

"Not a thing in sight except our
selves," shouted Munro, with aggravat
ing persistence. "Better make up your 
mind. It'll be dark in another three 
hours." 

Van Dyke threw down the glasses in his 
mgc. 

"How much do you want to tow me to 
Singapore?" he shouted. "We're only two 
hundred and fifty miles from the eastern 
entrance to the Straits." 

"Twenty-five hundred pounds flat," 
answered Munro. 

"You're mad," roared back Van Dyke. 
"I know I am, you big squarehea.d. 

Damned mad you got six thousand pounds 
out of me for this scrap heap." 

"I'll give you five hundred pounds." 
"Keep it. It's worth more than that 

to watch her knock her bottom out on 
tho Samsungs. Twenty-five hundrOO; 
that's my price, and a cheap tow :at 
that. Better hurry up, as the nearer you 
get to those rocks, the higher goes my 
price." 

Captain Van Dyke left the wing of the 
bridge and gazed anxiously toward the 
danger under his lee. He would have one 
more try to get away from them and jump
ing to the telegraph he slammed it down 

to full speed. The water churned under 
the stem of the Java Queen. Slowly she 
moved ahead. And, as Van Dyke gazed 
toward the bow with staring eyes, her 
head swung in toward the land. With a 
hissing curse he rang down the order to 
stop. 

Munro noticed the effort and sidled his 
vessel closer. 

"I told you what she'd do," he yelled. 
"You've no more chance of keeping clear 
than you have of going to heaven when 
you die, and that's none." 

"I'll take your offer," yelled Van Dyke. 
"Get hold of me." 

"Put it down on paper with your name 
to it," shouted the other. "I've been bit
ten by you before and I'm taking no 
chances. I'll S£nd my boat over for the 
agreement.'' 

THE QUARTER boat was 
lowered into the water and, in 
charge of the second mate, 
pulled over to the side of the 

Java Queen, where the signed paper was 
lowered down on the end of a heaving 
line. A few minutes later Captain Munro 
smiled broadly as he read it aloud on the 
bridge of the Mongolian: 

'1 henby agree to pay to the master of 
the Mongolian the tuw ot twenty-five hun
dred poundB Cor salva� of Uu�: Ja� Qutm. 

-.roLIUS VA.'I DYIU:'_: 

"How about the seven circles now, 1\fr. 
Atkins?" grinned the skipper, as the chief 
engineer came mther hurriedly up to the 
bridge. "He's accepted my offer of 
twenty-five hundred pounds." 

"She'll never do it, Captain," said the 
chief gloomily. "I just came up to tell 
you that with the maneuvering of going 
ahead and astern she's developed a new 
kind of knock in the engines that I don't 
like the sound of. Ican'tsaywhat'swrong 
unless we stop and make an examination, 
but I can tell you she'll never tow that 
fellow to Singapore." 

"Godamighty," gasped the skipper, 
plucking the cap from his head and twist
ing it into a shapeless mass in his hands. 
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"You can't stop her now, just 'when I'm 
within an ace of getting back somo of 
that six thousand pounds this highway 
robber of a Dutchman got out of me." 

"It's the knock, Captain; it sounds 
bad." 

"To hell with the knock!" bawled back 
Munro, throwing his cap on to the deck 
and jumping on it with both feet. "Forget 
it. Plug up your ears so you can't hear 
it. And we ain't going to tow him-he's 
going to tow us. Proper way with a rud
derless ship. Get back below a:nd keep the 
engines going until they collapse about 
your feet, and if we ain't fast to Van Dyke 
by that time I'll say my chance ,is gone, 
but not before, by cripes!" 

He grabbed the megaphone as the chief 
backed down the ladder. 

"Get your hawser ready on the poop 
and I'll shackle on to my starboard cable," 
he roared to Van Dyke. 

"You're going to tow me," yelled back 
the Dutchman. 

"Which just shows you're no sailor
man," .retorted Munro. "You'd swing 
around like a hay barge in a tideway, with 
no rudder, and be a menace to all the ship
ping in the China Sea. I make fast to 
your stem, you steam ahead, and I'll steer 
you. We'll help with our engines, of 
course. Now get busy, those rocks aren't 
so far off now." 

On the forecastle focsle head Mr. Blake 
was already busy unshackling the cable 
from the anchor and, while Munro ma
neuvered the Mongolian close in under 
the stern of the other ship a heavy rope 
messenger was passed between the two 
vessels. Within an hour the eye of the 
big wire hawser was on the forceastlc 
hood and there remained only the task 
of connecting it to the cable and all 
would be secure. So far the engines 
had responded to every order, but the 
strain was beginning to tell on Captain 
Munro as he nervously paced the bridge 
watching the - proceedings. And the last 
few minutes seemed almost an eternity. 

"Get a move on with that shackle, Mr. 
Blake,'' he roared, unabletocontrol himself 
any longer. "Don't go to sleep on the job." 

"HardlY enough slack, sir." replied the 
mate. "Give her a touch ahead with the 
engines!' 

Impatiently the skipper rang down the 
order for slow ahead and listened for the 
familiar clankity-clank of the engines; but 
not a sound reached his ears. Just fOr a 
moment he waited; then, jerking the tele
graph twice in quick succession, rang the 
order again. But still there was no re
sponse. 

"Damnation !" he swore. "Am I going 
to lose him by a couple of feet?" 

With a force that nearly jerked the tele
graph out by the roots, he slammed down 
the order for full speed ahead. Then he 
turned an angry gaze toward the engine 
room, only to see Mr. Atkins racing madly 
along the deck. 

"Can't move her," gasped the chief, his 
face flushed to the roots of his hair. "She'_s 
gone and-" 

The skipper waited to hear no more, but 
grabbing the megaphone, he leveled it at 
the poop of the J aro Queen. 

"Pay out on that hawser," he fairly 
screamed. "Pay out, I say, you-you 
bunch of dead men. Stick it out lively, 
dodgast your hides." 

His words seemed to crystallize on their 
passage through the air, and almost im
mediately the wire sagged down into the 
water. lt wasonlya matterof incbesnow. 
Not daring to watch further, Munro 
leaned heavily on the rail and gazed down 
at the deck waiting for the worst. But 

_Mr. Blake was prepared. With a quick 
heave on the messenger, another two feet 
of the hawser was dragged up on the fore
castle Then nimbly slipping the shackle 
into place, the mate drove in the pin. 

Captain Munro raised his head as he 
heard the cry that all was secure and, with 
a heavy sigh of relief, wiped off the large 
bends of perspiration that were streaming 
down his face. Then hailing the Java 
Queen he gave the order to steam ahead. 
Slowly the hawser tightened as it felt tho 
strain; the chain cable grinded and 
scrnped over the steel stern. With Munro 
himself at the wheel, the J.fcmgolian 
sheered broad off the quarter of the Java 
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Queen and forced the rudderless ship 
around until her head pointed seaward. 
Then, after steaming out to a safe offing, 
Captain Munro pointed a course for 
Horsboro Light. «. HIS FACE begrimed and his 

clothes sodden with perspira
tion, Mr. Atkins made his way 

� dolefully up to the bridge to 
report to the captain. 

"She's made a proper job of it thiS time, 
Captain," he said gloomily. "Snapped the 
valve spindle and bent the eccentric." 

"Which in plainer language means 
what?" asked the skipper. 

"That we're even more helpless than 
the Ja�·a Queen," answered the chief, 
looking up in a rather guilty way. 

But to the engineer's complete surprise 
Captain Munro gave vent to a long and 
hearty laugh. 

"\Vel!, we should worry when we're well 
fast to a new boat with a good engine in 
her," he chuckled, giving the wht.--cl a 
twist as the Java Queen sheered ofr her 
course. "She's yanking us along faster 
than we could go under our own power, 
and I wonder what that big Dutchman 
would give to know he's burning up his 
coal and paying twenty-five hundred 
pounds for the privilege of towing a dis
abled vessel into port? He would be 
pleased, I'm sure!" 

"Gosh, but you were lucky to get tied 
up to him, sir," remarked the chief more 
cheerfully. "You just managed it in 
time." 

"Seven times round in a circle and back 
out stern-first over the rim-that's what 
did it," laughed the skipper, giving the 
wheel another twist. 

And two days later, the vessels .:zig
:r.agged their way through the narromA by 
Horsboro Light and entered the eastern 
end of the Straits. Within a few more 
hours they cased up to a slow speed as 
they approached Singapore. Finally they 
came to a standstill in the outer harbor, 
and the anchors were dropped and haws
ers cast off. 

Placing the signed agreement in his 
pocket, Captain Munro lost no time in 
hailing a sampan a.nd proct!t.-ding along
side the Java Queen, where Van Dyke 
stood looking over the mil with a ·scowl 
on his face as black as a tropical squall. 

"Don't come on board my ship," he 
growled, as the sampan gmted alongside. 
"Here is your check and be gone. I never 
want to see you again." 

''And I can't say I'm particularly anx
ious to remain in your company," Munro 
shot back, standing up in the boat and ex
amining the check in a deliberate and an
noying manner. "Here's the agreement 
all signed and fixed up," he added, rolling 
the paper into a ball and throwing it up 
to the deck. "But, before I go, I ·want to 
thank you for towing us in. We got fast 
to you just in time; a matter of inches, 
that's all it was. But the check's big 
enough to put the Mougolian in good order 
and then leave a nice wad over for myself. 
Goodby, Captain Van Dyke, and thank 
you again for the tow," :Munro laughed, 
as the sampan pushed clear of the side. 

Van Dyke made no reply, but glared 
viciously at Munro as he pulled away; 
and knowing the .JlongolWn, he spat out 
an oath from between his teeth. 

Back on board his own ship James 
Munro called the chief engineer and Mr. 
Blake to his cabin, where, with Vnn 
Dyke's check placed in the omtcr of the 
table, they drank to the future success of 
the Mongolian. __ 

"We'll go ashore in the morning and 
arrange about getting the engines fixed 
up in proper order, .l\ir. Atkins," remarked 
the skipper. "From now on she's not going 
to miss any charters." 

"Not if we carry the same luck as we 
had when she got tied up to the Java 
Queen," the chief agreed, and smiled 
broadly. 

"Seven times round the circle and back 
out stern·first over the rim. That's the 
stuff to give 'em. It's known at sea as 
squaring the circle," laughed the skipper, 
leaning back in his chair and draining his 
glass. 



The NATURE of the BEAST 
By CLYDE B. H O U G H  

T

USKY was a wild boar. H e  lay 
in a mud puddle in a tropic jungle 
and grunted his appreciation. True, 

the mud was not very cool, but Tusky 
wus lucky to have any mud at all to lie in 
and I suspect that he knew as much. It 
was the dry season in the tropics and 
mud was scarce. 

On the edge of the mud puddle-she 
lmd been unchivalrously crowded out by 
Tusky-lay the sow; and thirteen young 
pigs rooted and nosed one another for a 
chance to suck their mother's twelve 
nearly dry dugs. :Food was stringently 
scarce in that jungle at this particular 
time and the sow wus hard put to it to 
root herself enough nourishment to gen
erate milk for her offspring. But these 
things interested Tusky not at all. He 
was the father of those thirteen pigs and, 
had you come to that place and picked up 
one of the pigs in your hands and had it 
squealed and attracted Tusky's attention, 
he probably would have charged you, 

'" 

though not on account of his progeny, but 
because he would have resented your 
presence. Tusky lived for and ·was in. 
terested in just three things: to fight, to 
eat and to wallow by the hour in soft, 
cool mud. 

Tusky, the boar, rose from the mud 
puddle reluctantly and grunted dis-. 
gustcdly. He was hungry and hunger 
was his second great passion, while wal. 
lowing in the mud was his third. Tusky 
trotted off through the jungle in search of 
food. He was not at any time a slick, 
gorgeous beast to exclaim over. But now 
thC lean season had rendered him lean 
indeed. His warty skin hung in folds, 
resembling nothing so much as vast rolls 
of outrageously coarse emery cloth._ His 
large, white tusks-the �nly clean things 
about him-curved up at either side of his 
long, powerful jaws, curved as fiercely as 
the Kaiser's mustache; and they were far 
more formidable. 

Tusky trotted along with short, choppy, 
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little steps, after the manner of all pigs. 
His snout hung close to the ground, 
thrust forward as if it were a sort of pilot 
to guide him through the thick, scorched, 
half dead jungle growth. 

The afternoon sun slanted mercilessly 
through gaps here and there between mas
sive, royal palms, through tufted bamboo 
and driftod, like flakes of molten gold, 
down between the thick and twisted iron 
woods. And Tusky's snout, ever thrust 
forward, piloted him in and out among 
the giant brunches of super.giant trees, 
branches that had reached downward and 
taken root in the earth. It was almost 
dark in these sylvan arcades where gray 
Spanish moss hung in long streamers like 
age worn, moth eaten portiCres. 

On account of the semi.darkness, the 
ground here still retained some semblance 
of moisture and, therefore, also a few bugs 
and other insects. It was here then that 
Tusky employed his snout in the business 
for which it had really been created
rooting in the ground, unearthing bugs, 
worms and soft, young roots. These were 
the things that he lived upon, largely. 
That last is a paradox, for Tusky's living 
just now was anything but large. 

Tusky rooted, and rooted hard. It is 
no snap, this plowing up the earth with 
the end of your nose. And to make the 
job doubly hard, that particular bit of 
ground was literally veined, traced, 
crossed and recrossed by hard, tough, old 
roots that simply could not be eaten, even 
by a wild boar. Tusky found but a scant 
few soft sprouts and still fewer bugs. So 
at the end of an hour he snorted the dirt 
out of his nostrils and slithered off through 
the jungle once again in search of more 
fertile pastures. 

Presently Tusky came upon an etJOr
mous clump or cluster of bamboos. ! . It 
was a regular family-nay, a whole com
munity--of giant roods that covered a 
space as large as a city block; another 
damp spot that harbored a few bugs and 
worms. But this place was also sorely 
infested by roots, obnoxious roots these, 
with great, hard thorns on them. Still 
Tusky had fed here before and knew 

about the bugs and worms, so he pulled 
off his coat, figuratively, and tied into the 
job. He rooted and grunted, puffed and 
snorted dirt out of his nostrils. He caught 
one small worm and a still smaller bug. 
Then he picked up a spoor that promised 
something bigger. Yes, Tusky could trail 
the earth people by their scent in the dirt. 

The spoor led along a winding tunnel as 
large as a man's thumb. Tusky gave a 
deep grunt of satisfaction, plunged his 
snout into the dirt and pressed forward 
with the weight of his body, jerking his 
head up and down, snorting, throwing 
dirt right and left. Presently he reached 
the end of the tunnel and the bug. It was 
a big, black bug, big as a humming bird. 
Tusky s·wallowed it-the bug-whole, 
alive and kicking. 

But what was that noise above? It 
was a ripping, crashing sound. Surely 
something was falling. Tusky's little eyes 
tumod upward and he saw it coming� 
a forty foot bamboo that was seven inches 
in diameter. Too much dirt had been 
rooted away from the roots. Tusky 
moved, fast, away from that place. The 
bamboo swished and crashed to the 
ground and Tusky kept going. 

So after awhile he came to the edge of a 
pond. It was a large pond; slimy, soggy 
logs were half submerged in the ink black 
water and enormous green leaves, large as 
blankets, floated on the surface. More 
damp ground here at the edge of the water 
and, therefore, a likely place to look for a 
meal. Tusky began rooting and soon 
found something edible. It must hav� 
been some delectable root, for he stopped 
to chew it with a swift, snapping mov� 
ment. The next thing he unearthed was 
something alive. It was a sort of lizard 
that was enjoying a spell ashore, under a 
piece of molding bark. 

Tusky had turned the piece of bark 
over and the amphibian had scurried 
toward the pond. Tusky followed with a 
rush. The water lizard reached the pond 
and disappeared without any noise to ad
vertise its going. Then the dark water 
parted with a swift, hissing sound and a 
long, triangular head plunged ashore, 
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followed by several foot of heavily armored 
body-a crocodile! The crocodile's long 
jaws opened and shut like one flash of red 
lightning. But they shut on thin air, for 
in that same flash Tusky had pivoted on 
his hind legs and simply made tracks. He 
did not even take time to look back. 

Yes, Tusky was a fighting fool, but not 
such a fool as to ftght a crooodile. You 
should be told that some thousand of 
years ago, Tusky's ancestors got together 
and decided that it was not to the best 
interest of the swine family for boars to 
fight crocodiles. Thereafter, the ruling 
became an instinct and as such has ever 
since been handed down from progenitor 
to progeny. 

As Tusky the boar headed away from 
the JXlDd and the unfriendly crocodile he 
became aware of night spreading over the 
jungle. This ended the business of feed
ing for that day. Tusky trotted leisurely 
along, returning to his mud puddle. 

THE HOT tropic sun had dis
appeared beyond the western 
ocean. Shadows were deepen
ing swiftly among the trees. 

Some monkeys, hurrying home through 
the tree tops and the branches above, · 
chattered to one another. A vampire bat 
roused from his daily sleep where he had 
been clinging all day in the fronds of a 
palm tree, his head hanging down. He 
spread his five feet of wings and flapped 
away, a huge blot against the darkening 
sky. 

Tusky reached the mud puddle and 
snouted the sow out. The little pigs 
squealed, fretfully, and their mother 
grunted an angry protest, but Tusky was 
obdurate, relentless. Protests carried no 
weight with him. For fifteen minutes he 
lay on one side, soaking up cool mire. 
Then he rose lazily and eased down on the 
other side with a contented grunt. 

A great white moon wheeled up the sky 
and etched out the trees and their limbs 
in black and silver. Tusky was disturlx-d 
by the nearby baying of some wild dogs. 
Tusky rose up, thin mud dripping from 
his belly and trickling down hia legs. Rage 

possessed, he rushed fifty feet toward the 
sound and then stopped, stiff legged, his 
small eyes staring redly. He saw the dogs 
coming-a pack, five of them--as they 
passed through a broad patch of moon
light. He grunted a savage challenge, 
rushed forward another fifty feet and then 
stopped, stiff legged. 

The sow marshaled her pigs and hur
ried them off in the other direction. She 
knew about those wild dogs, knew that 
they were after the young and tender 
meat that was her pigs. 

Tusky waited and watched for the dogs 
to come on. They came, but they were 
mighty hungry, else they would not have 
come to face an issue with Tusky. As 
a matter of fact, they were hoping even 
now to avoid a fight. Their aim was to 
snatch a pig apiece and get away, clean. 
They were not ferocious, Himalayan wild 
dogs, these. They were the descendants 
of domestic canines that had left the 
homes of men but a few generations back. 

But Tusky was not concerned with the 
desires, the intentions, or antecedents of 
these wild dogs. Neither was he consid
ering the safety of his pigs. He simply 
wanted to fight. Beyond that he knew 
nothing, cared nothing. Fighting was his 
first groat passion. Nature had created 
him so, and for a purpose. 

The dogs were twenty paces away. 
Tusky "broke" with a rush. One fiercely 
curved tusk found entry between two dog 
ribs. An agonized yelp ceased, half ut
tered and a dog was flung aside to die. In 
the same instant another canine set his 
teeth among the tendons on the back of 
the boar's short neck. 

Tusky was off to a grand start with all 
the signs pointing to a large evening ahead. 
Tusky shook himself with a violent effort, 
but the fiery teeth plowed deeper among 
the tendons on the back of his neck. He 
felt two other dogs tearing at his flanks. 
He lunged at the one in front of him, 
missed and was repaid by a vicious slash 
in the soft part of his throat-and that 
awful devil with the fangs of fire was still 
tearing at the back of his neck. 

Tusky swung around a.itd caught one 
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of the brutes at his flank across the small 
of its back. His long, strong jaws crunched 
and a spinal cord parted. That left 
three. 
None of the combatants thought of 

stopping now. The lust of the kill 
was upon them all and the dogs, for 
the time being, were as brave as the 
boa<. 

zied agony. He swung the dog's hinder 
parts around and got at its belly. He 
disemboweled it completely, and still the 
dog held on, its jaws locked in death. 
Tusky lunged forward, weakly, and 
something snapped in the back of his 
neck. He heard it distinctly. Then his 
lights went out and he dropped-into 
eternity. 

At last four dogs were dead or helplessly 
dying, but those red hot fangs still tugged 
on the tendons at the back of Tusky's 
neck. He reared and wrenched in frcn-

But all the wild dogs in that vicinity 
were now wiped out and so thirteen little 
pigs were safe to grow up and beget other 
little pigs. 

SONG AGAINST GOODBY 
By HARRY KEMP 

DON'T say goodbyl We'll meet again somewhere, 
Because good comrades always meet again . . •  
Adventure always has a need for men: 
We have dared dangerous stars, breathed burning air, 

Bent sails together; we have fought ashore, 
Shoulder to shoulder, in the lusty brawl 

�:e�l11 �:e�
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Where storms, at first scarce noted by the eye, 
Half sank us, we have somehow floundered through; 
We'll meet again, while there's more work to do, 
Ships still to sail, and other wars to fight 
Where dreadful dawns assail the deafened night . .  , 
Go home, and rest a little, if you will; 
The world's around the corner, waiting still. 
Upon the sea, on land, or in• the air, 
As we are men, we'll meet again somewhere! 
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By ARED W HITE 

AIN FOX ELTON, cipher ex- introduced Elton into the gay Continental 
pert and star operative of the atmosphere of the Von Kulm chateau. It 
American Military Intelligence, was 'all Elton could do to keep in touch 

went to Switzerland instructed to pene- with the French operatives ; with his ewn 
trate the spy nest of the notorious Ger- assistant, Sergeant Walters ; with Colonel 
man spymaster known as Count Kuhn. Rand of headquarters at Orly. Elton 
This Gertnan, Von Kulm, lived in a great gladly agreed to sign and mail through 
chateau overlooking Lake Geneva, and the official, uncensored consula�e post 
disarmed suspicions of the neutral Swiss office the letters that Von Kulm dictated 
by posing as a rich eccentric exiled by th� to him. 
war. But the Gertnans did not know that in 

In his chateau he surrounded himself his wardrobe closet at the Beau Rivage 
with a small army of fashionable assist- Hotel Elton at night deciphered some of 
ants, who were ·as adept at drinking their secret ink messages. Thus he was 
champagne with diplomats as they were p.repared for almost everything they pro
at the sinister business of doing away with posed, 
their own unfortunate comrades who knew However, their latest trick was al-
too much. most unexpected. As he was about to 

Not only loyal Gertnans were Von leave the Von Kulm chateau after a par
Kulm's aides; he frequently duped in- ticularly brilliant dinner party, Elton was 
nocent French and Americans into serv- called back. The Russian, Lomonosoff, 
ing him. His women operatives, Made- wanted to see him. As Elton faced Lo
moiselle Le Rivet and Senora Quarraza, monosoff in a private room, Lomonosoff 
had flirted many an Allied officer off his attempted to shoot him-but the pistol 
feet - particularly Senora Quarraza. misfired. As Elton grappled with the 
Mademoiselle had taken pity on Captain Russian some one entered the door and 
Farnham, the American who had pre- shot Lomonosoff dead. Suddenly the 
ceded Fox Elton into Switzerland; but she room was filled with witnesses, all of them 
was helpless to prevent Farnham's return evidently convinced that Elton had fired 
to Paris as an American officer handling t.be shot. 
communications from Von Kulm. Made- The mysterious Von Kulm himself en
moiselle Le Rivet found herself liking. tered, and his ingratiating flunky, Mon
Elton too; and such personal considera- sieur Za. 
tions are extremely dangerous in secret However, Von Kulm's so-called sec-
service. retary, a most impressive man known as 

Von Kulm had evidently decided that Herr Sirwolten, did not appear. Von 
Elton's sojourn in Switzerland was of Kulm ordered Elton held in the chateau 
major importance� for his minions soon and left the room. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

VON KULM'S TRIBUNAL 

U

PON the departure of Count Kulm 
from the room in which Vladimir 
Lomonosoff lay dead, Monsieur Za. 

shook himself out of his servile pose and 
again asserted his authority. At Za's 
bark, two of the count's retainers, in the 
velvet coats and satin breeches of the 
chli.teau service, entered; two hulking men 
with the faces of Bavarians. :At a terse 
guttural order from Za, one of these at
tendants placed himself at each side of 
Elton. 

"You have heard the command of his 
Excellency," said Za through tight lips. 
"It is wise that you conduct yourself 
agreeably, monsieur." 
Elton marched complacently between 

his two custodians. Neither of them was 
openly armed, and Elton knew that; he 
could readily slip their heavy wits. The 
broad open windows of the second floor 
of the chateau offered a Teady exit, but he 
knew that escape, tempting as it might 
appear at the moment, was a dubious ad
venture. No doubt, he reasoned, the care 
with which Von Kulm guarded himself 
against possible violence extended out-
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side the chateau. And escape, even if he 
succeeded in getting completely out of 
Von Kulm's lake domain, meant thread· 
ing his way under cover to Anncmasse 
across the Swiss frontier; the abandon
ment of his mission. Tragic as was his 
present predicament, he quickly decided 
that but one course lay ahead of him. He 
must play the game through to the end. 
They mounted a half stairs, after cross

ing forward through the chU.teau, trav
ersed a network of hallways in a wing of 
the-place, climbed a full flight to the top
most floor, and ended their jaunt in front 
of a door of ordinary thickness, apparently 
of walnut, with thin panels. The room 
iJ1to which he was taken was simply but 
comfortably furnished. The window panes 
were small squares of eight inches, puttied 
in ordinary stained wood. 

A flimsy prison, Elton thought, as the 
two men left him alone. There was no 
clicking of locks or rasping of bolts as the 
door closed upon him. But when he tried 
the door, first gently, then with firmness, 
he found it securely locked. He also made 
a second discovery, verifying it with the 
point of his knife. The door was cam· 
ouflaged steel, and the frames of the little 
windows also were of metal. A cell in 
everything except appearance. Count 
Kulm was well equipped to entertain those 
guests whose departure was not to his 
liking. 
In the face of danger Elton had always 

found his mettle at its best, a crisis seem· 
ing only to steady his nerves, stimulate 
his faculties. Not even the spectacle of 
Lomonosoff dead at his feet had unstrung 
him. But now that the crisis was past and 
he was alone, the reactions struck him, a 
slight weakness at the knees, a feeling of 
faintness, a tremor in his hand. 
He lighted a cigaret to test the steadi

ness of his hand. The flame shook fitfully 
and then steadied as he mastered himself. 
He had no doubt that German eyes 
watched his every move, intent on fathom
ing his every thought, and he was de
termined there should be nothing in his 
actions they could interpret as funk. 
He would hold himself inscrutable until 

Von Kulm finally showed his hand. 
After a time he got ready for bed. Since 

there was no switch to be found in the 
rOom controlling the light cluster in the 
high ceiling, he guessed that the Ger
mans did not intend to entrust him to 
darkness. If the lights were a safeguard 
against self-destruction or attempted es
cape, they served their purpose. But if 
they were meant to keep Elton under ob
servation, he cheated the plan by the sim
ple expedient of drawing the bed covers 
about his head. 
It was one o'clock when he turned in. 

There was no knowing at what hour in the 
morning Von Kulm would send for him. 
Having been up late, it was likely that 
the count would sleep well into the fore
noon. Or again, if there was anything in 
the count's appearance of an ancient file 
of the old Gemlan army, he might roll out 
at daybreak, soldier fashion, and want to 
proceed immediately with Elton's in
quisition. In either event, Elton decided 
to make good use of the intervening time. 
There was the whole adventure to be gone 
over in detail; searched, analyzed, one in
cident compared with another, in an ef
fort to divine the German purpose. 
But as he struggled on, hour after hour, 

with the black enigma of the Russian's 
assassination, the resultant charge against 
him of Lomonosoff's murder, he found 
himself completely bafficd. Whatever 
theory he adopted was replete with con
flicting elements and illogical factors. 
Why, since they had him securely en
tangled, should they wish to spring a sec
ond trap? Was thcr� some new and 
desperate use they had for him, a usc be
yond the mailing of their messages in in· 
visible inks through the official American 
mail? If so, why did they not resort to 
any one of a hundred traps that did not 
involve wanton murder? 
Had they broken his masquerade? He 

searched every wisp of evidence of this 
possibility, went over his every action 
since reaching Switzerland. He had taken 
but one chance, that of withholding Fam· 
ham's letter, the one that called for the 
St. Mil1iel battle plans. Dut there had not 
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been time yet for them to know that the 
letter was missing from the mails at Paris. 
As for the message he gave to Sergeant 
Walters, that was in code, not cipher, and 
the �rman secret service would have only 
a litter of meaningless figures even if they 
intercepted the message. 

Most puzzling of all was the despemte 
means used to spring this trap. The fact 
that Lomonosoff was the spy double might 
account for his presence in the chateau. 
But if the Russian awaited his hour of 
vengeance upon Von Kuhn, why should 
he attempt to kill Elton? And why should 
some one in hid� shoot down the Rus
sian? 

Two vital circwnstances removed any 
JX)SSible doubt that Inmonosoff's murder 
was intentional, that it was not the act of 
some unseen individual, the product of a 
private erunity. The first of these was the 
defective cartridge, which had failed to 
explode when the pistol was leveled at 
Elton's heart. The second was an inci· 
dent of the pistol itself. The Russian had 
aimed a weapon fitted with a special front 
sight. The weapon that Za's henchman 
had examined and turned over for evi· 
dence had regulation sights. Elton had 
caught the deft substitution at the time, 
and diScretely held his tongue, since it 
warned him that any words of his were un
availing. 

By morning he was as far from a solu
tion of the mystery as when he began. He 
had worked out every conceivable theory 
only to conclude in the end that he was 
helpless to fathom the German intricacies 
until there was a further development. 
But of one thing he had no doubts, that 
the Gennan secret service planned to 
make some sinister usc of their advantage. 

ELTON lay in bed until roused 
for breakfast, which was brought 
in to him, an ample breakfast 
served by a butler who re-

mained in the room, without speaking, 
until Elton had eaten. Welcome as he 
foWld breakfast, the fact that it was 
served to him was not a comforting omen, 
It told him that Von Kuhn was not re-

sorting to ordinary prison tricks, of bring
ing him up for inquisition on an empty 
stomach. Trifling as this incident might 
seem, it was eloquent of German con
fidence, of their belief in themselves in 
dealing with their prisoner. 

It was shortly after breakfast that the 
summons came. Another disquieting de
tail. They did not keep him chafing 
through the morning. The same two 
liveried Bavarians, one on each side of 
him, escorted him through the chateau, 
down two flights of stairs and into a broad 
reception room. Monsieur Za was waiting 
in the room. He disappeared into an inner 
chamber and reappeared promptly. 

"His Excellency is prepared to receive 
you, monsieur," said Za with feigned po-
liteness. "Please to enter." 

At a broad, long table sat Von Kuhn, 
a graven image, in the manner of a regi· 
mental martinet receiving some refractory 
junior at headquarters. At the table with 
him sat the man who had followed close 
behind the count at the Red Room in 
Berne, Herr Sirwolten, the Von Kulm 
secretary, The others of the German 
chiefs intimate retinue were seated about 
the room, at rear and on the sides of Von 
Kulm. 

After a long silence in which Von Kuhn 
merely sat looking at Elton in bilious bad 
temper, the count turned to Herr Sir
wolten. 

"My representative will please deal 
with the American," Von Kuhn an· 
nounced, and leaned back, folded his arms 
and lapsed into his stolid silence. 

"Captain Elton," said Herr Sirwolten, 
"it will simplify matters a great deal if we 
proceed with the utmost frankness. No 
matter what subterfuges may be thought 
noccssary in the ordinary practises of 
espionage and COWlter-espionage activity, 
let us forget those conceits for the time 
being." 

The man spoke in an easy, matter-of
fact, ahnost friendly voice. But Elton 
found himself engrossed, not with his in
troductory words, but by the remarkable 
transformation in the man since th8.t 
night ho had seen him dining at the Red 
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Room of the Bellevue Palace. Herr Sir
wolten's large gray eyes were not now the 
lenses of field glasses, a comparison Elton 
had made at his first sight of the man. 
They glowed with an inscrutable vitality 
that might have boon amusement, un
derstanding, arrogance, intimidation, or 
all of these. Their set, far apart under a 
forehead that was even broader and more 
dominant than Elton first thought, was 
that of a man of the highest order of in
telligence. Elton felt the mettle of the 
man as he sat looking back at him, a man 
to be reckoned with. 

"Proceed, monsieur," Elton replied 
simply. 

"I wish, to begin with, to present cer
tain facts," Herr Sirwolten proceeded. 
"First of all, here is an empty cartridge. It 
was picked up in the room where the 
Russian, Vladimir Lomonosoff, was killed 
during the course of a quarrel with you, 
a quarrel overheard by many persons in 
the chateau, including Swiss officers and 
seveml neutral attuchCs. The cartridge 
fits the pistol you were holding at the time 
the room was entered. The pistol had just 
been fired. These facts, Captain Elton, 
would convince any reasonable court of 
your guilt, is that not so?" 

"Except," said Elton stiffly, "these are 
not facts you have just stated, Herr Sir
wolten." 

Sirwolten'seyes sparkleddefiniteamuse
ment. 

"Even so," he affirmed easily. "But 
you must not confuse fact with sentiment. 
Facts are what appear to be, what can be 
proven-not what actually is, my dear 
Captain. Since that is incontrovertible, 
will you not admit the case against you is 
rather complete and conclusive?" 

"You overlook any JX>Ssible motive, 
Herr Sirwolien. The courts, any court, 
would consider that I had never known 
the Russian, that he sent for me as I was 
leaving the chllteau where I was a guest, 
that we had no reason to quarrel." 

"Motives are easily supplied." Herr 
Sirwoltcn smiled. "An especially JX>Wer
ful motive appears to have escaped your 
eyes, my Captain, unless you merely 

equivocate now. But there is a choice of 
motives-and we will oome to that later." 

Elton shifted involuntarily, a slight rift 
in his composure induced by the other's 
relentless eyes. He caught himself in
stantly and smiled. Sirwolten smiled back 
his understanding of Elton's slight ner
vousness. 

"In any event," Elton rejoined ca.lmly, 
"I appear to be convicted here, no mat
ter what I say." 

"Precisely, Captain." Herr Sirwolten's 
smile was insinuating. "And you will 
agree that there is no tribunal that can 
claim a wider authori�y in passing judg
ment against you than that before which 
you now sit.:• 

"You do not make yourself clear, Herr 
Sirwolten." 

"Please do not keep up a senseless pre
tense, Captain. You may have thought 
us very stupid, and with very good rea
sons, in the past. But surely you have 
revised that view by now." 

"Please be more explicit." 
"Of course. If you wish me to put into 

words what is clearly in our minds, I will 
oblige. We here in this chamber are of the 
Imperial German secret service, at tho 
head of international operations in Swit� 
zcrland. In the oourse of our operations 
we laid a snare for you, and you fell into 
it. You have been useful to us in mailing 
certain oommunications, despite any men
tal reservations you may have held. And 
now, Captain Elton, will you declare your 
purpose in Switzerland with equal frank
ness to that in which I have spoken?" 

"An officer of Engineers, attached to 
the Signal Corps, sent into Switzerland on 
an honorable mission," replied Elton 
promptly. 

"That mission being-" 
"The purchase of certain Swiss manu

factured instruments, Herr Sirwolten." 
Sirwolten's jaw snapped shut. 
"Bah," he sneered. "Since you feel you 

must equivocate, let me put the words in 
your mouth. You are Captain Fox Elton, 
American Military Intelligence Service, in 
Switzerland to match your wits against 
those of his Excellency, the Count Kuhn!" 
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"Thank you for the information," El
ton parried coolly, a cynical smile on his 
lips as he faced the fact that he was un
masked. "I suppose it is useless for me 
to deny anything you may care to charge 
against me." 

"Senseless, rather than useless,'' snapped 
Sirwolten. His words became more in
cisive. "But from now on let us not play 
with words. His Excellency has other 
claims upon his time, so we must con
clude this disoourse as promptly as pos· 
sible." 

"Very well; proceed." 
"You came here to kill his Excellency-" 
"Assassination is not an American 

method," Elton interrupted. 
"Another mere play on words, Captain 

Elton. If you had succeeded in getting his 
Excellency into the hands of one of your 
AUied courts, the result would have been 
quite the sarne." 

"At least," Elton responded satirically, 
"he would not have to face trial on a con
cocted murder charge." 

"A mere matter of expediency, my dear 
Captain. The only reason we have not 
dealt with you as a spy, in our own good 
way, is that your life is too valuable to us, 
if I have not underestimated your intelli
gence. That being the case, we have a 
choice to offer you now." 

"An honorable choice, Herr SirwoltenP" 
"A sensible one at least, my Captain. 

Your decision, of course, depends upon 
whether you are ruled by your intelli
gence or by foolish sentiment." 

"You said we were not to waste words," 
Elton reminded him. 

"You have your choice of doing as we 
wish you to do, or of being surrendered to 
the Swiss courts. Our wishes will require 
the forwarding as your own of certain re
ports to your Military Intelligence, of 
mailing letters as you have been doing in 
the past, and effecting certain contacts 
with the French secret service in Geneva." 

"All of this, Herr Sirwolten," Elton re
plied, "is based on your mere assumption 
that I am of the American Secret Service. 
Might it not be that you are taking a 
great deal for granted?" 

"Let me set you at ease on that score, 
Captain. We oon(ront you with no mere 
assumption. When I first saw you dining 
alone at the Red Room of the Bellevue 
Palace at Berne, your face suggested 
grave possibilities. Your ride with the 
French military attache, the reports o( 
your actions almost convinced me that my 
intuitions were at fault. It was not until 
the French betmyed you, Captain Elton, 
that we saw how completely you had 
fooled us. Your midnight plunge from the 
French motorboat into Lake Geneva 
escaped our agents, and your conferences 
with Monsieur lklugemont." 

"The French; eh?" 
Elton said this reflectively the while his 

mind searched the German's charge. 
How, indeed, had Von Kulm's henchman 
learned of his plunge, if not through the 
French? How else could they have pene
trated his masquerade after he had fooled 
them completely? 

"The French would have no cause to 
tell you that," he replied presently, in a 
voice that had lost its assurance. 

"So you may surmise, Captain Elton," 
said Sirwolten. "But, except for their 
good offices, you might have fooled us in
definitely, even as the Russian might have 
accomplished his devilish mission. The 
French you see, are very obliging. So 
now, Captain Elton-your decision." 

"You expect me to enter your service?" 
Von Kulm's secretary gave a hollow 

laugh. 
"We expect nothing so absurd as that," 

ho replied. "The price of your life is that 
you do as you are told. As n mere matter 
of form, we wHl administer our oath to 
you, but we realize perfectly that you will 
accept that with mental reservations." 

"You do not object then to-to my 
reservations?" 

"Of course not. IC it will amuse you to 
think you can escape the consequences of 
your acts now that we know you for what 
you are, you are most welcome to your 
reservations. We feel entirely able to take 
care of our interests, my dear Captain 
Elton." 

Elton sat for several moments gazing 
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into the cool, level eyes of Herr Sirwolten. 
"Very well," he replied. "I accept." 
Sirwolten turned at once to Von Kulm 

and addressed him with deference. 
"Was there anything your Excellency 

wished further?" he inquirod. 
Von Kulm started, blinking in the way 

of a man who has been ca.ught napping. 
"No, nothing," he said in a thin voice. 

"Nothing at all," he added in a louder 
voice, in which there was a rather forced 
assertion of authority. 
Sirwolten rose, the others with him in 

unison. 
"As soon as certain formalities have 

been disposed of by Monsieur Za," he 
charged Elton, "you are free to return to 
Geneva and go about without restriction. 
But please to remember conceit is a dan
gerous weakness-and yours might easily 
prove fatal to you." 

CHAPTER XX 

MONSIEUR ZA was bubbling over 
with an arrogant sort of self-sat
isfaction as he was left in charge 

of Elton. He snapped his fingers impa
tiently at one of the chateau attendants, 
who interpreted the unspoken order by 
bringing a sheet of colored linen pn.per, a 
pen contained in a glass of water and a 
small lancet. 
"Monsieur will please to remove his 

tunic," Za instructed. ''A prick of the 
knife, a dip of the pen and monsieur will 
sign the Imperial oath of allegiance with 
his own red ink." 
Elton extended his ann nonchalantly. 
"An absurdity," he said, "but I sup

pose I must put up with it." 
"A valuable document when it is 

signed, monsieur," said Za. He gave the 
lancet a quick thrust and handed Elton 
the pen. "Sign please before 1 he ink con
geals." 
"With reservations," said Elton as he 

dashed his name upon the document and 
returned it to Za. "An oath nndcr duress.'' 
''As I said a moment ago," replied Za, 

handing the accomplished oath to the; 
flunky for disposition, "a valuable docu
ment when signed. At least it gives us the 
power of life and death over you." 
"Well, what next!" 
''The matter of a report, monsieur. A 

report which .we wish made to the chief 
of your secret service in France." 
Za snapped his fingers again. The ser

vant brought a typewritten sheet and 
handed it to him. After reading it through, 
Za passed it to Elton. 
- "Sign, monsieur," he commanded. 
"When that is done we will proceed to 
Geneva, where you may place your report 
in the consulate mail." 
"You must have felt quite sure of your

selves, Za, to have this prepared in ad
vance." 
"When his Excellency sets his mind to a 

thing, it never fails," boasted Za. "Mon
sieur is not the first American officer to 
take our oath, and will not be the last if 
more of your kind dare to set foot in 
Switzerland.'' 
If Elton expected to sign a report whose 

very extravagance and absurdity would 
betray it to Colonel Rand when the docu
ment reached . headquarters, he was 
startled by the uncanny understanding in 
which the thing had been prepared. He 
saw that, brief as it was, it served several 
purposes. Not only would it reassure 
Colonel Rand, but it also paved the way 
for Elton 1o stay in Switzerland for an in
definite period. It read: 

Dea.r Colonel: Things progress weU. I have 
:!Ceured a numher of ex<:ellect leads. but find we 
were mistaken about that Von Kulm suspicion. 
The German secret service doesn't amount to 
n.s much as reported over here in Switurland, 
thanb to Swi.<:! neutrality precautioru>. I am 
working with the Swiss and French to good 
purpose, and find myself able to promise you 
excellent result.'!, as well as a complete report, 
witJ1in thirty days. Please pay no attention to 
the mails for the next few ..,.eekJi. It would be 
found out if you intercept letters and spoil all 
ourplansoverhere. 

Very respectfully yo�u"', 
-rox ELTON, C&ptain, Engr. U. S. Army 

Even while he was signing his name to 
the bogus report Elton was busy with his 
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plans of circumventing its purposes. · If 
Colonel Rand should drop the scrutiny of 
the official mails, Elton knew that the 
consequences might prove serious. His 
manner was perfunctory as he returned 
the report to Za, who sealed it and put it 
in his pocket. 

"Before we disembark at Geneva, I 
shall return the letter to you for posting, 
monsieur. But please to dismiss any 
thought you may have of cheating the 
mailbag at your consulate. Observant 
eyes shall accompany you hereafter, when 
you go to the new German-American post 
office." 

The launch in which Elton had come to 
the chatca.u was waiting for them, from 
which Elton deduced that the craft was 
really held at the disposal of Za. As they 
neared Geneva, Za gave Elton his further 
instructions. 

"By Herr Sirwolten's instructions, given 
in the name of Count Kulm, you are to 
contact the French secret service," said 
Za. "It was left to me to carry out the 
further details." His voice became per
emptory. "I direct that you proeeed, as 
soon as it is nightfall, to the Cafe du 
Nord." 

"Is that an order--or a request, Za?" 
Elton baited the pompous little inter
mediary mischievously. 

"An order, monsieur!" said Za. He 
laughed malevolently. "Ha! Matters have 
changed since monsieur dared to insult me 
in public at the dining room of the Beau 
Rivage." 

"So that's what has been eating at 
you?" laughed Elton. "I knew that 
your feeling against me was something 
more than merely official hatred, but 
really hadn't guessed your caliber that 
small." 

".Monsieur will obey my orders!" Za 
retaliated petulantly. 

"On the other hand, if you make your
self obnoxious, I shall let Herr Sinvolten 

' know that I'll have nothing further t.o do 
with you," Elton threatened, smiling in
wardly. "Put your words in the form of 
requests." 

11 · "A request, then," agreed Za grudging-

ly. "You will seek out the French to
night at the Du Nord?" 

"For what purpose-what is it I'm ex

pected to do?" 
"As you please, monsieur." Za was 

evidently grateful to have their conversa
tion returned to a basis of outward po
liteness. "It does not matter." 

"But I don't understand what I'm ex
pected to learn," Elton persisted, genu
inely puzzled by the other's terse reply. 

"It docs not matter," Za repeated. 
"You meet with the French secret agent 
at the Cafe du Nord, you confer with him, 
you say what you wish. Voila! That is 
all." 

"Then there's nothing special I'm to 
bring up." 

"But no, monsieur, Nothing." � WHEN they landed at the Quai 
du Mont Blanc Za took the 

5ii ����ed 
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"In your hand you will carry it to the 
consulate, monsieur," he instructed. "I 
am responsible that it do not faiL" 

"I suppose you even want to go into 
the consulate with me and see it censored, 
stamped and dropped in the courier 
pouch?" 

"Ah, but the monsieur shall have the 
more pleasant company," smiled Za. "As 
the atlache of Austria, monsieur, I might 
perhaps be recognized. Besides, I return 
on the instant to the chateau for matters 
of greater importance." · 

Elton was crossing the quay when the 
more pleasant company to which Za had 
referred appeared in his course in the 
personofMademoiselleLcRivet. Madem
oiselle was alone and afoot today, and 
she threw off her usual reserve to greet 
him wilh a warm friendliness that he saw 
w� simulated for the benefit of possible 
curious eyes. 

"You are to see a great deal of me, 
monsieur," she said with forced airiness. 
"I am waiting to go with you now to 
your consulate while you post a certain 
letter." 

''This is an honor,•• said Elton ironic-
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ally. "The German secret service not 
only favors me with membership-mem
bership with reservations--but assigns its 
most clever �emptress to go about with 
me and see that I do not have too many 
reservations." 
"Cleverness is not necessary in tempt

ing some men," Mademoiselle Le Rivet 
retorted. 
"You pink me in my vulnerable spot," 

Elton said dryly. "You refer to the beau
tiful countess, of course." 
"To Seiiora Quamzza," said mademoi

selle. Her voice became chilly. "When 
men are moved from the course of their 
duty by seii.ora-I feel no pity for them." 
"Sort of serves them right, as it were?" 
"I mean-they are fair prey.'' 
"I sec. An interesting code. But sup

pose sefi.ora and the countess should fail, 
and the intended victim shows a weak
ness for Mademoiselle Le Rivet?" 
"That, monsieur, would be impossible," 

she replied indignantly. "That is no part 
of my duty." 
"I humbly beg your pardon, mademoi

selle," said Elton with mock politeness. 
"I see that I have done you a grave in
justice. You merely angle for the victims, 
using other women for the bait, having 
them do the thinga you would not stoop 
to do in order to wreck men's lives and 
destroy their honor. A noble distinction 
indeed.'' 
Mademoiselle Le Rivet flushed scarlet. 

She walked along beside him with her eyes 
set straight to the front, making no at
tempt at reply. Presently the color faded 
and her face became ashen. Elton saw 
that he had struck a vital blow. 
"I'm sorry if I wounded you," he re

lented. "For me this has been a bitter day, 
but I'll try to make the most of it here
after, and not be disagreeable." 
"My only thought has been to do my 

duty-as a soldier would do it," she re
plied in a strained voice, without looking 
at him. 
She entered the consulate with him 

while he claimed exemption from censor
ship for his official report and placed it in 
the mails. As soon as they had left the 

�n;::!e ��de:��=��e� �:: :01� 
tended her hand. 
"We must keep up appearances," she 

smiled. "There is no telling when Swiss or 
French eyes may be watching us. But you 
will see that I am ridding Y9U of my 
presence as quickly as possible.'' 
Without waiting for him to reply, she 

turned into the shop. Elton, glad to be 
alone while he made an estimate of the 
situation now confronting him, returned 
by a circuitous route to the Beau Rivage. 
Elton made no effort to minimize the 

tragic seriousness of his plight. He faced 
the cold facts without equivocation. He 
was in effect a prisoner of the German 
secret service, as much a prisoner as if he 
had been held in that barred room of the 
count's chllteau on Lake Geneva. They 
would watch his every move and action, 
keep him hedged in with a squad of alert 
leg operntivcs. He reasoned that there 
had been considerable more than empty 
formality in the tapping of his veins for 
the absurd secret service oath. 
Having subscribed to the obligation, 

even with open reservations, he knew that, 
in German eyes, he was bound by its laws. 
An attempt at escape would give his 
shadows the right to shoot him down with
out qualms-and if there should be em
barrassment over such a tragedy, the le
gations could be shown sub rosa that El
ton was that most despised of creatures, 
the double spy. 
But there was in Von Kulm's terms one 

complication that was very much to El
ton's liking. The instruction to contact 
the :French at the Cafe du Nord was the 
solution of a problem that had been fret
ing him. It left him free to meet with 
Captain Rougemont, to contact Sergeant 
Walters. He would know that he w1.:.s 
meeting them under German eyes and 
could govern himself accordingly. A 
game of wits in which he would claim the 
advantage. 
The vagueness of Za's instructions on 

that point alone worried him. He had sup
posed he was to be the German medium 
for tapping the French secrets. If so, what 
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was the meaning of Monsieur Za's indif
ferent instructions? Nothing more was 
required of him, seemingly, than that he 
should contact the French and discuss 
what he pleased. Such instructions were 
so contrary to German thoroughness that 
they nettled him. Did it mean that they 
merely wished to check his actions through 
the spy double, of whose existence in the 
F'rench secret service Herr Sirwolten had 
spoken? But if that was the ease, why had 
they let him know that they had their 
agent planted with the French? Since 
there was no logical explanation of this 
en!gma, he put it aside for future reck
omng. 

On reaching his room at the Beau 
Rivage, he became a man with no other 
evicient purpose than to shave, bathe and 
change his clothes. After a fruitless search 
for clean linen, he entered the clothes 
closet rummaged in his trunk and emerged 
in a minute with the missing garment. A 
second and third time he found it neces
sary to invade the closet for missing arti
clr.:s of wear. During those brief visits, he 
had prepared a terse message for dispatch 
to Colonel Rand. 

It was a message of three symbols-
87-15-5-inscribed in invisible ink on 
a segment of cigaret paper an inch long 
and a quarter of an inch across. He 
wadded it carefully into the tip of a Swiss 
cigar. When the stub of that cigar was 
delivered to Rand, those figures would 
take him to the fifth word of the fifteenth 
line of page eighty-seven of the Service 
Testament. The word was "corrupt", 
code word for the significant phrase, :·

i
:�?re all my reports until further no-

Elton crossed the Rhone at the first 
bridge shortly before eight o'clock and 
entered the Cafe du Nord. The night 
crowds already were out in force and 
tables were scarce. Instead of bribing 
one of the head waiters, he meandered 
about the place looking for a seat, only to 
be told each time he attempted to sit down 
that the table was reserved. Finally, in 
evident embarrassemnt, he asked per
mission to sit at a small table occupied by 

a single diner, who glowered at him 
and nodded a grudging acquiescence. 

WHil-E waiting for his wine to 
be brought, Elton's eyes roved 
the cafe. He had seen Rouge
mont at entering the crowded 

room, but had purposely given him a wide 
berth. When his wine was brought he 
offered a glass to the man at whose table 
he intruded, but the offer was refused with 
a curt shake of the head. Presently he 
lighted a cigar, and as an afterthought ex· 
tended one to the man across the table. 

"An excellent weed, I can assure you, 
monsieur," he said with a certain vibrant 
intensity in his voice. 

"Yes, sir," muttered Walters, accepting 
the cigar without enthusiasm, biting the 
end and lighting it. 

No other words passed between them, 
Walters settling back into his unsociable 
silence, Elton searching the room again 
until his eyes fell upon Rougemont's table 
With an abrupt apology for his intrusion, 
he crossed the room to join the French
man. 

Rougemont brightened at sight of 
Elton, but Elton saw at a glance that the 
Frenchman was without his previous Bang 
fr:IYid. He omitted the customary French 
amenities and launched into the trouble 
that filled his mind. 

"Something, monsieur, has gone very 
much wrong, I fear," he complained. 
"From Vladimir Lomonosoff we have had 
no word." 

"Yoti. were expecting him here?" Elton 
inquired innocently. 

"But no, monsieur," replied Rouge
mont. "But from him we were expecting 
great things, af\ event fixed for yesterday 
-and yet we have reason to know that he 
has failed us." 

"He has failed to kill Von Kulm, you 
mean?" 

"Today, the Count Kulm has been seen 
alive about his chateau grounds," replied 
Rougemont disconsolately. 

"Are you quite sure, monsieur," Elton 
insinuated, "that your Russian spy double 
was wholly to be trusted?" 
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"Cerlainmentf" Rougemont exclaimed 
sharply. "Lomonosoff's purpose was not 
to be questioned." 

"May I ask you this question, mon
sieur?" Elton inquired abstractly. "Did 
the Russian know of my identity, or was 
my mission or presence ever discussed in 
his presence?" 

"Never, monsieur. Not even the hint 
of your existence in Geneva." 

"You are quite certain of that?" 
"Positive, monsieur; but why do you 

ask the question?" 
"Merely an idle curiosity. But who be-

sides you knew of my affairs, of my swim 
in the lake?" 

m
��? one excepting Jacques, the boat-

"You made no report of the matter to 
Lareaux." 

"l thought it would be of no interest to 
Lareaux, monsieur.'' 

"You are sure of Jacques?" 
"Five wounds in the service of France 

arc on the body of Jacques, monsieur. My 
own brother I would not trust more. The 
life of Jacques it is nothing to him if he 
can but serve France-as you may learn 
900n to your great satisfaction, monsieur." 

Elton leaned back and puffed thought
fully at his cigar. If Rougemont were not 
deceived, then who could have betrayed 
him to the German secret service? Of 
Rougemont he had no suspicion. That 
Rougemont was a spy double he accepted 
as impossible. A loyal Frenchman wholly 
incapable of disloyalty to France. Nor 
did he challenge the Frenchman's alert
ness and judgment. Lareaux was elimi
nated, or a leak from the French legation 
at Berne, by the German knowledge of 
that plunge in the lake from the gunwale 
o( the FilUur. 

His eyes sought those at the tables 
nearby. There were German agents in the 
Cafe du Nord. He knew his own shadows 
were not far removed, but as he estimated 
the danger of being overheard from ad
joining tables, he saw that was remote. 
Rougemont's table was set at the edge of 
a dancing pavilion; the tables about it 
did not crowd. But the answer to the 

puzzle swept suddenly before his mind. 
He dropped his eyes casually as if he had 
not seen. 

"Y0u have new plam1, then, monsieur?" 
he addressed &ugemont. 

The Frenchman leaned closer and low
ered his voice. 

"A desperate plan, but one that we will 
use if-" 

"You mean the plan you told me of," 
Elton broke in firmly. "The plan to get 
the Swiss secret service on Von Kulm's 
trail and smoke him out under the Swiss 
neutrality laws?" 

Rougemont eyed Elton in bewilder
ment. 

"I do not understand-" he began, then 
cut off his sentence in sudden obedience to 
the look of warning in Elton's eyes. "I 
do not understand," he covered quickly, 
"how it is Von Kulm has escaped the Swiss 
(or 110 long. But you may be certain, 
monsieur, if LomonosoiT has (ailed, we will 
fall back upon the Swiss. But-but do 
you wish to have a tum in the open air 
o( the quai, Monsieur?" 

"An excellent idea," said Elton. 
They paid their bill, went outside and 

sauntered down the waterf'ront to the 
broad open space o( the Place du Rhone. 

"I must ask you an important ques
tion, monsieur," said Elton. "At any 
time did you discuss with any one at the 
Du Nord my plunge into the lake?" 

"Only with Jacques," said Rougemont 
after a moment's thought. "That night 
you leaped into the water, we came later 
to the cafC for a bottle o( wine and won
dered if you had made the shore. But why 
do you a.sk?" 

"That explains to me many things," 
said Elton. "We have been neatly tricked, 
monsieur," he said grimly. "But we will 
be able to return the compliment with in
terest, I suspect." 

"Your words, monsieur, I do not un
derstand." 

"From Berne, Monsieur Rougemont, 
the German secret service baa sent ita most 
interesting operative. Notwithstanding 
his masquerade of false hair and stained 
lenses, I identified him instantly by the 
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shape of his peculiarly square head-a 
dumb mute who reads your words as you 
speak, by the movement of the lips. His 
presence here explains to me seveml 
things that have puzzled me." 

CHAPTER XXI 

ORDERS FROM ltEADQlJAR'I'ERS 

IN THE morning the inevitable Mon
sieur Za was on hand before Elton 
finished breakfast. He had many 

letters to be written today, he explained, 
and must have them ready for typing 
without delay. Za was in fine fettle, alter
nately rubbing his chubby hands and 
grooming his tiny mustache as in self
felicitation while his eyes glowed an ar
rogant superiority. 

"To the present moment, my Captain," 
he condescended, as Elton wrote, "you 
have responded to our requirements of 
you in the most excellent manner." 

"What are you talking aboUt?" Elton 
queried absently, without looking up from 
his task. 

"It is as I convince his Excellency," Za 
gloated. "The Americans are most easy 
to handle and have an even greater dumb
ness than the Bavarians." 

"That doesn't answer my question!" 
snapped Elton. 

"You have speak with the French last 
night?'' Za countered, more polite of voice. 
"And what is it the Captain learn?" 

F.lton re.'lumed his writing and replied 
in a heavy voice, as if the subject was a 
distasteful one. 

"Well, since you ask, the French are 
chiefly wrought up over the disappear
ance of the Russian, Vladimir Lomono
soff." 

"They have given up hope of his re
turn?" 

"Almost, I gathered." 
"Ah, but the Captain could have told 

them much on that subject, yes?" 
"Let's not mention that again, Za, if I'm 

to hold my temper!" 
"Pardon. But please to tell me, what 

mischief is it the French plan now in 

Geneva, since they think their spy double 
has failed them?" 

Elton looked up to see that Za waited 
eagerly for the answer. 

"I will tell you this much, Za. Warn 
Count Kulm to be on hi"' guard against 
the Swiss secret service. J-jhave reason to 
think the French may try to force Swiss 
neutmlity into action." 

The Austrian's eyes danced. 
"Excellent, my Captain," he exclaimed, 

plucking excitedly at the straw colored 
stubble of his upper lip. "Your report is 
most excellent. It confirm what I have 
tell to his Excellency, that the American 
is much like the Bavarian when you have 
him tight in the trap from which he can 
not squeeze--so easy to handle, so oblig
ing!" 

Elton decided to ignore the slur, and 
changed the subject. 

"There are a great many letters today, 
Za," he complained. "Is there not danger 
of causing suspicion at the American con
sulate?" 

"You will please address me as Mon
sieur Za," the agent reminded Elton of his 
manners. 

"Certainly," Elton assented, "but why 
not Herr Za, instead of the French term?" 

"Herr Za is much more to my liking, in 
fact." Za shrugged disparagingly. "But 
in Geneva, it is the language of the French 
we must use, and their abominable cus
toms, so I must insist upon Monsieur Za." 

"All right, Monsieur Za; but I asked 
you a question." 

"The American consulate mail-that is 
the Captain's risk," Za sneered. "But 
there is small risk of American suspicions, 
is it not so?" 

Again Elton ignored the thrust, since 
it did not suit his purpose to dispute any 
growing thought in Za's mind that Amer
icans are a stupid lot. He centered his 
attention back upon the .letters, memoriz
ing the names and addresses that had not 
appeared in previous letters. Since names 
were multiplying, he began indexing them 
in his memory, giving each name a num
ber and associating it with some familiar 
object, the better to fix it in his mind 
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against the hour when he would roquire 
the information. 

By ten o'clock he had dashed off thirty 
brief letters. Two hours later Za was back 
with the typewritten copies for Elton's 
signature. When the letters were ready 
for the American mail JX>Uch Za trailed 
Elton out into the Rue du Mont Blanc 
where Mademoiselle Le Rivet was in wait� 
ing to escort the hostage to the consulate. 
Elton saw that the woman had steeled her
self to her duty, that there was a touch of 
defiance in her eyes today. 

"Out of the keeping of one jailer into 
the clutches of another," he greeted her 
cheerfully. "Well, since I must be held on 
the Kaiser's leash, mademoiselle, I vastly 
prefer that it be held by your hands." 

"Thank you, monsieur," she replied 
stoutly, "but if you are expecting to be 
rid of me quickly today, you are going to 
be disappointed. My instructions are to 
spend the afternoon in your company
luncheon at the Kursaal, a ride by horse
cab later through the city." 

"To whom am I indebted for this great 
honor?" he asked less agreea .. bly. 

"The instructions of Count Kulm." 
"Ah, I see. Some new trap, eh?" 
"A new trap would hardly be necessary, 

would you think, monsieur?" she taunted. 
"It would really seem so, but when one 

who has felt the bite of two traps sees the 
-the--" 

Elton hesitated. Needless offense did 
not fit in with his plan of dealing with 
Mademoiselle Le Rivet. 

"Sees the trapper," she supplied the 
words with spirit. "But please remember, 
monsieur, that I have no regret on your 
account. You were fair prey-and I waste 
no sympathy upon the victims of Seiiora 
Quarazza!" 

As they walked together toward the 
consulate Elton puzzled upon this com
ment. It was the second time she had 
made such a reference to the Spanish ad
venturess. Before entering the consulate 
Elton took his penknife from the pocket 
of his trousers, covertly opened the blade 
and transferred it to the left pocket of his 
coat, the pocket farthest away from 

mademoiselle as he walked at her left. 
The letters were passed without .question 
at the consulate, and three letters from 
France, all under the official censorship 
seal, were handed to him in return by the 
consul. Ho placed them casually in his 
coat as he introduced Mademoiselle Le 
Rivet to the American consul, intent on 
diverting her attention from the letters. 
But she was not to be cheated. 

"You received three letters, monsieur," 
she reminded him, when they were again 
out in the street. "You understand, of 
course, that I am to receive them from 
you unopened." 

"You mean, Mademoiselle Le Rivet, 
that I am not permitted to read my own 
letters?" 

"When I have first opened them and 
verified their contents, monsieur, then 
you may read." 

"You areverythorough,mademoiselle," 
he said dryly. 

"My instructions," she replied. 
Elton's left hand had been busy with 

the penknife during this exchange. He 
had slit open the three envelopes, re
moved the inner envelopes, and arranged 
them for delivery to the German agent. 
If Colonel Rand had overlooked no detail 
of seal and cenwr stamp on those inner 
letters he knew they would pass the 
closest inspection, while the secret letters 
meant for him would remain hidden in his 
pocket. 

"Very well," he acceded, "here are your 
letters." 

"But no--not here!" she gasped. "We 
must use discretion, monsieur. You must 
pass them to me later when we are 
alone." 

"So that is the purpose of luncheon at 
the Kursaal." 

"No, monsieur. It is because of what 
you call our thoroughness-in the interest 
of plausibility. If I left you immediately 
on coming out of your consulate each day, 
it might attract suspicious eyes. Herr 
Sirwolten it is who says we must be seen 
much together, in order to rob suspicion. 
But while we are riding this afternoon, 
you may give me the letters!' 
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"German thoroughness overlooks no 
detail, does it, mademoiselle?" 

"Herr Sirwolten is a man of great de
tail who can be counted upon to overlook 
nothing, monsieur." ., 

"But if we are to go about together a 
great deal-" he smiled-"might that not 
bring a different sort of suspicion upon us 
-that we are too much interested in each 
other?" 

"That is exactly what Herr Sirwolten 
Wishes for, monsieur. One suspicion dis
arms the other, is it not so?" 

--

"But," Elton persisted whimsically, 
"has he no fear that some foundation 
for a suspicion might actually grow 
up?" 

"Not in the slightest, monsieur," she 
replied disdainfully. 

"Why?" 
"Because it is too absurd." 
"I've often heard it argued against 

women agents that there is always the 
danger they will become too sympathetic 
with their victims, Mademoiselle Le· 
Rivet." 

"You but quote Count Kulm's own 
theory, monsieur, which is the very rea
son the women agents work only through 
me, as I require them." 

Elton laughed. 
"I see. You are proof against mere men, 

eh?" 
''That is very simple, monsieur," she 

replied looking him fairly in the eyes. 
"With the sort of men I must deal with in 
my duty-the kind that have lost their 
heads to Senora Quarazza, I could find no 
sympathy. A country that is destined to 
rule the world must make use of the �eak
nesses of its enemies." 

Elton walked beside her in silence. She 
had used the very phrase that was con
tained in Von Kulm's cipher instructions 
to Von Strindheim at Paris. The German 
secret service slogan for the offensive it 
was preparing to carry forth. So that was 
how mademoiselle squared her conscience 
with her duty. Trapping weaklings. But 
he was not the less puzzled by her con
tinued reference to Senora Quarazza, her 
reiterated taunts that he had fallen a ready 

and willing victim to the wiles of the 
Spanish mercenary. 

"Why, mademoiselle," he asked her 
presently, "are you always throwing that 
Spanish woman in my face?" 

"Did not monsieur completely lose his 
head over such a woman?" she demanded. 

"In the line of my duty, perhaps," he 
said soberly, "when I was trying to worm 
my way into the Count von Kulm's 
stronghold. But will you believe me now 
when I say that the woman was really re
pulsive to me?" 

Mademoiselle Le Rivet laughed aloud, 
then turned to Elton with level eyes. 

' 'Please, monsieur; do not think you can 
impose upon me with deceit. I have not 
been left in darkness as to what happened 
at the.chateau. No man has been a more 
anxious or willing victim of the se:fiora!" 

"You are very much mistaken on that 
score, mademoiselle. I repeat that the 
woman was little short of obnoxious to 
me." 

"So obnoxious, monsieur," ·she said 
with a cold sneer, "that you fought a duel 
for her favor a duel with a neutral dip
lomatic agent who was as dizzy as you. 
Ha, you thought I didn't know that!" 

"Fought a duel?" Elton echoed. 
"Please, we are at the Kursaal, mon-

. sieur, and must speak of other things. 
Besides, I do not wish to hear any
thing further on the subject of your 
unhappy affairs, which · are your own 
doings." 

DURING luncheon Mademoi
selle Le Rivet adroitly parried 
Elton's every effort to lead her 
into serious conversation. She 

persisted in an outward show of friendly 
vivacity, for the benefit of inquiring eyes. 
To her the luncheon was strictly in line 
of duty, a detail of the day's work. She 
had made it plain . to EltQn that she was 
without the slightest sympathy for him in 
his extremity. Her every a�tion empha
sized that thought. He was fair prey, a 
weakling, an enemy agent whose weak
ness had betrayed him, who wa.S entitled 
not even to pity. 
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But Elton confirmed, too, his first im
pression that mademoiselle was not the 
ordinary secret agent. Her deep blue eyes, 
as she regarded him, were calm and level. 
He had seen women operatives with that 
look, women who had grown colder and 
more relentless than the most war hard
ened men operatives. Yet with Mademoi
selle Le Rivet, be guessed that she main
tained her pose with conscious effort, 
that under the surface there was sharp 
conflict between a sensitive, cultivated 
nature, a cultivated conscience, and the 
grim requirements of war service. Even 
the stanchest men in the fighting ranks 
sometimes know that conflict, and go 
through with it all by reminding them
selves constantly that it is their duty to 
kill; the thing that is expected of them by 
their country. In her every action, in the 
manner of her dress, her conversation, 
Mademoiselle Le Rivet was a woman, 
Elton thought, used to gentle surround
ings, one who would be available to the 
secret service only when war had turned 
the heads of every one. 

Her beauty, had she not refused to use 
it as a weapon, would have been a hun
dred times more effective than that of the 
other women used to enmesh Elton. The 
fact that she did refuse to use personal 
charm in her operations added convincing 
substance to his theory that she was not 
the ordinary spy. And the fact that they 
gave her other women, such as the Span
ish adventuress, told him that the crafty 
Von Kulm was unable to bend her to his 
will completely, since that sly rascal must 
have discerned the power of the weapon 
which she refused to use. An indication 
that her intelligence was valuable enough 
in itself to Von Kulm. Or that shewasen
trenched in po!!ition at home which Von 
Kulm was forced to remember. 

As they rose to leave the Kursaal 
Elton made a deft proposal. He wished 
an opportunity to press his inquisition, 
and knew that the ears of a horsecab 
driver would leave him at a sorry dis.. 
advantage. 

.. Why not a row on Lake Geneva?'' he 
suggested. "Unless, of coul"9e, your orders 

are so very specific that we must jolt 
about the cobblestones in an old rattle
trap." 

"A� tum on the lake will do well 
enough," she replied. "My instructions 
are merely to be seen about with you." 

They strolled to the quay and em· 
barked. 

"May I put to you a fair question, 
mademoiselle?" he asked, when they were 
well out from the quay. 

"I would advise, monsieur," she replied 
with an easy smile, "that you remember 
I spent my months in the secret service 
school at Berlin before coming to Switzer
lnnd. Monsieur will waste his time trying 
to learn from me things he is not expected 
to know." 

"But your references to the Spanish 
woman, your statement that there had 
been a duel over her-I did not under
stand what you meant," he persisted. 

"Now that we are alone," she ignored 
his plea, "will you please let me have the 
letters?" 

Elton took the three letters from his 
pocket and handed them to her gloomily. 
She examined the censor stamp, the 
eeal, and tOre them open one at a time. 
As she read them her eyes filled with 
horror. 

"So?" she exclaimed, drawing the sin
gle word into an accusing sneer. 

She handed the letters to Elton with an 
outraged toss of her hand. He read the 
first of them with quickening pulse: 

Sec:rd: A&oertain if Germa.n t�eCret aerrice 
bu gained any io.kl.ing r4 our projected air raid 
in force ou Berlin with new o::bem.ical. bombs. 
Our legationbeing iDStructed t.o advi.w: neutrals 
that thill apparent inhumanity ill a rigbtlul 
netaliatory measure for the needless mUTder of 
their long range gun firing on Paril and boll)» 
bardment ol our hospitals and dressing stations. 
Measure DeOeSSal")' to bring an end to enemy 
a.trocitiea:. Dea:troy this by lire on reading. 

The second message stated briefly that 
Elton's report on the German secret serv
ice had been received and approved . 
The third was even a more potent bit of 
work than the first. It read: 
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�rtain and advise at all emtll if Germans 
learn that our St. Mihiel o1Je11.1ive bu beeD 
delayed fitt.een days trom original M d&y in 
order to ma.u newly trained artillery �rves. 
This must be treated with great caution. Des
troylhbletter byfire immediately uponreadtng. 

Elton dwelt for some minutes upon the 
letters to make certain that there would 
be no telltale light in his eyes when he 
faced Mademoiselle Lc Rivet. When he 
had finished with them he looked up with 
a helpless shrug of his shoulders. 

"Under the circumstances," he said 
grimly, "it would be rather difficult for me 
to comply with my orders, would it not?" 

"Oh, but your very shame at being an 
American should be hot enough to set 
them afire," she cried. "An air attack on 
Berlin with poison gases-death to in
nocent women and children! Is that your 
idea of war, you Americans!" 

"Would you want me, mademoiselle," 
he inquired blandly, "to blame you for the 
Kaiser's war excesses-the shooting down 
of women and children in air raids on 
Paris and London, the murder of non
combatants in Belgium, the introduction 
of poison gases in battle?" 

"But we have never used poison fumes 
to strangle innocent people," she cried, her 
whole being now aflame with horror and 
protest. 

"What of Count Kulm's Black Book? 
Do you claim the right to destroy men's 
souls with your spy system as well as their 
bodies in battle?" 

"Their weaknesses-Senora Quarazza 
-they arc fair prey," she stammered in
coherently, The terrible secret of that 
projected attack upon Berlin had com
pletely unnerved her. "But those are 
nothing to this fiendish plot!" 

"Please calm yourself, Mademoiselle Le 
Rivet," he urged with a grim smile. "We 
must remember that it is for us to accept 
what others decide-and since in your 
particular game you have the upper hand, 
you should be well enough satisfied." 

She pointed a tense finger at him. 
''Tum the boat at once to the quay!" 

she commanded. "At last I have been able 
to serve-to serve my country to some 

purpose today. Put me ashore instantly 
so I can get these letters of the devil to 
Count Kulm before it is too late!" 

CHAPTER XXII 

D DAY MINUS TWO DAYS 

ON LANDING Mademoiselle Le 
Rivet at the Promenade du Lac, 
where a launch for the Von Kulm 

chateau was kept in readiness for urgent 
usc of German agents, Elton rowed across 
to the Quai du Mont Blanc where he had 
rented the rowboat, and set out afoot 
through the streets of Geneva. His one 
difficulty was to maintain an unhurried 
gait. Outwardly he must remain a man of 
despair, one who has boon the helpless 
cause of a serious blow to his country. In
wardly he was swept by the joyous surge 
of a great good fortune. 

The Gennan secret service ha.d got those 
three letters from Rand in a way that 
would stand the test of the most expert 
examination. Had not a Gennan agent 
seen them handed to him at the consulate, 
received them intact from his own hands 
a short while later? Colonel Rand had pre
pared those letters with oonsummate skill. 
If Von Kulm appraised them at par and 
passed them on to the general staff in 
Germany, the consequences would be far
reaching. A pending air attack in force 
on Berlin would set up feverish protective 
measures. The secret would be bound to 
leak to the civil populace • .  A scare at this 
time, so close on the heels of the smash-up 
of German armies on the Marne, would 
shake civilian morale in Berlin to the 
foundation. And since it is the will of the 
civil populace behind the lines that in the 
last analysis determines peace or victory, 
Elton knew that his mission to Switzer
land had been worthwhile if this ruse went 
over, even if he accomplished nothing 
more. 

Rand had shown rare cunning, too, in 
throwing the smoke screen on St. Mihicl. 
No matter what information the German 
agents in France had on the American at
tack date, this secret missive to Elton 
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would cast a doubt in the German mili· 
tary mind. If Rand's ruse were accepted 
by Von Kulm, the pending action to nip 
the great German salient in France might 
yet be launched before the German army 
was ready for it. 

As to the real letters Rand had sent him, 
and which must remain in his pocket un· 
read until late at night, Elton had little 
doubt of their contents. A reproduction 
of whatever symbols had been taken from 
the German invisible inks. He had !ltipu
lated before leaving France that some of 
them should be intercepted, developed 
and sent to him at Geneva for interpreta
tion and action. Otherwise the whole case 
might be bungled in France through a 
lack of coordination. 

Since the letters must wait until the 
dead of night, Elton put them out of his 
mind 'and settled down to a patient wait 
for nightfall. At eight he was to meet 
Rougemont at the Cafe du Nord. The 
Frenchman bad hinted at information of 
the greatest importance to be imparted 
tonight. Then there was the matter of 
checking Sergeant Walters. Rand's sec
ond ru.!le letter led to a conclusion that the 
message entrusted to Walters ha.:: re=>.ched 
headquarters. But there might b. a doubt 
on that score; and Elton knew -<hat the 
German secret service must have had 
Walters' trail from the day he �et foot 
across the Franco-Swiss frontier. 

When, at eight o'clock, he entered the 
Cafe du Nord, Elton found Rougemont 
seated. With him was Jacques, the French 
boatman, and between them a bottle of 
champagne. They rose to welcome him 
and gave him a place at which there was 
a third glasso which Rougemont filled at 
once. 

"Drink with us, monsieur, to a great 
enterprise," Rougemont proposed. 

The Frenchman raised his glass form
ally, and his eyes glowed with a strange, 
misty sort of light, as if tears were held 
lightly under the surface. Jacques' face 
was set, and there was a grim sort of en
thusiasm, almost a fanaticism, in his large 
black eyes. 

''To the confusion of Von Ku1m!" said 

Rougemont. "Soon may he find himself 
face to face with the outraged neutrality 
laws of Switzerland!" 

Rougemont said this stoutly, but his 
eyes said something else-that this speech 
was an empty mouthing, for the benefit of 
the German reader of lips who bad 
perched himself at a table nearby. 

"I have another matter that is worry
ing me," said Elton, when they had drunk 
the toast to whatever strange purpose 
Rougemont had in his thoughts. He 
looked about the room searchingly. "An 
American deserter who defaulted with his 
company payroll is thought to be in 
Geneva. I was told to watch for him, and 
since I have had so little luck in doing 
anything else useful to my Service, I foe! 
I must make good at this." 

"H I can be of help to you, monsieur," 
said Rougemont, "please to command 
me." 

"In the Cafe du Nord the other eve
ning," Elton went on, "I saw a chap who 
looked suspicious; an unsociable fellow 
who looked to me as if he might have 
been an American. Ah, I see that there 
he is again-" 

Elton indicated the suspect with a slight 
inclination of his head, a square shoulder
ed, rugged man of forty who sat with his 
profile to them. 

"Pardon me a moment, Captain Rouge
mont, and I will see if I can get him into 
conversation tonight," Elton excused him
self abruptly. 

Sergeant Walters, by good fortune, was 
seated with his back direct to the German 
mute. Elton sat down opposite him, so 
that Walters' form screened his own face 
from the German view. 

"In the morning at eight walk the 
Boulevard Georges Fa von until we meet," 
Elton instructed his assistant. "There 
may be something important-or there 
may be nothing." 

"Yes, sir," said Walters. 
"The shadows are hanging close to your 

trail, Walters?" 
"For a few days they was pretty hot, 

sir. But now I don't see so much of 
them." 
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"You had no trouble getting the mes
sage through to Sands?" 

"Nothing to speak of, sir-just had to 
give a squarehead the slip getting out of 
Geneva into the lake." 

"I've just lea.rned that you deserted 
from the United States Army taking your 
company payroll with you when you left 
Fmnce," Elton charged with the veriest 
Ricker of a smile. 

"Yes, sir, glad to know the particular 
kind of rascal I've turned out to be, sir." 
Walters grinned. 

"And now, Walters, you'd better aetas 
if you didn't want my company. Pay your 
bill and wander on-say over to the Kur
sa.al, where there's good music and the 
l
ig��e;����·.:. 
� WALTERS acted his part ef-� ��ti;�:Y.;:. �����:f·o:n:rt �� 

cafe. Elton returned to Rouge
mont's table. 

"A suspicious fellow," he reported, "al
though I'm not sure he's my man. He 
wouldn't talk much and found he had to 
go some place else as soon as I sat down 
at his table; acted as if he resented my 
visit, don't you think? He'll bear some 
further watching." 

Rougemont appeared somberly reflec
tive and offered no comment. His eyes 
were brimming, though very bright: his 
cheeks were flushed by a. suppressed ex
citement. Jacques' face was now deathly 
pale and drawn, and the strange fire in 
his eyes glowed with an added intensity. 
Rougemont filled the three glasses with a 
rare meur1ault which the waiter had just 
brought in and raised his own glass in the 
gesture of a toast, without words. 

As Rougemont drank, the moisture in 
his eye gathered into a tear and coursed 
down his cheek. He attempted to conceal 
it with a hasty fleck of his hand. A second 
and third silent toast were drunk, then 
Rougemont beckoned for the waiter and 
called for his bill. 

"A stroll on the quay, since time pe.sses 
so heavy this evening," he said to Elton. 

The three walked without speaking to 
the open space of the deserted Place du 
Rhone. Rougemont stopped shortly and 
spoke with an effort at self-control. 

"Everything it is arranged, monsieur," 
he said. "Von Kulm he shall not escape 
this time!" 

"You mean to try for his life again?" 
Elton asked without enthusiasm. 

"We can not fail this time, monsieur." 
"You have some one you are certain 

you can trust?" 
"A cruel sacrifice, monsieur. But for 

France's every need there is a loyal soldier 
of France who is willing to give every
thing." 

"A Frenchman, then, this time, Cap
tain Rougemont? But how do you hope 
to break through the count's defense with 
one of your own agents?" 

"There is a way o( that, monsieur-a 
way that has sprung from the brain of my 
loyal Jacques. It shall be on the lake, 
while the count is returning to his chateau, 
when his escort will be helpless to inter
fere. Before he knows what has happened, 
Von Kulm shall wake up in hell, and his 
bodyguard with him, after we have 
rammed his boat." 

Elton reflected briefly upon the possible 
flaws in such a maneuver. 

"But I have no doubt the hull of Von 
Kulm's own launch is of steel," he warned. 
"Also, a boat rammed in Lake Geneva 
might easily make the shore before sink
ing - or the occupants might swim 
&Shore." 

Rougemont gave a mocking laugh. 
"Or his Excellency and staff might bo 

rescued promptly by the second boat that 
always follows him close behind, eh, mon
sieur? Ah but that devil's brain of his has 
failed him this time. For the boat that 
rams Von Kulm shall be filled wit.h the 
high explosive, a charge that shall shake 
the lake into a frenzy, and cause Mont 
Blanc to tremble from the violence!" 

The stark audacity of Rougemont's plan 
shook Elton, repelled him for the moment 
with its grim horror. Then he reminded 
himself that it was not for him to chal· 
lenge the bitterness that Von Kulm's 
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actions had stirred in Rougemont. The 
ruthless death of Lomonosoff came into 
his mind; Von Kulm's whole career of 
ruthlessness. 

"A boat such as that, if it should miss 
Von Kulm, might wreak a frightful dam
age on the Swiss shore," Elton pointed 
out. 

"A detonator shall cause the explosion, 
monsieur," said Rougemont. "It shall all 
happen far out in the lake, as the count's 
launch passes through French waters. 
The strong arm of a good pilot shall see 
to it that our boat docs not miss." 

"But your own crew, Rougemont
how is it to escape your vengeance?" 
The Frenchman's lips twisted in a 

forced smile. 
"The crew, it do not escape, mon

sieur!" 
Elton suddenly understood those toasts 

at the CafC du Nord, the strange light in 
Jacques' eyes, the tear at Rougemont's 
cheek. 

"Jacques--he is the one?" Elton gasped. 
"But yes, monsieur," said Rougemont 

softly. 
"Von Kulm's life isn't worth it," Elton 

protested impulsively. "You've got no 
right to send Jacques to such a death as 
that. There are other ways we can find 
to trap Von Kulm." 
Rougemont's decision was fixed. He 

shook his head sadly and shrugged a clef� 
crence to fate. 
"The sacrifice magnificent," he said in 

a low voice, heavy with pathos. "Jac
ques' life as the price of Von Kulm's, It 
is the spirit of the poilu, monsieur; and 
Jacques would never breath a happy 
breath if he could net perform this great 
service, now that his body has been made 
so helpless by German wounds that he no 
longer can fight for France." 
The Frenchman brushed a handker� 

chief across his eyes and his voice regained 
its firmness. 

"I must tell you, monsieur, so you may 
prepare for the trapping of the rats that 
shall follow the end of Von Kulm. On 
the first night that Von Kulm comes to 
Geneva, you shall hear the roar on the 

lake, and know that the monster is no 
more. Then will you report at the ren� 
dezvous of the CafC du Nord. Until then, 
monsieur, it is wise that we not be seen too 
much together. Adieu!" a A PICTURE filled Elton's 

mind as he returned slowly to 
the Beau Rivage, a picture of 
Jacques, the French boatman, 

with the stoop of his left shoulder from a 
shrapnel pellet in his spine, Jacques with 
a mottled purple scar across the breadth 
of his forehead. The Frenchman's eye.<; 
haunted him, the fervent light of a grim 
resolve to die for France. The picture 
stripped Rougemont's vengeance of its 
bleak horror, of its substance of crass as
sassination. It was only war--a life for a 
life. There was something so poignant in 
the picture that Elton shook himself, 
forced the vision out of his mind. 
He turned to bed as soon as he reached 

thil Beau Rivage. There were the letters 
to deal with as quickly as possible. Those 
letters might contain important informa
tion, new instructions. They might re
quir� prompt actions which must be 
planned before the morrow. And there 
lay immediately before him the great 
possibility for which he had come to 
Switzerland, the roundup of German spies 
which would be precipitated if Jacques' 
mad coup succeeded in wiping out Von 
Kulm. 
As he lay in the darkened room he went 

over the names of German agents abroad 
he had gleaned. There were forty of them 
now, names and addresses memorized 
from the letters he had supplied to Mon· 
sieur Za. An easy matter to turn that list 
into a roundup of world wide proportions 
the moment the hour was ripe. He needed 
only to ask that Rand send alert opera
tives to the affected cities, to stand by 
ready to step in-an American net that 
would close on London, Paris, Le Havre, 
Marseilles, the vital communication points 
in France and unoccupied Belgium; on 
New York, Tokyo, Cairo, Rome, Mon� 
treal, Bombay. At the same time German 
espionage intriguers could be disclosed to 
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the police authorities of neutral capitals; 
Madrid, Buenos Aires, Mexico City, Pe
king, Christiania, even that unbelieving 
hotbed, Berne. 

Von Kulm's death would be the signal 
for closing that net. But strongly aS he 
had been moved by Jacques· readiness to 
make such a sacrifice, Elton found him
self lacking in confidence that the plan 
would succeed. The intelligence that had 
baffied the Allied Secret Service for so 
long a time must have foreseen the pos
sibility of such an attack on the lake, he 
reasoned. But there remained the pos
sibility of success, against which he must 
prepare for prompt action. 

At the end of an hour he stole into the 
clothes closet and opened the letters from 
Rand. As he expected, they were wholly 
in cipher. Except for one brief row of fig
ures in the testament code, an acknowl
edgment of his secret reports, there were 
no instructions; a. reassuring fact, since 
it meant that headqua.rters W8.S not im
patient, was leaving the Swiss situation 
in his hands without interference. 

The intercepted German cipher mes
sages were contained on t.flree sheets of 
paper, one in each letter. Elton set down 
the familiar German key and sighed his 
relief when the symbols broke promptly 
into English letters. A change of cipher 
keys at this time, when he had neither 
time nor facilities for unraveling the tan
gle, would have placed him at a disad
vantage. The first message was an order 
to Von Strindheim, in charge of the Ger
man underground nest in Paris, to send 
Agent 14 to Cairo to "take charge of the 
situation there." It ended with this vital 
bit of detailed information: 

Arrangements made to &hip rilles, trench 
m� to Egypt&in coast for delivery to Abbas 
Hilmi's agents. Native feeling against British 
mllllt be atirTed to fightinr beat, in order to 
divert British troops to that point. 
The second mess�e to Von Strindheim 

advised him that he need not concern him· 
self further with a movement to stir a 
native uprising against the British in 
India.. A shipload of riRes was already on 
the way from Seattle to India, and trusted 

operatives from Hongkong had been 
radioed to reenforce the Indian propa
ganda forces at Bombay. 

It was the third message, however, that 
disclosed an intrigue far more dangerous 
than an intended German foment in 
British colonies. It read: 

Fifteen Russian., thoroughly trained in our 
work, will report at Pa.risoo D dayplusone day. 
These to be usod in exploding munition factoriea 
at Pa.ris and Donrgt:!l. They ON: available for 
any ot'- missioiU yuu may have for them. 
They ON: o( type that asb oo questions. but 
must be p.Ud promptly and generously to bold 
their loyalty. Urgent you entangle strong 
nucleus Freneh Chamber of Deputie��. St. 
MihieJ Order 9 received from your oouritt. 

But even that message was swept into 
the background by a final line of figures 
appended to the missive. Deciphered, 
they read: 

l:fq Exeelleney ani vee: D day minus two day$. 
Complete all arra.ngemenU fOf bis use ol ehi
teau of Villejuif. Conferences begin D day 
minus one day. 

Elton read the messages through again 
twice, carefully, for the benefit of his 
memory, then reduced them to fine ashes 
and slipped from the stiRing hole, his 
lungs gasping for air. 

That final scrap of information drove 
away any thought of sleep. Through the 
night he lay considering its portentous 
JXISsibilities. Von Kulm was going to 
Paris to meet with his key men in France. 
On D day, the regulation German sym
bol for the day of action, minus two days. 
If Jacques should fail now, there would 
remain the chance of trapping the Pros
sian master of spies in Paris, a procedure 
far more to Elton's liking. 

But the date-D day minus two da}'B
how was he to learn that? The reference 
was inscrutable in itself. It might mean 
this month or the month thereafter. If he 
could brco.k that German secret, Von 
Kulm would be going to France into a 
trap. Elton resolved solemnly that in 
Some way 'ne must learn when Von Kulm 
slipped from the chateau on Lake Geneva 
and across the French frontier. 
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CHAPTER XXIII 

ARED WHITE 

Walters tarried. "Make it beer if the mcs· 
sage goes, wine if it doesn't." 

"It doesn't make the slightest difference 

WITHOUT stopping for his break- to me, if you think that's easier to re
fast Elton was across the Rhone member.'' 
early the next morning. After "It isn't that, sir--but just because I'd 

circling through the Rue des Deux Ponts sooner drink the beer." 
to the murky Arve, he followed the banks "An excellent reason," said Elton, sup
of that stream to the Pont D'Arve, turned pressing a smile. "But take care, 'Walters, 
north into the Avenue Henri Dunant and that you don't discount those Gennan 
followed it northwest until it converged shadows too far!" 
with the GoorgesFaven, which he reached "Yes, sir," said Walters gravely, and 
a few minutes before eight o'clock. A was on his way. 
logical promenade for a restless wayfarer On the promenade of the Beau Rivage, 
in Geneva. As for his appointment with as Elton approached the hotel, he saw 
Walters, any account by German leg Monsieur Za pacing restlessly back and 
operatives of his meeting with Walters forth. The little Austrian agent followed 
would be explained by the report of the upstairs close at Elton's heels. 
lip reading agent who had recorded his "You have kept me waiting," fretted 
conversation with Rougemont at the Caf6 Za. "My patience it is much upset." 
du Nord the night before. "If you had regular hours of coming 

Walters appeared with true military here," said Elton, "I'd know when to ex
punctuality, strolling away from the pect you. As it is, you take up so much of 
Rhone so that they met face to face, com- my time that I must slip out when I can 
ing from opposite directions. to look after my own affairs." 

"Our conversation must be very brief," "Ah, so the Captain was about his own 
said Elton, "and you must keep rather business," exclaimed Za, suddenly molli
edging away, as if you didn't want to be fled. He rolled his hands together. 
bothered with me." "Out looking for the American de-

"Yes, sir/' said Walters disconsolately. serter who stole the soldiers' payroll 
"I'm only wanting to say that this is money, yes?" . 
a tough life here in Geneva with nothing · "Who told you that, Za?" Elton de-
carrying on and nobody to talk to." manded. 

"Things may be picking up," Elton re- Za's chest inflated and his eyes sparkled 
plied quickly. "But right now it is im- an arrogant delight. 
portant that I give you a message. I "You see, my Captain," he boasted, 
don't dare give you another cigar, but get "the long ears of our secret service, they 
these two numbers to Sands-seventeen, learn even your thoughts; so please to 
nineteen-and have him repeat them to remember aud have a care!" 
Colonel Rand as quickly as possible." There was. in Za's boastful warning, a 

"Seventeen, nineteen," repeated Wal- stimulating assurance for Elton as he sat !�:.�; He was edging away slowly. "Yes, ��7�Jo
h�:i��� ��e 

f��y���=��r;:::::� 
"Impress it on Sands that they are very had escaped definite suspicion. That en

important numbers, and he must be care- hanced the sergeant's chances of getting 
ful to get them right. Ueport in at the through to headquarters the most im
CafC du Nord at the usual hour, as soon as portant message Elton had ever sent to 
you are back. If you have wine on your Colonel Rand. 
table, I'll know everything is 0. K. If These two terse code symbols would 
beer, I'll know the message didn't get lay the world wide net Elton had planned 
through." for and hoped for before coming to 

"Sir, may I ask the Cap'n a favorP" Switzerland. The symbol number 17 was 
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the prearranged code word that would 
cause Rand to rush trained operatives to 
station in every important center in 
France, to send a "stand-by" warning to 
military operatives in every important 
capital outside France. Thereafter a fleet 
of terse cipher telegrams, sent out simul
taneously from Paris when the time was 
ripe, would throw that army into action, 
closing Elton's far flung spy net. The 
symbol 19 would place a fast plane in 
instant readiness to respond at Elton's 
summons to a designated rendezvous on 
the frontier behind Thonon. 

There would remain, then, only the 
trapping of Von Kulm to vitalize the 
haul of German spies. Elton knew that 
he gambled, perhaps extravagantly, in 
launching this alarm. Until the directing 
genius of the German secret servicE_: had 
been enmeshed, a roundup of his hench
men would only put Von Kulm to the 
bother of weaving a new web. But with 
two traps laid now, Elton had been 
forced to set his own stage on the chance 
that the German master of intrigue would 
fall into one of those traps. 

Elton wrote the notes for Za expedi
tiously. He had his own reason for baste 
this morning, an eagerness to try his hand 
again with Mademoiselle Le Rivet. When 
the daily messages in invisible inks had 
followed their normal routine and Za saw, 
Elton safely into the keeping of the 
woman operative, he launched immedi
ately into this attempt as they walked to
ward the consulate. 

"I've been puzzling a great deal over 
your hint of a duel," he said. "Will you 
not please �I me what you mean?'' 

"Evidently," said Mademoiselle Le 
Rivet, "monsieur does not believe me 
when I say I know everything of that dis
graceful squabble." 

"At least, mademoiselle," Elton angled, 
"you might confirm your knowledge by 
telling me the details." 

"Certainly, monsieur, if you wish to 
hear," she said icily. ''The attache with 
whom you quarrel over seiiora.-does it 
please you to hear repeated that his blood 
is on your hands!" 

"I think I know what you mean," said 
Elton. "But I want you to know there 
was no duel." 

"The subject it does not please me!" 
she replied scornfully. "Please that we 
speak of it no more, monsieur." 

"As you please," he acceded grudgingly. • AFI'ER they had posted the 

� �e::n ��t:r:t: ;;:;:i!�en�n� 
the Kursaal by horsccab where, 

during luncheon, Elton discreetly put 
aside his open efforts to break through 
Mademoiselle Le Rivet's guard and cen
tered upon a study of her mood. She 
promptly retreated behind a mask of sim
ulated lightness, but without effacing a 
certain cloud deep in her eyes or the arti
ficiality of her attempts at oceasional 
gaiety. 

Elton shortly admitted himself over his 
depth as he tried to read behind her mask. 
Had she been of the usual adventuress 
type, the sort of woman spy he had been 
compelled to deal with in past operations, 
he told himself that he would find the an
swer in some unguarded gesture, some 
boast or vanity, some subtle overplaying 
of a rOle. But mademoiselle's complica
tions were those of a very young woman, 
a mere girl, whom war had claimed for its 
mad adventures; even the prevalent fanat
ical patriotism could only fortify, with
out wholly destroying, her conscience, her 
sensitive nature. her own standards of 
right and wrong. 

He divined that even if convinced of 
Von Kulm's excesses, no matter what re
action of horror they carried to her, she 
might not be shaken in her fealty to the 
service of the Fatherland. Even if she 
had learned the truth of l.omonosoff's 
murder, it might be that she would seek 
to work out her own adjustments, to 
plan her own way of visiting retribution 
upon the guilty through the government 
she served. 

In such event Elton knew that he could 
expect no help from her, based on a pos
sible revulsion against Von Kulm's meth
ods; no information that would help him 
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in his present extremity against the Ger· 
man secret service. But he decided upon 
a final attempt to force her tongue, an 
attempt to be made on Lake Geneva 
where they would be alone. As they were 
leaving the Kursaal he suggested the ride 
on the lake. 

"But it is impossible today, monsieur," 
she exclaimed. "I am to be seen about 
with you on the Grand Quai until three 
when a boat calls for me from the ch!t
teau." 

"It must be that Seiiora Quarazza is 
bringing other fish to. your net?" he thrust, 
with an insinuating smile that covered his 
disappointment. 

-

"Why not?" she rejoined. "So long as 
there are so many sleek fish of our ene
mies greedy for the bait!" 

"That reminds me I have seen nothing 
of your Spanish siren for several days, 
mademoiselle.'' 

"I trust the loss does not distress mon· 
sieur too deeply." 

"Not in the least. And your charming 
countess? Are you not at a disadvantage 
without at least one of your pretty de
coys?" 

She turned to him in sharp reproach. 
"Of the countess you should not speak 

lightly, since at the present time she is in 
very great distress." 

"I'm sorry. Not a matter of her work 
then, I gather?" 

"But of the war, monsieur," Mademoi
selle Le Rivet said thoughtfully. "The 
war-what terrible heartaches, what aw
ful tragedies it brings into the world these 
black days." 

"Some one close to her killed in battle?" 
Elton ventured softly, intent on keeping 
the conversation alive. 

"That is the mystery of it, monsieur," 
she replied without hesitation. "Months 
ago my friend receives from Russia the 
terrible news that her husband is dead at 
the palace of the Czar. She mourns him 
long for dead-and now comes news that 
he has been seen alive at Petrograd within 
the month. It seems impossible that it is 
not some cruel mistake madame will find 
when she arrives at Petrograd, monsieur." 

"May I light a eigaret, Mademoiselle 
Le Rivet?" Elton inquired absently. 

They walked along the quay without 
speaking. Elton's pulse was racing at the 
astounding disclosure that had come to 
him out of the woman's remark. 

"So-your countess is Russian?" he 
reflected presently. 

"Of Silesia, monsieur, though married 
to a Russian while she and I were at 
school together." 

Elton stopped and observed Mademoi
selle Le Rivet closely as he spoke. 

"She is Madame Lomonosoff, then?" 
Mademoiselle Le Rivet started vio

lently. 
"Why do you say that, monsieur?" she 

gasped. 
"If you are curious, also, as to the mys

tery_of her husband, Vladimir Lomono
soff, formerly of the Czar's secret police," 
said Elton, "I can tell you that he is dead 
-wantonly shot down within the past 
week!" 

"Monsieur, this is--you are attempt. 
ing some trick!" 

''Do you wish to hear what I have to 
say?" 

She hesitated, her eyes searching his 
face for some hint of the treachery she 
suspected. His eyes were points of fire. 
The tragedy of the Russian agent was no 
longer veiled in mystery. He saw the 
devilish cunning that had staged the whole 
affair. Von Kulm had used one dangerous 
agent to destroy another, had staged El
ton's visit to the chateau with Madame 
Lomonosoff and insidiously fired the 
Russian's mind with the thought that he 
faced his wife's betrayer in the American 
secret agent. 

"You may speak, monsieur," Mademoi
selle Le Rivet said finally. "But I am not 
to be fooled by mere words." 

"You have already been fooled by 
words," Elton said hotly. "You were 
made a party to the murder of Vladimir 
Lomonosoff. His murder was the duel 
with which you have been taunting me
by which you have been deceived! When 
Vladimir came here incognito to hunt 
down his wife's alleged betrayer, Von 
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Kulm learned or the danger. He had You 
take me to the chAteau, had me singled 
out to the Russian as the man against 
whom he had the great grievance. The 
whole story is clear to my eyes now. 
Vladimir attacked me with a gun which 
had been rendered harmless, and when I 
took it away from him, some one fired 
from hiding. Vladimir Lomonosoff fell 
dead at my feet-I was accused of his 
murder." 

"A lie, monsieur!" she cried. 
But her face grew ashen as she stood 

staring at Elton. Intuition must have 
carried to her mind a flash of the truth 
in what he said. Her defiance faded as she 
turned again up the quay at Elton's side. 
She stopped abruptly and confronted 
him. 

"I am going to learn the truth of this. 
monsieur," she exclaimed, her voice half a 
threat. 

"You already know the truth," he re
plied. "You would hardly expect hie Ex
cellency, or any of his assassins, to con
firm what I have said." 

••t shaU know the truth-before to
morrow!" Her eyes grew cold and men
acing. "If what you have said is a trick, 
you shall pa.y a sorry penalty for such au. 
dacityl Adieu, monsieur. I shall prefer to 
wait for my boat alone." * AS HE returned slowly to the 

Beau RivageElton coolly calcu. 
lated the complications that 
might grow out ofMademoisclle 

Le Rivet's unintentional revelation. Her 
words had cleared up the mystery ()( 
Lomonosoff's attack on him, ()f the Rus. 
sian's death. The woman agent's reac
tions to the tragic factB had confirmed 
Elton's certainty that she would recoil in 
horr()r at Von Kulm's excesses, even 
though they were perpetrated in the holy 
name of war. But what danger might 
come out of her efl'ortll to verify what he 
had told her? What vengeance from the 
hand of Von Kulm, who would instantly 
see the dangerous purpose behind Elton's 
Cbar.f!'�. 

H� spent a. restless evening. At the 

Cafe du Nord, where he went for dinner, 
Rougemont WBJ!I not in evidence. Nor did 
Walters appear as the evening wore on. 
Walters' absence caused him only a vague 
uneasiness. It was likely enough that the 
sergeant had been compelled to wait for 
darkness before striking out into the lake 
for Thonon. 

When Za called in the morning Elton 
searched the Austrian's face closely. But 
the mercurial Za failed to register any. 
thing unusual in the air. His arrogant 
chatter was reassuring. l\ladcmoisellc Le 
Rivet was waiting as usual to see the 
letters into the mail. She met him with an 
attempt at lightness that puzzled him, 
that baffled his feverish impatience to 
read her thoughts. Had she learned the 
truth? Or had her efforts to learn the 
story of Lomonosoff merely carried a 
warning to Von Kulm? 

"Today may I suggest a ride on the 
lake?" he asked pointedly. 

She shook her head, without looking at 
him. 

"As soon as we have been to the con
sulate, I return immediately to the cha
teau, monsieur," she replied, attempting 
unconcern. ''So you see you shall not be 
bothered by me so very long today." 

"You have not found out, then, of the 
matter we talked of yesterday on the 
quay?" 

She did not reply at once, nor was Elton 
able to divine her mood from the placid 
mask in which she had set her features. 

"Please believe, monsieur," she said in 
a low voice, after a time, "that if such a 
thing as you �old me could be true, my 
people would not approve, nor would his 
imperial Majesty, the emperor." 

"Perhaps not," said Elton, pausing to 
weigh his words before he spoke. "But is 
not Von Kulm the imperial representn.. 
tive in Switzerland?" 

"If eo, mom1ieur, there are the limits tO 
his authority." 

"Then if you find that he has outraged 
his authority, Mademoiselle Le Rivet, is 
it not your duty to report the facts-or 
approve them by your silence?" 

"I read your purpose, monsieur," she 
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replied, meeting his eyes firmly. "But 
your interest is the interest of an enemy
to which I will not listen. But there is an
other matter of which I have decided to 
speak, when you have left your con
sula,;e," 

"My letters, mademoiselle," he tested 
her. "I( there is mail for me from France, 
may I have it for myself, or must it go to 
Lomonosoff's murderers?" 

"The letters you will give to me," she 
said firmly. "I am not forgetting my 
duty." 

Elton mailed the German messages, 
counting them into the consul's hands 
one at a time while Mademoiselle Le 
Rivet looked on. There was, to Elton's 
discomfort, no mail for him from head
quarters. They left the consulate together 
an_d walked briskly to the lake without 
speaking until they came ·to the broad 
promenade of the Grand Quai. The 
woman's evident haste to embark, a cer
tain show of purpose, caught his atten
tion, aroused his interest. 

"You will report tomorrow to watch the 
letters into the mail, of course?" he in
quired. 

"You are very subtle," she charged. 
"But to save you subterfuges, I do not 
know how soon I shall be leaving Geneva." 

"For Germany?" 
"A silly question. But I have told you 

what I have only because I have my own 
purJ>Ose in doing so." 

"Well?" 
"The American, Captain Farnham," 

she lowered her voice. "He is your good 
friend(" 

"On the contrary, have I not good rea
son to suspect that he is in the service of 
Germany, an American masquerader-a 
spy double who does Von Kulm's bid
ding?" 

"But no," she said in protest, "no more 
than are you, monsieur. By force he is 
held to receive the letters you write, pre
cisely as you are compelled to write them." 

"How am I to know the truth of that, 
mademoiselle(" 

"I swear it, monsieur!" she cried. "The 
"Monsieur Farnham was not even the--

the-fair prey of Seiiora Quarazza.. If what 
I say were not the truth I would not give 
you this warning." Mademoiselle dropped 
her voice to a whisper. "You must get to 
him the warning that after the Saturday 
of this week, he must hurry away from 
Paris, even surrender himself to the 
American prison if he finds no other 
escape." 

"But-1 thought he was too valuable 
to Count Kulm to be-disposed of!" 

"Also, monsieur, a warning for you." 
She ignored his exclamation. "You must 
escape from Switzerland." 

He regarded her with a blank stare. 
"But that is not so easy, when I am 

shadowed even in my sleep-a prison�r 
held to send these abominable letters!" 

"On the day that I do not come, there 
are to be no more letters, monsieur. Then, 
if you can riot escape, take refuge in your 
legation at Berne," she warned. 

"So, the gentle Count von Kulm wants 
us Americans out of the way when we have 
served his purpose. Is that your meaning, 
mademoiselle?" 

Mademoiselle Le Rivet drew herself to
gether and extended her hand. 

"Adieu, monsieur," she said. ••You 
have had your· fair warning-and there 
is nothing more I have to say to you." 

CHAPTER XXlV 

ROUGEMONT'S TWO CANES 

SOME momentous mischief was in the 
forging at the ch3.tea.u of Von Kulm. 
Mademoiselle Le Rivet's warning 

gave Elton the hint; and as his mind re
enacted the interview with her, searching 
out every mood, look and sentence, he 
accepted it as fact that the mysterious 
D day of the German secret service was in 
the offing. 

Of the woman agent's sincerity, he 
found no doubt. His efforts to trace in her 
actions some hint of another trap, some 
intimation of treachery, found no sub
stance. On the other hand, her motive 
in warning him was now easily tracPable 
and natural enough. Von Kulm's n,<!th-
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ods had outraged her conscience but with
out unbalancing her sense of loyalty to 
the Fatherland. She had merely tried to 
strike a balance to compensate for her own 
part in the shameless trapping of the two 
Americans. Her warning had told Elton 
that he and Farnham were to be put out 
of the way by Von Kulm. There was no 
other logical deduction. That fact alone 
was eloquent of the larger purpose of the 
German secret service. 

Once the projec
.
ted maneuver in which 

the two Americans had been used was at 
a climax, their usefulness would be at an 
end. Use of agents of dubious loyalty 
must be of short duration. That rule 
was axiomatic. From Von Kulm's point 
of view there would be a senseless risk in 
holding the two Americans too long 
against their will; and destroying them 
would be the simplest and most effective 
riddance. 

But how close was he to the danger 
point? Elton tried to reason this out, not 
in personal fear but for the vital light it 
would shed on the elusive Von Kulm D 
day. Once V�m Kulm was through with 
him he knew that the shadows would fol
low with a sensitive hand on their weap.. 
ons, ready to strike at the first easy pre
text. They would report an attempted 
escape to Von Kulm; he would smile un
derstandingly, and if there should be any 
stir at the legations, it would be discreetly 
proven that the dead man was merely 
an abominable spy double, an agent o£ 
two countries killed in a private brawl. 
Whereupon every one would want to wash 
their hands of the affair as quickly as 
possible. 

The day was Monday. Until Saturday, 
four full days intervened. To the wo
man's warning that Farnham would be 
in danger on Saturday, Elton applied the 
information from the intercepted message, 
in invisible inks-D day minus two days, 
the military code date set for Von Kulm's 
arrival at the chfi.tcau o£ Villejuif, in the 
environs o£ Paris. If Von Kulm did not 
change his schedule, it might mean that 
the German spy master would reach Paris 
on Saturday, or even that Saturday was 

the D day itself of the German espionage 
coUp that was to be launched from the 
French capital. 

As he went down to a late dinner at the 
Beau Rivage, Elton shut these considera
tions from his mind. His plans were laid; 
he was ready to act; everything hereafter 
must depend on eventualities as they 
arose. He must have a clear mind, alert 
and receptive to the slightest currents 
in the German secret service storm that 
now was brewing swiftJy on Lake Geneva. 

Mademoiselle's warning to him might 
conceivably be guessed at the chateau 
from her actions; there remained the r� 
mote possibility that her warning was part 
of some subtle trick, or Von Kulm might 
change or delay or even cancel his pro
jected invasion of Paris. 

But as he took his seat in the dining 
room and glanced casually about he felt 
the leap of his nerves at a sight which 
brought him face to face with a crisis. 
Through the palms at the end of the room, 
he saw Count Kulm and his retinue, 
dining tonight in public·. He picked up 
his menu card with a steady hand and 
centered his eyes on it, without seeing 
the words. If Von Kulm returned to his 
chateau tonight the hour of French ven
geance was close at hand. If Jacques 
succeeded, the German D day would no 
longer matter. 

He forced himself to loiter through an 
insufferable meal, to eat food which he 
did not taste, until the count's party 
finally left the Beau Rivage. There was 
the usual clicking of heels among the 
military guests as the count's party went 
out, the usual guarded formation; one 
man leading, Von Kulm with a retainer 
at his side, then the massive Herr Sirwol
ten flanked by two stiff German manni
kins, a seventh retainer trailiflg several 
yards behind. 

After a wait of ten minutes Elton fol. 
lowed out. The count's party was not in 
evidence. He took a seat on the terrace 
and 'searched the surface o£ the lake, but 
no craft was visible in the uncertain light. 
As darkness deepened be crossed over to 
the Cafe du Nord to wait there. His 
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heart sank as he saw that Walters was 
not there again tonight. An hour passed, 
to deepen his anxiety. What had hap
pened to Walters? H he had eottcn 
through he would be here tonight, with
out failure. Had the German shadows 
tripped him on his way to Thonon? If so, 
Elton knew that Walters must be dead. 
The veteran would try to shoot his way 
through, would never yield to arrest when 
he knew the importance of the message he 
carried. 

The evening dragged along intermi
nably. Rougemont did not appear. Elton 
sat alone, sipping tasteless wine, pretend
ing bored nonchalance, while he was 
wracked by his fear for Walters, by the 
suspense of waiting for the detonation 
that would sound the doom of Von Kulm. 

By ten o'clock he knew that Von 
Kulm's party had reached the chiteau 
long since, even by the most circuitous 
route, had they embarked from the Quai 
du Mont Blanc immediately after dinner. 
But he held on, with thinning hope, 
watching covertly each new arrival for 
sight of Walters, arguing that Von Kulm 
might have waited over in Geneva. 

Shortly before eleven there was a quick 
flash in the room, like the flicker of a helio
graph. It was without sound, without 
substance, an instantaneous quiver of 
light. Several people caught it and 
looked about curiously. One, two, three 
seconds ticked by, then above the hum 
of the music, the chatter and laughter, 
there crashed a hidoous detonation. Wo
men screamed; men leaped to their feet; 
the Cafe du Nord broke into an excited 
uproar. 
· The" French avions have mistaken 

Geneva for Inm! No, the Germans have 
attacked Switzerland! Excited voices 
shrieked in the jargon of many tongues. 
When a minute passed without a recur. 
renee of the alarm, the orchestms struck 
up lively airs, the panic subsided, a few 
resumed dancing, the waiters were kept 
busy carrying liquors for shaken nerves. 
A waiter reported that the boilers of a 
factory had exploded. Nothing to be 
given a second thought. Very shortly, 

since there was no danger, the Cafe du 
Nord had resumed its wonted gaiety; 
swirling dances, quickening music, clink
ing glasses, clandestine trysts, giddy 
chatter. 

Elton sat immobile through the comrtl()o 
tion, his eyes upon the cover of his table. 
Portentous as was that report, his first 
response was one of acute depression, his 
first thought o( the heroic Frenchman, 
Jacques, who had sent himself to eternity 
in that crash. He shook himself, pres
ently, outof this morbid humor, reminding 
himself sharply that it was not a time for 
sentiment. If Von Kulm had been de
stroyed vital action impended. He would 
need time only to verify the fact, make 
certain that the directing genius of the 
German secret service was wiped out; 
then for his own flight across the frontier 
--and the drawing of the net. 

Rougemont came in a few minutes 
·later and, sighting Elton, c8.me to his 
table. The Frenchman made a brave 
effort to contain himself. He greeted 
Elton with studied unconcern, sat down, 
ordered wine brought to the table and 
lighted a cigaret with a firm hand. But 
the light in his eyes told Elton of Rouge.. 
mont's inner turmoil, a changing light 
that one moment burned with a trium
phant fire, then dimmed into a misty 
film. 

"You have heard, monsieur," said 
Rougemont in a stmined voice, "that a 
boiler has exploded in one of the factories 
of Geneva?" 

"The waiters were saying as much a 
short time ago," Elton replied with dt> 
tachment. 

Rougemont sat back and affected to 
smother a yawn. 

"Since nothing better offers itself to.
night, monsieur," he proposed, "let us 
stro!! up the lake and look at the wreck
age 

''If it is not too Car," Elton agreed in
differently. "The hour is growing late, 
and I am rather sleepy." 

"Before we go, monsieur--" 
The Frenchman lifted his glass, a 

poignant pathos in his eyes. 
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CAPTAIN ROUGEMONT set 
out at a brisk pace to the north 
on the lake promenade. Twice 
within the first few hundred 

yards he halted passers-by to inquire of 
the explosion. When they disclaimed any 
knowledge of the cause or place of the 
detonation he slowed down to a leisurely 
gait. 

.. The rubber heels of the Boche are 
close behind us," he commented. "When 
they interview those whom I have ac. 
costed they will conclude that we merely 
hunt diversion. There is much we have 
to consider tonight, monsieur." 

"Jacques appears to have succeeded," 
SJ.id Elton grimly. 

"But yes, monsieur, poor Jacques-he 
is gone," Rougemont shrugged, then 
snapped himself erect. "But for the time, 
I must yield no place to sorrow. Since 
Jacques has done his part, there is m:.Ich 
that we must do now, monsieur!" 

"You have your plans of what you 
propose next, Captain Rougemont?" 

"It is very simple, monsieur. From 
Berne and Basel and the eastern frontier 
we will bring our operatives and quickly 
rid the lake of its insects. Before the 
coming of Von Kulm we trapped them as 
you would mice, and again we shall be 
able to do so; is it not so?" 

"You are sending for your men at 
once?" 

"Not, monsieur, until I have verified 
what happened tonight. If by some mir� 
acle Von Kulm has escaped-" 

"But just how do you propose to verify 
that?" 

"For that I have gone to great pains, 
monsieur. A boat with our divers from 
Thonon will be on the lake at dawn. And 
then, too, we have a means of knowing 
whether Von Kulm will be about in his 
flower beds outside his chilteau at sun 
up in the morning. From a nearby 
estate, powerful French glasses are able 
to Jearn something of what goes on at the 
chAteau." 

"That should leave no room for doubt," 
said Elton. He added eagerly, "If I can 
only arrange to have your verification as 

soon as you are certain, it will be of great 
help to me, Captain." 

"By seven we shall know, monsieur," 
Rougemont asserted. "By eight I will be 
ready to convey to you the information." 

"At the CafC du Nord?" 
Rougemont considered briefly. 
"I think that would be most indiscreet, 

monsieur," he reflected. "We must r� 
member that for the time being the Swiss 
secret police will be most curious of to
night's affair. It is better that we not be 
seen with our heads together." 

"By what means will you let me know, 
then, my Captain?" 

"A simple indication, monsieur. At 
eight I will pass the terraces of the Beau 
Rivage. If in my hand the head of my 
cane it is of gold, you will know that Von 
Kulm is dead; if of silver it will mean that 
we have not yet fully satisfied ourselves 
of the facts. But if I carry no cane
voila/ You will know that poor Jacques, 
he died to no purpose." 

"That will do well enough, Captain 
Rougemont, but there remains another 
very great service I would like to ask of 
you. First let me ask you a question." 

"Of course,' monsieur." 
"You are able to send telegrams to 

D'Auteuil at Paris through your consulate 
at Geneva or your legation at Berne?" 

"It is most impossible, monsieur," 
Rougemont exclaimed quickly. "I am 
the secret agent.......:whom my legation must 
repudiate if I should get into trouble with 
the Swiss. So with the French legation I 
ni.ust have no open dealings." 

"Our governments make rather unusual 
claims upon us, do they not?" Elton r� 
joined with an ironical smile. "But it is 
very important that I get through a mes
sage at once." 

"Ah, but if it is brief, I have the way. 
A telegram to a business associate in Paris, 
who receives it for Monsieur d'Auteuil of 
our secret service. But it must be very 
brief, and say nothing that would carry 
the suspicion, monsieur." 

"Simply the two figures-17�19-noth
ing more. D'Auteuil will understand in
stantly, and relay it to American head-
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quarters. Let me explain that I sent a 
messenger, who has not returned from 
Thonon." 

"Ah-the waters of Thonon-thougb 
it is of France, monsieur, the Boche are 
desperate in watching the approaches of 
Thonon. But your message, I will place 
it on the wires from Geneva." 

"If you please, Captain Rougemont, 
and remember its importance. That mes
sage provides for my flight from the fron
tier to Paris, where I must go in the great
est haste if Von Kulm is done." 

Rougemont stopped. 
"Do you mean, monsieur," he asked in 

a�tonishment, "that you plan to leave 
Geneva at once? But have you planned 
the means of your escape to the frontier?" 

"I intend to get a fast boat to Thonon 
and go by plane from there. I had been 
counting upon my assistant to arrange 
that detail-since he has been passing 
back aild forth. But that seems im
possible now." 

"SacTebleu!" swore Rougemont. ''The 
Boche will have his eyes close to you, 
monsieur. The death of Von Kulm will 
not stop his patrols of the 1ake-his 
launches will drive now with a thirst for 
vengeance!" 

"I will have to take that risk," Elton 
replied quietly. "I must trust the details 
to no one, Captain Rougemont; but 
D'Auteuilwill tell you later that no man of 
the secret service ever went on more ur
gent business than that which takes me to 
Paris, when the minute comes to strike." 

The Frenchman regarded Elton in 
tense indecision. 

''The Filitur, monsieur, it alone is cer
tain," he said impulsively. "If it is so 
urgent that you must go-the Fili8u'f, it 
shall carry you when you are ready." 

''The Fili.mr?" Elton puzzled. "Was it 
not the FilUur-?" 

"But no, monsieur," Rougemont cut 
him off. His voice broke as he went on. 
"Jacques, he love the Filisttr better than 
his own life. An amazing fellow, Jacques, 
was he not? He pleaded with me that the 
FilUur should be saved, and wept so 
much of it that I was compelled to pur-

chase for him another craft for which he 
had formed no affection. So, monsieur, 
the Filisur remains here rea.dy to serve 
France!" 

''Thank you, Captain Rougemont. You 
have helped me more than I can tell you. 
But how is it to be arranged?" 

The Frenchman's mind worked inci .. 
sively. 

"IC the cane I carry is headed in gold." 
he said ai once, "the Filisur will be moored 
at eight of the evening at the first landing 
projection along the Promenade du Lac, 
immediately above the Pont du Mont 
Blanc. You will need only to come aboard, 
monsieur." 

CHAPTER XXV 

ELTON was a man without emotion 
as he went the next morning just 
before eight o'clock to the terrace 

of the Beau Rivage overlooking the prom
enade along which Rougemont was to 
pass. A sound night's sleep, a sense of 
the day's responsibilities, steeled him 
against restlessness, anxiety, or even the 
thrill of adventure. But behind his refuge 
of passivity his mind was alert, ready for 
quick decisions, and there was the light of 
confidence in his blue eyes. 

He did not see Rougemont until the 
Frenchman was passing directly in front 
of him, and as he read the news he gave no 
indication of interest. Roue:emont car
ried a gold headed walking s"tick. There 
was no mistaking the message he brought. 
The hoo.d glittered yellow in the morning 
sun as Rougemont swung it jauntily, and 
there was a lightness in the Frenchman's 
step, an air of triumph about his whole 
manner, that was as eloquent as his pro
arranged signal. 

There was no reason to doubt Rouge
mont's judgment. He had proven his 
thoroughness by employing divers to con
firm the results of Jacques' desperate 
handiwork on Lake Geneva, and by es
tablishing a watch over Von Kulm's 
gardens. But Elton had decided to wait 
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upon the morning's further developments, 
for the visit of Monsieur Za and of Made
moiselle Le Rivet. Their failure would be 
to him a final confirmation. He would be 
ready then to act. It would confirm not 
only the death of Von Kuhn, but the de
moralization of the group of henchmen 
that surrounded von Kulm. 

He had risen to leave the terrace a few 
minutes later, when Za appeared suddenly 
on the promenade, coming from the direc
tion of the Kursaal. Elton turned down 
the steps as if leaving the hotel and came 
face to face with the Austrian. Za's face 
gave an instant confirmation of tense 
emotions which he strove to conceal. 

"My Captain is about early this morn
ing-looking for the American absconder 
again?" 

Za's effort to speak easily only intensi
fied the tight set of bloodless lips, the vin
dictive glint of his eyes. 

"You are very early for your letters this 
morning." Elton ignored the veiled 
thrust. "Perhaps we should fix daylight 
as the time of your visits hereafter, eh?" 

"The letters," said Za, affecting non
chalance, "they may wait this morning, if 
monsieur will but stroll with me to the 
Place des Alps where we will be free to 
speak without interruption upon a matter 
of importance." 

"Certainly," Elton agreed, falling in 
step beside the little agent. 

Clearly as he sensed some sinister pur
pose in this early morning promenade, El
ton maintained his usual attitude toward 
the Austrian. The Place des Alps was in 
the heart of the city, and Elton guessed 
that Za had no business with him there. 
If Za merely fished for information, Elton 
knew that the fellow would yield much 
and receive nothing in return. 

In the middle of the first square, as they 
left the lake front, Za stopped suddenly. 
His face was as colorless as his faded 
straw hair, his eyes blazed fitfully, a 
man who hovers between murder and 
funk. 

"I place you under the arrest, my Ca.p
tain!" he blurted. Having said lhis, he 
gained courage. "You will please do as I 

say or the consequence, it will be most 
disagreeable." 

Elton replied with a taunting laugh. 
"You are quite a humorist, Monsieur 

Za! By what authority could a German 
agent place any one under arrest on the 
streets of Geneva?" 

"It is the orders of his Excellency," said 
Za. nervously. "But you will please not 
argue with me of what you must do." 

"Don't be ridiculous, Za, or I'll lose my 
temper in another moment!" 

Za quailed at the threat in Elton's 
voice, gave a quick look along the street, 
then pulled himself together and returned 
Elton's glare. 

"Ah, but the Captain, he will do as I 
say!" he sneered. "Let me warn you 
fairly, my Captain. Close at hand you 
may see onr agents-four of thcm.....:...whose 
eyes are on you at this moment. From 
behind the drawn blinds of the building 
across from us there are other eyes that 
watch for me to but lift my hat from my 
head-and if I do so-my dear Captain, 
you are dead on the street on the instant! 
Your feet they are fixed in the trap from 
which you can not escape, my Captain, so 
will you listen to the reason?" 

It was Za.'s sudden assurance, his re
turn of courage, that convinced Elton. A 
man of courage might have pulled such a 
bluff, but not Za. Elton accepted the 
situation quickly and calmly, in a play for 
time. 

"What is it you want of me?" he de. 
manded. 

"His Excellency, the Count von Kulm, 
have ordered that you be brought im
mediately to his chU.tea.u for some queg.. 
tions, my Captain," said Za in vast relief. 

Elton smiled easily. 
"Well, if that's all, why didn't you say 

so in the first place? But don't think you 
could bluff me into one of these Swiss jails, 
Monsieur Za." 

Za turned back to the Quai du Mont 
Blanc. Elton, as he walked along beside 
the Austrian, estimated this unexpected 
situation rapidly. Two shadows had 
closed in upon them, following at a dis
tance of half a dozen paces; two others 
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were on their Aank across the street. He 
identified them as the desperate leg man 
type of operative, men who would not 
hesitate to shoot even in daylight on the 
streets of Geneva. 

The trap into which he had landed 
smacked of something more complicated 
than Za's mind would be expected to 
fabricate. The fact that it had followed 
so closely upon the night's tragedy showed 
an absence of complete demoralization at 
the chateau, such as might be expected to 
follow the death of the German spy
master. 

Elton tried to estimate his own situa
tion. Once in a German launch on Lake 
Geneva he knew that he would be help
less. His one chance, then, was at the 
quay, a sudden bolt into a cubbyhole, his 
automatic blazing � he went. He would 
have at least a chance, perhaps better 
than an even chance in such a play, he 
argued. 

But against this gamble the thought of 
his mission loomed up in his mind. The 
mystery of Za's summons, did it mean 
that Rougemont had made some sorry 
miscalculation after all? Was the intelli
gence that directed the German secret 
operations still in the flesh? By the time 
he was halfway across the quay Elton had 
decided his course. Be would see the 
thing through, a risk in the line of duty. 
A bolt now, even though it succeeded in 
saving hls life, might cheat his mission. 

There was something mocking in the 
peaceful grandeur of the blue lake with its 
panorama of mirrored peaks as the launch 
sped to the ch§.teau. It stirred Elton with 
no sense of beauty, as he sat looking out 
over its placid surface with untroubled 
eyes. It seemed only to shield from him 
the inscrutable mystery of Von Kulm 
upon which everything must depend. He 
felt Za's eyes fixed on him and turned 
sharply as they approached the chateau. 

"An explosion of a boiler on the shores 
of the lake last night, monsieur-" he led 
casually- "you heard the sound?" 

"The explosion of a factory, yes, .. 
affirmed Za indifferently, and lapsed into 
silence. 

THE BOAT nosed to a landing 
at Von Kulm's elevator pier. 
Za, Elton and the four guards 
were lifted to the chateau, and 

Za led the way at o. smart pace through 
the reception halls to a broad terrace over
looking the lake where a large man was 
seated under a vine bower engroS&ed in a 
mass of papers. Half a dozen others were 
in the room, doing nothing; they might 
have been figures in wax. 

Elton saw that Von Kulm was not 
present. The man under the vine bower 
was Herr Sirwolten, the other faces un
familiar except for two whom he identi
fied as members of the Von Kulm body
guard. During the several minutes that 
he was left standing with Za while Herr 
Sirwolten continued his labors Elton at
tempted to sense what tension was in the 
air. But he saw that Sirwolten was gen. 
uinely occupied with his work, while the 
others were as stolid and devoid of ex
pression as the grim mannikins they 
suggested. 

Herr Sirwolten looked up presently and, 
seeing Elton, laid aside his work and 
leaned back, his face relaxing. Elton re
turned the German agent's look with an 
easy nonchalance. 

"I understand the Count von Kulm 
wished to interview me?" Elton broke 
the subtle conflict of eyes. 

"I note you are impatient," said Sir
wolten circumspectly. "Impatient to 
know why you were sent for-which is in 
itself the symptom of a bad conscience, 
Monsieur Elton." 

"You expect me to feel very much at 
home here, Herr Sirwolten?" Elton re
plied with the flicker of a smile. 

"At least you make an excellent front 
of it, monsieur. But much as I would en
joy fencing with you this morning, my 
time is pressing. The count is in his gar
dens for a breath of air at present and has 
directed me to conduct the matter which 
must be disposed of this morning. I will 
be very blunt, monsieur. You are charged 
with treason. You are in the presence of 
the tribunal that will hear .these charges 
and decide your guilt or innocence." 
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There was a mild defiance in the sparkle 
of Elton's mirth. 

"Treason-to whom?" he inquired. 
''Treason to the imperial Prussian 

crown, monsieur." 
"Herr Sirwolten will please to remem� 

her," said Elton easily, "that I took your 
obligation under duress and with distinct 
mental reservations." 

"The reservations were of your own 
making, Monsieur Elton. They meant, 
and I-we---so acceptE:d them, that you 
would escape from your bargain if you 
could. But the fact that you are here 
shows that you failed. We assume not 
merely the technical but the moral right to 
try you, therefore." 

"Since you have decided that, Herr 
Sirwoltcn, you might as well declare me 
guilty of whatever you have in mind. I 
ask only out of curiosity what specific 
charges you hold against me." 

"You are responsible for the death of 
three of our loyal agents!" said Sirwolten. 
He spoke without feeling, hurriedly, as if 
time pressed. "So you must face the 
consequence of their-murder." 

Elton's lips tightened involuntarily as 
be heard the charge. A charge of com� 
plicity in Jacques' mad vengeance, he 
sensed instantly. 

"Murder appears your favorite charge, 
Herr Sirwolten," he said, quickly recover
ing himself. "I have had no more part in 
the killing of three of your agents than in 
the murder of Vladimir LomonosoJf, as 
you must well know." 

"For economy of time I will cite the 
evidence, monsieur," Sirwolten replied, 
speaking in a quick staccato. "An Ameri
can spy runner who could only have been 

·carrying a secret message from you to 
your chief in France was called upon to 
halt by our agents near Thonon the night 
before last. He replied with gunfire, 
shooting down three of our men before he 
was himself killed. No message was 
found upon him, from which we are left 
to infer that he carried it concealed in his 
mouth and swallowed it before he died. 
Do you deny that the man was your 
messenger?" 

For the briefest fraction of a seoond 
Elton's surge of emotion rose to the sur
face as he heard the confirmation of a 
gnawing fear. The death of Walter_s was 
a blow that shook his self-control. But he 
was instantly master of himself again. 

"1 admit nothing, Herr Sirwolten," he 
said. 

"Ah, but your face it confessed much to 
me, monsieur," said Sirwolten. "I dis
cern that in addition to the loss of what
ever message you sent, you suffer a strong 
attachment for the crafty rascal whose 
body was tossed into the deepest part of 
Lake Geneva an hour later!" 

"That, of course," sneered Elton, "was 
not murder, eh?" 

"Not from my point of view at least, 
monsieur; and it is our point of view that 
prevails on Lake Geneva." 

"Well?" 
"I have stated the facts; is there any 

statement you wish to make in your own 
behalf?" 

"None, Herr Sirwolten." 
"Then I will ask the decision of the 

tribunal." 
He turned to the six mannikins. Each 

nodded solemnly in turn, without speaking. 
"You are found guilty, monsieur. In 

the absence of his Excellency, it is my re
sponsibility to pass sentence. The penalty 
is death." 

Elton managed a smile of cynical 
amusement. 

"I congratulate your tribunal upon its 
expedition, Herr Sirwolten, and you upon 
your prompt approval. The obsequies
my murder--does it occur before or after 
lunch?" 

\'Again, my necessity intervenes in 
your behalf, monsieur," said Sirwolten. 
His eyes softened into an appraising smile. 
"You are such a cool and calculating ras
cal, that it would interest me vastly at 
seeing how much of it is bluster, how much 
of your aang froid you could muster as you 
stood over your grave. But since I must 
leave instantly for Berlin for council with 
his imperial Majesty the emperor, I am 
leaving the sentence in your own hands." 

"You are very generous, Herr Sirwol� 
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ten, but not particularly clear in your 
statement." 

- "I mean that I am suspending the sen
tence of death for the timC being. That, 
my dear Monsieur Elton, is not because of 
sentiment, nor is it because you do not 
richly deserve death by a firing squad. 
But as I have said, we have use for you. 
Monsieur Za will return you again to 
Geneva with letters that now 3.wait your 
signature. But if, by the slightest treach
ery, you again betray our trust, our agents 
are instructed to put the sentence into 
instant effect. Do I now make myself 
quite clear, monsieur?" 

"Your English is excellent. Herr 
Sirwo\tcn." 

The German's only reply was an im
patient toss of his head. He slid forward 
in his chair and buried his massive head 
again in the papers before him. Elton 
saw that it was not a pose. Sirwolten was 
genuinely engrossed again with his af
fairs, the incident of the American dis
missed from his mind. 

The hand of Za on his arm brought El
ton out of his scrutiny of Herr Sirwolten. 

"You will come with me?" said Za in a 
thin little voice induced by the presence of 
his superiors. He added in a stouter voice 
as they reentered the chltcau, "The let.. 
ters, we have prepared them today for 
you, my Captain. You will sign them at 
once." 

They stopped at a great carved table 
of the outer reception hall where a servant 
in the uniform of the chiteau laid them 
out for Elton's signature. In tlte midst 
of his labors he heard Za and the servant 
click their heels and glanced up to see the 
bristling figure of Von ·Kulm walking 
through the room. The count did not 
notice them as he proceeded on through 
the chil.teau and disappeared on to the 
terrace where Herr Sirwolten labored. 

"His Excellency is in the most perfect 
health this morning," said Za, a mere 
aside, addressed to the servant. 

Elton, bent close over the letters, made 
an erractic twitch of his pen in signing his 
name. The man who had just passed 
through bore the impression of Count von 

Kulm, the count's carriage, his (ace, his 
type, his stature. Dut Elton's' photo
graphic mind had detected the difference. 
A spark of suspicion that had been smol
dering in his mind for many days leaped 
into a light of understanding. He signed 
the forty letters with slow precision while 
he thought rapidly. 

"Mademoiselle Lo Rivet," he inquired 
of Za. as they went to the launch for the 
return to Geneva, "she will meet us at the 
quay as usual?" • 

"It is I, my Captain, who will go with 
you today to your consulate," said Za. 
"Mademoiselle accompanies his Excel
lency to Berlin." 

"But-but might you not arouse sus
picion, Monsieur Za?" Elton asked in 
astonishment. 

"It is but for today I go to your con
sulate," Za reassured. ''Tomorrow, per
haps, there will be no letters, nor the day 
after; perhaps no letters for your mails 
until Mademoiselle Le Rivet is returned 
from Berlin." 

''Thank you for telling me.'' said Elton 
softly. 

When, after landing at the quay, they 
had placed the daily grist of the German 
invisible inks in the American mail, Za 
took curt leave, returning immediately 
to the quay and boarding the launch to 
the chateau. Elton returned to the Beau 
Rivage. There he inspected his clothes, 
summoned the valet to take several suits 
{or pressing, assembled his laundry and 
busied himself with a OOok until dinner 
time. In the first glow of the Alpine sun
set he went to the Cafe du Nord for 
dinner. 

He dragged his dinner until the hour of 
eight. His tension rose as the minute 
hands crept toward that hour. He had 
summoned the head waiter to pay his 
bill, when his blood leaped at sight of 
Walters taking a seat at a nearby table. 
He sat blinking for a moment at the ap
parition. Walters, alive! He felt an im
pulse to rush to the sergeant's table and 
clap him on the shoulder. 

A waiter brought two bottles to 
Walters' table. Elton's brows converged 
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as he saw them--one of wine, one of boor. 
Walters took the bottle of beer and 
poured a brimming glass. He was drink
ing it when Elton reached his table and 
sat down. 

"You are armed, Sergeant?" he in
quired. 

"If you don't believe me, ask the 
Dutch, sir," said Walters with a signifi
cant grin. 

"Come with me, Walters, and follow 
close." 

"But-" Walters cast an injured look 
at the unfinished beer- "yes, sir." 

Outside, Elton set a leisurely pace; two 
men strolling down the quay with their 
heads together. He sensed the German 
shadows close at their heels. As he came 
to the narrow landing pier on the Prome
nadedu Lac, just above the Pont du Mont 
Blanc, he turned out at a quickened pace, 
shoved Walters into the bobbing Filiku'f 
and leaped into the boat himself. 

"What's up now, sir?" Walters inquired 
anxiously. 

"Everything," said Elton. "We're on 
our way out!" 

CHAPTER XXVI 

"BIEN, MESSIEURS!" 
The exclamation was Roug� 

mont's as he set the Filimr into 
motion, churning the blke with powerrul 
motors as she shot straight out toward the 
Quai du Mont Bhmc until she reached 
midstream, then swung sharply to the 
north. Rougemont gave his whole at
tention to motors and rudder, dodging in 
and out past the small pleasure craft that 
dotted the lake, occasionally adding a bit 
of momentum to the speed of the Fili3u'f. 
Elton and Walters sat to one side in the 
stern, their eyes searching the fading 
shore line. But their shadows, after a 
short dash out on to the pier, had dis
appeared. 

As they flashed under the lights of the 
JettOO des Eaux Vives, Rougemont made 
a slight change of course to the left, 
toward the lights of the Des Paquis on the 

opposite shore, and turned his eyes �k 
upon the fading ribbons of light. 

"Ah, the Boches-they are quick to per
ceive!" he cried suddenly, pointing a tense 
finger. 

Elton saw the shadowy gray hulk with 
a pennant ofwhite foam at its bow cutting 
through the light of the jetty. The Ger
man secret service shadows had not been 
slow in organizing pursuit. As he watched 
the craft in their wake Elton sensed that 
it was traveling at a higher rate of speed 
than the Filim'f. 

"We will be able to outrun them with 
the Filisur?" he asked of Rougemont. 

"But no, monsieur," the Frenchman 
replied frankly. "It is that follows us one 
of the twin ships of the Von Kulm fleet, 
that travel with the speed of the express 
train!" 

"A fight, then!" said Elton. "How long 
will it take them to overtake us?" 

&ugemont shook his head and gave a 
sty laugh. 

"The Boche, we will fool him! Not 
until he has learned our intentions will he 
attempt to close in. If we go to Nyon for 
the anchor he will hang about for a time 
and slink away before the moon comes out 
over the lake, monsieur." 

"Nyon?" puzzled Elton. "But Nyon is 
on the Swiss side. It is at Thonon I must 
land, my Captain." 

"Of course, monsieur. But at Nyon, 
when our Boche escort have slipped 
away, we will cross before the rising of the 
moon and hug the shore or France until 
we enter Thonon. It will save us the 
trouble, monsieur, of a fight with the 
Boche." 

The Fili3u'f roared on up the Jake with 
lights on, Rougemont straining intently 
into the uncertain light ahead to avoid 
collision with transient craft. Two hun
dred meters behind clung Von Kulm's 
launch, from time to time flashing a 
finger of light to the Filim'f as if to make 
sure that the Frenchman had not slipped 
away. The Gennans were making no 
effort to catCh up,.content first to explore 
the Filimr'11 intentions, as Rougemont 
had predicted. 
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As the flight settled down, Elton 
reached over impulsively and wrung 
Walters' hand. 

"A bit late, but this is my first chance," 
he exclaimed. "I never was so glad to see 
any one in my life. I'd just given you up 
for dead!" 

"No, sir, a close call, Cap'n," said 
Walters. "But they got poor Sands.'' 

"Sands! They killed Sands?" 
"Yes, sir. But they paid a sweet price 

for it, Cap'nl Sands meets me in a brush 
thicket just outside Thonon. I give him 
the message, sir-17-19-to take on to the 
colonel at headquarters. I was walking 
with him to where he has his motorcycle 
hid out in some bushes when out comes 
three men who must of been watching his 
motorcycle for something to happen. 
When we move on, they start shooting. 
So did I, Cap'n. I got the three of them, 
but they got Sands, got him right through 
the neck, sir, and he was dead wh"en I 
leant over him to see." 

"Poor Sands," said Elton thoughtfully. 
"His death accounts for the report I got. 
The Boche evidently did not learn there 
were two of you." 

"No, sir, there wasn't anybody left of 
them to give out details." 

"You had trouble getting back into 
Geneva?" 

"Not very much, sir. All I ever had to 
do to get out of Thonon into Geneva was 
to show my passports to some frogs I got 
in touch with, and there's nothing to it." 

''Passports?'' 
"A hundred-franc note, sir. There's a 

couple of renegade old Frenchmen at 
Thonon that will run the shore for that. 
They take you out fishing late of an after
noon in what looks like an old tub. When 
it gets dark, they purr up the shore, hid
ing out on the bank every time they hear 
motors, and moving so slow it takes you 
all night to hit Geneva. They land you 
just before daylight four miles out, and 
you've got to hike in four miles on the 
shore road. But it was a sure passage, 
sir." 

Rougemont slowed down his motors 
and eased toward the cluster of faded in-

ca.ndescents that marked Nyon. He 
brought the craft to a stop at a narrow 
landing pier, jumped out, trailing a thick 
rope, and turned a switch that flooded the 
pier with light, disclosing a stout boat
house built over the water. Returning to 
the Filisur, he nosed her inside. The 
three disembarked. Rougemont closed 
the boathouse and turned out the light. 

"An hour, only, messieurs," he an
nounced, consulting his watch. "We 
must slip out of Nyon before the new 
moon is on the water and cross to the 
vicinity of Yooire, where we can use the 
shadows of the French coast to screen us 
from the eyes of the Boche." 

THEY climbed a long flight of 
steps over the face of the high 
bank, Rougemont ostentatious
ly lighting a cigaret as he went. 

As soon as they reached the top the 
Frenchman ground the cigaret into the 
earth with his heel and sat down. 

"We will wait here until it is time to 
go," he announced. "Ah, you can hear 
no more the motors of the Boche. They 
have shut down out there in the dark, and 
their lights are gone, but they will slip on 
their way when they make sure we are 
here for the night. Each night for per
haps a month, messieurs, I come only to 
Nyon, and on the next night, slip into 
Thonon. The Boche he is very thorough, 
but also he lack the patience!" 

"My telegram, Captain Rougemont, 
you are certain that it cleared the wires 
from the post office at Geneva?" 

"Mon Dieu, monsieur!" Rougemont's 
voice was vibrant with apology. "It was 
impossible. From the hour that I leave 
the CafC du Nord on the night poor 
Jacques send Von Kulm to hell and him
selr to heaven, the Boche dog my tracks. 
So I must say, monsieur, with the thou
sand apologies, that it was impossible." 

"No matter," said Eltol'!-, covering his 
bitter disappointment. "But I will have 
to find some means of getting out of 
Thonon and into Paris. Is there any way 
in which I might procure a French auto
mobile? Nothing could be more impor-
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tant than for me to reach Paris at once." 
"The motor, monsieur, I regret that at 

Thonon it is impossible. The train from 
the frontier, it is the only way, and that is 
very slow and also very difficult, mon
sieur." 

"But, sir," Walters' voice interposed 
out of the dark, "isn't the Cap'n able to 
use the plane Colonel Rand is sending 
over?" 

Elton groaned. 
"That was what I had counted on, 

Walters. But by the time Rand could get 
a plane here, fuel it up and tell the pilot 
where to land outside Thonon, I might 
miss out in Paris. No, I'll have to impro-
vise my trip the best way I can, get to the 
first French military center and steal a 
general's car if I have to. There's no 
taking chances." 

"Sir, I'm thinking the colonel's got a 
French plane all set, and a French pilot 
that knows the lay of the land. When the 
colonel heard your message, he seemed to 
know just what you meant by 17-19 and 
said for me to tell you it was 0. K." 

"Whatdoyou mean, Walters! I thought 
Sands was killed, that my message lost
lost out." 

"Why, no, sir." There was an injured 
note in Walters' voice. "I thought the 
Cap'n knew, saw my signal on the table 
at the Cafe du Nord. I put it.there the 
minute I got in." 

"I didn't quite gather-" 
"Yes, sir. Both bottles, to let the Cap'n 

know something had gone wrong, but I 
was careful to use only the beer, that told 
the Cap'n the message was through. That 
waa what made me late, 'sir. When I saw 
Sands was gone, I took the message on 
into headquarters myself." 

"I should have known that, Walters!" 
cried Elton joyously. 

"Yes, sir, the Cap'n should," assented 
Walters. 

A soft purring of motors from an un
seen boat came indistinctly across the 
lake. Rougemont hissed for silence and 
stood straining into the darkness. 

"The Boche he slip away," he whispered 
presently. ..Soon we shall be on the way 

for Yooire, which is a matter of only five 
kilometers-and then another ten kilo-
meters along the coast of France brings us 
to the environs of Thonon, messieurs." 

After a long wait, Rougemont put a 
glow from a briquet over the crystal of his 
wrist watch. 

"Ah, but of time there is nothing to 
spare!" he exclaimed, and led the way 
back over the face of the bank to the 
boathouse. 

The Frenchman opened the doors and 
maneuvered the others into the Fili.tur 
without usc of lights. He set his motors 
to humming lightly, so that the boat crept 
out and stole softly into the black night. 
No one spoke. Elton and Walters both 
checked the loaded clips of their Service 
pistols. The FilUur crept on into the lake, 
no faster than a man could walk, until a 
kilometer was past, then Rougemont fed 
a bit more speed into her heels. Another 
kilometer skipped behind them. Rouge
mont stood up, a hand cupped over his 
ear. He gave a sharp gasp as a low hum, 
far in the distance, reached his ears, then 
breathed his relief. 

.. It is not the motors of Von Kulm," he 
broke the stillness. "At their slightest 
whisper am I able to bear them." 

But the next moment there was a loud 
burst of sound close at hand, motors being 
thrown suddenly in inotion. A finger of 
light cut the darkness and began feeling 
around like the talon of some mysterious 
vulture of the night. 

"The Boche!" cried Rougemont. "He 
have set for us the. trap!" 

He sprang to his engines and fed power 
into the Pilisur. The craft fairly leaped 
ahead, Rougemont changing her course 
into the direction of Geneva. As soon as 
he was out of reach of the other's searh. 
light, he cut off the engines, glided her at 
another sharp angle and sat down · to 
listen tensely. The finger of light floun
dered around in the night, the boat racing 
past them out of range, making a large 
detour, and finally snapping off her lights 
and engines to listen. 

Rougemont had set his engines to purr
ing again and crept back on his way 
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toward the French coast. From time to 
time the German craft moved in short 
spurts, plying its light, but now well off 
the scent. Elton wondered that they did 
not use their speed to comb the lake in 
every direction, but the reason for their 
maneuver struck him a few minutes 
later. A light yellowish glow above the 
Alpine crest, then an orange flood as 
the new moon slipped above the jagged 
skyline. 

-

AT A DISTANCE of five hun
dred yards they saw the Ger
man launch leap into anima-, 
tion and rush toward them 

through the yellow gloom. Rougemont 
set the FilUur racing at the same instant. 
The black shadows of France were now 
visible in the distance, but they no longer 
offered refuge. Even if the Filiaur reached 
Yooire, the place was only a tiny cluster of 
small huts, set far back from the lake; 
and if they abandoned the FilWur at the 
shore it would take until daylight to walk 
on into Thonon. 

Slowly the pursuit gained on them. The 
Germans drove on without lights now, 
their quarry plainly in sight on the moon
lit lake. Rougemont steered on a broad 
arc to avoid the jagged point where they 
would pass Y ooire, the Germans shifting 
their course so as to overhaul the Filiaur 
from their port side. As both boats 
gained their full momentum it was evident 
to Elton that the chase would be brief. 
The German, a much larger craft than the 
Fili.mr, seemed fairly to loom out of the 
lake, as if borne on wings as it swooped 
down upon its prey. 

''Guardez-VOU81'' 
The sharp outcry of warning from 

Rougen1()nt was unnecessary. Elton and 
Walters were below the gunwale, taking 
cover instinctively at the first vindictive 
ping of a Mauser flying wild over their 
heads. A second shot sang the treble note 
of a close visitor; a third clouted the thin 
sides of the wooden cabin. 

Elton drew his pistol and glanced at 
Rougemont. 

"Sacrebleu, mon.rieurs, but keep to 

cover!" the Frenchman warned. ''The 
pistol it but splash the waters!" 

But with the range down to a hundred 
yards, Elton opened fire. Walters fired 
simultaneously. They emptied their mag
azines and squatted in the bottom of the 
boat to reload. Walters was aiming again 
when there was an ominous burst of 
sound; he half rose, swore violently and 
then continued to fire until his magazine 
was empty. 

Another burst of sound, a third and 
fourth. Bullets pattered against the boat 
or whistled close overhead. That omen 
could not be mistaken, the sharp, staccato 
stab of a machine gun. 

.. Please, monsieur, to take the helm!" 
shrieked Rougemont. There was a gloat
ing, joyous note in the Frenchman's out
cry, the voice of a man who is fired by the 
lust of adventure. "Ah, the Boche, he 
shall now feel vengeance of the Filisurl" 

As Elton took the helm, motioned low 
in the boat with Walters, Rougemont 
threw open a broad wooden trap in the 
stern and with half a dozen vigorous turns 
of a metal shaft raised a French one
pounder intp sight. When he had shoved 
a shell into the breech and adjusted the 
sights, he shouted for Elton to turn 
sharply to the left and shut off the en
gines. As Elton did this the pursuit 
launch swept close to them, broadside, a 
voice hurtling a strident command to sur
render. The Frenchman's gun shook the 
Fili.tur to the keel with its recoil as a 
deep throated detonation answered the 
German challenge. A quick spurt of blue
black water at the bow, and a second one
pounder was on the way. Rougemont's 
gunnery was faultless-a target on the 
second shot. He sent in a third as the 
Genn·an craft dipped toward the surface, 
a sheer miss this time, but the damage 
was already done. A medley of excited 
jargon heralded the plunge of the broken 
craft under the surface of Lake Geneva, 

'' Voildl" shouted Rougemont in tri
umph. He waved a mock farewell. ''The 
third of the Von Kulm lake hawk that 
the Filisur have fed to the fishes." 

He took the helm back from Elton, 
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throttled the Filisur ahead again and 
swung round the scene of the wreck. 

"To the shores, it is too short a swim, 
messieurs," he exclaimed. "These are the 
waters of France, and if there are prisoners 
we will take them from the water to 
Tho non." 

For some minutes he plied the Filisur 
back and forth, searching every yard of 
the lake with the boat's searchlight. But 
except for a few shattered remnants of the 
German launch, nothing remained afloat. 

''Bien, it is well enough," shrugged 
Rougemont, abandoning the search. "The 
fish will take care of our prisoners! It is 
finis. Into Thonon, messieurs, it is now 
the beautiful moonlight voyage." 

The Filisur raced on, Rougemont 
settling back to watch their course as 
nonchalantly as though nothing had 
happened. Elton sat down beside Walters 
in the cushioned stern seat. 

"You can't complain this time, 
Walter·s," he said buoyantly, "that you 
haven't had your share of the adventure." 

"No, sir," said Walters. 
"The most remarkable thing about a 

machine gun," Elton speculated, "is the 
quantity of ammunition it can burn up 
without hitting any one." 

"Yes, sir. But handled right, it sure 
can spurt a lot of hot lead." 

"Thanks to you, Walters, we'll be able 
to get quick action into Paris. I only 
hope they send an observation plane, so 
we can take you along. I can use you 
down in Paris tomorrow." 

"Then it'd be tough to get left behind, 
sir and if there's something doing, I'll 
sure be fit for duty." 

Elton turned sharply, caught by a note 
in Walters' voice. 

''Fit for duty?" he repeated anxiously. 
"What's the matter? Aren't you feeling 
well tonight?" 

"Except for a burning feeling in my 
shooting arm, rm feeling 0. K, Cap'n," 
said Walters quietly. ''I'm ·suspecting 
my arm got in the way ·o f one of those 
Boehe machine gun bullets., 

He broke off and pointed eag,erly with 
his left ·hand. 

-

"But never .mind that; sir,, Walters 
exclaimed. "I've been over this lake 
often enough to know the signs and 
that point of land you see sticking out 
there is just this side of Thonon. We'll 
be ashore in two more jiffies, Cap'n !" 

CHAPTER XXVII 

OUT OF THE DAWN 

OUGEMONT put the Filisur to a 
landing in a blind cave a kilometer 
southwest of the village of Tho non, 

made her fast to a stout willow thicket 
and was turning up the bank when Elton 
halted him. 

"My:sergeant is wounded," said Elton, 
"and must have attention before walking 
a kilometer into the village. Is there a 
doctor to be had at Thonon?" 

"Don't bother now, Cap'n," objected 
Walters. "Time's too valuable to be 
thinking about a little thing like one arm. 
Tomorrow'll be time enough, when I can 
get a shot of anti-tetanus which'll be all I 
need to fix me up 0. K .. " 

"Sit down while I strip off that sleeve," 
Elton commanded sternly. 

Under the light of a pocket flashlight he 
examined a messy hole in the non-com's 
upper right forearm. 

"Ah, my felicitations, monsieur," ex
claimed Rougemont as he bent over the 
wound. "The arm, you may not lose 
him. The gauze which we can get at 
Thonon will hold the arm together until 
there is a surgeon at Paris." 

"You're sure there's no doctor at 
Thonon?" Elton asked anxiously. 

"But no, monsieur, the surgeons are at 
the Front with our armies, where there is 
much need for them yes, even the sur
geons who are too old for service." 

''It's all right," Walters spoke up 
calmly. "A soldier always carries his own 
private doctor around with him. Here's 
mine, Cap'n." 

He brought from his pocket a small 
compact tin box, an issue first aid packet, 
on which Elton broke the metal seal, 
carefully removed gauze and bandages 
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and bound the wound expertly. Walters debted to you everlastingly." He grasped 
observed the operation indifferently, with- the Frenchman's hand and- shook it 
out wincing. warmly. "It is not too much to say that 

"Do you feel you can make it into all France is indebted to you, Captain 
Thonon?" Elton questioned. "If you Rougemont." 
feel much shock, we can bring some kind "Merci, bien, monaieur," said Rouge
of a conveyance out for you, if I have mont simply, drawing himself again to 
to get it by force." . salute. "I will return now to Geneva. 

Walters stood up, a comfortable looli on Tomorrow, Lareaux he will come from 
his face. Berne vtith our agents from many parts of 

"I can walk as far as the next one, sir," Switzerland, and the net of the lake it will 
he said. "We're wasting no good time bring us many fishes. Adieu, messieurs!" 
on that nick. Besides, I always thought They made their way on into the vii
I ought to have one, anyhow, so I can lage, Walters going ahead at a steady, 
sport a wound chevron to set off the rest regulation stride, despite Elton's remon
of my military jewelry. Twenty years' strances. Only a cluster of black shadows 
service without a puncture always seemed told them when they were in the village. 
a bit out of place, sir." A phantom to\vn, it appeared in the moon-

"You can walk between us. and we'll light, with no signs of animation. Even 
keep down the strain by supporting you," the green glow of war lights was absent 
Elton proposed. "That's an order, not a from the street. As they entered the first 
request, Walters !" rambling street, Walters began clutching 

"Yes, sir, and that's the first order I've at his back with his left arm. 
ever refused to obey, Cap'n," grinned "What's wrong, Walters?" Elton asked 
Walters. "But I refuse to delay the quickly. "Sit down if you are in pain." 
game, and if the Cap'n'll lead out, I'll "Not that, sir," said Walters. "But 
move along on my own steam." I find I'm needing a bit of help. If the 

The Frenchman pilote� them up a small Cap'n'll please lift my pistol out of my 
winding trail �to open country and gave right pocket and put it in my left, where 
them minute instructions of the way into it'll be handy, I'll be obliged." 
the village. If they came upon French Elton complied with the request, Wal
patrols, the men would be in · uniform, he ters adjusting the set of the weapon to his 
explained. The Americans could readily own liking in his left hip pocket. 
identify themselves to the French au- "I'm hoping I'll not need it again to
thorities. But if they were stopped by night, sir," said Walters. "But a gun is 
men not in uniform, they were not to be so much surplus baggage unless you have 
bluffed. Completing these instructions, it handy." 
Rougemont drew himself to salute. The sleeping village fretted Elton. A 

"A great favor, my Captain," he said, telegraph line into headquarters must 
"if you will but carry to Monsieur d' Au- carry the final summons for the waiting 
teuil of our secret service at Paris a mes- - plane. He saw that he must rouse the 
sage from No. 12. An account of the village if necessary to find the French 
service of the noble Jacques, and the - operator. After a devious floundering 
word that the Count von Kulm he is about in dark hallways and a pounding at 
dead. The trapping of the rats, it will many doors, they finally located the oper-
begin within the month, monsieur." ator, an old woman who had her own ideas 

Elton hesitated a moment. of service. The telegraph opened at eight 
"Yes, of course," he assented. "I will in the morning. Neither argument nor 

give D' Auteuil a full account of all that bribe could shake her out of that decision. 
has happened, and of your fine service in "Sure, if we can bust into the place, 
landing us safely back in France. On my I can hammer out the old Morse code 
own account I want to say that I am -in- myself," proposed Walters, as Elton 
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abandoned thC struggle with the operator. 
"That might work if we could get any 

one awake at the other end," groaned 
"Elton. "But they sleep at nights in this 
country, just n.s if the war was something 
that could wait always on personal 
convenience." 

"Yes, sir, I forgot that-but anyhow 
we might try." 

"A better plan might be to get some one 
in authority to force that woman out. If 
she'll keep hammering the French alerte 
over the keys, somebody will wake up and 
we'll get a wire into headquarters. I'm 
taking it for granted that the colonel 
will have some one standing by tonight at 
headquarters.'' 

''There's.no doubt of that, sir." 

WITH much inquiry a lot of 
persuasion and the use of end
less French expletives, ' Elton 
aroused a gendarme and con-

veyed to him the importance of putting a 
message on the wire to American head
quarters. The autocrat of the telegraph 
line yielded finally, at the end of a session 
of vivid chattering and animated gesticu
lation, to the power of the French police. 
The wire was located in her bedroom, and 
she began tapping out the French alerte 
to awaken the operator at Dcsangon. El
ton's hopes hung in tho balance as he 
li!!tened to the metallic clicks upon which 
his whole mission now depended. A leap 
of joy came with the first response, a 
feeble tap or two that told him Dcsangon 
was awake at last. 

An hour passed before the subterfuge of 
an akrte had awakened the slumbering 
line into Chaumont. Then Elton put his 
code message--the code figure ten--on to 
the wire and waited for the acknowledg
ment. When the woman opemtor finally 
turned to him and repeated the reply in 
French, Elton tossed a note of fifty francs 
to her and left the place. 

"Our plane will be in the air in less than 
five minutes," he exclaimed. "It will land 
within three hours at a field near Chez 
Portay-which means we've got eight 
kilometers to cover. Somebody's going to 

furnish us with transportation, Walters!" 
"Sure, riding beats walking any time," 

smiled Walters. "But if we have to walk, 
I can make it through." 

The gendarme, by the use of a few blunt 
words and many emphatic gestures, point
ed out the abode of a Frenchman who 
boasted a horse and cart. But the official 
declined to use his personal influence 
further and stalked off in the evident in
tention of mending the broken thread of 
his night's sleep. Elton hammered the 
French owner of horse and cart out of bed, 
but again his most ardent pleas brought 
only the inevitable shrugs and stubborn 
shakes of the head. 

"It is for France!" Elton launched a 
final plea. "The gendarme will confirm 
that we must go to Chez Portay without 
delay." 

"Je ne saU pMI" shrugged the French
man with a blank stare. "At seven in the 
morning, when the horse have had his 
night's rest and the sun is over the lake, 
perhaps then, messieurs, I ride you to 
Chez Portay." 

Walters crowded in front of Elton with 
a quick movement. 

"I can't parley French, but I know a 
-language you can understand!" he growled. 
"Tell him, sir," Walters said to Elton 
without looking back, "Tell him to come 
out peacefully with us and hook up that 
nag." 

But the Frenchman needed no further 
eoaxing'"now. The feel of an automatic in 
his midriff was indisputable language. El
ton hesitated for a moment, then accepted 
Walters' bluff maneuver. An ancient cob, 
rawboned and heavy on its feet, was 900n 
harnessed to a rickety two..wheeled farm 
cart. The three were jolting slowly out 
of Thonon south and west toward the 
hamlet of Chez Portay in the upper 
reaches of the Drance. 

"Sure, it's a fine state of things," mut
tered Walters, "when you have to use a 
gun to get one of these civilians out of bed 
long enough to help save France." 

At intervals of every kilometer or so 
Elton caused the Frenchman to stop his 
conveyance in order to relieve Walters' 
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arm from the jolting. Two hours' travel 
landed them at the hamlet, where Elton 
was able to get his bearings from-his 
previous careful study of the terrain. A 
return of half a kilometer brought them to 
a broad open grain field, where Elton 
restored the Frenchman to good humor 
with two hundred.franc notes, and ro-
lcascd him. From a copse at the edge of 
the field he got fuel for two small fires, set. 
fifty yards apart, and settled down to 
wait. A faint humming in the remote dis
tance far ovcrhcud brought both to their 
feet. It was almost as if timed to their 
arrival at Chez Portay. 

"I thought the sing of the telegraph 
keys at Thonon was sweet music, Elton 
cried ecstatically, "but the huni of that 
plane is the sweetest music I've ever 
heard!" 

The plane caught the signal fires, 
circled low and made a sure landing. 

"A twO-seated observation plane," 
shouted Elton, as he led the way to where 
the plane had taxied into position for a 
quick getaway, "We'll make him carry us 
both in one trip." 

A French pilot, doubtless scloctcd for 
his intimate knowledge of the frontier, 
motioned them into the plane, opened his 
throttle and raced into the sky. Elton,· 
casting a look behind, saw that the first 
violet touch of dawn was at the crest of 
the distant Alps. In a few minutes it 
would be light. The pilot climbed high 
and set his course straight to the west. As 
the deep blues of night thinned, Elton 
could see the dark greens and myriad 
somber patterns of sleeping France be
low, Farm villages,• an occasional small 
city, passed under them. The Frenchman 
swerved toward Paris at the end of an 
hour of steady flight. Elton looked at his 
watch. It was now nearing six o'clock. 

He sat back in the crowded seat and 
made his final calculations. If nothing 
went wrong, he should be in the outskirts 
of Paris by eight o'clock. Ample time to 
set the stage for the final act of his ad
venture with the German secret service. 
An exclamation from Walters brought 
him out of his thoughts. Below them the 

massed housetops of Paris were glistening 
in the morning sun. 

The plane circled gracefully over the 
tiny blue ribbon of the Seine, dropped low 
over Vincennes, and swung to a landing at 
the American field at Orly. 

"Paris!" 
It was the Frenchman's only word. He 

said it with an ingratiating smile, accen
tuated by a flourishing salute of his hand, 
as the plane came to a stop on the ground. 

Elton helped Walters out of the plane 
and smiled back at the French pilot. 

"Thank you for the ride, monsieur," he 
exclaimell, and led the way to the avia
tion headquarters at Orly. 

CHAPTER XXVIII 

TilE CHATEAU AT VILLFJUIF 

T

HE COMMANDING officer at 
Orly:had orders to give carle blanche 
to a mysterious captain of engineers 

who would land by plane from an un
named destination. But the aviation 
colonel, when he had received his visitor, 
gasped at Elton's successive demands. 
The first one was simple enough-a sur
geon to look after Walters' arm, Then 
Elton asked that the colonel surrender his 
own headquarters building, his two best 
clerks, place his best car outside head
quarters to wait until it was needed, and 
to have the captain's breakfast served to 
him at his desk. 

"Anything else?" the colonel inquired 
with a caustic inflection. 

"Nothing, sir," said Elton, saluting po
litely, "except that I am not to be dis
turbed-and no one is to enter or leave 
my office except on my orders." 

''Very well, your Majesty," said the 
colonel. "It does sound to me like you're 
laying it on a bit thick, but orders is 
orders." 

Seated at the nonplused aviation colo
nel's private desk, Elton busied himself, 
ns he ate his breakfast abstractedly, 
with tbe unloading of his memory. He 
wrote down, one by one, the names of 
those to whom the German messages in 
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invisible inks had been addressed, and after 
each name, the city and street number. 

His memory worked smoothly. lu he 
wrote down each name and address, he 
located the spy's city on a large desk map 
of Europe and blocked it off in red. 

AmieiLS, M. Emile Viellllois, 20 Place St. Denis 
Melun, M. Vietor Perreaux, 64 Rue du Miroir 
Rouen, M. lules Poissy. !ll Rue du Bee 
Chautilly, M. Edoua.rd Quen, 4!l Rued' Auma.le 
Le Havre, M. Felix Dupuy, 6.U Boulevard de 
Strasbourg 

His list of targets filled the page and 
overflowed on to a second sheet. !<'arty
seven German agents, in all, divided into 
two classes; those operating in Allied ter
ritory, who could be captured and shot; 
those working in neutral capitals who 
could be turned over to neutral authori
ties for violation of neutrality and intern
ment. The list of spies in France were 
those of key men, in charge or

" 
districts, 

and their loss in each case would be a blow 
which only the genius of a Von Kulm 
mig�t overcome. In addition to the key 
man, there was the rendezvous ncar Paris 
of fifteen Russians recruited for a reign of 
destruction among French munition 
factories. 

Elton's list, when he had completed it, 
resembled a roster of world centers; Lon
don, Edinburgh, Dublin, Copenhagen, 
Christiania, Brussels, Madrid, Lisbon, 
Rome, Cairo, Buenos Aires, Mexico City, 
Washington, New York, Tokyo, Hong
kong, Bombay, Peking. His red dots on 
the maps linked in green lines, strangely 
suggested the great spy net that was 
about to be drawn from the international 
waters filled with wary fish. 

With the spy roster complete, he next 
devised a simple cipher message, one that 
would cover all cases in France. For this 
he set down the key agreed upon with 
Colonel Rand before he went to Switzer
land, and in which the waiting operatives 
in every affected city had been thoroughly 
coached. His key, a trnnsJX>sition cipher 
in which every letter had full value, was a 
division of the alphabet into two parallel 
lines, with the key word N E T set in on 
the second line. 

A B C D Q I' G B J .J it" L M  

P O N B f' 8 B U V W X Y J: 

In this cipher each letter was the sym
bol for the letter immediately above or 
below it, A meaning P and P meaning A, 
B representing 0 and 0 JX>inting back to 
B. A uniform message of from ten to a 
dozen words, depending on the length of 
the street number, worked out to his 
purpose and he set the first one down 
"rapidly by consulting the key: 

I' D V Jo! D  W B T D I'  

Q I D C  Q L B C D  

D I' A V B  C l' B D -(I l' C ¥  

Delivered t o  the waiting American 
operative at Rouen, that officer would 
need only to jot down his simple cipher 
key from memory and in a few moments, 
unscramble the word jumble into the 
following coherent instructions: 

8ElQl IUL!:8 POil!8Y TW�Y cm5 II.Ulil DU liEC 

DPIONAGE-RAND 

With his work sheets ready, Elton ad
mitted the two clerks, instructed them 
that they were not to leave the room, even 
for their meals, until midnight, and set 
them to work enciphering the terse mes
sages that were to be flashed through
out }�ranee, while he devised the more 
complicated messages to capitals outside 
France. A third message for dispatch to 
American embassies and legations in 
neutral countries followed, after which 
Elton got the purchasing office on the 
military telephone and, using the au
thority of Colonel Rand's name, directed 
that Corporal Smedley report at once to 
the headquarters of the aviation center at 
Orly. . 

An hour later a stockily built man in his 
early twenties entered the room, snapped 
to attention and announced his presence. 

"CorJXlral Smedley reports, sir!" 
Elton shook himself out of the detailed 

maps of the region adjoining Paris on the 
south and jumped to his feet with ex
tended hand. 

':.Glad to see you, Captain," he ex
claimed. "You sure look a lot more like a 
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soldier in that corporaJ's uniform than you 
do in your Sam Browne and trappings. 
How do you like being a corporal?" 

Captain Smedley relaxed his stiff pose 
and took Elton's hand, a warm glow in his 
level blue eyes. 

"It's fine enough, Elton." He smiled. 
''But when I get back under my bars, 
there's a couple of Q. M. sergeants that 
I'm going to pay a social call on. Also 
some second lieutenants. They've made 
life miserable for me since you had Rand 
put me on this job." 

"Well, what's the situation?" 
"Excellent, thank you." 
"Farnham?" 
"He's taking a three-day pass, Elton." 

Captain Smedley gave Elton a sly look. 
''Went down to visit some dear friends 
at a place called Villejuif. Heard of 
it?'' 

"I was just verifying the place and 
looking up the road when you came," 
said Elton, pointing to his map on the 
desk beside him. "Any unusual obstacles 
to be overcome in getting in there?" 

"Not that I know of, Elton. I think 
Farnham's Swiss friends are depending on 
their incog, but I imagine the place has 
plenty of fast exits, and I happen to know 
there is a large plane with French mark
ings camouflaged in a field just west of the 
chateau." 

Elton smiled understandingly. 
"Thanks for that bit of infortnation, 

Smedley. It rather clears up another Hun 
puzzle that has been bothering me. I can 
see now why the German spymaster pre
fers to take his chances at a hidden cha
teau, with his plane handy, rather than 
trust his neck in Von Strindheim's under
ground headquarters in the heart of Paris. 
By the way, did Farnham's mail come 
regularly from Geneva?" 

"You're a very faithful correspondent, 
Elton, I'd say." 

"You managed to develop the invisible 
inks on some of the letters?" 

"Only three or four. Farnham didn't 
give me much of a chance at them. He 
watched those letters from Switzerl-and 
like they were gold. But I got the whole 

hang of the party at Villejuif, and .Ca,n 
take you to the chAteau itself when 
you're ready." 

ELTON rose to pace the floor, 
swinging his arms energetically. 

"It's certainly great to be 
here where I can work without 

stifling in a clothes closet," he exclaimed. 
"I've had some close rubs, Smedley, and 
simply ate Ger1nan crow as a daily diet, 
but it looks as if tonight was the night of 
reckoning for all that if we haven't made 
some serious miscalculation." 

"I surely hope we haven't, Elton," said 
Smedley thoughtfully. �'Of course I've 
only got a limited peek at the picture, 
from behind Farnham's shoulder, so to 
speak, but things look good to me. Look
ing for a pretty good haul, are you?" 

Elton indicated the adjoining room 
where the typists were ticking away at 
their messages. 

"Just getting ready to haul in the nets, 
Smedley. I'm sure of a lot of small fish
but what I'm hoping for above all else is 
the father of the whole tribe. But here, 
we can't spend the whole day gossiping. 
You help me a bit with this map, then 
get back to Farnham,s desk and stay 
there until · the shop closes. Then report 
back here by, say six o'clock, ready for 
business." 

They worked out together the road net 
approaching the chateau at Villejuif and 
decided upon an inconspicuous converg
ing movement of American Military 
Police. Seven men were to go to Sceaux 
and work in scattered fortnation north
east on Villejuif. Another detachment 
was to walk across from the depot at 
Vitry, while a third party of four a� 
proached from Choisy le Roi. Elton, with 
Smedley and a selected party in a light 
sulpply truck, was to proceed directly 
so th from the gates of Paris to the ·village, 
t en walk to the chateau which stood two 
hundred and fifty meters south of the 
crossroads at Villejuif. By eight o'clock 
aU were to converge swiftly on the 
chateau for the final test of wits with Von 
Kulm's secret field marshals. 
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Officers came and went during the after
noon as this detail and that was �djusted; 
trusted officers of the American forces in 
Paris. A seal of absolute silence was 
placed on all who were given 8f part, 
but each officer whom Elton summoned 
learned only his own immediate role, with 
no inkling of the larger meaning of it all. 
When, late in the afternoon, the last peg 
was in place, he called Colonel Rand on 
the military long distance. 

"No. 7 reporting all set, sir," he said 
nonchalantly. 

"That's the best news I've heard yet," 
said Rand cheerfully. "I mean tbe sound 
of your voice. What are the prospects?" 

"Excellent, sir." 
"There's to be a job for all those opera

tives I've sent gallivanting over France?" 
"Yes, sir, and I have a few additions, 

sir, if you can rush men out immediately." 
Rand wrote the names and addresses 

down personally, as Elton gave them to 
him a letter at a time in cipher. 

"I'll shoot men out by motorcycle side
car instantly, Elton. By the way, I don't 
know what this means to you, but I have 
a tip over the private wire from Paris to
day that one Von Kulm is dead." 

"Where'd you hear that, sir?" 
"Lieutenant d'Auteuil, French Second 

Section. He didn't give me any other 
details, but said he had it from Geneva 
and was very happy." 

"Was there anything further, sir?" 
There was a brief silence. Elton thought 

he could see the colonel engrossed in his 
favorite thought provoking habit of rub
bing his long red nose with a bony .finger. 

"No, �xcept that if the Boche hasn't 
hoaxed you, Elton, it'll be_ the biggest 
thing we ever put over." 

"Thank you, sir," said Elton, and un
ceremoniously hung up. 

At six o'clock Elton closed the �ce 
upon two puzzled military typists 1fho 
were left confined therein, stretched hlm
self and smiled gratefully into the in�igo
rating tang of a September breeze. The 
stir of the air seemed to stimulate him 
with a sense of freedom, freedom from 
an atmosphere tainted with intrigue, free-

aom from the tense restraints of the past 
few weeks, freedom from the exacting de
tails that had claimed his every minute 
today. 

As he stepped into an awaiting light 
truck, covered and equipped with side 
seats, there was the thrill of adventure in 
. his veins, a stirring of his blood that 
wiped out any thought that he had been 
without sleep, under a constant strain, 
for two days. Walters, his right arm sus
pended from his shoulder in splints, was 
waiting calmly, a glint in his eye. Cap
tain Smedley and two capable appearing 
sergeants of infantry, wearing sidearms, 
completed Elton's immediate party. 

They drove into Paris and threaded 
their way by a devious route about the 
city Qntil darkness had settled, then pro
ceeded by a rambling southerly route to 
Sceaux, thence east and north to Ville
juif, approaching from the south. At the 
dot of eight they were at the chateau, the 
Mecca of Elton's best laid plans. With 
the others close behind, Elton walked 
swiftly and silently through the grounds 
until arrested by a high metal grille that 
�arred the final approach to the chateau. 

A shadow spoke to him from behind the 
iron barrier, a single irritated note of 
query. 

''Messieurs?'' 
"Friends of his Excellency," said Elton. 

"We were to report here at eight." 
The man stepped close to the grille and 

as he did so Elton thrust a pi�tol against 
him. 

"The slighest move and I'll shoot you!" 
he said through set teeth. He pushed the 
fellow roughly back with the muzzle of his 
pistol. "Or if you touch that alarm buz
zer ! I'll open the gate myself." 

He gave the pistol to Smedley while he 
reached through the grille and turned the 
lock of the gate. Smedley, as soon as they 
passed inside, released the trembling out
guard to one of the sergeants, and fol
lowed close at Elton's. heels. A butler in 
livery answered the door, but was left 
speechless with -mouth wide open at the 
quick thrust of a muzzle in his stomach. 
Elton shoved him aside and strode into 
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the reception hall, through several liViiQ� 
rooms and into the dining room, guideif 
by the Chatter of dine!'B. 

At first sight of Elton the alarm passed 
through the dining room with the un
fathomable speed of an electric current. 
Half a dozen startled men in civilian eve
ning clothes were on their feet in various 
poses of momentary indecision. Elton 
leaped into the breech. 

"Please, gentlemen, I advise against 
any show of firearms!" his voice crackled. 
"We are here in heavy force-your place 
is fully surrounded, and there's nothing 
you can do but contain yourselves!" 

As if in emphasis of Elton's words, the 
ooven infantrymen from Choissy le Roi 
poured into the chateau at the instant and 
were motioned to the dining hall by 
Smedley. 

ELTON'S eyes swept the room. 
At the head of the table sat the 
Count von Kulm he had seen at 
the chfiteau on Lake Geneva 

that last day. The man's face was stolid 
and set, but without fear, the mask of a 
soldier who gambles easily with Fate. 
At his right wa.� Herr Sirwolten, leaning 
back in his chair, arms folded, his large 
gray eyes set upon Elton quizzically. 
Next sat Mademoiselle Lc Rivet, her eyes 
stark with terror, then Farnham staring 
straight 11head of him, Za the color of 
marble and with chattering teeth. The 
others of Herr Sirwolten's tribunal who 
had sentenced hi� to death completed the 
picture, in the same stolid humor that 
possessed Von Kulm. _ 

Herr Sirwolten rose with a calculated 
deliberation. 

"The insane fellow who annoyed his 
Excellency at Geneva appears to have 
broken into France," he said in a level, 
authoritative voice. He addressed Cap
tain Smedley. "Has this mad fellow mis
led you Americans into this outrage? If 
so, you will do well to avoid getting your
selves any deeper into this muddle. I in
tend to exact full satisfaction from the 
American generalissimo for this annoy
ance." 

"rm in oommand here," said Elton. 
"You will address your remarks to me. 

-�� J1�r�s:g�:: i
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age. fThe oount will leave the room first." 
Herr Sirwolten turned a grave face to 

the head of the table. 
"Your Excellency," he addressed the 

stone faced man at the head of the table, 
"this fellow Elton suffers violent halluci
nations. But be assured we will find a 
speedy ¥:ay out of this annoyance." 

"Von Kulm, I told you you were to 
leave the room first!" commanded Elton. 
"Now don't try to equivocate with that 
poor military dummy who masquerades 
under your name for your own protection." 

Herr Sirwolten, at Elton's accusation, 
did not betray himself by the slightest 
token. He turned with an easy smile to 
Farnharm, who sat in full uniform, a mere 
dumb spectator. 

"My dear Captain Farnham," he ex
claimed, "will you please explain to these 
misguided countrymen of yours that the 
ma.n is mad?" He turned to Smedley. 
"Why, Captain Farnham · can vouch for 
me, for all my guests! For years we have 
been warm friends, and I know how tre
mendously embarrassing all this must be 
to Captain Farnham, messieurs." 

"How long have you known Captain 
Farnham, your Excellency, and how well?" 
Elton broke in. 

"Indefinitely," replied Sirwolten, with 
just the hint of a man who grasps at a 
straw. "A long time-years. I feel that 
I know him most intimately, indeed, mes
siers." 

"Then I fear, my dear Count,"' said 
Elton caustically, "that the sly rascal bas 
been deceiving you shamelessly. Stand 
up, Farnham! I want Von Kulm to meet 
my most valuable and trusted fellow 
operative in the American Secret Service, 
Ca�tain Edward Farnham who came all 
the'way from America to help arrange this 
little party we're having tonight-in your 
honor, my dear Count von Kulm." 

Von Kulm, alias Herr Sirwolten, red
dened and bit his lips. A tremendous 
blow that had shaken his inordinate van-
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ity rather than his fears. Farriham bowed 
to Elton and looked about the table, his 
face wreathed in a suave smile. 

"Thank you, Captain Elton, for clear· 
ing up that point," he said. "It has been 
most embarrassing at times playing the 
American dunce for the imperial German 
secret servioo." 

"A slight miscalculation, as I have aJ. 
ways contended," mused Von Kulm, 
calmly, addressing his gloomy staff with a 
note of reproach that placed the blame on 
their shoulders, "is apt to prove a serious 
matter." He faced Elton again with a 
smile. "But the things you have charged, 
Captain Elton, they remain to be proven." 

"But please remember, Count Kulm, 
you will not have the benefit of the pleas
ing little tribuna.! that heard my case in 
Switzerland. As for your miscalculation, I 
will be glad to tell you this; that I fear you 
are incapable of ever understanding the 
little miscalculation that is chiefly respon· 
sible. Otherwise you might not have so 
many unpleasant guests at your secret 
chateau tonight." 

He broke off speaking, motioned the 
prisoners into the· custody of the military 
detachment that noW filled the room, and 
left, beckoning Farnham to follow. They 
entered a military touring car that had 
driven up to wait for Elton, and sped off 
to Paris. Both rode for some time witlt· 
outspeaking, busy with their own thoughts. 

"Three sheafs of cipher telegrams will 
be singing all over the face of the world in 
a few minutes, Farnham," Elton mused as 
they sped into Paris. "The greatest spy 
roundup in history, no doubt. It's even 
bigger than anything we imagined when 
you came off the OOat at Bordeaux." 

_ "rm grateful to you, Elton, for getting 
me overseas and giving me this chance at 
big game," said Farnham enthusiastically. 
"It's been ticklish business at times, but 
I was sure you'd get here before Ypn 
Kulm set his wheels in motion tomorrow." 

''Tomorrow!" said Elton, looking at 
Farnham with quick interest. "So to-. 
morrow as the Von Kulm D day?" 

"Yes, tomorrow. And frankly, Elton, 
those German plans worried me. The 
badgering of important statesmen in 
many countries to a discreet doing of the 
German bidding looked dangerous. Von 
Kulm certainly had collected some fast 
entries in his Black Book, and I've no 
doubt that a lot of big men would have 
been compelled to do as he commanded. 
But worse than that was his flood of 
Russian Czarist mercenaries who were to 
dynamite munition plants, docks and sup-
ply centers; and his breeders of revolu
tions in the Allied colonies. In a word, 
Elton, he was laying down a reign of mis
chief that would have encircled the 
globe!" 

"But, thanks to a few miscalculations," 
said Elton, ''our net will put a final end to 
all that in a few more hours, Farnham." 

They lapsed into thoughtful silence 
again as the car sped on into Paris and 
threaded its way under the green war 
lights towards American headquarters. 

"I've been wondering, Elton," Farn
ham spoke up presently, "just what you 
meant when you told Von Kulm what you 
did about his principal miscalculation." 

"Just this, Farnham; that with all his 
genius for intrigue, for dwarfing poor weak 
human nature to his own ends, he couldn't 
quite, not even with a war going on, poi
son the heart of a really good woman." 

Farnham tapped the side of the car 
rcllectively with his riding crop. 

"I was sorry, Elton," he said feelingly, 
"to see you include Mademoiselle Le 
Rivet in your order of arrest. It may 
sound strange to you, but I can't seem to 
feel it's just right for her to face a French 
firing squad, even though that's the law." 

"You're right, Farnham," Elton agreed. 
"My word to Rand and D'Auteuil will 
be all that is necessary," said Elton. 
"But I'll be busy with a lot of other 
things tomorrow-and when I get the 
release order, you might carry it over to 
Vincennes to see that it's carried out. 
Somehow, Farnham, I've got a notion 
you'd rather like that job." 

TliE g:..'U 



A free-to-all meeting 
p la ce fo r re ade rs� 
writers and adventurers 

ANOTE by Sidney Herschel Small in 
connection with his story, "The 

Wheel of Life", in this issue : 
San Rafael, Cal. 

-

not fictional either. The Chinese, in 1793, presented 
Lhasa with a golden urn, which was used for a hun· 
dred years or so, until the Tibetans discovered that 
the ballot box was being stuffed and that the Chinese 
candidate was always chosen. 

The method used in the story regarding the choice 1\: TOR is the excitement of the British Raj over the 
of a Dalai Lama-the absolute Tibetan ruler may !-.., � selection of a candidate something without 
sound like fiction, but it isn't. The present Dalai fa"Ct. Situated as it is, Tibet acted as a buffer be 
Lama is said to have three of the five sacred signs, tween India and Russia in the old days, and as tht 
and "an unearthly light issues from his counte- same thing between the Empire and the red influ .. 
nance" which makes it impossible for his ministers ences today. The Tibetan ruler's sway is absolute 
to look him in the face. Really unrivaled. He is backed by the veneration 

The placing of the names of presumptive rulers in of a superstitious people who regard him as a Divin-
a receptacle, from which the lucky name is drawn, is ity on earth, and there can be no opposition to his 

18� 
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order��. "No medicine for death, no aDIIWU to lfu 
Holiness's order" ia a Tibet.a.nsaying. 

The polities played in finding a Dalai La.ma, after 
the death of a former one. can .be well imagip.ed. 
Sometimes very strange re!!ulls occur: The rtfJing 
clique proclaimed that the wife of one of their num
ber would give birth to the boy destined as the rein
eariULtion, which would naturally keep the control 
where they wanted it. Only, after much ringing ol 
bells and striking of ffOilg<l and beating of drums, the 
babe turned out to be a girl. 

--!!lDN!:Y BERilCHEL SMALL 

"""""""' 

G 0���ro:!:���:;�qu:r:i:n �! 
put to old Africanders at one of our recent 
meetings. 

Huntington Beach, L I. 
Here is one ol the coupla hundred replies you will 

doubtles�� get to the "must" elephant query. 
The word is really mwt.\, a SanUrit word mean· 

ing lustful, or sex c:ra.zy. It has been taken into 
Urdu and thence into Hindustani, from which it has 
been Anglicized into must. 

It is applied by their mahouts to elephants in 
l!&.ptivity when they, the males only, exhibit signs 
of !leX urge during the breeding 11eaaon. The symp
toms are nervousness, irritability, loss of appetite, 
and an ill-6melling discharge from the pits between 
eyeand ear. . 

By no meart5 do aU male elephants go mwth. Some 
never do. Some exhibit the symptoms every sea,.. 
son. An alert mahout can always detect the signs 
before any damage is done. Upon noting the sign., 
precautious to be taken are, naturally, to see that 
the animal is very securely chained to its stake by 
the hind leg, to avoid exciting it, to keep clear, and 
to feed it various herbs \\·hich are suppoged to be 
ooolingand soothing. 

Native mahouts have a weird list ol things which 
are supposed to be efficacious; amongst them are 
chirretta twigs, saltpetre, and opium. 

I don't know what veterinaty practi!le has to 
a&y for or against any of these. I do know that, 
working a gang of teak elephants, I had an old 
chief mahout who talked the elephant language, 
who used to tell the lusty young males that women 
were no good anyway, and \\·ho would give them 
balls of opium as big IU his fist wrflpped up in rice 
flapjacks. The trouble �ympto!llll would piiS.'I oft 
in a couple of weeks. and the animal could then be 
worked apin with perfect safety. 

The main trouble with mtuth is that frequently� 
commercial coucern, hating to lose a couple ol 
weeks' work out of a beast that cost M much as 
fifty men to keep. hopes � continue work with an 
animal whose symptoms are not very pronounced; 
a.nd then, something happem to irritate the beast 
and he goes right off the haudle. And, having gone, 
it is up to his immen.'!C dignity to sma.sh thin� up 
all around just to work off his temper. 

Mahouts say that wild elephants never go mwfh. 
for the reason that they are not forcibly kept in un
natural sex conditiom. 

They are awfully human thin.gs, are elephants. 
Jt would be right interesting to hear !rom some

one who has had experience with the African 
elephants that the Belgian government has trained 
to work in the Congo couutry. 

-GORDON M�REAGH 
........,. 
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bedrolls. 
Phoenix, Ariz. 

About soogans: In Wyoming and Montana a 
soogan is a cheap cotton quilt such as cowpunchers 
and sheepherders buy. The bedroll was never 
carried behind a saddle in the north. They weigh 
from :SO to 50 pounds and make a roll from 18 to U 
inches in diameter and were either carried on the 
chuck wagon for punchers or on the supply wagon 
for sheepherderB, or on a pack hon�C foreitherone. 

A tarp is wide enough to Cold clear around a full 
sized bed and snap, and loug enough so the bottom 
part cau be drawn up over the bed and tucked in 
under atthe sidesand cover cleanover the h� of 
the bed in case or rain or snow, making the bed 
weatherproof and windproof. 
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SJiOwy weather without �tting it wet. Most of the 
modem punchers and herders use the little square 
teepee. Nearly all sheepherdin.g is done from the 
sheep wagon. which is a very comfortable bouse on 
wheels and can he taken any place. 

No weight more than a slicker or coat can be 
carried behind a saddle for any distance without 
giving the horse a sore back. Which is a mighty 
had thing for horse aud rider. If a man gets caught 
out without his bed be does the best he can with 
his saddle b!&nket. But if he knew he was going to 
be out in the worst of weather and only had ouc 
ho!'!le, he would not carry a bed on his horse farther 
than he wauted to walk: andlead the horse. 

-D. J, WOODRUFP 

I !,���o:���h ��
u
���:le�:

t
?.�y: 

tery Ship" in this issue, just what were 
tho chances of a man's regaining his ship 
without aid, after falling overboard. 
According to the author, it doesn't seem 
to be such a.n improbable feat, especially 
on a heavily loaded- freighter, as was tho 
vessel in the story. Mr. Elston's reply: 
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Hollywood, c.J. Belgian Field, wtt.tever it wu: None "'of us knew 
Thill wa�� a Thre&-W!liid type freighter loaded to one thing about the game. 

the scuppers. Certainly a man could not reboMd 11. However, wheu they tbo1ffil. us a football almost 
passenger liner, but this CMe is quite difJet"ellt. Our like the one we had pb.yed with at home, we didn't 
man wu not heaved out ten feet, or even five feet, feel110 lost, and the way the boY! went alter it would 
from the wall of the ehip. He dropped from a inspire another Star Spangled Ba.oner. There weN! 
handhold on & porthole, which would put him in the 5eVeml Quantioo and S.n Diego football start on the 
water squarely agairut the eide of the ship. � the team, and they introdooed a bl'an_d of tackling imd 
ship moved on, ill! riveted wall was grazing him open field running that the English had never !!lieD 
every instant. He was •natching futilely at those before. The 1piral. pus WM Mmething new to 
rivet.<�. They afforded him' no grip, but he might them, too, and we got away with murder until they 
reru;onably be expeded w grab the first sharp edge learned that it WMn't impo!.'lible to toss a football 
which came hi! way. fifty yards. 

Conaider the speed of the ship. I ga.ve the maD- Sometime!� in the heat of the ga.me the boys would 
mum speed as ten knots, which would make the forget they were playing rugby and start playing 
average speed 8 or 9. That is about 13 feet per good old Amerie&n football, and many were the 
secoud. When he came abreast the rear part of the humorous mistakes before the unfamiliar roles were 
after-deck, the &b.ip would have moved about l:iO ma!ltered. 
feet, which mean� tha,t ten seconds of time would · Lieutenant Ilayli� makes one mistake in his 
have paM«!. from hill origiual plun�. letter: it was the East Yorkshires, and not the 
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rail. a IICUpper vl'!lt, or the log line which trails 
aport for dead reckoning. Once he grabbed any· 
thing, he could easily getaboa.rd. I'm aure l could 
do it myself. 

All through thi! •tory I kept iD mind my own 
&hip, on which I took a long tedious voyage iD 1915. 
Jt was so heavily loaded that I could lean ovetthe 
a£ter--deck rail and trail my hand in the water. Once 
on a tropical night we put torche;� on the low deck.�. 
We picked up fiyin8 fish bJ/ 1M tubful, which lit on 
deck, Jured by those torches. You know that a 
flyin8 fuh does not clear the water very much. and 
thus you can imagine the deepn� of our hatch 
d.;.,. 

Iucident&lly an hour ago I looked in the Encyclo
pedia Britannica to see if it gave an average dimen
sion for IIJlY of the famous diamonds. It did not. 
But, oddly, I found this Btatement; ''The OrloiJ, 186 
carats, stolen by a French soldier from the eye of an 
idol iD a Brahmin temple. stolen aga.in from him by 
a ship's captain-" 

There was my plot all the while, and I didn't 
Jwow it. -.U..L.W" VAUGHAN EUITO!'< 
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China: 
Houlton. Oregon 

I read with Wterest in the June fifteenth illllue an 
account of the Marine;�' rugby activities in China 
by Lieutenant Baylis of the 4th Regiment. 

I was a member of the lith Regiml'Dt in Tientl!in 
in 192'1 when the call first went out for rugby playetL 
About thirty of us turned out that tir:lt day, a 
goodly number being from the second battalion of 
the 12th, that goldbricking West Coast outfit, who 
decided that it would be better than drilling out at 

Welsh Regiml'!lt, who were our lint in.truetors. 
They taught WI the game, and then on Thanb
giving Day we reciprocated by giving them a beat· 
iDg before a big crowd. I gues�� maybe it wasu't 
cricket; they were good sports but they stayed 
pretty close to home for a few daya after that, � 
call!ll' they were auppo«d to be pretty good, 

,..,..., 

G E2!��o�;g����� ��� ;:ek 1�� 
venture," wants some information in his 
own line. 

Stanford University, Cal. 
For 110me ten yean I have been a more or leas 

regular, but Bilent, listener at · the Camp-Fire, 
though of Late I have met a number of you through 
the "Ask Adventure" route. Fish in �nenU 8r(! 
my speciality, but some ioterest me more than 
others Y�.rst and foremost among the!!e are the 
blind fishes of underground watel'!l and all of the 
finny tribe that swim in the mighty rivers of South 
America. It is about theM: that I want to talk. 

Several yeal'!l ago, perha)l:l about 1924, one of the 
Camp-Fire Circle told about digging through the 
dry bed of a stream, !Kimewheu in the Southwest, 
andfindiDg water outof wh.ich he got "blindtrout." 
As I remember it, he said they were white and had 
no eyes. I lost the refeTe"llce and don't remember 
his name or where he said he got the fuh. I'd like 
to find out. 

B��h:�g�th�:e; ::!:�t �t �ni:�"!� 
aad underground rivel'll lo>t their eyes and their 
color because they had no use for either, In what
ever way it came about, the fact reDI.ai.n:! that sueh 
fu:h exist, and nearly all are colorlt!D (white). and 
either have lost or are on the road to losing their 
eyes. Most of the different kinds have DeTer gotten 
out of their original home and 110 are foUild in but 
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one cave. or atream or m a few connecting ones. The 
best known blind &be& are the three kinds found ill 
the Mammoth Cave, and in fact in all of the con
necting underground waterways of the limestone 
region of Southern Indiana, Kentucky, and down 
into Missouri. 

Nearly all the others now known have been 
found only in a single cave and hence nearly every 
one reported from a new locality is found to be a 
species entirely new to science. The farthest west 
locality known for blind fishes in this country is an 
artesian well in San Antonio, Texas; and if blind 
fishes are found farther west, they are doubtless en
tirely unknown species. This is what makes me 
interested in the old Camp-Fire record. 

QTHER blind fishes have unexpectedly popped 
up in several parts of the world, nearly all dis

covered rather recently. Here's a list of the places, 
other than those above mentioned: cave streams 
tributary to the Conestoga River, Eastern Penn
sylvania; Cave of Thysville, Lower Congo; El 
Uegit, Bud-Bud, and Puits d,Eil, all in Italian 
Somaliland, and a different fish at each of the three 
places; Taleh Pool, Old Nogal, British Somaliland; 
caves in the region between Alacranes and Cafias, 
Southern Cuba-two kinds here; Guacharo Cave, 
Trinidad; cisterns in the interior of the Island of 
Ma.rajo, at the mouth of the Amazon; and Cavernas 
das Areiras, I poranga, Sio Paulo, Brazil. The blind 
fishes reported in the newspapers not long ago from 
underground streams in the Sahara proved to be 
ordinary fishes retently washed in from surface 
pools. 

Perhaps some of you wanderers have seen or -heard 
of blind fishes in still other places. If so they are 
probably unknown and I'd be glad to hear about 
them. Reports have come to me about some in the 
cave stream at Phantom I.a.ke, east of the Davis 
Mts. in Texas, and in Devil' s Hole, Amargosa 
Desert, Nevada. I have been to both places and 
found none, but the time· may not have been right. 
Besides the blind fishes there are in some caves 
blind salamanders (water lizards), notably in 
Missouri and in artesian wells in Central Texas, and 
these are as interesting as the fishes. 

THEN to come to the river fishes of South 
America. There are many of them, more 

different kinds than in any other continent. I know 
some o� you have had experiences with the blood
thirsty piranhas, the ponderous pirarucu, the 8arubim, 
and others-perhaps even know tales of the candiro, 
-and I'd like to hear them. So far Fate has not 
been kind enough to let me go down there and I've 
had to confine myself to contemplation of rows of 
pickled specimens in jars and a few swimming in 
an aqua1 ium, brought back by those more fortunate. 
I know most of them at sight, however, can even 
rattle off whether it is a Pterygoplichthys multi
f'adiahu or a Salminus maxillosus and make a good 
guess whether it was caught in the Apure or the 
Jurua or the Beni, but of closer acquaintance I have 
none. 

. . 
. 

What I am especially looking for is some one who 
has tried civilized sporting methods on South 
Amerieail fresh-water fishes, and what his results 
were. I know the native methods are usually the 
bow and arrow or cube poison, but any real angling 
knowledge of South America is few and far between. 
I know the gameness of the dorado of the Alto 
Parana has caused the formation of the Dorado Club 
in Buenos Aires, but there are dof"ados or close rela
tives in most South American rivers, and I am look
ing for somebody who has fished for them or others. 
Perhaps no one has who knows? Some day, not 
long hence, I'll pull up stakes and head south, but in 
the meantime who of you has dropped a trout fly on 
the black waters of an igarape along the Rio Negro, 
or has had his plug vanish in the maw of an unknown 
monster of the Maraiion, or even who has dropped 
a bent pin into the waters of any South American 
river, and where, and what did you catch? The 
above address will reach me. --GEORGE a. MYERS 

H
ERO or villain? A reader takes ex
ception to Edgar Young's estimate 

of Lopez, Tyrant of Paraguay. 
Wilmington, Delaware 

· When MacCreagh recently defended slavery in 
Ethiopia, I restrained myself with some difficulty 
from· annoying the members of the Camp-Fire with 
a letter on a few basic economic facts. I find, how
ever, after reading Mr. Young's recent attempt (in 
his article "Lopez at Pikysiry") to make a hero of 
Lopez the Incompetent, Lopez the Destroyer of a 

Race, that I must protest or burn up. I imagine 
that Mr. Young's article was based on hearsay 
several generations late, because I can not fancy 
him pointing his article as he did with a knowledge 
of the facts in the case. These facts are, very 
briefly, as follows: 

Francisco Solano Lopez was the son of Carlos 
Antonio Lopez, First Consul of Paraguay. During 
his father's consulship he was special envoy of his 
father in Europe and in 1853 or 1854 contracted for 
large quantities of war materials, possibly (if Mr. 
Young's opinion of him be correct) with the object 
of starting a museum. However that may be, when 
his father died in 1862 he assumed the reins of 
government and approximately a _year later inter
fered in a quarrel between Brazil and Uruguay. In 
1 865 he declared war against Brazil and Argentina. 

NOW please take out your atlases and look at the 
map of South America. To even an amateur 

strategist, Lopez's idea is clear. Two great rivers 
form almost a natural rectangle fronting on the sea. 

It would appear, consequently, that Lopez's first 
idea was to make an alliance with Uruguay with the 
eventual object of dominating that vast rectangle 
of land, possibly with the further object of later ex
tending his dominions. 

However, regardless of what his dreams of am-
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bition may or may not have been, his plana began to 
miscarry at once, !or Uruguay united with Brazil 
and Argentina (doubtless fearing his friendship 
more than their enmity) and effieien<:y began to 
teach Lopez: the art of war. That war luted five 
years, and Lopez was beaten at every point. de
spite the f&et that Paraguay ill almost a natural 
fortress. Had he had even ordinary ability oo in
vasion of Paraguay oould have penetrated for fifty 
miles. Had he had even common sense he never 
would have begun hi.. career M a South American 
Alexander by attacking simultaneously South 
America's two most powerful countries. 

THE oowparison of Lopez to Alexander is not 
inapt, at least so far as Philip and Lopez 

senior went, because each began by making himself 
supreme in his own country, leaving it to his son to 
extend his dominions. At that time Paraguay was 
not the insignificant country that it has been since 
Lopez's day but wa.s OOmflllralively powerful in 
man power, money, and material. The populace, as 
pointed out by Mr. Young, was trained in implicit 
obedience. All he needed for a; l'lu�ul defense 
wu a �  of ability in himself. All be needed to 
become a; South American Aleunder wa.s a; trace of 
genius, lacking both of which he could not but faiL 

His poverty of intellect is possibly best illustrated 
by the exa;mple which .Mr. Young gives of making 
the la.st stand with the remnants of Paraguaian men 
in a position which CQu}d be awept by the cannon of 
the a;llied fleet. 
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family loot, Lo� chose to treat it (the people of 
Paraguay) like a chattel tha;t belonged to him, and 
over which he ha.d the right of destruction. He de
stroyed the men of Paraguay rather than suffer 
efJa.cement himself. This is not surprising; indeed 
it would ha;ve been surprising had he done othel"" 
wise. His breed i<l not new to the world. History is 
full of them, a;nd from Alcibiades to Cromwell, from 
Cromwell to Lopez, not a; tyrant ha.s lived who 
would not sell his nation, who would not wade knee
deep in the blood of men, if by so doing he eQuid add 
onemore hollst tohis gra.ndeur. 

The history of Paraguay is short, in fact so short 
tha.t it can be entirely given in three phrases: 
The Society of Jesus built it; Carlos Antonio 
Lopez stole it; and Francisco Solano Lopez 
destroyed it. 

Hi!tory such as thls makes one doubt the 
efficiency of any punishment; becaWJe: What pen
a.nceCQufd onem��n do in a; limitless eternity of Hell 
to make up for his wrong to the people of Paraguay, 
and to the children who never were born because or 
him? -JOBN L. BETMOUR 
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little authenticity to our friend, the tailed 
man of Borneo,as toP. T. Barnum's stuffed 
mermaids. The lone exception, from 
Aleko E. Lilius; of "Ask Adventure," 
states that he's never heard of this freak 
in Borneo, but he encloses two striking 
photographs of a Bon toe, a wild tribesman 
of the northern Philippines, who sports a 
very convincing taiL Here is a communi
cation from one of the nay-sayers: 

Havana;. Cuba 
In the July bt issue is a letter from Duke W. 

Fowler, referring to another letter from A. Foehl, Jr., 
a;bout the "tailed men" of Borneo or the Philippines. 
I have put in fifteen yearl'l in the Philippines and 
Borneo, and a;m ready to come out flat footed with 
the ststement that such a freak doesnot exist. H 
some CQmpetent o�rver CQmes forward to say that 
he, personally, ha.s seen such a; thing, I'll believe it. 

Tales of tails were very common amoni the 
soldiers who served inthe hlanrls in the ea;rly da.ys. 
I have talked with rn&ny of them a;hout the phe
nomenon, hut nobody bad actually seen one. It 
was always a case of a story passed from one to 
another, growing as it went. 

JJefore the law prohibiting such things wa.s 
pa.-.....OO., oneCQuldbuy,in A-Ianila, a wonderfulphoto 
of an lgorrot with a tail. The only flaw wa.s that the 
tail bad been made and put on as a; joke. But the 
film turned out !10 well that a; photographer, sensing 
its CQmmercial possibilities. bought it and put 
prints on sale. 
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before birth. A ship's doctor once called ruy at
tention to a slight protubeTance a;t the ha��e of the 
spine of a sailor he was exlllllining for enli<ltment. 
He thought it wu a case of incomplete absorption. 
I had an accurate description of a; similar ca.se, 
which the informer stated showed a; hard pro
tuberance about two inche!l long. If one cares to 
look: up exhaustively the reoordr! of physical ex
amin&tions in the draft for the World War, on·e
ports of similar examinations from ()Ountries having 
universal military service, I believe you 'Will find 
similar incidences. I have investigated numerous 
reports of natural freaks, and have a;lways found 
them, to saythe least, greatly exaggerated. There 
are competent students of physiology in the Philip
pines a.nd Ilorneo, who would long since have 
written monographs on the subject if th•·re were 
such a thing. -s. DAVlB Wl'ltl.lliP 
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Wild Horses 

C
APTURING them, out in the Big 
Horn and Haystack hills, is one of 

the most thrilling sports in the world, 
though the chance of catching a really 
good mount is slight. 

Requeat.'-"1 should very much appreciate it if 
you would give me details on the subject of catching 
wild horses on the Western ranges. You men
tioned the subject in your letter to m� and I 
should like to know how to go about it." 

-JOSEPH GUGGOLZ, New York City 

&ply, by Mr. Frank Eamest:-Wild horses 
range in Wyoming in the Haystack Mountains 
located in Carbon County, some thirty miles East 
of Rawlins, also, in the Bad Lands in Big Horn 
County, Wyoming. It would be necessary for a 
person not familiar with the country to employ some 
one who was familiar with it. The equipment 
necessary would be a camp outfit comprising tent, 
cooking utensils, etc., a string of about ten grain 
fed rope horses, a good supply of grain and grub, 
and also about fifty two-inch nuts (iron), or horse
shoes will do. 

Mter locating your camp you will of necessity 
have to spend a few days in becoming familiar With 
the terrain and you will find that there are trails 
through the country which the wild horses employ 
in going to and from water. There, are several 
methods of capturing wild horses but the best 
method for two men is to relay and tire out the wild 
horses to the extent that you can ride right among 
them and rope them. This is done by one of the 
men chasing the horses until his mount becomes 
tired out then his partner takes them for another 
whirl while the first man gets a change of horses and 
is ready to take up the chase when his partner•s 
horse becomes tired. 

· You continue to keep after-these horses until they 
are so fatigued that you can ride in among them, 
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pick out the best ones and rope them. Both men 
should be in at this. When you rope one he will 
choke himself down, then one of you must hold him 
down or if you are alone 'ou can hog-tie him and 
then tie one of these two inch nuts or horseshoe9, 
whichever you are using, in his foretop. You can 

then turn him loose with the assurance that he isn't 
going to do very much running and will be easy to 
handle. · 

" 

You keep right on catching as .  many as possible 
in this manner. After you have caught afi.you can or 

want you will have to work·them into a bunch to
gether. You will find that it takes a couple of days 
and a lot of darn bard riding before you can tire these 
horses sufticiently to ride np among them. The best 
time of the year for this purpose iS iB the Spring of 
the year when the grass commences to get green as 
they gorge themselves on the green grass and it 
physics them until they are in a weakened con

dition. 
Mter you have got your bunch of horses together 

you will have to corral them part of the time and 
allow them to graze part of the time. When you 
have caught a sufficient number or all you wish to 
�ke out it will be necessary to secure a herd of 
gentle horses to put your wild ones in with and take 
them out of the country. 

ANOTHER method is to have a bunch of gentle 
fl.. horses located on the trail and to run the wild 

horses into the bunch of gentle horses, but 
this requires several men and is not as successful as 
the other method, as you get a lot of scrubs that you 
don't want and a good many of the best ones get 
away. You can't turn some of these wild horses at 
all, even when you have them so tired out that they 
can hardly go you can ride in front of them and they 
will simply split and go right around you, but will 
not turn off of their course. Still another method 
which has been used by wild horse hunters is to build 
corrals with wings running out for a half mile or a 

mile on each side of the corral, 
Also if you can find out where the horses water 
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and keep them away from water you can also cap
ture them fairly easily. Severa.! years agu a man in 
Nebraska called Wild Horse Jerry used actually to 
capture wild horse'3 on foot by just continuously 
keeping after them. 

I have personally caught a good many wild 
horses, and oome dam guod ones, but I certainly 
could not advise any one to undertake capturing 
wild horse!! with a view to making a profit; but for 
a person to;ho could afford it, with an adventurou.s 
turn oi mind, and looking for thri.lJ..o. there �n't 
many games that would satisfy hill soul to tl1e fill 
as this, especia.lly if when he caught a wildhor5ehe 
would put his saddle and bridle on right then and 
ride him into camp. 

If you would care to undertake this game you can 
outfit at Thermopolis, Wyoming, for the Big Horn 
oountry or Rawlill!!, Wyoming, for .the Haystack 
region. 

Ship 

c��!�
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&qu�.--"Could you tell me whether it is now, 
or ever has been, the cu.rtom to change or renew 
the kee1 of a boat or ship if one desires to change 
the name of the vessel? My husband Sl'lYll it is and 
a friend of ours owning a yacht says it is not, &lid 
after getting no reliable inforllllltion from a yacht 
club be� my husband suggested my writing Ad� 
ture.'' -��N MJUIVIN, Los Angele�. California 

&r}y, by Capt. A. E. Dingle:--Tbere is cer
tainly not now any rule requiring the renewing of 
a vessel's keel before changing her name. Does 
your hw;b&lld thi.uk the great ships at present 
under your flag, t;o.ken from Germany during or 
after the war, had new keels placed? That would 
be quite a job for the Lwiatluml Or the recently 
ISO!d big Beet of squa.n:ri&-ers in Alaska-the ma
jority of them fine old British ships under quite 
different names? Your yachting friend is right. 
You can get official information, by writing or vis
iting your Custolllli House--the Inspector of Steam
boats. There is a/« for changing a name, however, 
and changing �gistry is another matter again. 

Treasure Finder 
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minerals. 

&quen.�"I am intete��ted in mineral deposit 
location by means of radio and electricity. Re
cently and during the past several years I have 
read of various radio and electrical device!� which 
are desillJed to locate metal. Some are dubbed 
'treasure finders' &lid others claim the ability to 
locate oce bodies. I have been following miniug 
for Bome time and am quite well informed regarding 
'doodle bugs' and varioUB other divining rod 
schemes which are beld strictly reliable by a certain 

class of mintn. Ho�er. I believe that the� ill a 
possibility that buried mineral may be located by 
means of radio or electricity. 

It you have any information on thill subject or 
know where I can obtain the information. I would 
appreciate hearing from you.'' 

-A. w. REBER, Sacramento. California 

&]ly, by Mr. Donald McNiooi:-Yes, there b.ave 
been several schemes for using electric circuit hook· 
ups to locate minerals underneath the surface of 
the earth. :Formerly the idea Wll.'l to use a large 
loop of about fifty turns of wire wound on a hoop, 
or square, about four feet in diameter; the wire in 
series with a couple of dry eelb and a telephone 
receiver. Moving the coil over the earth wM sup
posed to indicate the presence of mineral by in· 
duction noises in the telephone when metal came 
within range of the loop. 

Re.::ently a more elaborate hookup has been used, 
the same M the above but employing an audio 
amplifier (sucb a& the audio stages of a radio re
ceiver) to ampliiy the induction sounds. Thill 
works very well. Any handy radio service man could 
hook up a set for you from the above directions. 

Fish 
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habits of game fish that anglers have an 
opportunity to add much to the present 
store of ichthyological information. 

But are anglers dependable? Do they 
ever trouble themselves to learn the ac. 
curate scientific names of the fish they 
follow? For instance, what do you mean 
by "pike". or "pickerel", or "muskel
lunge''? 

Requui.�"Tbis question is a strange one, per
haps a difficult one. It is: 

How do male fish, especially muskellunge, fight 
witheach other (ifat all) durinithe matingseasonl 
Do they fight to the death, like wolves, or do they 
merely make a bluff at lighting, like moose, elk and 
deer? I wonder if they chase each other, biting 
each other's tails and lim 8!1 the tropical fish ISO 
often kept in an aquarium do. From certain things 
Canadian guides and trappers have told me, I am 
under tbe impression that the musky is monoga
moUB, although he may not have the same mate 
every spring. 

I hope this question does not ISOund absurd, be
cause l would certainly like tokno'll' the anSwer." 

-L. L. SWif'T, Cleveland Heights, Ohio 

Rq:ly, by Mr. G. S. Myers:�Your questio1111 we 
not absurd, by any means, but I am afraid I can not 
help you much. Little is known to ic:hthyologiats of 
the haLits of out game fishes, other than those that 
are exhibited when the fish is at the end of a line. 
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Thill may -m n!marbhie,(but with the uoeption 
of studies on the black bas$es:, trout. aalmon, and a 
few others, no careful scientific aurvey of the year
round habits of any of the game· fuhes has been 
made. khthyologi.rts are to few and the species of 
fish areao Dl&IIY that we have had time to get around 
to comparatively few. 

The guides and trappers who see something of the 
fishes all year round probably know more of these 
things, hut you au• never wholly rely on what they, 
say for several reasons. In the first place (taking 
pike and mW!kies for example), you can never be 
lUre l!'hat a man mer.ns when he aays "pike", or 
"pickerel", or "mllllkellunge". If you don't believe 
me, get hold of Weed'� little booklet on "Pike, 
Pickerel, and Muskellunge", which .��ells for 75c at 
the Field Mugeum, Chicago, and look up the section 
on common names, page SS. And by the way this 
boolr. isthebe!ltouton these fi9hand ought to be in 
theband!!of everynngler. 

To get back to the hlllliness at hand-practically 
every fish, big and little, with which I have had 
anything to do, fights thea&me way, jUBt like little 
tropical f:.lhe.'l in an aquarium. In nearly all, the 
malea fightJJ in the breeding seuon, but in very few, 
UDder natural conditions, do they fight to the death. 
lnthe open waters. where t$CD.pe is easy,one nea.rly 
always getJJ his 6Jl and tunu tail before fatal 
damage is done. And I have never, to my remem
brance, IM!tn 6shea '[ky at fighting. They do it! 
But the Onea with small or no teeth can do little 
......... 

The biting ol tai� aeen in aquarium fish is not 
real fighting. When fuhes fight they usually ap
proach each other slowly, with expanded and trem
bli.ogfina, line up side by iide and shakethemselve�� 
in anl!l?'t with a pecu.liar•tillroeking motion. Sud
denly one lets goand take!l a nip at theother. The 
fight U. on, and with perbapa many rests and "rock
ingperiod.o!", they fightuntil onehuhad enough. 

About the musky, both as to fightiDg and to 
monogamy, I can notsay. l'd suggest that on this 
1100re you write to Mr. A. C. Weed, Field Museum, 
Chicago, who knows more about these 6she11 than 
anyotheroue person. 

Alaska 
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Req�U�61.�"Uavingrea.d considerable ofthe adop
tion of the airplane by AIMka, I can not help 
wondering whether or not 110me of the large mining 
companies would have openings for men trained in 
aviation. U you can supply me with any informa
tion on this subject, I shall be most gratelul." 

-FRA.r."lt !... WILSON, Portland, Oregon 

Rqly, by Mr. Victor Shaw:-It is poBSible that 
iarge mi.ning companie11 might have some U$t for a 
commercial plane pilot, though I doubt if any open
ings uistat present or ever have. Mail, passengera 
and light freight have been transported by plane in 

Alub for the P�··6;:6 fe«n.ob; j� plane!!, also 
prospectors, trappera &Dci'rniD.itlg-tnen wishillg i.o get 
quicldy to properties in iliolaud·&tricts ·that are 
snowbound. 

Certainly a comp�:tent pilot owning a plane would 
have no trouble at all in picking up a good !hare of 
bWiiness. l knowthatthis spring miners wanting to 
enter the Goodnews Day district from Bethel on the 
Kukokwim River had to mush in with dogs as no 
planes were then available, beingall in useat Teller 
or Nome on the Eilison-Borland search. 

Anti-Aircraft Gun 
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guns of the latter part of the war. 
lleqlu:R.�"J. What ill the approximate date that 

the fint anti-aircraft gun went into action? I claim 
that there were no anti-aircraft guns during the 
first si:r monthll of the war. 

�. Do you think the results they achieved jus
tified their existence?" 

-r. DElLER, New York City 

&pl11, by Capt. Glen R. Townsend:-1. It i� 
difficult to an&wer the question ..,. to when anti
aireralt guns were lint used, for the reason that 
anti-aircraft artiHery as we now know it was a 
development of the war. Existing guJlll wen used 
for anti-aircraft fize Rimoat from the fir.t days of 
the war, however. For example, Maj. L. B. Boyd
MILSll and Lieut. G. F. Pretyman, Hying a Briti1h 
airplane at I.e Cateau. August �6. 1914, reported 
at 1 :00 P. 1o1.: "Aireraft gun11 fired on us from the 
(German) landing place." Howit£en had fired at 
them earlier in the day and they were 6nally 
brought down the u.me day by rifle fize from Ger
man ground troopa. I have alw noted a report 
that German anti-aircraft guWJ were fired on British 
planes during the battle of the Aisne. Of course 
these were not anti-airCI'aft guns in the stll!le .that 
we speak of them today but simply field artillery 
pie<:e$ adapted in the fir.t days of the war to anti
aircraft fire. 

!. Yes, the resull'l' aehieved by anti-aircraft guns 
justified their existence. While the actual number 
of hitJJ may have been comparatively Bmall their 
morRI effect Willi great and they tended to keep 
nircraft at a distance. 

South Seas 

H �����hei!� e!J�y t��:�if;.ho arc 
&qt.ut:--"Here is an inquiry from a visionary, 

bereft of all vision but one, and that is a vision of a 
halcyon 8pot in the South Seas on which to die. A 
leisurely island is wanted, with rugged features as 
well !Ill tropic profusion, which will nourish him to a 
large extent. An island free from the malignancy 
of fevers, missionariea, and industry. Inhabited and 
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a port of infrequent call. I am 416, not incapaci
tated mentally or physically, have druggist ex
perience with 7 years ht class elinical experience 
but ca.n be sure of no more than 8300.00 a year 
annuity. H all this leaves you cold and indifferent, 
the name I am obliged to sign will weigh in my 
fa.vor." -A. P. YORJCX, Palatine, Illinois 

&]iy, by Mr. James Stanley Meagher:--AI&s! 
Poor Yorick. I do not know you personally, but 1 
am ruther well acquainted with visionaries in gen
eral. I know their !onging for green islesfar away, 
and sometimes I hesitate to destroy the bloom of 
romantic idea.<� which have grown in the garden of 
theirf&lley. 

1 could discourse on this theme and expand it into 
an article, but I must remember I am confined to 
thelimiU of a letter. Let it suffice therefore tosay 
that if you are prepared to modify to some extent 
your ideas of "the romantic, glamorous and �u
tiful tropics" you can probably find a sput whsch 
approximates your dream. If you can forget the 
heat and the rain and the mooquitoes and several 
other things and lose yourself iu artistic reverie in 
the coutemplation of a tropical sunset you will prob
ably be satisfied on your halcyon isle. 

Through this department I am not indifferent to 
the lettera of any of Adventure'' readers, and my 
m&in idea is to steer a middle course, mixing my 
own ideas with a littlestraight in!ormation, leaving 
it finally to the reader to make his own decisions. 

Bora-Bora and Moorea, two islands of the 
French Society group. Take your choice! The 
former ·is aiittle more rugged, a little more distant 
from the last outpost of commerce, a little less fre
quented. Both can boast of tropic profusion, deep 
dark jungles, rugged heights and white beaches. 
Bora-Bora is in the Leeward Isles about two days' 
sail by schooner from Papeete, Tahiti, whilst 
Moore& is aero� the channel from the latter port. 
The Society group is free from malaria and other 
fevers. 

Don't figure too much on a South Sea Island to 
nourish you, as you areapt to tire very quickly of 
native kai-kai, or food. Several fellows tried to live 
Dative style in reo:ent times and soon gave it up, some 
of them suffering from malnutrition. Fifty dollara 
a month is the minimum for living expenses if you 
have any kind of standard in mind. The only place 
where your druggist experience might he of value 
would he in the town of Papeete. 

Aliell.'l coming into the YreDch colonie>� to live 
must pay a head tax of $20.00, and passports mu.st 
he visaed by the French coll.'lul at San Francisco. 

Motor Camp 
u
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L information for the first long 

&quut.�"l am contemplating an auto trip 
which will take severn! months. I have had very 
little experience with auto mmping equipment, and 
I therefore come to you for advice. 

Please give me the benefit of your C%pelience OD 
the following points: 

1. Size, quality and model of tent. 
!l. Beds and bedding. 
3. Cooking equipment and table ware. 
4. Othel" equipment for mmping-auch u tables, 

chain� and wntainera for water and food supply. 
6. Methods of transporting equipment. 

There are only three of us in the family. The child 
is a boy of eleven." 

-.&.. 1o1. loiEVlO, Park Ra.pids, Minnesota 

Reply, by Mr. John D. Long:-l. �t a square 
tent of the umbrella type which has been water
proofed and has a sewed-in waterproof ftoor. Eight 
ft. sq. will do for two pei"!IOns. Write to Sears
Roebuck or Montgomery Ward of Chicago for 
camping equipment catalogs. 

!l. You can get folding metal cots very cheaply, 
if you wish to sleep on cots. I usually prefer to 
sleep on the Boor cloth with a blanket or two under 
me. It is warmer, should the night he chilly. On 
a cot you will need twice as many blankets beneath 
as over you. 

8. Get an outfit of folding cooking utensils, fold· 
ing table and nesting pots and p&ll.'i and Camp 
Cook gasoline stove. You can get them from the 
mail order houses. 

4. Folding metal ehaira can also be had cheaply 
from the same. If you are going to camp where it 
is hot and dry get a water bag. When suspended 
in a dry wind a water bag will cool your water 
nicely, but where it is cooler or more moist there· 
will be little evaporation and naturally the water 
will not cool. You will, of course, have a pail for 
carrying water. For periBhable food (milk, butter, 
etc.) you can get a running bolu-d refrigerator that 
will require very little ice. There are icelesa � 
frigerators tbat use such chemicals as hyposulphite 
of soda, which on being wet will fall about 30 deg., 
but they are not very satisfactory. 

5. Duffie bags of waterproofed canvas that can 
go on the running boards of the car are about the 
best for mn-ying equipment. They are kept in 
place by ordinary luggage carriers which are screwed 
fast to the running board. There are car bed$ made 
for almost every type of car and your boy could 
�Jeep in the car quite comfortably. Many make a 
home-made car bed by hinging the front seat iKl 
that it can he bent back. 

Sword 
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entirt A.E.F. suffered wounds from lhe 
sword. 

&que.n.�"Will you kindly dCIICI'ihe and com
pare the following named weapons? Sword. sa.her, 
cutlass, claymore, small sword, �pW. rapier and 
foil." 
-LllWT. FIU:P !':. nRAK!:, Waynesboro, Pennsylv:mia 
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Reriv. by Mr. Robert E. Gardner:--A sword i.J 
a weapon having a long and mually !ha.rp pointed 
blade with a cutting edge, or edges. All types. i. e. 
small sword, rapier. epee, analace, simitar, etc., are 
simply difl'erent forms al tbe aword. 

Tbe lAber is the typical cavalry weapon, the 
distinguiahillg featlll"e of which is the single edged 
blade. They can be curved ot .11traight bladed and 
used for both cut &JK!. thrwt. U1ually double edged 
at point. _ 

Tbe cutlass is very like the �aber save that it is 
usually thort with a solid, cup-like hilt that sweeps 
away from the knuckle gua.rd to protect the entire 
hand. The weapon of the navaJ forces. 

The true claymore is an early .Uteenth century, 
two--handed sword of the cutting classification; 
cross hilte.l with the quillons down bent (toward 
point) and mually pierced at the ends. Can be 
!lingle handed; is always straight bladed and two 
edged. "Claymore" is from the Gaelic "Cia.iheam
mor" or "great sword" and ill erroneously applied 
to the basket hilted Scotch broadsworda which were 
developed duringthe early eighteenth century. 

The "small" or "oourt" sword wa.s developed 
toward the close of the seventeenth e<��ntury and 
is simply a rapier on a reduced seale. The long, 
handsome Uispano--ltalian rapiers of the early sev-

enteenth century grew to such proportion that it 
became necessary to regulate their length and, a.s 
they were very much in the way in the crowded 
halls of the oourt, they fell into disfavor, being re
placed by the small sword. The hilts were sim
plified, being usually equipped with a small shell 
guard and simple knuekl.e guard. 

Following the introduction of the fin�t thrusting 
aword-:-the e.l'toc-the cross hilted swords began a. 
seriesof change!l which ledintothe perfected rapier. 
The heavy blades of the early knightly swords were 
narrowed and the Cl'O!lS hilt 'lli'M given il!l first ad
dition--the finger ring. From this start the hand
some rapiers of the Musketeef!l were developed. 
Many and varied are the hilt.. and the blades were 
of !JeVeral CJ'OSIII 8edion foriil.'l; llat, tw�ged. tri· 
angular, diamond and flattened diamond shaped 
blades were met with. The period of the true rapiel' 
embraces the years l5SO to i700. Mterthe passing 
of the rapier the small sword came into use to re
main through the eighteenth centUl'y. With the 
dawn of the nineteenth centlll'y the story of the 
5Word as an important weapon was brought to a 
close. Only eleven men suffered wounds from the 
!!word in the entire A. E. F. At the present time 
the foil or ep&e exists only_ as sporting equipment 
and the saber a.s a symbol of rank. 

Our EJ:perts-They have been ehote�� by us not only for their knowledge and experience but with an 
eye to their integrity and reliability. We have empbatiealty &���ured each of them that his advice 01' io!or

mation is not to be affected W any way by whether a commodity is or is not advertised in this magazine. 

They will in all ease�� answer to the best of their ability, using their o'lli'n discretion in all mattef!l pertain

ing to their sections, �nbject only to our general rulea for "AU: Adventure.'' but neither they nor the maga� 
eine assume any responsibility beyond the moral one of trying to do the best that is possible. 

I. Service-It is free to anybody, provided .elf1ddreMed envelop and/uO. postage. Mt attachW, are en

closed. Corrapondenl!l writing to or from foreign countries will please enclose International Reply 

Coupons, purehaMble at any post-office, and exchangeable for stamps of any oountry in the Interna

tional Postal Union. Ik sure that the issuing office stamp�� the coupon in the left-band circle. 

2. Where to Send-Send each question direct to the expert in charge of the particular section whose 

field rovers it. He will reply by mall. DO NOT aend questions to this magazine. '-c 

3. EJ:tent of Service-No reply will be made to requests for partners. for financial beeking, or for 

chance:! to join expeditions. "Ask Adve:nture" rovers business and work opportrmities, but only ii 
they are outdoor activities, and only in the "''Y of genernl data and advice. It i.J in no sense an em

ployment bureau. 

4. Be Deftnite-Expla.in your ease eufliciently to guide the expert you question. 

A Completf list of tM ""'-• ....,_,.,,.. .. u�ru DPPfUJn In tM Uun of tMfilteenth o./ fttJl:h month 










