THE GOLDEN RENDEZVQOUS
BY ALLI STER MCLEAN

Chapter 1

[ Tuesday noon-5 P. M ]

My shirt was no longer a shirt but just a linmp and sticky rag
soaked with sweat. M/ feet ached fromthe fierce heat of the steel deck
plates. M forehead, under the peaked white cap, ached fromthe
ever-increasing constriction of the |eather band that made scal ping only
a matter of tinme. M eyes ached fromthe steely glitter of reflected
sunlight from netal, water, and whitewashed harbour buildings. And ny
throat ached, from pure thirst. I was acutely unhappy. I was unhappy
The crew was unhappy. The passengers were unhappy. Captain Bullen was
unhappy and this last nmade nme doubly unhappy, not because of any
tenderness of feeling that | entertained towards the captain, but
because when things went wong with captain Bullen he invariably took it
out of his chief officer. | was his chief officer. | was bending over
the rail, listening to the creak of wire and wood and watching our after
jumbo derrick take the strain as it lifted a particularly large crate
from the quayside, when a hand touched ny arm Captain Bullen again,
thought drearily; it had been at |east half an hour since he'd been
around last to talk to ne about ny shortconmings, and then | realised
that, whatever the captain's caprices, wearing Chanel no. He wasn't one
of them This would be Mss Beresford. And it was. |In addition to the
Chanel she was wearing a white silk dress and that quizzical
hal f -amused snile that nmade nost of the other officers turn nenta

cartwheel s and handsprings but served only to irritate me. | have ny
weaknesses, but tall, cool, sophisticated, and worldly young wonen wth
a slightly malicious sense of hunour is not one of them "CGood

afternoon, M. First Oficer," she said sweetly. She had a soft

nusi cal voice with hardly a hint of superiority or condescensi on when
talking to the lower orders like nyself, just enough to show that she
had been to the best school and college in the east and | hadn't.
"W've been wondering where you were. You are not usually an absentee
at aperitif tine."

"I know, Mss Beresford. I'msorry." what she said was true
enough; what she didn't know was that | turned up for aperitifs with the
passengers nore or less at the point of a gun. Standing conpany orders
stated that it was as nmuch a part of the ship's officers' duties to
entertain the passengers as to sail the ship, and as captain Bullen
| oathed all passengers with a fierce and total loathing, he sawto it

that nost of the entertaining fell to nme. | nodded at the big crate now
hovering over the hatchway of nunber four hold, then at the piled-up
crates at the quayside. "lI'mafraid | have work to do. Four or five
hours at least. Can't even nanage lunch to-day, far less an aperitif."
"Not Mss Beresford. Susan."” it was as if she had heard only ny
first few words. "How often do I have to ask you?" until we reach New
York, | said to nyself, and even then it will be no use. Aloud |I said,

smling, "you nustn't nake things difficult for ne. Regul ati ons require
that we treat all passengers with courtesy, consideration, and respect."
and sel f-respect nade ne resent the young and unnarried fenale
passengers who regarded nme as a source of idle amusenent for their al
too many idle hours; particularly was this true with rich young idle
females -and it was common know edge that Julius A Beresford required
the full-tinme services of a whole corps of accountants just to tot up
his annual profits. "Especially with respect, Mss Beresford," |
finished. "You're hopeless." she laughed. | was too tiny a pebble to



cause even a ripple in her smiling pool of conplacency. "And no lunch
you poor nman. | thought you were looking pretty glumas | cane along."
she glanced at the winch driver, then at the seanen nmanhandling the
suspended crate into position on the floor of the hold. "Your nen don't
seem too pleased at the prospect either. They are a nmorose |ooking
lot." | eyed thembriefly. They were a norose-looking lot. "On,
they' Il be spelled for food all right. It's just that they have their
own private worries. It nust be about a hundred and ten down in that
hold there, and it's an alnost unwitten |aw that white crews should not
work in the afternoons mthe tropics. Besides, they're all stil
broodi ng darkly over the losses they' ve suffered. Don't forget that
it's less than seventy-two hours since they had that brush with the
custons down in Jammica." brush, | thought, was good: in what m ght
very accurately be described as one fell swoop the custons had
confiscated from about forty crew nenbers no fewer than twenty-five

t housand cigarettes and over two hundred bottles of hard Iiquor that
shoul d have been placed on the ship's bond before arrival in Jamaican
waters. That the liquor had not been placed in bond was understandabl e
enough as the crew were expressly forbidden to have any in their
quarters in the first place; that not even the cigarettes had been

pl aced in bond had been due to the crew s intention of following their
customary practice of smuggling both |iquor and tobacco ashore and

di sposing of them at a handsone profit to Janaicans nore than willing to
pay a high price for the luxury of duty-free Kentucky bourbon and
American cigarettes. But then, the crew had not been to know that, for
the first time in its five years' service on the west indian run, the
S.S. Canpari was to be searched from stemto stern with a thorough

rut hl essness that spared nothing that came in its path, a high and
searching wind that swept the ship clean as a whistle. It had been a
bl ack day. And so was this. Even as M ss Beresford was patting nme
consolingly on the arm and nmurmuring a few farewell words of synpathy

which didn't go any too well with the twinkle in her eyes, | caught
sight of captain Bullen perched on top of the conpani onway | eadi ng down
fromthe main deck. "d owering" would probably be the npbst apt termto

descri be the expression on his face. As he came down the conpani onway
and passed M ss Beresford he nmade a heroic effort to twist his features
into the senblance of a smle and managed to hold it for all of two
seconds until he had passed her by, then got back to his glowering
again. For a man who is dressed in gleamng whites fromtop to toe to
give the inpression of a black approaching thundercloud is no snall
feat, but captain Bullen nmanaged it without any trouble. He was a big
man, six feet two and very heavily built, with sandy hair and eyebrows,
a smooth red face that no anount of sun could ever tan, and a clear blue
eye that- no amount of whisky could ever dim He |ooked at the

quaysi de, the hold, and then at nme, all with the sane inpartia

di sfavour. "Well, Mster," he said heavily. "Hows it going? Mss
Beresford giving you a hand, eh?" when he was in a bad nood, it was
invariably "Mster"; in a neutral nood, it was "First"; and when in a
good tenper-which, to be fair, was nost of the tinme it was always
"Johnny-nme-boy." but to-day it was "Mster." | took ny guard
accordingly and ignored the inplied reproof of tine-wasting. He would
be gruffly apologetic the next day. He always was. "Not too bad, sir.
Bit slow on the dockside." | nodded to where a group of nen, sone
bearded, all wearing denim trousers and vaguely military-looking shirts,
were struggling to attach chain slings to a crate that nmust have been at
| east eighteen feet in length by six square. "I don't think the
Carraci o stevedores are accustoned to handling such heavy lifts." he



took a good |ook. "They couldn't handle a damed wheel barrow, " he
snapped eventually. "Never seen such funbl e-handed i nconpetence in ny
bl asted life. First time in this stinking flea-ridden hellhole -
Carracio was actually one of the cleanest and npbst picturesquely
beautiful ports in the caribbean"and | hope to heaven it's the |ast.
Can you nanage it by six, Mster?" six o' clock was an hour past the top
of the tide, and we had to clear the harbour -entrance sand bar by then
or wait another ten hours. "I think so, sir," and then, to take his
mnd off his troubles, and al so because | was curious, | asked, "what
are in those crates? notorcars?"

"Mtorcars? are you nmad?" his cold blue eye swept over the
whi t ewashed junble of the little town and the dark green of the steeply
rising forested hills behind. "This lot couldn't build a rabbit hutch
for export, far less a nmotorcar. Machinery. So the bills of I|ading
say. Dynanps, generators, refrigerating, air-conditioning, and
refueling machinery. For New York."

"Do you nmean to tell me," | said, carefully, "that the
general | ssimp, having successfully conpleted the confiscation of all the
Anerican sugar-refining mlls, is now dismantling themand selling the

machi nery back to the Anmericans? barefaced theft |ike that?"

"Jetty larceny on the part of the individual is theft,” captain
Bull en said norosely. "Wen governnents engage in grand |arceny, it's
economcs. But, it'll be all perfectly legal, i've no doubt, but it
still doesn't make me feel less of a contraband runner. But if we don't
do it, soneone else will. And the freight rate's double the normal."

"Whi ch nmakes the generallssinm and his governnent pretty desperate for
noney?"

"What do you think?" Bullen growled. "No one knows how many were
killed in the capital and a dozen other towns in Tuesday's hunger riots
Jammi can authorities reckon the nunber in hundreds. Since they turfed
out nost foreigners and cl osed down or confiscated nearly all foreign
busi nesses they haven't been able to earn a penny abroad. The coffers
of the revolution are as enpty as a drum Ban's conpletely desperate

for noney." he turned away and stood staring over the harbour, big
hands wi de-spaced on the guardrail, his back ranrod-stiff. He seened in
no hurry to go-and ainmess loitering was no part of captain Bullen's
life. He was always in a hurry. | recognised the signs; after three

years of sailing with him it would have been inpossible not to. There
was sonething he wanted to say;, there was sone steam he wanted to bl ow
off, and no better outlet than that tried and trusty relief valve, Chief
Oficer Carter. Only whenever he wished to blow off steamit was a
matter of personal pride with himnever to bring up the nmatter hinself.
It was no great trick to guess what was troubling him so |I obliged. |
said, conversationally, "the cables we sent to London, sir." they had
been sent by the captain hinself, but the "we" would spread the load if

t hings had gone wong, as they alnost certainly had. "Any reply to them
yet ?"

"Just ten minutes ago." he turned round casually as if the matter
had really slipped his nmenory, but the slight purpling tinge in the red
face betrayed him and there was nothing casual about his voice when he
went on: "slapped ne down, Mster, that's what they did. Slapped ne
down. My own conpany. And the Mnistry of Transport. Both of them
Told me to forget about it, said nmy protests were conpletely out of
order, warned me of the consequences of future lack of co-operation with
the appropriate authorities, whatever the hell appropriate authorities
m ght be. M ny own conpany! thirty-five years i've sailed with the
Blue Mail Line and now... And now..." his fists clenched and his voice



choked into fuming silence. "So there was soneone bringing very heavy

pressure to bear, after all,” |I murnured. "There was, Mster, there
was." the cold blue eyes were very cold indeed and the big hands opened
wi de, then closed, tight, till the ivory showed. Bullen was a captain,

but he was nore than that: he was the Conmopdore of the Blue Mil Fleet,
and even the board of directors walk softly when the fleet commbdore is
around; at least they don't treat himlike an office boy. He went on
softly: "if ever | get my hands on Dr. Slingsby Caroline, i'll break his
bl oody neck." captain Bullen would have |oved to get his hands on the
oddly named Dr. slingsby Caroline. Tens of thousands of police,
government agents, and American service nmen engaged in the hunt for him
woul d al so have loved to get their hands on him So would mllions of
ordinary citizens if for no other reason than the excellent one that
there was a reward of $50,000 for information leading to his capture.
But the interest of captain Bullen and the crew of the Canpari was even
nore personal: the missing man was very much the root of all our
troubles. Dr. Slingsby Caroline had vanished, appropriately enough, in
South Carolina. He had worked at a U S. governnent's very hush-hush
weapons research establishnment south of the town of Colunbia, an
establ i shnent concerned with the evolving, as had only become known in
the past week or so, of sone sort of small fission weapon for use by
either fighter planes or nobile rocket launchers in local tactica

nucl ear wars. As nucl ear weapons went, it was the veriest bagatelle
conpared to the five negaton nonsters already devel oped by both the
United States and Russia, devel oping barely one-thousandth of the

expl osive power of those and hardly capable of devastating nore than a
square mle of territory. Still, with the explosive potential of five
thousand tons of T.N.T., it was no toy. Then, one day night, to be
preci se. Slingsby Caroline had vanished. As he was the director of the
research establishnment, this was serious enough, but what was even nore
di smayi ng was that he had taken the working prototype with him He had
apparently been surprised by two of the night guards at the plant and
had killed them both, presumably with a silenced weapon, since no one
heard or suspected anything am ss. He had driven through the plant
gates about ten o'clock at night at the wheel of his own blue Chevrolet
station wagon; the guards at the gate, recognising both the car and
their own chief and know ng that he habitually worked until a late hour,
had waved him on w thout a second glance. And that was the |ast anyone
had ever seen of Dr. Caroline or the Twister, as the weapon, for sone
obscure reason, had been nanmed. But it wasn't the last that was seen of
the blue Chevrolet. That had been discovered abandoned outside the Port
of Savannah, some nine hours after the crime had been committed, but

| ess than an hour after it had been di scovered, which showed pretty
smart police work on sonmeone's part. And it had been just our evil |uck
that the S.S. Canpari had called in at Savannah on the afternoon of the
day the crinme had been conmitted. Wthin an hour of the discovery of
the two dead guards in the research establishnment, all interstate and
foreign air and sea traffic in the southeastern united states had been
halted. As from seven o'clock in the norning all planes were grounded
until they had been rigorously searched; as from seven o'clock police
stopped and exani ned every truck crossing a state border; and, of
course, everything larger than a rowi ng boat was forbidden to put out to
sea. Unfortunately for the authorities in general and us in particular,
the S.S. Canpari had sailed from Savannah at six o'clock that norning
Automatically the Canpari becane very, very "hot," the nunber one
suspect for the getaway. The First radio call canme through at 8.30 A M
Wul d captain Bullen return inmediately to Savannah? the captain, no



beat er about the bush, asked why the hell he should. He was told that
it was desperately urgent that he return at once. Not, replied the
captain, unless they gave him a very conpelling reason indeed. They
refused to give hima reason and captain Bullen refused to return

Deadl ock. Then, because they hadn't nuch option, the federa
authorities, who had already taken over fromthe state, gave him the
facts. Captain Bullen asked for nore facts. He asked for a description
of the mssing scientist and weapon, and he'd soon find out for hinself
whet her or not they were on board. Followed a fifteen-mnute delay, no
doubt necessary to secure the release of top classified information
then the descriptions were reluctantly given. There was a curious
simlarity between the two descriptions. Both the Twi ster and Dr.
Caroline were exactly seventy-five inches in length. Both were very
thin, the weapon being only eleven inches in diameter. The doctor

wei ghed 180 pounds, the Twi ster 280. The Twi ster was covered in a one
pi ece sheath of polished anodi sed alumnum the Doctor in a two-piece
grey gabardine. The Twister's head was covered by a grey pyroceram nose
cap, the doctor's by black hair with a telltale lock of grey in the
centre. The orders for the Doctor were to identify and apprehend, for
the Twister to identify but do not, repeat, do not touch. The weapon
shoul d be conpletely stable and safe, and nornmally it would take one of
the only two experts who were as yet sufficiently acquainted with it at
least ten minutes to armit; but no one could guess what effect night
have been had upon the Twister's delicate nmechanism by the jolting it

nm ght have suffered in transit. Three hours later captain Bullen was
able to report with conplete certainty that neither the mssing
scienti st nor weapon was aboard. Intensive would be a poor word to

describe that search; every square foot between the chain |ocker and
steering conpartnent was searched and searched again. Captain Bullen
had radi oed the federal authorities and then forgotten about it, or
woul d have forgotten about it were it not that twice in the follow ng
two nights our radarscope had shown a mysterious vessel, wthout
navigation lights, closing up fromastern, then vanishing before dawn.
And then we arrived at our nost southerly port of call, Kingston, in
Jamaica. And in Kingston the blow had fallen. W had no sooner arrived
than the harbour authorities had come on board requesting that a search
party from the American destroyer |ying al nbost al ongside be allowed to

exam ne the Canpari. Qur friend on the radarscope, w thout a doubt.
The search party, about forty of them was already lined up on the deck
of the destroyer. They were still there four hours later. Captain

Bullen, in a few sinple, well-chosen words that had carried far and
clear over the sunlit waters of Kingston harbour, had told the
authorities that if the United States Navy proposed, in broad daylight
to board a British mercantile marine vessel in a British harbour, then
they were welcone to try. They were also welcone, he had added, to
suffer, apart fromthe injuries and the loss of blood they would incur
in the process, the very heavy penalties which would be inmposed by an
international court of maritine law arising from charges ranging from
assault, through piracy, to an act of war, which maritime court, captain
Bul | en had added pointedly, had its seat, not in Washington, D.C, but
in the Hague, Holland. This stopped themcold. The authorities
withdrew to consult with the Americans. Coded cables, we learnt |ater,
were exchanged with WAshington and London. Captain Bullen renai ned
adamant. Qur passengers, 90 per cent of them Anericans, gave himtheir
ent husi astic support. Messages were received from both the conpany head
office and the Mnistry of Transport requiring captain Bullen to
co-operate with the United States Navy. Pressure was being brought to



bear. Bullen tore the nessages up, seized the offer of the |loca

marconi agent to give the radi o equi pnrent an overdue checkup as a
heaven-sent excuse to take the wireless officers off watch, and told the
gquartermaster at the gangway to accept no nore nessages. And so it had
continued for all of thirty hours. And, because troubl es never cone
singley, it was onh the norning following our arrival that the Harrisons
and Curtises, related fanmilies who occupied the forward two suites on
"a" deck, received cables with the shocking news that nenbers of both
fam lies had been fatally involved in a car crash and left that

af t ernoon. Bl ack gl oom hung heavy over the Canpari. Towards evening

t he deadl ock was broken by the skipper of the American destroyer, a

di pl omatic, courteous, and thoroughly enbarrassed conmander by the nane
of Marsi. He had been allowed aboard the Canpari, been gruffly asked
into Bullen's day cabin, accepted a drink, been very apologetic and
respectful, and suggested a way out of the dilemm. He said he knew how
intolerable it nmust be for a senior captain to have doubt thrown not
only on his word but his ability to carry out a proper search; for his
own part of it, he was thoroughly disgusted with the whol e assi gnnment

He had, Commander Marsi had pointed out alnost despairingly, to carry
out his orders, but how would it be if he and captain Bullen put their
own interpretation on those orders? how would it be if the search were
carried out, not by his own nen, but by British custons officials in the
regul ar course of their duty, with his nen present solely in the
capacity of observers and under the strictest instructions not to touch
anything? captain Bullen, after nuch outraged hunm ng and haw ng, had
finally agreed. Not only did this suggestion save face and sal vage
honour to a certain degree, but he was in an inpossible position anyway,
and he knew it. Until the search was conpleted, the Kingston
authorities refused nedical clearance, and until he had this clearance
it would be inpossible to unload the six hundred tons of food and

machi nery he had for delivery there. And the port officials could also
make things very difficult indeed by refusing clearance papers to sail
And so what seened like every custons official in Jamaica was routed out
and the search began at 9 PM It lasted until 2 AM The follow ng
norning. Captain Bullen funed as steadily and sul phurously as a vol cano
about to erupt. The passengers fumed, partly because of having to
suffer the indignity of having their cabins so meticulously searched,
partly because of being kept out of their beds until the early hours of
the norning. And, above all, the crew funed because, on this occasion,
even the normally tolerant custons were forced to take note of the
hundreds of bottles of |iquor and thousands of cigarettes uncovered by
their search. Nothing else, of course, was found. Apologies were

of fered and i gnored. Medi cal cl earance was given and unl oadi ng began:
we left Kingston late that night. For all of the follow ng twenty-four
hours captain Bullen had brooded over the recent happenings, then had
sent off a couple of cablegrans, one to the head office in London, the
other to the Mnistry of Transport, telling them what he, captain
Bul | en, thought of them | had seen the cables and they really had been
sonet hing: not very w se, perhaps, but better than having the threatened
apopl ectic seizure. And now, it seened, they in turn had told captain
Bul l en what they thought of him | could understand his feelings about
Dr. Slingsby Caroline, who was probably in China by this tine. A

hi gh-pi tched shout of warning brought us both sharply to the present and
what was going on around us. One of the two chain slings round the big
crate now poi sed exactly over the hatchway to nunber four hold had
suddenly conme adrift, one end of the crate dropping down through an
angle of 600 and bringing up with a jerking jolt that nade even the big



junbo derrick shake and quiver with the strain. The chances were good
that the crate would now slip through the renaining sling and crash down
on to the floor of the hold far below, which is probably what woul d have
happened if two of the crew holding on to a corner guiding rope hadn't
been quick-witted enough to throw all their weight on to it and so
prevent the crane fromtilting over at too steep an angle and sliding

free. But even as it was it was still touch and go. The crate swung
back towards the side of the ship, the two men on the guide rope still
hangi ng on desperately. | caught a glinpse of the stevedores on the

quaysi de below, their faces twisted into expressions of frozen panic: in
the new people's denocracy, where all nen were free and equal, the
penalty for this sort of carel essness was probably the firing squad;

not hing el se could have accounted for their otherw se inexplicably
genuine terror. The crate began to swing back over the hold. | yelled
to the nen beneath to run clear and sinultaneously gave the signal for
emergency lowering. The wi nchnman, fortunately, was as quick-witted as
he was experienced, and as the wildly careening crate swung jerkily back
to dead centre he lowered away at two or three tines the normal speed
braking just seconds before the |owernost corner of the crate crunched
and splintered against the floor of the hold. Mnents later the entire
length of the crate was resting on the bottom Captain Bullen fished a
handkerchief fromhis drills, renpbved his gold-braided cap, and slowy
nopped his sandy hair and sweating brow. He appeared to be conmmuni ng
with hinmself. "This," he said finally, "is the bloody end. Captain
Bullen in the doghouse. The crew sore as hell. The passengers hopping
mad. Two days behind schedule. Searched by the Anericans fromtruck to
keel son like a contraband runner. Now probably carrying contraband. No
sign of the |atest bunch of passengers. Got to clear the harbour bar by
six. And now this band of madnen trying to send us to the bottom A
man can stand so much, First, just so nuch." he replaced his cap.
"Shakespeare had sonething to say about this, First."

"A sea of troubles, sir?"

"No, sonething else. But apt enough." he sighed. "GCet the second
officer to relieve you. Third's checking stores. Get the fourth o, not
that blithering ninconpoop get the bo' sun-he tal ks spanish like a native
anyway to take over on the shore side. Any objections and that's the
| ast piece of cargo we load. Then you and | are having lunch, First."

"I told Mss Beresford that | wouldn't "if you think," captain
Bullen interrupted heavily, "that i'm going to listen to that bunch
jangling their noneybags and benpaning their hard ot from hors
d' oeuvres right through to coffee, you nust be out of your mind. W'lI
have it in ny cabin." and so we had it in his cabin. It was the usua
Canpari neal, something for even the nost blase epicure to dream about,
and captain Bullen, for once and understandably, made an exception to
his rule that neither he nor his officers should drink with lunch. By
the time the nmeal was over he was feeling al nbst human again and once
went so far as to call nme "Johnny-nme-boy." it wouldn't last. But it
was all pleasant enough, and it was with reluctance that | finally quit
the air-conditioned coolness of the captain's day cabin for the blazing
sunshine outside to relieve the second officer. He smled widely as
approached nunber four hold. Tommy wilson was always smling. He was a
dark, wiry welshnman of middle height, with an infectious grin and an
i mense zest for life, no matter what cane his way. Nothing was too
much trouble for tomy and nothing ever got him down. Nothing, that is
except mathematics: his weakness in that departnment had already cost him
his master's ticket. But he was that rare conbination of an outstandi ng
seaman and a trenendous social asset on a passenger ship, and it was for



these reasons that captain Bullen had insisted on having him aboard
"How s it going?" | asked. "You can see for yourself."” he waved a
conpl acent hand towards the pile of stacked crates on the quaysi de, now
di m nished by a good third since | had seen it last. "Speed allied with
efficiency. When wilson is on the job et no man ever "the bo'sun's
nane i s macdonald, not wilson," | said. "So it is." he |laughed

gl anced down to where the bo'sun, a big, tough, infinitely conpetent
hebri dean islander was harangui ng the bearded stevedores, and shook his
head admiringly. "I wish I could understand what he's saying."

"Transl ati on woul d be superfluous,” | said, drily. "I'll take
over. dd man wants you to go ashore.”

"Ashore?" his face lit up; in two short years the second's
shore-going exploits had already passed into the realns of |egend. "Let
no man ever say that wilson ignored duty's call. Twenty mnutes for a
shower, shave and shake out the nunber ones "the agent's offices are
just beyond the dock gates," | interrupted. "You can go as you are
Find out what's happened to our |atest passengers. Captain's beginning
to worry about them if they're not here by five o' clock he's sailing
without them \Way he's feeling now, he'd just as soon do that. |If the
agent doesn't know, tell himto find out. Fast.” wlson left. The sun
started westering, but the heat stayed as it was. Thanks to macdonald's
conpetence and uni nhi bited command of the spanish |anguage, the cargo on
the quayside steadily and rapidly dinmnished. WIson returned to report
no sign of our passengers. Their baggage had arrived two days
previously and, although only for five people, was enough, w lson said,
to fill a couple of railroad trucks. About the passengers, the agent
had been very nervous indeed. They were very inportant people, senor,
very, very inportant. One of them was the nobst inportant nman in the
whol e province of camafuegos. A jeep had already been di spatched
westwards al ong the coast road to |ook for them It sonetines happened
the senor understood, that a car spring would go or a shock absorber
snap. When wilson had innocently inquired if this was because the
revol utionary government had no noney left to pay for the filling in of
the enornous potholes in the roads, the agent had becone even nore
nervous and said indignantly that it was entirely the fault of the
inferior metal those perfidious Arericanos used in the construction of
their vehicles. WIson said he had left with the inpression that
detroit had a special assenbly line exclusively devoted to turning out
deliberately inferior cars destined solely for this particular corner of
the cari bbean. WIson went away. The cargo continued to nove steadily
into nunber four hold. About four o'clock in the afternoon | heard the
sound of the clashing of gears and the asthmatic wheezing of what
sounded like a very elderly engine indeed. This, | thought, would be
t he passengers at |ast, but no; what clanked into view round the corner
of the dock gate was a dilapidated truck with hardly a shred of paint
left on the body work, white canvas showing on the tyres, and the engine
hood renpoved to reveal what |ooked, fromny elevation, like a solid
bl ock of rust. One of the special detroit jobs probably. On its
cracked and splintered platformit carried three nediumsized crates
freshly boxed and netal -banded. Wapped in a blue haze fromthe
staccato backfiring of its exhaust, vibrating |ike a broken tuning fork
and rattling in every bolt in its superannuated chassis, the truck
trundl ed heavily across the cobbles and pulled up not five paces from
where macdonald was standing. A little man in white ducks and peaked
cap junped out through the space where the door ought to have been,
stood still for a couple of seconds until he got the hang of terra firm
again, and then scuttled off in the direction of our gangway. |



recogni sed him as our carracio agent, the one with the |ow opinion of
detroit, and wondered what fresh trouble he was bringing with him |
found out in three mnutes flat when captain Bullen appeared on deck, an
anxi ous-1 ooki ng agent scurrying along behind him The captain's blue
eyes were snapping; the red conplexion was overlaid with puce, but he
had the safety valve screwed right down. "Coffins, Mster," he said
tightly. "Coffins, no less." | suppose there is a quick and clever
answer to a conversational ganbit like that, but I couldn't find it, so
| said politely, "coffins, sir?"

"Coffins, Mster. Not enpty, either. For shipnment to New York."
he flourished sonme papers. "Authorizations, shipping notes, everything
in order. Including a sealed request signed by no |l ess than the
anbassador. Three of them Two British, one Anerican subject. Killed
in the hunger riots."

"The crew won't like it, sir," | said. "Especially the goanese
stewards. You know their superstitions and how "it will be all right,
senor,” the little man in white broke in hurriedly. WIson had been
ri ght about the nervousness, but there was nore to it than that; there
was a strange overlay of anxiety that came close to despair. "W have
arranged "shut up!" captain Bullen said shortly. "No need for the crew
to know, Mster. O the passengers.” you could see they were just a
carel ess afterthought. "Coffins are boxed that's them on the truck
t here."

"Yes, sir. Killed inthe riots. Last week." | paused and went on
delicately: "in this heat "lead-lined, he says. So they can go in the
hol d. Sone separate corner, Mster. One of the - umdeceased is a
rel ati ve of one of the passengers boarding here. Wuldn't do to stack
the coffins anong the dynanmps, | suppose.” he sighed heavily. "On top
of everything else, we're now in the funeral -undertaki ng business.

Life, First, can hold no nore."

"You are accepting this-ah-cargo, sir?"

"But of course, but of course," the little nan interrupted again.
"One of themis a cousin of senor carreras, who sails with you. Sefior
m guel carreras. Sefior carreras, he is what you say, heartbroken.

Senor carreras is the nost inportant nan "be quiet," captain Bullen said
wearily. He nade a gesture with the papers. "Yes, i'maccepting. Note
from the anbassador. Mdre pressure. |'ve had enough of cables flying
across the atlantic. Too nuch grief. Just an old beaten nan, First,
just an old beaten man. He stood there for a nonent, hands outspread on
the guardrail, doing his best to |look like an old beaten nman and maki ng
a singularly unsuccessful job of it, then straightened abruptly as a
procession of vehicles turned in through the dock gates and made for the
Canpari. "A pound to a penny, Mster, here conmes still nore grief."

"Praise be to god," the little agent murnured. The tone, no |ess
than the words, was a prayer of thanksgiving. "Senor carreras hinself
your passengers at last, captain.”

"That's what | said,” Bullen growed. "Mre grief." the little
man | ooked at himin puzzlenent, as well as might anyone who didn't
understand Bullen's attitude towards the passengers, then turned and
hurried off towards the gangway. M attention was diverted for a few
nmonents by another crate sw nging aboard, then | heard captain Bullen
saying softly and feelingly, "like | said, Mster, nore grief." the
procession, two big, chauffeur-driven prewar packards, one towed by a
jeep, had just pulled up by the gangway and the passengers were clinbing
out. Those who could, that was-or very obviously there was one who
could not. One of the chauffeurs, dressed in green tropical drills and
a bush hat, had opened the boot of his car, pulled out a collapsible



hand- propel |l ed wheel chair, and, with the snooth efficiency of
experience, had it assenbled in ten seconds flat, while the other
chauffeur, with the aid of a tall, thin nurse clad in over-all white
fromher smartly starched cap to the skirt that reached close down to
her ankles, tenderly lifted a bent old nan from the back seat of the
second packard and set himgently in the wheel chair. The old boy-even
at that distance | could see the face creased and trenched with the

lines of age, the snowy whiteness of the still plentiful hairdid his
best to help them but his best wasn't very nuch. Captain Bullen |ooked
at me. | |ooked at captain Bullen. There didn't seemto be any reason

to say anything. Nobody in a crew |likes having permanent invalids
aboard ship: they cause trouble to the ship's doctor who has to | ook
after their health, to the cabin stewards who have to clean their
quarters, to the dining-room stewards who have to feed them and to
those nmenbers of the deck crew detailed for the duty of moving them
around. And when the invalids are elderly and very infirmand if this
one wasn't | sadly Mssed ny guess-there was always the chance of a
death at sea, the one thing sailors hate above all else. It was also
very bad for the passenger trade. But as long as the illness was of
neither a contagious nor infectious nature and that a certificate could
be produced fromthe invalid's own doctor to the effect that the invalid
was fit for the proposed voyage, there was nothing that could be done
about it. "Well," captain Bullen said heavily, "i suppose i'd better go
and wel cone our |atest guests aboard. Finish it off as quickly as

possi ble, Mster."

“I'I'l do that, sir." Bullen nodded and left. | watched the two
chauffeurs slide a couple of poles under the seat of the invalid chair,
straighten and carry the chair easily up the sparred foot planks of the
gangway. They were followed by the tall angular nurse and she in turn
by another nurse, dressed exactly like the First, but shorter and
stockier. The old boy was bringing his own nedical corps along with
him which neant that he had nore noney than was good for himor was a
hypochondriac or very far through indeed or a conbination of any or all
of those; on the credit side was the fact that both had that indefinable
conmpet ent no-nonsense | ook of the professional nurse which would nake
the ot of our ship's surgeon, old Dr. marston, who sonetinmes had to
work a whole hour in one day, all that nuch easier. But | was nore
interested in the last two people to clinb out of the packards. The
First was a man of about ny own age and size, but the resenbl ance
st opped there. He | ooked like a cross between ramon novarro and rudol ph
val entino, only handsoner. Tall, broad-shoul dered, with deeply tanned,
perfectly sculpted latin features, he had the classical long, thin
nmoust ache, strong, even teeth with that in-built neon phosphorescence
that seens to shine in any light from high noon till dark, and a darkly
gleaming froth of tight black curls on his head; he woul d have been a
lost man if you'd let himloose on the canpus of any girls' university.
For all that, he looked as far from being a sissy as any man i'd ever
net: he had the strong chin, the balanced carriage, the light, springy
boxer's step of a man well aware that he can get through this world
wi thout any help from a nursenaid. If nothing else, | thought sourly
he would at |east take M ss Beresford out of nmy hair. The other man was
a slightly smaller edition of the First, sane features, sanme teeth, sane
noust ache and hair, only those were greying. He would be about
fifty-five. He had about him that indefinable [ook of authority and
assurance which can conme from power, noney, or a carefully cultivated
phoneyness. This, | guessed, would be the sefior mguel carreras who
i nspired such fear in our local carracio agent. | wondered why. Ten



mnutes later the last of our cargo was aboard and all that remained
were the three boxed coffins on the back of the old truck. | was

wat ching the bo' sun readying a sling round the First of those when a

wel | -detested voice said behind me: "this is M. carreras, sir. Captain
Bullen sent nme." | turned round and gave fourth officer dexter the |ook
| specially reserved for fourth officer dexter. Dexter was the
exception to the rule that the fleet commodore always got the best
available in the company as far as officers and men were concerned, but
that was hardly the old man's fault: there were some nen that even a

fl eet commopdore has to accept and dexter was one of them A personable
enough youngster of twenty-one, with fair hair, slightly proni nent Dblue
eyes, an excruciatingly genuine public-school accent, and linited
intelligence, dexter was the son-and, unfortunately, heir of lord
dexter, chairnman and nanagi ng director of the blue nail. Lord dexter,
who had inherited about ten millions at the age of fifteen and
under st andably enough, had never |ooked back, had the quaint idea that
his own son should start fromthe bottom up and had sent himto sea as a
cadet sone five years previously. Dexter took a poor view of this
arrangenent: every man in the ship, from Bullen downwards, took a poor
view both of the arrangenent and dexter, but there was nothing we could
do about it. "How do you do, sir?" | accepted carreras' outstretched
hand and took a good look at him The steady dark eyes, the courteous
smle couldn't obscure the fact that there were nany nore |ines about
his eyes and nouth at two feet than at fifty; but it also couldn't
obscure the conpensatory fact that the air of authority and conmand was
now redoubled in force, and | put out of nmy mind any idea that this air
originated in phoneyness; it was the genuine article, and that was that.

"M. Carter? ny pleasure.”™ the hand was firm the bow nore than a
perfunctory nod, the cultured english the product of some stateside ivy
| eague college. "I have sonme interest in the cargo being |oaded, and if
you would permt "but certainly, senor carreras." Carter, that

rough- hewn angl o- saxon di anond, not to be outdone in latin courtesy. |
waved towards the hatch. "If you would be so kind as to keep to the
starboard-the right hand of the hatch "'starboard" wll do, M. Carter.'’
he smiled. "I have conmanded vessels of nmy own. It was not a life that
ever appealed to ne." he stood there for a nonent, watching nacdonal d

tightening the sling, while | turned to dexter, who had nade no nove to
go. Dexter was seldomin a hurry to do anything; he had a renarkably
thick skin. "Wat are you on now, fourth?" | enquired. "Assisting
M." that nmeant he was unenployed. Cunmings, the purser, was an
extraordinarily conpetent officer who never required help. He had only
one fault, brought on by years of dealing with passengers-he was far too
polite. Especially with dexter. | said, "those charts we picked up in
Kingston. You nmight get on with the corrections, will you?" which
meant that he would probably land us on a reef off the great bahamas in
a couple of days' tine. "But M. cunmings is expecting "the charts
dexter." he looked at nme for a long noment, his face slowy darkening
then spun on his heel and left. | let himgo three paces, then said,

not loudly, "dexter." he stopped, then turned slowy. "The charts,
dexter," | repeated. He stood there for maybe five seconds, eyes |ocked
on mne, then broke his gaze. "Aye, aye, sir." the accent on the "sir"
was faint but unmi stakable. He turned again and wal ked away, and now
the flush was round to the back of his neck, his back ranrod stiff.
Little | cared; by the time he sat in the chairman's seat i'd have |ong
since quit. | watched him go, then turned to see carreras |ooking at ne
with a slow, still speculation in the steady eyes. He was putting chief
officer Carter in the balance and weighing him but whatever figures he



came up with he kept to hinmself, for he turned away w thout any haste
and made his way to the starboard side of nunber four hold. As he
turned, | noticed for the First time the very thin ribbon of black silk
stitched across the left lapel of his grey tropical suit. It didn't
seemto go any too well with the white rose he wore in his buttonhole
but maybe the two of them together were recognised as a sign of nmourning
in those parts. And it seened very likely, for he stood there perfectly
straight, alnopst at attention, his hands |oosely by his sides, as the
three crated coffins were hoisted inboard. Wen the third crate cane
swinging in over the rail he renoved his hat casually, as if to get the
benefit of the light breeze that had just sprung up fromthe north, the
direction of the open sea, and then, |ooking round him al nost furtively,
lifted his right hand under the cover of the hat held in his left hand
and nade a qui ck abbreviated sign of the cross. Even in that heat |
could feel the cold cat's-paw of a shiver brush lightly across ny
shoulders. | don't know why; not even by the furthest stretch of

i mgi nation could | visualise that prosaic hatchway giving on nunber
four hold as an open grave. One of ny grandnothers was Scots; naybe |
was psychic or had the second sight or whatever it was they called it up
in the highlands, or maybe | had just lunched too well. \Watever night
have upset nme, it didn't seemto have upset senor carreras. He replaced
his hat as the last of the crates touched lightly on the floor of the
hold, stared down at it for a few seconds, then turned and nade his way
forward, lifting his hat again and giving me a clear, untroubled smle
as he canme by. For want of anything better to do, | snmiled back at him
Five minutes later the ancient truck, the two packards, the jeep, and
the last of the stevedores were gone and nacdonal d was busy supervising
the placing of the battens on nunber four hold. By five o'clock, a
whol e hour before deadline and exactly on the top of the tide, the S. S
Canpari was steaming slowly over the bar to the north of the harbour,
then northwest into the setting sun, carrying with it its cargo of
crates and nachinery and dead nmen, its fuming captain, disgruntled crew,

and thoroughly outraged passengers. At five o'clock on that brilliant
june evening it was not what one night have called a happy ship.
Chapter 2

[ Tuesday 8 p.m-9.30 p.m]

by eight o' clock that night cargo, crates, and coffins were,
presumably, just as they had been at five o' clock; but anobng the living
cargo the change for the better, from deep discontent to sonething
cl osely approaching |ighthearted satisfaction, was marked and profound
There were reasons for this, of course. In captain Bullen's case-he
twice called nme "johnny-ne-boy" as he sent nme down for dinner-it was
because he was clear of what he was pleased to regard as the pestiferous
port of carraci o, because he was at sea again, because he was on his
bri dge again, and because he had thought up an excellent reason for
sending me bel ow while he remained on the bridge, thus avoiding the
social torture of having to dine with the passengers. In the crew s
case it was because the captain had seen fit, partly out of a sense of
justice and partly to repay the head office for the indignities they had
heaped on him to award them all many nobre hours' overtinme than they
were actually entitled to for their off-duty |labours in the past three
days. And in the case of the officers and passengers it was sinply
because there are certain well-defined fundanmental |aws of human nature
and one of themwas that it was inpossible to be miserable for |ong
aboard the s.s. canpari. As a vessel with no regular ports of call
with only very limted passenger accommopdati on and capaci ous cargo hol ds
that were seldom far fromfull, the s.s. canpari could properly be



classed as a tranp ship and indeed was so classed in the blue mail's
brochures. But-as the brochures pointed out with a properly delicate
restraint in keeping with the presumably refined sensibilities of the
extraordinarily wellheeled clientele it was addressing-the s.s. canpari
was no ordinary tranp ship. Indeed, it was no ordinary ship in any
sense at all. It was, as the brochure said sinply, without any
pretentiousness and in exactly those words, "a nmediumsized cargo vesse
offering the nost |uxurious acconmodati on and finest cuisine of any ship
in the world to-day.” it was the chairman of the blue mail, lord
dexter, who had obviously kept all his brains to hinself and refrained
from passing any on to his son, our current fourth officer, who had

thought it up. It was, as all his conpetitors who were now exerting
t hensel ves strenuously to get into the act admitted, a stroke of pure
genius. Lord dexter concurred. It had started off sinply enough in the

early fifties with an earlier blue nmail vessel, the s.s. brandyw ne

(for sone strange whi nsy, explicable only on a psychoanal yst's couch
lord dexter, hinself a rabid teetotaller, had elected to nane his
various ships after divers wi nes and other spirituous liquors.) the
brandywi ne had been one of two blue nmail vessels engaged on a regul ar
run between new york and various british possessions in the west indies,
and lord dexter, eying the luxury cruise liners which plied regularly
bet ween new york and the cari bbean and seeing no good reason why he
shouldn't elbow his way into this lucrative dollar-earning market, had
sone extra cabins fitted on the brandywi ne and advertised themin a few
very select anerican newspapers and nagazines, making it quite plain
that he was interested only in top people. Anmong the attractions

of fered had been a conpl ete absence of bands, dances, concerts,
fancy-dress balls, sw nmng pools, tonbola, deck ganes, sight-seeing and
parties. A genius could have made such desirable and splendidly
resounding virtues out of things he didn't have anyway. Al he offered
on the positive side was the nystery and romance of a tranp ship which
sailed to unknown destinations-this didn't nake any alterations to
regul ar schedules; all it nmeant was that the captain kept the nanes of
the various ports of call to hinself until shortly before he arrived
there and the resources and confort of a telegraph |ounge which renai ned
in continuous touch with the new york, |ondon, and paris stock

exchanges. The initial success of the scheme was fantastic. 1In stock
exchange parlance, the issue was oversubscribed a hundred tines. This
was intolerable to lord dexter; he was obviously attracting far too nany
of the not quite top people, aspiring would-he's on the | ower-mddle

rungs of the | adder who had not yet got past their first few mllion,
people with whom top people would not care to associate. He doubled his
prices. It nmade no difference. He trebled them and in the process nade

the gratifying discovery that there were many people in the world who
would pay literally al nost anything not only to be different and
exclusive but to be known to be different and exclusive. Lord dexter
held up the building of his latest ship, the canpari, had designed and
built into her a dozen of the npbst |uxurious cabin suites ever seen, and
sent her to new york, confident that she would soon recoup the outlay of
a quarter of a mllion pounds extra cost incurred through the building
of those cabins. As usual, his confidence was not m splaced. There
were imtators, of course, but one might as well have tried to imtate
bucki ngham pal ace, the grand canyon, or the cullinan di anond. Lord
dexter left themall at the starting date. He had found his formula and
he stuck to it unswervingly: confort, convenience, quiet, good food, and
good conpany. Were confort was concerned, the fabulous |uxury of the
stateroonms had to be seen to be believed; convenience, as far as the



vast majority of the nale passengers was concerned, found its ultimte
in the juxtaposition, in the canpari's unique tel egraph |Iounge, of the
st ock- exchange tickers and one of the nobst superbly stocked bars in the
world. Quiet was achieved by an advanced degree of insulation both in
cabin suites and engine room by imtating the royal yacht britannia

i nasmuch as that no orders were ever shouted and the deck crew and
stewards invariably wore rubber-sol ed sandals and by elininating all the
bands, parties, ganmes, and dances which |esser cruise passengers
bel i eved essential for the enjoyment of shipboard [ife. The magnificent
cui sine had been achieved by luring away, at vast cost and the expense
of even nore bad feeling, the chefs from one of the biggest enbassies in
| ondon and one of the finest hotels in paris; those masters of the
culinary world operated on alternate days, and the paradisical results
of their efforts to outdo one another was the envious talk of the
western ocean. Oher ship owners mght, perhaps, have succeeded in
imtating some or all of those features, although alnpst certainly to a
| esser degree. But lord dexter was no ordinary ship owner. He was, as
said, a genius, and he showed it in his insistence, above all, on having
the right people aboard. Never a single trip passed but the canpari had
a personage on its passenger |list, a personage varying fromnotable to
wor | d-fanbus. A special suite was reserved for personages. Well-known
politicians, cabinet mnisters, top stars of the stage and screen, the
odd famous witer or artist-if he was cl ean enough and used a razor-and
the I ower echelons of the english nobility travelled in this suite at
vastly reduced prices; royalty, ex-presidents, ex-premers, ranking

dukes and above travelled free. It was said that if all the british
peerage on the canpari's waiting list could be accomvpdat ed
si mul taneously, the house of lords could close its doors. It need

hardly be added that there was nothing philanthropic in lord dexter's
offer of free hospitality: he nerely jacked up his prices to the wealthy
occupants of the other eleven suites, who would have paid the earth
anyway for the privilege of voyaging in such close contact with such
exal ted conpany. After several years on this run our passengers

consi sted alnmost entirely of repeaters. Many canme as often as three
times a year, fair enough indication of the size of their bank roll. By
now t he passenger list on the canpari had becone the npbst exclusive club
in the world. Not to put too fine a point on it, lord dexter had
distilled the aggregate el ements of social and financial snobbery and
found in its purest quintessence an inexhaustible supply of gold. I
adjusted my napkin and | ooked over the current gold mine. Five hundred
mllion dollars on the hoof on the dove-grey velvet of the arnthair
seats in that opulent and air-conditioned dining room perhaps nearer a
thousand mllion dollars, and old man beresford would account for a good
third of it. Julius beresford, president and chief stockholder of the
hart-nccormck mining federation, sat where he nearly always sat, not
only now but on half a dozen previous cruises, at the top right-hand
side of the captain's table, next to captain Bullen hinself. He sat
there, in the nost coveted position in the ship, not because he insisted
on it through sheer weight of wealth, but because captain Bullen hinself
insisted on it. There are exceptions to every rule, and julius
beresford was the exception to Bullen's rule that he couldn't abide any
passenger, period. Beresford, a tall, thin, relaxed man with tufted

bl ack eyebrows, a horseshoe ring of greying hair fringing the sunburnt
bal dness of his head, and lively hazel eyes twiligh in the lined brown

| eat her of his face, came along only for the peace, confort, and food
the conpany of the great left himcold, a fact vastly appreciated by
captain Bullen, who shared his sentinments exactly. Beresford, sitting



di agonal ly across from ny table, caught ny eye. "Evening, nr. carter.’
unli ke his daughter, he didn't nmake nme feel that he was conferring an

ear| dom upon nme every time he spoke to ne. "Splendid to be at sea
again, isn't it? and where's our captain tonight?"
"Wrking, i'mafraid, nmr. beresford. | have to present his

apol ogies to his table. He couldn't |eave the bridge."
"On the bridge?" nrs. beresford, seated opposite her husband,

twisted round to look at me. "I thought you were usually on watch at
this hour, nr. carter?"

"I am" | smled at her. | kept a special sort of smile for nrs
beresford in the same way that | kept a special sort of |ook for young
dexter. Pl unp, bejewelled, overdressed, with dyed blonde hair, but
still beautiful at fifty, nrs. beresford bubbled over with good hurour
and | aughter and kindness, and to the sour remark that it is easy to be
that way with 300 mllion dollars in the bank, | can only observe that,

after several years on the millionaires' run, the msery quotient of our
weal thy appeared to increase in direct proportion to the bullion in the
bank; this was only her first trip, but nrs. beresford was already ny

favourite passenger. | went on: "but there are so many chai ns of
islets, reefs, and coral keys hereabouts that captain Bullen prefers to
see to the navigation hinmself." | didn't add, as | might have done

that had it been in the nmddle of the night and all the passengers
safely in their beds captain Bullen would have been in his also
untroubl ed by any thoughts about his chief officer's conpetence. "But |
t hought a chief officer was fully qualified to run a ship?" mss
beresford, needling ne again, sweet-snmiling, the nmonentarily innocent

clear green eyes alnost too big for the delicately tanned face. "In
case anything went wong with the captain, | mean. You nmust hold a
master's certificate, nustn't you?"

"I do. | also hold a driver's licence, but you wouldn't catch ne
driving a bus in the rush hour in downtown nmanhattan."” old nan

beresford grinned. Hs wife smled. M ss beresford regarded ne
thoughtfully for a nonment, then bent to exami ne her hors d' oeuvres
showi ng the gl eam ng auburn hair cut in a bouffant style that |ooked as
if it had been achieved with a garden rake and a pair of secateurs but
had probably cost a fortune. The man by her side wasn't going to let it
go so easily, though. He laid down his fork, raised his thin dark head
until he had me nore or less sighted along his acquiline nose, and said
in his clear high drawing voice, "oh, cone now, chief officer. | don't
think the conparison is very apt at all." the "chief officer" was to
put me in ny place. The duke of hartwell spent a great deal of his tine
aboard the canpari in putting people in their places, which was pretty
ungrateful of him considering that he was getting it all for free. He
had nothi ng agai nst ne personally; it was just that he was publicly

I ending nmiss beresford his support. Even the very considerable suns of
noney earned by inveigling the properly respectful |ower classes into
viewing his stately hone at two and six a time were making only a slight
dent on the crushing burden of death duties, whereas an alliance wth

nm ss beresford would solve his difficulties for ever and ever. Things
were being conplicated for the unfortunate duke by the fact that, though
his intellect was bent on mss beresford, his attentions and eyes were
for the nmost part on the extravagantly opul ent charms-and undeni abl e
beauty of the platinum bl onde and often-divorced cinema actress who

flanked him on the other side. "I don't suppose it is, sir," |
acknowl edged. Captain Bullen refused to address himas "your grace,"”
and i'd be dammed if i'd do it either. "But the best | could think up

on the spur of the monent." he nodded as though satisfied and returned



to attack his hors d oeuvre. dd beresford eyed him specul atively, nrs.
beresford half-smlingly, mss harcourtthe cinema actress -adniringly,
while nmiss beresford herself just kept on treating us to an
uninterrupted view of the auburn bouffant. There's little enough to do
during off-duty hours at sea, and [1 watching devel opnents at the
captain's table would make a very entertaining pastine indeed. What
pronmised to make it even nore entertaining was the very considerable
interest being taken in the captain's table by the young nan seated at
the foot of my own table. One of the passengers who had joi ned at
caracio. Tony carreras-ny guess that he was mguel carteras' son had
been a correct and far fromdifficult on-was by any odds the nost
extraordinarily handsone man who' d ever passed through the dining-room
door of the canpari. |In one way this mght not have signified nmuch as
it takes nmany years to amass sufficient cash to sail on the canpari even
for a weekend and young nmen were in a tiny mnority at any tine, but
neverthel ess there was no denying his inpact. Even at close-up range
there was none of that weakness, that alnost effeminate regularity of
feature so often found in the faces of many very good-I|ooking nen. He

| ooked for all the world like a slightly latinate reincarnation of a
younger errol flynn, but harder, tougher, nore enduring. The only fl aw,
if one could call it flaw, lay in the eyes. There seened to be

sonet hing ever so slightly wong with them as if the pupils were
slightly flattened, giving a hard, bright glitter. Maybe it was just
the lighting at the table. But there was nothing wong with them as
eyes; he had twenty-twenty vision all right and was using it all to
study the captain's table. M ss beresford or miss harcourt, | couldn't
be sure which; he didn't |ook the kind of man who woul d waste his tinme
studying any of the others at that table. The courses cane and went.
Ant oi ne was on duty in the kitchen that night, and you could al nost
reach out and feel the blissful hush that descended on the conpany.

Vel vet footed goanese waiters noved soundlessly on the dark grey pile of
the persian carpet; food appeared and vanished as if in a dream an arm
al ways appeared at the precisely correct nonent with the precisely
correct wine. But never for nme. | drank soda water. It was in ny
contract. The coffee appeared. This was the nmonent when | had to earn
ny noney. \en antoine was on duty and on top of his form conversation
was a desecration and a hall owed hush of appreciation, an al nost

cat hedral ecstasy, was the correct form But about forty m nutes of
this rapturous silence was about par for the course. It couldn't and
never did go on. | never yet net a rich manor wonan, for that matter of
it who didn't list talking, chiefly and preferably about thenselves, as
among their favourite occupations. And the prime target for their
observations was invariably the officer who sat at the head of the
table. | |ooked round ours and wondered who would set the ball rolling
M ss harrbrideher original central-european nane was

unpronounceabl e-thin, scrawny, sixtyish, and tough as whal ebone, who had
made a fortune out of highly expensive and utterly worthless cosnetic
preparations which she wisely refrained fromusing on herself? nr.
greenstreet, her husband, a grey anonynmity of a man with a grey sunken
face, who had married her for heaven only knew what reason, for he was a
very wealthy man in his own right? tony carreras? his father, miguel
carreras? there should have been a sixth at ny table, to replace the
curtis famly of three who, along with the harrisons, had been so
hurriedly called honme from kingston, but the old man who had cone aboard
in his wheel chair was apparently to have his neals served in his cabin
during the voyage, with his nurses in attendance. Four nen and one
worman; it nmade an ill-balanced table. Senor miguel carreras spoke



first. "The canpari's prices, nr. carter, are quite atrocious,” he said
calmy. He puffed appreciatively at his cigar. "Robbery on the high
seas would be a very fitting description. On the other hand, the
cuisine is as clainmed. You have a chef of divine gifts. It is perhaps
not too nmuch to pay for a foretaste of a better world." this nmade senor
carreras very wealthy indeed and was old hat to me. Walthy nmen never
nmentioned noney, |est they be thought not to have enough of it. Very
weal thy men, on the other hand, to whom noney as such no | onger
mattered, had no such inhibitions. The passengers on the canpari
conplained all the tinme about the prices. And they kept com ng back
"From all accounts, sir, 'divine' is just about right. Experi enced
travell ers who have stayed in the best hotels on both sides of the
atlantic maintain that antoine has no equal in either europe or anerica
Except, perhaps, henriques."

"Henri ques?"

"Qur alternate chef. He's on to-norrow. "

"Do | detect a certain inmodesty, nr. carter, in advancing the
clainms of the canpari?" there was no offence nmeant, not with that

smle. "l don't think so, sir. But the next twenty-four hours wll
speak for thensel ves-and henriques-better than I can.™

"Touche!”™ he sniled again and reached for the bottle of reny
martin-the waiters vanished at coffee time. "And the prices?"

"They're terrible," | agreed. | told that to all the passengers
and it seened to please them "W offer what no other ship in the world
offers, but the prices are still scandalous. At |east a dozen people in

this roomat this very nonent have told ne that-and nost of them are
here for at least their third trip."

"You make your point, nr. carter."” it was tony carreras speaking
and his voice was as one m ght have expected slow, controlled, with a
deep resonant tinbre. He looked at his father. "Renenber the waiting

list at the blue mail's offices?"

"Indeed. We were pretty far down the list and what a list. Half
the nmllionaires in central and south anerica. | suppose we may
consi der ourselves fortunate, nr. carter, in that we were the only ones
able to accept at such short notice after the sudden departure of our
predecessors in jammica. But don't forget that to catch the boat we had
to make a hurried four-hundred-mle dash fromthe capital to carracio by
air and road. And what roads!" sefior carreras obviously didn't share
the carracio agent's respectful terror of the revolutionary governnent.
I wondered how a man of carreras' obviously aristocratic background had
been able to retain his obvious wealth in the face of the forces of
change that had overcome and conpletely w ped out the old order-and why,
if noney was so desperately short on the island, he was allowed to
convert very large suns of it into dollars to pay for this cruise, or
how and why he had been able to |leave the island at all. But | kept ny
wonderings to nyself. Instead | said, "you're still a long way off the
record, sefior carreras. Last trip we had a famly from santiago and
two nen from beirut, both of whom had flown to new york specially for
the round voyage."

"And they can't all be wong, eh? don't worry, nr. carter,
intend to enjoy nyself. Can you give us any idea of our itinerary?"

"That's supposed to be one of the attractions, sir. No set
itinerary. Qur schedule largely depends on the availability and
destination of cargoes. One thing certain, we're going to new york
Most of our passengers boarded there and passengers |like to be returned
to where they came from" he knew this anyway, knew that we had coffins
consigned to new york. "W nmay stop off at nassau. Depends how t he



captain feels-the conpany gives hima lot of |eeway in adjusting |oca
schedules to suit the best needs of the passengers -and the weat her
reports. This is the hurricane season, nr. carreras, or pretty close to
it. If the reports are bad captain Bullen will want all the sea room he
can get and give nassau a byez." | smiled. "Anobng the other
attractions of the s.s. canpari is that we do not make our passengers
seasick unless it is absolutely essential."

"Consi derate, very considerate,” carreras nurnmured. He |ooked at
me specul atively. "But we'll be naking one or two calls on the east
coast, | take it?"

"No idea, sir. Normally, yes. Again it's up to the captain, and
how t he captain behaves depends on a certain dr. Slingsby caroline.”

"They haven't caught himyet," mss harrbride declared in her rough
gravelly voice. She scowed with all the fierce patriotismof a
first-generation anerican, |ooked round the table, and gave us all the
i mpartial benefit of her scow. "It's incredible, frankly incredible.
| still don't believe it. A thirteenth-generation anerican!" | could
i magi ne how unthinkably renote thirteen generations of anerican
ancestors nust be to miss hatrbride; she'd have traded her
mllion-dollar cosnmetic enpire for even a couple of them "I was
reading all about himin the tribune two days ago. Did you know t hat
the 5lingsbys came to the potonac in 1662, just five years after the

washi ngtons. Three hundred years! inmagine, anerican for three hundred
years, and now a renegade! a traitor! thirteen generations!"
"Don't take it too hard, miss harrbride," | said encouragingly.

"When it comes to skipping with the family silver, dr. caroline just
doesn't begin to be in the sane class as ny countrynen. The |ast

engli shman who deflected to the communist world had an ancestor in the
doonsday book. Thirty solid generations. Yet he took off and lit out
at the drop of a hat."

"Faugh!" said miss harrbride. "W heard about this character."
tony carreras, like his father, had had his education in sone ivy |eague
college; he was rather less formal in his attitude towards the english
| anguage. "Slingsby caroline, | mean. Mkes very little sense to ne.
What's he going to do with this weapon-the twister, they call it, isn't
it? Even if he does get it out of the country? who's going to buy it?
I nean, as nuclear devices go it could be ranked alnpbst as a toy: it
certainly isn't going to change the bal ance of world power, no natter
who gets his hands on it."

"Tony's right," mguel carreras agreed. "Wio is going to buy it?
besi des, there's nothing secret any nore about the making of nuclear
weapons. If a country has enough wealth and technical resources-so far

there are only four in the world-it can build a nuclear weapon any tine.
If it hasn't, all the plans or working nodels in the world are usel ess
to them"

"He's going to have an interesting time in hawking the tw ster
around," tony carreras finished. "Especially since from al
descriptions you can't get the twister into a suitcase. But what's this
guy got to do with us, nr. carter?"

"As long as he is at large every cargo vessel |eaving the eastern
seaboard gets a pretty thorough going over to make sure that neither he
nor the twister is aboard. [ows up the turn-round of cargo and
passenger ships by 100 per cent, which means that the |ongshorenen are
| osing stevedoring noney pretty fast. They've gone on strike-and the
chances are, so many words have been said on both sides, that they'll
stay on strike when they do nab dr. caroline. If."

"Traitor," said mss harrbride. "Thirteen generations!"



"So we stay away from the east coast, eh?" carreras senior asked
"Meantime, anyway?"

"As long as possible, sir. But new york is a nust. \Wen, | don't
know. But if it's still strike-bound, we mght go up the st. Lawence
first. Depends."

"Romance, nystery, and adventure." carreras smled. "Just like
your brochure said." he glanced over ny shoulder. "Looks like a
visitor for you, nr. carter.” | twisted in nmy seat. It was a visitor

for me. Rusty willians-rusty, from his shock of flamnmi ng hair-was
advanci ng towards ne, whites immuacul ately pressed, uniform cap cl asped
stiffly under his left arm Rusty was sixteen, our youngest cadet,
desperately shy and very inpressionable. Cadets were not normally
allowed in the dining room and rusty's eyes were goggling as they took
in the young ladies at the captain's table, but he nmanaged to haul them
back to ne as he halted by nmy side with a perceptible click of his

heels. "Wat is it, rusty?" age-old convention said that cadets should
al ways be addressed by their surnames, but everyone called rusty just
t hat . It seenmed inpossible not to. "The captain's conplinents, sir.
Could he see you on the bridge, please, nr. carter?"

"I"l'l be right up." rusty turned to |leave and | caught the gl eam

in susan beresford' s eye, a gleamthat generally heral ded sone crack at
ny expense. This one predictably would be about ny indispensability
about the distraught captain sending for his trusty servant when all was
lost, and although | didn't think she was the sort of girl to say it in
front of a cadet, 1 wouldn't have wagered pennies on it, so | rose
hastily to ny feet, said, "excuse me, miss harrbride, excuse neg,
gentlenmen,” and followed rusty quickly out of the door into the
starboard alleyway. He was waiting for ne. "The captain is in his
cabin, sir. He'd like to see you there.™

"What? you told ne-"

"I know, sir. He told ne to say that. M. jameson is on the
bri dge"-george jani eson was our third officer-"and captain Bullen is in
his cabin. Wth nr. cunmings." | nodded and left. | renmenbered now

that cunmings hadn't been at his accustoned table as i'd conme out,

al though he'd certainly been there at the beginning of dinner. The
captain's quarters were imediately below the bridge and I was there in
ten seconds. | knocked on the polished teak door, heard a gruff voice
and went in. The blue mail certainly did its commodore well. Even
captain Bullen, no admirer of the sybaritic life, had never been heard
to conplain of being panpered. He had a three room and-bathroom suite,
done in the best nillionaire's taste, and his day cabin, in which | now
was, was a pretty fair guide to the rest-wi ne-red carpet that sunk
beneath your feet, darkly crinmson drapes, gleam ng sycanore panelling
narrow oak beans overhead, oak and green |eather for the chairs and
settee. Captain Bullen |ooked up at me when | cane in. He didn't have

any of the signs of a man enjoying the conforts of hone. "Sonething
wrong, sir?" | asked. "Sit down." he waved to a chair and sighed.
"There's sonething wong all right. Banana-legs benson is nissing

White reported it ten mnutes ago." banana-|egs benson sounded |like the
nane of a donesticated anthropoid or, at best, l|ike a professional
wrestler on the small-town circuits, but, in fact, it belonged to our

very suave, polished, and highly acconplished head steward, frederick
benson: benson had the well-deserved reputation of being a very firm

di sciplinarian, and it was one of his disgruntled subordi nates who, in
the process of receiving a severe and nerited dressing-down, had noticed
the negligible clearance between benson's knees and rechristened him as
soon as his back was turned. The name had stuck, chiefly because of its



incongrmity and utter unsuitability. Wite was the assistant chief

steward. | said nothing. Bullen didn't appreciate anyone, especially
his officers, indulging in double-takes, exclamations, or fatuous
repetition. Instead | | ooked at the man seated across the table from
the captain: howard cumm ngs. Cunmm ngs, the purser, a small, plunp,

am able, and infinitely shrewd irishman was, next to Bullen, the nobst

i mportant man on the ship. No one questioned that, though cumm ngs

hi nsel f gave no sign that this was so. On a passenger ship a good
purser is worth his weight in gold and cunm ngs was a pearl beyond any
price. In his three years on the canpari friction and trouble anong-and
complaints fromthe passengers had been al nost conpletely unknown.
Howard cummi ngs was a genius in nediation, conmpronise, the soothing of

ruffled feelings, and the handling of people in general. Captain Bullen
woul d as soon have thought of cutting off his right hand as of trying to
send cunmings off the ship. | looked at cummings for three reasons. He

knew everything that went on on the canpari, from the secret takeover

bi ds being planned in the tel egraph |ounge to the heart troubles of the
youngest stoker in the boiler room He was the man ultinmately
responsible for all the stewards aboard the ship. And, finally, he was
a close personal friend of banana-legs: they had sailed together for ten
years, as chief purser and chief steward, on one of the great
transatlantic liners, and it had been one of the master strokes in the
career of that arch-lurer, lord dexter, when he had |lured both those nen

away fromtheir ship and installed them aboard the canpari. Cunmi ngs
caught ny look and shook his dark head. "Sorry, johnny, i'mas nuch in
the dark as you. | saw him shortly before dinner, about ten to eight

it would have been, when | was having a noggin with the paying guests."
cunmi ngs' noggin came from a special whisky bottle filled only with
ginger ale. "W'd white up here just now. He says he saw benson in
cabin suite six, fixing it for the night about eight-twenty-half an hour
ago, no, nearer forty mnutes now. He expected to see him shortly
afterwards because for every night for the past couple of years

whenever the weather was good, benson and white have had a cigarette

t oget her on deck when the passengers were at dinner."

"Regular tinme?" | interrupted. "Very. Eight-thirty, near enough,
never later than eight thirty-five. But not to-night. At eight-forty
white went to look for himin his cabin. No sign of himthere
Organi zed half a dozen stewards for a search and still nothing doing.

He sent for me and | cane to the captain.” and the captain sent for ne,
I thought. Send for old trusty carter when there's dirty work on hand
| looked at Bullen. "A search, sir?"

"That's it, mster. Dammed nuisance, just one dammed thing after
another. Quietly, if you can."

"Of course, sir. Can | have wlson, the bosun, some stewards and

a.b.s?"

"You can have lord dexter and his board of directors just so |ong
as you find benson,” Bullen grunted. "Yes, sir." | turned to cunm ngs.
"Didn't suffer fromany ill-health, did he? Iliable to dizziness,
fai ntness, heart attacks, that sort of thing?"

"Flat feet was all." cummings sniled. He wasn't feeling |ike
smling. "Had his annual checkup last nonth from doe marston. One
hundred per cent. The flat feet are an occupational disease." | turned
back to captain Bullen. "Could |I have twenty minutes, perhaps half an
hour, for a quiet ook round, sir, first? wth nr. cunmings. It's a

calm w ndless night. There's been no word of any shouts, any cries for
hel p, and as there's always a good few of the crew on the |ower decks at
ni ght the chances are that any thing |ike that would have been heard



And he's not likely to be ill. Wat i'mgetting at is that it's a
hundred to one against his being in any trouble where he requires
i mredi at e hel p. If he did require it, he's probably past all help by
now. | can't see there's any harmin waiting another twenty mnutes
before raising the alarm™

"No one's going to raise any alarm nister. This is the canpari."

"Yes, sir. But whether it's broadcast over the tannoy system or
whi spered in a dark corner, it'll make no difference. |If benson is
m ssing and is going to stay that way it will be all over the ship by
m dni ght to-night. O earlier.”

"Job's conforter,”™ Bullen gromed. "All right, johnny, you, too
howi e, see what you can find."

"Your authority to |ook anywhere, sir?" | asked. "Wthin reason,
of course."

"Everywhere?" | insisted. "O i'mwasting nmy tine. You know
that, sir."

"My god! and it's only a couple of days since that jamaican |ot.
Renenber how our passengers reacted to the custons and anerican navy
going through their cabins? the board of directors are going to |ove

this." he looked up wearily. "l suppose you are referring to the
passengers' quarters?"
"We'll do it quietly, sir. They're still at dinner. And how e

here can fix anything that cones up."

"Twenty minutes then. You'll find ne on the bridge. Don't tranp
on any toes if you can help it." we left, dropped down to "a" deck, and
made a right left turn into the hundred-foot central passageway between
the cabin suites on "a" deck: there were only six of these suites, three
on each side. Wite was about hal fway down the passageway, nervously
paci ng up and down. | beckoned to him and he cane wal ki ng qui ckly
towards us, a thin, balding character with a pernanently pained
expression who suffered fromthe twin disabilities of chronic dyspepsia

and overconsci entiousness. "Got all the passkeys, white?" | asked
“Yes, sir."

"Fine." | nodded to the first main door on my right, nunber one
suite on the port side. "Open it, will you?" white |ooked at cunm ngs.

It was an understood thing at sea that deck officers never, never went
into the canpari's passenger accommopdati on except by passenger
invitation, and even then only by kind perm ssion of the purser and head
steward. But to burgle the passenger accommpdation. "You heard the
chief officer.”" | wondered when i'd previously heard a harsh note in
how e's voi ce and deci ded never; he and banana-|egs benson were pretty
good friends. "Open up." he opened up. | brushed past him followed
by the purser. There was no need to switch on the |ights-they were

al ready on; asking the canpari's passengers, at the prices they were
paying, to renmenmber to turn off the Iights would have been a waste of
breath and an insult. There were no bunks in the canpari's cabin
suites. Fourposters, and massive four-posters at that, wi th conceal ed
and nechanically operated sideboards which could be quickly raised in
bad weather; such was the standard of nbdern weather reporting, the
latitude all owed captain Bullen in avoiding bad weather, and the

ef ficiency of our denny-brown stabilisers that | don't think those

si deboards had ever been used. Seasickness was not allowed aboard the
canmpari. The suite was conposed of a sl eeping cabin, an adjacent |ounge
and bathroom and beyond the |ounge another cabin. Al the plate-glass
wi ndows faced out over the port side. W went through the cabins in a
m nute, |ooking beneath beds, exam ning cupboards, wardrobes, behind
drapes, everywhere. Nothing. W left. Qut in the passageway again



nodded at the suite opposite. Nunber two. "This one now," | said to
white. "Sorry, sir. Can't do it. It's the old man and his nurses
sir. They had three special trays sent up to them when, now -let ne
see; yes, sir, about six-fifteen to-night, and nr. carreras, the
gentl eman who cane aboard to-day, he gave instructions that they were

not to be disturbed till nmorning." white was enjoying this. "Very
strict instructions, sir."

"Carreras?" | looked at the purser. "Wat's he got to do with
this, nr. cumr ngs?"

"You haven't heard? no, | don't suppose so. Seemnms |ike nr

carreras-the father-is the senior partner in one of the biggest |aw
firms in the country, cerdan and caireras. M. cerdan, founder of the
firm is the old gentlenan in the cabin here. Seens he's been a

sem - paral ysed cripple-but a pretty tough old cripple-for the past eight
years. H's son and wife-cerdan junior being the next senior partner to
carreras-have had himon their hands all that tine, and | believe the
old boy has been a handful and a half. | understand carreras offered to
take himalong primarily to give cerdan junior and his wife a break.
Carreras, naturally, feels responsible for him so | suppose that's why
he left his orders with benson.”

"Doesn't sound like a man at death's door to me," | said
"Nobody's wanting to kill himoff, just to ask hima few questions. O
the nurses." white opened his nouth to protest again, but | pushed
roughly past him and knocked at the door. No answer. | waited all of
thirty seconds and then knocked again, loudly. Wite, beside ne, was
stiff with outrage and disapproval. | ignored himand was lifting ny
hand to put sonme real weight on the wood when | heard a novenent and
suddenly the door opened inwards. It was the shorter of the two nurses
the plunp one, who had answered the door. She had an ol d-fashi oned

pull-string linen cap over her head and was clutching with one hand a
light woolen wap that left only the toes of her mules showing. The

cabin behind her was only dimy lit, but I could see it held a couple of
beds, one of which was runpled. The free hand with which she rubbed her
eyes told the rest of the story. "M sincere apologies, mss," | said.

"l had no idea you were in bed. I1'mthe chief officer of this ship and

this is nr. cummings, the purser. Your chief steward is missing and we
were wondering if you may have seen or heard anything that mght help
us."

"M ssing?" she clutched the wap nore tightly. "You nean -you
mean he's just di sappeared?”

"Let's say we can't find him Can you help us at all?"

"I don't know. |I've been asleep. You see," she explained, "we
take it in three-hour turns to be by old nr. cerdan's bed. It is
essential that he is watched all the time. | was trying to get in sone
sl eep before nmy turn canme to relieve niss werner."

"I"'msorry," | repeated. "You can't tell us anything then?"

"I"'mafraid not."

"Per haps your friend mss werner can?"

"M ss werner?" she blinked at ne. "But nr. cerdan is not to be
"please. This might be very serious. One of the crew is mssing, and
del ay doesn't increase his chances."

"Very well." like all conpetent nurses she knew how far she could
go and when to nmake up her mind. "But | nust ask you to be very quiet
and not to disturb nr. cerdan in any way at all." she didn't say

anything about the possibility of nr. cerdan disturbing us, but she
m ght have warned us. As we passed through the open door of his cabin
he was sitting up in bed, a book on the blankets before him wth a



bright overhead bed light illuminating a crinmson tasselled nightcap and
throwing his face into deep shadow, but a shadow not quite deep enough
to hide the hostile gleam under barstraight tufted eyebrows. The
hostile gleam it seenmed to me, was as much a permanent feature of his
face as the large beak of a nose that jutted out over a straggling wite
nmoust ache. The nurse who |ed the way made to introduce us, but cerdan

waved her to silence with a perenptory hand. Inperious, | thought, was
the word for the old boy, not to nention bad-tenpered and downri ght
ill-mannered. "1 hope you can explain this damable outrage, sir."™ H's
voi ce was gl acial enough to nake a polar bear shiver. "Bursting into ny
private stateroom w thout so much as by your leave.” he switched his
gimet eyes to cummings. "You. You there. You had your orders, damm
it. Strictest privacy, absolutely. Explain yourself, sir."

"I cannot tell you how sorry | am nr. cerdan," cunm ngs said
snoothly. "Only the nobst unusual circunstances "rubbish!" whatever

this old coot was living for, it couldn't have been with the object of
out live his friends; he'd lost his last friend before he'd left the
nursery. "Amanda! get the captain on the phone. At once!" the tall
thin nurse sitting on the high-backed chair by the bedside nmade to
gather up her knitting-an all but finished pal e-blue cardigan-lying on
her knees, but | gestured to her to remain where she was. "No need to
tell the captain, mss werner. He knows all about it-he sent us here
W have only one snall request to nmake of you and nr. cerdan "and | have
only one very small request to make of you, sir." his voice cracked
into a falsetto, excitenent or anger or age or all three of them "Get
the hell out of here!™ | thought about taking a deep breath to calm
nysel f, but even that two or three seconds' delay would only have
precipitated another explosion, so | said at once, "very good, sir. But

first I would like to know if either yourself or mss werner here heard
any strange or unusual sounds inside the past hour or saw anything that
struck you as unusual. Qur chief steward is mssing. So far we have
found nothing to explain his di sappearance.”

"M ssing, hah?" cerdan snorted. "Probably drunk or asleep."
then, as an afterthought: "or both."

"He is not that sort of man," cunmings said quietly. "Can you help
us?"

"I"'msorry, sir." mss werner, the nurse, had a |ow, husky voice

"We heard and saw not hi ng. Not hing at all that might be of any help.
But if there's anything we can do "there's nothing for you to do,"
cerdan interrupted harshly, "except your job. W can't help you,

gentl emen. CGood evening." once nore outside in the passageway, | |et
go a long, deep breath that | seened to have been holding for the past
two mnutes and turned to cunmings. "I don't care how nuch that old

battl e-axe is paying for his stateroom" | said bitterly. "He's still

bei ng undercharged. "

"I can see why nr. and nrs. Cerdan junior were glad to have him
off their hands for a bit," cumings conceded. Coming fromthe normally
i mperturbable and diplomatic purser, this was the utternost limt in
outri ght condemati on. He glanced at his watch. "Not getting anywhere
are we? and in another fifteen, twenty mnutes the passengers will
start drifting back to their cabins. How about if you finish off here
while | go below with white?"

"Right. Ten minutes.” | took keys fromwhite and started on the
remai ning four suites while cumrings left for the six on the deck bel ow
Ten mnutes later, having drawn a conplete blank in three of the four
remai ning suites, |I found nyself in the last of them the big one on the
port side, aft, belonging to julius beresford and his famly. |



searched the cabin belonging to beresford and his wife-and by this tine
| was really searching, not just only for benson, but for any signs that
he m ght have been there-but again a blank. The sanme in the | ounge and
bathroom | noved into a second and snmaller cabin the one belonging to
beresford's daughter. Not hi ng behind the furniture, nothing behind the
drapes, nothing under the four-poster. | noved to the aft bul khead and
slid back the roll doors that turned the entire side of the cabin into
one huge wardrobe. M ss susan beresford, | reflected, certainly did
herself well in the way of clothes. There nust have been about sixty or
seventy hangers in that wall cupboard, and if any one hanger was draped
with anything that cost less than two or three hundred dollars, | sadly
m ssed nmy guess. I ploughed ny way through the bal enciagas, diors, and
gi venchys, | ooking behind and beneath. But nothing there. | closed the
roll doors and noved across to a snmall wardrobe in a corner. It was
full of furs, coats, capes, stoles; why anyone should haul that stuff
along on a cruise to the cari bbean was conpletely beyond ne. | laid ny
hand on a particularly fine full-length specinmen and was noving it to
one side to peer into the darkness behind when | heard a faint click, as
of a handle being released, and a voice said: "it is rather a nice mnk
isn't it, nmr. carter? that should be worth two years' salary to you any
day. "
chapter 3

[tuesday 9.30 pm 10:15 p.m]

susan beresford was a beauty, all right. A perfectly oval shaped
face, high cheekbones, shining auburn hair, eyebrows two shades darker,
and eyes the greenest green you ever saw, she had all the officers on
the ship clinbing the walls, even the ones she tornented the life out
of. Al except carter, that was. A permanent expression of coo
amusenent does nothing to endear the wearer to ne. Not, just then, that
| had any conplaint on that ground. She was neither cool nor anused
and that was a fact. Two dull red spots of anger-and was there perhaps
a tinge of fear?-touched the tanned cheeks, and if the expression on her
face didn't yet indicate the reaction of soneone who has just cone
across a particularly repul sive beetle under a flat stone you could see
that it was going to turn into sonething like that pretty soon; it
didn't require any mcroneter to measure the curl at the corner of her

mouth. | let the mink drop back into place and pulled the wardrobe door
t o. "You shouldn't startle people like that,” | said reproachfully
"“You shoul d have knocked."

"I should have "her nouth tightened; she still wasn't anused
"What were you going to do with that coat?"

"Nothing. | never wear mink, mss beresford. It doesn't suit ne."
| smiled, but she didn't. "I can explain."

"I"'m sure you can."” she was hal fway round the edge of the door
now, on her way out. "But | think | would rather you nade the
expl anation to ny father."

"Suit yourself,” | said easily. "But please hurry. Wat i'm doing
is urgent. Use the phone there. O shall | do it?"

"Leave that phone alone,' she said irritably. She sighed, closed
the door and | eaned against it, and | had to admit that any door, even

t he expensively panelled ones on the canpari, |ooked twice the door with
susan beresford draped against it. She shook her head, then gave ne an
up-fromunder | ook with those startling green eyes. "I can picture nany

things, nr. carter, but one thing I can't visualise is our worthy chief
officer taking off for some deserted island in a ship's lifeboat with ny
mnk in the stern sheets.” getting back to normal, | noted with regret.
"Besi des, why should you? there nust be over fifty thousand dollars



worth of jewellery lying |loose in that drawer there.”

"I mssed that," | admitted. "I wasn't looking in drawers. | am
| ooking for a man who is sick or unconscious or worse, and benson
wouldn't fit in any drawer i've ever seen."

"Benson? Your head steward? that nice man?" she cane a couple of
steps towards nme and | was obscurely pleased to see the quick concern in
her eyes. "He's nmissing?" | told her all | knew nyself. That didn't
take long. Wen |I was finished, she said, "well, upon ny word! what a
to-do about nothing. He could have gone for a stroll round the decks
or a sit-down, or a snoke, yet the first thing you do is to start
searching cabins "you don't know benson, niss beresford. He has never
in his life left the passenger acconmodati on before eleven p.m W
couldn't be nore concerned if we'd found that the officer of the watch
had di sappeared from the bridge or the quarternmaster had |eft the wheel
Excuse ne a nonment." | opened the cabin door to |locate the source of
voi ces outside and saw white and another steward sone way down the
passage. Wite's eyes lit up as he caught sight of ne, then clouded in
di sapproval when he saw susan beresford energi ng through the doorway
behind nme. Wiite's sense of propriety was having a roller-coasts ride

that night. "I was wondering where you were, sir," he said reprovingly
"M . cunmngs sent nme up. No luck down below, i'mafraid, sir. M.
cunmings is going through our quarters now." he stood still for a
nonent, then the anxiety cane to the foreground and erased the
di sapproval from his face. "Wuat shall |I do now, sir?"

"Nothing. Not personally. You're in charge till we find the chief
steward, and the passengers conme first, you know that. Detail three

stewards to be at the forward entrance to the 'a' accomopdation in ten
mnutes tine. One to search the officers quarters forward, another for
the officers quarters aft, the third for the galleys, pantries,

storeroons. But wait till | give the word. Mss beresford, i'd like to
use your phone, please." | didn't wait for permssion. | lifted the
phone, got the exchange, had them put nme through to the bo'sun's cabin,
and found I was lucky. He was at hone. "Macdonald? first nmate here

Sorry to call you out, archie, but there's trouble. Benson's nissing."

"The chief steward, sir?" there was sonething infinitely
reassuring about that deep, slow voice that had never |ost a fraction of
its lilting west highland intonation in twenty years at sea, in the
conplete lack of surprise or excitenent in the tone. Macdonal d was
never surprised or excited about anything. He was nore than ny strong
right arm he was deck-side the nbst inportant person on the ship. And
the nost indispensable. "You'll have searched the passengers' and the
stewards' quarters then?"

"Yes. Nothing doing. Take sone nen, on or off watch, doesn't
matter, nmove along the main decks. Lots of the crew usually up there at
this tinme of night. See if any of them saw benson or saw or heard

anything unusual. Maybe he's sick; maybe he fell and hurt hinself; for
all I know he's overboard.™
"And if we've no luck? another bloody search, sir, | suppose?"
"I'mafraid so. Can you be finished and up here in ten m nutes?"
"That will be no trouble, sir." | hung up, got through to the duty

engi neer officer, asked himto detain some nen to cone to the passenger
accommodati on, made another call to tonmy wlson, the second officer,
then asked to be put through to the captain. Wile | was waiting, mss
beresford gave me her smile again, the sweet one with too nuch malice in
it for ny liking. "My, ny," she said admiringly. "Aren't we efficient?
phoni ng here, phoning there, crisp and comrandi ng, general carter

pl anning his canmpaign. This is a new chief officer to ne."



"A lot of unnecessary fuss,” | said apologetically. "Especially
for a steward. But he's got a wife and three daughters who think the
bun rises and sets on him" she coloured right up to the roots of her
auburn hair, and for a nonent | thought she was going to haul off and
hit nme. Then she spun on her heel, wal ked across the deep piled carpet,
and stood staring out through a window to the darkness beyond. I'd
never realised before that a back could be so expressive of enotion.
Then captain bullen was on the phone. His voice was as gruff and
brusque as usual, but even the netallic inpersonality of the phone

couldn't hide the worry. "Any luck yet, mster?"

"None at all, sir. |1've. A search party lined up. Could | start
m five mnutes?" there was a pause, then he said, "it has to cone to
that, | suppose. Howlong will it take you?"

"Twenty mnutes, half an hour."

"You're going to be very quick about it, aren't you?"

"I don't expect himto be hiding fromus, sir. Wether he's sick
or hurt hinself, or had sone urgent reason for |eaving the passengers

quarters, | expect to find himin sone place pretty obvious." he
grunted and said, "nothing | can do to help?" half question, half
statement. "No, sir." the sight of the captain searching about the
upper deck or peering under |ifeboat covers would do nothing to increase
t he passengers' confidence in the canpari. "Right then, nister. If you
want ne, i'll be in the telegraph lounge. |'Il try to keep the
passengers out of your hair while you're getting on with it." that

showed he was worried all right, and badly worried; he'd just as soon
have gone into a cage full of bengal tigers as mingle socially with the

passengers. "Very good, sir." | hung up. Susan beresford had
recrossed the cabin and was standing near, screwing a cigarette into a
j ade hol der about a foot in Iength. I found the hol der vaguely
irritating as | found everything about mss beresford irritating, not

| east the way she stood there confidently awaiting a light. | wondered
when miss beresford had | ast been reduced to lighting her own
cigarettes. Not in years, | supposed, not so long as there was a man

within a hundred yards. She got her light, puffed out a lazy cloud of
snoke, and said, "a search party, is it? should be interesting. You
can count on ne."

"I"'msorry, miss beresford.” | must say | didn't sound sorry.
"Shi p's conmpany busi ness. The captain wouldn't like it."

"Nor his first officer, is that it? don't bother to answer that
one." she looked at nme consideringly. "But | could be uncooperative

too. What would you say if | picked up this phone and told ny parents
i'd just caught you going through our personal bel ongi ngs?"

"I should like that, lady. | know your parents. | should like to
see you being spanked for behaving like a spoilt child when a man's life
may be in danger.” the colour in the high cheekbones was going on and

off like a neon light that evening. Now it was on again, she wasn't by
a long way as conposed and detached as she'd |like the world to think.
She stubbed out the newly |it cigarette and said quietly, "how would it
be if | reported you for insol ence?"

"Don't just stand there talking about it. The phone's by your
side." when she nade no nove towards it, | went on: "quite frankly
| ady, you and your kind nmake nme sick. You use your father's great
weal th and your privileged position as a passenger on the canpari to
poke fun, nore often than not nalicious fun, at nenbers of the crew who
are unable to retaliate. They' ve just got to sit and take it, because
they're not like you. They have no noney in the bank at all, nost of
them but they have fanmlies to feed, nbthers to support, so they know



they have to keep smiling at niss beresford when she cracks jokes at
their expense or enbarrasses or angers them because if they don't, mss

beresford and her kind will see to it that they're out of a job."
"Pl ease go on," she said. She had suddenly becone very still
"That's all of it. Msuse of power, even in so snmall a thing, is

contenptible. And then, when anyone dares to retaliate, as | do, you
threaten them with dismissal, which is what your threat anobunts to. And

that's worse than contenptible, it's cowardly.” | turned and made for

the door. First i'd look for benson, then i'd tell bullen | was

qui tting. I was getting tired of the canpari anyway. "M. carter.”
"Yes?" | turned but kept ny hand on the doorknob. The col our

mechani sm in her cheeks was certainly working overtine; this time she'd
gone pal e under the tan. She took a couple of steps towards ne and put

her hand on nmy arm Her hand wasn't any too steady. "I am very, very
sorry," she said in a low voice. "I had no idea. Anusenent | |ike, but
not rmalicious amusenent. I thought well, | thought it was harnl ess

that no one minded. And | would never dream of putting anyone's job in
danger."

"Ha!" | said. "You don't believe ne?" still the same snal
voice, still the hand on ny arm "OF course | believe you," | said
unconvincingly. And then | |ooked into her eyes, which was a big

ni stake and a very dangerous thing to do, for those green eyes, |
noticed for the first tinme, had a curious trick of nmelting and

di ssolving that could interfere very seriously with a nan's breathing
It was certainly interfering with ny breathing. "O course | believe
you," | repeated, and this time the ring of conviction staggered even
nyself. "You will please forgive ny rudeness. But | must hurry, mss
beresford.”

"Can | come with you, please?"

"Ch, dam it all, yes," | said irritably. |[|'d nanaged to | ook away
from her eyes and start breathing again. "Conme if you want." at the
forward end of the passageway, just beyond the entrance to cerdan's
suite, | ran into carreras senior. He was snoking a cigar and had that
| ook of contentnent and satisfaction that passengers invariably had when
antoine was finished with them "Ah, there you are, nr. carter," he
said. "Whndered why you hadn't returned to our table. Wat is wong
if I may ask? there nust be at |east a dozen of the crew gathered
outsi de the accommpdati on entrance. I thought regul ations forbade
"they're waiting for ne, sir. Benson you probably haven't had the
chance to neet him since you canme aboard; he's our chief steward's
mssing. That's a search party outside.”

"M ssing?" the grey eyebrows went up. "Wat on earth -well, of
course you haven't any idea what has happened to him or you wouldn't be
organising this search. Can | help?" | hesitated, thought of niss

beresford who had already el bowed her way in, realised i'd now no way of
stopping any or all of the passengers fromgetting into the act if they
wanted to, and said, "thank you, nr. carreras. You don't |look like a
man who woul d mss very nuch.”

"W conme fromthe sane nould, nr. carter."” | let this cryptic
remark go and hurried outside. A cloudless night, with the sky crowded
with the usual inpossible nunber of stars, a soft, warm wi nd bl ow ng out
of the south, a noderate cross swell running, but no match for our
dennybrown stabilisers that could knock twenty-five degrees off a
thirty-degree roll without half trying. A black shape detached itself
from a nearby shadowed bul khead and archie nmacdonal d, the bo'sun, cane
towards ne. For all his solid fifteen-stone bulk he was as light on his
feet as a dancer. "Any luck, bo'sun?" | asked. "No one saw anything



no one heard anything. And there were at |east a dozen folk on deck
toni ght, between eight and nine."

"M. wilson there? ah, there. M. wlson, take the engi ne room
staff and three a.b.s. Min deck and below. You should know where to

look by this tine," | added bitterly. "Macdonald, you and I will do the
upper decks. Port side you, starboard side me. Two seanen and a cadet
Hal f an hour. Then back here." | sent one nan to exani ne the boat

posi ti ons-why benson should have wi shed to get into a boat | couldn't
even inmagi ne, except that lifeboats have always had a queer attraction
for those who wi shed to hide, although why he should wish to hide I
couldn't guess either-and another to scour the superstructure abaft the
bri dge. | started going through the cabins on the boat deck, chart
house, flag and radar cabins and had nr. carreras to help nme. Rusty
our youngest apprentice, went aft to work his way forward, acconpani ed
by nmiss beresford who had probably guessed, and rightly, that | was in
no nood for her conmpany. But rusty was. He always was. Nothing that
susan beresford said to or about him nade the slightest difference to
him He was her slave and didn't care who knew it. |If she'd asked him
to junmp down the funnel, just for her sake, he'd have considered it an
honour . I could just inmagine him searching about the upper decks with
susan beresford by his side, his face the sane colour as his flam ng
shock of hair. As | stepped out of the radar office | literally bunped
into him He was panting, as if he'd run a long way, and | could see |
had been wrong about the colour of his face: in the half-light on the
deck it | ooked grey, like old newspaper. "Radio office, sir." he
gasped out the words and caught my arm a thing he would never normally
have dreanmed of doing. "Cone quickly, sir. Please.” | was already
running. "You found hin®"

"No, sir. It's nr. brownell." Dbrownell was our chief wreless
operator. "Something seens to have happened to him" | reached the
office in ten seconds, brushed past the pale blur of susan beresford
standing just outside the door, crossed over the stormsill, and
st opped. Brownell had the overhead rheostat turned down until the room
was less than half lit, a fairly comopn practice anong radi o operators
on duty night watches. He was |leaning forward over his table, his head
pillowed on his right forearm so that all | could see was his
shoul ders, dark hair, and the bald spot that had been the bane of his
life. Hs left hand was outflung, his fingers just brushing the bridge

tel ephone. The transmitting key was sending continuously. | eased the
right forearm forward a couple of inches. The transmitting stopped. |

felt for the pulse in the outstretched left wist. | felt for the pulse
in the side of the neck. | turned to susan beresford, still standing in

t he doorway, and said, "do you have a mrror?" she nodded wordl essly,
funmbled in her bag, and handed over a conpact, opened, the mrror
showing. | turned up the rheostat till the radio cabin was harsh with
light, noved brownell's head slightly, held the mirror near nmouth and
nostrils for maybe ten seconds, took it away, glanced at it, then handed
it back. "Sonething's happened to himall right," | said. M voice was
steady, unnaturally so. "He's dead. O | think he's dead. Rusty, get
dr. marston right away. He's usually in the telegraph |ounge this tine

of night. Tell the captain, if he's there. Not a word to anyone el se
about this." rusty disappeared and another figure appeared to take his
pl ace besi de susan beresford in the doorway. Carreras. He stopped, one
foot over the stormsill, and said, "ny god! benson."

"No, brownell. Wreless officer. | think he's dead."™ on the

of f-chance that bullen hadn't yet gone down to the |ounge | reached for
t he bul khead phone |abelled "captain's cabin" and waited for an answer,



staring at the dead man sprawl ed across the table. M ddl e-aged,
cheerful, his only harm ess idiosyncrasy being an unusual vanity about
hi s personal appearance that had once even driven himto the length of

buying a toupee for his bald spot - public shipboard opinion had forced
himto discard it brownell was one of the npbst popular and genuinely
liked officers on the ship. Was? had been. | heard the click of a
lifted receiver. "Captain? carter here. Could you cone down to the
wireless office? at once, please.”

"Benson?"

"Brownell. Dead, sir, | think." there was a pause, a click. |

hung up, reached for another phone that connected directly to the radio
officers' cabins. W had three radio officers and the one with the
nm ddl e watch, from mdnight to 4 a.m, usually skipped dinner in the
dining room and nade for his bunk instead. A voice answered: "peters
here. "

"First mate. Sorry to disturb you, but come up to the radio room

ri ght away."

"What's up?"

"You'll find out when you get here."™ the overhead |ight seened far
too bright for a roomwith a dead man in it. | turned the rheostat and

the white glare was replaced by a deep yellow glare. Rusty's face
appeared in the doorway. He didn't seem so pale any nore, but maybe the
subdued light was just being kind to him "Surgeon's coming, sir." his
breat hi ng was qui cker than ever. "Just picking up his bag in the

di spensary. "

"Thanks. Go and fetch the bo' sun, will you? and no need to Kil
yourself running, rusty. There's no great hurry now" he left, and
susan beresford said in a |ow voice, "what's wong? what-what happened
to hinP"

"You shoul dn't be here, mss beresford."

"What happened to hinP" she repeated. "That's for the ship's
surgeon to say. Looks to ne as if he just died where he sat. Heart
attack, coronary thronbosis, sonmething like that." she shivered, nmde
no reply. Dead nen were no new thing to nme, but the faint icy prickling
on the back of my neck and spine nmade ne feel |ike shivering nyself.

The warm trade wi nd seemed cool er, much cooler, than it had a few

m nut es ago. Dr. Mar st on appear ed. No running, no haste, even, wth
dr. Marston: a slow nmeasured man with a slow nmeasured stride. A

magni ficent mane of white hair, clipped white noustache, a singularly
snoot h and unlined conplexion for a nan getting so far on in years
steady, clear, keen blue eyes with a peculiarly penetrating property,
here, you knew instinctively, was a doctor you could trust inplicitly,
which only went to show that your instinct should be taken away from you
and | ocked up in sonme safe place where it couldn't do you any harm
Admittedly, even to |ook at him nmade you feel better, and that was all
right as far as it went, but to go further, to put your life in his
hands, say, was a very different and dicey proposition altogether, for
there was an even chance that you wouldn't get it back again. Those

pi ercing blue eyes had not lighted on the "lancet" or nade any attenpt
to follow the | atest nedical developnents since quite a few years prior
to the second world war. But they didn't have to: he and lord dexter
had gone through prep school, public school, and university together and
his job was secure as long as he could lift a stethescope. And, to be
fair to him when it cane to treating wealthy and hypochondriacal old

| adi es he had no equal on the seven seas. "Well, john," he booned.
Wth the exception of captain bullen, he addressed every officer on the
ship by his first nane exactly as a public school headnmaster would have



addressed one of his nore promsing pupils, but a pupil that needed
watching all the sane. "What's the trouble? beau brownell taken a
turn?"

"Wrse than that, i'mafraid, doctor. Dead."

"CGood lord! brownell? dead? let nme see, let ne see. Alittle
nore light, if you please, john." he dunped his bag on the table
fished out his stethescope, sounded brownell here and there, took his
pul se, and then straightened with a sigh. "In the midst of life
john... And not recently either. Tenperature's high in here, but I
shoul d say he's been gone well over an hour.” | could see the dark bulk
of captain bullen in the doorway now, waiting, |istening, saying
nothing. "Heart attack, doctor?" | ventured. After all, he wasn't al
that inconpetent, just a quarter of a century out of date. "Let ne see,
let me see," he repeated. He turned brownell's head and | ooked cl osely
at it. He had to look closely. He was unaware that everyone in the
ship knew that, piercing blue eyes or not, he was as shortsighted as a
dodo and refused to wear glasses. "An, look at this. The tongue, the
lips, the eyes, above all the conplexion. No doubt about it, no doubt
at all. Cerebral haenorrhage. WMassive. And at his age. How old,

j ohn?"

"Forty-seven, eight. Thereabouts."

"Forty-seven. Just forty-seven." he shook his head. "Gets them
younger every day. The stress of nodern living."

"And that outstretched hand, doctor?" | asked. "Reaching for the
phone. You think "just confirnms my diagnosis, alas. Felt it com ng on,
tried to call for help, but it was too sudden, too massive. Poor old

beau brownell." he turned, caught sight of bullen leaning in the
doorway. "Ah, there you are, captain. A bad business, a bad business.”

"A bad business,"” bullen agreed heavily. "Mss beresford, you have
no right to be here. You're cold and shivering. Go to your cabin at
once." when captain bullen spoke in that tone, the beresford mllions
didn't seemto matter any nore. "Dr. Marston will bring you a sedative
later."

"And perhaps mr. carreras will be so kind "i began. "Certainly,"
carreras agreed at once. "I will be honoured to see the young lady to
her cabin.” he bowed slightly, offered her his arm she seemed nore

than glad to take it, and they disappeared. Five mnutes later all was
back to normal in the radi o cabin. Peters had taken the dead man's

pl ace; dr. Marston had returned to his favourite occupation of ningling
socially and drinking steadily with our mllionaires; the captain had

given nme his instructions; i'd passed themon to the bo' sun, and
brownel |, canvas-w apped, had been taken forward to the carpenter's
store. | stayed in the wireless office for a few m nutes, talking to a

very shaken peters, and |ooked casually at the |atest radio message that
had come through. Al radio messages were witten down in duplicate as
received, the original for the bridge and the carbon for the daily

spi ked file. I lifted the topnost nessage fromthe file, but it was
nothing very inportant, just a warning of deteriorating weather far to
t he sout heast of cuba which mght or might not build up to a hurricane
Routine and too far away to bother us. | lifted the blank nessage pad
that lay at peters' elbow. "May | have this?"

"Hel p yourself." he was still too upset even to be curious as to
why | wanted it. "Plenty nore where that came from" | left him

wal ked up and down the deck outside for sone time, then nade ny way to
the captain's cabin where i'd been told to report when | was through.

He was in his usual seat by the desk with cummi ngs and the chief

engi neer sitting on the settee. The presence of ntllroy, a short, stout



tynesider with the facial expression and hair style of friar tuck, neant
a very worried captain and a council of war. Mllroy's brilliance
wasn't confined to reciprocating engines; that plunp, |aughter-creased
face concealed a brain that was probably the shrewdest on the canpari,
and that included nr. julius beresford, who nust have been very shrewd
indeed to make his three hundred million dollars or whatever it was.
"Sit down, mister, sit down," bullen growed. The "mister" didn't nean
I was in his black books, just another sign that he was worried. "No
signs of benson yet?"

"No sign at all."

"What a bloody trip!"™ bullen pushed across a tray w th whisky and
gl asses on it, unaccustonmedly openhanded liberality that was just
another sign of his worry. "Help yourself, mster."

"Thank you, sir." | helped nyself lavish |Iythe chance didn't cone

often-and went on: "what are we going to do about brownell?"

"What the devil do you nean, 'what are we going to do about
brownel | ?* he's got no folks to notify, no consent to get about
anything. Head office has been inforned. Burial at sea at dawn, before
our passengers are up and about. Mistn't spoil their blasted trip,
suppose. "

"Whuldn't it be better to take himto nassau, sir?"

"Nassau?" he stared at nme over the rimof his glass, then |owered

it carefully to the table. "Just because a nman has died, you don't have
to go off your blasted rocker, do you?"
"Nassau or sonme other british territory. O manm. Sonme place

where we can get conpetent authorities, police authorities, to
i nvestigate things."
"What things, johnny?" nctLIiroy asked. He had his head cocked to

one side like a fat and well-stuffed ow. "Yes, what things?" bullen's
tone was quite different fromnetllroy's. "Just because the search party
hasn't turned up benson yet, you "i've called off the search party,
sir." bullen pushed back his chair till his hands rested on the table
at the full stretch of his arns. "You've called off the search party,"
he said softly. "W the hell gave you authority to do anything of the
ki nd?"

"No one, sir. But | "why did you do it, johnny?" ntllroy again
very quietly. "Because we'll never see benson again. Not alive, that
is. Benson's dead. Benson's been killed."™ no one said anything, not

for all of ten seconds. The sound of the cool air rushing through the
louvres in the overhead trunking seemed abnornally |oud. Then captain
bull en said harshly, "killed? benson killed? are you all right,
m ster? what do you nean, killed?"

"Murdered is what | nean."

"Murdered? nurdered?' ntllroy shifted uneasily in his chair.
"Have you seen hinf? have you any proof? how can you say he was
nmur der ed?"

"l haven't seen him And | haven't any proof. Not a scrap of
evidence." | caught a glinpse of the purser sitting there, his hands
twisting together and his eyes staring at me, and | renenbered that
benson had been his best friend for close on twenty years. "But | have
proof that brownell was murdered tonight. And | can tie the two
together." there was an even longer silence. "You're mad," bullen said
at length with harsh conviction. "So now brownell's been nurdered too

You're mad, nister, off your bloody trolley. You heard what dr

Marston sai d? massive cerebral haenorrhage. But of course he's only a
doctor of forty years' standing. He woul dn't know "how about giving ne
a chance, sir?" | interrupted. M voice sounded as harsh as his own.



"I know he's a doctor. | also know he hasn't very good eyes. But
have. | saw what he missed. | saw a dark snudge on the back of
brownel Il 's uni form col | ar-and when has anybody on this ship ever seen a
mark on any shirt that brownell ever wore? they didn't call him beau
brownell for nothing. Sonmebody had hit him wth sonething heavy and
with tremendous force, on the back of the neck. There was also a faint
di scol ouration under the left ear-i could see it as he lay there. Wen
the bo'sun and | got himdown to the carpenter's store we exam ned him
together. There was a corresponding slight bruise under his right
ear-and traces of sand under his collar. Someone sandbagged hi m and
t hen, when he was unconscious, conpressed the carotid arteries until he
died. Go and see for yourselves."

"Not ne," ntllroy nmurnmured. You could see that even his normally

nonol i thic conmposure had been shaken. "Not ne. | believe
it-absolutely. It would be too easy to disprove it. | believe it al
right but | still can't accept it."

"But damm it all, chief!™ bullen's fists were clenched. "The
doctor said that

"I"'mno nedical man," nctllroy interrupted. "But | should inmagine

the synptonms are pretty much the same in both cases. Can hardly blame
old marston.”

bullen ignored this, gave ne the full benefit of his compdore's
stare.

"Look, mster,’

he said slowy, "you' ve changed your tune, haven't

you? when | was there, you agreed with dr. Marston. You even put
forward the heart-failure idea. You showed no signs

"M ss beresford and nr. carreras were there,” | interrupted. "I
didn't want themto start getting wong ideas. |[If word got round the

ship and it would have been bound to -that we suspected murder, then
whoever was responsible mght have felt thenselves forced to act again,
and act quickly, to forestall any action we night take. | don't know
what they might do, but on the formto date it would have been sonething
dammed unpl easant."

"M ss beresford? nr. carreras?" bullen had, stopped clenching his
hands, but you could see that it wouldn't take rmuch to nake him start up
again. "M ss beresford is above suspicion. But carreras? and his son?
just aboard to-day and in nost unusual circunstances. It might just tie
up. "

"It doesn't. | checked. Carreras senior and junior had both been
in either the telegraph |Iounge or the dining room for alnpbst two hours
before we found brownell. They're conpletely in the clear."

"Besi des being too obvious," ntllroy agreed. "I think, captain,
it's tine we took our hats off to nr. carter here.

he's been getting round and using his head while all we have been
doing is tw ddling our thunbs."

"Benson," captain bullen said. He didn't show any signs

of taking off his hat. "How about benson? how does he tie up?”

"This way." | slid the enpty tel egraph book across the table. "I
checked the |last nessage that was received and went to the bridge
Routi ne weather report. Tinme, 20.07. But later there was another
nmessage witten on this pad: original, carbon, duplicate. The nessage
i s indecipherable but to people with nmodern police equiprment it would be
child' s play to find out what was witten there. \What is decipherable
is the inpression of the last two time figures. Look for yourself
It's quite clear thirty-three. That neans 20.33. A nmessage cane
through at that nonent, a nessage so urgent in nature that, instead of
waiting for the routine bridge nessenger collection, brownell made to



phone it through at once. That was why his hand was reaching for the
phone when we found him not because he was feeling ill all of a sudden
And then he was killed. \Whoever killed himhad to kill. Knocki ng
brownel | out and stealing the nessage woul d have acconpli shed not hing,
for as soon as he would have cone to he would have renenbered the

contents of the nessage and imrediately sent it to the bridge. It
nmust," | added thoughtfully, "have been a damed inportant nessage."
"Benson," bullen repeated inpatiently. "How about benson?"

"Benson was the victimof a lifetine of habit. Howie here tells us
how benson invariably went out on deck between hal f-past eight and
twenty-five to nine for a snoke while the passengers were at dinner.
The radio roomis inmediately above where he would have been taking his
pronenade- and the nessage cane through, and brownell was killed, inside
those five mnutes. Benson nust have seen or heard sonething unusual
and gone to investigate. He might even have caught the nurderer in the
act. And so benson had to die too."

"But why?" captain bullen demanded. He still couldn't believe it
all. "Wy, why, why? why was he killed? why was that nessage so
desperately inportant? the whole dammed thing's crazy. And what in
god's nane was in that nessage, anyway?"

"That's why we have to go to nassau to find out, sir.” bullen
| ooked at ne without expression, |looked at his drink, evidently decided
that he preferred his drink to ne or the ill news | brought with ne-and

knocked back the contents in a couple of gulps.

ncllroy didn't touch his. He sat there for a whole mnute |ooking
at it consideringly, then said, "you haven't m ssed much, johnny. But
you've missed one thing. The wireless officer on watch peters, isn't
it? how do you know the sane message won't cone through again? maybe
it was a nessage requiring acknow edgenent? if it was, and it's not
acknow edged, it's pretty certain to cone through again. Then what's
the guarantee that peters won't get the sane treatnent?"

"The bo'sun's the guarantee, chief. He's sitting in black shadow
not ten yards fromthe wireless office with a marlinespike in his hand
and highland murder in his heart. You know rmacdonal d. Heaven help
anyone who goes within a sunday walk of the wireless office."

bull en poured hinself another small whisky, snmiled tiredly, and
gl anced at his single broad commbdore's stri pe.

"M. carter, | think you and I should change jackets.” it was as
far in apology as he could ever go and about twelve hours ahead of par.
"Think you'd like this side of ny desk?"

"Suit me fine, sir," | agreed. "Especially if you took over
entertaining the passengers.”

"In that case we'll stay as we are."” another brief smile, no
sooner there than vanished. "Wo's on the bridge? jamieson, isn't it?
better take over, first."

"Later, sir, with your perm ssion. There's still the nost

inportant thing of all to investigate. But | don't even know how to
start."

"Don't tell me there's sonething else," bullen said heavily. "I've
had sone time to think about this, that's all," | said. "A nessage cane
through to our wireless office, a nessage so inportant that it had to be
intercepted at all costs. But how could anyone possibly know that
nmessage was coning through? the only way that nessage could have cone
into the canpari was through a pair of earphones clanped to brownell's
head, yet sonmeone el se was taking down that message at the same instant
as brownell was. Must have been. Brownell had no sooner finished
transcribing that nessage onto his pad than he reached for the phone to



get the bridge and he no sooner reached for the phone than he died.
There's sone other radio receiver aboard the canpari tuned into the sane
wave | ength, and wherever it is, it's not a hop, skip, and junp fromthe
wireless office, for wherever the eavesdropper was, he got fromthere to
the wireless office in seconds. Problem find the receiver."

bull en | ooked at ne. Mllroy |ooked at me. They both | ooked at
each other. Then ntllroy objected: "but the wireless officer keeps
shifting wave | engths. How coul d anybody know what particul ar wave
| ength he was on at any one nonent ?"

"How can anyone know anything?" | asked. | nodded at the nessage
pad on the table. "Until we get that deciphered?”

"The nmessage.” bullen gazed at the pad, abruptly nade up his nind
"Nassau it is. WMaxi mum speed, chief, but slowy, over half an hour, so
that no one will notice the step-up in revs. First, the bridge. Get
our position." he fetched chart, rules, dividers while | was getting
the figures, nodded at ne as | hung up. "Lay off the shortest possible
course."

it didn't take long. "047 from here to here, sir, approximtely
220 mles, then 30"

"Arrival ?"

"Maxi mum speed?"

"Of course."

"Just before nmidnight to-nmorrow night."

he reached for a pad, scribbled for a mnute, then read out: "'port
aut horities, nassau. S.s. canmpari, position such and-such, arriving
23.30 tonmorrow wednesday. Request police alongside imediate
i nvestigation one nurdered nman, one mi ssing man. Ur gent . Bul I en,
master.' that should do."™ he reached for the phone. | touched his arm
"Whoever has this receiver can nonitor outgoing calls just as
easily as inconming ones. Then they'll know we're on to them God only

knows what m ght happen then."

bullen | ooked slowy first at nme, then at ntLlroy, then at the
purser, who hadn't spoken a word since i'd arrived in the cabin, then
back at me again. Then he tore the nessage into tiny shreds and dropped
it into the wastepaper basket.

chapter 4

[tuesday 10:15 p. m-wednesday 8.45 a.m]

I didn't get a great deal of investigating done that night. I'd
figured out how to start, all right, but the devil of it was | couldn't
start till the passengers were up and about in the norning. Nobody

likes being turted out of his bed in the nmddle of the night, a
mllionaire |east of all

after having cautiously identified myself to the bo' sun to ensure
that | didn't get the back of ny head stove in with a marlinespike,
spent a good fifteen mnutes in the vicinity of the wireless office
relating its position to other offices and nearby accommpdation. The
wireless office was on the starboard side, left immedi ately above the
forward "a" deck accommpdation and cerdan's suite was directly bel ow and
on the basis of ny assunption that the nurderer, even if he didn't wait
for the last few words of the nessage to come through, could have had no
nore than ten seconds to get from wherever the hidden receiver was to
the wireless office, then any place within ten seconds' reach of the
wireless office automatically canme under suspicion. There were quite a
few places within the suspected linmts. There was the bridge, flag
office, radar office, chart room and all the deck officers' and cadets
accomodation. Those could be ruled out at once. There was the dining
room galleys, pantries, officers' |ounge, telegraph |ounge and



i medi ately adjacent to the telegraph |ounge, another |ounge which
rejoiced in the name of the drawing roomit having been found necessary
to provide an alternative lounge for our mllionaires' wves and
daughters who weren't all so keen on the alcoholic and ticker-tape
attractions of the telegraph lounge as their husbands and fathers were.
| spent forty mnutes going through those-they were all deserted at that
time of night-and if anyone had yet invented a transistor receiver

smal ler than a match box, then I night have missed it; but anything
larger, i'd have found it for sure. That left only the passengers
accommpdation, with the cabins on "a" deck, immediately below the
wireless office, as the prime suspects. The "b" deck suites, on the
next deck below, were not out with the bounds of possibility; but when I
ran a mental eye over the stiff-legged bunch of elderly crocks on "b"
deck, | couldn't think of a man anpbng them who could have made it to the
wireless office in under ten seconds. And it certainly hadn't been a
worman: because whoever had killed brownell had not only also laid out
benson, but renoved him from sight, and benson weighed a hundred and

ei ghty pounds if he weighed an ounce.

so, "a" or "b" decks. Both of them would have to go through the
si eve tonorrow. | prayed for good weather to tenpt our passengers out
onto the sun decks to give the stewards, in the course of nmaking up beds
and cl eaning out the cabins, the chance to carry out a thorough search.
The custons in jamaica, of course, had already done this; but they had
been | ooking for a nmechanism over six feet in length, not a radi o which,
in these days of mniaturisation, could easily have been hidden in, say,
one of those hefty jewel boxes which were run of the m |l anong our
mllionaires' wves.

we were running al nost due northeast now, under the sane indigo sky
ablaze with stars, the canpari rolling gently as it sliced along the
line of the long, slow swell. W'd taken alnpbst half an hour to nmake an
ei ghty-degree change of course so that no night-owl passenger abroad on
deck could see the changing direction of our wake, not that those
precauti ons were going to be of any use if any of our passengers had the
faintest of stellar navigation or, conme to that, the very elenmentary
ability to locate the pole star.

I was wal king slowy up the boat deck, port side, when | saw
captain bullen approaching. He lifted his arm notioned nme into the
deep shadow cast by one of the ship's |ifeboats.

"Thought | would find you here or hereabouts,” he said softly. He
reached under his jacket and pressed sonething cold and hard into ny
hand. "I believe you know how to use one of those."

starlight glinted dully off the blued netal in nmy hand. A colt
automatic, one of the three kept on a locked chain in a glass cabinet in
the captain's sleeping cabin. Captain bullen was certainly taking
things seriously at |ast.

"l can use it, sir."

"Right. Stick it in your belt or wherever you stick those damed
things. Never realised they were so blasted awkward to conceal about
your person. And here's a spare nmmgazine. Hope to god we don't have to
use them" which neant the captain had one al so.

"The third gun, sir?"

"I don't know." he hesitated. "WIson, | thought."

"He's a good man. But give it to the bo' sun.”

"The bo'sun?' bullen's voice sharpened, then he renenbered the
need for secrecy and dropped his voice to a conspiratorial grow. "You
know the regulations, mster. Those guns to be used only in times of
war, piracy, or mutiny and never to be issued to anyone other than an



of ficer."

"The regul ations don't concern nme half as nmuch as ny own neck does,
sir. You know macdonal d's record-youngest-ever sergeant-major in the
conmandos, a list of decorations as long as your arm Gve it to
macdonal d, sir."

"W'll see," he grunted, "we'll see. |'ve just been to the
carpenter's store. Wth doc marston. First tine i've ever seen that
ol d phony shaken to the core. He agrees with you, says there's no doubt
brownell was nurdered. You'd think he was up in the dock of the gld
bailey with the alibis he's giving hinmself. But | think nctllroy was
ri ght when he said the synptonms were about the sanme.”

"Well," | said doubtfully, "i hope nothing comes of it, sir.

"What do you nean?"

"You know old doc narston as well as | do, sir. The two great
loves of his life are jamaica rum and the desire to give the inpression
that he's on the inside of everything that goes on. A dangerous
conbi nation. Apart from nctLiroy, the purser, yourself, and nyself, the
only person who knows that brownell didn't die a natural death is the
bo' sun, and he'd never talk. Doc marston is a different proposition
al toget her . "

"Not to worry, my boy," bullen said with sonething like relish in
his voice. "I told our worthy surgeon that, lord dexter's pal or not
if he as nuch as lifted a glass of rum before we arrived in nassau, i'd
have him on the beach, and for good, within the week."

| tried to i magi ne anyone telling that venerable and aristocratic
doctor anything of the sort: my mind boggled at the very thought. But

they hadn't made bullen conpany commodore for nothing. | knew he'd done
exactly as stated.
"He didn't take off any of brownell's clothes?" | asked. "His

shirt, for instance?"

"No. What does it matter?"

"It's just that it's probable that whoever strangl ed brownell had
his fingers |ocked round the back of the neck to give |leverage, and |
believe that police today can pick up fingerprints from practically any
substance, including certain types of clothes. They shouldn't have too
much trouble picking up prints fromthose nice shiny, starched collars
that brownell wore.’

"You don't miss nuch,” bullen said thoughtfully. "Except maybe
you' ve m ssed your profession. Anything else?"
"Yes. About this burial at sea tonorrow at dawn." there was a

| ong pause, then he said with the blasphenpbusly weary restraint of a
| ong-suffering man who has already held hinself in check far too |ong
"what bl oody burial at dawn? brownell is our only exhibition for the
nassau police."

"Burial, sir," | repeated. "But not at dawn. About, say, eight
o' cl ock, when a fair number of our passengers will be up and about,
having had their norning constitutional. This is what | nean, sir." |
told himwhat | nmeant and he |istened patiently enough, considering.
Wien | was finished he nodded slowy, two or three tines in succession,
turned and left me wi thout a word.

I nmoved out into a lane of light between two |ifeboats and gl anced

at my watch. Twenty-five mnutes past eleven. |'d told macdonald i'd

relieve himat mdnight. | walked across to the rail and stood there by
a life-jacket |ocker, staring out over the slow shimrering swell of the
sea, hands at arms' length on the rail, vainly trying to figure out what

could possibly lie behind all that had happened that evening
when | awoke, it was twenty minutes to one. Not that | was



i medi ately aware of the tinme when | awoke; | wasn't inmmediately and
clearly aware of anything. It's difficult to be aware of anything when
your head is being squeezed between the jaws of a giant vice and your
eyes have gone blind, to be aware of anything, that is, except the vice
and the blindness. Blindness. M eyes. | was worried about my eyes

| raised a hand and funbled round for a while and then |I found them
They were filled with sonething hard and encrusted, and when | rubbed
the crust came away and there was stickiness beneath. Blood. There was
bl ood in ny eyes, blood that was gumming the Iids together and maki ng ne
blind. At least, | hoped vaguely, it was blood that was neking ne
bl i nd.

I rubbed sone nore blood away with the heel of ny hand, and then
could see. Not too well, not the way | was used to seeing; the stars in
the sky were not the bright pin points of light to which | was
accustoned but just a pale, fuzzy haze seen through a frosted-glass

wi ndow. | reached out a trenbling hand and tried to touch this frosted
gl ass, but it vanished and dissolved as | reached out and what my hand
touched was cool and netallic. | strained ny eyes w de open and saw

that there was indeed no glass there; what | was touching was the
| oner most bar of the ship's rail

I could see better now, at |least better than a blind man could. M
head was lying in the scuppers, inches away from one of the |ifeboat
davits. What in god's nane was | doing there with ny head in the

scuppers, inches away from the davits? | nanaged to get both hands
under me and, with a sudden drunken lurch, heaved nyself into a
sem -sitting position with one elbow still on the deck. A great

m stake, a very great m stake, for at once a blinding, agonising pain,
that never-recorded pain that nust be experienced in the fina
shattering mllisecond of awareness as a plunging guillotine slices

t hrough bone, flesh, and nuscle before crashing into the block beneath,
sl ashed its paral ysing way across head, neck, and shoul ders and toppled
nme back to the deck again. MW head nust have struck heavily against the
iron of the scuppers, but | don't think | even nobaned. Slowy,
infinitely slowy, consciousness cane back to ne. Consci ousness of a
kind. \Where clarity and awareness and speed of recovery were concerned
I was a man chai ned hand and foot, surfacing fromthe bottom of a sea of
nol asses. Sonething, | dimy realised, was touching nmy face, ny eyes

my nout h: sonething cold and npist and sweet. Water. Soneone was
sponging ny face with water, gently trying to nop the blood from ny
eyes. | made to turn ny head to see who it was and then | vaguely
renenbered what had happened last time | noved ny head. | raised ny
right hand instead and touched soneone's wi st.

"Take it easy, sir. You just take it easy." the man with the
sponge must have had a long arm he was at least two mles away, but |
recogni sed the voice for all that. Archie nacdonald. "Don't you try
nmovi ng now. Just you wait a bit. You'll be all right, sir.’

"Archie?" we were a real disenbodied pair, | thought fuzzily. |
was at |east a couple of mles away too. | only hoped we were a couple
of mles away in the same direction. "Is that you, archie?" god knows
| didn't doubt it. | just wanted the reassurance of hearing him say so

"It's nyself, sir. Just you |leave everything to nme." it was the
bo'sun all right; he couldn't have used that sentence nore than five
thousand tines in the years i'd known him "Just you lie still."

i'd no intention of doing anything else. 1'd be far gone in years
before i'd ever forget the last time | noved, if | lived that |ong
which didn't seemlikely at the nonent.

"My neck, archie." ny voice sounded a few hundred yards cl oser.



"I think it's broken."

"Aye, i'msure it feels that way, sir, but i'm thinking nyself
maybe it's not as bad as all that. W'Il see.”

I don't know how long | lay there, maybe two or three ninutes,
while the bo'sun swabbed the blood away until eventually the stars began

to swminto sonme sort of focus again. Then he slid one arm under ny
shoul ders and under ny head and began to lift ne, inch by patient inch,
into a sitting position

| waited for the guillotine to fall again, but it didn't. This
time it was nore like a butcher's neat chopper, but a pretty blunt
chopper: several times in a few seconds the canpari spun round 360

degrees on its keel, then settled down on course again. 047, | seened
to recall. And this time | didn't |ose consciousness.

"What tine is it, archie?" a stupid question to ask, but | wasn't
at my very best. And ny voice, | was glad to hear, was at |ast

practically next door to nmne.

he turned nmy left wist.

"Twelve forty-five, your watch says, sir. | think you nust have
been lying here a good hour. You were in the shadow of the boat and no
one woul d have seen you even if they had passed by this way."

I moved my head an experinental inch and winced at the pain of it.
Two inches and it would fall off.

"What the hell happened to ne, archie? sone kind of turn or other?
| don't remenber

"Sone kind of turn!"™ his voice was soft and cold. | felt his
fingers touch the back of nmy neck. "Qur friend with the sandbag has
been taking a walk again, sir. One of these days,"” he added
t houghtfully, "i'mgoing to catch himat it."

"Sandbag!" | struggled to nmy feet, but i'd never have nmade it
wi thout the bo'sun. "The wireless officel peters!"

"It's young nr. jenkins that's on now, sir. He's all right

you said you'd relieve me for the mddl e watch, and when twenty
past twelve cane | knew sonething was wong. So | just went straight
into the wireless office and phoned captain bullen."

"The captai n?"

"Who el se could I phone, sir?" who else, indeed? apart from
nmysel f the captain was the only deck officer who really knew what had
happened, who knew where the bo'sun was conceal ed and why. Macdonal d
had his armround nme now, still half supporting ne, leading ne forward
to the cross passage that led to the wireless office. "He cane at once
He's there now, talking to m. jenkins. Wrried stiff thinks the sane
thing m ght have happened to you as happened to benson. He gave ne a
present before | canme |ooking for you." he made a novenent and | could
see the barrel of a pistol that was all but engulfed in his huge hand.
"I am hoping that | get a chance to use this, nr. carter, and not the

butt end, either. | suppose you realise that if you had toppled forward
i nstead of sideways, you'd nost likely have fallen over the rail into
the sea."

I wondered grimy why they hadn't, in fact, shoved ne over the side
but said nothing, just concentrated on reaching the wireless office
Captain bullen was waiting there, just outside the door, and the bul ge
in the pocket of his uniformjacket wasn't caused only by his hand. He
cane quickly to neet us, probably to get out of earshot of the wreless
officer, and his reaction to ny condition and story of what had happened
was all that anyone could reasonably have w shed for. He was just nmad
cl ear through. I"d never seen himin such a nood of tightly controlled
anger since i'd first nmet himthree years ago. When he'd cal ned down a



bit, he said, "but why the devil didn't they go the whole hog and throw
you overboard while they were at it?"

"They didn't have to, sir," | said wearily. "They didn't want to
kill me. Just to get ne out of the road."

he peered at nme, the cold eyes speculative. "You talk as if you
knew why they coshed you."

"I do. O | think I do." | rubbed the back of ny neck with a
gentl e hand. I was pretty sure now there weren't any vertebrae broken
it just felt that way. "My own fault. | overlooked the obvious. Cone
to that, we all overlooked the obvious. Once they'd killed brownell and
we' d deduced, by association, that they'd also killed benson, | lost al
interest in benson. I just assuned that they'd got rid of him Al |

was concerned with, all any of us was concerned with, was to see that
there was no further attack nade on the wireless office, to try to find
out where the receiver was, and to figure what lay behind it all.
Benson, we were sure, was dead, and a dead benson could no |onger be of
any use to us. So we forgot benson. Benson belonged to the past.”

"Are you trying to tell me that benson was is-still alive?"

"He was dead all right.” | felt about ninety, a badly crippled
ninety, and the vice round nmy head wasn't easing off any | could notice
"He was dead, but they hadn't got rid of him Maybe they hadn't a
chance to get rid of him Maybe they had to wait till it was real good
and dark to get rid of him But they had to get rid of hinmself we'd
found him we'd have known there was a murderer aboard. They probably
had hi m stashed away in sone place where we woul dn't have thought of
| ooking for him anyway, lying on top of one of the offices, stuck in a
ventilator, behind one of the sundeck benches it could have been
anywhere. And | was either too near where they' d stashed him so that
they couldn't get at him or they couldn't chuck him overboard as |ong
as | was standing by the rail there. Barring nyself, they knew they
were safe enough. Going at naxi num speed, with a bow wave like we're
throwing up right now, no one would have heard anything if they had
dropped himinto the sea, and on a dark and noonless night like this no

one woul d have seen anything either. So they'd only nme to deal with and
they didn't find that any trouble at all," | finished bitterly.
bull en shook his head. "You never heard a thing? not the faintest

fall of a footstep, not even the swish of a cosh comi ng through the
air?"

"dd flannel -feet nmust be a pretty dangerous character, sir," |
said reflectively. "He didn't nmake the slightest whisper of sound.
woul dn't have thought it possible. For all | know, | might have taken a
fainting turn and struck my head on the davit as |I fell. That's what |
t hought nyself even suggested it to the bo' sun here. And that's what
i'mgoing to tell anyone who wants to know tonmorrow.” | grinned and
wi nked at macdonal d, and even the wink hurt. "I1'lIl tell them you' ve
been overworking nme, sir, and | collapsed from exhaustion.'

"Why tell anyone?" bullen wasn't anmused. "It doesn't show where
you have been coshed; that wound is just above the tenple and inside the
hairline and could be pretty well canouflaged. Agreed?"

"No, sir. Someone knows | had an accident the character
responsible for it-and he's going to regard it as dammed queer if | nake
no reference to it at all. But if | do nmention it and pass it off as a
| adyl i ke swoon, there's an even chance he may accept it, and if he does
we're still going to have the advantage of being in the position of
knowi ng there's mayhem and nurder aboard, while they will have no
suspi ci on we know anyt hi ng of the kind."

"Your mind," said captain bullen unsynpathetically, "is beginning



to clear at l|ast."”

when | awoke in the norning the already hot sun was streanming in
t hrough ny uncurtai ned wi ndow. My cabin, imrediately abaft the
captain's, was on the starboard side, and the sun was conming from
forward, which neant that we were still steam ng northeast. | raised
nyself on nmy elbow to have a |ook at the sea conditions, for the canpari
had developed a definite if gentle pitching novenent, and it was then
that | discovered that my neck was rigidly bound in a plaster cast. At

least it felt exactly like it. | could nove it about an inch to either
side and then a pair of clanps took hold. A dull steady ache, but no
pain worth nmentioning. | tried to force ny head beyond the limts of
the clanps, but | only tried once. | waited till the cabin stopped

swayi ng round and the red-hot wires in ny neck had cooled off to a
tolerable tenperature, then clinbed stiffly out of my bunk. Let them
call me stiff-neck carter if they wanted. That was enough of that |ot.

| crossed to the window. Still a cloudless sky with the sun
white, glaring, already high above the horizon, striking a glittering,
bl i nding path across the blueness of the sea. The swell was deeper,
| onger, heavier than | expected and coming up from the starboard
quarter. I wound down the wi ndow and there was no wind | could notice
whi ch neant that there was a fair breeze pushing up fromastern, but not
enough to whiten the snmoothly roiled surface of the sea.

| showered, shaved-i'd never before appreciated how difficult it is
to shave when the turning notion of your head is limted to an arc of
two inches-then exam ned the wound

seen in daylight, it |ooked bad, nuch worse than it had in the
ni ght: above and behind the left tenple, it was a two inch gash, wide
and very deep. And it throbbed heavily in a way | didn't nuch care for.
| picked up the phone and asked for doc marston. He was still in bed
but, yes, he would see ne right away, an early-bird hippocratica
wi |l lingness that was very much out of character, but naybe his
consci ence was bothering him about his wong diagnosis of the previous
night. | dressed, put on ny hat, adjusted it to a suitably rakish angle
till the band just missed the wound, and went down to see him Dr.
marston, fresh, rested, and unusually clear of eye no doubt due to
bullen's warning to lay off the rumdidn't look like a
consci ence-stricken man who'd tossed and turned the sl eepless night
| ong. He didn't seem unduly worried about the fact that we carried
aboard a passenger who, if he'd truthfully listed his occupation, would
have put down the word "nmurderer." all he seened concerned about was
the entry in last night's log, and when | told himno entry about
brownell had been made or would be nade until we arrived in nassau, and
that when it was made no nention of my name woul d appear in connection
with the diagnosis of brownell's death, he becane positively jovial. He
shaved off a few square inches of hair, jabbed in a |ocal anaesthetic
cl eaned and sutured the wound, covered it with a sticking plaster pad
and wi shed ne good norning. He was through for the day.

it was quarter to eight. | dropped down the series of
accommodation |adders that led to the focsle and made ny way forward to
the carpenter's store. The focsle was unusually crowded for that tine
of the norning. There nust have been close on forty nenbers of the
ship's conmpany gathered there, deck staff, engine-room staff, cooks and
stewards, all waiting to pay their last respects to brownell. Nor were
these all the spectators. | |ooked up and saw that the pronenade deck
whi ch curved right round the forward superstructure of the canpari, was
dotted with passengers, eleven or twelve in all: not many, but they
represented close on the total male passenger conplenent aboard-i could



see nb wonen therewith the exception of old cerdan and possibly one or
two others. Bad news travelled fast, and even for millionaires the
chance of seeing a burial at sea didn't come along too often. Right in
the mddle of them was the duke of hartwell, |ooking nautical as
anything in his carefully adjusted royal yachting club cap, silk scarf,
and brass-buttoned navy doeskin jacket.

| skirted nunber one hold and thought grimy that there might
i ndeed be sonmething in the old superstitions: the dead cried out for
conmpany, the old salts said, and the dead nmen | oaded only yesterday
afternoon and now lying in the bottom of nunmber four hold hadn't been
slow to get that conpany. Two others gone in the space of a few hours
near as a toucher three; only i'd fallen sideways instead of toppling
over the rail. | felt those ice-cold fingers on the back of ny neck
again and shivered, then passed into the conparative gloom of the
carpenter's store, right up in the forepeak

everything was ready. The bier-a hastily nail ed-together platform
of boards, seven feet by two-lay on the deck, and the red ensign, tied
to two corners of the handles at the top of the bier but free at the
ot her end, covered the canvas wat hed nmound beneath. Only the bo'sun and
the carpenter were there. To |ook at macdonal d you woul d never have
guessed that he hadn't slept the previous night. He had volunteered to
remain on guard outside the wireless office until dawn; it had al so been
his idea that, though the chances of any trouble in daylight were
renote, two nmen should be tailed for holystoning the deck outside the
wireless office after breakfast, for the entire day if necessary.
Meantinme the radio office was cl osed-and heavily padl ocked-to all ow
peters and jenkins to attend the funeral of their colleague. There was
no difficulty about this: as was comon, there was a standard
arrangenent whereby a bell rang either on the bridge or in the chief
Wi rel ess operator's cabin whenever a call cane through on the distress
frequency or on the canpari's call sign.

the slight vibration of the canpari's engines died away as the
engi ne slowed and the revs dropped until we had just enough speed to
give us steerageway in that heavy swell. The captain canme down the
compani onway, carrying a heavy brass-bound bible under his arm The
heavy steel door in the port hand focsle side was swung open and back
till it secured with a clang in its retaining latch. A |long wooden box
was slid into position, one end level with the opening in the side of
the ship. Then nmacdonald and the carpenter, bareheaded, appeared,
carrying bier and burden, and laid themon the box.

the service was very brief, very sinple. Captain bullen said a few
wor ds about brownell, about as true as words usually are in those
circunstances, led the tattered singing of "abide with nme," read the
burial service, and nodded to the bo'sun. The royal navy did this sort
of thing better, but we didn't carry any bugles aboard the campari
Macdonald lifted the inboard end of the bier; the canvas-swathed nound
slid out slowy from beneath the red ensign and was gone with only the
faintest of splashings to mark its departure. | glanced up at the
pronmenade deck and saw the duke of hartwell there, standing stiffly at
attention, right armbent up to his peaked cap in rigid salute. Even

allowing for the natural disadvantages lent him by his face, | had

sel dom seen a nore ludicrous sight. No doubt to the unbiassed observer
he was putting up a nmore fitting show than nyself, but | find it hard to
be at ny reverent best when | know that all i'mconmtting to the deep

is a length of canvas, |arge quantities of engi ne-room waste, and a
hundred and fifty pounds of rusty chain to give the necessary negative
buoyancy.



the door in the ship's side clanged shut; captain bullen handed
over the bible to a cadet; the engine revs nounted, and the campari was
back in business again. And the first item on the agenda was breakfast.

in ny three years aboard the canpari | had rarely seen nore than
hal f a dozen passengers in the dining saloon for breakfast. Mst of
them preferred to have it served in their suites or on the private
verandahs outside their suites. Barring a few aperitifs foll owed by
antoine's or henrique's superb cooking, there was nothing to beat a good
funeral to bring out the sociable best in our passengers. There could
only have been seven or eight nissing altogether

I had a full conplenment at ny table, except, of course, for the
invalid nmr. cerdan. | should have been on watch, but the captain had
decided that, as there was a very able quarternaster on the wheel and no
land within seventy mles, young dexter, who usually stood the watch
with me, could stand it alone for the length of breakfast

no sooner had | pulled in nmy chair than mss harrbride fixed her
beady eyes on ne.

"What on earth's happened to you, young man?" she demanded

"To tell you the truth, miss harrbride, | don't really know
mysel f."
"You what ?"
"It's true." | put on ny best shaned face. "I was standing up on

the boat deck |ast night and the next thing I knew | was lying in the
scuppers with nmy head cut nust have struck it against the davit when |
fell." | had ny story all prepared. "Dr. marston thinks it was a
conmbi nati on of sunstroke-i was |oading cargo nost of the day yesterday
and | can assure you that the sun was very hot-and the fact that, ow ng
to our troubles in kingston and the delay caused by it, | haven't had
very much sleep in the past three days."

"I must say things do keep happeni ng aboard the canpari," m gue
carteras said. H's face was grave. "One nman dead from a heart attack
or whatever it was, another missing -they haven't found our chi ef
steward yet, have they?"

“I''mafraid not, sir."

"And now you get yourself banged up. Let's sincerely hope that's
the end of it."

"Troubl es al ways happen in threes, sir. |I'msure this is the end
of it. W' ve never before

"Young nman, |let nme have a | ook at you," a perenptory voice demanded
fromthe captain's table. M's. beresford, ny favourite passenger. I
twisted round in nmy seat to find that nrs. beresford, who nornally sat
with her back to ne, had herself turned conpletely round in hers

Beyond her the duke of hartwell, unlike the previous night, was having
no trouble at all in devoting his entire attention to susan beresford
the usual counterattraction on his right, in the best traditions of the
theatrical world, rarely rose before noon. nrs. Beresford studied ne
in silence for the better part of ten seconds.

"You don't look well at all, nr. carter,"” she pronounced finally.

"Twi sted your neck, didn't you? vyou didn't have to turn round in your
chair to talk to nme."

"Alittle," |I admitted. "It's a bit stiff."

"And hurt your back into the bargain," she added triunphantly. "I
can tell fromthe peculiar way you sit."

"It hardly hurts at all,” | said bravely. It didn't, in fact, hurt
me in the slightest, but I hadn't yet got the hang of carrying a gun in
my wai stband and the butt kept sticking painfully into ny |lower ribs.

"Sunstroke, eh?" her face held genuine concern. "And |ack of



sleep. You should be in bed. Captain bullen, i'mafraid you're
overwor ki ng this young nan."

"That's what | keep telling the captain, ma'am" | said, "but he
doesn't pay any attention to ne."
captain bullen smled briefly and rose to his feet. H's eyes, as

they roved slowy over the room held the expression of a man who wanted
both attention and quiet: such was the personality of the man that he
got it in three seconds flat.

"Ladi es and gentlenmen,” he began. The duke of hartwell regarded
the tablecloth with that snell-of-bad-fish expression he reserved for
tenants wanting a cut in rent and nerchant navy captains who forgot to
preface public addresses with the words "your grace.”

"I am nost distressed,” the captain went on, "as | am sure you are
all distressed, by the events of the past twelve hours. That we should
| ose our chief wireless officer through death by natural causes is, god
knows, bad enough, but that our chief steward should vani sh the sane
evening-well, in thirty six years at sea | have never known anything
like it. "What happened to chief steward benson we cannot say with any
certainty, but | can hazard a guess and at the sane tinme issue a
war ni ng. There are literally hundreds of cases of nen vanishing
overboard at night, and | have little doubt but that benson's death is
due to the sane reason which probably accounts for 99 per cent of all
the other cases. Even on the npst experienced sailors the effect of
| eaning over the rail at night and watching the black water passing
bel ow has a weirdly hypnotic effect. | think it's something akin to the
vertigo that affects a great nunmber of people, people who are convinced
that if they go near, say, the parapet of a high building, sone strange
force will nake them topple over, no matter what their conscious ninds
may say. Only, with leaning over the rails of a ship, there is no fear
Just a gradual nesnerism A man just leans further and further over
until his centre of gravity is suddenly displaced. And then he is
gone. "

as an alibi or explanation for benson's disappearance it was as
good as any; as a general statenment it was also unfortunately true

"And so, ladies and gentlenen, | would counsel you all, nost
strongly, never to approach the ship's rails at night unless you are
acconpani ed by soneone else. | would be nost grateful if you would al

bear that strongly in mnd."
| | ooked round the passengers as far as ny stiff neck would allow

They would bear it in mnd all right. Fromnow on wild horses woul dn't
drag them near the canpari's rails at night.

"But," bullen went on enphatically, "it will help neither

of those unfortunate nmen and only do ourselves a great disservice
if we allow ourselves to brood over those things. | cannot ask you to
di sm ss those deaths from your mnds at once, but | can ask you not to
dwell on them On a ship, as elsewhere, life nust go on especially, |
m ght say, on a ship. You are aboard the canpari to enjoy the cruise
we are aboard to help you enjoy it. | would be nost grateful if you

woul d give us your every assistance to get shipboard life back to nornal
as soon as possible."

there was a subdued nurnur of agreenent, then julius beresford
rising fromhis seat beside the captain, was on his feet.

"Do you mind if | say a few words, sir?" he could have bought the
blue mail line wthout even denting his bank balance, but still he asked
perm ssion to speak and called old bullen sir.

"Certainly, nr. beresford.”

"It's just this." julius beresford had addressed too many board



nmeetings to be anything other than conpletely at ease when speaking to
people, no matter how many nmillion dollars they represented. "1 agree
and agree conpletely, with everything our captain has said. Capt ai n
bull en has said that he and his crew have a job to do and that that job
is to |look after the every confort and conveni ence of his passengers.
Under the rather sad circunstances in which we have to nmeet this
norning, | think that we, the passengers, have also a job to do-to make
things as easy as possible for the captain, officers, and crew and to
help themto bring things back to normal as soon as possible

"I"'d like to start the ball rolling by asking you all to be ny
guests for a brief period this evening. To-day, |adies and gentlenen,
my wife celebrates her birthday.” he smled down at nrs. Beresford
"She forgets exactly which one. | cannot invite you to a birthday
di nner, for what could | offer you as a special neal that antoine and
henri ques do not give us every night of the week? but nrs. Beresford
and | should be grateful if you would be our guests at a cocktail party
this evening. Seven forty-five. |In the drawing room Thank you."

| | ooked round the table. M guel carreras was nodding slightly, as
if in grave acceptance and appreciation of beresford s underlying
noti ves. M ss harrbride was beam ng with pleasure: she doted on the
beresfords, not for their noney, but for the fact that they were one of
the very oldest american fanmlies, with goodness only knew how nany
generations behind them M. greenstreet, her husband, studied the
tablecloth in his usual intent fashion. And tony carreras, nore
i mpossi bly handsonme than ever, |eaned back in his chair and regarded
julius beresford with a slightly amused, speculative interest. O maybe
it was susan beresford he was looking at. | was nore certain than ever
that there was something wong with tony carreras' eyes; it was al npost
i mpossible to tell in what direction they were | ooking. He caught ny
gl ance and snmil ed.

"You'll be there, nr. carter?" he had that rel axed, easygoing
manner that cones from having a bank account bursting at the seans but
none of the usual hint of condescension: tony carreras | could get to
like.

"Briefly only, i'mafraid. | have to go on watch at eight o'clock
this evening." | smiled. "If you're still at it at mdnight, i'll join
you." like hell i'd join them at mdnight i'd be showing the nassau
police over the ship. "And i'mafraid you' |l have to excuse ne now. |
have to relieve the officer of the watch."

I made my excuses and left. On the deck | alnost bunped into a

sandy- hai red young seanman, whitehead, who usually shared ny watches on
the bridge in his capacity as engine room tel egraphist, |ookout, bridge
nmessenger, and coffee naker.

"What are you doing here?" | asked sharply. Wth young dexter on
watch | wanted as nany sharp eyes and quick mnds as possible round him
whi t ehead had both. "You know you're not to |eave the bridge in ny
absence?"

"Sorry, sir. But ferguson sent ne. ferguson was the
quarternmaster on the forenoon watch. "W've mssed the last two course
alterations and he's getting pretty worried about it." we were bringing
round three degrees to the north every fifteen mnutes to get on a north
by west course, but slowy, so as not to excite anyone."

"Way corme and bother me about it?" | said irritably. "Fourth
Oficer dexter is perfectly capable of handling those matters."” he
wasn't, but one of the drawbacks of being a fellow officer of dexter was
that you were forced to lie like fury to maintain an outward appearance
of solidarity.



"Yes, sir. But he's not there, nmr. carter. He left the bridge
about twenty mnutes ago and he hasn't cone back yet."

I pushed violently past whitehead, knocking himto one side, and
made for the bridge at a dead run, three steps at a tinme up the
conpani onways. Roundi ng one corner, | caught a glinpse of whitehead
staring up after ne with a nost peculiar expression on his face. He
probably thought | had gone nad.

chapter 5
[ wednesday 8:45 a.m-3:30 p.m]
ferguson, a tall, swarthy, saturnine cockney with no hair left to

speak of, glanced round as | burst through the doorway from the
starboard wing of the bridge into the wheel house. H s face showed his
relief.

"Strewth, am | glad to see "where's the fourth mate?" | demanded
"Search ne, sir. Them course alterations "to hell with the course
alterations! where did be go?" ferguson blinked in surprise. He had
the same | ook on his face as whitehead had had a few seconds ago, the
wary bafflenment of a man who sees another going off his rocker.

"I don't know, sir. He didn't say."

I reached for the nearest phone, got through to the dining room
asked for bullen. He canme on and | said, "carter here, sir. Could you
cone up to the bridge strai ghtaway?"

there was a brief pause, then, "why?"

"Dexter's missing, sir. He had the watch but he left the bridge
twenty mnutes ago."

"Left the bridge." bullen's voice held no inflection, but only
because he made it that way. Lord dexter's son or not, young dexter was
finished on the canpari unless he could explain this one away. "Looked

for himyet? he could be anywhere.™

"That's what i'mafraid of, sir."

the phone clicked and | hung up. Young whitehead, still |ooking
apprehensive, had just arrived in the cabin. | said, "you'll find the
third mate in his cabin. M conplinents to him ask himif he'll take
over the bridge for a few nmnutes. Ferguson?"

"Sir?" the voice was still wary. "M. dexter said nothing at all
when he left?"

"Yes, sir. | heard himsay sonmething like, "wait a mnute, what
the hell's going on here? or sonething like that, | can't be sure.

Then he said, 'keep her as she is. Back in a jiffy,' and then he was
of f."

"That was all?"

"That was all, sir."

"Where was he standing at the tine?"

"On the starboard wing, sir. Just outside the door."

"And he went down that side?"

"Yes, sir."
"Where was whitehead at the tine?"
"Qut on the port wing, sir." ferguson's expression and tone showed

beyond all doubt that he was with a |oony, but he was playing it coo
all the sane.
"Didn't cross to see where nmr. dexter had gone?"
"No, sir." he hesitated. "Well, not right away. But | thought it
a bit funny so | asked himto have a look. He couldn't see anything."
"Damm! how long after nr. dexter left before he took this | ook?"
"A mnute. Mybe closer on two. Couldn't be sure, sir."
"But whatever nr. dexter saw, it was aft?"
"Yes, sir."



| noved out on the wing bridge and | ooked aft. There was no one to
be seen on any of the two decks below. The crew had | ong finished

washi ng down decks and the passengers were still at breakfast. Nobody
there. Nothing of any interest at all to be seen. Even the wireless
office was deserted, its door closed and |ocked. | could see the brass

padl ock clearly, gleanming and glittering in the norning sun as the
canpari pitched slowy, gently, through the ever |engthening swell.

the wireless officel! | stood there perfectly rigid for all of
three seconds, a candidate, in ferguson's eyes, for a strait jacket if
ever there had been one, then took off down the conpani onway the sane
way as | had cone up, three steps at a tine. Only a snart piece of
braking on ny part and a surprisingly ninble bit of dodging on the
captain's prevented a head-on collision at the foot of the conmpani onway.
Bullen put into words the thought that was obviously gaining currency
around the bridge.

"Have you gone off your bloody rocker, mister?"

"The wireless office, sir," | said quickly. "Cone on." | was
there in a few seconds, bullen close behind. | tried the padlock, a
heavy-duty, double-action yale, but it was securely | ocked.

it was then that | noticed a key sticking out fromthe bottom of
the padlock. | twisted it, first one way, then the other, but it was
jammed fast. | tried to pull it out and had the sane |ack of success.
| becane aware that bullen was breathing heavily over ny shoul der.

"What the devil's the natter, mister? what's got into you all of a
sudden?"

"One nonent, sir." i'd caught sight of whitehead making his way up
to the bridge and beckoned him across. "Get the bo'sun. Tell himto
bring a pair of pliers.”

"Yes, sir, i'll get the pliers"”

"I said, '"tell the bo'sun to bring them'" | said savagely. "Then

ask mr. peters for the key to this door. Hurry!"

he hurried. You could see he was glad to escape. Bullen said,
"l ook here, mister

"Dexter left the bridge because he saw sonething funny going on.
So ferguson said. \Were else but here, sir?"

"Way here? why not

"Look at that." | took the padlock in nmy hand. "That bent Kkey.
And everything that's happened has happened because of here."

"The wi ndow?"

"No good. 1've looked." | led himround the corner to the single
square of plate glass. "N ght curtains are still drawn."

"Couldn't we smash the dammed thing in?"

"What's the point? it's too late now. "

bull en |1 ooked at me queerly but said nothing. Half a mnute passed
in silence. Bullen was getting nore worried every second. | wasn't.
was as worried as could be already. Jam eson appeared, on his way to
the bridge, caught sight of us, nmade to cone towards us, then carried on
as bullen waved himaway. And then the bo'sun was there, carrying a
pair of heavy insulated pliers in his hand.

"Open this damed door," bullen said curtly. Macdonald tried to
renove the key with his fingers, failed, and brought the pliers into
use. Wth the first tug of the pliers the key in the | ock snapped
cleanly in half.

"Well," bullen said heavily, "that helps."” macdonal d | ooked at
him at me, then back at the broken key still held in the jaws of the
pliers.

"I didn't even twist it, sir," he said quietly. "And if that's a



yale key," he added with an air of faint distaste, "then i'm an

englishman.” he handed over the key for inspection. The break showed
the grey, rough, porous conposition of sonme base netal. "Honmenade, and
not very well made at that, either."

bul | en pocketed the broken key. "Can you get the other bit out?"

"No, sir. Completely jamed." he fished in his overalls, produced
a hacksaw. "Maybe this, sir?"

"CGood man."

it took macdonald three minutes hard work the hasp, unlike the
padl ock, was nade of tenpered steel-and then the hacksaw was through
He slid out the padlock, then glanced enquiringly at the captain.

"Come in with us,” bullen said. There was sweat on his brow. "See
that nobody cones near." he pushed open the door and passed inside;
was on his heels.

we'd found dexter all right, and we'd found himtoo late. He had
t hat ol d- bundl e-of -cl ot hes | ook, that conpletely relaxed huddl ed
shapel essness that only the dead can achieve; face down, outflung on the
corticene flooring, he hardly left standing room for bullen and nyself.

"Shall | get the doctor, sir?" it was macdonal d speaki ng: he was
standing astride the stormsill, and the knuckles of the hand hol di ng
the door shone bonily through the tautened skin.

"It's too late for a doctor now, bo'sun," bullen said stonily.
Then his conmposure broke and he burst out violently: "ny god, nister,
where's it all going to end? he's dead you can see he's dead. Wat's
behi nd what rnurderous fiend

why did they kin him mister? why did they have to kill hinf? dam
it to hell, why did the fiends have to kill hin? he was only a kid what

real harm did young dexter ever do anybody?" it said rmuch for bullen at
the nonent that the thought never even occurred to himthat the dead man
was the son of the chairnman and managing director of the blue mail line
That thought would cone |ater.

"He died for the same reason that benson died," | said.

"He saw too nuch." | kneel ed beside him exam ned the back and
sides of his neck. No narks there at all. | |ooked up and said, "can
turn himover, sir?"

"It can't do any harmnow." bullen's normally ruddy face had | ost

sone colour and the lips were clanped in a thin hard |ine.

I heaved and pulled for a few seconds and nanaged to get dexter
nore or less turned over, half on his shoulders and half on his back. |
didn't waste tine checking his breathing or his pulse; when you' ve been
shot three tinmes through the niddle of the body the breathing and pul se
are things of the past. And dexter's white uniform shirt, with the
three small powder-bl ackened bl ood-tinged holes just beneath the
br east bone, showed indeed that he had been shot three tinmes: the area
covering those holes could have been blotted out by a playing card
Sonebody had made very sure indeed. | rose to ny feet, |ooked fromthe
captain to the bo' sun, then said to bullen, "we can't pass this off as a
heart attack, sir."

"They shot himthree tines," bullen said matter-of-factly. "W're
up agai nst sonmeone in the nmaniac class, sir." | stared down at dexter,
unable to |l ook away from the face, racked and twi sted by his |ast
conscious nonent of life, that fleeting nonent of tearing agony that had
opened the door to death. "Any one of those bullets would have killed
him  But whoever killed himkilled himthree tines, sonmeone who |ikes
pressing a trigger, soneone who |likes seeing bullets thud into a human
bei ng, even al though that human being is dead already."

"You seem very cool about this, mister." bullen was |ooking at me



with a strange |look in his eyes.

"Sure i'mcool."” | showed bullen ny gun. "Show ne the man who did
this and i'lIl give himwhat he gave dexter

exactly the same and to hell with captain bullen and the |aws of
the land. That's how cool | am"

“I'"'m sorry, johnny." then his voice hardened again. "Nobody heard
anything. How did nobody hear anythi ng?"

"He had his gun close up to dexter, naybe jammed right against him
You can see the marks of burnt powder. That would help to deaden the
sound. Besides, everything points to this person those persons-as being
professionals. They would have silencers on their guns.”

"l see.” bullen turned to nacdonald. "Could you get peters here,
bo' sun? at once."

"Aye, aye, sir." macdonald turned to leave, and | said quickly,
sir, a word before nacdonald goes."

"What is it?" his voice was hard, inpatient. "You're going to
send a message?"

"Too right i'mgoing to send a nmessage. |'mgoing to ask for a
couple of fast patrol boats to be sent out here to neet us. At the
speed those gas turbine jobs can go they'll be al ongside before noon.
And when | tell themi've had three men murdered in twelve hours,
they'Il conme running. |'ve had enough of playing it smart, first. This
fake burial to lull their suspicions this norning, to nmake them think
we've got rid of the only evidence of nurder against them See where
it's got us? another man mnurdered."

"It's no use, sir. |It's too |late now "

"What do you nean?"

"He didn't even bother to replace the |lid after he left, sir."

I nodded towards the big transmtter-receiver, with its netal |id
slightly askew, the securing screws |oose. "Miybe he was in a hurry to
get away, maybe he just knew there was no point in securing it anyway;
we were bound to find it out sooner or later and sooner rather than
later." | lifted the lid and stood to one side to let bullen |ook also

not hi ng was ever surer than that no one would ever use that
transmtter again. It was littered inside with torn wire, bent netal
smashed condensers and val ves. Soneone had used a hanmmer. There was no
guesswor k about that: the hammer was still |ying anong the tangled
splintered weckage that was all that was left of the once conplicated
i nnards of the transmtter. I replaced the lid. "There's an energency
set," bullen said hoarsely. "In the cupboard under the table there
The one with the petrol generator. He'll have missed that."

but the nmurderer hadn't missed it; he wasn't the type to niss
anything. And be certainly hadn't missed with that hanmmer. |f
anything, he'd done an even nore thorough job on the enmergency set than
on the main set, and, just for good measure, he'd smashed up the
armature of the petrol generator

"Qur friend nust have been listening in on his receiver again,"”
macdonald put in quietly. "So he cane out either to stop the nessage or
smash up the sets, so that no nore nessages could cone through. He was
| ucky; had he been a bit later and the radio officer back on watch, ny
men woul d have been hol ystoning the decks outside and there would have
been nothing he would be able to do."

"I don't associate luck with this killer in any way," | said
"He's too damed efficient for that. | don't think any nore nessages
whi ch mi ght have worried him had cone through, but he was afraid they
m ght. He knew both peters and jenkins were off watch at the burial
and he probably checked that the wireless office was |locked. So he



waited till the coast was clear, came out on deck, unlocked the office
and went inside. And dexter, unfortunately for hinself, saw hi m going
in."

"The key, mster," bullen said harshly. "The key. How cone?"

"The marconi man in kingston who checked the sets, sir. Renenber?"
he renenbered all right: the marconi man had tel ephoned the ship, asking
if servicing facilities were required, and bullen had seized on it as a
heaven-sent opportunity to close down the radio office and refuse to
accept any nore enbarrassing and infuriating nessages from | ondon and

new york. "He spent about four hours there. Tinme to do anything. |If
he was a marconi man, i'mthe queen of the may. He had a nice big

i mpressive tool kit with him but the only tool he used, if you could
call it that, was a stick of wax, heated to the right tenperature, to

take an inpression of the yale even if he had managed to pinch the yale
and return it unseen it would have been inpossible to cut a new one
those special yales are far too conplicated. And ny guess is that that
was all he did while he was there."

and ny guess was conpletely wong. But the thought that this fake
marconi man m ght have enployed hinmself in another way during his stay
in the wireless office did not occur to nme until many hours later: it
was so blindingly obvious that | mssed it altogether, although two
m nutes constructive thought woul d have been bound to put nme on to it.
But hours were to elapse before | got round to the constructive thought,
and by that tinme it was too late. Too late for the canpari, too late
for its passengers, and far, far too late for all too nany of the crew

we left young dexter lying in the wireless office and secured the
door with a new padl ock. W'd talked for alnmpst five mnutes about the
probl em of where to put him before the sinple solution occurred to us
| eave hi m where he was. Nobody was going to use that wireless office
any nore that day; he was as well there as anywhere till the nassau
police cane aboard

fromthe wireless office we'd gone straight to the tel egraph
lounge. The teleprinters in there were coupled to receiver transmtters
on fixed wave lengths to |ondon, paris, and new york but could be
adapted by nen who knew what they were doing, such as peters and
jenkins, to receive and transmt on practically any wave |length. But
not even peters and jenkins could do anything about the situation we
found: there were two big transmitters in the tel egraph |ounge, cleverly
designed to look like cocktail cabinets, and both had received the sane
treatment as the sets in the wireless office: the exteriors intact, the
interiors smashed beyond repair. Sonebody had been very busy during the
night: the wireless office nust have been the last itemon his list.

| | ooked at bullen.

"Wth your permssion, sir, macdonald and | will go and have a | ook
at the lifeboats. W night as well waste our tine that way as in any
ot her."

he knew what | neant all right and nodded. Captain bullen was
beginning to look slightly hunted. He was the ablest, the nost
conpetent naster in the blue mall; but nothing in his long training and

experience had ever been designed to cope with a situation like this.
And so macdonald and | duly wasted our tine. There were three |ifeboats
equi pped with hand-cranked transnitters for emergency use if the canpari
sank or otherw se had to be abandoned. O they had been equipped with
them But not any nore. The transnitters were gone. No need to waste
time or nake a racket smashing up sets when all you have to do is to
drop them over the side. Qur murderous friend hadn't m ssed a single
trick.



when we got back to the captain's cabin, where we had been told to
report, there was sonmething in the atnmosphere that | didn't like at all.
They say you can snell fear. I don't know about that, but you can sense
it and you could certainly sense it in that cabin at nine o'clock that
norning. The fear, the atnosphere of trapped hel pl essness, the sense of
being conpletely at the nmercy of unknown and infinitely powerful and
ruthless forces nade for an atnosphere of nervously brittle tension that
| could alnost reach out and touch

ncllroy and cummings were there with the captain and so, too, was
our second mate, tommy wilson. He had had to be told; the stage had
been reached now where every officer would have to be told, so bullen

said, in the interests of their own safety and sel f-defence. I wasn't
so sure. Bullen |ooked up as we cane through the door; his face was
grimand still, a thinly opaque nmask for the consuming worry that |ay
beneat h.

"Wl | 2"

| shook ny head, took a seat; macdonal d remai ned standi ng, but
bul l en gestured himirritably to a chair. He said, to no one in

particular, "i suppose that accounts for all the transmtters on the
shi p?"

"As far as we know, yes." | went on: "don't you think

we shoul d have white up here, sir?"

"I was about to do that." he reached for the phone, spoke for a
nonent, hung up, then said roughly, "well, mster, you were the man wth
all the bright ideas last night. Got any this norning?" just to repeat

the words nakes them sound harsh and unpl easant, but they were curiously
enpty of any offence; bullen didn't know which way to turn and he was
grasping at straws.

"None. Al we know is that dexter was killed at eight twenty-six
this nmorning, give or take a minute. No question about that. And at
that nonment nobst of our passengers were at breakfast; no question about
that either. The only passengers not at breakfast were niss harcourt
nt. cerdan and his two nurses, nr. and mrs. Piper frommani, and that
couple from venezuel a-ol d hournos and his wife-and their daughter. Qur
only suspects, and none of them nakes any sense."

"And all of those were at dinner |ast night when brownell and
benson were killed,"” ncLlroy said thoughtfully, "except the old man and
his nurses. Wich |eaves them as the only suspects, which is not only
ridiculous but far too obvious. | think we've already had plenty of
proof that whatever the people behind all this are guilty of, being
obvious is not one of them Unless, of course," he added slowy, "sone
of the passengers are working in collusion with each other."

"Or with the crew," tonmy wilson murnmured. "Wat?" old bullen
gave himthe full benefit of his commpdore's stare. "What did you say?"
"I said the crew," wilson repeated clearly. If old bullen was

trying to frighten tomy wlson he was wasting his tine. "And by the
crew | also include the officers. | agree, sir, that | heard-or knew if
those murders for the first tine only a few nminutes ago, and | admt
that | haven't had tinme to sort out nmy thoughts. On the other hand,
haven't had the chance to becone so involved as all the rest of you are
Wth all respects, i'mnot so deeply lost in the wood that | can't see
the trees. You all seemto be convinced that it mnmust be one or nore of
our passengers responsible your chief officer here seenms to have set
this bee firmy in all your bonnets but if a passenger were in cahoots
with one of the crew, then it's quite possible that that nenber of the
crew was detailed to hang round in the vicinity of the wireless office
and start |aying about hi mwhen necessary."



"You said the chief officer was responsible for planting this idea

in our mnds," bullen said slowy. "What do you nean by that?"
"No nore than | said, sir. | only " then the inplications of the
captain's question struck him "Good god, sir! nm. carter? do you

think i'm crazy?"

"No one thinks you're crazy," ntbLliroy put in soothingly. Qur chief
engi neer had always regarded wilson as a bit of a mental bantanweight,
but you could see himslowy revising his opinion. "The crew, tomy.
What makes you suspect the crew?”

"Elimnation, notive, and opportunity,” wilson said pronptly. "W
seem to have nore or less elimnated the passengers. Al with alibis
What are the usual notives?" he asked of no one in particular.

"Revenge, jealousy, gain," said ncLIiroy. "Those three."

"There you are, then. Take revenge and jealousy. 1Is it
concei vable that any of our passengers should have their knives so
deeply stuck in brownell, benson, and dexter as to want to kill them
all? ridiculous. Gain? what could that bunch of bloated plutocrats
want with any nore lucre?" he |ooked round slowy. "And what officer

or man aboard the canpari couldn't do with a little nore lucre? |
could, for one.™

"Qpportunity, tommy," ntlLlroy pronpted him gently. "Qpportunity,
you said."

"I don't have to go into that," wilson said. "Engineer and deck
crews could be elimnated at once. The engineering side, except for
officers at nealtines, never go anywhere near the passenger and boat
decks. The bo'sun's nmen here are only allowed there in the norning
wat ch, for washing down decks. But"-he |Iooked round hi m again, even
nore slowy every deck officer, radio officer, radar operator, cook
gall ey slave, and steward aboard the canpari has a perfect right to be
within a few yards of the wireless office at any time; no one could
guestion his presence there. Not only that

a knock cane at the door and assistant chief steward white cane in,
hat in hand. He was |ooking acutely unhappy and | ooked even nore so
when he saw the extent and conposition of the welcom ng comittee

"Conme in and sit down," bullen said. He waited till white had done
this, then went on: "where were you between eight and half-past eight
this norning, white?"

"This nmorning. Eight and half-past.” white was inmediately al
stiff outrage. "I was on duty, sir, of course.

"Relax," bullen said wearily. "No one is accusing you of
anything." then he said, nore kindly: "we've all had sone very bad
news, white. Not hi ng that concerns you directly, so don't get too
apprehensive. You'd better hear it."

bullen told him w thout any trinmmngs, of the three nurders, and
the one imediate result was that everyone present could imediately
renove white fromthe |ist of suspects. He mght have been a good
actor, but not even an irving could have turned his colour froma
healthy red to a greyish pallor at the touch of a switch, which was what
white did. He |ooked so bad, his breathing got so quick and shall ow

that | rose hastily and fetched hima glass of water. He swallowed it
in a couple of gulps.
"Sorry to upset you, white," bullen went on. "But you had to know.

Now t hen, between eight and eight-thirty: how many of your passengers
had breakfast in their roons?"

"I don't know, sir, i'mnot sure.” he shook his head, then went on
slowmy. "Sorry, sir. I do remenber. M. cerdan and his nurses, of
course. The hournos family. Mss harcourt. M. and nrs. Piper."



"As nr. carter said,” ncLlroy nurnured. "Yes." bullen nodded
"Now, white, be very careful. Did any of those passengers at any tine
| eave their roonms during this period? at any tine? even for a nonent?"

"No, sir. Quite definitely not. Not on ny deck, anyway. The
hournos are on "b" deck. But none of the others went in or out of any
of the suites, only stewards with trays. | can swear to that, sir.
From ny cubicle-m. benson's, that is -i can see every door in the
conpani onway. "

"That's so," bullen agreed. He asked for the name of the senior
steward on "b" deck, spoke briefly on the phone, then hung up. "All
right, white, you can go. But keep your eyes -and ears-open and report
to me imediately you cone across anything that strikes you as unusual
And don't talk about this to anyone.”" white rose quickly and left. He
seened glad to go.

"There it is, then," bullen said heavily. "Everyone-every one of
the passengers, that is-in the clear. |1'mbeginning to think you nay
have the right of it after all, m. wlson." he |ooked speculatively at
me. "How about it now, nr. carter?"

I looked at him then at wilson, and said: "nr. wlson seens to be
the only one of us that makes any sense. \What he says is |ogical

conpletely plausible, and fits the facts. It's too logical, too
plausible. | don't believe it."
"Why not?" bullen demanded. "Because you can't believe that any

crew nenber of the canpari could be bought? or because it knocks your
own pet theories on the bead?"

"I can't give you any why's or why not's, sir. |It's just a hunch
the way | feel."

captain bullen grunted, not a very kindly grunt either, but
unexpect ed support canme from the chi ef engi neer

"I agree with nr. carter. W're up against very, very clever
people-if it is people.” he paused, then said suddenly: "is the passage
noney for the carreras famly, father and son, paid in yet?"

"What the devil has that to do with anything?" bullen demanded

"Has it been paid?" ntlLliroy repeated. He was |ooking at the
purser.

"lIt's been paid," cumings said quietly. He was still a |ong way
from getting over the shock caused by the nurder of his friend benson
"I'n what currency?"

"Travel ler's cheques. Drawn on a new york bank."

"Dollars, eh? now, captain bullen, | submt that's very
interesting indeed. Paid in dollars. Yet in may of |ast year the
generalissinmo nmade it a penal offence to be in possession of any foreign
currency what soever. | wonder where our friends got the noney from
And why are they permitted to be in possession of it? instead of
lingering in sone jungle jail?"

"What are you suggesting, chief?"

"Not hing," ntLIiroy confessed. "That's the devil of it. | just
don't see how it can tie up with anything. | just submt that it is
very curious indeed and that anything curious, in the present
circunstances, is worth investigating." he sat silently for a nonment

then said idly, "i suppose you know that our generalissinmo friend
recently received a gift fromthe other side of the iron curtain? a
destroyer and a couple of frigates? trebled his naval strength in one
fell swoop. I suppose you know the generalissinp is desperate for npney
-his regime is coming apart at the seams for lack of it, and that's what
| ay behind | ast week's bloody riots. You know that we have a dozen
peopl e aboard who would be worth god knows how many nmillions in ransom



nmoney? and that if a frigate suddenly did heave over the horizon and
order us to stowell, how could we send out an sos with all our
transmtters smashed?”

"l have never heard such a ridicul ous suggestion in ny life,"
bull en said heavily. But ridiculous or not, you're thinking about it
captain bullen, | said to nyself; by heaven, you're thinking about it
"To knock your suggestion on the head strai ghtaway, how could any vesse
ever find us? where to look for us? we changed course |ast night;
we're over a hundred mles away from where they m ght expect us to be
even if they had any idea where we were going in the first place.”

"l could support the chief's argunments in that, sir," | put in.
There seemed no point in nmentioning that | thought ntlLiroy's idea as
farfetched as did the captain. "Any person with a radio receiver mght

equally well have a transmitter and mguel carreras hinself nmentioned to
me that he used to command his own ships. Navigation, by sun or stars,
woul d be easy for him He probably knows our position to within ten
mles."

"And those nessages that canme through on the radi 0" ntLlroy went
on. "Message or nessages. A nessage so dammed inportant that two men
died, and the possibility that another such nessage m ght cone through
caused a third nman to die. Wat nessage, captain, what so trenmendously
i nportant a nessage? warnings: from where, from whom | don't know.
War ni ngs, captain bullen. Knowl edge which in our hands would have
destroyed sonme carefully laid plans, and the scope of those plans you
can judge fromthe fact that three nmen died so that that nessage should
not comre through.™”

old bullen was shaken. He tried not to show it, but he was shaken
Badly. And | knew it next nonent when he turned to tommy wilson.

"On the bridge, m. wlson. Double |ookouts. Stay doubled till we
get to nassau." he looked at nctLliroy. "If we get to nassau. Signaller
to stand by the aldis all day. 'i want assistance' flags ready for the
yardarm Radar office: if they take their eyes off the screen for a
second i'll have 'em on the beach. No matter how small a blip they see
no nmatter what distance, report imediately to the bridge."

"We turn towards them for assistance, sir?"

"You blithering idiot,” bullen snarl ed. "We run for our lives in
the opposite direction. Do you want to steaminto the waiting guns of a
destroyer?" no question but that bullen was far off bal ance: the
self-contradictory elenent in his instructions escaped him conpletely

"You believe the chief, then, sir?" | asked. "I don't know what
to believe," bullen growled. "I'm just taking no chances."
when wilson left | said, "maybe the chief is right. Mybe wilson

is right too. Both could go together an arnmed attack on the canpari
with certain suborned nenbers of the crew backing up the attackers."

"But you still don't believe it," ntLIiroy said quietly. "I'mlike
the captain. | don't know what to believe. But one thing |I do know for
certain the radio receiver that intercepted the nmessage we never got
that's the key to it all."

"And that's the key we're going to find." bullen heaved hinself to
his feet. "Chief, i'd be glad if you cane with ne. W're going to
search for this radio personally. First we start in nmy quarters, then
in yours, then we go through the quarters of every nmenber of the crew of

the canpari. Then we start | ooki ng anywhere where it m ght be cached
outside their quarters. You cone with us, macdonald."
the old man was in earnest all right. |If that radio was in the

crew s quarters, he'd find it. The fact that he'd offered to start the
search in his own suite was warranty enough for that.



he went on: "nr. carter, | believe it's your watch."”

"Yes, sir. But jami eson could |ook out for me for an hour.
Perm ssion to search the passengers' quarters?”

"W | son was right about that bee in your bonnet, mster." which
only went to show how upset bullen was: nornally, where circunstances
denmanded, he was the nost punctilious of nmen and, in the presence of the
bo' sun, he would never have spoken as he had done to wilson and nyself.
He gl owered at ne and wal ked out.

he hadn't given ny perm ssion, but he hadn't refused it either. |
gl anced at cunm ngs; he nodded and rose to his feet.

we had luck in the conditions for our search, the purser and i, in
that we didn't have to turf anyone out of their cabins: they were
conpletely deserted. Radio reports in the norning watch had spoken of
weat her conditions deteriorating sharply to the southeast and bulletins
had been posted warning of approaching bad weather; the sun decks were
crowmded with passengers determned to nake the nost of the blue skies
before the weather broke. Even old cerdan was on deck, flanked by his
two watchful nurses, the tall one with a big nmesh-string knitting bag
and clicking away busily with her needles, the other with a pile of
magazi nes, reading. You had the inpression with them as with all good
nurses, that less than half their m nds were on what they were doing
without stirring fromtheir chairs they seeded to hover over old cerdan

like a couple of broody hens. | had the feeling that when cerdan paid
nurses to hover he woul d expect his noney's worth. He was in his whee
chair, with a richly enbroidered rug over his bony knees. | took a good

long look at that rug as | passed by, but | was only wasting ny time: so
tightly was that rug w apped round his skinny shanks that he couldn't
have concealed a match box under it, far less a radio

with a couple of stewards keeping watch we went through the suites
on "a" and "b" decks with neticulous care. | had a bridge negger with
nme, which was to lend cover to our cover story, if we had to use one
that we were trying to trace an insulation break in a power cable; but
no passenger with a guilty mnd was going to fall for that one for a
nonent when he found us in his cabin, so we thought the stewards a good
i dea.

there should have been no need for any passenger aboard the canpari
to have a radio. Every passenger's cabin on the ship, with the
canpari's usual extravagance, was fitted out with not one but two
bul khead relay receivers, fed froma battery of radios in the telegraph
| ounge; eight different stations could be brought into circuit sinply by
pressing the eight pre-selector buttons. This was all explained in the
brochure, so nornally nobody thought of bringing radios along

cunmings and | nissed nothing. W exam ned every cupboard
war dr obe, bed, drawer, even ny |adies' jewel boxes. Nothing. Nothing
anywhere, except in one place: nmiss harcourt's cabin. There was a
portable there, but then I had known that there had been one: every
ni ght when the weather was fine, mss harcourt would wander out on deck,
clad in one of her many evening gowns, find a chair, and tw ddl e around
the tuning knob till she found sone suitable soft nusic. Maybe she
thought it lent sonething to the air of enchantment and nystery that
shoul d surround a novie queen; naybe she thought it romantic; it could
have been, of course, that she just |liked soft nusic. However it was,
one thing was certain-m ss harcourt was hot our suspect: not to put too
fine a point on it, she just didn't have the intelligence. And, in
fairness, despite her pretensions, she was too nice

| retired, defeated, to the bridge and took over from jam eson
Al nost an hour el apsed before another defeated nan canme to the bridge



captain bullen. He didn't have to tell me he was defeated: it was

witten on him in the still, troubled face, the slight sag of the broad
shoul ders. And a mute head shake fromnme told himall he needed to
know. | made a nental note, in the not unlikely event of |ord dexter
turfing us both out of the blue nmail, to turn down any suggestions by

captain bullen that we should go into a detective agency together; there
m ght be faster ways of starving, perhaps, but none nore conpletely
certain.

we were on the second | eg of our course now, 10 degrees west of
north, heading straight for nassau. Twelve hours and we would be there
My eyes ached from scanning the horizons and skies; even although |I knew

that there were at |east ten others doing the sane thing, still ny eyes
ached. \Wiether | believed ntLliroy's suggestion or not, | certainly
behaved as if | did. But the horizon remmined clear, conpletely,

m racul ously clear, for this was nornally a fairly heavily travelled
steanmer lane. And the |oud-speaker fromthe radar room renai ned
obstinately silent. W had a radar screen on the bridge but rarely
troubled to consult it: walters, the operator on watch, could isolate
and identify a blip on the screen |long before nost of us could even see
it.

after maybe half an hour's restless pacing about the bridge, bullen
turned to go. Just at the head of the conpani onway he hesitated
turned, beckoned ne, and wal ked out to the end of the starboard wing. |
fol | owed.

"I'"ve been thinking about dexter," he said quietly. "Wat would be
the effect i'm past caring about the passengers now, i'monly worried
about the lives of every man and wonan aboard-if | announced that dexter
had been nurdered?”

"Not hing," | said. "If you can call mass hysteria nothing."

"You don't think the fiends responsible for all this mght call it
of f? whatever 'it' is?"

"I"'mdead certain they wouldn't. As no nention has been nade of
dexter yet, no attenpt to explain away his absence, they nmust know we
know he's dead. They'll know dammed well that the officer of the watch
can't disappear fromthe bridge without a hue and cry going up. W'd
just be telling them out |oud what they already know wi thout being told
You won't scare this bunch off. People don't play as rough as they do
unl ess there's sonething trenendous at stake.™

"That's what | thought nyself, johnny," he said heavily. "That's
just what | thought nyself." he turned and went below, and | had a
sudden foreknow edge of how bullen would | ook when he was an old nan.

| stayed on the bridge until two o'clock, long past ny usual tine
for relief, but then i'd deprived jani eson, who had the afternoon watch,
of much free tine that nmorning. A tray came up to ne fromthe gall ey,
and for the first tinme ever | sent an offering by henriques back
untouched. Wen jam eson took over the bridge he didn't exchange a word
with me except routine remarks about course and speed. Fromthe
strained, set expression on his face you woul d have thought he was
carrying the nmai nmast of the canpari over his shoulder. Bullen had been
talking to him he'd probably been talking to all the officers. That
woul d get themall as worried as hell and jittery as a couple of old
spinsters lost in the casbah; | didn't see that it would achieve
anyt hi ng el se.

I went to ny cabin, closed the door, pulled off shoes and shirt,
and lay down on ny bunk-no four-posters for the crew of the
canpari-after adjusting the Iouvre in the overhead cold-air trunking
until the draught was directed on ny chest and face. The back of ny



head ached and ached badly. | adjusted a pillow under it and tried to

ease the pain. It still ached, so | let it go and tried to think
Sonebody had to think and | didn't see that old bullen was in any state
for it. Neither was i, but | thought all the sane. | would have bet ny

| ast cent that the eneny-i couldn't think of them as anything else hy
this time-knew our course, destination, and time of arrival alnost as
well as we did ourselves. And | knew that they couldn't afford to let
us arrive in nassau that night, not, at least, until they had
acconpl i shed what they had set out to acconplish, whatever that mnight
be. Somebody had to think. Tine was terribly short.

by three o' clock i'd got nowhere. 1'd worried all round the
problem as a terrier worries an old slipper; i'd exanined it from every
angle; i'd put forward a dozen different solutions, all equally
i mprobabl e, and turned up around dozen suspects, all equally inpossible
My thinking was getting ne nowhere. | sat up, careful of ny stiff neck,
fished a bottle of whisky from a cupboard, poured a drink, watered it,
knocked it back, and then, because it was illegal, helped nyself to
another. | placed this second on the table by ny bunk and |lay down
agai n.

the whisky did it. [I'll always swear the whisky did it; as a
mental lubricant for rusted-up brains it has no parallel. After five
nore mnutes of lying on ny back, staring sightlessly up at the cold-air
trunki ng above ny head, | suddenly had it. | had it suddenly,
conpletely and all in a nonent, and | knew beyond doubt that | had it
right. The radio! the receiver on which the nmessage to the wreless

of fice had been intercepted! there had been no radio. GCod, only a
blind man |ike nyself could have missed it; of course there had been no

radio. But there had been sonmething else again. | sat bolt upright
with a jerk, archimedes comng out of his bath, and yelped as a hot
bl ade skewered through the back of ny neck. "Are you subject to these

attacks often or do you always carry on like this when you are al one?"
a solicitous voice enquired fromthe doorway. Susan beresford, dressed
in a square-necked white silk dress, was standing in the entrance, her
expression half anmused, half apprehensive. So conplete had been ny
concentration that i'd never even heard the door open

"M ss beresford.” | rubbed ny aching neck with my right hand.
"What are you doing here? you know passengers are not allowed in the
officers' quarters?”

"No? | understood ny father had been up several tinmes in the past
few trips talking to you."

"Your father is not young, fenmale, and unnmarried."

"Pfui!" she stepped into the cabin and closed the door behind her.
Al at once the smle was no |longer on her face. "WII| you talk to ne,
nr. carter?"

"Any time," | said courteously. "But not here...." my voice
trailed away. | was changing ny nmind even as | spoke

"You see, you're the only person | can talk to," she said. "Yes."
a beautiful girl alone in ny cabin and plainly anxious to speak to ne
and | wasn't even listening to her. | was figuring out sonething; it
did involve susan beresford but only incidentally.

"Ch, do pay attention," she said angrily. "Al right," | said
resignedly. "I'm paying."

"You' re paying what?" she demanded. "Attention." | reached for

my whi sky glass. "Cheers!"”
"l thought you were forbidden al cohol on duty?”
"I am Wat do you want?"
"I want to know why no one will talk to ne." she lifted



a hand as | nade to speak. "Please don't be facetious. |'m
worried. Something's terribly wong, isn't there? you know | always

talk nore to the officers than any of the other passengers”-i passed up
the pleasure of |oosing off a couple of telling shafts-"and now nobody
will talk to ne. Daddy says i'mimgining it. I'mnot. | knowi'm
not. They won't talk. And not because of nme. | know They're al

dead scared about sonething, going about with tight faces and not

| ooking at anyone but |ooking at themall the time. Sonmething is wong,
isn't there? terribly, terribly wong. And fourth officer dexter he's
m ssing, isn't he?"

"What woul d be wrong, mss beresford?”

"Please.” this was sonething for the books, susan beresford
pleading with ne. She wal ked across the cabin-with the size of the
accomodation old dexter saw fit to provide for his chief officers that
didn't require nore than a couple of steps-and stood in front of ne.
"Tell me the truth. Three nmen missing in twenty-four hours-don't tell
me that's coincidence. And all the officers looking as if they're going
to be shot at dawn."

"Don't you think it strange you're the only person who seens to
have noticed anything unusual? how about all the other passengers?”

"The other passengers!” the tone of her voice didn't say

a great deal for the other passengers. "How can they notice
anything with all the wonen either in bed for their afternoon sleep or
at the hairdresser's or in the nassage room and all the nmen sitting
around in the telegraph lounge like nourners at a funeral just because
the stock exchange nachi nes have broken down? and that's another thing
Why have those nachi nes broken down? and why is the radio office
closed? and why is the canpari going so fast? | went right aft just
now to listen to the engines and I know we've never gone so fast
before."

she didn't miss nuch and that was a fact. | said, "why cone to
me?"

"Daddy suggested it." she hesitated, then half smiled. "He said
was imagining things and that for a person suffering from del usions and
a hyperactive inmagination he could recomend nothing better than a visit
to chief officer carter, who doesn't know the neaning of either.”

"Your father is wong."

"Wong? you da ah-suffer from del usi ons?"

"About your imagining things. You aren't." | finished ny whisky
and got to ny feet. "Something is wong, far wong, mss beresford."
she | ooked ne steadily in the eyes, then said quietly, "will you

tell me what it is? please?" the cool anusenent was now conpletely
absent from both face and voice: a conpletely different susan beresford
fromthe one i'd known, and one | |iked very nuch better than the old
one. For the first time, and very late in the day, the thought occurred
to me that this mght be the real susan beresford: when you wear a price
ti cket marked unpteen million dollars and are travelling in a forest
alive with wolves looking for gold and a free neal ticket for life, some
sort of shield, some kind of protective device against the wolves, is
liable to be very handy indeed, and | had to admit that the air of half
nocki ng anmusenent which seldom | eft her was a npbst effective deterrent

"WIl you tell ne, please?" she repeated. She'd cone close

to me now, the green eyes had started to nelt in that weird way

they had, and ny breathing was all mxed up again. "I think you could
trust ne, nr. carter."
"Yes." | looked away it took the last of my will power, but I

| ooked away and nmnaged to get mny breathing working again, in-out,



in-out; it wasn't too difficult when you got the hang of it. "I think
could trust you, niss beresford. | wll tell you. But not right away.
If you knew why | say that you wouldn't press ne to tell you. Any of

t he passengers out taking the air or sunbathing?"

"What ?" the sudden switch nade her blink, but she recovered
qui ckly and gestured to the window. "In this?"

| saw what she neant. The sun had gone, conpletely, and heavy dark
curmul us clouds coming up fromthe southeast had all but obscured the
sky. The sea | ooked rougher than it had been, but | had the feeling
that the tenperature would have fallen away. | didn't like the | ook of
the weather. And | could quite understand why none of the passengers
woul d be on deck. That nade things awkward. But there was anot her way

"I see what you nean. | promise you i'll tell you all you want to
know this evening"-that was a pretty elastic tine limt-"if you in turn
prom se you won't tell anyone i've admitted anything is wong-and if you
will do something for ne.

"What do you want nme to do?"

"This. You know your father is holding sone sort of cocktail party
for your nmother in the drawing roomtonight. |It's timed for seven
forty-five. Get himto advance it to seven thirty. | want nore tine
bef ore di nner never m nd why now. Use any reason you like, but don't
bring ne into it. And ask your father to invite old nr. cerdan to the
party also. Doesn't matter if he has to take his wheel chair and the
two nurses along with him Get himto the party. Your father's a nan
of very considerabl e powers of persuasion-and | inmagine you could
persuade your father to do anything. Tell himyou feel sorry for the
old man, always being left out of things. Tell himanything, only get
old man cerdan to the cocktail party. | can't tell you how vital that
is."

she looked at ne in slow speculation. She really had the nobst
extraordi nary eyes; three weeks she'd been with us and i'd never really
noti ced them before, eyes of that deep yet translucent green of sea
water over sand in the windward isles, eyes that nelted and shinmered in
the sane way as when a cat's-paw of wind riffled the surface of the
water, eyes that i dragged ny own eyes away. See carter, old beresford
had said. There's the man for you. No inmginative fancies about him

That's what he thought. | becane aware that she was saying quietly
"i'll do it. | prom se. I don't know what track you're on, but | know
it's the right track."

"What do you nean?" | said slowy.

"That nurse of mr. cerdan's. The tall one with the knitting. She
can no nore knit than fly over the noon. She just sits there, clicking
needl es, botching every other stitch and getting practically nowhere.
know. Being a millionaire's daughter doesn't mean that you can't be as
slick with a pair of knitting needles as the next girl."

"What!" | caught her by the shoul ders and stared down

at her. "You saw this? you're sure of it?"

"Sure i'm sure."

"Well, now." | was still looking at her, but this tinme | wasn't
seeing the eyes; | was seeing a great nunber of other things and |
didn't like any of them | said, "this is very interesting. 1'll see
you later. Be a good girl and get that fixed with your father, wll
you?" | gave her shoul der an absentm nded pat, turned away, and stared

out of the w ndow.

after a few seconds | becane aware that she hadn't yet gone. She'd
t he door opened, one hand on the handle, and was |looking at ne with a
pecul i ar expression on her face.



"You wouldn't like to give me a toffee apple to suck?"

if you can inmagine a voice both sweet and bitter at the sane
monent, then that is how hers was. "O a ribbon for ny pigtails?" wth
that she banged the door and was gone. The door didn't splinter in any
way, but that was only because it was nmde of steel

| gazed at the closed door for a nmonment, then gave up. Any other
time | nmight have devoted sonme minutes to figuring out the weird and
wonder ful working of the female brain. But this wasn't just any other
time. \Whatever it was, this just wasn't any other tinme. | pulled on
shoes, shirt, and jacket, pulled out the colt from under the mattress,
stuck it in my waist belt, and went off in search of the captain.
chapter 6

[wednesday 7:45 p.m 1:15 p.m]

as far as attendance went, nr. julius beresford had no grounds for
conplaint that night: every single passenger on the ship had turned up
for his wife's cocktail party and, as far as | could see, every off-duty
officer on the canpari was there as well. And the party was certainly
goi ng splendidly; already, at seven forty-five, practically everyone was
already on his or her second drink, and the drinks served up in the
drawi ng room of the canpari were never small ones. Beresford and his
wi fe had been noving round, speaking

to each of the guests in rotation, and now it was ny turn. | saw
t hem approachi ng, raised ny glass, and said, "many happy returns, nrs.
Beresford."

"Thank you, young man. Enjoying yoursel f?"

"COf course. So is everybody. And you should be, npbst of all."

"Yes." she sounded just the slightest bit doubtful. "I don't know
if julius was rightly nmean, it's |less than twenty-four hours

"1If you're thinking about benson and brownell, na'am you're
worryi ng unnecessarily. You couldn't have done a better thing than
arrange this. |'m sure every passenger on the ship is grateful to you
for helping to get things back to nornmal so quickly. | know all the
officers are, anyway."

"Just as | told you, ny dear." beresford patted his wife's hand
then | ooked at ne, amusenent touching the corners of his eyes. "MW
wife, Iike nmy daughter, seens to have the greatest faith in your
judgement, nr. carter.”

"Yes, sir. | wonder if you could persuade your daughter not to go
visiting in the officers' quarters?”

"No," beresford said regretfully, "it's inpossible. Self-wlled
young lady." he grinned. "I'Il bet she didn't even knock."

"She didn't." | |ooked across the roomto where nmiss beresford was
giving tony carreras the full benefit of her eyes over the rimof a
martini glass. They certainly nade a striking couple. "She had, wth
respect, some bee in her bonnet about sonething being wong aboard the
canpari . I think the unfortunate happenings |ast night nust have upset
her . ™

"Naturally. And you nmanaged to renove this?"

"I think so, sir."

there was a slight pause, then mrs. Beresford said inpatiently,
"julius, we're just beating about the bush."

"Ch, now, mary, | don't think

"Rubbi sh," she said briskly. "Young man, do you know one of the
principal reasons | cane along on this trip? apart” -she smled-"from
the food? because ny husband asked ne to, because he wanted a second
opinion fromyou. Julius, as you know, has made several trips on your
ship. He has, as the saying goes, had an eye on you for a job in his



organi sation. M husband, | may say, has made his fortune not so nuch
by working hinself as by picking the right nen to work for him He's

never nade a nistake yet. I don't think he's making a m stake now.  And
you have another very special reconmendation.”
"Yes, ma'am" | said politely.

"You're the only young man of our acquai ntance who doesn't turn
hinself into a carpet to be tranpled on as soon as our daughter appears
in sight. A very inportant qualification, believe nme."

"Wuld you like to work for ne, nr. carter?" beresford asked
bluntly.

"I think I would, sir."

"Well!" nrs. Beresford |ooked at her husband. "That's settled

"WIl you?" julius beresford interrupted. "No, sir."

"Wy not ?"

"Because your interests are in steel and oil. | know only the sea
and ships. They don't mx. | have no qualifications to work for you,

and at nmy present age i'd be too long in acquiring them And | couldn't
accept a job for which i'd no qualifications.”
"Even at double the noney? or three tinmes?"

"I"'mgrateful for the offer, sir, believe ne. | do appreciate

it. But there's nore to it than noney."

"Ah, well." the beresfords |ooked at each other. They didn't seem
too disturbed over ny refusal; there was no reason why they should. "W
asked a question, we got an answer. Fair enough." he changed the
subject. "Wat do you think of my feat in getting the old nman here
t oni ght ?"

"I think it was very thoughtful of you." | glanced across the room

to a spot near the door where old cerdan, sherry glass in hand, was
sitting in his wheel chair, with his nurses on a settee by his side
They too had sherry glasses. The old boy seened to be talking

animatedly to the captain. "He nust lead a very shut-in life. Mich
difficulty in persuadi ng hinP"
"None at all. He was delighted to conme.” | filed away this piece

of information; ny one encounter with cerdan had left me with the
i mpression that the only thing that would delight him about such an

invitation would be the opportunity to give a surly refusal. "If you'l
excuse us, nr. carter. Hosts' duties to their guests, you know. "
"Certainly, sir." | stood to one side, but nrs. Beresford planted

herself in front of nme and smled quizzically.
"M. carter," she said firmly, "you're a very stiff-necked young

man. And please don't for a nmonment inmagine that i'mreferring to your
acci dent of last night."
they noved off. | watched them go, thinking all sorts of thoughts

then crossed to the hinged flap that led to the rear of the bar.
Whenever | approached that flap | felt it was not a glass | should have
in ny hand but a nachete to help ne hack my way through the jungle of
flowers, potted shrubs, cacti, and festoons of creepers and hangi ng
plants that transforned the place into the nost unlikely |ooking bar
you' d ever seen. The interior desiguer responsible had gone into
rhapsodi es about it, but it was all right for himhe didn't have to live
with it; all he had to do was to retire nightly to his seni-detached in
south | ondon where his wife would have had him out the door if he'd
tried on any such nonsense at home. But the passengers seenmed to |ike
it.

I made it to the back of the bar w thout getting scratched too nuch
and said to the barman, "how s it going, |ouis?"

"Very well, sir," louis said stiffly. H's bald pate was gl ean ng



with sweat and his hairline moustache twi tching nervously. There were
irregularities going on and louis didn't like irregularities. Then he
thawed a bit and said, "they seemto be drinking a fair bit nore than
usual tonight, sir."

"Not half as nmuch as they will later on." | noved to the
crystal -1aden shelves from where |I could see under the back of the bar
and said, "you don't |ook very confortable to ne."

"By god, and i'mnot!" and indeed there wasn't much room for the
bo' sun to wedge his bulk between the raised deck and the underside of
the bar; his knees were up to his chin, but at |east he was conmpletely
invisible to anyone on the other side of the counter. "Stiff as hell,
sir. Never be able to nove when the tinme cones.”

"And the snell of all that liquor driving you round the bend," |

sai d synpathetically. | wasn't as cool as | sounded. | had to keep
Wi ping the palns of ny hands on the sides of mnmy jacket, but try as |
would, | couldn't seemto get them properly dry. | noved over to the

counter again. "A double whisky, louis. A large double whisky."

| ouis poured the drink and handed it across without a word. |
raised it to nmy lips, lowered it below counter level, and a |arge hand
closed gratefully round it. | said quietly, as if speaking to |ouis,
"if the captain notices the snell afterwards you can claimit was that
careless devil louis that spilt it over you. |[|'mtaking a walk now,
archi e. If everything's o.k., i'll be back in five mnutes."

"And if not? if you're wong?"

"Heaven help me. The old man will feed ne to the sharks." | nade
my way out from behind the bar and sauntered slowy towards the door. |
saw bullen trying to catch ny eye but | ignored him he was the world's
worst actor. | smiled at susan beresford and tony carreras, nodded
civilly enough to old cerdan, bowed slightly to the two nurses the thin
one, | noticed, had returned to her knitting and she seened to ne to be
doing all right and reached the doorway.

once outside, | dropped all pretence at sauntering. | reached the
entrance to the passengers' accommodation on "a" deck in ten seconds.
Hal fway down the long central passageway white was sitting in his

cubicle. | walked quickly down there, lifted the Iid of his desk, and
took out the four items lying inside: colt revolver, torch, screw
driver, and master key. | stuffed the colt into nmy belt, the torch in
one pocket, the screw driver in the other. I | ooked at white, but he
didn't look at me. He was staring down into one corner of his cubicle
as if | didn't exist. He had his hands clasped tightly together, like
one in prayer. | hoped he was praying for me. Even with his hands

| ocked he couldn't stop them from shaking uncontroll ably. I left him

without a word and ten seconds later was inside cerdan's suite with the
door |ocked behind ne. On a sudden instinct | switched on ny torch and
pl ayed the beam round the edges of the door. The door was pale blue
agai nst a pal e- bl ue bul khead. Hanging fromthe top of the bul khead,
dangling down for a couple of inches over the top of the door, was a
pal e-blue thread. A broken pale-blue thread: to the people who had put
it there, an unnistakable calling card that visitors had been there. |
wasn't worried about that, but | was worried by the fact that it showed
that someone was suspicious, very, very suspicious. This mght make
thi ngs very awkward i ndeed. Maybe we shoul d have announced dexter's
deat h.

| passed straight through the nurses' cabin and the |ounge into
cerdan's cabin. The curtains were drawn, but | left the lights off:
l'ight could show through curtains, and if they were as suspicious as |
t hought, soneone m ght have wondered why | had left so suddenly and



taken a wal k outside. | hooded the torch to a small pencil beam and
pl ayed it over the deck head. The cold-air trunking ran fore and aft,

and the first louvre was directly above cerdan's bed. I didn't even
need the screw driver. | shone the torch through the |ouvre opening and
saw, inside the trunking, sonething gleamng netallically in the bright
spot of light. | reached up two fingers and slowy worked that

sonet hing nmetallic down through the louvre. A pair of earphones. |
peered into the louvre again. The earphones |lead had a plug on the end
of it and the plug was fitted into a socket that had been screwed on to
the upper wall of the trunking. And the radio office was directly

above. | pulled out the plug, rolled the |lead round the headphones, and
switched off ny torch.

white was exactly as | had left him still vibrating away like a
tuning fork. | opened his desk, returned key, screw driver, and torch

The earphones | kept. And the gun.
they were into their third cocktails by the time | returned

to the drawing room | didn't need to count enpty bottles to guess
that; the laughter, the ani mated conversation, the increase in the
deci bel ratio was proof enough. Captain bullen was still chatting away
to cerdan. The tall nurse was still knitting. Tommy wlson was over by
t he bar. I rubbed my cheek and he crushed out the cigarette he was
holding. | saw him say something to miguel and tony carreras at twenty
feet, in that racket, it was inpossible to hear a word he said -saw tony

carreras |lift a half-anused, half-questioning eyebrow, then all three of
t hem noved towards the bar.

I joined captain bullen and cerdan. Long speeches weren't going to
help ne here, and only a fool would throw away his life by tipping off

people like those. "Good evening, nr. cerdan,” | said. | pulled ny
| eft hand out from under ny jacket and tossed the earphones onto his
rug-covered |lap. "Recognise then?"

cerdan's eyes stared wi de, then he flung hinself forwards and
sideways as if to clear his encunbering wheel chair, but old bullen had
been waiting for it and was too quick for him He hit cerdan with al
the pent-up worry and fury of the past twenty-four hours behind the
bl ow, and cerdan toppled over the side of his chair and crashed heavily
to the carpet.

| didn't see himfall; I only heard the sound of it. | was too
busy | ooking out for nyself. The nurse with the sherry glass in her
hand, quick as a cat, flung the contents in ny face at the sane instant
as bullen hit cerdan. I flung nyself sideways to avoid being blinded
and as | fell | saw the tall, thin nurse flinging her knitting to one
side and thrusting her hand deep into the string knitting bag

with my right hand | nmanaged to tug the colt clear of ny belt
before I hit the ground and squeezed the trigger twice. It was ny right
shoul der that hit the carpet first, just as | fired, and | didn't really
know where the bullets went, nor, for that one nearly blinding instant
of agony as the shock of falling was transmitted to ny injured neck, did
| care; then ny head cleared and | saw that the tall nurse was on her
feet. Not only on her feet but raised high on her toes, head and
shoul ders arched sharply forwards, ivory-knuckled hands pressed deep
into her mdriff; then she swayed forward, in nacabre slow notion
action, and crunpled over the fallen cerdan. The other nurse hadn't
noved from her seat: with captain bullen's colt only six inches from her
face, and his finger pretty white on the trigger, she wasn't likely to,
ei t her.

the reverberations of nmy heavy colt, painful and deafening in their
intensity in that confined netal-wall ed space, faded away into a silence



that was deathly in nore ways than one, and through that silence cane a
soft highland voice saying gently: "if either of you move | wll kill
you. "

carreras senior and junior, who nmust have had their backs to the
bar, were now turned round halfway towards it, staring at the gun in
macdonal d' s hand. M guel carreras' face was unrecogni sable, his
expression changed from that of a snooth, urbane, and highly prosperous
busi nessman into sonmething very ugly indeed. Hi s right hand, as he had
whirled round, had cone to rest on the bar near a cut-glass decanter.
Archi e nmacdonald wasn't wearing any of his nmedals that night, and
carreras had no neans of knowi ng the |long and bl oodstained record the
bo' sun had behind him or he would never have tried to hurl that
decanter at macdonald's head. Carreras' reactions were so fast, the
noverment so unexpected, that against another man he mght have nmmde it;
agai nst macdonald he didn't even manage to get the decanter off the
counter and a split second later was left staring down at the shattered
bl oody ness that had been his hand.

for the second time in a few seconds the crashing roar of a heavy
gun, this time intermingled with the tinkle of smashed and flying gl ass,
died away and again macdonal d's voice cane, alnobst regretfully: "i
shoul d have killed you, but | |ike reading about those nurder trials
We're saving you for the hangnman, nr. carreras."”

I was clinmbing back to ny feet when soneone screaned, a harsh, ugly
sound that drilled piercingly through the room Another wonman took it
up, a sustained shriek like an express, whistle w de open, heading for a
| evel crossing, and the stage seened all set for nass hysteria

"Stop that damed screanming,” | snarled. "Do you hear? stop it at
once. It's all over now"

the scream ng stopped. Silence again, a weird, unnatural silence

that was al nbst as bad as the racket that had gone before. And then
beresford was coming towards ne, a bit unsteadily, his lips formng
words that didn't cone, his face white. | couldn't blame him in his
wel | -ordered and weal th cushioned world the entertainments offered his
guests couldn't often have ended up with bodies strewn all over the
fl oor.

"You've killed her, carter,'

he said at length. His voice was

harsh and strained. "You've killed her. | saw it; we all sawit. Aba
def encel ess woman." he stared at nme, and if he had any thought of
offering ne a job again | couldn't see it in his face. "You nurdered
her."

"Woman ny foot!" | said savagely. | bent down, yanked off the
nurse's hat, then ruthlessly ripped away a glued wig to show a bl ack
cl ose-cropped crew cut. "Attractive, isn't it? the very latest from
paris. And defenceless!" | grabbed her bag, turned it upside down,
enptied the contents on the carpet, stooped, and came up with what had
originally been a full-length double-barrelled shotgun: the barrels had

been sawn off until there was no nore than six inches of themleft, the
wooden stock renopved and a roughly nade pistol-type grip fitted inits
pl ace. "Ever seen one of those before, nr. beresford? native product
of your own country, | believe. A whippet or sonme such nanme. Fires

| ead shot, and from the range our nurse friend here intended to use it,
it would have blown a hole clear through ny mddle. Defenceless!" |

turned to where bullen was standing, his gun still trained on the other
nurse. "lIs that character arnmed, sir?"

"We'll soon find out,"” bullen said grimy. "You carrying a gun, ny
friend?"

the "nurse" swore at him two words in basic anglosaxon, in a |ow,



snarling voice. Bul  en gave him no warning; he swept up the colt and
struck the barrel heavily across the man's face and tenmple. He

st aggered and swayed, out on his feet. I caught him held himw th one
hand, while with the other | ripped the dress down the front, pulled out
a snub-nosed automatic froma felt holster under the left arm then let
him go. He swayed sone nore, collapsed on the settee, then rolled to
the floor.

"Is's all this necessary?" beresford' s voice was still hoarse and
strai ned.
"Stand back, everyone," bullen said authoritatively. "Keep well

over to the wi ndows and clear of these two nmen, our two carreras
friends. They are highly dangerous and might try to junp in anong you

for cover. Macdonald, that was splendidly done. But next tinme shoot to
kill. That's an order. | accept full responsibility. Dr. Marston,
bring the necessary equipnment, please, and attend to carreras' hand."
he waited till marston had left, then turned to beresford with a wy
smle. "Sorry to ruin your party, nr. beresford. And all this,
assure you, is highly necessary."

"But-but the violence, the-the killing "they nurdered three of ny
men in twenty-four hours.”

"They what ?"

"Benson, brownell, and fourth officer dexter. Mirdered them

Brownel | was strangl ed; benson was strangled or shot; dexter's |lying
dead in the wireless office with three bullets in his stomach, and god
knows how many nore nen would have died if chief officer carter hadn't
got on to them™

I looked round the white, strained, still unbelieving faces; there
was no real understanding yet of what the captain was saying; the shock
the fear, the near hysteria left no room for thought in their mnds. O
themall, |I had to adnmit that old beresford had taken it best, to adjust
hinsel f to what nust have been the incredible spectacle of seeing fellow
passengers suddenly gunned down by officers of the canpari, to fight his
way out of this fog of crazy bewildernment. "But | nean, captain, what
part can an old cripple like m. cerdan have in all this?"

"According to nmr. carter, cerdan isn't old at all-he's just rmade up
to look old. And also, according to nr. carter, if cerdan is a cripple
paral ysed from the wai st down as he is supposed to be, then you' re going
to witness a nodern miracle of healing just as soon as he recovers
consci ousness. For all we know, cerdan is very probably the |eader of
this bunch of nurderers. W don't know "

"But what in god's nane is behind it all?" beresford demanded

"That's just what we are about to find out," bullen said tightly.
He gl anced at carreras, father and son. "Cone here, you two."

they cane, macdonald and tomy wilson following. Carreras senior
had a handkerchi ef wapped round his shattered hand, trying, not very
successfully, to stemthe flow of blood, and the eyes that caught nmine
were wicked with hate; tony carreras, on the other hand, seemed calnly
unconcerned, even slightly anused. | nade a nental note to keep a very
cl ose eye indeed on tony carreras. He was too calm and rel axed by half.

they halted a few feet away. Bullen said, "nr. wlson?"

"Sir?"

"That sawn-of f shotgun belonging to our late friend here. Pick it

up. "
wi |l son picked it up
"Do you think you could use it? and don't point the dammed thing
at ne," he added hastily.

"I think so, sir."



"Cerdan and the so-called nurse. A sharp eye on them

if they come to and try anything..." bullen left the sentence
unfi ni shed. "M. carter, carreras and his son may be armed."

"Yes, sir." | noved round behind tony carreras, careful to keep
out of the line of fire of both bullen and macdonal d, caught his jacket
by the collar, and jerked it savagely down over shoulders and arms till
it reached the level of his el bows.

"You seemto have done this sort of thing before, nmr. carter,"” tony
carreras said easily. He was a cool custoner all right, too dammed cool
for my liking. "Television," | explained. He was carrying a gun under
the left shoulder. He was wearing a specially made shirt with a couple
of hemmed slits front and back on the |left-hand side so that the chest

strap for the holster was conceal ed under the shirt. Tony carreras was
very thorough in his preparations.
I went over his clothes, but he'd only the one gun. | went through

the same routine with mguel carreras, who wasn't anywhere near as
affable as his son, but maybe his hand was hurting him He wasn't
carrying any gun. And maybe that made niguel carreras the boss: maybe
he didn't have to carry any gun; maybe he was in a position to order

ot her people to do his killing for him

"Thank you," captain bullen said. "M. carreras, we will be in
nassau in a few hours' tine. The police will be aboard by midnight. Do
you wish to make a statenment now or would you rather make it to the
police?"

"My hand is broken." mguel carreras' voice was a harsh whisper
"The forefinger is smashed; it will have to be anputated. Soneone is

going to pay for this.”

"I take it that is your answer,"” bullen said calmy. "Very well.
Bo' sun, four heaving lines, if you please. I want those nmen trussed
like turkeys."

"Aye, aye, sir." the bo'sun took one step forward, then stood
stock-still. Through the open doorway had cone a flat staccato burst of
sound-the unm stakable chattering of a nachine gun. It seened to cone

from al nost directly above, fromthe bridge. And then all the lights
went out.

I think I was the first person to nove. | think | was the only
person to nove. | took a long step forward, hooked ny left arm round
tony carreras' neck, rammed the colt into the small of his back, and
said softly, "don't even think of trying anything, carreras." and then
there was silence again. It seened to go on and on and on, but it
probably didn't last nore than a few seconds altogether. A wonan
screaned, a brief choking sound that died away into a npan, and then
there was silence once nore, a silence that ended abruptly with a
violent crashing, splintering as heavy solid netallic objects, operating
in al nost perfect unison, smashed in the plate-glass wi ndows that gave
to the deck outside. At the same instant there canme the sharp echoing
crash of netal against nmetal as the door was kicked wi de open to smash
back agai nst the bul khead.

"Drop your guns, all of you," nmiguel carreras called in a high
clear voice. "Drop them now unless you want a massacre."

the lights cane on.

vaguely outlined against the four smashed wi ndows of the draw ng
room| could see the blurs of four indistinct heads and shoul ders and
arms. The blurs | didn't care about; it was what they held in their
arms that worried ne-the wi cked | ooki ng snouts and cylindrical magazines
of four submachine guns. A fifth nan, dressed in jungle green and
wearing a green beret on his head, stood in the doorway, a simlar



automatic carbine cradled in his hands.
I could see what carreras meant about dropping our guns.
it seened an excellent idea to ne; we had about as nuch chance as

the last ice creamat a children's party. | was already starting to

| oosen my grip on the gun when, incredulously, | saw captain bullen jerk
up his colt on the arned nan in the doorway. It was crimnal, suicida
folly; either he was acting conpletely instinctively, wthout any
thought at all, or the bitter chagrin, the killing disappointnment after
havi ng thought that he had held all the cards in his hands, had been too
much for him | mght have known, | thought briefly and wildly, he'd

been far too cal mand self-controlled, the safety valve screwed down on
the bursting boiler.

| tried to shout out a warning, but it was too late; it was far too
| ate. I shoved tony carreras violently aside and tried to reach bullen,
to strike down his gun hand, but | was still far too late, a lifetine
too late. The heavy colt was rearing and bucking in bullen's hand, and
the man in the doorway, to whom the ridiculous idea of resistance nust
have been the very last thought in his head, let the machine gun slide
slowly out of lifeless hands and toppl ed backwards out of sight.

the man outside the wi ndow nearest the door had his machi ne gun
lined up on the captain. Bullen, in that second, was the biggest fool

in the world, a crazy suicidal maniac, but even so, | couldn't let him
be gunned down where he stood. | don't know where ny first bullet went
but the second nust have struck the machine gun. | saw it jerk

violently as if struck aside by a giant hand, and then came a continuous
cacophonous drum fire of deafening sound as a third nan squeezed the
trigger of his machine gun and kept on squeezing it. Sonething with the
power and weight of a plunging pile driver smashed into ny left thigh,
hurling ne back agai nst the bar. My head struck the heavy brass rail at
the foot of the counter and the sound of the drumfire died away.

the stink of drifting cordite and the silence of the grave. Even
bef ore consci ousness cane fully back to ne, even before | opened ny
eyes, | was aware of those, of the cordite and the unearthly stillness.
| opened ny eyes slowly, pushed nyself shakily up till | was sitting
with my back nore or |ess straight against the bar, and shook my head to
try to clear it. | had, understandably enough, forgotten about my stiff
neck; the sharp stab of pain did nore to clear ny head than anything
el se could have done

the first thing I was aware of was the passengers. They were al
stretched out on the carpet, lying very still. For one heart-stopping
monent | thought they were all dead or dying, nmown down in swathes by
that stuttering machine gun, then | saw nr. greenstreet, niss
harrbride's husband, nove his head slightly and | ook round the draw ng
roomwith a cautious and terrified eye. One eye was all | could see
At any other tinme it would have been very, very funny, but | never felt
| ess like laughing. The passengers, perhaps through wi sdom but nore
probably through the reflex reaction of instinctive self-preservation,
nust have flung thenselves to the deck the nonent the nmchine gun had

opened up and were only now daring to lift their heads. | concl uded
that | couldn't have been unconscious for nore than a few seconds.
I moved ny eyes to the right. Carreras and son were standing just

where they had been, and tony carreras had a gun in his hand now. MW
gun. Beyond them a huddl ed group lay sprawling or sitting about the
floor. Cerdan, the "nurse" i'd shot, and three others

tomry wilson, the |aughing, |ovable, happy-go-Iucky tomy wlson,
was dead. He wouldn't have to worry about his mathematics any nore

it didn't need old doc narston and his shortsighted peering to tell



me that wilson was dead. He was lying on his back, and it |ooked to ne
as if half his chest had been shot away; he nust have taken the main
brunt of that concentrated burst of machine-gun fire. And tomy hadn't
even lifted his gun.

archi e macdonal d was stretched out on his side, close to wlson.

He seened to ne to be very still, far, far too still. | couldn't see
the front of his body for he was turned away fromne; for all | knew
magnum slugs had torn the life out of himas they had out of tomy
wilson. But | could see blood all over his face and neck, slowy
soaking into the carpet.

captain bullen was the one who was sitting. He wasn't dead anyway,
but I wouldn't have bet a brass farthing on his chances of staying
alive. He was fully conscious, his muth warped and dragged into an
unnatural snile, his face white and twisted with pain. From shoul der
almost to the waist his right side was soaked in blood, so soaked that |
couldn't see where the bullets had gone hone, but | could see bright red
bubbl es flecking the twisted lips, which neant that he had been shot
t hrough the | ung.

I looked at the three of themagain. Bullen, macdonal d, wlson
Three better men it would have been hard to find, three better shipmates
i mpossible to find. They had wanted none of this, none of this bl ood
and agony and death; all they had wanted was the chance to do their jobs
in peace and quiet and as best they could. Hard-working, conpanionable,
and infinitely decent nen, they had sought no violence, thought no
vi ol ence, so now they lay there dead and dying, macdonald and bullen
with their wives and fanmilies, tomy wilson with his fiancee in engl and

and a girl in every port in anerica and the caribbean. | |ooked at them
and | felt no sadness or sorrow or anger or shock; | just felt cold and
detached and strangely uninvolved in it all. I | ooked fromthemto the

carreras famly and cerdan and | rmade nyself a pronmise, and it was well
for nme that neither carreras heard ny promse or knew of its irrevocable
finality, for they were clever, calculating nen and they would have shot

me dead as | lay there
I wasn't feeling any pain at all, but | renenbered about the pile
driver that had hurled ne back against the bar. | |ooked down at ny

left leg, and frommd-thigh to well below the knee the trousers were so
saturated with blood that there was no trace of white left. The carpet

all round nmy leg was soaked with it. That carpet, | renenbered vaguely,
had cost over $10,000, and it was certainly taking a terrible beating
that night. Lord dexter would have been furious. | looked at ny leg
again and fingered the soggy material. Three distinct tears, which
meant that | had been shot three tinmes. | supposed the pain would cone
later. A great deal of blood, far too much blood: | wondered if an
artery had been torn.

"Ladi es and gentlenmen." it was carreras speaking, and although his

hand must have been giving him hell there was no sign of it in his face
The fury, the malevolence | had so recently seen, was only a nenory: he
was back on bal ance again, urbane, commanding, in conplete control of
the situation.

"I regret all this, regret it extrenely." he waved his |eft hand
in the direction of bullen and wilson, nmacdonald and nyself. "All so
unnecessary, so terribly unnecessary, brought upon captain bullen and
his men by captain bullen's reckless folly." npst of the passengers
were on their feet now, and | could see susan beresford standi ng beside
her father, staring down at nme as if she weren't seeing too well, eyes
abnornmally large in the pale face. "I regret, too, the distress you

have been caused, and to you, nr. and nrs. Beresford, | tend ny



apologies for the ruin of your night's entertainment. Your Kkindness has
been ill-rewarded."

"For god's sake cut out the fancy speeches,” | interrupted. %%
voice didn't sound like mne at all, a harsh, strained croak, a bullfrog
with laryngitis. "Get the doctor for captain bullen. He's been shot
t hrough the lung."

he | ooked at ne speculatively, then at bullen, then back at ne. "A

certain indestructible quality about you, nr. carter,”
he said thoughtfully. He bent over and peered at ny blood stained
leg. "Shot three tines, your leg nust be pretty badly smashed, yet you
can observe so tiny a detail as a fleck of blood on captain bullen's
mout h.  You are incapacitated, and | amglad. Had your captain,
of ficers, and crew been conposed exclusively of nen |ike yourself, |
woul d never have conme within a thousand mles of the canpari. As for
the doctor, he will be here soon. He is tending a nan on the bridge."
"Jam eson? our third officer?"

"M. jamieson is beyond all help," he said curtly. "Like captain
bull en, he fancied hinself as a man cast in a heroic nould; |ike captain
bullen, he has paid the price for his stupidity. The nman at the whee
was struck in the armby a stray bullet.” he turned to face the
passengers. "You need have no further worry about your personal safety
The canpari is now conpletely in ny hands and will renmain so. However,
you formno part of ny plans and will be transferred in two or three
days to another vessel. Meanwhile you will all eat, live, and sleep in
this room | cannot spare individual guards for each stateroom
Mattresses and bl ankets will be brought to you. |If you co-operate, you

can exist in reasonable conforts; you certainly have no nore to fear."

"What is the neaning of this damabl e outrage, carreras?" there
was a shake in beresford' s voice. "Those desperadoes, those killers,
what of then? who are they? where in the nane of god did they cone
fron? what do you intend to do? you're mad, nman, conpletely nad.
Surely you know you can't expect to get off with this?"

"You may use that thought for consolation. Ah, doctor, there you
are." he held out his right hand, swathed in its bl oodstai ned
handkerchief. "Have a look at this, wll you?"

"Damm you and your hand," dr. Marston said bitterly. The old boy
was trenmbling; the sight of the dead and dying nust have hit him hard

but he was hopping nad for all that. "There are other nore seriously
injured nen here. | nust

"You may as well realise that i, and | alone, give the orders from
now on," carreras interrupted. "My hand. At once. Ah, juan." this to
atall, thin, swarthy man who had just entered, a rolled-up chart under
his arm "Gve that to nr. carter here. That's him yes. M. carter

captain bullen said-and | have been aware of it for many hours-that we
are heading for nassau and are due there in less than four hours. Lay
off a course to take us well clear of nassau, to the east, then out

m dway between the great abaco and el euthera islands and so
approximately north-northwest into the north atlantic. M own

navi gati on has becone rather rusty, | fear. Mark in the approxi mate
times for course changes."
| took the chart, pencil, parallel rulers, and dividers, and laid

the chart on ny knee. Carreras said consideringly, "what, no 'do your
own damed navigation' or words to that effect?”

"What's the point?" | said wearily. "You wouldn't hesitate

to line up all the passengers and shoot them one by one if | didn't
co-operate."

"It's a pleasure to deal with a man who sees and accepts the



inevitable." carreras smled. "But you greatly overestimte ny
rut hl essness. Later, nr. carter, when we have you fixed up you shall

beconme a permanent installation on the bridge. It is unfortunate, but I
suppose you realise that you are the only deck officer left to us?"
"You'll have to get sone other installation on the bridge," | said

bitterly. "M thighbone is smashed."

"What ?" he | ooked at ne narrowy.

"I can feel it grating." | twisted ny face up to let him see how |
could feel it grating. Dr. Marston will soon confirmit."

"We can arrive at some other arrangenent,” carreras said equably.
He winced as dr. Marston probed at his hand. "The forefinger it wll
have to cone of f?"

"I don't think so. A local anaesthetic, a small operation, and |

believe | can save it." carreras didn't know the danger he was in; if
he et old marston get to work on him he'd probably end up by losing his
whole arm  "But it will have to be done in ny surgery."

"It's probably tine we all west to the surgery. Tony, check engine
room radar room all nmen off duty; see that they are all safely under
guard. Then take that chart to the bridge and see that the hel msnan
makes the proper course alterations at the proper tine. See that the
radar operator is kept under constant supervision and reports the
slightest object on his screen: nr. carter here is quite capable of
laying off a course which would take us smack into the middle of
el euthera island. Two nmen to take nr cerdan to his cabin. Dr.

Marston, is it possible to take those men down to your surgery without
endangering their lives?" the good sanmaritan, all overcone with concern
for his fellow nen.

"I don't know. "™ marston finished his tenporary bandagi ng

of carreras' hand and crossed to bullen. "How do you feel
capt ai n?"

bullen | ooked at himwith [ack-lustre eyes. He tried to smile but
it was no nore than an agonised grinmace. He tried to speak but no words
cane, just fresh bubbles of blood at his Iips. Mar st on produced
scissors, cut the captain's shirt open, exanm ned himbriefly, and said,
"we may as well risk it. Two of your nen, nr. carreras, two strong men
See that his chest is not conpressed.”

he left bullen, bent over macdonald, and straightened al nost

i mediately. "This man can be noved with safety.”

"Macdonal d!'" | said. "The bo'sun. He-he's not dead?"

"He's been hit on the head. Creased, probably concussed, perhaps
even the skull fractured, but he'll survive. He seems to have been hit
on the knee, to-nothing serious." | felt as if soneone had lifted the

sydney bridge off my back. The bo'sun had been my friend, ny good
friend, for too many years now, and, besides, with archie macdonal d by

me all things were possible. "And nmr. carter?" carreras queried

"Don't you touch ny leg,” | yelled. "Not until | get an
anaest hetic."”

"He's probably right," marston nmurnured. He peered closely. "Not
nmuch bl ood now you've been lucky, john. |If the main artery had been
severed-wel |, you'd have been gone." he |ooked at carreras, his face
doubtful. "He could be noved, | think, but with a fractured thighbone
the pain will be excruciating."

"M . carter is very tough," carreras said unsympatheticcally. It
wasn't his thighbone; he'd been a good samaritan for a whole mnute now
and the strain had proved too much for him "M. carter will survive.
chapter 7

[ wednesday 8:30 pm -thursday 10:30 a.m]



| survived all right, but no credit for that was due to the
handling |I received on the way down to the sick bay. The sick bay was
on the port side, two decks below the drawing room on the second
conpani onway one of the two nen who were carrying ne slipped and fell

and | was aware of nothing nore until | woke up in bed
i ke every conpartnment on the canpari, the sick bay was fitted out
regardl ess of cost. A large room twenty feet by sixteen, it had the

usual wall-to-wall persian carpeting and pastel walls decorated with
mural s depi cting water skiing, skin-diving, sw nmm ng, and other such
sporting activities synmbolic of fitness and good health, craftily
designed to encourage to get on their feet and out of there with al
possi bl e speed any patient unfortunate enough to be confined to any of
the three beds. The beds thenselves, with their heads close up to the
wi ndows in the ship's side, struck a jarring note: they were just plain
standard iron hospital beds, the only concession to taste being that
they were painted in the sanme pastel tints as the bul kheads. 1In the far
corner of the room renote fromthe door, was old nmarston's consulting
desk, with a couple of chairs; further along the inner bul khead, nearer
the door, was a flat-topped couch that could be raised for exam nations
or, if need be, the carrying out of mnor operations. Bet ween couch and
desk a door led to two smaller conpartnents, a dispensary and a
dentist's surgery. | knew that because | had recently spent three
quarters of an hour in that dentist's chair, with nmarston attending to a
broken tooth; the nmenmory of the experience would stay with ne the rest
of my days.

the three beds were occupied. Captain bullen was in the one
nearest to the door, the bo'sun next to him and nyself in the corner,
opposite marston's desk, all of us lying on rubber sheets placed over
t he beds. Mar st on was bent over the niddle bed, exam ning the bo sun's
knee; beside him holding a netal tray with bows, sponges, instrunents
and bottles containing sone unidentifiable Iiquids, was susan beresford
She | ooked very pale. | wondered vaguely what she was doi ng here.
Seated on the couch was a young nman, badly in need of a shave: he was
wearing green trousers, a green sweat-stained epauletted shirt, and
green beret. He had his eyes hal f-closed against the snoke spiralling
up fromthe cigarette stuck in the corner of his nmouth and carried an
automatic carbine in his hand. | wondered how many nen with how many
automati c carbines were posted all over the canpari. Detailing a man to
guard three broken-down crocks |ike macdonald, bullen, and nyself showed
that carreras had plenty of nen to spare or was excessively cautious.
O maybe bot h.

"What are you doing here, nmiss beresford?" | asked. She | ooked
up, startled, and the instrunments rattled netallically on the tray in
her hands.

"Ch, | amglad," she said. She sounded alnobst as if she neant it.
"I thought how do you feel ?"

"The way | | ook. Wiy are you here?"

"Because | needed her." doc narston straightened slowy and rubbed
his back. "Dealing with wounds |ike these-well, | nust have a hel per.

Nurses, john, are usually young and fenmale and there are only two on the
canpari in that category. M ss beresford and niss harcourt.”

"I don't see any signs of miss harcourt.” | tried to visualise the
gl anorous young actress in the real-life role of florence nightingale,
but nmy inmagination was in no shape to cope with absurdities Iike that.

I couldn't even see her playing it on the screen. "She was here," he
said curtly. "She fainted."

"That hel ps. How s the bo' sun?"



"I must ask you not to talk, john," he said severely. "You' ve |ost
a great deal of blood and you're very weak. Please conserve your
strength.”

"How s the bo'sun?" | repeated. Dr. Marston sighed

"He'll be all right. That is, he's in no danger. Abnornmally thick
skull, 1 should say; that saved him Concussion, yes, but not
fractured, | think. Hard to say without an x-ray. Respiration, pulse
tenperature, blood pressure-none of them shows any signs pointing to
extensive brain injury. It's his leg i'"mworried about."

"His | eg?"

"Patella. Kneecap to you. Conpletely shattered, beyond repair.
Tendons sliced, tibia fractured. Leg sawn in half. Must have been hit

several tinmes. The dammed nurderers!"”
"Amput ation? you don't think-"

"No anputation.”" he shook his head irritably. "I've renoved al
the broken pieces | can find. Bones will either have to be fused, so
shortening the leg, or a nmetal plate. Too soon to say. But this |I can
say: he'll never bend that knee again."”

"You're telling nme he's crippled? for life?"

"I"'msorry. | know you're very friendly."

"So he's finished with the sea?"
"I"'msorry," marston repeated. Medical inconmpetence apart, he was

really a pretty decent old buffer. "Your turn now, john.'

"Yes." | wasn't looking forward to nmy turn. | |ooked at the
guard. "Hey, you! yes, you. Wiere's carreras?"

"Sefior carreras."” the young man dropped his cigarette on the
persian carpet and ground it out with his heel. Lord dexter would have
gone off his rocker. "It is not ny business to know where sefior
carreras is."

that settled that. He spoke english. | couldn't have cared |ess

at the monent where carreras was. Marston had his big scissors out, was
preparing to slit up nmy trouser |eg.

"Captain bullen?" | asked. "Wat chance?"

"I don't know. He's unconscious now." he hesitated. "He was
wounded twice. One bullet passed clean through bel ow the shoul der,
tearing the pectoral nuscle. The other entered the right chest a little
| ower, breaking a rib, then nust have gone through the lung near the

apex. The bullet is still |odged inside the body, alnobst certainly in
the vicinity of the shoulder blade. | nmy decide to operate later to
remove it."

"Operate." the thought of old narston hacking round inside an
unconscious bullen made nme feel even paler than | |ooked. | choked down

the next few words | thought of and said, "operate? you would take the
grave chance, you would be willing to risk your lifetime's professional
reputation "a man's life is at stake, john," he said solemly. "But you
m ght have to penetrate the chest wall. A nmjor operation, dr.

Marston. W thout assistant surgeons, w thout skilled nurses, without a
conpet ent anaesthetist, no x-rays, and you night be renoving a bullet
that's plugging a vital gap in the lung or pleura, or whatever you cal

it. Besides, the bullet mght have been deflected anywhere." | took a
deep breath. "Dr. Marston, | cannot say how nmuch | respect and adnire
you for even thinking of operating in such inpossible conditions. But
you will not run the risk. Doctor, as long as the captain is

i ncapacitated I amin comrand of the canpari in nominal command,
anyway," | added bitterly. "I absolutely forbid you to incur the very

heavy responsibility of operating in such adverse conditions. M ss
beresford, you are a witness to that."



"Well, john, you may be right," old marston said weightily. He was

suddenly | ooking five years younger. "You may indeed be right. But ny
sense of duty

"It does you great credit, doctor. But think of all those people
who have been carrying a bullet about inside their chests since the
first world war and still going strong."

"There's that, of course, there's that." | had rarely seen a man
| ooking so relieved. "W'IIl give nature a chance, hey?"

"Captain bullen's as strong as a horse.” the old man had

at least a fighting chance now, | felt as if i'd just saved a life.
| said weakly, "you were right, doctor. |I'mafraid | have been talking
too much. Could I have sone water, please?"

"OfF course, ny boy, of course." he brought sone, watched nme drink
it, and said, "that feel better?"

"Thank you." nmy voice was very faint. | noved ny |lips severa

times, as if speaking, but no words came. Marston, alarned, put his ear
close to ny nouth to make out what | was trying to say, and | nmurmnured
slowy and distinctly, "my thighbone is not broken, but pretend it is."

he started, eyes reflecting astoni shnment, opened his nouth

to speak, and then closed it again. He wasn't all that slow, the
ol d boy. He nodded slightly and said, "ready for ne to begin?"

he began. Susan beresford helped him M leg was a gory sight but
| ooked worse than it was. One bullet had passed directly through the
leg, but the other two had just torn superficial gashes on the inside
and it was fromthose that nost of the blood had cone. Al the while he
was working dr. Marston kept up, for the sake of the guard, a running
conmentary on the extent and severity of nmy wounds, and if | hadn't
known he was lying fluently he would have made ne feel very ill indeed.
He certainly must have convinced the guard. Wen he'd cleaned and bound
the wounds, a process | bore with stoic fortitude only because | didn't
want to start yelling in front of susan beresford, he fixed sone splints
to nmy |l eg and bound those on also. This done, he propped up ny leg on a
pile of pillows, went into the dispensary and reappeared with a couple
of screwed pulleys, a length of wire with a heavy weight attached to the
end, and a l|leather strap. The strap he fitted to nmy left ankle.
"What's this in aid of?" | demanded.

"I"'m the medical officer, please renenber,” he said curtly. Hs
| eft eyelid dropped in a slow wink. "Traction, nr. carter. You don't
want your left leg to be permanently shortened for |ife?"

"Sorry," | muttered. Maybe | had been m sjudging old marston, just
a little. Nothing would ever nake me reconsider nmy opinion of himas a
doctor, but he was shrewd enough in other things: the first thing a man
like carreras would have asked was why a man with a broken bone in his
thigh was not in traction. Marston screwed the two hooks into holes in
t he deckhead, passed the wire through, attached the weight to one end
and the strap to the other. It didn't feel too unconfortable. He then
pi cked up the length of trouser leg that had been cut off, checked
quickly to see if the guard was watching, splashed sone water on it, and
then wung it out on top of ny bandages. Even to nyself | had to adnmit
that i'd seldom seen a nobre convincing sight, a patient nore conpletely
and thoroughly i mmobilised.

he finished just in time. He and susan beresford were just
clearing away when the door opened and tony carreras canme in. He |ooked
at bullen, nacdonald, and nyself, slowy, consideringly he wasn't a nan
who would miss very nuch -then cane to ny bedside.

"Good evening, carter," he said pleasantly. "How are you feeling?"

"Where's that nurderous parent of yours?' | asked. "Muirderous



parent? you do ny father an injustice. Asleep
at the nonent, as it happens: his hand was giving himgreat pain

after marston had finished with it"-i wasn't surprised at that"so he was
given a sleeping draught. The good ship canpari is all buttoned up for
the night and captain tony carreras in charge. You nmay all sleep easy.
You'll be interested to hear that we've just picked up nassau on the

radar scope-port forty, or sone such nautical termso you weren't playing
any funny tricks with that course after all."
I grunted and turned ny head away. Carreras wal ked across to

marston. "How are they, doctor?"

"How do you expect themto be after your thugs have riddled them
with bullets?" marston demanded bitterly. "Captain bullen may l|ive or
die, | don't know. Macdonald, the bo'sun, will live, but he'll be a

stiff-legged cripple for life. The chief officer has a conpound
fracture of the femur-the thighbone. Conpletely shattered. |f we don't

get himto hospital in a couple of days, he also will be crippled for
life; as it is, he'll never be able to wal k properly again."

"l am genuinely sorry," tony carreras said. He actually sounded as
if he meant it. "Killing and crippling good nmen is an unforgivable
wast e. Wel |, al nobst unforgivable. Some things justify it."

"Your hurmanity does you credit,” | sneered fromny pillow. "W are
humane nen,'9 he said.

you've proved that all right." | twisted to look at him "But you
could still show a little consideration for a very sick man."

"I ndeed?" he was very good at lifting eyebrows. "lIndeed. Dan'l
boone, here."” | nodded towards the sentry with the gun. "You permt

your nmen to snoke on duty?"

"Jose?" he smiled. Jose is an inveterate chain snoker. Take his
cigarettes away and he'd probably go on strike. This isn't the
grenadi er uards, you know, carter. Wiy the sudden concern?"

"You heard what dr. Marston said. Captain bullen. He's

in acritical condition with a hole through his lung."

“"Ah, | think |I understand. You agree, doctor?" | held ny breath.
The chances were that the old boy hadn't even the faintest idea what we
were tal king about. But again i'd underrated ills astuteness

"For a man with a ruptured lung," be said gravely, "there can be
not hi ng worse than a snoke-|aden atnosphere.”

"l see. Jose!" carreras spoke rapidly in spanish to the guard
who grinned am ably, got to his feet, and nade for the door, picking up
a chair en route. The door swung to behind him

"No discipline." tony carreras sighed. "None of this brisk
sentry-go marching and counter-nmarching |ike bucki ngham pal ace, nr.
carter. A chair tilted against a wall. Qur latin blood, | fear. But,

I warn you, none the less effective a guard for all that. | see no harm

in his keeping a watch outside; apart fromjunping out through one of
the windows into the sea below not that you are in any condition to do

that anyway can't see what mischief you can get up to." he paused

| ooked at ne consideringly. "You are singularly incurious, nr. carter

Far from being in character. Makes one suspicious, you know. "
"Curious about what?" | growed. "Nothing to be curious about.

How many of those arned thugs do you have aboard the canpari?"

"Forty. Not bad, eh? well, thirty-eight effectives. Captain
bullen killed one and you seriously damaged the hand of another. \Were
did you learn to shoot like that, carter?”

"Luck. Cerdan recovered yet?"

"Yes," he said briefly. He didn't seemto want to tal k about
cer dan.



"He killed dexter?" | persisted.

"No. Werner, the nurse-the one you killed to-night.” for

a professed humanitarian, the death of one of his colleagues in
crime left himstrangely unnoved. "A steward's uniformand a tray of
food at face level. Your head steward, white, saw himtw ce and never
suspected, not that he went within thirty feet of white. And it was
just dexter's luck that he saw this steward unlocking the radio room™

"l suppose that same nurderous devil got brownell ?"

"And benson. Benson caught him coming out of the radio room after
di sposing of brownell and was shot. Werner was going to dunp him
straight over the side, but there were people directly underneath. He
dragged himacross to the port side. Again crew beneath. So he enptied
a life jacket |ocker and put benson inside." carteras grinned. "And
just your bad luck that you happened to be standing right beside that
| ocker when we sent werner up to dispose of the body, just before
m dni ght last night."

"Who dreamed up this schene of having the false marconi man in
ki ngston drill through fromthe wireless office to the cold-air trunking
in cerdan's room bel ow and buttoning the earphones permanently into the
wireless officer's receiving circuit? cerdan, your old man, or you?"

"My father.”

"And the trojan horse idea. Your father also?"

"He is a brilliant man. Now | know why you were not curious. You
knew. "

"It wasn't hard to guess," | said wearily. "Not, that is, when

it was too late. Al our troubles really started in carracio. And
we | oaded those huge crates in caracio. Now I know why the stevedores
were so terrified when one of the crates alnost slipped fromits slings.
Now | know why your old man was so dammed anxi ous to inspect the hold
not to pay his respects to the dead nen in their coffins, but to see how
his nmen were placed for smashing their way out of the crates. And then
they broke out last night and forced the battens of the hatch. How many
men in a crate, carreras?"

"Twenty. Rather unconfortably jamed, poor fellows. | think they
had a rough twenty-four hours."

"Twenty. Two crates. W |oaded four of those. What's in the
ot her crates?"

"Machi nery, nr. carter, just machinery."

"One thing | amreally curious about."

"Yes?"

"What's behind all this nurderous business? kidnap? ranson?"

"I amnot at liberty to discuss those things with you." he
grinned. "At l|least, not yet. You renaining here, niss beresford, or do
you wish ne to escort you up to your parents in the draw ng roon®"

"Pl ease | eave the young lady," marston said. "l want her

to help me keep a twenty-four-hour watch on captain bullen. He
m ght have a rel apse at any nonent."

"As you wish." he bowed to susan beresford. "Good night, all.’

the door closed. Susan beresford said, "so that's how they cane
aboard. Howin the world did you know?"

"How in the world did I know? you didn't think they had forty nmen
hi dden up inside the funnel, did you? once we knew it was careras and
cerdan, it was obvious. They cane aboard at carracio. So did those
huge crates. Two and two, miss beresford, have never failed to add up
to four." she flushed and gave ne a very ol d-fashi oned | ook, but I
ignored it and went on: "you both see what this means, don't you?"

"Let himtell us, doctor," mss beresford said acidly. "He's just



dying to tell us."

"It neans that there's sonmething very, very big behind it all,” |
said slowy. "All cargoes, except those in free ports and under certain
transshi pnment conditions, which don't apply here, have to be inspected
by custons. Those crates passed the carraci o custons-which nmeans that
the custons know what's inside. Probably explains, too, why our
carraci o agent was so nervous. But the custons let it pass. Wy?
because they had orders to let those crates pass. And who gave them the
orders? their government. And who gave the governnent its orders? who

but the generalissino? after all, he is the government. The
generalissino,” | went on thoughtfully, "is directly behind all this.
And we know he's desperate for noney. I wonder, | wonder?"

"You wonder what?" narston asked.

"I don't really know. Tell me, doctor, have you the facilities for
maki ng tea or coffee here?"

"Never yet seen a dispensary that hadn't, my boy."

"What an excellent ideal!" susan beresford junped to her feet.
"I"d love a cup of tea."

"Coffee."

"Tea. "

"Coffee. Hunobur a sick man. This should be quite an experience
for mss beresford. Mking her own coffee, | nean. You fill the
percolator with water

"Pl ease stop there." she crossed to ny bedside and | ooked down at
me, her face without expression, her eyes very steady. "You have a
short memory, nr. carter. | told you the night before last that | was
sorry very sorry. Renenber?"

"I remenber,"” | acknow edged. "Sorry, mss beresford."

"Susan."” she smiled. "If you want your coffee, that is."

"Bl ackmai | . "

"Ch, for heaven's sake, call her 'susan' if she wants," dr.
Marston interrupted irritably. "What's the harn?"

"Doctor's orders," | said resignedly. "OKk. Susan, bring the
patient his coffee." the circunstances were hardly normal: | could get
back to calling her m ss beresford later on

five m nutes passed, then she brought the coffee. | |ooked the
tray and said, "what? only three cups? there should

e four."

" Four ?"

"Four. Three for us and one for our friend outside."

"Qur friend you nean the guard?"

"Who el se?"

"Have you gone mad, nr. carter?"

"Fair's fair," marston murnured. "'john' to you." she |ooked
coldly at him glared at ne, and said icily, 'have you gone mad? why
should I bring that thug coffee. '11 do nothing

"Qur chief officer always has a reason for his actions,” Mrston
said in sharp and surprising support. "Please do as he asks."

she poured a cup of coffee, took it through the outside door, and
was back in a few seconds.

"He took it?" | asked.

"Didn't he just. Seens he's had nothing except a little water to
drink in the past day or so."

"I can believe it. | should inmagine that they weren't too well
equi pped in the catering line in those crates.” | took the cup of
coffee she offered ne, drained it, and set it down. It tasted just the
way coffee ought to taste.



"How was it?" susan asked.
"Perfect. Any suggestion | made that you didn't even know how to
boil water | withdraw unreservedly."

she and marston | ooked at each other and then nmarston said, "no
nore thinking or worrying to do to-night, john?"

"Nary a bit. Al | want is a good night's sleep."

"And that's why | put a pretty powerful sedative in your coffee."
he | ooked at ne consideringly. "Coffee has a remarkable quality of
di sgui sing other flavours, hasn't it?"

I knew what he nmeant and he knew | knew what he neant.

| said, "dr. Marston, | do believe |I have been guilty of
underestimating you very considerably."

"I believe you have, john," he said jovially. "I believe you have

i ndeed. "

| becane drowsily aware that ny left leg was hurting, not badly,
but badly enough to wake ne up. Sonmeone was pulling it, giving it a
strong, steady tug every few seconds, letting go, then tugging it again.
And he kept on talking all the time he was doing it. | w shed that that
soneone, whoever he was, would give it up. The tugging and the talking
Didn't he know | was a sick man?

| opened ny eyes. The first thing I saw was the clock on the
opposite bul khead. Ten o'clock. Ten o'clock in the norning, for broad
daylight was coming in through uncurtained w ndows. Dr. Marston had
been right about the sedative; "powerful" was hardly the word for it.

soneone was tal king, sure enough; old bullen was babbling away
i ncoherently in a drugged and troubled sleep, but there was no one
tugging at my leg. It was the traction weight suspended fromthe
ceiling that was doing the tugging. The canpari, in spite of her
stabilisers, was rolling through a ten to-fifteen-degree arc, which
nmeant that there nust be a pretty heavy and steep beam sea or swell

runni ng. \Wienever the ship cane to the end of a roll, the suspended
pul l ey, reaching the limt of its pendulum swing, would give a
pronounced jerk, a few seconds later another jerk. Now that | was fully
awake, it was nore painful than | had at first thought. Even if | had
had a genuinely fractured fenur, that sort of thing wouldn't be doing ne
any good at all. | looked round to see dr. Marston and to ask himto
renove it.

but the first person who caught nmy eye was not dr. Marston but
m guel carreras. He was standing near the top of ny bed; nmaybe he had
been shaking me awake. He was new y shaven, |ooked fresh and rested
had his neatly bandaged right hand in a sling, and carried some charts
under his arm He gave ne a slight smle.

"Good nmorning, mr. carter. How do you feel now?" | ignored him
Susan beresford was sitting at the doctor's desk. She |ooked pretty
tired to me and there were dark smudges under the green eyes. | said,
"susan, where's doc marston?"

"Susan?" carreras nurnured. "How swiftly contiguity breeds
famliarity."

| ignored him again. Susan said, "in the dispensary, asleep. He's
been up nost of the night."

"Wake him will you? tell himl want this damed weight off. It's

tearing nmy leg in two."

she went into the dispensary and carreras said, "your attention
nr. carter, if you please.”

"When | get that weight off,” | said surlily. "Not before.™ dr.
Mar st on appeared, rubbing the sleep from his eyes, and started to renpve
the weight w thout a word.



"Captain bullen and the bo' sun?" | asked. "How are they?"

"The captain's holding his owiust.” the old boy |ooked tired and
sounded tired. "The bo'sun's recovering fast. Both of them canme to
early this norning; | gave them sedatives. The |onger they sleep, the
better."

I nodded, waited till he had lifted ne to a sitting position and
adjusted nmy leg, then said curtly, "what do you want, carteras?"

he unrolled a chart and spread it over ny knees. "A little
navi gati onal assistance cross-checking, shall we call it? you wll
co- oper at e?"

"I"lIl cooperate.”

"VWhat ?" susan beresford crossed fromthe desk and stared down at
me. "You you're going to help this man?"

"You heard nme, didn't you? what do you want nme to be a hero?"
nodded at nmy leg. "Look where being heroic's got ne."

"I wouldn't have believed it!" patches of colour flared in the
pal e cheeks. "You. Going to help this-this nonster, this nurderer.”

"If I don't,” | said wearily, "he'll like as not start on you
Maybe break a linger at a time or yank out a tooth at a tine with dr.
Marston's forceps-and w thout anaesthetic. |'mnot saying he'd |ike
doing it, but he'd do it."

"I"'mnot afraid of nmr. carreras," she said defiantly. But she was
pal er than ever.

"Then it's tinme you were," | said curtly. "Well, carreras?"

"You have sailed the north atlantic, nr. carter? between europe
and anerica, | nean?"

"Many times."

"CGood." he jabbed at the chart. "A vessel |eaving the clyde and
sailing for norfolk, virginia. I wish you to sketch the course it would
take. Any reference books you wish | can have fetched."

"I don't require any." | took his pencil. "North's about round

ireland, so, a slightly flattened great circle route along the westbound
sunmer |l ane, so, to this point well southeast of newfoundl and. The
northward curve | ooks strange, but that's only because of the projection
of the chart: it is the shortest route.”

"l believe you. And then?"

"Shortly after that the course diverges fromthe min westbound new
york lane, approximately here, and cones into norfolk nmore or |ess from
the east-northeast.” | twisted nmy head round to try to see out of the
surgery door. "What's all that racket? where's it comng fron? sounds
like riveting guns or pneumatic chisels to ne."

"Later, later," he said irritably. He unrolled another chart and
the irritation vanished from his face. "Spl endid, carter, splendid.

Your track coincides alnost exactly with the information | have here.”

"Why the hell did you ask ne-"

"l doubl e-check everything, nr. carter. This vessel, now,

is due to arrive at norfolk at exactly ten o'clock at night, on
saturday, in two days' tine. Not earlier, not later: exactly ten

o'clock. If | wish to neet that vessel at dawn that day, where would
the interception point be?"
| kept ny questions to nyself. "Dawn, in that latitude, at this

time, is five o' clock, give or take a few mnutes. Wat speed does this
vessel do?"

"Of course. Foolish of nme. Ten knots."

"Ten knots. Seventeen hours. One hundred and seventy nautica
mles. The interception point would be here.™

"Exactly." he'd consulted his own chart again. "Exactly. Most



gratifying.” he looked at a slip of paper in his hand. "Qur present
position is 26.52 north, 76.33 west, near enough, anyway. How | ong
would it take us to get to this interception point?"

"What is that hammering outside?" | denmanded. "Wat devilry are
you up to now, carreras?"

"Answer my question!" he said sharply.

he held all the cards. | said: "what's our speed just now?"

"Fourteen knots."

"Forty-three hours,"” | said after a mnute. "Just under."

"Forty-three hours,” he said slowy. "It's now ten a.m  Thursday
and | have to rendezvous at five a.m On saturday. M god, that is
only forty-three hours.” the first shadow of worry crossed his face
"What is the maxi num speed of the canpari?"

"Ei ghteen knots." | caught a glinpse of susan's face. She was
fast losing all her illusions about chief officer carter.

"Ah! eighteen?" his face cleared. "And at eighteen knots?"

"At eighteen knots you'll probably tear the stabilisers off and
break up the canpari,” | told him

he didn't like that. He said, "what do you nean?"

"I nmean you've got trouble comng, carreras. Big trouble.™

I | ooked at the window "I can't see that sea, but | can feel it.
An abnormally long deep swell. Ask any fisherman in the bahanas what
that neans at this time of the year and he'll tell you. It can nean
only one thing, carrerastropical storm pretty certainly a hurricane
The swell is coming fromthe east, and that's where the heart of the
stormlies. Mybe a couple of hundred miles away yet, but it's there
And the swell's getting worse. Have you noticed? it's getting worse
because the classic path of a hurricane in these parts is west
northwest, at a speed of ten to fifteen nmles an hour. And we're
headi ng north by east. In other words, tee hurricane and the canpari
are on a collision course. you started listening to sonme weat her
reports, carreras."

"How long will it take at ei ghteen knots?" he pressed
"Thirty-three hours. About. |n good weather."

"And the course?"

I laid it off and | ooked at him "The same as you have on that
chart, undoubtably."

"It is. Wat wave length for weather reports?”

"No wave length," | said drily. "If there's a hurricane nmoving in
westwards from the atlantic, every commercial station on the eastern
seaboard will be broadcasting practically nothing else."

he noved across to narston's phone, spoke to the bridge, gave
i nstructions for maxi mum speed and for listening in to weather reports

When he'd finished, | said, "eighteen knots? well, | warned you."
"I must have as nuch tine as possible in hand.” he |ooked down at
bul  en who was still ranbling on incoherently in his sleep. "Wat would

our captain do in those circunstances?”

"Turn and run in any direction except north. W have our
passengers to think of. They don't like getting seasick."'

"They're going to be very seasick, i'mafraid. But all in a good
cause. "

"Yes," | said slowy. | knew now the source of the hanmering on
deck. "A good cause. For a patriot such as yourself, carreras, what
better cause could there be? the generalissim's coffers are enpty.
Not a soul in sight and his reginme is tottering. Only one thing can
save the sick man of the caribbean-a transfusion. A transfusion of
gold. This ship that we're going to intercept, carreras-how many



mllions in gold bullion is she carrying?" marston was back in the
surgery now, and he and susan | ooked at ne, then at each other, and you
could see their nutual diagnosis: delayed shock had nade ne |ightheaded

Carreras, | could see, wasn't thinking anything of the kind: his face,
like his body, had gone very still. "You have access to sources of
information of which | am conpletely unaware." his voice was hardly
nore than a whisper. "Wat sources, carter? quickly!"

"There are no sources, carreras." | grinned at him "Should there
be?"

"No one plays cat-and-nouse with me.” he was still very quiet.
"The sources, carter?"

"Here." | tapped ny head. "Only here. This source.” he regarded
me for some seconds in cold silence, then nodded fractionally. "I knew

it the first tine | saw you. There is a-a quality about you. A
chanpi on boxer |ooks a chanpi on boxer even in repose. A dangerous nan
cannot | ook anything el se but dangerous, even in the nost donestic
situations, the nost harm ess surroundings. You have that quality. |
have trained nyself to recognise such things."

"Hear that?" | said to susan. "You never even suspected

it, hey? thought I was just like everybody else, didn't you?"

"You are even nore astute than | thought, nr. carter,"” carteras
mur nur ed.

"If adding two and two to nake an obvious four is what you call

bei ng astute, then, sure, i'mastute. M god, if | were astute,
woul dn't be lying here now with a shattered leg." an occasiona
rem nder of nmny hel pl essness would do no harm  "The generalissino
needi ng cash-i should have worked it out |ong ago."

"Yes?"

"Yes. Shall 1| tell you why brownell, our radio officer, was
killed?"

"I should be interested."

"Because you had intercepted a nessage from the harrisons and
curtises, the two famlies recalled by cable from kingston. This
nessage said that the cables had been a hoax, and if we knew it had been
a hoax we would have started |ooking very closely at nessrs. Carteras
and cerdan, the people who had taken their places. The point is that
the cables they had received cane through your capital city, carreras,
whi ch argues post office connivance and, by inference, government
knowl edge. The governnent owns the post office.

"Secondly, there is a long waiting list in your country for berths
on the canpari; you were near the bottom but were nysteriously junped to
the top. You said you were the only people who could take i mediate
advantage of the two suddenly vacant suites. Poppycock. Sonebody in
authority-in great authority-said, 'carteras and cerdan go to the top.'
and no one squawked. | wonder why?

"Thirdly, although there is a waiting list, none of the people on
it are your nationals, carreras. They are not permtted to travel on
forei gn-owned vessels-and, in addition, find thenselves imediately in
prison if caught in possession of foreign currency. But you were
permitted to travel-and you paid in u.s. Dollars. You're still with
me?"

he nodded. "W had to take the chance of paying in dollars."

"Further, the custons closed their eyes to those crates with your
nmen aboard-and those crates with the cannons. That shown”

"Cannons?" marston interrupted. He was |ooking alnost conpletely
dazed. " Cannons?"

"The noi se you can hear outside," carreras said equably. "M.



carter will explain by and by. I wish,”™ he went on, alnmpst with regret
"that we were on the sane side of the fence. You woul d have nade an

i nconparabl e |ieutenant, nr. carter. You coul d have nanmed your own
price."

"That's just about what nr. beresford said to ne yesterday,"

| agreed. "Everybody's offering nme jobs these days. The tining of

the offers could have been inproved."

"Do you nmean to tell me," susan said, "that daddy offered

"Don't panic," | said. "He changed his mnd. So, carreras, there
we have it. Governnent connivance on all sides. And what does the
government want? noney. Conpletely desperate. Paid three hundred and

fifty mllion dollars to iron curtain countries in the past year or two
for arns. Trouble was, the generalissino never had three hundred and
fifty million dollars in the first place. Now nobody will buy his

sugar, trade's practically nonexistent, so how does an honest nan raise
noney? easy. He steals it."

"Insulting personal renmarks we can dispense with."

"Suit yourself. Maybe arnmed robbery and piracy on the high seas
sounds nore noral than stealing. | wouldn't know.  Anyway, what does he
steal ? bonds, stocks, shares, convertible drafts, currency? not on
your life. He only wants sonething that can never be traced back to
hi mand the only stuff he can get in sufficient quantity is gold. Your
| eader, nr. carreras," | finished thoughtfully, "nust have a very
extensive spy network both in britain and anctrica."

"If one is prepared to lay out sufficient capital on an affair such
as this," he said indifferently, "a large spy systemis unnecessary. |
even have the conplete |oading plans of the bullion vessel in ny cabin.
Most nen have their price, nr. carter.”

"l wish soneone would try ne sonmeday,"” | said. "Well, there you
are. The anerican governnent has nmade no secret recently of its great
success in recovering a large proportion of its gold reserves which went
to europe in the past few years. That bullion has to be transported-and
part of it, i'll bet ny boots, is in this ship we're intercepting. The
fact that it is not due to arrive in norfolk until after dark is
interesting enough in itself; what is even nore interesting is that
norfolk, in this case, alnost certainly means the hanpton roads naval
operating base where the ship can be unloaded with maxi mnum security.

And norfolk, | would say, is the point that offers the shortest overl and
route to fort knox, where the gold will eventually be stored. How nuch
gold, carreras?"

"One hundred and fifty mllion dollars,"” he said calmy. "You have
m ssed very little. And nothing of inportance.”

one hundred and fifty million dollars. | nmentally examned this

sum from several different angles, but there didn't seem to be any
coment to neet the case, so | asked, "why did you pick on the canpari?"

"I thought you would have guessed that one too. In point

of fact we had three other ships under active consideration as
well, all ships on the new york-caribbean run. W have been studying
the novenents of all four ships for sonme tinme. Yours suited best.”

"You cut things pretty fine, didn't you? if we had been a couple
of days late in arriving in carracio-"

"There has been a naval vessel, a frigate, standing by and ready to

intercept you on a peaceful pretext ever since you left savannah. | was
aboard. But it wasn't necessary." so that explained the vessel we had

seen on our radar screens at night after |eaving savannah: not an

aneri can warship, as we had thought, but the generalissinp's. "This way

was nmuch easier, nuch nore satisfactory."



"And, of course,” | said, "you couldn't have used the frigate for
this job. Hasn't the cruising range. Hopeless in bad weather. No
derricks for heavy trans-shipnent |ifts. And conspicuous, far too
conspi cuous. But the canpari-who's going to niss the canpari if she's
only a fewdays late in arriving at a destination. Only the head office
and

"The head office is being taken care of," carreras said. "You
don't think we overlooked the obvious, do you? our own transmtter was
brought aboard and is already in circnit. A stream of perfectly
sati sfactory nessages are going out, | assure you."

"So you fixed that. And the canpari has the speed to overtake nost
cargo ships; it's a good |arge sea boat for practically any weather, has
first-class radar for picking up other vessels and junbo derricks for
heavy lifts." | paused and | ooked at him "W even have reinforced
decks for gun platforms both forward and on the poop. Mst british
vessel s have had those installed as a matter of course when buil ding
But | warn you that they have to be strengthened from bel ow with angle
irons, a couple of days' job in itself. Wthout them anything nore
than a three-inch will buckle and twi st the plates beyond repair after
even only a couple of shots.™

"A couple of shots will be all that we require.” | thought about
that last remark. A couple of shots. It didn't make any kind of sense
at all. Wiat was carreras up to?

"What on earth are you both tal king about?" susan asked wearily.
"Rei nforced steel decks, angle irons-what is it all about?"

"Conme with me, miss beresford, and | shall take pleasure

in showing you personally what | nean." carreras sniled
"Besides, i'm sure your good parents are becom ng very anxious about
you. I shall see you later, nmr. carter. Cone, mss beresford.”

she |l ooked at himin doubtful hesitation. | said, "you mght as
wel |l go, susan. You never know what luck you'll have. One good shove

when he's near the rail and off-balance. Just pick your tine."

"Your angl o-saxon hunour becones rather wearisone," carreras said
thinly. "One hopes that you will be able to preserve it intact in the
days to cone."

he left on this snitably sinister note, and marston | ooked

at me, specul ation taking the place of puzzlenent in his eyes.

"Did carreras nean what | thought he neant?"

"He did. That's the hammering you've been hearing, the pneumatic
drills. There are prepared bolt holes in the reinforced sections on the
poop and foredeck to accept the base plates of several different sizes
of british guns. Carreras' guns probably cone from the other side of
the iron curtain and he has to drill new holes."

"He he's actually going to fit naval guns."

"He had themin a couple of those crates. Al npbst certainly
stripped down into sections, ready for quick assenbly. Don't have to be
anything very big an't be; it's a dockyard job to fit anything of any
size. But it will be big enough to stop this ship."

"I don't believe it!" nmarston protested. "Holdup on the high
seas? piracy in this day and age? it's ridiculous! it's inmpossiblel™

"You tell that to carreras. He hasn't a nmonent's doubt but that
it's very, very possible. Neither have i. Can you tell nme what's going

to stop hink"

"But we've got to stop him john. W nust stop him"

n \le?ll

"Good god! why? let a man like that get away with heaven only
knows how many mllion pounds.



"I's that what you're worried about ?"

"Of course,” marston snapped. "So would anyone be."
"You're right, of course, doctor,” | agreed. "I'mnot at my best
to-day." what | could have said was that if he thought about it a bit

nore, he woul d becone ten times as worried as he was, and not about the
nmoney. About half as worried as | was. And | was worried to death and
frightened, badly frightened. Carreras was clever, all right, but
perhaps a shade |less so than he imagined. He made the mnistake of
letting hinmself get too involved in conversation, and when a nan gets
too involved and has anything to hide, he makes the further m stake of
either talking too nmuch of not tal king enough. Carreras had made the
m stake on both counts. But why should he worry about whether he tal ked
too much or not? he couldn't |ose. Not now

breakfast canme. | didn't feel nuch like eating, but | ate all the
sane. | had lost far too nuch blood, and whatever little strength
could recover | was going to need that night. | felt even less like
sl eep, but for all that | asked nmarston for a sedative and he gave it to
me. | was going to need all the sleep | could get, too; | wouldn't get
much that com ng night.

the last sensation | recalled as | dozed off was in ny nouth, a
gqueer unnatural dryness that usually cones with overnmastering fear. But

it wasn't fear, | told nyself. It wasn't really fear. Just the effect
of the sleeping draught. That's what | told nyself
chapter 8

[thursday 4 p.m-10 p.m]

it was late afternoon when | awoke, round four o'clock: still a
good four hours short of sunset, but already the surgery lights were on
and the sky outside dark, alnmost, as night. Driving, slanting rain was

sheeting down torrentially from the black |owering clouds, and even
t hrough cl osed doors and wi ndows | could hear the high, thin sound, part
whi ne, part whistle, of a gale-force wind howing through the struts and
standi ng rigging.

the canpari was taking a hamering. She was still going fast, far
far too fast for the weather conditions, and was snashing her way
t hrough high, heavy rolling seas bearing down on her starboard bow.
That they weren't nountai nous waves, or waves of even an unusual size
for a tropical storm | was quite sure; it was the fact that the canpari
was battering her way at high speed through quartering seas that seened
to be alnost tearing her apart. She was corkscrewi ng viciously, a
novenent that applies the maxi num possible strain to a ship's hull.
Wth netronomic regularity the conpari was crashing, starboard bow
first, into a rising sea, lifting bows and rolling over to port as she
clinmbed up the wave, hesitating, then pitching violently forward and
rolling over to starboard as she slid down the far shoul der of the
vani shing wave to thud with a teeth-rattling, jolting violence into the
shoul der of the next sea, a shaking, shuddering collision that nade the
canpari vibrate for seconds on end in every plate and rivet throughout
her entire length. No doubt but that the clyde yard that had built her
had built her well, but they wouldn't have constructed her on the
assunption that she was going to fall into the hands of nmaniacs. Even
steel can come apart.

"Dr. Marston," | said, "try to get carreras on that phone."

"Hel | o, awake?" he shook his head. "I've been on to him nyself,
an hour ago. He's on the bridge and he says he's going to stay there
all night, if need be. And he won't reduce speed any further: he's
taken her down to fifteen knots al ready, he says."”

"The man's nmad. Thank god for the stabilisers. |If it weren't for



them we'd be turning sonmersaults.”

"Can they stand up to this sort of thing indefinitely?"

"I should think it highly unlikely. The captain and bo'sun how are
t hey?"

"The captain's still asleep, still delirious, but breathing easier.
Qur friend nr. nmacdonal d you can ask for yourself."

| twisted in ny bed. The bo' sun was indeed awake, grinning

at nme. Marston said, "seeing you re both awake, do you nmind if |

have a kip down in the dispensary for an hour? | could do with it." he
| ooked as if he could, too, pale and exhausted. "We'Il call you if
anything goes wong." | watched him go, then said to nacdonald, "you
i ke your sleep, don't you?"

"Just naturally idle, nr. carter.” he smled. "I was wanting

to get up, but the doctor wasn't keen."

"Surprised? you know your kneecap is smashed and it'll be weeks
bef ore you can wal k properly again." he'd never wal k properly again.

"Aye, it's inconvenient. Dr. Marston has been talking to me about
this fellow carreras and his plans. The nan's daft."
"He's all that. But daft or not, what's to stop hin®"

"The weat her, perhaps. It's pretty nasty outside."

"The weather won't stop him He's got one of those fanatic
one-track minds. But | might have a small try at it nyself."

"“You?" rmacdonald had raised his voice, now |lowered it

to a nurnur. "You! wth a smashed thighbone. How in the

"I't's not broken." | told himof the deception. "I think I can

get around on it if | don't have too nuch clinbing to do."

"I see. And the plan, sir?"

I told him He thought nme as daft as carreras. He did his best to
di ssuade ne, finally accepted the inevitable, and had his own
suggestions to nake. W were still discussing it in |ow voices when the
si ck-bay door opened and a guard showed susan beresford in, closed the
door, and left.

"Where have you been all day?" | said accusingly. "l saw the
guns." she was pale and tired and seened to have forgotten that she had
been angry with me for cooperating with carreras. "He's got a big one

mounted on the poop and a snaller one on the focsle. Covered wth
tarpaulins now The rest of the day | spent with mummy and daddy and
the others.”

"And how are our passengers?" | enquired. "Hopping nad

at being shanghaied, or do they regard it as yet another of the
attractions of the canpari-a splendid adventure thrown in at no extra
charge that they can talk about to the end of their days? i'm sure npst
of them nust be pretty relieved that carreras is not holding themall to
ransom'

"Mpst of them are not caring one way or another," she said

"They're so seasick they couldn't care if they lived or died. | feel a
bit the sane way nyself, | can tell you."

"You'll get used to it," | said callously. "You'll all get used to
it. | want you to do sonething for ne."

"Yes, john." the dutiful murmur in the voice which was really

tiredness, the use of the first name had nme gl ancing sharply across at
the bo' sun, but he was busy exam ning a part of the deckhead that was
conpl etely devoid of anything to examne. "Get permission to go to your
cabin. Say you're going for blankets, that you felt too cold here I|ast
night. Your father's dinner suit-slip it between the blankets. Not the
tropi cal one, the dark one. For heaven's sake, see you're not observed
Have you any dark-col oured dresses?"



"Dark-col oured dresses?" she frowned. "Wy "for pete's sake!" |

said in |ow voiced exasperation. | could hear the murnmur of voices
outside. "Answer nme!"

"A black cocktail dress.. "Bring it also."

she |l ooked at ne steadily. "Wuld you mind telling ne

the door opened and tony carreras canme in, balancing easily on the
swayi ng, dipping deck. He carried a rain-spattered chart under his arm

"Evening, all." he spoke cheerfully enough, but for all that he
| ooked rather pale. "Carter, a small job fromny father. Course
positions of the fort ticonderoga at eight a.m, noon, and four p.m
To-day. Plot them and see if the conderoga is on its predicted course.”

"Fort ticonderoga being the name of the ship we have to intercept?”

"What el se?"

"But-but the positions," | said stupidly. "The course positions
of -how the devil do you know? don't tell me the ticonderoga is actually
sendi ng you her positions? are the are the radio operators on that
shi p?"

"My father thinks of everything," tony carreras said calmy
"Literally everything. | told you he was a brilliant man. You know
we're going to ask the ticonderoga to stand and deliver. Do you think
we want it sending out soss when we fire a warning shot across its bows?
the ticonderoga's own radio officers had a slight accident before the
ship left england and had to be replaced by ah -nore suitable nmen."

"A slight accident?" susan said slowy. Wat with seasickness and
emotion, her face was the colour of paper, but she wasn't scared of

carreras any, that | could see. "What kind of accident?"

"A kind that can so easily happen to any of us, mss beresford.”
tony carreras was still smling, but sonmehow he no |onger | ooked
charm ng and boyi sh. I couldn't really see any expression on the face
at all; all | could see were the curiously flattened eyes. More than

ever | was sure that there was something wong with young carreras'
eyes, and nore than ever | was sure that the wongness lay not in the
eyes al one but was synptomatic and indicative of a wongness that |ay
much deeper than the eyes. "Nothing serious, | assure you." meaning
that they hadn't been killed nore than once. "One of the replacenents
is not only a radionman but an expert navigator. W saw no reason why we
shoul d not take advantage of this fact to keep us infornmed as to the
exact position of the ticonderoga. Every hour, on the hour.™
"Your father |eaves nothing to chance," | admitted. "Except that
he seens to be depending on ne as the expert navigator on this ship."
"He didn't knowwe weren't to knowthat all the other deck officers
on the canpari were going to be-ah-so foolish. W-both ny father and

i-dislike killing of any kind." again the unmni stakable ring of
sincerity, but | was beginning to wonder if the bell hadn't a crack in
it. "My father is also a conpetent navigator, but unfortunately he has

his hands very full at the nonent. He happens to be the only
pr of essi onal seaman we have."

"Your other nen aren't?"

"Alas, no. But they are perfectly adequate to the task of seeing
that professional seanen-your nmen-do their duties as they should.” this
was cheering news. If carreras persisted in pushing the canpari through
the stormat this rate, practically everyone who wasn't a professiona
seaman was going to be feeling very ill indeed. That might help to ease
my night's |abours.

| said, "what's going to happen to us after you've hijacked this
dammed bul I'i on?"

"Dunp you all on the ticonderoga," he said lazily. "Wat else?"



"Yes?" | sneered. "So that we can straight away notify every ship
that the canpari had

"Notify whoever you like," he said placidly. "Think we're crazy?
we' re abandoning the canpari the sanme norning: another vessel is already
standing by. Mguel carreras does think of everything."

| said nothing and turned ny attention to the charts while susan
made her request to be allowed to bring blankets. He smilingly said he
woul d acconpany her and they left together. Wen they returned in five
mnutes time | had entered the course positions on the chart and found
that the fort ticonderoga was really on course. | handed the chart to
carreras with that information; he thanked me and left.

di nner canme at eight o' clock. It wasn't nmuch of a neal as canpari
di nners went; antoine was never at his best when the el ements were
against him but it was fair enough for all that. Susan ate nothing. |
suspected that she had been sick nore than once but had nade no nention
of it; mllionaire' s daughter or not, she was no crybaby and had no
self-pity, which was only what | would have expected from the daughter
of the beresfords. | wasn't hungry nyself. There was a knot in ny
stomach that had nothing to do with the notion of the canpari, but again
on the principle that I was going to need all the strength I could find
I made a good neal. Macdonald ate as if he hadn't seen food for a week.
Bullen still slept under sedation, restless against the securing straps
that held himto his bed, breathing still distressed, nunbling away
continuously to hinself.

at nine o' clock marston said, "tinme now for coffee, john?"

"Time for coffee,” | agreed. Marston's hands, | noticed, weren't
quite steady. After too many years of consuming the better part of a
bottle of rum every night, his nerves weren't in any too fit a condition
for this sort of thing. Susan brought in five cups of coffee, one at a
time the wild pitching of the canpari, the jarring, jolting shocks as we
crashed down into the troughs, nmade the carrying of nore than one at a
time inpossible. One for herself, one for nmacdonald, one for narston,
one for ne-and one for the sentry, the sane youngster as had been on
guard the previous night. For the four of us, sugar; for the sentry, a
spoonful of white powder from marston's dispensary. Susan took his cup
out si de.

"How s our friend?" | asked when she returned. "Al npbst as green
as | am" she tried to smle, but it didn't cone off. "Seenmed glad to
get it."

"Where is he?"

"In the passage. Sitting on the floor, jamed in a corner, gun
across his knees."

"How | ong before that stuff acts, doctor?"

"I'f he drinks it all straight away, maybe twenty mi nutes

and don't ask me how long the effects will last. People vary so
much that i've no idea. Maybe half an hour, maybe three hours. You can
never be certain with those things."

"You' ve done all you can. Except the last thing. Take off those

out si de bandages and those damed splints, will you?"

he | ooked nervously at the door. "If soneone cones "we've been
through all that," | said inpatiently. "Even by taking a chance and
losing, we'll be no worse off than we were before. Take them off."

marston fetched a chair to give hinself steadier support, sat down,
eased the point of his scissors under the bandages holding the splints
in place and sliced through themwith half a dozen swift, clean cuts.
The bandages fell away; the splints cane | oose, and then the door
opened. Half a dozen long strides and tony carreras was by my bedside



staring down thoughtfully. He | ooked even paler than the last tinme i'd
seen him

"The good healer on the night shift, eh? having a little patient
troubl e, doctor?"

"Trouble?" | said hoarsely. 1'd ny eyes screwed half shut, lips
conpressed, fists lying on the coverlet tightly clenched. Carter in
agony. | hoped | wasn't overdoing it. "Is your father nad, carreras?"

I closed ny eyes conpletely and stifled-nearly-a nmoan as the canpari
lurched forward and down into an abnormally deep trough with a
shuddering, jarring inmpact that all but threw carreras off his feet.
Even through closed doors, even above the eldritch how of the wind and
the lash of the gale-driven rain, the sound of the inpact was |ike
gunfire and not distant gunfire at that. "Does he want to kill us all?
why in god's nane can't he sl ow down?"

"M. carter is in very great pain," doc marston said quietly.
What ever his faults as a doctor, he was fast at catching on, and when
you | ooked into those steady, w se blue eyes beneath the magnificent

mane of white hair, it was inpossible not to believe him "Agony would
be a better word. He has, as you know, a compound fracture of the
femur.” with delicate fingers he touched the bl oodstai ned bandages that
had been concealed by the splints so that carreras could see just how
conpound it was. "Every tine the ship noves violently the broken ends
of the bone grind together. You can inmagine what it's |like no, | doubt
if you can. | amtrying to rearrange and tighten the splints so as to
imMmobilise the leg conpletely. Difficult job for one man in those
conditions. Care to give ne a hand?" in one second flat | revised ny

estimate of marston's shrewdness. No doubt he's just been trying to
allay any suspicions that carreras mght have had, but he couldn't have
t hought up a worse way. Not, that is, if carreras offered his help, for
the chances were that if he did delay to help he'd find the sentry
snoring in the passageway outsi de when be |eft.

"Sorry." beethoven hinmself never sounded half as sweet as the
nmusi ¢ of that single word fromcarreras. "Can't wait. Captain carreras
meki ng his rounds and all that. That's what mss beresford is here for
anyway. Failing all else, just shoot himfull of norphia.” five
seconds | ater he was gone.

mar ston rai sed an eyebrow.

"Less affable than of yore, john, you would say. A shade | acking
in the synpathy he so often professes?"

"He's worried," | said. "He's also a little frightened and
per haps, heaven be praised, even nore than a little seasick. But still
very tough for all that. Susan, go and collect the sentry's cup and see
if friend carreras has really gone."

she was back in fifteen seconds. "He's gone. The coast is clear."

I swung ny legs over the side of the bed and stood up.

a monent later | had fallen heavily to the floor, ny head just
m ssing the iron foot of nacdonald's bed. Four things were responsible
for this: the sudden lurch of the deck as the canpari had fallen into a
trough, the stifiness of both legs, the seenm ng paralysis of ny |eft
leg, and the pain that had gone through ny thigh like a flame as soon as
nmy foot had touched the deck.

hands gripping the bo' sun's bed, | dragged nyself to nmy feet and
tried again. Marston had ne by the right arm and | needed all the

support | could get. | nmade it to nmy own bed and sat down heavily.
Macdonal d's face was expressionless. Susan |ooked as if she were about
to cry. For sone obscure reason that made ne feel better. I lurched to

ny feet like an opening jackknife, caught hold of the foot of my own



bed, and had another go.

it was no good. | wasn't nmade of iron. The lurching of the
canpari | could cope with and the first stiffness was slowy beginning
to disappear. Even that frightening weakness in ny left leg | could in
sone neasure ignore; | could always hop along. But that pain | couldn't
ignore. | wasn't made of iron. | have a nervous systemfor
transmitting pain, just like anyone else's, and mine was operating in

top gear at the nonment. Even the pain | believe |I could have coped
with; but every time |I set ny left foot on the deck, the shooting agony
inmnmy left thigh left me dizzy and |ightheaded, barely conscious. A few

steps on that leg and | just wouldn't be conscious at all. | supposed
vaguely it must have had sonething to do with all the blood I had |ost.
| sat down again. "Get back into bed," narston ordered. "This is

madness. You're going to have to lie on your back for at |east the next
week. "

"Good old tony carreras," | said. | was feeling a bit |ightheaded
and that's a fact. "Cever lad, tony. He'd the right idea. Your
hypodermic, doctor. Painkiller for the thigh. Shoot me full of it.

You know, the way a football player with a gamy |leg gets an injection
before the gane."

"No football player ever went out on a field with three bullet
hol es through his leg," narston said griny

"Don't do it, dr. Marston," susan said urgently. "Please don't do
it. He'll surely kill hinself."

"Bo' sun?" nmarston queri ed.

"Gve it to him sir," the bo sun said quietly. "M. carter knows
best . "

"M. carter knows best," susan mmcked furiously. She crossed to
the bo' sun and stared down at him "It's easy for you to lie there and
say he knows best. You don't have to go out there and get killed, to be
shot down or die fromthe | oss of blood."

"Not ne, miss." the bo' sun smiled up at her. "You won't catch ne
taking risks like that."

"I'"'msorry, nr. macdonald." she sat down wearily on his bedside
“I"'m so ashamed. | know that if your leg wasn't snmashed up but | ook at
him he can't even stand, far less walk. He'll kill hinself, | tell
you, kill hinmself!"

"Perhaps he will. But then he will only be anticipating by about
two days, miss beresford,” nmacdonald said quietly. "I know, nr. carter

knows. We both know that no one on the canpari has very long to live
not unl ess soneone can do sonething. You don't think, niss beresford,"
he went on heavily, "that m. carter is doing this just for the

exerci se?"

marston | ooked at nme, face slowy tightening. "You and the bo' sun
have been tal king? talking about something | know nothing about?"

"I"1l tell you when I conme back."

"If you come back.” he went to his dispensary, cane back with a
hypoderm c, and injected sone pale fluid. "Against all ny instincts
this. It'll ease the pain, no doubt about that, but it will also permt
you to overstrain your |leg and cause pernanent danage."

"Not half as permanent as being dead." | hopped across into the
di spensary, pulled old man beresford's suit out fromthe pile of folded
bl ankets susan had fetched, and dressed as quickly as ny bad |eg and the

pitching of the canpari would allow. | was just turning up the collar
and tying the lapels together with a safety pin when susan cane in. She
said, abnormally calm "it suits you very well. Jacket's a bit tight,

t hough. "



"It's a damed sight better than paradi ng about the upper deck in

the mddle of the night wearing a white uniform \here's this black
dress you spoke of ?"

"Here." she pulled it out fromthe bottom bl anket. "Thanks." |
| ooked at the label. Balenciaga. Should nake
a fair enough mask. | caught the hem of the dress between ny

hands, gl anced at her, saw the nod, and ripped, a dollar a stitch. |

tore out a rough square, folded it into a triangle, and tied it round mny

face, just below the level of nmy eyes. Another few rips, another

square, and | had a knotted cloth covering head and forehead until only

ny eyes showed. The pale glimer of ny hands | could always conceal
"Nothing is going to stop you then?" she said steadily. "I

wouldn't say that." | eased a little weight onto ny left leg, used ny
i magi nation and told nyself that it was going nunb already. "Lots of
things can stop ne. Any one of forty-two nen, all arnmed with guns and
submachi ne guns, can stop nme. |If they see ne."

she | ooked at the ruins of the balenciaga. "Tear off a piece for
me while you're at it."

"For you?" | |ooked at her. She was as pale as |I felt. "What
for?"

"I"'mcomng with you." she gestured at her clothes, the navy bl ue
sweater and slacks. "It wasn't hard to guess what you wanted daddy's
suit for. You don't think I changed into these for nothing?"

"l don't suppose so." 1 tore off another piece of cloth. "Here
you are."

"Well." she stood there with the cloth in her hand. "Well. Just

like that, eh?"
"It's what you wanted, isn't it?"
she gave nme a sl ow, ol d-fashioned up-fromunder, shook her head

and tied on the cloth. | hobbled back to the sick bay, susan follow ng.

"Where's mss beresford going?' narston demanded sharply. "Wy is
she wearing that hood?"

"She's coming with nme," | said. "So she says."

"Going with you? and you'd let her?" he was horrified. "She'l
get herself killed."

"I't's likely enough,” | agreed. Sonething, probably the
anaesthetic, was having a strange effect on ny head: | felt enornously
detached and very calm "But, as the bo' sun says, what's a couple of
days early? | need another pair of eyes, sonebody who can nove quickly
and lightly to reconnoitre, above all a lookout. Let's have one of your
torches, doctor."

"I object. | strongly protest against "get himthe torch," susan

i nterrupted.

he stared at her, hesitated, sighed, and turned away. Macdonal d
beckoned ne.

"Sorry | can't be with you, sir, but this is the next best thing."
he pressed a seaman's knife into my hand, w de hinged blade on one side
shackl e-1 ocking nmarlinespi ke on the other; the marline cane to a needle

point. "If you have to use it, hit upward with the spike, the bl ade
under your hand."
"Take your word for it any tinme." | hefted the knife, saw susan

staring at it, her eyes wide.
"You you woul d use that thing?"

"Stay behind if you like. The torch, dr. Marston." | pocketed
the flash, kept the knife in nmy hand, and passed through the surgery
door. I didn't let it swing behind nme; | knew susan would be there

the sentry, sitting wedged into a corner of the passage, was



asleep. H's automatic carbine was across his knees. It was an awful
tenptation, but I let it go. A sleeping sentry would call for a few
curses and kicks, but a sleeping sentry without his gun would start an
all -out search of the ship

it took ne two minutes to clinb up two conpani onways to the | eve
of "a" deck. N ce wide, flat conpanionways, but it took nme two ninutes.
My left leg was very stiff, very weak, and didn't react at all to
aut osuggesti on when | kept telling nyself it was getting | ess painful by
the mnute. Besides, the canpari was pitching so violently now that it
woul d have been a full-tine job for a fit person to clinb upwards
wi t hout being flung off.

pitching. The canpari was pitching, but with a now even nore
exaggerated corkscrew notion, great sheets of flying water breaking over
the bows and being hurled back against the superstructure. At sone
hundreds of miles fromthe centre of a hurricane-and | didn't need any
baroneters or weather forecasts to tell nme what was in the calling it is
the outspreading swell that indicates the direction of the centre of a
hurricane; but closer in, and we were getting far too close for confort,
it is the wind direction that |ocates the centre. W were headi ng
roughly twenty degrees east of north and the wi nd blowi ng from dead
ahead. That nmeant the hurricane was roughly to the east of us, with a
little southing, still keeping pace with us, travelling roughly
northwest, a nore northerly course than was usual, and the canpari and
the hurricane were on nore of a collision course than ever. The
strength of the wind | estimated at force eight or nine on the old
beaufort scale: that nade the centre of the stormless than a hundred

mles away. |If carreras kept on his present course at his present
speed, everybody's troubles, his as well as ours, would soon be over.

at the top of the second conpanionway | stood still for a few
nonents to steady nyself, took susan's arm for support, then lurched aft
in the direction of the drawing room twenty feet away. I'd hardly

started lurching when | stopped. Sonething was wong

even in nmy fuzzy state it didn't take long to find out what was
wrong. On a normal night at sea the canpari was like an illum nated
christmas tree; tonight every deck light was off. Another exanple of
carreras taking no chances, although this was an unnecessary and
exaggerated exanple. Sure, he didn't want anyone to see him but in a
bl ack gale like this no one could have seen hi m anyway, even had any
vessel been heading on the same course, which was hardly possible,
unless its nmaster had taken | eave of his senses. But it suited nme wel
enough. W staggered on, naking no attenpt to be silent. Wth the
shriek of the wind, the thunderous drumming of the torrential rain, and
the repeated pistol-shot explosions as the earing canpari's bows kept
smashing into the heavy rolling onbers ahead no one could have heard us
a couple of feet way.

the smashed wi ndows of the drawing room had been roughly boarded
up. Careful not to cut a jugular or put an eye out on one of the jagged
splinters of glass, | pressed ny face close to the boards and peered
t hrough one of the cracks. The curtains were drawn inside, but with the
gale whistling through the gaps between the boards, they were bl ow ng
and flapping wildly nost of the time. One minute there and i'd seen all
I wanted to see and it didn't help me at ail. The passengers were all
herded together at one end of the room npbst of them huddl ed down on
cl ose-packed mattresses, a few sitting with their backs to the bul khead.
A nore mserably seasick collection of mllionaires I had never seen in
my life: their conplexions ranged froma faintly greenish shade to a
dead-white pallor. They were suffering all right. 1In one corner | saw



sone stewards, cooks, and engineer officers, including ncllroy, wth
cunmi ngs beside him seaman's branch apart, it |ooked as if every
of f-duty man was inprisoned there with the passengers. Carreras was
econonmi sing on his guards: | could see only two of them hard-faced,
unshaven characters with a tommy gun apiece. For a nonent | had the
crazy idea of bursting in the door and rushing them but only for a
monent. Armed with only a clasp knife, and with a top speed of about
that of a fairly active tortoise, | wouldn't have got a yard

two minutes later we were outside the wireless office. No one had
chal l enged us; no one had seen us; the decks were entirely deserted. It
was a night for deserted decks.

the wireless office was in darkness. | pressed one ear to the
netal of the door, closed a had over the other ear to shut out the
clamour of the storm and listened as hard as | could. Nothing. |
pl aced a gentle hand on the knob, turned, and pushed. The door didn't
budge a fraction of an inch. | eased ny hand off that doorknob wth al
the wary caution and thistledown delicacy of a nman withdrawi ng the
koh-i noor from a basket of sleeping cobras.

"What's the matter?" susan asked. "Is

that was as far as she got before nmy hand cl osed over her nouth,
not gently. W were fifteen feet away from that door before | took ny
hand away.

"What is it? what is it?" her |ow whisper had a shake in

it; she didn't know whether to be scared or angry or both. "The
door was | ocked."

"Way shouldn't it be? why should they keep watch "the door is
| ocked by a padlock. Fromthe outside. W put a new one there
yesterday norning. |It's no longer there. Sonebody has shut the catch
on the inside.” | didn't know how rmuch of this she was getting: the
roar of the sea, the drumfire of the rain, the wind rushing in fromthe
darkness of the north and playing its high-pitched threnody in the
rigging seened to drown and snatch away the words even as | spoke them
| pulled her into what pitiful shelter was offered by a ventilator, and
her next words showed that she had indeed heard and understood nost of
what | had sai d.

"They have left a sentry? just in case anyone tried to break in?
how coul d anyone break in? we're all under guard and |ock and key."

"It's as carreras junior says-his old man never takes a chance." |
hesitated then, because | didn't know what else to say. | went on:
"i've no right to do this. But | nust. |'mdesperate. | want you to
be a stalking -hors help get that character out of there."

"What do you want nme to do?"

"Good girl." | squeezed her arm "Knock at the door. Pull that
hood off and show yourself at the window. He'll alnbst certainly swtch
on a light or flash a torch, and when he sees it's a girl-well, he'll be
astoni shed but not scared. He'll want to investigate."”

"And then you-you "that's it."

"Wth only a clasp knife." the trenor in her voice was
unm stakable. "You're very sure of yourself."

“I"'mnot sure at all. But if we don't nmake a nmove until we're

certain of success we might as well junp over the side now. Ready?"

"What are you going to do? once you get inside?" she was scared
and stalling. Not that | was happy mnyself.

"Send an sos on the distress frequency. WAarn every vessel wthin
listening range that the canpari has been seized by force and is
intending to intercept a bullion-carrying vessel at such and such a
spot. Wthin a few hours everyone in north america will know the



situation. That'll get action all right."

"Yes." a long pause. “"That'll get action. The first action it
will get is that carreras will discover that his guard is mssing -and
where had you thought of hiding hinP"

“In the atlantic."

she shivered briefly, then said obliquely, "i think perhaps
carreras knows you better than | do... The guard' s missing. They'll
know it rust be one of the crew responsible. They'll soon find out that
the only guard keeping an eye on the crew who wasn't awake all the tinme
is the boy outside the sick bay.”" she was silent for a nmonent, then
went on so softly that | could hardly hear her above the storm "i can
just see carreras ripping those bandages off your leg and finding out
that your thigh is not broken. You know what will happen then?"

"I't doesn't matter."

"It matters to ne." she said the words calmy, matter -of factly,
as if they were of no particular significance. "Another thing. You
said everybody would know the setup within a few hours. The two radio
operators carreras has planted on the ticonderoga wll know inmediately.
They will immediately radio the news back to the canpari to carreras.”

"After i'mfinished in the wireless office no one will ever

be able to send or receive on that set again."

"All right. So you'll smash it up. That itself would be enough to
| et carreras know what you've done. And you can't smash up every radio
receiver on the campari. You can't, for instance, get near the ones in
the drawing room Everybody w Il know, you say. That neans the
generalissim and his government wll know also, and then all the
stations on the island will do nothing but keep up a non-stop broadcast
of the news. Carreras is bound to hear it."

| said nothing. | thought vaguely that | nust have |ost a great
deal of blood. Her mind was working about ten times as quickly and
clearly as mne. Not that that nade her very snart.

she went on: "you and the bo'sun seem very sure that carreras won't
| et us-the passengers and crewlive. Perhaps you think it's because he
can't have any w tnesses, that whatever advantage the generalissinp
gai ned from getting this noney would be offset over and over again by
the world-wi de reaction against himif the world knew what he had done
Per haps

"Reaction!™ | said. "Reaction! he'd find the anerican and
british navies and air forces on his doorstep the followi ng norning, and
that would be the end of the generalissinb. Not even russia would raise
a hand to help him they wouldn't as nuch as rattle a rocket. O course
he can't afford to |let anyone know. He'd be finished."

“I'n fact, he couldn't even afford to |et anyone know he'd nade the
attenpt? so, as soon as carreras picks up the news of your sos, he gets
rid of all the witnesses-permanently and sheers off, transships to this
ot her vessel that's waiting and that's that."

| stood there, saying nothing. M mnind felt dull and heavy and

tired, ny body even nore so. | tried to tell nyself it was just the
drug nmarston had punped into ne, but it wasn't that; | knew it wasn't
that. The sense of defeat is the npbst powerful opiate of all. | said,
hardly knowi ng what | was saying, "well, at |least we would have saved
the gold."

"The gold!"™ vyou had to be a nillionaire's daughter before you

could put all that scorn into your voice when you nentioned the word
"gold."

"Who cares a fig for all the gold in the world? what's gold
conpared to your life and nmy life, nmy nother's and father's and the



lives of everyone on the canpari? how rmuch noney did carreras say the
fort ticonderoga was carrying?"

"You heard him A hundred and fifty nmillion dollars.”

"A hundred and fifty mllion! daddy could raise that in a week and
still have as nmuch again left."

"Lucky daddy," | nuttered. Lightheaded, that's what | was getting

"What did you say?"

"Nothing. Nothing. It all seemed such a good idea when nacdonal d

and | worked it out, susan.”
"I"'msorry." she caught ny right hand in both of hers and held it

tight. "I"'mtruly sorry, johnny."

"Where did you get this 'johnny' business fron?" | nunbl ed.

"I like it. \What's good enough for captain bullen-your hands are
like icel!" she exclained softly. "And you're shivering." gentle
fingers pushed up under ny hood. "And your forehead is burning
Running a tenperature and fever. You're not well, oh, you' re not well.
Cone on back down to the sick bay, johnny. Please."

"No. "

"Pl ease! "

"Don't nag at nme, wonman." | pushed nyself wearily off the
ventilator. "Come on."

"Where are you goi ng?" she was quickly beside nme, her armin mne
and | was glad to hang on.

"Cerdan. Qur nysterious friend nr. cerdan. Do you realise that we
know practically nothing about nr. cerdan except that he seenms to be the
one who lies back and lets the others do all the work? carreras and
cerdan they seemto be the kingpins, and maybe carreras isn't the boss
after all. But | do know this: if | could get a knife sticking into the
throat or a gun jabbing into the back of either of those nen | would
have a big card to play in this ganme."

"Conme on, johnny," she pleaded. "Cone on down bel ow. "

"All right, so i'mloopy. But it's still true. |If | could shove
either of those nen into the drawing room ahead of ne and threaten the
two guards with his death if they didn't drop their guns, | rather think
they would. Wth two machine guns and all the nen in there to help, |

could do a lot on a night like this. |'mnot crazy, susan, just
desperate, like |I said."

"You can hardly stand.” there was a note of desperation

in her voice now. "That's why you're here. To hold ne up.
Carteras is out of the question. He'll be on the bridge and that'll be
the nost heavily guarded place on the ship, because it's the nost
i mportant place." | wi nced and shrank back into a corner as a great

bl ue-white jagged streak of forked |ightning, alnost directly ahead,
flickered and stabbed through the black wall of cumulo-ninbus clouds and
the driving rain, nmomentarily illumnating every detail of the canpari's
decks in its blinding glare. The curiously flat explosive clap of

t hunder was nuffled, lost in the teeth of the gale.

"That helps," | nmuttered. "Thunder, lightning, a tropical
rainstorm and noving into the heart of a hurricane. King |ear should
have seen this little lot. He'd never have conpl ained of his blasted

heath again."

"Macbet h," she said. "That was macbeth."

"Ch hell,"” | said. She was getting as nutty as | was. | took her
arm or she took nmine, | forget which. "Cone on. W're too exposed
here.”

a mnute later we were down on "a" deck, crouched against a
bul khead. | said, "finesse will get us nowhere. |'mgoing into the



central passageway, straight into cerdan's cabin. I"l1l stick nmy hand in
nmy pocket, pretend | have a gun. Stay at the entrance to the
passageway; warn me if anyone cones."

"He's not in," she said. W were standing at the starboard forward

end of the accommopdation, just outside cerdan's sleeping cabin. "He's
not at home. There's no light on."

"The curtains will be drawn," | said inpatiently. "The ship's
fully darkened. I"lI'l bet carreras hasn't even got the navigation lights
on." we shrank agai nst the bul khead as another lightning flash reached
down from the darkened clouds, seened alnost to dance on the tip of the
canpari's mast. "l won't be long."

"Wait!" she held me with both hands. "The curtains aren't drawn.

That flash-i could see everything inside the cabin."

"You could see " for sone reason i'd |lowered ny voice alnost to a
whi sper.  "Anyone inside?"

"I couldn't see all the inside. It was just for a second." |
strai ghtened, pressed ny face hard against the w ndow, and stared
i nside. The darkness in the cabin was absol ute -absolute, that is,
until another forked finger of lightning lit up the entire upper works
of the canpari once nore. Monentarily | saw ny own hooded face and
staring eyes reflected back at me in the glass, then exclai med
involuntarily, for | had seen sonething el se again.

"What is it?" susan demanded huskily. "Wat's w ong?"

"This is wong." | fished out marston's torch, hooded it with ny
hand, and shone it downwards through the gl ass.

the bed was up against the bul khead, al nost exactly beneath the
wi ndow. Cerdan was lying on the bed, clothed and awake, his eyes
staring up as if hypnotised by the beam of the torch. Wde eyes,
staring eyes. H's white hair was not just where his white hair had
been; it had slipped back, revealing his own hair beneath. Black hair,
jet-black hair, with a startling streak of iron-grey alnpbst exactly in
the mddle. Black hair with an iron-grey streak? where had | seen
sonebody with hair like that? when had | ever heard of sonebody with
hair like that? all of a sudden | knew it was "when," not "where"; |

knew the answer. | switched off the light.

"Cerdan!" there was shock and disbelief and utter |ack of
conprehension in susan's voice. "Cerdan! bound hand and foot and tied
to his bed so that he can't nobve an inch. Cerdan! but no, no!" she
was ready to give up. "Onh, johnny, what does it all nean?"

"I know what it all means." no question now but that | knew what
it all nmeant and wi shed to heaven | didn't. 1'd only thought i'd been
afraid before, the tinme i'd only been guessing. But the time for
guessi ng was past; oh, my god, it was past. | knew the truth now, and
the truth was worse than | had ever dreaned. | fought down the rising

panic and said steadily through dry lips, "have you ever robbed a grave,
susan?"
"Have | ever

she broke off, and when her voice cane again there

were tears init. "W're both worn out, johnny. Let's get down bel ow
I want to go back to the sick bay."

"l have news for you, susan. |'mnot nmad. But i'mnot joking.
And | hope to god that grave's not enpty." | caught her armto |ead her
away, and as | did the lightning flashed again and her eyes were wld
and full of fear. | wondered what mine |ooked like to her.
chapter 9

[thursday 10 p.m -m dnight]
what with the darkness, ny bad leg, the internmittent |ightning, the
wild rearing, wave-top staggering and plunging of the canpari, and the



need to use the greatest caution all the way, it took us a good fifteen
m nutes to reach nunber four hold, far back on the afterdeck and when we
got there, pulled back the tarpaulin, |oosened a couple of battens, and
peered down into the near-stygian depths of the hold, | wasn't at al
sure that | was glad we had cone. Along with several tools i'd filched
an electric lantern fromthe bosun's store on the way there, and though
it didn't give off much of a light, it gave off enough to let ne see
that the floor of the hold was a shanbles. |1'd secured for sea after
| eaving carracio, but | hadn't secured for a near-hurricane, for the
excel l ent reason that whenever the weather was bad the canpari had
invariably run in the other direction

but now carreras had taken us in the wong direction and he either
hadn't bothered or forgotten to secure for the worseni ng weat her
condi tions. Forgotten, alnobst certainly; for nunber four hold presented
a threat, to say the least, to the lives of everybody aboard, carreras
and his nen included. At least a dozen heavy crates, the weight of one
or two of which could be neasured in tons, had broken |oose and were
sliding and lurching across the floor of the hold with every
corkscrewing pitch of the canpari, alternately crashing into the secured
cargo aft or the bul khead forward. M guess was that this wasn't doing
the forward bul khead any good, and just let the notion of the canpari
change from pitching to rolling, especially as we neared the centre of
the hurricane, and the mmssive dead weights of those sliding crates
woul d begin to assault the sides of the ship. Buckled plates, torn
rivets, and a leak that couldn't be repaired would be only a matter of
tinme.

to make matters worse, carreras' nen hadn't bothered to renove the
br oken, splintered sides of the wooden crates in which they and the guns
had been slung aboard; they, too, were sliding about the floor with
every novenent of the ship, being continually smashed and beconi ng
progressively smaller in size as they were crushed between the sliding
crates and bul kheads, pillars and fixed cargo. Not the | east
frightening part of it all was the din, the alnbst continuous
goose-pinpling nmetallic screech as iron-banded cases slid over stee
decks, a high-pitched grating scream that set your teeth on edge, a
scream that invariably ended, predictably yet always unexpectedly, in a
jarring crash that shook the entire hold as the crates brought up
agai nst sonething solid. And every sound in that echoing
reverberating, enptily cavernous hold was magnified ten tines. Al in
all, the floor of that hold wasn't the place | would have chosen for an
aft ernoon nap.

| gave the electric lantern to susan, after shining it on a
vertical steel |adder tapering down into the depths of the hold

"Down you go," | said. "For heaven's sake, hang on to that | adder
There's a baffle about three feet high at the bottomof it. Get behind
it. You should be safe there.”

I watched her clinb slowy down, nmanoeuvred two of the battens back
into place over ny head no easy job with one hand and left themlike

that. Maybe they would be jarred |oose; they night even fall down into
the hold. It was a chance | had to take; they could only be secured
from above. And the covering tarpaulin could also only be secured from
above. There was nothing |I could do about that either. |[|f anyone was

crazy enough to be out on deck that night especially as carreras had no
life lines rigged the chances were in that blinding storm they wouldn't
even notice the flapping corner of the tarpaulin or, if they did, they
would only either pass it by or, at the npbst, secure it. I f sonmeone was
cunous enough to go to the length of pushing back a batten-well, there



was no point in worrying about that.

I went down the hatch slowy, awkwardly, painfully-marston had a
hi gher opinion of his anaesthetics than I had and joined susan on the
fl oor behind the baffle. At this level the noise was redoubl ed, the
sight of those head- hi gh behenbths of crates chargi ng across the hold

nore terrifying than ever. Susan said, "the coffins, where are they?"
all I had told her was that | wanted to exam ne some coffins. |
couldn't bring nyself to tell her what we might find in them
"They're boxed. |In wooden crates. On the other side of the hold."
"The other side!"™ she twisted her head, lined up the lantern, and
| ooked at the sliding weckage and crates screeching and tearing their
way across the floor. "The other side! we would-we would be killed

before we got hal fway there."

"Li ke enough, but | don't see anything else for it. Hold

on a mnute, will you?"

"You! with your leg! you can't even hobble. ©OCh no!" before |
could stop her, she was over the baffle and half running, half
staggering across the hold, tripping and stunbling as the ship |urched
and her feet caught on broken planks of wood, but always nmanaging to
regai n balance, to stop suddenly or dodge ninbly as a crate slid her
way. She was agile, | had to adnmit, and quick on her feet, but she was
exhausted with seasickness, with bracing herself for the past hours
agai nst the constant violent lurching of the canpari; she'd never nake
it.

but rmake it she did, and | could see her on the other side
flashing her torch round. M adniration for her spirit was equailed
only by ny exasperation at her actions. What was she going to do with
t hose boxed coffins when she found them carry them back across the
floor, one under each arn®

but they weren't there, for after she had | ooked everywhere she
shook her head. And then she was coming back and | was shouting out a
war ni ng, but the warning stuck in nmy throat and was only a whi sper and
she woul dn't have heard it anyway. A plunging, careening crate,
propell ed by a sudden vicious lurch as the canpari plunged headl ong into
an exceptional trough, caught her back and shoul der and pitched her to
the floor, pushing her along before its nmassive weight as if it were
i mbued with an al nost human i nhumanuality of evil and nalignance and
determned to crush the life out of her against the forward bul khead
And then, in the last second before she would have died, the canpari
straightened, the crate screeched to a halt less than a yard fromthe
bul khead, and susan was |ying there between crate and bul khead, very
still. | rnust have been at least fifteen feet away from her, but | have
no recollection of covering the distance fromthe baffle to where she
lay and then back again, but | nust have done; for suddenly we were
there in a place of safety and she was clinging to me as if | were the
| ast hope left in the world.

"Susan!" ny voice was hoarse, a voice belonging to soneone el se
al together. "Susan, are you hurt?"

she clung even closer. By sone miracle she still held the lantern
clutched in her right hand. It was round the back of ny neck sonewhere

but the reflected beam from the ship's side gave enough light to see bhy.
Her mask had been torn ff; her face was scratched and bl eeding, her hair
a bedragl ed ness, her clothes soaked and her heart going like a captive
bird's. For an incongruous noment an unbi dden recol ection touched ny
mnd, a recollection of a very cool, very poised, sweetly nallcious,
pseudo-solicitous young |ady asking ne about cocktails only two days ago
in carracio, but the vision faded as soon as it had cone; the



incongruity was too mnuch.

"Susan!" | said urgently. "Are you "i'mnot hurt." she gave a
long, tremrmulous sigh that was ore shudder than sigh. "I was just too
scared to nove." he eased her grip a trifle, looked at ne with green
eyes enornous in the pallor of her face, then buried her face

my shoulder. | thought she was going to choke nme. It didn't |ast
long, fortunately. | felt the grip slowy easing, w the beam of the
lantern shifting, and she was saying in n abnormally matter-of-fact
voice: "there they are." | turned round and there, not ten feet away

they were deed. Three cotlins-carreras had already renoved the
cases-and securely stowed between baffle and bul khead and added with
tarpaulins, so that they could cone to no harm

tony carreras kept on repeating, his old man didn't mss nuch.
Dark, shiny coffins with black-braided ropes and brass handl es. One of

them had an inlet plaque on the lid, copper r brass, | couldn't be sure.
"That saves nme sone trouble.” nmy voice was al nost back normal. | took
the hammer and chisel i'd borrowed from e bosun's store and let them
drop. "This screw driver will all | need. W'Il find two of those with
what's normally side them Gve nme the lantern and stay there. 'l be
as quick as | can."

"You' Il be quicker if I hold the lantern.” her voice nmatched ny
own in steadiness, but the pulse in her throat was going like a trip
hanmer. "Hurry, please."

I was in no way to argue. | caught the foot of the nearest coffin
and pulled it towards nme so that | could have roomto work. It was
jamred. | slid ny hand under the end to lift it and suddenly my finger

found a hole in the bottomof the coffin. And then another. And a
third. A lead-lined coffin with holes bored in the bottomof it. That
was curious, to say the |east.

when i'd noved it far enough out, | started on the screws. They
were brass and very heavy, but so was the screw driver i'd taken from
macdonal d's store. And at the back of nmy nmind was the thought that if

t he knockout drops dr. Marston had provided for the sentry were in any
way as ineffective as the anaesthetic he had given ne, then the sentry
woul d be waking up any nminute now. |If he hadn't already cone to. | had

that coffin lid off in no tinme at all

beneath the Iid was not the satin shroud or silks | would have
expected but a filthy old blanket. In the generalissinp's country,
perhaps, their custons with coffins were different fromours. | pulled
off the blanket and found |I was right. Their custons were, on occasion,
different. The corpse, in this case, consisted of blocks of amatolach
bl ock was clearly marked with the word, so there was no nistake about
it-a primer, a snmall case of detonators, and a conpact square box wth
wires leading fromit, a timnmng device probably.

susan was peering over ny shoulder. "Wat's amatol ?"

"Hi gh explosive. Enough there to blow the canpari apart."” she
asked not hi ng el se. I replaced the blanket, screwed on the lid, and
started on the next coffin. This, too, had holes in the underside
probably to prevent the explosives sweating. I renoved the lid, |ooked

at the contents, and replaced the lid. Nunber two was a duplicate of
nunber one. And then | started on the third one. The one with the
plaque. This would be the one. The plaque was heart-shaped and read

with inpressive sinplicity: "richard hoskins, senator." just that
Senator of what | didn't know. But inpressive. |npressive enough to
ensure its reverent transportation to the united states. | renoved the

lid with care, gentleness, and as nuch respectful reverence as if
richard hoskins actually were inside, which |I knew he wasn't.



what ever lay inside was covered with a rug. | lifted the rug
gi ngerly; susan brought the lantern nearer, and there it lay, cushioned
in blankets and cotton wool. A polished cylinder, seventy-five inches
in length, eleven inches in dianeter, with a whitish pyroceram nose cap
Just lying there, there was sonething frightening about it, sonething

unutterably evil; but perhaps that was just because of what was in ny
own ni nd.

"What is it?" susan's voice was so low thet she bad to cone closer
to repeat the words. "Ch, johnny, what in the world is it?"

"The tw ster."

"The-the what ?"

"The tw ster."

"Ch, dear god!" she had it now "This-this atonmc device that was
stolen in south carolina. The twister." she rose unsteadily to her
feet and backed away. "The tw ster!"

"It won't bite you," | said. | didn't feel too sure about that
either. "The equivalent of five thousand tons of t.n.t. Cuaranteed to
bl ast any ship on earth to smithereens, if not actually vaporise. And
that's just what carreras intends to do."

"I-i don't understand.” nmaybe she was referring to the actua
hearing of the words-our talk was continually being punctuated by the
screeching of nmetal and the sounds of wood being crushed and snapped to
the neaning of what | was saying. "You when he gets the gold fromthe
ti conderoga and transships it to this vessel he has standing by, he's
going to blow up the canpari with-with this?"

"There is no ship standing by. There never was. When he's | oaded
the gold aboard, the kindhearted nmiguel carreras is going to free all
t he passengers and crew of the canpari and let them off in the fort
ticonderoga. As a further mark of his sentinmentality and kindness he's
going to ask that senator hoskins here and his two presumably
illustrious conpanions be taken back for burial in their native |and
The captain of the ticonderoga would never dream of refusing-and, if it
cane to the bit, carreras would nmake certain that he damed well didn't
refuse. See that?" | pointed to a panel near the tail of the twister.
"Don't touch it!"™ if you can inagi ne anyone screaning

in a whisper, then that's what she did. "I wouldn't touch it for
all the noney in the ticonderoga,"”

I assured her fervently. "lI'm even scared to |ook at the dammed
thing. Anyway, that panel is alnpbst certainly a tining device which
will be preset before the coffin is transshipped. W sail nerrily on
our way, hell-bent for norfolk, the arnmy, navy, air force, f.b.i., and
what have you-for carreras' radio stooges aboard the ticonderoga wll
make good and certain that the radios will be snashed and we'll have no
neans of sending a message. Half an hour, an hour after |eaving the
canpari-an hour, at least, | should think; even carreras woul dn't want
to be within mles of an atom c device going up-well, it would be quite
a bang."

"He'll never do it-never." the enphatic voice didn't carry the
slightest shred of conviction. "The man nust be a fiend."

"Grade one," | agreed. "And don't talk rubbish about his not doing
it. Wy do you think they stole the twister and nade it appear as if
dr. Slingsby caroline had Iit out with it? fromthe very beginning it
was wWith the one and only purpose of blowing the fort ticonderoga to
ki ngdom come. So that there would be no possibility of any coneback,
everything hinged on the total destruction of the ticonderoga and
everyone aboard it, including passengers and crew of the canpari. Maybe
carreras’ two fake radi omen could have snuggl ed sonme expl osives aboard



but it would be quite inpossible to smuggle enough to ensure conplete
destruction. Hundreds of tons of high explosives in the nmagazines of a
british battle cruiser blew up in the last war, but still there were
survivors. He couldn't sink it by gunfire-a couple of shots froma
noderately heavy gun and the canpari's decks would be so buckled that
the guns woul d be usel ess-and even then there woul d be bound to be
survivors. But with the twister there will be no chances of survival
None in the world."

"Carreras' men," she said slowy, "they killed the guards

in this atom c research establishnent?"

"What else? and then forced dr. Caroline to drive out through the
gates with thenselves and the twister in the back. The tw ster was
probably en route to their island, by air, inside an hour, but soneone

drove the brake wagon down to savannah before abandoning it. No doubt
to throw suspicion on the canpari, which they knew was | eavi ng savannah
that nmorning. |'mnot sure why, but | would take long odds it was

because carreras, knowi ng the canpari was bound for the caribbean, was
reasonably sure that she would be searched at her first port of call,
giving himthe opportunity to introduce his bogus marconi man aboard.”
while | had been talking i'd been studying two circular dials inset in
the panel on the tw ster. Now | spread the rug back in position with
all the loving care of a father snpothing out the bedcover over his
youngest son and started to screw the coffin Iid back in position. For
a tine susan watched nme in silence, then said wonderingly, "nr. cerdan.
Dr. Caroline. The same person. It has to be the sane person. |
remenber now. At the time of the disappearance of the twister it was
nmentioned that only one or two people so far know how to armthe

twi ster.”

"He was just as inportant to their plans as the twister. Wthout
him it was useless. Poor old doc caroline has had a rough passage,
afraid. Not only kidnapped and forced to do as ordered, but knocked
about by us also, the only people who could have saved him  Under
constant guard by those two thugs disguised as nurses. He bawl ed ne out
of his cabin the first time | saw him but only because he knew that his
devoted nurse, sitting beside himwth her dear little knitting bag on
her lap, had a sawed-off shotgun inside it."

"But but why the wheel chair? was it necessary to take such
el abor at e"

"Of course it was. They couldn't have himmingling with the
passengers, conmunicating with them It hel ped conceal his unusual
height. And it also gave them a perfect reason to keep a non-stop watch
on incom ng radi o nessages. He canme to your father's cocktail party
because he was told to -the coup was planned for that evening and it
suited carreras to have his two armed nurses there to help in the
takeover. Poor old caroline. That dive he tried to make from his wheel
chair when | showed hi mthe earphones wasn't nmade with the intention of

m

getting at ne at all; he was trying to get at the nurse with the
sawed- of f shotgun, but captain bullen didn't know that, so he laid him
out." | tightened the last of the screws and said, "don't breathe a

word of this back in the sick bay-the old nan tal ks non-stop in his
sl eep-or anywhere else. Not even to your parents. Conme on. That
sentry may come to any minute."

"You you're going to leave that thing her?" she stared

at me in disbelief. "You nust get rid of it you nust!"”

"How? carry it up a vertical |adder over ny shoulder? that thing
wei ghs about three hundred fifty pounds altogether, including the
coffin. And what happens if | do get rid of it? «carreras finds out



wi thin hours. \Whether or not he finds out or guesses who took it

doesn't matter: what does matter is that he'll know he can no |onger
depend on the twister to get rid of all the inconvenient w tnesses on
the canpari. Wat then? ny guess is that not one nenber of the crew or
passengers will have nore than a few hours to live. He would have to
kill us then no question of transshipping us to the ticonderoga. As for
the ticonderoga, he would have to board it, kill all the crew, and open

the sea cocks. That m ght take hours and woul d i nconveni ence him
dangerously, mght weck all his plans. But he would have to do it
The point is that getting rid of the twister is not going to save any

lives at all; all it would acconplish is the certain death of all of
us."

"What are we going to do?" her voice was strained and shaky, her
face a pale blur in the reflected light. "OCh, johnny, hat are we going
to do?"

"I"'m going back to bed." heaven only knew | felt like it. Then
i'll waste ny time trying to figure out howto save r. Caroline."

"Dr. Caroline? | don't see-why dr. Caroline?"

"Because he's nunber one for the high junp, as things stand. Long
before the rest of us. Because he's the nman who's going to armthe
twister,”" | said patiently. "Do you think he'll transfer himto the
ticonderoga and let him acquaint he captain with the fact that the
coffin he's taking back to the states contains not senator hoskins but
an arned and ticking atom bonb?"

"Where's it all going to end?" there was panic, open panic,

in her voice now, a near hysteria. "l can't believe it, | can't
believe it. It's like some dark nightmare.” she had her hands tw sted
in ny lapels, her face buried in nmy jacket well, anyway, her old man's
jacket and her voice was nmuffled. "Ch, johnny, where's it all going to
end?"

"A touching scene, a npbst touching scene," a nocking voice said
fromclose behind ne. "It all ends here and now. This monent."

| whirled round, or at least | tried to whirl round, but | couldn't
even do that properly. Wat wth disengaging susan's grip, the weakness
in nmy leg, and the lurching of the ship, the sudden turn threw me
conpletely off balance and | stunbled and fell against the ship's side

A powerful Iight switched on, blinding ne, and in black silhouette
against the light | could see the snub barrel of an automatic.

"On your feet, carter." there was no nistaking the voice. Tony
carreras, no |longer pleasant and affable, but cold, hard, vicious, the
real tony carreras at last. "I want to see you fall when this slug hits
you. Cever-clever carter. O so you thought. On your feet, | said!

or you'd rather take it lying there? suit yourself."

the gun lifted a trifle. The direct no-nonsense type, he didn't
believe in fancy farewell speeches. Shoot them and be done with it. |
could believe now that he was his father's son. M bad |eg was under e

and | couldn't get up. | stared into the beam of light, into the black
muzzle of the gun. | stopped breathing and tensed nyself. Tensing
yoursel f against a.38 fired from a distance of five feet is a great
hel p, but | wasn't feeling very logical at the nonent.
"Don't shoot!" susan screaned. "Don't kill himor we'll all die."
the torch beam wavered, then steadied again. It steadied on ne.

And the gun hadn't shifted any that | could see. Susan took a couple of
steps towards him but he fended her off, stiff-arned.

"Qut of the way, lady.”" i'd never in my life heard such
concentrated venom and nal i gnance. I'"d msjudged young carreras al
right. And her words hadn't even begun to register on him so



i mpl acable was his intention. | still wasn't breathing and ny nmouth was
as dry as a kith.

"The twister!"” her voice was urgent, conpelling, desperate. "He's
arned the twister!"

"What ? what are you saying?' this time she had got through. "The
twister? arnmed?" the voice nmalignant as ever, but | thought | detected
overtones of fear.

"Yes, carreras, arnmed!"™ i'd never known before how inportant
[ubrication of the throat and nmouth was to the human voice; a buzzard
with tonsillitis had nothing on nmy croak. "Arned, carreras, arned!”
the repetition was not for enphasis; | couldn't think of anything else
to say, how to carry this off, how to exploit the few seconds' grace
that susan had bought for ne. | shifted the hand that was propping ne
up, the one in the black shadow behind nme, as if to brace nyself against
the pitching of the canmpari. M fingers closed over the handle of the
hamrer i'd dropped. | wondered bleakly what | was going to do with it.
The torch and the gun were as steady as ever.

"You're lying, carter." the confidence was back in his voice
"CGod knows how you found out about it, but you're lying: you don't know
how to armit."

that was it: keep himtalking, just keep himtalking. "I don't.
But dr. Slingsby caroline does."

that shook him literally. The torch wavered. But it didn't waver
enough.

"How do you know about dr. Caroline?" he demanded hoarsely. His
voi ce was al nost a shout. "How do you

"I was speaking to himto-night,"” |I said calmy. "Speaking with

him  but but there's a key to armthis. The only key to armit. And
my father has it."

"Dr. Caroline has a spare. 1In his tobacco pouch. You never
t hought to |l ook, did you, carreras?" | sneered.

"You're lying," he repeated nechanically. Then, nobre strongly:
"lying, | say, carter! | saw you to-night. | saw you |leave the sick

bay-my god, do you think | was so stupid as not to get suspicious when
saw the sentry drinking coffee given him by kindhearted carter?l ocked it
up, followed you to the radio office and then down to caroline's cabin.

But you never went inside, carter. | lost you then for a few mnutes, |
admt. But you never went inside."

"Why didn't you stop us earlier?"

"Because | wanted to find out what you were up to. | found it."

"So he's the person we thought we sawmt" | said to susan. The
conviction in ny voice astoni shed even nyself. "You poor fool, we

noticed sonmething in the shadows and left in a hurry. But we went back,
carreras. Ch yes, we went back. To dr. Caroline. And we didn't waste
any time talking to himeither. W had a far snmarter idea than that.

M ss beresford wasn't quite accurate. | didn't armthe twister. Dr.
Caroline hinself did that." | smled and shifted ny eyes from the beam
of the torch to a spot behind and to the right of carreras. "Tell him
doctor."

carreras half turned, cursed viciously, swing back. H's mnd was
fast, his reactions faster; he'd hardly even begun to fall for the old
gag. Al he'd allowed us was a second of tine, and in that brief nonment
| hadn't even got past tightening ny grip on the hamer. And now he was
going to kill e.

but he couldn't get his gun lined up. Susan had been waiting for
the chance; she sensed that i'd been building up towards the chance
She dropped her lantern and flung herself forward even as carreras had



started to turn and she ad only about three feet to go. Now she was
clinging despirately to his gun arm all her weight on it, forcing it
down towards the floor. I twisted myself convul sively forward and that
t wo- pound hammer cane arching over ny shoul der and flew straight for
carreras' face with all the power, all the hatred and viciousness that
was in ne.

he saw it coming. H's left hand, still gripping the torch, as
rai sed high to smash down on the unprotected nape of Susan's neck. He
jerked his head sideways, sung out his left armin instinctive reaction
the hanmmer caught him just below the left el bow with trenendous force
his torch went flying through the air, and the hold was plunged into
absol ut e darkness. \Were the hamrer went | don't know, a heavy rate
screeched and runbl ed across the floor just at that nonent and | never
heard it | and.

the crate ground to a standstill. In the sudden nonentary silence
I could hear the sound of struggling, of heavy breathing. | was slowin
getting to nmy feet; my left leg was practically useless, but mybe it
only seened slow to ne. Fear, hen it is strong enough, has the curious
effect of slowing p tine. And | was afraid. | was afraid for susan.
Carreras, except as the source of nenace to her, didn't exist for nme at
he monment. Only susan: he was a big man, a powerful man; e could break
her neck with a single wench, kill her with a single blow

| heard her cry out, a cry of shock or fear. A monent's silence, a
heavy soft thunp as of falling bodies, a scream of agony, again from
susan, and then that silence again.

they weren't there. Wen | reached the spot where they had been
struggling, they weren't there. For a second | stood still in that
i npenetrabl e darkness, bew |dered, then nmy hand touched the top of the
three-foot baffle and | had it: in their westling on that crazily
careeni ng deck they'd staggered against the baffle and toppled over on
to the floor of the hold. | was over that baffle before | had tinme to
think, before | knew what | was doing; the bo'sun's knife was in ny
hand, the needl e-pointed marlinespi ke open, the |ocking shackle closed

| stunbled as the weight cane on nmy left leg, fell to ny knees,
touched someone's head and hair. Long hair. Susan. | noved away and
had just reached ny feet again when he cane at me. He cane at nme. He
didn't back away, try to keep out of mnmy reach in that darkness. He cane
at me. That nmeant he'd lost his gun

we fell to the floor together, claw ng, clubbing, Kkicking. Once,
twice, half a dozen times he caught ne on the chest, the side of the
body, with sledgehanmrer, short-armjabs that threatened to break ny
ribs. But | didn't really feel them He was a strong man, trenendously
strong, but even with all his great strength, even had his left arm not
been paral ysed and usel ess, he would have found no escape that night.

I grunted with the nunmbing shock of it and carreras shrieked out in
agony as the hilt of nacdonald' s knife jarred solidly home against his
br east bone. I wrenched the knife free and struck again. And again.

And again. After the fourth blow he didn't cry out any nore.

carreras died hard. He'd stopped hitting me now, his right arm was
| ocked round my neck, and with every blow he struck the throttling
pressure of the armincreased. All the convulsive strength of a man
dying in agony was brought O bear on exactly that spot where | had been
so heavily and bagged. Pain, crippling pain, red-hot barbed |ances of
re shot through my back and head; | thought my neck was going to break
| struck again. And then the knife fell fromy hand

when | cane to, the blood was pounding dizzily in nmy ars, ny head
felt as if it were going to burst, ny lungs were heaving and gasping for



air that wouldn't conme. | felt as if were choking, being slowy and

surely suffocated. And then | suddenly realised the truth. | was being
suffocated; e arm of the dead man, by sone freak of nuscul ar
contraction, was still locked around nmy neck. | couldn't have been out

for long, not for nore than a mnute. Wth both hands | grasped his arm
by the wist and managed to tear it free fromm neck. For thirty
seconds, perhaps longer, | lay ere, stretched out on the floor of the
hol d, my heart pounding, gasping for breath as waves of weakness and

di zzi ness washed over nme, while some faraway insistent voice, as
desperately urgent as it was distant, kept saying in this renote corner

of my mind, you nust get up, you nust get up. And then | had it. | was
lying on the floor of the hold and those huge crates were still sliding
and crashing around with every heave and stagger of the canpari. And

susan. She was lying there too.
I pushed nyself to ny knees, funbled around in ny pocket 11 | found

marston's pencil flash, and switched it on. It still worked. The beam
fell on carreras and i'd only time to notice that the whole shirt front
was soaked with blood | involuntarily turned the torch away, sick and
nauseed.

susan was lying close in to the baffle, half on her side, half
on her back. Her eyes were open, dull and glazed with shock and
pai n, but they were open.

"It's finished." | could hardly recognise the voice as mne
“"It's all over now" she nodded and tried to snile
"You can't stay here," | went on. "The other side of the

baf f1 e- qul dck. "

| rose to ny feet, caught her under the arns, and lifted. She cane
easily, lightly, then cried out in agony and went linp on nme. But | had
her before she could fall, braced nyself against the |adder, lifted her
over the baffle, and laid her down gently on the other side

in the beam of ny torch she lay there on her side, her arns
outflung. The left arm between wist and el bow, was twi sted at an
i npossi bl e angle. Broken, no doubt of it. Broken. Wen she and
carreras had toppled over the baffle she nmust have been underneath: her
left arm had taken the conbined strain of their falling bodies and the
strain had been too nuch. But there was nothing | could do about it.

Not now. | turned ny attention to tony carreras.

I couldn't leave himthere. | knew | couldn't |eave himthere
When miguel carreras found out that his son was mssing he'd have the
canpari searched fromend to end. | had to get rid of him but

couldn't get rid of himin that hold. There was only one place where |
could finally, conpletely and without any fear of rediscovery, put the
body of tony carreras. |In the sea.

tony carreras nust have weighed at |east two hundred pounds; that
narrow vertical steel |adder was at least thirty feet high; | was weak
fromloss of blood and sheer physical exhaustion and i'd only one sound
leg, so | never stopped to think about it. [If | had, the inpossibility
of what | had to do would have defeated ne even before | had begun.

I hauled himto the |adder, dragged himup to a sitting position
agai nst it, hooked ny hands under his shoulders and jerked up his dead
wei ght, inch by inch, until his shoul ders and hangi ng head were on a
level with ny own, stooped quickly, caught himin a fireman's |ift, and
started cli nbing.

for the first time that night the pitching, corkscrew ng canpari
was nmy friend. Wen the ship plunged into a trough, rolling to
starboard at the sane tinme, the |adder would incline away from ne as
much as fifteen degrees and i'd take a couple of quick steps, hang on



grimy as the canpari rolled back and the |adder swung out above ne,

wait for the return roll, and then repeat the process. Twi ce carreras
all but slipped frommy shoulder; twice | had to take a quick step down
to renew nmy purchase. | hardly used ny left leg at all; ny right leg
and both arns took all the strain. Above all, nmy shoulders took the
strain. | felt at tines as if the muscles would tear, but it wasn't any
worse than the pain in nmy leg, so | kept on going. | kept going till

reached the top. Another half-dozen rungs and | would have had to |et
himdrop for | don't think |I could ever have nade it.
I heaved him over the hatch coami ng, followed, sank down on deck

and waited till ny pulse rate dropped down to the | ow hundreds. After
the stench of oil and the close stufliness of that hold the driving
gal e-borne rain felt and tasted wonderful. | cupped the torch in ny

hand-not that there was nore than a very renote chance of anyone being
round at that hour, in that weather-and went through his pockets till |
found a key tagged "sick bay." then | caught him by the collar and
started for the side of the ship.

a mnute later | was down in the bottom of the hold again. | found
tony carreras' gun, stuck it in nmy pocket, and |ooked at susan. She was
still unconscious, which was the best way to be if | had to carry her up
that |adder, and I had. Wth a broken arm she couldn't have nade it
alone, and if | waited till she regained consci ousness she would be in
agony all the way. And she woul dn't have renmai ned conscious |ong

after coping with carreras' dead weight, the task of getting susan
beresford up on deck seenmed al nbst easy. | laid her carefully on the
rai n-washed deck, replaced the battens, and tied the tarpaulin back in
place. | was just finishing when | sensed rather than heard her stir.
"Don't nove," | said quickly. On the upper deck again | had to raise ny
voice alnpbst to a shout to nake mnyself heard against the bedl am of the
storm  "Your forearm s broken."

"Yes." matter-fact, far too matter-of-fact. "Tony carreras? did
you | eave

"That's all over. | told you that was all. "where is he?"

"Overboard. "

"Overboard?" the trenor was back in her voice and | liked it much
better than the abnormal cal mess. "How did he

"l stabbed him god knows how many tines,” | said wearily. "Do you
think he got up all by hinself, clinbed the |adder, and junped sorry,
susan. | shouldn't well, i"mnot quite nmy normal, | guess. Cone on.

Time old doc marston saw that arm"

I made her cradle the broken forearmin her right hand, hel ped her
to her feet, and caught her by the good armto help steady her on that
heavi ng deck. The blind | eading the blind.

when we reached the forward break of the well deck | nade her sit
in the conparative shelter there while I went into the bo'sun's store.
It took me only seconds to find what | wanted: two coils of nylon rope
which | stuck into a canvas bag, and a short length of thicker manilla.
| closed the door, left the bag beside susan, and staggered across the
sliding, treacherous decks to the port side and tied the manilla to one
of the guardrail stanchions. | considered knotting the rope, then
deci ded against it. Macdonal d, whose idea this was, had been confident
that no one, in this wild weather, would notice so snall a thing as a
knot round the base of a stanchion, and even if it were noticed

carreras' men would not be seamen enough to investigate and pull it in;
but anyone peering over the side and seeing the knots might have becone
very curious indeed. | nade the knot round that stanchion very secure

i ndeed, for there was going to depend on it the life of soneone who



mattered very nuch to nyself. Ten minutes later we were back outside
the sick bay. | need not have worried about that sentry. Head bent |ow
over his chest, he was still far away in another world and showed no
signs of leaving it. | wondered how he would feel when he cane to.
Wul d he suspect he had been drugged would he put any unusual synptons
down to a conbinati on of exhaustion and seasickness? | decided |I was
worryi ng about nothing; one sure guess | could nmake, and that was that
when the sentry awoke he would tell no one about his sleep. M guel
carreras struck ne as the kind of man who m ght have a very short way
indeed with sentries who slept on duty.

| took out the key i'd found on tony carreras and unl ocked the
door. Marston was at his desk; the bo'sun and bullen were both sitting
up in bed. This was the first time i'd seen bullen conscious since he'd
been shot. He was pale and haggard and obviously in considerable pain,
but he didn't look as if he were on his last legs. It took a lot to
kill off a man Ilike bullen.

he gave me a long look that was pretty close to a glare. "Well
m ster, where the hell have you been?" nornmally, with those words, it
woul d have come out like a rasp, but his lung wound had softened his

rasp to a hoarse whisper. If i'd had the strength to grin, i'd have
done just that, but | didn't have the strength; there was hope for the
old man yet.

"A mnute, sir. Dr. Mrston, niss beresford has a "i can see,
can see. How in the world did you manage " close to us now, he broke
off and peered at me with his shortsighted eyes. "I would say, john,

that you're in the nore inmedi ate need of attention.”

"Me? i'mall right."

"Ch, you are, are you?" he took susan by her good arm and |ed her
into the dispensary. He said, over his shoulder, "seen yourself in a
mrror recently?"

I looked in a mrror. | could see his point. Balenciagas weren't
bl ood- proof. The whole of the left side of nmy head, face, and neck was
covered in blood that had soaked through hood and nask, matted in thick,
dark blood that even the rain hadn't been able to renmove: the rain, if

anything, had nade it |look worse than it really was. It nust all have
come fromtony carteras' bloodstained shirt when i'd carried himup the
| adder of number four hold. "It'lIl wash off,” | said to bullen and the
bo'sun. "It's not nmine. That's fromtony carreras.”

"Carreras?" bullen stared at nme, then |ooked at macdonald. In
spite of the evidence in front of his eyes, you could see that he
thought i'd gone off ny rocker. "What do you nean?"

"I nmean what | say. Tony carreras." | sat heavily on a chair and
gazed down vacantly at ny soaking clothes. Maybe captain bullen wasn't
so far wong: | felt an insane desire to laugh. | knew it was a

clinbing hysteria that cane from weakness, from overexhaustion, from
nmounting fever, from expending too much enotion in too short a tine, and

I had to nmake a physical effort to fight it down. "I killed him tonight
down in nunber four hold."

"You're mad," bullen said flatly. "You don't know what you're
sayi ng. "

"Don't i?" | looked at him then away again. "Ask susan
beresford. "

"M. carter's telling the truth, sir," nmacdonald said quietly. "M

knife, sir? did you bring it back?"

| nodded, rose wearily, hobbled across to nmacdonal d's bed, and
handed him the knife. I'd had no chance to clean it. The bo'sun said
not hing, just handed it to bullen, who stared down at it for |ong



unspeaki ng nonents.
"I"'msorry, ny boy," he said at length. His voice was husky.
"Damably sorry. But we've been worried to death.”

| grinned faintly. It was an effort even to do that. "So was i
sir, so was i."

"Al'l in your own good tinme," bullen said encouragingly. "I think
nt. carter should tell us later, sir," macdonald suggested. "He's got
to clean hinself up, get those wet clothes off and into bed. |f anyone
cones "right, bo'sun, right." you could see that even so little talk
was exhausting him "Better hurry, ny boy."

"Yes." | |ooked vaguely at the bag i'd brought with ne. "I've got
the ropes there, archie.”

"Let ne have them sir." he took the bag, pulled out the two coils
of rope, pulled the pillow from his |ower pillowase, stuffed the ropes
i nside, and placed them under his top pillow. "Good a place as any,
sir. If they really start searching, they're bound to find it anyway.

Now if you'd just be dropping this pillow and bag out the w ndow. . |
did that, stripped, washed, dried nyself as best | could, and clinbed
into bed, just as marston cane into the bay.

"She'll be all right, john. Sinple fracture. Al wapped up and

in her blankets and she'll be asleep in a mnute. Sedatives, you know. "
I nodded. "You did a good job to-night, doctor. Boy outside is
still asleep and | hardly felt a thing in nmy leg." it was only half a

lie and there was no point in hurting his feelings unnecessarily. |
gl anced down at ny leg. "The splints

“I"Il fix themright away.” he fixed them not nore than half
killing me in the process, and while he was doing so | told them what
had happened. O part of what had happened. | told them the encounter

with tony carreras was the result of an attenpt i'd made to spike the
gun on the afterdeck; with old bullen talking away non-stop in his
sl eep, any nention of the twi ster would not have been clever at all

at the end of it all, after a heavy silence, bullen said
hopel essly, "it's finished. It's all finished. Al that work and
suffering for nothing. Al for nothing."

it wasn't finished; it wasn't going to be finished ever. Not till
either miguel carreras or nyself was finished. If | were a betting nan
i'd have staked the last cent of my fortune on carreras.

I didn't say that to them | told theminstead of the sinple plan
I had in nind, an unlikely plan concerned with taking over the bridge at
gun point. But it wasn't half as hopel ess and desperate as the plan
really had in mnd. The one i'd tell archie macdonald about |ater.
Again | couldn't tell the old nan, for again the chances were heavy that
he woul d have betrayed it in his half-delirious muttering under
sedation. | hadn't even liked to nmention tony carreras, but the blood
had to be expl ai ned away.

when | finished, bullen said in his hoarse whisper, "i'mstill the
captain of the ship. I will not permt it. Good god, mister, |ook at
the weat her, look at your condition. | wll not allow you to throw your
life anay. | cannot permt it."

"Thank you, sir. | know what you nean. But you have

to permit it. You must. Because if you don't "what if soneone

cones into the sick bay when you're not here?" he asked hel pl essly.
He'd accepted the inevitable.

"This." | produced a gun and tossed it to the bo sun. "This was
tony carreras'. There are still seven shots in the magazine."

"Thank you, sir," macdonald said quietly. "I'll be very careful
with those shots."



"But yourself, man?" bullen demanded huskily. "How about
your sel f?"

"G ve nme back that knife, archie,” | said.
chapter 10

[friday 9 a. m saturday 1 a.m]

| slept that night and slept deeply, as deeply, alnobst, as tony
carreras. I had neither sedatives nor sleeping pills; exhaustion was
the only drug | needed.

com ng awake next norning was a long, slow clinb fromthe depths of
a bottomess pit. | was clinbing in the dark, but in the strange way of
dreams | wasn't clinbing and it wasn't dark; sonme great beast had ne in
his jaws and was trying to shake the life out of nme. A tiger, but no
ordinary tiger. A sabre-toothed tiger, the kind that had passed from
the surface of the earth a mllion years ago. So | kept on clinbing in
the dark and the sabre-toothed tiger kept on shaking ne like a terrier
shaking a rat and | knew that my only hope was to reach the |ight above
but | couldn't see any light. Then, all of a sudden, the Iight was
there, ny eyes were open, and miguel carreras was bending over nme and
shaki ng ny shoulder with no gentle hand. I would have preferred the
sabre-toothed tiger any day.

mar ston stood at the other side of the bed and when he saw | was
awake he caught me under the arns and lifted ne gently to a sitting
position. | did my best to help himbut | wasn't concentrating on it;
was concentrating on the lip-biting and eye-closing so that carreras
couldn't miss how far through | was. Mrston was protesting

"He shouldn't be noved, nr. carreras. He really shouldn't be
noved. He's in constant pain and | repeat that mmjor surgery is

essential at the earliest possible nonent." it was about forty years
too late now, | supposed, for anyone to point out to marston that he was
a born actor. No question in ny mind now but that that was what he

shoul d have been: the gain to both the thespian and nedical worlds would
have been incal cul abl e.

| rubbed the sleep fromny eyes and smled wanly. "Wy don't you
say it outright, doctor? amputation is what you nean.

he | ooked at ne gravely, then went away w thout saying anything. |
| ooked across at bullen and nacdonald. Both of them were awake, both of
them carefully not looking in ny direction. And then | |ooked at
carreras.

at first glance he | ooked exactly the sane as he had a couple of
days ago. At first glance, that was. A second and cl oser inspection
showed the difference: a slight pallor under the tan, a reddening of the
eyes, a tightening of the face that had not been there before. He had a
chart under his left arm a slip of paper in his left hand. "Well," |
sneered, "how s the big bold pirate captain this norning?"

"My son is dead,"” he said dully.

| hadn't expected it to conme like this, or so soon, but the very
unexpectedness of it helped nme to the right reaction, the reaction he

woul d probably expect fromnme anyway. | stared at himthrough slightly
narrowed eyes and said, "he's what?"

"Dead." miguel carreras, whatever else he |acked, unquestionably
had all the normal instincts of a parent, a father. The very intensity
of his restraint showed how badly he had been hit. For a nonent | felt

genuinely sorry for him For a very short noment. Then | saw the faces
of wilson and jam eson and benson and brownell and dexter, the faces of
all those dead men, and | wasn't sorry any nore. "Dead?" | repeated
Shocked puzzlenent, but not too nuch shock it wouldn't be expected of

me. "Your son? dead? how can he be dead? what did he die of?"



almost of its own volition, before | suddenly checked the novenment, ny
hand started reaching for the clasp knife under the pillow Not that it
woul d have made much difference even if he had seen it five minutes in
the dispensary steriliser had renoved the last of the traces of bl ood

"I don't know." he shook his head and | felt |ike cheering; there
were no traces of suspicion in his face. "I don't know. "

"Dr. Marston," | said. "Surely you "we haven't been able to find
him He has di sappeared.™

"Di sappeared?” it was captain bullen making his contribution, and
his voi ce sounded a shade stronger, a little |less husky, than it had the
previous night. "Vanished? a man just can't vanish aboard a ship |ike

that, nr. carreras.”

"We spent over two hours searching the ship. M son is not aboard
the campari. Wen did you last see him nr. carter?”

| didn't indulge in guilty starts, sharp upward gl ances, or
anything daft like that. I wondered what his reactions would have been
if i'd said: "when | heaved him over the side of the canpari |ast
night." instead | pursed ny lips and said, "after dinner |ast night
when he cane here. He didn't linger. Said sonething like: 'captain
carreras making his rounds,' and left."

"That is correct. 1'd sent himto nake a tour of inspection. How
did he | ook?"

"Not his usual self. Geen. Seasick."

"My son was a poor sailor," carreras acknow edged. "It is
possi bl e-"

"You said he was neking rounds,” | interrupted. "O the whole

shi p? decks and everything?"
"That is so."
"Did you have life lines rigged on the fore and after decks?"

"No. | had not thought it necessary."

"Well," | said grinmy, "there's your possible answer. Your
probabl e answer. No life lines, nothing to hang on to. Felt ill, ran
for the side, a sudden lurch " | left the sentence hangi ng.

"It is possible, but not in character. He had an exceptional sense

of bal ance. ™
"Bal ance doesn't help much if you slip on a wet deck."

"Quite. | also haven't ruled out the possibility of foul play."

"Foul play?" | stared at him duly grateful that the gift of
telepathy is so very limted. "Wth all the crew and passengers under
guard, lock and key, how is foul play possible? unless,"” | added
thoughtfully, "there's a nigger in your own woodpile."

"I have not yet conpleted ny investigations." the voice was cold;

the subject was closed, and mguel carreras was back in business again.
Ber eavenent wouldn't crush this man. However nuch he might inwardly
nmourn his son, it wouldn't in the slightest detract from his efficiency
or his ruthless determnation to carry out exactly the plans he had
made. It wasn't, for instance, going to make the slightest difference
to his plans to send us all into orbit the followi ng day. Signs of
humanity there mght be, but the abiding fundanental in carreras’
character was an utter, an all-excluding fanaticismthat was all the
nore dangerous in that it lay so deeply hidden beneath the snpoth
urbanity of the surface. "The chart, carter." he handed it across to
me along with paper giving a list of fixes. "Let me know if the fort
ti conderoga is on course. And if she is running on tine. W can |ater
calculate our tinme of interception if and when | get a fix this
nor ni ng. "

"You'll get a fix,

bul |l en assured himhuskily. "They say the



devil is good to his own, carreras, and he's been good to you. You're
running out of the hurricane and you' |l have cl ear patches of sky by
noon. Rain later in the evening, but first clearing.”

"You are sure, captain bullen? you are sure we are running out of
the hurricane?"

“I'"'msure. O, rather, the hurricane is running away from us."
old bullen was an authority on hurricanes and would lecture on his pet
subject at the drop of a hat, even to carreras, even when a hoarse
whi sper was all the voice he could sunmon. "Neither wind nor sea have
nmoderated very much"-and they certainly hadn't"but what matters is the
direction of the w nd. It's from the northwest now, which neans that
the hurricane lies to the northeast of us. It passed us by to the east,
on our starboard hand, sonetine during the night, noving northwards
then suddenly swung northeast. Quite often when a hurricane reaches the
northern limts of its latitude and then is caught up by the westerlies
it can remamin stationary at its point of recurvature for twelve or
twenty-four hours-which would have nmeant that you would have had to sai
through it. But you had the luck: it recurved and noved to the east
al nrost without a break.” bullen lay back, close to exhaustion. Even so
little had been too nuch for him

"You can tell all this just lying in your bed there?" carreras
demanded.

bull en gave himthe conmpdore's | ook he would have given any cadet
who dared question his know edge and ignored him

"The weather is going to noderate?" carreras persisted

"That's obvious, isn't it?"

carreras nodded slowy. Making his rendezvous in tine and being
able to transship the gold had been his two great worries, and now both
of them were gone he turned abruptly, wal ked out of the sick bay.

bullen cleared his throat and said formally, in his strained
whi sper, "congratulations, nr. carter. You are the nost fluent liar
i've ever known."

macdonal d just gri nned.

the forenoon, the afternoon came and went. The sun duly appeared
as bullen had prophesied, and |ater disappeared, also as he had
prophesi ed. The sea noderated, although not rnuch, not enough,
guessed, to alleviate the sufferings of our passengers, and the w nd

stayed where it was, out of the northwest. Bul | en, under sedati on,

slept nearly all day, once again relapsing into his incoherent
munbl i ngs-none of them | was relieved to note, were about tony carreras
whil e nacdonald and | talked or slept. But we didn't sleep before

told himwhat | hoped to do that night when-or if | managed to get |oose
on the upper deck. Susan | hardly saw that day. She nade her
appearance after breakfast with her armin plaster and in a sling
There was no danger of this arousing any suspicion, even in a nmind |ike
carreras'; the story was to be that she had gone to sleep in a chair
been flung out of it during the storm and sprained her wist. Such
acci dents were so comonpl ace in heavy weather that no one would think
to raise an eyebrow. About ten o'clock in the norning she asked to be
allowed to join her parents in the drawing room and stayed there al
day.

fifteen minutes after noon carreras appeared again. |If his
i nvestigations into possible foul play connected with his son's death
had made any progress, he made no nention of it; he did not even refer
to the di sappearance again. He had the inevitable chart-two of them
this time-with him and the noon position of the canpari. Seenmingly he'd
managed to get a good fix fromthe sun. "Qur position, our speed, their



position, their speed, and our respective courses. Do we intercept at
the point marked x?"
"l suppose you've already worked it out for yourself?"

"l have."

"W don't intercept," | said after a few nmnutes. "At our present
speed we should arrive at your rendezvous in between el even and el even
and a half hours. Say mdnight. Five hours ahead of schedule."

"Thank you, nr. carter. M own conclusion exactly. The five-hour
wait for the ticonderoga won't take long in passing.”

| felt a queer sensation in ny mddle; the phrase about a person's
heart sinking may not be physiologically accurate but it described the
feeling accurately. This would ruin everything, conpletely destroy what

little chance ny plan ever had of succeeding. But | knew the
consternation did not showin ny face

"Planning on arriving there at mdnight and hanging round till the
fly wal ks into your parlour?" | shrugged. "Wll, you' re the man who's

maki ng the decisions."

"What do you nean by that?" he asked sharply. "Nothing nuch,"” I
said indifferently. "It's just that | would have thought that you would
want your crew at the nmaxi num stage of efficiency for transshipping the
gold when we net the fort ticonderoga."”

" So?"

"So there's still going to be a heavy sea running in twelve hours'
time. Wien we stop at the rendezvous, the canpari is going to lie in
the trough of the seas and, in the el egant phrase of our tines, roll her
guts out. | don't know how many of that crowd of [|andlubbers you have
along with you were seasick last night, but i'll bet there will be twice
as many to-night. And don't think our stabilisers are going to save you
-they depend upon the factor of the ship's speed for their effect.”

"A well-taken point," he agreed calmy. "I shall reduce speed, aim
at being there about four a.m" he |looked at ne with sudden
specul ati on. "Remarkably co-operative, full of hel pful suggestions.

Curiously out of the estimate | had fornmed of your character."

"Which only goes to show how wong your estimate is, nmy friend
Common sense and self-interest explain it. | want to get into a proper
hospital as soon as possible-the prospect of going through life with one
| eg doesn't appeal. The sooner | see passengers, crew, and myself
transferred aboard the ticonderoga the happier i'll be. Only a foo
ki cks against the pricks; | know a fait acconpli when | see one. You
are going to transfer us all aboard the ticonderoga, aren't you,
carreras?"

"I shall have no further use for any nenber of the canpari's crew,
far less for the passengers." he smiled thinly. "Captain teach and
bl ackbeard are not ny ideals, nr. carter. | should like to be
renenbered as a hunane pirate. You have ny word that all of you will be
transferred in safety and unharmed." the |last sentence had the ring of
truth and sincerity, because it was true and sincere. It was the truth,
but it wasn't, of course, the whole truth: he'd left out the bit about
our being blown out of existence half an hour later.

about seven o'clock in the evening susan beresford returned and
marston |eft, under guard, to dispense pills and soothing words to the
passengers in the drawing room many of whom were, after twenty-four
hours of continuously heavy weather, understandably not feeling at their
best .

susan | ooked tired and pal e-no doubt the enotional and physica
suffering of the previous night together with the pain from her broken
arm accounted for that-but | had to adnit for the first time, in an



unbi assed fashion, that she also |ooked very lovely. 1'd never before
realised that auburn hair and green eyes were a conbination that

couldn't be matched, but possibly this was because i'd never before seen
an auburn haired girl with green eyes.

she was al so tense, nervous, and junpy as a cat. Unlike old doc
marston and nyself, she'd never have nmade it in the nmethod school
she cane softly to ny bedside-bullen was still under sedation and

macdonal d either asleep or dozing-and sat down on a chair. After i'd
asked her how she was and how the passengers were, and she'd asked ne
how I was and i'd told her and she hadn't believed nme, she said
suddenly, "johnny, if everything goes all right will you get another
shi p?"

"I don't follow"

"Well," she said inpatiently, "if the canpari's blown up and we get
away or if we're saved sonme other way, will you

"l see. | suppose | would.

"You'll like that? getting back to sea again?" this was a crazy
conversation, but she was only whistling

in the dark. | said, "i don't think i'll be back to sea again
somehow. "

"dving in?"

"Adving up. A different thing altogether. | don't want to spend

the rest of ny life catering to the whins of wealthy passengers. |

don't include the beresford fanmly, father, nother and daughter."
she smled at this, going into the weird routine of nelting the

green in her eyes, the kind of smile that could have a very serious

effect on the constitution of a sick man like nyself, so | |ooked away
and went on: "i'ma pretty fair mechanic and i've a bit of cash put
away. There's a very nice flourishing little garage down in kent that |
can take over any tine | want. And archie nmacdonald there is an
out standi ng mechanic. W'd nake a pretty fair team | think."

"Have you asked hi m yet?"

"What chance have | had?" | said irritably. "lI've only just

t hought about it."

"You're pretty good friends, aren't you?"

"Cood enough. What's that got to do with anything?"

"Not hi ng, just nothing. Funny, that's all. There's the bo' sun
-he'Il never wal k properly again; nobody will want him at sea any nore;
he's probably got no qualifications for any decent job on
| and-especially with that leg-and all of a sudden chief officer carter
gets tired of the sea and deci des

"I't's not that way at all," | interrupted. "You' ve got it al
wrong. "

"Probably, probably," she agreed. "I'm not very clever. But you
don't have to worry about him anyway. Daddy told ne this afternoon
that he's got a job for him"

"Ch?" | took a chance and | ooked at her eyes again. "Wat Kkind of
j ob?"

"A storeman."

"A storeman.” | know | sounded di sappointed, but i'd have sounded
ten times as disappointed if | had been able to take all this seriously
if i'd been able to share her belief that there was a future. "Well,
it's kind of him Nothing wong with a storeman, but | just don't see
archie nacdonald as one, that's all. Especially not in anerica.”

"WIIl you listen?" she asked sweetly. A touch of the mss
beresford that was.
"I"'mlistening."



"You' ve heard that daddy's building a big refinery in the west of
scotland? storage tanks, own port to take goodness knows how many
t anker s?"

“I've heard."
"Well, that's the place. Stores for the oil port and the refinery
mllions and nillions of dollars of stores, daddy says, w th goodness

knows how many nen to look after them And your friend in charge with a
dream house attached."

"That is a very different proposition altogether. | think it
sounds wonderful, susan, just wonderful. It's terribly kind of you."

"Not ne!l" she protested. "Daddy."

"Look at me. Say that wi thout blushing."

she | ooked at nme. She blushed. Wth those green eyes the effect
was devast ati ng. | thought about ny constitution again and |ooked away,
and then | heard her saying: "daddy wants you to be the nanager of the
new oil port. So then you and the bo'sun would be in business together
after all. Wuldn't you?"

| turned slowy and stared at her. | said slowmy, "was that the
job he neant when he asked me if i'd like to work for hinP"

"Of course. And you didn't give hima chance to tell you. Do you
think he'd given up? he hadn't really started. You don't know ny
father. And you can't claimi'd anything to do with it either." |
didn't believe her. | said, "i can't tell you howwell, how grateful
am |It's aterrific chance, | know and adnit.

if you see your father again this evening thank him very nuch
i ndeed from ne."

her eyes were shining. 1'd never seen a girl's eyes shining for ne
before. Not in this way.

"Then you'll-then you'll "and tell him no."

"And tell him

"It's a foolish thing to have pride, perhaps, but i've still got a
little left.” | hadn't meant ny voice to sound so harsh; it just cane
out that way. "Watever job i'll get, i'll get the one |I found for
nysel f, not one bought for me by a girl." as a thunbs-down on a genuine
and generous offer, | reflected bitterly, the refusal could have been
nore graciously phrased.

she | ooked at nme, her face suddenly very still, said, "oh, johnny,"

in a curiously muffled voice, turned and buried her face half on the
pillow, half on the sheets, her shoul ders heaving, sobbing as if her
heart woul d break.

| didn't feel good at all. | could have wal ked under a five barred
gate without opening it. I reached and touched her head awkwardly and
said, "i'mterribly sorry, susan. But just because | turn down

"It's not that, it's not that." she shook her head in the pillow,
voice nore muffled than ever. "It was all nake believe. No, not that,
everything | said was true, but just for a few nonents we-well, we
weren't here. We-we were away from the canpari; it was sonething that
had nothing to do with the canpari. You-you understand.” | stroked her
hair. "Yes, susan, | understand.” | didn't know what she was talking
about .

"It was like a dream" | didn't see where she cane into the dream
“In the future. Away-away fromthis dreadful ship. And then you burst
the dream and we're back on the campari. And no one knows what the
end's to be, except us-mummy, daddy, all of them carreras has them
believing their lives will be spared.”™ she sobbed again, then said
bet ween sobs, "oh, ny dear. W're just kidding ourselves. It's al
over. FEverything's over. Forty arned nmen and they're prowing all over



the ship. | saw them Doubl e guards everywhere-there are two outside
this door. And every door |ocked. There's no hope, there's no hope
Mummy, daddy, you, ne, all of us-this tinme tonorrowit will all be over.
M racles don't happen any nore."

"It's not all over, susan." i'd never nake a sal esman, | thought
drearily; if | met a man dying of thirst in the sahara | couldn't have
convinced himthat water was good for him "It's never all over." but
that didn't sound any better than nmy first attenpt.

I heard the creak of springs and saw nmacdonal d propped up on one
el bow, thick black eyebrows raised in puzzlement and concern. The sound
of her crying nust have wakened him

"It's all right, archie,”" | said. "Just a bit upset, that's all."

"I"'msorry." she straightened herself and turned her tearstained
face in the bo'sun's direction. Her breath was coming in the quick,
short, indrawn gasps that are the aftermath of crying. "lI'mterribly
sorry. | woke you up. But there is no hope, is there, nmr. macdonal d?"

"*archie' will do for ne," the bo' sun said gravely. "Well,
archie.”" she tried to snmle at himthrough her tears. "I'mjust a

terrible coward."

"And you spending all day with your parents and never once being
able to tell them what you know? what kind of cowardice do you cal
that, mss?" nacdonald said reproachfully.

"You're not answering ne," she said in tearful accusation. "I ama
west hi ghl ander, miss beresford,” macdonald said slowy. "I have the
gift of ny ancestors, a black gift at tines that i'd rather be without,
but I have it. | can see what cones tonorrow or the day after tonorrow,
not often, but at times | can. You cannot will the second sight to
conme, but conme it does. | have seen what is to cone many tinmes in the
past few years, and mr. carter there will tell you that | have never
once been wong." this was the first | had ever heard of it; he was as
fluent a liar as nyself. "Everything is going to turn out well."

"Do you think so, do you really think so?" there was hope

in her voice now, hope in her eyes; that slow, neasured speech of
macdonal d's, the rocklike steadi ness of the dark eyes in that
sun-weat hered face, bespoke a confidence, a certainty, an unshakeable

belief that was nost inpressive. There now, | thought, was a nman who
woul d have nade a great sal esman.

"l don't think, mss beresford.” again the grave smle. "I know
Qur troubles are alnost at their end. Do what | do put your |ast cent
on nr. carter here."

he even had nme convinced. 1, too, knew that everything was going
to turn out just fine, until | renenbered who he was depending on. M.

| gave susan a handkerchief and said, "go and tell archie about that
job."

"You're not going to trust your life to that thing?" there was
horror in susan's face, panic in her voice as she watched nme tie a
bow ine round nmy waist. "Wy, it's no thicker than ny little finger."
| could hardly blame her: that thin three stranded rope, no bigger than
an ordinary clothesline, was hardly calculated to inspire confidence in
anyone. It didn't inspire much in ne, even although I did know its
properties.

"I't'"s nylon, mss," nacdonald explained soothingly. "The very rope
nmount ai neers use in the hinmalayas-and you don't think they'd trust their
lives to anything they weren't dead sure of? you could hang a big
motorcar on the end of this and it still wouldn't break."” susan gave
himher it's -all-right for you to talk when it'snot your life that's
depending on-it look, bit her lip, and said nothing. The tine was



exactly m dni ght. If i'd read the clock dial settings on the tw ster
properly, six hours was the maxi num del ayed action that could be

obtai ned. Assunming carreras rendezvoused exactly on time at 5 a.m, it
woul d be at |east another hour before he could get clear; so the tw ster
woul dn't be arnmed until after midnight. Everything was ready. The

si ck-bay door had been cautiously locked on the inside with the key i'd
taken fromtony carreras so that neither of the two guards could burst
in unexpectedly in the mddle of things. And even if they did get
suspi cious and force an entrance, macdonald had a gun

macdonal d hi nmsel f was now sitting at the top of ny bed, beside the
wi ndow. Marston and | had half carried himthere from his own bed. H s
left leg was quite useless like nyself, he'd been given an injection by
doc marston to deaden the pain, mne being twice as powerful as the
previous night's dose but then nacdonald was not going to be called upon
to use his leg that night, only his arns and shoul ders, and there was
not hing wong with nmacdonal d's arns and shoulders. They were the

strongest on the canpari. | had the feeling | was going to need al
their strength. Only nacdonald knew the purpose | had in nmnd. Only
macdonal d knew that | intended returning the way I went. The others
believed in ny suicidal plan for an attack on the bridge, believed if |
were successful | would be returning via the sick-bay door. But they
didn't believe | would return at all. The atnmosphere was |ess than
festive.

bull en was awake now, lying flat on his back, his face silent and
grim

I was dressed in the same dinner suit as i'd worn the previous
night. It was still danp, still crusted with blood. [|'d no shoes on
The clasp knife was in one pocket, oil skin wapped torch in the other,
the mask round ny face, hood over ny head. M leg ached, | felt as a
man feels after a long bout of flu, and the fever still burned in ny
bl ood, but | was as ready as | was ever going to be. "Lights," | said
to marston

a switch clicked and the sick bay was as dark as the tonb. | drew
back the curtains, pulled open the w ndow, and secured it on the latch.
| stuck my head outside.

it was raining steadily, heavily, a cold driving rain out of the
northwest, slanting straight in through the window on to the bed. The

sky was black with no star above. The canmpari still pitched a little
rolled a little, but it was nothing conpared to the previous night. She
was doi ng about twelve knots. | twisted nmy neck and peered upwards. No
one there. | leaned out as far as possible and | ooked fore and aft. |If
there was a light showing on the canpari that night, | couldn't see it

| cane inside, stooped, picked up a coil of nylon rope, checked
that it was the one secured to the iron bedstead, and flung it out into
the rain and the darkness. | made a |ast check of the rope knotted
round my waist-this was the one the bo'sun held in his hands-and said,
"i'moff." as a farewell speech it could perhaps have been inproved
upon, but it was all | could think of at the tine. Captain bullen said,
"good luck, ny boy." he'd have said an awful lot nore if he knew what |
really had in mnd. Marston said sonething |I couldn't catch. Susan
said nothing at all. | wiggled ny way through the w ndow, favouring ny
wounded leg, and then was fully outside, suspended fromthe sill by ny
el bows. | could sense rather than see the bo'sun by the w ndow, ready
to pay out the rope round ny wai st.

"Archie," | said softly, "give nme that spiel again. The one about
how everything is going to turn out all right."

"You'll be here again before we know you're gone," he said



cheerfully. "See and bring ny knife back."

| felt for the rope attached to the bed, got it in both hands,
eased ny el bows off the sill, and dropped quickly, hand over hand, as
macdonal d played out ny life line. Five seconds later | was in the
wat er .

the water was dark and cold and it took nmy breath away. After the
warnth of the sick bay the shock of the alnost imediate transition, the
abrupt drop in tenperature, was literally paralysing. Moment arily
involuntarily, | lost ny grip on the rope, panicked when | realised what
had happened, floundered about desperately, and caught it again. The
bo' sun was doing a good job above: the sudden increase in weight as i'd
lost ny life line nmust have had him hal fway out of the w ndow.

but the cold wasn't the worst. |If you can survive the initia
shock you can tolerate the cold to a limted degree, accustomed but not
reconcil ed; what you can't tolerate, what you can't becone accustoned to
is the involuntary swallowing of |arge nmouthfuls of salt water every few
seconds. And that was what was happening to ne.

| had known that being towed al ongside a ship doing twelve knots
wasn't going to be any too pleasant, but | had never thought it was
going to be as bad as this. The factor | hadn't taken into the
reckoning was the waves. One nonent | was being towed, face down and
pl aning, up the side of a wave; the next, as the wave swept by under ne,
| was al nmbst conpletely out of the water, then falling forwards and down
wards to smash into the rising shoulder of the next wave with a jarring
vi ol ence that knocked all the breath from ny body. And when all the
breath has been driven from you the body's demands that you inmmediately
gulp in air are insistent, inperative, and not to be denied. But wth

ny face buried in the sea | wasn't gulping in air, | was gul ping down
large quantities of salt water. It was |ike having water under high
pressure forced down nmy throat by a hose. | was floundering

por poi sing, twi sting and spinning exactly |like a hooked fish being
pulled in on the surface through the wake of a fast-trolling notorboat.

Slowy, but very surely, | was drowning.
I was beaten before | started. | knew | had to get back, and at
once. | was gasping and choking on sea water; ny nostrils were on fire

with it; my stomach was full of it; ny throat burned with it, and | knew
that at |east sone of it had already reached my |ungs.

a system of signals had been arranged, and now | began to tug
frantically on the rope round ny wai st, hanging on to the other rope
with ny left hand. | tugged half a dozen tinmes, slowy, in sonme sort of
order at first, then, as no response cane, frantically, despairingly. I
was porpoising up and down so violently that all nacdonald could be
feeling anyway was a constant and irregular series of alternate
ti ghteni ngs and sl ackenings of the line; he had no nmeans of
di sti ngui shing between one type of tug and anot her

| tried to pull nyself back on ny own line, but against the
onrushing pressure of the water as the canpari ploughed through that
storny sea it was quite inpossible. Wen the tension cane off the Iline
round ny waist, it needed all the strength of both nmy hands just to hang
on to the life Iine without being swept away. Wth all the strength and
desperation that was in ne | tried to edge forward an inch. But |
couldn't even nmake that inch. And | knew | couldn't hang on much
| onger. Salvation came by sheer chance, no credit to me. One
particularly heavy wave had twisted nme round till | was on ny back, and
in this position | fell into the next trough and hit the follow ng wave
with back and shoul ders. Fol |l owed the inevitable explosive rel ease of
air fromny lungs, the just as inevitable sucking in of fresh air-and



this tine | found I could breathel air rushed into ny lungs, not water:
I could breathe! lying on ny back like this, half lifted out of the
water by nmy grip on the life line, and with nmy head bent forward al nost
to nmy chest between ny overhead arns, ny face renained clear of the

wat er and | coul d breathe.

I wasted no tine but went hand over hand down the life line as fast
as nmacdonald paid out the rope about ny waist. | was still swallow ng
some water but not enough to matter. After about fifteen seconds | took
ny left hand off the life line and started scraping it along the side of
the ship, feeling for the rope i'd left dangling over the side of the
afterdeck last night. The life line was now sliding through ny right
hand and, wet though it was, it was burning the skin of ny palm But
hardly noticed it. | had to find that nanilla i'd left tied to the
guardrail stanchion; if | didn't, then it was curtains. Not only would
the hopes of ny carrying out my plan be at an end; it would be the end
for nme also. Macdonald and | had had to act on the assunption that the
rope would be there and no attenpt would be nmade to pull me back unti
he got the clear prearranged signal that it was tinme to begin just that.

And to nmake any such clear signal while in the water, | had discovered
was i nmpossi bl e. If the manilla wasn't there i'd just be towed al ong at
the end of that nylon rope until | was drowned. Nor woul d that take

long. The salt water i'd swallowed, the violent buffeting of the waves
the blows i'd suffered from being flung a score of tines against the
iron walls of the canpari, the | oss of blood and ny injured |eg-al

those had taken their frightening toll and | was dangerously weak. It
woul d not be | ong.
my left hand brushed against the nmanilla: | grabbed it, a drowning
man seizing the last straw in the wi de, endless expanse of the ocean.
tucking the life line through the rope round nmy waist, | over arned
nyself up the manilla till | was all but clear of the water, wapped ny

one good leg round the rope and hung there, gasping like an exhausted
dog, shivering and then being violently sick as | brought up all the sea
water that had collected in my stomach. After that | felt better but
weaker than ever. | started to clinb.

I hadn't far to go, twenty feet and i'd be there, but | hadn't gone
two feet before | was bitterly regretting the fact that | hadn't
followed ny inmpulse of the previous night and knotted the nmanilla. The
mani Il a was soaking wet and slippery and | had to clasp tight with al
the strength of ny hands to get any purchase at all. And there was
little enough strength left in ny hands, my aching forearm nuscles were
exhausted from clinging so long and so desperately to the life line, ny
shoul ders were just as far gone; even when | could get a good purchase
even when ny weakeni ng hands didn't slide down the rope when | put al

ny weight on them | could till pull nyself up only two or three inches
at a time. Three inches, no nore: that was all | could nmanage at one
time.

I couldn't nmake it; reasons, instinct, logic, compn sense il told
me that | couldn't nake it, but | nmade it. The last tw feet of the

clinmb was sonething out of a dark nightmare, hauling nyself up two

i nches, slipping back an inch, hauling nyself up again and al ways
creeping nearer the top. Three feet fromthe top | stopped: | knew I
was only that distance way from safety, but to clinb another inch on
that rope was sonething | knew | could never do. Arms shaking fromthe
strain, shoulders on fire with agony, | hauled ny body up until my eyes
were level with knotted hands: even in that al nbst pitchy darkness |
could see the faint white blur of my gleam ng knuckl es. For a second |
hung there, then flung ny right hand desperately upwards. |[If | nissed



the coaming of the scuppers... But | couldn't miss it. | had no nore

strength in ne, | could never make such an effort again.

| didn't mss it. The top joint of ny mddle finger hooked over
the coaning and | ocked there, then ny other hand was beside it, | was
scrabbling desperately for the lowernbpst bar in the guardrails; | had to
get it over, and over at once, or i'd fall back into the sea. | found
the bar, had both hands on it, swung ny body convulsively to the right
till my sound foot caught the coaming, reached up to the next bar,

reached the teak rail, half dragged, half slid ny body over the top, and
fell heavily on the deck on the other side.

how long | lay there, trenbling violently in every weary nuscle in
my body, whooping hoarsely for the breath ny tortured |ungs were
craving, gritting ny teeth against the fire in ny shoul ders and arns,
and trying not to let the red nmist before nmy eyes envelop ne conpletely,

| do not know. It nay have been two minutes, it nmay have been ten.
Sonewhere during that tine | was violently ill again. And then slowy,
ever so slowy, the pain eased a little, nmy breathing slowed, and the
msts before ny eyes cleared away, but | still couldn't stop trenbling

It was well for ne that no five-year-old happened al ong the deck that
ni ght: he could have had ne over the side w thout taking his hands out
of his pockets.

| untied the ropes fromny waist with nunmbed and funbling and al
but useless hands, tied them both to the stanchion just above the
manilla, pulled the Iife line till it was alnmost taut, then gave three
sharp, deliberate tugs. A couple of ninutes passed, then canme three
clearly defined answering tugs. They knew now | had made it. | hoped
they felt better about it than | did. Not that that would be hard

| sat there for at |east another five minutes till sone neasure

of strength cane back to nme, rose shakily to ny feet, and padded
across the deck to nunmber four hold. The tarpaulin on the starboard
forward corner was still secured. That meant there was no one down
below. But | really hadn't expected themto be there yet.

| straightened, |ooked all round ne, then stood very still, the
driving rain stream ng down ny sodden nask and soaki ng clothes. Not
fifteen yards away fromnme, right aft, | had seen a red glow cone and
vani sh in the darkness. Ten seconds passed, then the glow again. 1'd
heard of waterproof cigarettes, but not all that waterproof. But
sonmeone was snoking a cigarette, no question about that.

like falling thistledown, only quieter, | drifted down in the
direction of the glow | was still trenbling, but you can't hear
trenmbling. Twice | stopped to line up direction and di stance by that
glowing cigarette and finally stopped less than ten feet away fromit.
My mind was hardly working at all or i'd never have dared to do it: a
carless flick of a torch beam say, and it would have been all over.
But no one flicked a torch.

the red glow cane again and | could now just nake out that the
snmoker wasn't standing in the rain. He was in the v-shaped entrance of
a tarpaulin, a big tarpaulin draped over sone big object. The gun, of
course, the gun that carreras had nmounted on the afterdeck, with the
tarpaulin serving the dual purpose of protecting the nechanism from the
rain and concealing it fromany other vessel they mi ght have passed
during the day.

| heard the murnur of voices. Not the snoker, but another two
crouched sonewhere inside the shelter of the tarpaulin.

that meant three people there. Three people guarding the gun.
Carreras was certainly taking no chances with that gun. But why so many
as three? vyou didn't need three. Then | had it. Carreras hadn't just



been talking idly when he'd spoken of the possibility of foul play in
connection with the death of his son. He did suspect it, but his cold,
logical mind had told himthat neither crew nor passengers of the
canpari could have been responsible. If his son had net death by
vi ol ence, then death could only have cone from one of his own nen. The
renegade who had killed his son nmight strike again, nmight attenpt to
ruin his plans. And so three nmen on guard together. They could watch
each ot her.

I left, skirted the hatch, and nmade ny way to the bo'sun's store.
| funmbled round in the darkness, found what | wanted, a heavy
mar | i nespi ke, and then was on ny way, narlinespike in one hand
macdonal d's knife in the other.

dr. Caroline's cabin was in darkness. | was pretty sure that the
wi ndows were uncurtained, but | left ny torch where it was. Susan had
said that carreras' nen were prowing round the decks that night: the
chance wasn't worth it. And if dr. Caroline wasn't already in nunber
four hold, then the chances were high indeed that he would only be in
one other place in his bed, and bound to it hand and foot. | clinbed up
to the next deck and padded along to the wireless office. M breathing
and pul se were alnost back to normal now, the shaking had eased, and I
could feel the strength slowy flooding back into ny arnms and shoul ders.
Apart from the constant dull ache in ny neck where the sandbag nerchant
and tony carreras had been at work, the only pain | felt was a sharp
burning in ny left thigh where the salt water had got into the open
wounds. Wthout the anaesthetic i'd have been doing a war dance. On
one |l eg, of course.

the wireless office was in darkness. | leaned ny ear against the
door, straining to hear the slightest sound from inside, and was just
reaching out a delicate hand for the doorknob when | just about had a

heart attack. A telephone bell had gone off with a shatteringly
nmetallic | oudness not six inches fromthe ear i'd so hard pressed
agai nst the door. It jarred ne rigid; for all of five seconds lot's
wi fe couldn't even have hoped to conpete with nme, then | pussyfooted
silently across the deck into the shelter of one of the life boats.

I heard the vague murrmur of soneone talking on the tel ephone, saw
the light cone on in the wireless office, the door open, and a man come
out. Before he switched off the light I saw two things: | saw him bring
a key fromhis right-hand trouser pocket, and | saw who it was, the
artist with the machine gun who had killed tomy wilson and cut down all
the rest of us. |If | had to settle any nore accounts that night,
hoped bleakly it would be with this nan.

he cl osed the door, locked it, and went down the | adder

to "a" deck below. | followed himto the top of the |adder and
stayed there. There was another man at the foot of the ladder, Ilit
torch in hand, just outside dr. Caroline's cabin, and in the backwash
of light from the cabin bul khead I could see who it was. Carreras
hinsel f. There were two other men close by, and | could distinguish
neither of them but | was certain that one of them would be dr.
Caroline. They were joined by the radio operator and the four nen noved
off aft. | never thought of going after them | knew where they were
goi ng.

ten minutes. That was the detail the news broadcast about the
di sappearance of the tw ster had nentioned. There were only one or two
men who could armthe twister, and it couldn't be done in less than ten
mnutes. | wondered vaguely if caroline knew he had only ten minutes to
live. And that was all the tine | had to do what | had to do. It
wasn't | ong.



I was com ng down the |adder while carreras' sw nging torch was

still in sight. Three quarters of the way down, three steps fromthe
bottom | froze into immobility. Two nmen leaning into that driving rain
their black blurred shapes were barely distinguishable, but | knew it

was two nmen because of the | ow murnmur of voices-were approaching the
foot of the ladder. Arned nen-they were bound to be arned, al nost
certainly with the ubiquitous tonmy gun which seenmed the standard weapon
anong the generalissinm's henchnen

they were at the foot of the ladder now | could feel the ache in
ny hands fromthe tension of ny grip round marlinespi ke and opened cl asp
kni fe. Then suddenly they went veering off to the right, round the side
of the | adder. | could have reached out and touched them bot h. | could
see them alnost clearly now, clearly enough to see that both had beards
and had | not been wearing the black hood and nmask they would have been
bound to see the white glimmer of ny face. How they didn't even see ny
shape standing there on the third bottom step was beyond nme: the only
reason | could think of was that they both had their heads |owered
agai nst the driving rain.

seconds later | was inside the central passageway of "a
accomuodat i on. I hadn't poked ny head round the outside passage door to
see if the land was clear; after that escape i'd felt that nothing
mattered; i'd just wal ked straight inside. The passageway was enpty

the first door on the right, the one opposite caroline's, was the
entrance to carreras' suite. | tried the door. Locked. | walked down
the passage to where benson, the dead chief steward, had had his
cubicle, hoping that the | uxurious carpet underfoot was absorbent enough
to soak up the water that was al nost cascading off ne. Wiite, benson's
successor, would have had a blue fit if he could have seen the danage
was doi ng.

the nmaster key to the passengers' suites was in its secret little
cubbyhol e. I renpved it, went back to carreras' cabin, unlocked the
door, and went inside, locking it behind ne.

the lights were on throughout the suite. Carreras probably hadn't
bothered to switch them off when he'd left he wasn't paying for the
electricity. | went through the cabins, sending each door in turn
flying open with the sole of ny stockinged foot. Nothing? no one. |
had one bad nonent when | entered carreras' own sleeping cabin and saw
this desperate hooded, crouched figure, dripping water, hands clenched
round weapons, with wide, staring eyes and blood dripping down beside
the left eye. Mself in a looking glass. | had seen prettier sights
| hadn't been aware that i'd been cut; | supposed it nust have been the
result of one of the many knocks i'd had against the side of the
canmpari, opening up the wound in ny head.

carreras had boasted that he had a conplete |oading plan of the
fort ticonderoga in his cabin. N ne nminutes now, maybe even |ess
VWere in the nane of god would he keep the plan? | went through
dressing tables, wardrobes, |ockers, cupboards, bedside tables
Not hi ng. Nothing. Seven m nutes.

where, where would he keep it? think, carter, for heaven's sake,
think. Maybe caroline was getting on with the arming of the twster
faster than anyone had thought possible. How did anyone know, as the
broadcast had said, that it took all of ten minutes to armit? if the
twi ster was such a secret and until it had been stolen it had been such
a top-priority hush hush secret that no menber of the public had known
of its existence-ow did anyone know it took ten minutes to armit? how
coul d anyone know? nmaybe all it required was a twi st here, a turn
there. Maybe-naybe he was finished already... Maybe.



| put those thoughts to one side, drove them out of my mnd
crushed them ruthlessly. That way lay panic and defeat. | stood
stock-still and forced nyself to think, calmy, dispassionately. I had
been looking in all the nbst obvious places. But should | have been
|l ooking in the obvious places? after all, i'd gone through this cabin
once before, looking for a radio; i'd gone through it pretty thoroughly,
and | hadn't seen any signs. He would have it hidden; of course he
woul d have it hidden. He wouldn't have taken a chance on anyone finding
it, such as the steward whose daily duty it was to clean out his cabin
before his nen had taken over the ship. No stewards on duty now, of
course, but then he probably hadn't bothered to shift it since the
take-over. \Were would he have hidden it where a steward woul dn't
stunble across it?

that ruled out all the furniture fittings, all the places i'd
wasted tinme in searching. It also ruled out bed, blankets, mattresses
but not the carpet! the ideal hiding place for a sheet of paper.

I alnmost threw nyself at the carpet rn his sleeping cabin. The
carpets in the canpari's accomopdati on were secured by press-button
studs for ease of quick renmpval. | caught the corner of the carpet by
the door, ripped free a dozen studs, and there it was right away, siXx
inches in fromthe edge. A large sheet of canvas paper, folded in four,
with "t.e.s. Fort ticonderoga. Most secret" printed in one corner.
Five mnutes to go

| stared at the paper until | had nenorised its exact position
relative to the carpet, picked it up, and smoothed it out. D agrans of
the ticonderoga with conplete stowage plans of the cargo. But all | was

interested in was the deck cargo. The plan showed crates stacked on
both fore and aft decks, and twenty of those on the foredeck were marked
with a heavy red cross. Red for gold.

in a snall careful hand carreras had witten on the side: "all deck
cargo crates identical in size. Gold in waterproof, with welded steel
boxes to float free in event of damage or sinking. Each crate equi pped

with yellow water stain." | supposed this was sonme chemnical which, when
it cane into contact with salt water, would stain the sea for a w de
area around. | read on: "gold crates indistinguishable from genera

cargo. Al crates stanped 'harns worth & holden electrical engineering
conpany.' stated contents generators and turbines. For war d- deck cargo
consigned to nashville, tennessee, exclusively turbines; afterdeck cargo
consigued to oak ridge, tennessee, exclusively generators. So mar ked
Forward twenty crates on forward deck gold."

I didn't hurry. Tinme was desperately short, but | didn't hurry. |
studi ed the plan, which corresponded exactly to carreras' observations,
and | studied the observations thenselves until | knew | would never
forget a word of them | folded and replaced the plan exactly as | had
found it, pressed the carpet snap studs back into place, went swiftly
through the cabins on a last check to ensure that | had left no trace of
my passing: there were none that | could see. I locked the door and
left.

the cold, driving rain was falling nore heavily than ever now,
slanting in across the port side, drunming netallically against the
bul kheads, reboundi ng ankl e-hi gh off the polished wooden decks. On the
likely enough theory that carreras' patrolling men would keep to the
sheltered starboard side of the acconmobdation, | kept to the opposite
side as | hurried aft: in my stockinged soles and wearing that black
suit and mask no one could have heard or seen nme at a distance of nore
than a few feet. No one heard or saw ne; | heard or saw no one. | nmde
no attenpt to look, listen, or exercise any caution at all. | reached



nunber four hold within two minutes of |eaving carreras’ cabin.

I needn't have hurried. Carreras had made no attenpt to repl ace
the tarpaulin he'd had to pull back in order to renove the battens, and
I could see straight down into the bottom of the hold. Four nen down
there, two holding powerful electric lanterns, carreras with a gun
hanging by his side, the |anky stooped form of dr. Slingsby caroline
still wearing that ridiculous white wig askew on his head, bent over the
twister. | couldn't see what he was doing.

it was like a nineteenth-century print of grave robbers at work.
The tonb |ike depths of the hold, the coffins, the lanterns, the feeling
of apprehension and hurry and absorbed concentration that lent an evilly
conspiratorial air as the elenents were there. And especially the
el enrent of tension, an electric tension you could al nost feel pulsating

t hrough the darkness of the night. But a tension that canme not fromthe
fear of discovery but fromthe possibility that at any second sonething
mght go finally and cataclysmically wong. |If it took ten nminutes to

armthe twister, and obviously it took even |longer than that, then it
must be a very tricky and conplicated procedure altogether. Dr.
Caroline's mnd, it was a fair guess, would be in no fit state to cope
with tricky and conplicated procedures: he'd be nervous, probably badly
scared; his hands woul d be unsteady; he was working, probably with

i nadequate tools, on an unstable platform by the |light of unsteady
torches, and even though he m ght not be desperate enough or fool enough
to jinx it deliberately, there seened to ne, as there obviously seened
to the men down in the hold, that there was an excellent chance that his
hand woul d slip. Instinctively I noved back a couple of feet until the
openi ng of the hatch cane between nme and the scene below | couldn't
see the twister any nore, that made ne quite safe if it blew up.

I rose to ny feet and made a couple of cautious circuits of e
hatch, the first close in, the second further out. But Carreras had no
prow ers there: apart fromthe guards on e gun, the afterdeck appeared
to be conpletely deserted. Returned to the port forward corner of the
hatch and settled own to wait.

| hoped | wouldn't have to wait too long. The sea water ad been
cold; the heavy rain was cold; the wind was cold; was soaked to the skin
and was recurringly and increasingly object to violent bouts of

shivering, shivering | could do nothing to control. The fever ran
fiercely in nmy blood. Maybe e thought of dr. Caroline's hand slipping
had something do with the shivering: whatever the reason, i'd be |ucky

get off with no nore than pneunoni a.

another five minutes, and | took a second cautious peek own into
the hold. Still at it. | rose, stretched, and began to pace softly up
and down to ward off the stiffness and cranp that was settling down on
ny body, especially on the legs. Things went the way | hoped | couldn't
afford to have stiffness anywhere.

if things went the way | hoped. | peered down a third nme into the
hold and this tinme stayed in that stooped position, unnoving. Dr.
Caroline had finished. Under the watchful eye and gun of the radio
operator, he was screwing the brass plaqued |lid back on the coffin while
carreras and the other an had the lid already off the next coffin and
were bent over it, presumably fusing the conventional explosive inside;
probably it was intended as a stand-by in case of the mal function of the
twi ster or, even nore probably, in the event [the failure of the
twister's timng nechanism it was designed to set it off by synpathetic
detonation. | didn't know, | couldn't guess. And for the nmonent | was
not in the slightest worried. The crucial nonment had come. The crucia
nonent for dr. Caroline. | knew as he was bound to knowthat they



couldn't afford to let himlive. He' d done all they required of him

He was of no further use to them He could die any nmonent now. If they
chose to put a gun to his head and nurder him where he stood, there was
nothing in the world I could do about it, nothing I would even try to do

about it. I would just have to stand there silently, wthout novenent
or protest, and watch himdie. For if |I let dr. Caroline die wthout
maki ng any nove to save him then only he would die; but if | tried to

save himand falled and with only a knife and marlinespi ke agai nst two
submachi ne guns and pistols the chances of failure were 100 per
cent-then not only caroline but every menber of the passengers and crew
of the canpari would die also. The greatest good of the greatest
nunber... Wuld they shoot him where he stood or would they do it on

t he upper deck?

logic said they would do it on the upper deck. Carreras would be
using the canpari for a few days yet; he wouldn't be wanting a dead nan
lying in the hold, and there would be no point in shooting him down
there and then carrying him up above when he could nmake the clinb under
his own steam and be di sposed of on the upper deck. |If | were carreras,
that is what | would have figured.

and that was how he did figure. Caroline tightened the |ast screw,
| aid down the screw driver, and straightened. I caught a glinpse of his
face, white, strained, one eye twitching uncontrollably. The radio
operator said, "senor carreras?"

carreras straightened, turned, |ooked at him then at caroline, and
nodded.

"Take himto his cabin, carlos. Report here afterwards.” | noved
back swiftly as a torch shone vertically upwards from the hold. Carlos
was already clinmbing the |adder. "Report here afterwards.” god, i'd
never thought of so obvious a possibility! for a nonent | panicked
hands clenched on ny pitiful weapons, irresolute, paralysed in thought
and action. Wthout any justification whatsoever i'd had the picture
firmMy in mnd of being able to dispose of caroline' s appointed
executioner w thout arousing suspicion. Had carlos, the radio operator,
been under instructions to knock off the unsuspecting caroline on the
way forward, then carry on hinself to his wireless office, then | night
have di sposed of him and hours m ght have passed before carreras got
suspi cious. But now he was in effect saying, "take himup top, shove
hi m over the side, and cone back and tell me as soon as you have done
so."

I could see the heavy rain slanting whitely through the wavering
torch beam as carlos clinbed swiftly up the ladder. By the tine he
reached the top | was round the other side of the hatch coaming, |ying
flat on the deck.

cautiously | hitched an eye over the top of the coaming. Carlos
was standing upright on the deck now, his torch shining down wards into
the hold. | saw dr. Caroline's white head appear, saw carlos nove back
a couple of steps, and then caroline, too, was over the top, a tall
hunched figure, pulling high his collar against the cold lash of the
rain. | heard, but failed to understand, a quick, sharp conmand, and
then they were noving off diagonally, caroline |leading, carlos with his
torch on himfrom behind, in the direction of the conpani onway | eading
up to "b" deck.

| rose to ny feet, remained i mobile. Was carlos taking him back
to his cabin after all? had | been mnistaken? could it be | never
finished the thought. I was running after them as quickly, as lightly
as silently as the stiffness in ny left leg would permt. O course
carlos was taking himin the direction of the conpani onway; had he



marched him strai ght towards the rail caroline would have known at once
what awaited him would have turned and hurled hinself against carlos
with all the frantic savagery of a man who knows he is about to die.
Five seconds, only five seconds elapsed fromthe tine | started running
until | caught up with them Five seconds, far too short a tinme to
think of the suicidal dangers involved; far too short to think what
woul d happen if carlos should swing his torch round, if any of the three
guards at the gun should happen to be watching this little procession
if either carreras or his assistant in the hold should choose to | ook
over the coanming to see how the problem of disposal was being attended
to, far too little tine to figure out what | was going to do when
caught up with carl os.

and | was given no tinme to figure. | was only three or four feet
away when, in the backwash of light fromthe torch, | saw carlos reverse
his grip on his tomy gun, catch it by the barrel, swing it up high over
his head. It had reached its highest point and was just started on the
downswi ng when the bast of the heavy marlinespi ke caught him on the back
of the neck with all ny weight and fury behind it. | heard sonething
crack, caught the tommy gun out of his suddenly nervel ess hand before it
could crash to the deck, and nmade a grab for the torch. I mssed. The
torch struck the deck with a muffled thud it must have been a ship's
rubber - conmposition issue-rolled over a couple of tinmes, and cane to
rest, its beam shining straight out over the edge of the ship. Carlos
hi nsel f pitched heavily forward, struck dr. Caroline, and the two of
them fell against the |ower steps of the conpani onway.

"Keep quiet!" | whispered urgently. "Keep quiet if you want to
livel™ | dived for the torch, funbled desperately for the switch
couldn't find it, stuck the glass face against ny jacket to kill the
beam finally located the switch and turned it off. "Wat in heaven's
name

"Keep quiet!"™ | found the trigger on the automatic pistol and
stood there stock-still, staring aft into the darkness, in the direction
of both the hold and the gun, striving to pierce the darkness, listening
as if ny life depended on it. Wiich it did. Ten seconds | waited.
had to nove, | couldn't afford to wait another ten seconds. Thirty
seconds woul d have been enough and nmore for carlos to dispose of dr.
Caroline: a few seconds after that and carreras would start wondering
what had happened to his trusty henchnan.

I thrust gun and torch towards caroline, found his hands

in the darkness. "Hold these," | said softly. "Wat what is
this?" an agoni sed whisper in the dark. "He was going to smash your
head in. Now shut up. You can still die. |I'mcarter, the chief
officer." i'd pulled carlos clear of the conpani onway where he'd held

caroline pinned by the legs and was going through his pockets as quickly
as | could in the darkness. The key. The key to the wireless office
I"d seen himtake it fromhis right-hand trouser pocket, but it wasn't
there any nore. The left-hand one. Not there either. The seconds were
rushing by. Desperately | tore at the patch pockets of his arny-type
bl ouse, and | found it in the second pocket. But i'd lost at |east
twenty seconds.

"I's's he dead?" caroline whispered.

"Are you worried? stay here." | shoved the key into a safe inner
pocket, caught the guard by his collar, and started to drag him across
the wet deck. It was less than ten feet to the ship's rail. | dropped
him |ocated the hinged section of the teak rail, funbled for the catch,

released it, swng the rail through 180 degrees, and snapped it back in
its open position.



| caught the guard by his shoul ders, eased the upper part of his
body over the second rail, then tipped the legs high. The splash he
made couldn't have been heard thirty feet away. Certainly no one in
nunber four hold or under the gun tarpaulin could possibly have heard
anyt hi ng.

I ran back to where dr. Caroline was sitting on the |ower steps of
t he conpani onway. Maybe he was just obeying the order i'd given him
but probably he was just too dazed to nove anyway. | said, "quick, give
me your wig."

"What ?  what?" ny second guess had been right. He was dazed

"Your wig!"™ it's no easy feat to shout in a whisper, but | alnost
made it.

"My wig? but but it's glued on."

| leaned forward, twisted nmy fingers in the tenporary thatch, and

tugged. It was glued on all right. The gasp of pain and the resistance
offered to ny hand showed he hadn't been kidding: that wig felt as if it
was riveted to his skull. It was no night for half neasures. | clanped

ny left hand over his mouth and pulled savagely with my right. A |inpet
the size of a soup plate couldn't have offered nore resistance, but it
did come off. | don't know how much pain there was in it for him but
it certainly cost ne plenty: his teeth alnost nmet through the heel of ny
pal m

the machine gun was still in his hand. | snatched it away,
whirl ed, and stopped, notionless. For the second tine in a mnute
could see rain slanting whitely through the vertical beam of a torch.
That meant only one thing: someone was clinbing up the [adder from the
bottom of the hold.

| reached the ship's side in three long steps, placed the wig in
the scuppers, laid the gun on top of it, raced back to the conpani onway

jerked dr. Caroline to his feet, and dragged him towards the bo'sun's
store, less than ten feet inboard from the conpani onway. The door was
still less than hal fway shut when carreras appeared over the coam ng
but his torch wasn't pointing in our direction. | closed the door

silently until only a crack remai ned.

carreras was closely followed by another man, also with a torch
Both of them headed for the ship's side. | saw the beam of carreras’
torch suddenly steady on the opened rail, then heard the sharp
excl amation as he bent forward and peered in the scuppers. A nonent
| ater he was erect again, examning the gun and the wig he held in his

hand. I heard him say sonething short and staccato, repeated several
times. Then he started talking rapidly to his conpanion, but it was in
spanish and | couldn't get it. He then exanmined the inside of the wg,

i ndi cated sonmething with the torch beam shook his head in what night
have been sorrow but was nore probably exasperated anger, flung the wg
over the side; and returned to the hold, taking the tonmy gun with him
Hi s conpanion fol | owed.

"Qur friend didn't seemtoo happy,” | murnured. "He's a devil, a
devil!™ dr. Caroline's voice was shaking; only now was he beginning to
realise the narrowness of his escape, how closely death had brushed him
by. "You heard him One of his own nmen dead and all he could call him

was a crazy fool, and he just |aughed when the other man suggested they
turn the ship to look for him"

"You understand spani sh?"

"Pretty well. He said sonething like: '"just like that sadistic
so-and-so to force caroline to open the rail so that he could see what
was coming to him' he thinks | turned on the guard, grabbed his gun,
and that in the fight, before we both went overboard, nmy wig was torn



off. There was a handful of nmy hair sticking to the underside of the
wi g, he says.”

"Sorry about that, dr. Caroline.™

"Good god, sorry! you saved both our lives. Mne anyway. Sorry!"
dr. Caroline, | thought, was a pretty strong nerved person; he was
recovering fast fromthe shock. | hoped his nerves were very strong
i ndeed; he was going to need themall to survive the ordeal of the next
few hours. "It was that handful of hair that really convinced him"

I said nothing, and he went on: "please tell ne exactly what is
going on."

for the next five mnutes, while |I kept watch through that crack in
the doorway, dr. Caroline plied ne with questions and | answered them
as quickly and briefly as | could. He had a highly intelligent
incisive mind, which | found vaguely surprising, which in turn was a
stupid reaction on nmy part: you don't pick a dimwt as the chief of
devel opnent for a new atom c weapon. | supposed his rather
com cal - soundi ng nane and the brief glinpse i'd had of him the previous
ni ght a man bound hand and foot to a four-poster and |ooking into a
torch beam with wide and staring eyes |ooks sonething |less than his best
had unconsciously given me the wong inpression entirely. At the end of
the five minutes he knew as nuch about the past devel opnents as | did
nysel f; what he didn't know was what was to cone, for | hadn't the heart
to tell him He was giving ne sone details of his kidnap when carreras
and hi s conpani on appeared.

they replaced battens, tied the tarpaulins, and went forward
wi t hout any delay. That neant, | supposed, that the fusing of the
auxiliary time bonmbs in the other two coffins was conplete. I unwr apped
the torch fromits oilskin covering, |ooked round the store, picked up a
few tools, and switched off the light.

"Right," | said to caroline. "Cone on."

"Where?" he wasn't keen to go anywhere, and after what he'd been
through | didn't blane him

"Back down that hold. Hurry. We nmay have little enough tine."

two minutes later, with the battens and tarpaulin pulled back into
pl ace as well as possible above us, we were on the floor of the hold. |
needn't have bothered bringing any tools; carreras had |left his behind
him scattered carelessly round. Understandably he hadn't bothered to
renove them he would never be using those tools again.

| gave caroline the torch to hold, selected a screw driver, and
started on the lid of the brass plaqued coffin.

"What are you going to do?" caroline asked nervously. "You can
see what i'm doing."

"For pity's sake be careful! that weapon is arned!"

"So it's arned. It's not due to go until when?"

"Seven o'clock. But it's unsafe, highly unsafe. |It's as unstable
as hell. Cood god, carter, | know. | know " his unsteady hand was on
my arm his face contorted with anxiety. "The devel opnent on this

mssile wasn't fully conpleted when it was stolen. The fuse nechani sm
was only in an untried experinmental state, and tests showed that the
retaining spring on a trenbler switch is far too weak. The twister is
dead safe normally, but this trenbler switch is brought into circuit as
soon as it is arned."”

" And?"

"A jar, a knock, the slightest fall-anything could overconme the
tension of the spring and short-circuit the firing mechanism Fifteen
seconds | ater the bonb goes up."

| hadn't noticed until then, but it was nuch warmer down



in that hold than it had been on deck. | raised a soaking sleeve
in a half-witted attenpt to wi pe sone sweat off my forehead.

"Have you told carreras this?" the warnth was al so affecting ny
voice, bringing it out as a harsh, strained croak

"I told him He won't listen. | think-i think carreras is

alittle nad. Mre than a little. He seens perfectly prepared to
take a chance. And he has the twi ster tightly packed in cotton wool and
bl ankets to elimnate the possibility of a jar."

| gazed at himfor a long nmonent w thout really seeing him then
got on with the next screw. It seenmed much stiffer than the |ast one
but it was just possible that | wasn't applying so much pressure as |
had been before. For all that | had all the screws undone inside three
mnutes. Gently | slid off the lid, placed it to one side, slowy
peel ed back a couple of blankets, and there lay the twister. It |ooked
nore evil than ever.

| stood up, took the torch fromcaroline, and said, "arnmed, eh?"

"Of course."
"There are your tools. Disarmthe bloody thing." he stared at ne,
his face suddenly enpty of expression. "That's why we're here?"

"Why else? surely it was obvious? get on with it."

"It can't be done.™

"It can't be done?" | caught himby the arm not gently. "Look
friend, you arned the dammed thing. Just reverse the process, that's
all."

"Inmpossible.” finality in the voice. "Wen it's arnmed, the
mechanismis locked in position. Wth a key. The key is in carreras
pocket . "
chapter 11

[thursday 1 a.m-2.15 a.m]

the weakness in ny left leg, a near-paralysing weakness, hit nme all
of a sudden and | had to sit down on the baffle and hang on to the
| adder for support. | gazed down at the twister. For a long tine |
gazed down at it, with bitter eyes, then | stirred and | ooked at dr.
Carol i ne.

"Wuld you m nd repeating that?"

he repeated it. "lI'mterribly sorry, carter, but there you have
it. The twister can't be rendered safe without the key. And carreras
has the key."

| thought of all the inpossible solutions to this one and

recogni sed them at once for what they were inpossible. | knew what had
to be done now, the only thing that could be done. | said, tiredly, "do
you know, dr. Caroline, that you've just condemed forty people to

certain death?"

"I have done that?"

"Well, carreras. Wen he put that key in his pocket he was
condeming hinself and all his nen to death just as surely as the man
who pulls the switch for the electric chair. And what am | worrying
about, anyway? death's the only certain and permanent cure for scourges
like carreras and the people who associate with him As for lord

dexter, he's rolling in the stuff. He can always build another
canmpari."

"What are you talking about, nr. carter?" there was apprehension
in his voice as he | ooked at nme; nore than apprehension, fear. "Are you
feeling all right, carter?"

"Of course i'mall right,” | said irritably. "Everybody's always
asking the sane stupid question.” | stooped, picked up the rope grommet

and hal ftrac mdget hoist i'd taken fromthe bo'sun's store, then rose



wearily to nmy feet. "Conme on, doctor, give nme a hand with this."

"Gve you a hand with what?" he knew damed wel| what

I meant but the fear in his mnd wouldn't let himbelieve it. "The
twister, of course,” | said inpatiently. "I want to get

it over to the port side, hidden in the tarpaulins behind the
baffle."

"Are you crazy?" he whispered. "Are you quite crazy? did you
hear what | said? you're going to lift it out of its coffin with-with
that? one little slip, the tiniest jar

"Are you going to help ne?"

he shook his head, shuddered, and turned away. | hooked the hoi st
on to a head-high rung of the |adder, pulled the lower block until it
hung just above the tw ster, picked up the grommet, and noved round to
the tail of the weapon. | was stooping low over it when | heard a quick
footstep behind me and a pair of arns |ocked thenselves round my body,
arns informed with all the strength of fear and desperation. |
struggled briefly to free nmyself but | might as well have tried to shrug

off the tentacles of a squid. | tried to stanp on his instep but all
did was hurt ny heel: i'd forgotten that | wasn't wearing shoes. "Let
go!" | said savagely. "Wat the hell do you think you're doing?"

"I"mnot going to let you do it! i'mnot going to let you do it!"
he was panting, his voice |ow and hoarse and desperate. "I'm not going
to let you kill us all!"

there are certain people in certain situations with whomthere is
no arguing. This was such a situation and caroline such a person. |
hal f turned, thrust backwards with all the power of ny good leg, and
heard him gasp as his back struck heavily against the ship's side. A

nonentary | oosening of his grip, a wench, and | was free. | picked up
the big marlinespi ke and showed it to himin the light of the torch.

"I don't want to use this," | said quietly. "Next tinme | will. M
promise. Can't you stop shaking long enough to realise that i'mtrying

to save all our lives, not throw them away? don't you realise that
anyone might pass by up top any nonent, see the |oose tarpaulin, and
i nvesti gate?"

he stood there, hunched against the nmetal, staring down at the

floor. He said nothing. | turned, took the torch in nmy teeth, placed
the gromret on the edge of the coffin, and bent down to [ift the tail of
the twister. O to try to lift it. It weighed a ton. To nme it did

anyway; what with one thing and another | wasn't as fit as | had been.
I'd managed to Iift it perhaps three inches and didn't see how I was
going to hold it there for even a couple of seconds, when | heard a
footstep and a kind of npan behind ne. | tensed, braced nyself for the
next assault, then relaxed slowy as dr. Caroline stepped past ne, bent
down, and slid the gromet round the tail of the twister. Together we
managed to nove the gromret up to approximately the md-point of the

mssile. Neither of us said anything. | hauled on the halftrac pulley
until it becane taut. Dr. Caroline said hoarsely, "it'll never take
it. That thin cord

"It's tested to a thousand pounds." | hauled sone nore and the
tail began to Ilift. The grommet wasn't central. | lowered it again,

the grommet was adjusted, and next tine | hauled the tw ster cane clear
along its entire length. Wen it was about three inches above its
cotton-wool and bl anket bed, | set the autolock. | nopped ny forehead
again. It was warner than ever down in that hold.

"How are you going to get it across to the other side?9, caroline's
voice had lost its shake now, it was flat and wi thout inflection, the
voice of a man resigned to the dark inevitability of a nightnare.



"We'll carry it across. Between us we should nmanage it."

"Carry it across?" he said dully. "It weighs two hundred and
seventy-five pounds.™

"I know what it weighs,” | said irritably.

"You have a bad leg." he hadn't heard ne. "M heart's not good

The ship's rolling; you can see that that polished alumniumis as
slippery as glass. One of us would stunble, lose his grip. Maybe both
of us. It would be bound to fall."

"Wait here," | said. | took the torch, crossed to the port side
pi cked up a couple of tarpaulins from behind the baffle, and dragged
them across the floor. "We'Il place it on these and pull it across.”

"Pull it across the floor? bunp it across the floor?" he wasn't
as resigned to the nightmare as | had thought. He |ooked at ne, then at
the twister, then at ne again, and said with unshakeabl e conviction
"you're nmmd."

"Ch, for god's sake, can't you think of anything else to say?" |
grabbed the pulley again, released the |ock, hauled and kept on hauling
Caroline wapped both arns round the twister as it came clear of the
coffin, struggling to make sure that the nose of the missile didn't
collide with the baffle.

"Step over the baffle and take it with you," | said. "Keep your
back to the | adder as you turn."

he nodded silently, his face strained and set in the pale beam of
the torch. He put his back to the |adder, tightened his grip on the
twister, an arm on each side of the grommet, lifted his leg to clear the
baffle, then staggered as a sudden roll of the ship threw the weight of
the mssile against him H's foot caught the top of the baffle; the
conbi ned forces of the twister and the ship's roll carried him beyond
his centre of gravity; he cried out and overbal anced heavily across the
baffle to the floor of the hold.

i'd seen it coning, rather, i'd seen the last second of it
happening. | swept ny hand up blindly, hit the autolock, and junped for
the swinging missile, throwing nmyself between it and the |adder,
dropping nmy torch as | reached out with both hands to prevent the nose
from crashing into the ladder. In the sudden inpenetrable darkness |
mssed the twister but it didn't mss me. It struck ne just below the
breastbone with a force that brought an agonised gasp fromne; then i'd
both arns w apped round that polished alum niumshell as if | were going
to crush it in half.

"The torch,"” | yelled. Sonmehow in that nonent it didn't seemin
any way inportant that | should keep down my voice. "Get the torch!"

"My ankl e"

"The hell with your ankle! get the torch!" | heard himgive a

hal f - supressed mpan, then sensed that he was clanbering over the baffle
| heard him again, his hands scuffing over the steel floor. Then
si | ence.

"Have you found it?" the canpari had started on its return rol
and | was fighting to keep ny bal ance.

"I've found it."

"Then switch it on, you fool!"

"l can't." a pause. "It's broken."

that helped a lot. | said quickly, "catch hold of the end

of this dammed thing. I'mslipping." he did, and the strain
eased. He said, "have you any natches?"

"Matches!" carter showi ng inhuman restraint; if it hadn't been for
the twister it would have been |unny. "Matches!

after being towed through the water for five mnutes alongside the



campari ?"

"I hadn't thought of that,"” he said gravely. A few nonents
silence, then he offered, "i have a |lighter."

"God help anerica," | said fervently. "If all her scientists
-light it, man, light it!"

a wheel scraped on flint and a flickering pool of pale yellow light
did its pitiful best to illunminate that one tiny corner of the dark
hol d.

"The block and tackle. Quickly.” | waited until he had reached
it. "Take the strain on the free end, knock off the |ock, and |ower
gently. [I'Il guide it on to the tarpaulins.”

I moved out half a step fromthe baffle, taking nmuch of the weight
of the missile with ne. | was barely a couple of feet away from the
tarpaulins when | heard the click of the autol ock com ng off and
suddenly ny back was breaking. The pulley had gone conpletely slack;
the entire two hundred and seventy-five pounds of the twister was in ny

arns; the canpari was rolling away fromme; | couldn't hold it, | knew I
couldn't hold it, my back was breaking. | staggered and | urched
forward, and the twister, with nyself above and still clinging

desperately to it, crashed heavily on to the tarpaulins with a shock
that seened to shake the entire floor of the hold.

| freed ny arms and clinbed shakily to ny feet. Dr. Caroline, the
flickering flame held just at the level of his eyes, was staring down at
the gleaming nissile like a man held in thrall, his face a frozen nmask
of all the terrible enotions he'd ever known. Then the spell broke

"Fifteen seconds!" he shouted hoarsely. "Fifteen seconds

to go!" he flung hinself at the |adder but got no further than the
second step when | |ocked arns round both hinmself and the |adder. He
struggled violently, frantically, briefly, then rel axed.

"How far do you think you're going to get in fifteen seconds?" |

said. | don't know why | said it, | was barely aware that | had said
it. | had eyes and mind only for the nmissile lying there; ny face
probably showed all the enotions that dr. Caroline's had been
registering. And he was staring too. It was a senseless thing to do

but for the nonent we were both senseless nmen. Staring at the tw ster
to see what was going to happen, as if we would ever see anything
nei ther eyes nor ears nor nmind would have the slightest chance in the
world of registering anything before that blinding nuclear flash
anni hilated us, vaporised us, blew the canpari out of existence.

ten seconds passed. Twelve. Fifteen. Twenty. Half a mnute. |
eased ny aching lungs hadn't drawn breath in all that tine-and ny grip
round caroline and the |adder. "Well," | said, "how far would you have
got ?"

dr. Caroline clinbed slowy down the two steps to the floor of the
hol d, dragged his gaze away fromthe nmissile, |ooked at me for a | ong

nmonent with unconprehendi ng eyes, then sml ed. "Do you know, nr.
carter, the thought never even occurred to ne." his voice was quite
steady and his smile wasn't the snmle of a crazy nan. Dr. Caroline had

known that he was going to die and then he hadn't died and nothing would
ever be quite so bad again. He had found that the valley of fear does
not keep on going down forever: somewhere there is a bottom then a nan
starts clinbing again.

"You grab the trailing rope first and then rel ease the autol ock," |
said reproachfully. If | was |ightheaded, who was to blame nme? "not
the other way round. You m ght renmenber next time."

there are some things for which to make an apol ogy is inpossible,
so he didn't even try. He said regretfully, "i'mafraid i'll never nake



a sailorman. But at |east we know now that the retaining spring on the

trembler switch is not as weak as we had feared.” he smiled wanly.
"M. carter, | think i'll have a cigarette."
"I think i'll join you," | said.
after that it was easy-well, relatively easy. W still treated the

twister with the greatest respect-had it struck at sone other angle it
nm ght indeed have detonated but not with respect exaggerated to the
extent of tiptoeing terror. W dragged it on its tarpaulin across to
the other side of the hold, transferred the halftrac hoist to the
correspondi ng | adder on the port side, arranged a couple of spare
tarpaul i ns and bl ankets fromthe coffin to make a cushi oned bed for the
twi ster between baffle and ship's side, hoisted the nmissile across the
baffle without any of the acrobatics that had acconpanied the |ast
transfer, lowered it into position, pulled over the blankets, and
covered it conpletely with the tarpaulins on which we had dragged it
across the floor.

"It'll be safe here?" dr. Caroline enquired. He seenmed al npst
back to what | should have imagined his normal self to be, except for
the hurried breathing, the cold sweat on his brow and face

"They' Il never see it. They'll never even think to | ook here. Wy
shoul d they?"

"What do you propose to do now?"

"Leave with all possible speed. |'ve played ny luck far enough.
But first the coffin -nmust weight it to conpensate for the absence of
the twister, then batten down the lid again."

"And then where do we go?"

"You're not going anywhere. You're staying here." | explained to
him just why he had to stay there, and he didn't like it one little bit.
| explained to him sone nore, pointed out carefully, so that he couldn't
fail to understand, that his only chance of |ife depended on his staying
there, and he still didn't like it any nore. But he saw that it had to
be done, and the fear of certain death eventually outweighed the very
under st andabl e and al nost hysterical panic ny suggestion had caused him
And after that fifteen-second lifetinme when we had waited for the
twister to detonate, nothing could ever seem so terrifying again.

five mnutes later | battened down the coffin Ilid for the |ast
time, thrust the screw driver in nmy pocket, and left the hold

the wind, | thought, had eased a little; the rain, beyond question,
was heavier by far; even in the pitchy darkness of that night | could
see the blur of whiteness round ny stockinged feet as the heavy,
wi nd-driven drops spattered on the iron decks and rebounded ankl e-hi gh.

I took ny time naking ny way forward. There was no hurry any nore,
and now that the worst was behind | had no mind to destroy it all or
destroy us all by undue haste. | was a black shadow, at one with the
bl ackness of the night, and no ghost was ever half so quiet. Once two
patrolling guards passed ne by, going aft; once | passed a couple
huddl ed nmiserably in the lee of "a" accommobdati on deck, seeking what
little shelter they could fromthat cold rain. Neither pair saw ne,
neit her even suspected nmy presence, which was just as it should have
been. The dog never catches the hare, for lunch is less inportant than
life. | had no neans of telling the tinme, but at |east twenty mnutes
nmust have passed before | once nore found myself outside the wireless
office. Every mmjor event in the past three days, right fromthe very
first, had in some way or other stemmed fromthat wireless office: it
seemed only fitting that it should also be the scene of the playing of
the last card left in ny hand.

the padl ock was through the hasp and it was |ocked. That neant



there was no one inside. | retreated to the shelter of the nearest boat
and settled down to wait. The fact that there was no one in there
didn't nean that there wasn't going to be soneone there very soon. Tony
carreras had nmentioned that their stooges on the ticonderoga reported
course and position every hour. Carlos, the man i'd killed, nust have
been waiting for just such a nessage, and if there was another report
due through then it was a certainty that carreras would have his other
operator up to intercept it. At this penultinate state of the game he
woul d be leaving nothing at all to chance. And, in the sane state of
the gane, neither was i: the radio operator bursting in and finding ne
sitting in front of his transmtter was the last thing I could afford to
have happen.

the rain drummed pitilessly on ny bent back. | couldn't get any
wetter than | was, but | could get colder. | got colder, very cold
i ndeed, and within fifteen mnutes | was shivering constantly. Twice
guards padded softly by carreras was certainly taking no chances that
night and twice | nmade sure -was certain that they nust find me, so
violent was ny shivering that | had to clanp ny sleeve between ny teeth
to prevent the chattering from betraying nme. But on both occasions the
guards passed by, oblivious. The shivering becane even worse. Wuld
that dammed radi o operator never conme? or had | outsmarted nysel f, had
| doubl e- guessed and doubl e- guessed wongly? perhaps the radi o operator
wasn't going to cone at all?

I had been silting on a coiled lifeboat fall and now | rose

to ny feet, irresolute. How long would | have to wait there before
I would be convinced that he wasn't going to conme?

or maybe he wasn't due for another hour yet, or nore? wherein |ay
the greater danger risking going into the wireless office now with the
ever-present possibility of being discovered and trapped in there, or
wai ting an hour, maybe two hours, before making my nove, by which tine
it would alnpst certainly be too |late anyway? better a chance of
failure, | thought, than the near certainty of it, and now that i'd |eft
nunber four hold the only life which would be |ost through ny m stakes
would be my own. Now, | thought, i'll do it now | took three silent
steps, then no nore. The radio operator had arrived. | took three
silent steps back.

the click of a key turning in the padl ock, the faint creak

of the door, the netallic sound of it shutting, a faint gleam of
Iight behind the curtai ned w ndow. Qur friend preparing to receive, |
thought. He wouldn't stay long, that was a safe enough guess, just |ong
enough to take down the |latest details of course and speed of the
ti conder oga. Unl ess the weather was radically different to the
northeast it was nmost unlikely that the ticonderoga could have fixed its
position that night and take it up to carreras on the bridge. |
presunmed that carreras would still be there; it would be entirely out of
keeping with the man if, in those last few crucial hours, he didn't
remain on the bridge and take personal charge of the entire operation as
he had done throughout. | could just see him accepting the sheet of
figures with the latest details of the ticonderoga's progress, sniling
his smle of cold satisfaction, nmaking his calculations on the chart.

z ny thoughts stopped dead right there. | felt as if soneone

had turned a naster switch inside me and everything had seized up
heart, breathing, mind, and every organ of sensation; | felt as | had
felt during those dredful fifteen seconds while dr. Caroline and | had
waited for the twister to blow up. | felt that way because there had
abruptly, paralysingly flashed on nme the realisation that would have
cone to ne half an hour ago if | hadn't been so busy conmiserating with



nyself on the misery | was suffering. Whatever else carreras had not
established hinself as a consistent, prudent, and nethodical man, and
he'd never yet worked out any chart problens on figures supplied him
wi thout coming to have a check nade by his trusty navigator, chief
of ficer john carter.

my mind churned into | ow gear again, but it didn't nake any
difference. True, he'd sonetinmes waited some hours before having his
check made, but he wouldn't be waiting sone hours tonight because by
then it would be far too late. W couldn't be nore than three hours now
from our rendezvous with the ticonderoga, and he'd want a check nade
i medi ately. Waking up a sick man in the nmiddle of the night would
hardly be a consideration to worry carreras. Nothing was surer than
that within ten or fifteen mnutes of that nessage com ng through he'd
be calling at the sick bay. To find his navigator gone. To find the
door locked fromthe inside. To find nacdonald waiting with a gun in
hi s hand. Macdonal d had only one automatic; carreras could call on
forty men with submachi ne guns. There could only be one ending to any
battle in the sick bay, and the end would be swift and certain and
final. In nmy mnds eye | could just see stammering machi ne guns
sprayi ng the sick bay, could see macdonald and susan, bullen and
mar ston-i crushed down the thought, forced it fromny nmind. That way
| ay defeat.

when the radio operator left the office, if | got inside unseen, if
I was left undisturbed to send off the nessage, how | ong woul d t hat
| eave ne to get back to the sick bay? ten mnutes, not any nore than
ten mnutes, say seven or eight mnutes to make nmy way undetected right
aft to the port side where | had left the three ropes tied to the
guardrail stanchion, secure one to nyself, grab the Iife line, give the
signal to the bo' sun, lower nyself into the water, and then nake the
long half-drowning trip back to the sick bay. Ten minutes? eight? |
knew | could never do it in double that tine; if ny trip fromthe sick
bay to the afterdeck through that water had been any criterion, the trip
back, against instead of with the current, would be at |east twice as
bad, and the first trip had been near enough the end of nme. Eight
m nutes? the chances were high i'd never get back there at all.

or the radio operator? | could kill the radio operator as he left
the office. | was desperate enough to try anything and frantic enough
to have a fair chance of success. Even with patrolling guards round
That way carreras would never get the nessage. But he would be waiting
for it; oh yes, he would be waiting for it. He would be very anxious
indeed to have that last check, and if it didn't cone within mnutes he
was going to send sonmeone to investigate, and when that soneone found
the operator was dead or missing, the balloon would be up with a
vengeance. @uards running here, guards running there, lights on all
over the ship, every possible source of trouble investigated and that
still included the sick bay. And nacdonald would still be there. Wth
hi s gun.

there was a way. It was a way that gave little enough hope

of success, with the added drawback that | would be forced to |eave
those three incrimnating ropes attached to the guardrail aft; but at
least it didn't carry with it an outright guarantee of failure.
stooped, felt for the coiled fall rope, cut it with ny clasp knife. One
end of the rope | secured to ny waist with a bowine; the rest of it,

about sixty feet, | wapped round ny waist, tucking the end in. |
fumbled for and found the radio office key that i'd taken off the dead
carl os. | stood in the rain and the darkness and waited

a mnute elapsed, no nore, then the radi o operator appeared, |ocked



the door behind him and nmade for the conpani onway |eading up to the
bridge. Thirty seconds later | was sitting in the seat he'd just
vacated, looking up the call sign of the fort ticonderoga

I nade no attenpt to hide nmy presence there by leaving the |ight
off. That would only have aroused the suspicions, and quickly, too, of
any passing guards hearing the stutter of transmitted norse coning from
a darkened wireless office.

twice | tapped out the call sign of the ticonderoga and on the
second occasion | got an acknow edgenent. One of carreras' radio
operator stooges aboard the ticonderoga was certainly keeping a pretty
sharp watch. | shoul d have expected not hing el se.

it was a brief nmessage, speeded on its way by the introductory
words: highest priority urgent imediate repeat immediate attention
master fort ticonderoga. | sent the nessage and took the liberty of
signing it: fromthe office of the minister of transport by the hand of
vice-admiral richard hodson director naval operations. | swtched off
the light, opened the door, and peered out cautiously. No curious
listeners, no one at all in sight. | came all the way out, |ocked the
padl ock, and threw the key over the side.

thirty seconds later I was on the port side of the boat deck
carefully gauging, as best | could in that darkness and driving rain,
the distance from where | stood to the break in the focsle. About
thirty feet, | finally estimated, and the distance from the focsle break
aft to the wi ndow above ny bed was, | guessed, about the same. |If | was
right, | should be alnost directly above that w ndow now, the sick bay
was three decks below. If | wasn't right-well, i'd better be right.

I checked the knot round ny wai st, passed the other end of the rope
round a convenient armof a davit, and let it hang down | oosely over the
si de. I was just about to start |owering myself when the rope bel ow ne
snmacked wetly against the ship's side and went taut. Soneone had caught
that rope and hauled it tight.

pani ¢ touched nme, but the instinct for self-preservation stil
operated independently of my mind. | flung an armround the davit and
| ocked on to the wist of the other hand. Anyone wanting to pull ne
over the side would have to pull that davit and lifeboat along with ne.
But as long as that pressure remained on the rope | couldn't escape,
couldn't free a hand to untie the bowine or get at ny clasp knife. The

pressure eased. I funbled for the knot, then stopped

as the pressure cane on again. But the pressure was only
nonentary, no pull but a tug. Four tugs, in rapid succession. |If |
wasn't feeling weak enough already, i'd have felt that way with relief.
Four tubs. The prearranged signal with nmacdonald to show | was on ny
way back. I mght have known archie nacdonald woul d have been keeping

wat ch every second of the tinme | was away. He nust have seen or heard
or even felt the rope snaking down past the w ndow and guessed that it
could only be nyself. | went down that rope |like a man reborn, checked
suddenly as a strong hand caught ne by the ankle, and five seconds |ater
was on terra firma inside the sick bay.

"The ropes!" | said to macdonald. | was already untying the one
round my own waist. "The two ropes on the bedstead. Of with them
Throw them out the wi ndow." nonents later the last of the three ropes
had vani shed, | was closing the window, pulling the curtains, and

calling softly for Iights.

the lights came on. Macdonald and bullen were as | had left them
both eyeing ne with expressionless faces: macdonal d, because he knew ny
safe return neant at |east possible success and did not want to betray
hi s know edge; bullen, because | had told himthat | intended to take



over the bridge by force, and he was convinced that ny nethod of return
meant failure and didn't want to enbarrass nme. Susan and marston were
by the dispensary door, both fully dressed, neither making any attenpt

to conceal disappointnment. No tinme for greetings.

"Susan, on with the heaters! full on. This place feels like

a frig after this w ndow being open so long. Carreras will be here
any minute and it's the first thing he will notice. After that, towels

for me. Doc, a hand to get macdonald back to his own bed. Move, nan,
nove! and why aren't you and susan dressed for bed? if carreras sees
you

"We were expecting the gentleman to conme calling with a gun,”

macdonal d rem nded ne. "You' re frozen stiff, nr. carter, blue with
cold. And shivering like you were in an icebox."
"I feel like it." we dunped nmacdonal d, none too gently,

on his bed, pulled up sheets and bl ankets, then | tore off ny
clothes and started to towel nyself dry. No matter how | towell ed,
couldn't stop the shivering.

"The key," macdonald said sharply. "The key in the sickbay door."

"CGod, yes!"™ i'd forgotten all about it. "Susan, will you? unlock
it. And then to bed. Quickly! and you, doctor.”™ | took the key from
her, opened the wi ndow behind the curtain, and flung the key out; the
suit | had been wearing, the socks, the wet towels followed in short
order, but not before | had renmenbered to renove the screw driver and
macdonal d's clasp knife fromthe jacket. | dried and conbed ny hair
into sone sort of order-as orderly as anyone could expect it to be after
a few hours' sleeping in bed and hel ped doc narston as he swiftly
changed the plaster on ny head and wrapped splints and fresh bandages

round the still soaking ones covering the wounds in ny leg. Then the
lights clicked off and the sick bay was once nore in darkness.
"Have | forgotten anything, anybody?' | asked. "Anything that

m ght show i've been out of here?"

"Nothing, | don't think there's anything." the bo'sun speaking.
"I'"'m sure."

"The heaters?" | asked. "Are they on? it's freezing in here."

"It's not that cold, nmy boy," bullen said in his husky whisper.
"You're freezing, that's what. Mar st on, haven't you

"Hot-wat er bags,"” marston said briskly. "Two of them Here they
are." he thrust theminto ny hands in the dark. "Had them all prepared
for you; we suspected all that sea water and rain wouldn't do that fever
of yours any good. And here's a glass to show your friend carreras a
few drops of brandy in the bottomto convince him how far through you
are.

"You m ght have filled it," |I conplained. "I did."

| enptied it. No question but that that neat brandy had a heating
effect; it seemed to burn a hole through ne all the way down to ny
stomach, but the only overall effect it had was to nmake the rest of ne
seem col der than ever.

then macdonal d's voice, quick and quiet: "someone coning."

i'dtine to funble the enpty glass on to the bedside table but tine
for nothing nore, not even tine to slide down to a |lying position under
the blankets. The door opened, the overhead lights clicked on, and
carreras, the inevitable chart under his arm advanced across the sick
bay towards my bed. As usual, he had his expressions and enotions under
conplete control: anxiety, tension, anticipation, all those must have
been in his mnd, and behind everything the menory of his lost son, but
no trace showed.

he stopped a yard away and stared down at ne, eyes specul ative and



narrowed and col d.

"Not asleep, carter, eh?" he said slowy. "Not even |lying down."
he picked up the glass fromthe bedside table, sniffed it, and set it
down again. "Brandy. And you're shivering, carter. Shivering all the
time. \Why? answer ne!"

"I'mfrightened,"” | said sourly. "Every tinme | see you | get
terrified."

"M. carreras!" doc marston had just appeared through the

di spensary doorway, a blanket wapped round him his magnificent nmane of
white hair tousled in splendid disorder, rubbing the sleep from his
eyes. "This is outrageous, conpletely outrageous. Di sturbing this very
si ck boy-and at this hour. I must ask you to leave, sir. And at once!"

carreras | ooked himover fromhead to toe and back again, then said
quietly and coldly, "be quiet."

"I wWill not be quiet!" doc marston shouted. Mg.m Wuld have
given hima life contract any day. "I'ma doctor; i've ny duty as a
doctor and, by god, i'mgoing to have nmy say as a doctor!" there was

unfortunately no table at hand, otherw se he would have crashed down his
fist on it, but even wi thout the table banging it was a pretty

i npressive performance and carreras was obviously taken aback by

mar ston's professional ire and outrage

"Chief officer carter is a very sick man," marston thundered on.

"I haven't the facilities here to treat a conpound fracture of the fenur
and the result was inevitable. Pneunpnia, sir, pneunonial! in both
lungs, so much fluid gathered already that he can't |ie down, he can
hardly breathe. Tenperature 104, pulse 130, high fever, constant
shivering. 1've packed himw th hot-water bottles, fed him drugs,
aspirin, brandy, all to no effect. Fever just won't go down. One
moment burning hot, the next soaking wet." he was right about the
soaking wet bit anyway; | could feel the sea water from the sodden
bandages seeping through to the mattress below. "For god's sake
carreras, can't you see he's a sick man? |eave him be."

“I''l'l only keep him a nonent, doctor," carreras said soothingly.
What ever faint stirrings of suspicion he mght have had had been
conpletely laid to rest by narston's

oscar-whi ning performance. "l can see that nr. carter is unwell
But this will give himno trouble at all.’

I was reaching for the chart and pencil even before he handed it to
ne. What with the constant shivering and the nunbness that seened to be
spreading fromny injured leg over ny entire body the cal cul ati ons took
| onger than usual, but they weren't difficult. | |ooked at the sick-bay
clock and said, "you should be in position shortly before four a.m"

"W can't miss him you would say, nr. carter?" he wasn't

as confident and unworried as he |ooked. "Even in the dark?"

"Wth the radar going | don't see how you can.” | wheezed sone
nore so that he wouldn't forget to renenber how sick I was and went on
"how do you propose to nmake the ticonderoga stop?" | was as anxi ous as

he was that contact should be established and transfers acconplished as
qui ckly and snoothly as possible. The twister in the hold was due to

blowup at 7 aam 1'd just as soon be a long distance away by that
tinme.

"A shell across the bow and a signal to stop. |If that doesn't
work," he added reflectively, "a shell through the focsle."

"You really do surprise ne, carreras,” | said slowy.

"Surprise you?" a barely perceptible Iift of the left eyebrow, for
carreras a perfect riot of expression. "How so?"

"A man who has taken such infinite pains and, | nust admt, shown



such superb planning throughout to throw it all away by such carel ess,

haphazard action at the end.” he made to speak, but | held up ny hand
and carried on: "i'mjust as interested as you are in seeing that the
fort ticonderoga is stopped. | don't give a tuppenny dam about the
gold. | do know it's essential that captain bullen, the bo'sun, and |
get to a first-class hospital imediately. | do want to see all the
passengers and crew transferred to safety. | don't want to see any

nmenbers of the ticonderoga's crew killed by gunfire. And, finally

"Get on with it,” he interrupted coldly.

"Right. You intercept at five. |In the present weather conditions
it'll be half light the night enough to let the master of the fort
ti conderoga see you approaching. Wen he sees another vessel closing in
on himwith the whole width of the atlantic to use to pass him by he'll
becone i mmedi ately suspicious. After all, he knows he's carrying a
fortune in gold. He'll turn and run for it. In the half-light, with
poor visibility, falling rain, pitching decks, and a gun crew al npst
certainly untrained in naval gunnery, your chances of registering a hit
on the small target presented by a target running away fromyou are
pretty small. Not that that popgun i'mtold you ve nounted on the
focsle will achieve very much anyway."

"No one could call the gun i've mounted on the afterdeck

a popgun, nr. carter." but for all the untroubled snpothness of
the face, he was thinking plenty. "It's alnost the equivalent of a3."

"So what? you'll have to turn broadside on to bring that one to
bear, and while you're turning, the ticonderoga will be getting even
further away from you. For the reasons al ready given, you'll alnopst
certainly mss anyway. After the second shot those deck plates wll
probably be buckled to hell and gone. Then how do you propose to stop
hin? you can't make a fourteen-thousand-ton cargo ship stop just by
waving a few tomry guns at it."

"I't will not cone to that. There is an elenent of uncertainty

in everything. But we shall not fail."

"There's no need for any elenent of uncertainty, carreras."

"I ndeed? how would you propose it should be done?"

"I think that's enough!" it was captain bullen who broke in" his
husky voice heavy with all the weight and authority of the commobdore of
the blue mail. "Doing chart work under pressure is one thing

voluntarily scheming to further this crimnal's plans is another. |
have been listening to all of this. Haven't you gone far enough,
m ster?"

"Hell, no," | said. "I won't have gone far enough till all of

us have gone all the way to the navy hospital in hanpton roads.
The thing's dead sinple, carreras. Wen he cones within a few mles on
the radarscope, start firing off distress signals. At the sane
time-you' d better arrange this now have your stooges on the ticonderoga
take a nmessage to the master saying they've just picked up sos signals
fromthe canpari. Wen he conmes nearer, send an al di stress nessage that
you sprung engi ne-room plates comng through the hurricane, which he's
bound to have heard of, that the canpari's punps can't cope, that you're
beginning to sink, and that you want crew and passengers taken off." |
smled ny wan smile. "The last part is true, anyway. Wen he's stopped
al ongsi de and you whip the tarpaulins off your guns-well, you have him
He can't and won't try to get away."

he stared at ne wi thout seeing nme, then gave a small nod. "I
suppose it's out of the question to persuade you to becone
my-ah-1ieutenant, carter?"

"Just see ne safe aboard the ticonderoga, carreras. That's



all the thanks | want."

"That shall be done.” he glanced at his watch. "In under three
hours six of your crew will be here with stretchers to transfer captain
bul l en, the bo'sun, and yourself to the ticonderoga."

he left. | |ooked round the sick bay; they were all there, bullen
and macdonald in their beds, susan and marston by the di spensary door,
both shawl ed in blankets. They were all |ooking at nme and the

expressions on their faces were very peculiar indeed, to say the | east
of it.

the silence went on and on for what seenmed |like a quite
unnecessarily long tine, then bullen spoke, his voice slow and hard

"Carreras has conmitted one act of piracy; he is about to commt
another. By doing so he declares hinself an eneny of queen and country
You will be charged with giving aid and confort to the eneny, with being
directly responsible for the loss of a hundred and fifty million dollars

in gold bullion. | shall take statenents from wi tnesses present as soon
as we get aboard the ticonderoga.” | couldn't blanme the old man; he
still believed in carreras’ pronmise as to our future safety. In his

eyes | was just making things too dammed easy for carreras. But now
wasn't the time to enlighten him

"Ch, here," | said, "that's a bit hard, isn't it? aiding
abetting, accessorying, if you like, but all this treason stuff

"Wy did you do it?" susan beresford shook her head wonderingly.
"Ch, why did you do it, helping himlike that just to save your own
neck?" and now wasn't the tinme to enlighten her either: neither she nor
bull en were actor enough to carry off their parts in the nmorning if they
knew t he whole truth.

"That's a bit hard, too," | protested. "Only a few hours go there
was no one keener than yourself to get away from he canpari. And now
t hat

"I didn't want it done this way! | didn't know until now hat there
was a chance that the ticonderoga could escape."”

“I wouldn't have believed it, john," dr. Marston said eavily. "I
just wouldn't have believed it."

"It's all right for you to talk," I said. "You' ve all got
famlies. [|'ve only got nyself. Can you blane me for wanting o | ook
after all | have?" no one took me up on this masterpiece of |ogica

reasoni ng. Looked round them one by one, and they turned away one y
one, susan, narston, and bullen, not bothering to hide heir expressions.
And then nacdonald, too, turned away, but not before his left eyelid had
dropped in a long, slow w nk.

| eased nyself down in bed and nade up ny mind for sleep. No one
asked nme how | got on that night.

chapter 12

[saturday 6 a. m -7 a.m]

when | awoke | was stiff and sore and still shivering. But

it wasn't the pain or the cold or the fever that had brought ne up
fromthe murky depths of that troubled sleep. It was noise, a series of

grinding, creaking netallic crashes that echoed and shuddered throughout
the entire length of the canpari as if she were smashing into an iceberg
with every roll she took. | could tell fromthe slow, sluggish,
lifeless roll that the stabilisers weren't working: the canpari was
st opped, dead in the water.

"Well, mister.” bullen's voice was a harsh grate. "Your plan
wor ked, damm you. Congratul ations. The ticonderoga' s alongside."

"Al ongsi de?"

"Ri ght al ongside," nmacdonald confirned. "Lashed al ongside."



"In this weather?" | winced as the two ships rolled heavily

together in the trough of a deep swell, and | heard the harsh tearing
scream of sound as topsides netal buckled and rended under the
staggering weight of the inmpact. "It'll ruin the paint work. The man's
mad. "

"He's in a hurry," macdonald said. "I can hear the junbo w nch
aft. He's started transshipping cargo al ready."

"Aft?" | couldn't keep the note of excitement out of ny voice, and
everybody suddenly | ooked at me, curiosity in their eyes. "Aft? are
you sure?"

"I"'msure, sir."
"Are we tied bow to bow and stern to stern, or are we facing in
opposite directions?"

"No idea." both he and bullen were giving ne very close |ooks, but
there was a difference in the quality of the closeness. "Does it
matter, nr. carter?" he knew damed well it did.

"It doesn't matter," | said indifferently. Not much it didn't
matter: only 150 million dollars, that was all it mattered

"Where's m ss beresford?" | asked marston. "Wth her folks," he
said shortly. "Packi ng cl ot hes. Your kind friend carreras is allow ng

the passengers to take one suitcase apiece with them He says they'l
get the rest of their stuff back in due course-if anyone manages to pick
up the canpari after he has abandoned it, that is."

it was typical, | thought, of the man's extraordinary thoroughness
in all he did: by letting them pack sone clothes and promi sing the
eventual safe return of the remainder, he would elinminate from even the
nost suspicious minds the unworthy thought that perhaps his intentions
towards the crew and passengers weren't of the highest and the nobl est.

t he phone rang. Marston picked it up, listened briefly, then hung
up.

"Stretcher party in five mnutes,"” he announced

"Help me dress, please," | said. "My white uniform shorts and
white shirt."

"You you're not getting up?'" narston was aghast. "Wat if"

"I"'m getting up, dressing, and getting back to bed again,"

| said shortly. "Do you think i'mdaft? what's carreras going to

think if he sees a man with a conpound fracture of the thigh hopping
briskly over the rail of the ticonderoga?"

| dressed, stuck the screw driver under the splints on ny left leg
and got back to bed again. | was no sooner there than the stretcher
party appeared and all three of us, still blanket-wapped, were | owered
gently on to the stretchers. The six bearers stooped, caught the
handl es, and we were on our way.

we were carried straight aft along the main deck passage

to the afterdeck. | saw the end of the passage approaching, the
grey, cold dawn |light replacing the warmelectric glow of the
passageway, and | could feel ny nuscles tense involuntarily. The
ticonderoga would be in sight in a few seconds along our starboard side
and | wondered if | would dare to |ook. Wuld we be tied bow to bow or
bow to stern? would |I have won or lost? we canme out on the afterdeck
| forced nyself to |ook.

i'd won. Bow to bow and stern to stern. Fromny |ow el evation on
the stretcher | couldn't see much, but that | could see-bow to bow,
stern to stern. That nmeant that the canpari's after junbo was unl oadi ng
from the ticonderoga's afterdeck. I |1 ooked again and checked again and
there was no m stake. Bow to bow, stern to stern. | felt like a
mllion dollars. A hundred mllion dollars.



the ticonderoga, a big cargo vessel, dark blue with a red funnel
was al nost the same size as the canpari. Myre inportant, their
af terdecks were al nost the sane hei ght above the water, which nade for
ease of transfer of both cargo and human beings. | could count eight
crates already aboard the afterdeck of the canpari: a dozen still to
cone.

the transfer of human |ivestock had gone even further: all of the
passengers, as far as | could judge, and at l|least half of the canpari's
crew were already standing on the afterdeck of the ticonderoga, making
no nove, except to brace themsel ves against the rolling of the ship;
their stillness was encouraged by a couple of hard-faced characters in
green jungle uniform each with a machine pistol cocked. A third gunnman
covered two ticonderoga seanen who were stationed at |owered guardrails
to catch and steady nmen as they stepped or junmped from the afterdeck of
the canpari to that of the ticonderoga as the two ships rolled together.
Two nore supervised ticonderoga crew nenbers fitting slings to the

crates still to be transferred. Fromwhere | lay | could see four other
armed nen-there were probably many nore patrolling the decks of the
ti conderoga and four others on the afterdeck of the canpari. Despite

the fact that nost of them were dressed in a quasi uniformof jungle
green, they didn't look like soldiers to ne: they just |ooked |ike what
they were, hardened crimnals with guns in their hands, cold eyed nen
with their history witten in their faces by the lines of brutality and
depravity. Although he was maybe a bit short on the side of aesthetic
appreciation, there was no doubt but that carreras picked his killers
wel | .

the sky was low with grey tattered cloud stretching away to the
grey indistinctness of a tunbled horizon; the wi nd, westerly now, was
still strong, but the rain had al nost stopped, no nore than a cold
drizzle, felt rather than seen. Visibility was poor, but it would be
good enough to let carreras see that there were no other ships in the
vicinity, and the radarscope, of course, would be working all the tine.
But apparently the visibility hadn't been good enough to let carreras
see three ropes still attached to the base of the guardrail stanchion on
the port side. Fromwhere | lay | could see themclearly. To ne they
| ooked about the size of the cables supporting the brooklyn bridge. |
hastily averted ny eyes.

but carreras, | could now see, had no tinme to |ook round him
anyway. He hinself had taken charge of the transshipnment of the crates
hurrying on both his own nen and the crew of the ticonderoga, shouting
at them encouraging them driving them on with an unfl aggi ng
unrelenting energy and urgency which seened strangely at variance wth
his nornmally calm dispassionate bearing. He would, of course, be
under st andably anxious to have the transfer conpleted before any curious
third ship mght heave in sight over the horizon, but even so... And
then I knew what accounted for all the nearly desperate haste: | | ooked
at ny watch

it was already ten minutes past six. Ten past six! fromwhat i'd
gat hered of carreras' proposed schedule for the transfer and from the
lack of light in the sky i'd have put the time at no nore than half-past
five. | checked again, but no mistake. Six-ten. Carreras would want
to be over the horizon when the twi ster went up he would be safe enough
from bl ast and radi oactive fallout, but heaven al one knew what Kkind of
tidal wave would be pushed up by the explosion of such an underwater
nucl ear device-and the twister was due to go up in fifty mnutes. His
hast e was under st andabl e. I wondered what had held him up. Per haps the
late arrival of the ticonderoga or the |apse of a |longer period of tine



than he had expected in luring it alongside. Not that it mattered now

a signal fromcarreras and it was tine for the stretcher cases to
be transferred. I was the first to go. | didn't nuch fancy the
prospect of the brief trip; i'd just be a reddish stain spread over a
coupl e of hundred square feet of netal if one of the bearers slipped as
the two big ships rolled together, but the ninble-footed seanen probably
had the sanme thought in nmind for thenselves, for they made no m stake a
mnute |ater and both other stretchers had been brought across.

we were set down near the forward break of the afterdeck, beside

our passengers and crew. In a group slightly to one side, with a guard
all to thenselves, stood a few officers and nmaybe a dozen nmen of the
ticonderoga's crew. One of them a tall, |ean, angry-eyed man in his

early fifties with the four gold rings of a captain on his sleeves and
carrying a telegraph formin his hand, was talking to ntllroy, our chief
engi neer, and cunmi ngs. Mcl Il roy, ignoring the sudden |ift of the
guard's gun, brought him across to where we'd been set down.

"Thank god you all survived," ntllroy said quietly. "Last tinme |
saw you three | wouldn't have given a bent penny for any of your
chances. This is captain brace of the ticonderoga. Captain brace
captain bullen, chief officer carter.™

"dad to nmake your acquaintance, sir,

bul l en whi spered huskily.

"But not in these damable circunstances.” no question about it, the
old man was on the way to recovery. "W'I|l leave nr. carter out of it,
nr. ncllroy. | intend to prefer charges against him for giving undue
and unwarranted aid to that damed nonster carreras." considering i'd
saved his life by refusing to let doc nmarston operate on him | did
t hi nk he nmight have shown a little nore gratitude

"Johnny carter?" nctllroy |ooked his open disbelief. "It's
i npossi bl el”

"You'll have your proof," bullen said grimy. He |ooked up at

captain brace. "Knowi ng that you knew what cargo you were carrying,
shoul d have expected you to nmake a run for it when intercepted, naval
guns or no naval guns. But you didn't, did you? you answered an sos,
isn'"t that it? distress rockets, clains that plates had been sprung in
the hurricane, sinking, conme and take us off? right, captain?"

"I could have outrun or out nmanuvered him" brace said tightly.
Then, in sudden curiosity, "how did you know that ?"

"Because | heard our first mate here advising himthat it was the

best way to do it. Part of your answer already, eh, ntlLlroy?" he

| ooked at nme without admiration, then back at ntllroy. "Have a couple
of nmen nove nme nearer that bulkhead. | don't feel too confortable
here. "

I gave himan injured glance but it bounced right off him His
stretcher was shifted and | was left nore or less alone in front of the
group. | lay there for about three minutes, watching the cargo
transfer. A crate a minute, and this despite the fact that the manilla
hol ding the after ends of the two vessels together snapped and had to be
replaced. Ten nminutes at the nost and he should be all through.

a hand touched ny shoulder and | |ooked round. Julius beresford
was squatting by ny side.

"Never thought i'd see you again, nr. carter,'
"How do you feel ?"

"Better than | look," | said untruthfully. "And why left all alone
here?" he asked curiously. "This," | explained, "is what is known as
being sent to coventry. Captain bullen is convinced that | gave
unwarranted help or aid, or some such |egal phrase, to carreras. He's
not pleased with ne."

he said candidly.



"Rubbi sh!'" he snorted. "He heard me doing it."

"Don't care what he heard," beresford said flatly. "Whatever he
heard, he didn't hear what he thought he did. I make as many m st akes
as the next man, maybe nore than nobst, but | never nake a m stake about
men.... Wich reminds nme, ny boy, which renminds ne. | can't tell you

how pl eased | amand how delighted. Hardly the tine and place for it,
but neverthel ess ny very heartiest congratulations. M wife feels
exactly the sane way about it, | assure you."

it was taking ne all ny tinme to pay attention to him One of the
crates was swi nging dangerously in its slings, and if one of those
crates dropped, fell on the deck, and burst open to reveal its contents,

| didn't see that there was going to be nmuch future for any of us. It
wasn't a thought | liked to dwell on; it would be better to turn ny nind
to something else, like concentrating on what julius beresford was
sayi ng.

"l beg your pardon," | said.

"The job at nmy scottish oil port." he was half inpatient, half
smling. "You know. Delighted that you are going to accept. But not

half as delighted as we are about you and susan. Al her life she's
been pursued, as you can guess, by hordes of gol d-digging dead beats,
but I always told her that when the day cane that she net a man who
didn't give a dam for her nobney, even though he was a hobo, | wouldn't
stand in her way. WlIl, she's found him And you' re no hobo.

"The oil port? susan and me?" | blinked at him "Look, sir

"I mght have known it, | might have known it!" the |augh was
pretty close to a guffaw. "That's ny daughter. Never even got round to
telling you yet. Wit till nmy wife hears this!"

"VWhen did she tell you?" | asked politely. Wen i'd |ast seen her
about two-fifteen that norning I would have thought it the last thing in
her mnd. "Yesterday afternoon." that was even before she had nmade the
job proposal to ne. "But she'll get round to it, ny boy, she'll get
round to it."

"I won't get round to it!" | didn't know how | ong she had been
standing there, but she was there now, a stormy voice to match storny
eyes. "I'Il never get round to it. | nust have been mad. |'m ashaned
of nyself for even thinking. | heard him daddy. | was there |ast
night with the others in the sick bay when he was telling carreras that
the best way of stopping the ticonderoga was a |long piercing blast on a
whi stle brought the tale of carter's cowardice to a nerciful end
| mredi ately green shirted arned nen began to appear from other parts of
the ticonderoga, from the bridge and engi ne room where they'd been on
guard during the transshi pnent, which was now finished except for one

last crate. Two of the nmen with guns, | noticed, were dressed in blue
nmerchant navy uniforms: those would be the radio officers carreras had
i ntroduced aboard the ticonderoga. | |ooked at ny watch. Six twenty

five. Carreras was cutting it fine enough.

and now carreras hinself had junped across to the afterdeck of the
ticonderoga. He said sonething to captain brace. I couldn't hear what
it was, but | could see brace, his face hard and grim nodding
reluctantly. Carreras arranging for the transfer of the coffins. On
his way back to the rail he stopped beside ne.

"You see that mguel carteras keeps his words. Everybody safely
transferred.” he glanced at his watch. "I still need a lieutenant."

" Good- bye, carreras."”

he nodded, turned on his heel and left as his men brought the
coffins on to the afterdeck of the ticonderoga. They handl ed them very
reverently indeed, with a tender delicacy that showed they were only too



aware of their contents. The coffins were not inmediately recognisable
as such: in the final gesture of the consunmate actor paying the
m nutest attention to the last detail in his role, he had draped them
with three stars and stripes. Knowing carreras, | was pretty sure that
he'd brought themall the way fromthe cari bbean

captain brace stooped, lifted a corner of the flag on the coffin
nearest to him and | ooked down at the brass plaque with the nane of
senator hoskins on it. | heard a quick indrawing of breath, saw that
susan beresford, hand to her parted lips, was staring down w de-eyed at
it, too, renenbered that she must be still under the inpression that the
twi ster was inside, reached out, and grabbed her ankle. | grabbed it
har d.

"Be quiet!™ | nuttered fiercely. "For heaven's sake shut up!"

she heard nme. She kept quiet. Her old man heard ne, but he kept
qui et al so, which must have taken quite a bit of doing on his part when
he saw me with ny hand round his daughter's ankle. But the ability to
keep expressions and enotions buttoned up nust be anong the npst
elementary training for an aspiring multimllionaire.

the last of carreras' men were gone, carreras with them He didn't
waste any tinme w shing us "bon voyage" or anything of the kind; he just
ordered ropes cast off and di sappeared at speed for the bridge. A
mnute later the canpari was under way and, her afterdeck haphazardly
packed with crates, was slew ng round and headi ng away towards the east.

"Well," bullen said into the heavy silence, "there he goes, the
murderer. Wth nmy ship, damm his soul!"

"He won't have it for long," | said. "Not even half an hour.
Captain brace, | advise you

"We' |l dispense with your advice, mister.” captain bullen' s voice

was a series of rattraps snapping shut, the blue eyes very frosty
i ndeed.

"This is urgent, sir. |It's inperative that captain brace-"

"I gave you a direct order, nr. carter. You will obey "will you
pl ease be quiet, captain bullen?" respectful exasperation, but nore
exasperation than respect.

"I still think you'd better be listening to him sir,"” the bo'sun
put in, gravely unhappy. "M. carter was not idle last right, unless
i'm much m staken."

"Thanks, bo'sun.” | turned to captain brace again. "Phone the

officer of the watch. Due west 180 degrees from the canpari and full
speed. No, energency power. Now, captain brace."

the urgency in ny voice got through. For a person who had just
| ost one hundred and fifty mllion dollars in gold brace reacted
surprisingly quickly and well to the man who had just caused himto |ose
it. He gave a few quick words of instruction to a junior officer, then
turned a coldly specul ati ve gaze on ne.

"Your reasons, sir?"

"I'n nunber four hold of the canmpari carreras is carrying an arned
atomic bonmb with the tine fuse running out, the twister, the new nmissile
stolen fromthe anericans a week or so ago." a glance round the
strained, incredulous faces of the listeners showed that they knew what
| was talking about all right; it showed clearly that they couldn't
believe it. "The twi ster "atom c bonb?" brace's voice was harsh and
too loud. "What dammed rubbi sh

"WIIl you listen? niss beresford, am| telling the truth?"

"You're telling the truth.” her voice was unsteady, her green eyes
jumpy and still on that coffin. "I saw it, captain. But

"So," | said. "The bonb. Armed. Due to go off in"-i glanced at



ny watch-"less than twenty-five nmnutes. Carreras knows it's due to go
off then. That's why he's in such a tearing hurry to get away: he
i mgi nes the twister is aboard here. And that's why i'min such a

tearing hurry to go in the opposite direction: | know it's not."

"But it is here," said susan violently. "It is, you know it

isl that coffin! there!"

"You're wrong, mniss beresford." the ticonderoga was picking up
speed now, the runbling thrust of her propellor shaft vibrating through
the deck plates. | wouldn't have put it past carreras to have had his
gl asses trained on our afterdeck as long as he possibly could, so | lay

quietly where I was for the next ten or fifteen seconds while about
forty pairs of frankly terrified eyes stared at the flag-shrouded
coffins. Then the poop of the ticonderoga had swung round to the east,
the canpari was bl ocked fromsight, and I was out of ny blankets,
ripping off the outside blankets and splints and fishing out the
conceal ed screw driver before getting stiffly to ny feet. The effect
upon passengers and crew, who had believed inplicitly that chief officer
carter had a conpound fracture of the thigh, was startling, to say the
least. But | had no tine to consider effects. | hobbled to the nearest
coffin and pulled the flag clear.

"M. carter"-captain brace was by ny side-"what on earth are you
doing? «crimnal though carreras may be, he told ne senator hoskins

"Ha." | said. Wth the handle of the screw driver | rapped out
three sharp doubl e knocks on the lid of the coffin: three knocks canme in
reply. | glanced round the ever-closing ring of watchers; a caneranan
shoul d have been there, recording those expressions for posterity.

"Remar kabl e recuperative powers, those anerican senators,” | said
to captain brace. "You just can't keep them down. You'll see.”

i'dthe lid off that coffin in two mnutes flat: in coffin-lid
renoving, as in everything else, practice nakes perfect.

dr. Slingsby caroline was as pale as any corpse i'd ever seen. He

| ooked as if he had been frightened to death. | didn't blame him there
nmust be lots of harrowi ng experiences calculated to drive a nman round
the bend, but | think being screwed down in a coffin for about five

hours must beat the lot. Dr. Caroline wasn't yet round the bend, but
he' d been approaching it pretty fast, with the throttle w de open, by
the time | got to him He was shaking like a broken bedspring, his eyes
wide with fear, and he could hardly speak; that knock of mne nust have
been the sweetest nusic he'd ever heard.

| left the mnistrations to other hands and headed for the next
coffin. The lid on this one was either pretty stiff or | was pretty
weak, and | wasn't maeking much progress when a burly seaman from the

ti conderoga's crew took the driver fromm hand. | wasn't sorry to let
it go. | looked at ny watch. Seventeen ninutes to seven

"And this tine, nr. carter?" it was captain brace once nore at ny
el bow, a man whose expression clearly showed that his mnd had given up
trying to cope. It was understandabl e enough

"Conventional explosive with a tinme setting. | think it's neant to
blow up the twister in synpathetic detonation if the twister's own tine
nmechani sm doesn't work. Frankly, | don't know. The thing is that even

this could sink the ticonderoga."
"Couldn't we couldn't we just heave it over the side?"

he asked nervously. "Not safe, sir. About due to go off and the
jar of its hitting the water m ght be just enough to trigger off the
clock. It would blow a hole the size of a barn through the side of your
ship.... You might get sonmeone to unscrew the third lid too."

I looked at my watch again. Fifteen minutes to seven. The canpari



was al ready hardly nore than a dark snudge far down on the |ightening
horizon to the east, six, perhaps seven mles away. A fair distance
of f, but not far enough.

the lid was clear of the second coffin. | pulled back the covering
bl ankets, located the priner and the two slender leads to the inset
detonator, and gingerly sliced through these, one at a tine, with a

knife. Just to be on the safe side, | threw detonator and priner over
the side. Two minutes later i'd rendered the time bonmb in the third
coffin equally harmess. | |ooked round the afterdeck; if those people

had any sense, the place should have been deserted by now. No one
seenmed to have stirred an inch.

"M. carter,"” bullen said slowy. He'd stopped glaring at ne.
think perhaps you owe us a little explanation. This business of dr.
Caroline, the coffins, the-the substitutions.

so | gave it to him highly condensed, while everybody crowded
round, and at the end he said, "and | think nmaybe | night owe you a
smal | apology." contrite, but not going overboard about it. "But
can't get the thought of the twister out of nmy head-the twister and the
canpari. She was a good ship, mister. Damm it, | know carreras is a
villain, a nonster, a man surrounded by cutthroats. But did you have to
do it this way? to condemm themall to death? forty lives on your
hands?"

"Better than a hundred and fifty lives on carreras' hands," julius
beresford said sonbrely. "Wich is what it would have been but for our
friend here."

"Couldn't be done, sir," | said to bullen. "The twi ster was arned
and locked in position. Carreras has the key. The only way to render
that bonb safe would be to tell carreras and let himunlock it. If we'd

told him before he'd left here, sure, he'd have disarned it, then he
woul d have killed every nan and wonman on the ticonderoga. You can bet
what you like that the generalissinb's last instruction was: 'no one
must live to talk about this."'"

"It's still not too late," bullen said insistently. He wasn't
gi ving a damm about carreras, but he |oved the canpari

"Once we're under way there's no chance of his being able to board

us again and kill us, even assuming he cones after us. W can dodge
what ever shel | s"

"One nonent, sir,” | interrupted. "How do we warn hin®"

"By radio, man, by radio! there's still six mnutes. Get a
nmessage"

"The ticonderoga's transmitters are useless," | said wearily
"They're smashed beyond repair."

"What ?" brace caught nmy arm "What? smashed? how do you know?"

"Use your head," | said irritably. "Those two bogus wirel ess

operators were under orders to weck the transmitters before they left.
Do you think carreras wanted you sending out soss all over the atlantic
the nonent he took off?"

"The thought hadn't even occurred to ne." brace shook his head and
spoke to a young officer. "On the phone. You heard. Cheek."

he checked and was back in thirty seconds, his face grave. "He's
right, sir. Conpletely smashed."

"Qur friend carreras,"” | nurnured. "Hi s own executioner."

two seconds |ater and five minutes ahead of schedule the canpari
blew itself out of existence. She nust have been at |east thirteen
mles away; she was well hull-down over the horizon, and the high square
bul k of the ticonderoga' s raised poop lay in our direct |ine of sight,
but, for all that, the searing blue-white glare that was the heart of



the exploding bonb struck at our cringing wounded eyes with all the
strength of a dozen noonday suns while it nmonentarily highlit the
ti conderoga in blinding white and shadows bl acker than night, as if sone
gi ant searchlight had been switched on only yards away. The intense
whi t eness, the nurderous dazzlement, |lasted no nore than the fraction of
a second though its inprint on the eye's retina lasted many tinmes |onger
and was replaced by a single bar-straight colum of glowing red fire
that streaked up into the dawn until it pierced the cloud above; and
following that, a great colum of boiling seething-white water surged up
slowy fromthe surface of the sea, incredibly slowy, seened to reach
hal fway up to the clouds, then as slowy began to fall again. What
little was left of the shattered and vaporised canpari would have been
in that gigantic waterspout. The canpari and carreras.

frombirth to death that waterspout nust have taken a full nminute,
and it was only seconds after it had vani shed and the eastern horizon
becane clear again that the single flat thunderclap of sound followed by
t he deep, nenacing runble of the after-explosion and acconpanyi ng shock
waves came at us over the surface of the sea. Then all was silence
prof ound and deathly.

"Well, dr. Caroline,” | said conversationally, "at |east you have
the satisfaction of knowi ng that the dammed thing works."

he didn't take nme up on ny conversational ganbit. No one took ne
up on it. They were all waiting for the tidal wave, but no tidal wave

came. After a minute or two a long, low, very fast-nmoving swell bore
down on us from the east, passed under the ticonderoga, nade her pitch
heavily perhaps half a dozen times, and then was gone. It was captain
brace who was the first of all of themto find his voice

"That's it, then, captain bullen. Al gone up in snoke. Your ship
and nmy one hundred and fifty mllion dollars in gold."

Zz "just the ship, captain brace," | said. "Just the ship. As

for the twenty vaporised generators, i'msure the united states
governnment will gladly reconpense the harns worth and hol den el ectrica
engi neeri ng conpany."

he smled faintly; heaven knows he couldn't have felt like smling

"There were no generators in those crates, nr. carter. Cold
bullion for fort knox. How that devil carreras

"You knew there was gold in those crates?" | asked. "O course |
did. Rather, | knew we had it on board. But there had been a m stake
in marking the crates. So nuch damed secrecy, | suppose, that one hand

didn't know what the other hand was doing. According to ny nmanifest,
the crates of gold were the forward twenty on the upper deck, but an
adnmiralty nessage |last night informed nme of the mistake that had been
nade. Rather it informed those dammed renegades of radio operators.
Never showed it to me, of course. They nust have radioed the news to
carreras, and the first thing they did when they tied up al ongsi de was
to give himthe witten nmessage itself as confirmation. He gave it to
me as a souvenir," he added bitterly. He held out his hand with the
forminit. "Want to see it?"

"No need." | shook ny head. "I can tell you word for word what's
in that cable. "highest priority urgent inmmedi ate repeat imediate
attention master fort ticonderoga: grave error in |oading nanifest:
special cargo not repeat not in forward twenty crates forward deck
mar ked turbines nashville tennessee but repeat but in forward twenty
crates afterdeck marked generators oak ridge tennessee: indications you
may be running into hurricane essential secure afterdeck cargo earliest:
fromthe office of the mnister of transport by hand of vice-admra
richard hodson director naval operations.'"



captain brace stared at me. "How in the nane of

"M guel carreras also had a manifest in his cabin,” | said.

"Mar ked and correctly exactly the same as yours. | saw it. That
radi o nessage never cane fromlondon. It came fromnme. | sent it from
the wireless office of the canpari at two o' clock this norning." it was
a long silence indeed that foll owed; predictably enough, it was Susan
beresford who finally broke it. She noved across to bullen's stretcher,
| ooked down at him and said, "captain bullen, I think you and | both
owe nr. carter a very great apol ogy."

"I think we do, miss beresford. | think we do indeed.”™ he tried
to scow, but it didn't quite cone off. "But he told me to shut up,

m nd you. M. His captain. You heard hin"
"That's nothing," she said in disnissal. "You're only his captain.

He told ne to shut up, too, and i'mhis fiancee. W're getting married
next nonth."

"Hs fiancee? getting getting married next nonth?" in spite of
the pain captain bullen propped hinmself up on one el bow, stared
unconpr ehendi ngly at each one of us in turn, then lay back heavily on
his stretcher. "Well, i'll be dammed! this is the first i've heard of
this.™”

"It's the first nr. carter has heard of it, too,
"But he's hearing it now.

she admtted.



