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The New York Times says, “Any Garve novel is automatically
recommended to all readers.” Against a picturesque setting
of wet sands, cruel rocks and changing seas, Mr. Garve
here tells of a man and a married woman who spend a night
on an uninhabited island, of a jealous husband, a wild fight
on top of a murderous cliff . . . and of death-trap caves
and marauders in the night. A Grade A job from a master
of suspense. . . .
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THE MAN

ON THE CLIFE

by ANDREW GARVE

CHAPTER ONE

The day I crossed to Scilly the
islanders had just learned that for the
first time in their history they were
going to have to pay income tax. The
news had come straight out of the
blue and they were visibly suffering
from shock. On the boat from Pen-
zance it was the sole topic of conversa-
tion among the home-going Scillon-
ians. They were resentful, of course,
and pretty caustic about the plight

that “England” must be in if she had
to scrape the barrel to that extent.

Some of them aired their grievances
to the tourists, but most of them
gathered in tight groups and debated
among themselves. Not all of them
were well informed about the exact
nature of income tax and one anxious
little man seemed to think that all his
savings were going to be taken from
him. The fact was that on that Apnil
morning the friendly, easygoing Scil-
lonians sounded capable of exposing a

© 1954 by Andrew Garve; published by special arrangement with Harper & Bros.;
originally titled “The Riddle of Samson”. An authorized abridgement.
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tax collector on Scilly Rock or even of
seceding from the Commonwealth
with a little more provocation.

In case you don’t know the Isles of
Scilly—the “Fortunate Isles,” as the
guidebooks like to call them—they’re
a cluster of five inhabited islands and
nearly a hundred and fifty islets and
rocks about three hours’ steaming
from Land’s End. There was a time,
thousands of years ago, when most of
them were joined together in a single
land mass, but the land sank and all
the central part became a shallow, par-
tially enclosed sea. To the south of
this sea now lies St. Mary’s, the big-
gest 1sland of the group; to the north-
west are Bryher and Tresco, to the
northeast St. Martin’s, and to the
west the uninhabited Samson. On the
outer fringes are the Eastern Rocks
and the Western Rocks, with Agnes
on its own across a deep channel to the
southwest. The whole archipelago is
on a miniature scale and to say that it
occupies a sea area of about thirty
square miles probably gives an exag-
gerated impression of its size. I sup-
pose a modern airplane could fly from
end to end of it in about a minute,
and by motor boat you can get from
any point in the group to any other
point in little more than a quarter of
an hour if the weather is good. The
islands themselves are all very small
—even St. Mary’s is hardly more than
two miles across and you can stroll
~ right round any of the others—the
“off islands,” as they’re called—very
comfortably in a morning.

The total population of the group

isn’t much more than eighteen hun-
dred and most of that is to be found
on St. Mary’s, the administrative cen-
ter, which has a tiny “town” called
Hugh Town, a harbor, hotels, shops,
surfaced roads, a few motor cars and
a little airport. In their time the Scil-
lonians have carried on various occus-
pations—fishing, piloting, wrecking,
kelp burning, smuggling and market
gardening—but now they seem to
have settled for tourists and flower
growing, particularly the latter. Hav-
INng an average winter temperature
about that of the French Riviera gives
them a long start on everyone else
when 1t comes to early marketing. So
now almost every scrap of cultivable
land on St. Mary’s is laid out in bulb
fields. Incidentally, the flowers are
picked in bud so the place is never
quite the riot of daffodil and narcissus
that most people imagine. The “off
islands” are much wilder. Tresco of
course has its “Abbey” and world-
famous botanical garden, but all the
northern part of Tresco and Bryher
and St. Martin’s is rugged moorland
given over to bracken, gorse, and
granite.

Unless you fly—and the planes from
Lland’s End carry so few passengers
at a time that it isn’t always easy to
get a seat—the only way to reach
Scilly is by the R.M.S. Scillonian,
which mostly does the trip on alter-
nate days—out one day and back the
next. ' '

I was in luck that morning. The
weather was superb as we chugged in
among the islands, and for once there
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was hardly a breath of wind. The air
was deliciously scented and in the
sharp clear light the colors were un-
believably lovely. The sea was a vivid
tropical blue as 1t nearly always 1s
around Scilly—because of the absence
of plankton in the water, the books
say. Ahead, St. Mary's rose in gentle
slopes of green and brown, with the
mellow gray roofs of Hugh Town
clustered on a narrow isthmus be-
tween scumitars of sand. Across the
roadstead were more patches of color
—the russet of twin-hilled Samson,
the blazing gorse of Bryher, the pale
gold beaches of Tresco against their

background of dark trees. There was

nothing ugly or jarring anywhere. The
old London taxi on the quay and the
two smart constables who constituted
the whole police force of the islands
seemed no more than amusing incon-
gruities. |

The first thing I did on landing
was to look around for my gear. I'd
written to Barney Randall——a boat-
man who ran one of the inter-island
launch services and whom I'd come
to know rather well on previous visits
—asking him if he'’d mind ordering
locally some of the heavy things that
[ couldn’t easily bring down with me.
And here they all were, stacked on
the quay under a tarpaulin—a gal-
vanized wheelbarrow, half a dozen
big planks, a pick and shovel, two
four-gallon cans for fresh water and
another can for parafin, and quite a
lot of other stuff besides. I added the
army entrenching tool that I'd carted
all the way from London because it

was particularly good in sand, and let
the porter take the tent and sleeping
bag and the big suitcase to the Ocean
Hotel, where I was booked for one
night. |

As I followed him along the narrow
main street, past the chemist's shop
and the chalked boards announcing
which of the islands the motor boats
were visiting that day and the win-
dow with the shapely bottles of Cor-
nish mead *“made by the Druids 400
years ago, I was sharply reminded
again that this was Scilly’s “Black
Day.” Although 1t was Ilunchtime,
quite a few people were standing in
the road talking to those who had
just come off the boat with news from
the grasping mainland. Outside the
Town Hall, a placard said “Protest
Meeting 8 p.m.” Even in the hotel
there was no getting away from the
subject, for the unheralded arrival of
four newspapermen from London by
special plane that morning had com-
plicated the room arrangements.

Most of the guests were taking ad-
vantage of the fine weather to spend
the whole day on one or other of the
“off i1slands,” so I lunched almost
alone. I had a big program for the
afternoon, laying in stores, and di-
rectly the shops reopened I borrowed
the hotel’s hand truck and went off
with the list I'd drawn up. Apart from
the considerable amount of feod that
George and 1 would need there were
all the cooking utensils to get, as well
as the hundred-and-one minor articles
you’ve got to keep by you when you're
camping on a desert island. I had to
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make several journeys, and when all
the stuff was stacked up in the Ocean’s
annex it looked as though a major ex-
pedition were about to set off into
the unknown. I dispatched a card to
George telling him that everything
was under control and then went for
a stroll.

By the time I got back to the Ocean
the launches had returned with their
loads of holiday makers and the spa-
cious bar was beginning to fill up. I'd
arranged to meet Barney there but he
hadn’t arrived yet so I ordered a half
of bitter and turned to see what sort
of company the evening had brought.
It was a pretty mixed crowd. There
was the usual bunch of high-spirited
girls with wind-polished cheeks and
peeling noses, flirting with the boat-
men and clamoring to be taken round
the Bishop Lighthouse. There were
two eager young people arguing
whether a bit of stone they'd picked
up on Bryher that day was moss agate
or not, and there was a youngish man
in well-cut tweeds discussing bird
watching with a white-haired old boy
in a blazer. There was a party of four
women together, probably schoolmis-
tresses, with stout shoes and bramble-
scratched legs, and two couples sibi-
lant in corners who were stamped all
over as honeymooners. And of course
there were the locals—the flower
farmers and shopkeepers and business-
men, still harping on the iniquities of
the Chancellor of the Exchequer.

Presently there was a new and noisy
influx. Five men, who appeared to be

carrying on a yunning argument,

swept 1n like a minor avalanche, pre-
ceded by a most striking-looking girl.

She was dark, and tall for a woman,

and though her expression was too
hard and aloof for my taste she had a
highly individual kind of good looks.
It was her clothes that caught every-
one’s eye, though. She was wearing a
pleated tartan skirt in dark greens and
a black turtle-neck sweater and a
cream leather jacket with a lot of
heavy black stitching on it and nylon
net stockings and beautiful shoes in
hand-sewn natural leather. The gen-
eral effect was extremely elegant but
a bit spectacular for Scilly. She seemed
a little detached from the rest of her
party and after she had accepted a
glass of sherry from one of the men
she turned away rather coldly and
gazed around the room in a haughty,
self-possessed way, obviously sizing
everybody up. i
At first I couldn’t place the new ar-
rivals at all. It wasn’t until [ heard one
of the men say something about an
“interview” that I realized they must
be the Press. Four of them were quite
young fellows, neatly dressed and
“towny” and rather nondescript. The
fifth, who was wearing a sports jacket
and flannels and a checked wool shirt,
was considerably older and a lot more
impressive. He was a big man, with a
rich brown beard and mustache, a
deep resonant voice, and the heaviest
pair of horn-rnrmmed glasses I'd ever
seen. It was he who'd been doing most
of .the talking as they came in, and as
soon as they’d got their drinks he
leaned back against the bar, very much
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at his ease, and continued to hold
forth as though he were conducting a
seminar.

“The Fortunate Isles?” he said rhe-
torically, ramming tobacco into his
pipe. “I'll say they're fortunate. Pam-
pered’s the word. Just look at the
money the Duchy’s spent on them!
Look at the visitors who come pour-
ing in all the year round! Look at the
flower industry You're not telling me
the farmers don’'t make fortunes out
of a hundred million flowers a year?”

“Eighty million, Ronnie,” said a
stocky little man 1n a tone of mild
reproof.

“Well, eighty million, if you like,”
Ronnie said. “Whatever the figure,
they’re sull rolling. I wouldn’t mind
betting a lot of them are making a
cool five thousand a year. They've
nothing to squeal about—they ought
to have been taxed long ago.” He took
a gulp ot what appeared to be neat
whisky and began to light his pipe,
blowing out a huge cloud of smoke
and a shower of sparks. Between puffs
he kept glancing across at the girl as
though seeking her approval of his
harangue.

The stocky man said: *“That’s all
very well, but this tax is going to hit
everybody, not just the wealthy farm-
ers. It's bound to mean higher freights,
and prices here are already far above
those on the mainland. Elevenpence
tor a loaf of bread is no joke, after all,
: s

“I agree,” Ronnie interrupted, “but
why are prices so high? Because the
chaps who run the boats are piling up

whacking profits—that’s why. They're
simply soaking the rest of the island-
ers
A pasty youth with long hair and a
supercilious expression said: “Easy,
old boy, we’re not alone.”

“Personally,” said the stocky man,
dropping his voice, “l reckon they
earn every penny they get. It must be
damned bard work keeping a service
going in all weathers.” '

“My dear chap, there’s nothing dif-
ficult about these waters. All you've
oot to do 1s study the rocks at low
tide and after that it’s child’s play.”

“Damned precocious child!” said the
stocky man.

Ronnie ignored that. “Now where I
learned my sailing, in the Thames
Estuary, it really is tricky—mudbanks
everywhere and not much shelter.
Here you've only got to watch the
bottom and keep inside the islands.”

“Then how did you manage to
crack that plank in Truan:?” asked
the supercilious youth.

“Hell,” said Ronnie, “you can’t
avoid rocks when a boat’s almost out
of control. With the mizzen gone and
only a jury rudder I was darned lucky
to reach an anchorage at all.,” He
drained his glass and looked inquir-
ingly around. “What about some more
drinkss”

The girl shook her head. The others
had beer and Ronnie stuck to whisky.
He produced a bundle of loose notes
from a side pocket and flung one of
them carelessly on the counter.

“Anyway,” persisted the stocky
man, "I still think you’re wrong about
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the boatmen. There’s a lot of compe-
tition, don’t forget—and look at the
capital they’ve got tied up in those big
launches.”

“The trouble with you, Bill,” said
Ronnie, “is that you don’t vpderstand
economics and you believe what peo-
ple tell you. That flower farmer we
talked to this morning, for instance—
why, the figures he gave us were as
phony as he was. When I saw you
solemnly taking them all down I near-
ly died. . . .” Suddenly Ronnie’s fea-
tures seemed to crumple and change,
and he began to talk in an affected
drawl that was obviously intended to
be an imitation of someone they’d all
met. It must have been a good imita-
tion, too, for there was a gale of
laughter. Even the girl gave a fleeting
smile.

I lost track of the reporters after
that. As I turned to have my own
glass refilled I saw that a man stand-
ing beside me had a map spread out
on the counter—and a map, even a
tamiliar one, is something I always
find it hard to resist. He was an odd-
looking character of about my own
age—very spare and angular, with
bony wrists and knobbly sunburned
knees lapped by a pair of gray flannel
shorts that looked as though they’d
been cut down from “longs.” At his
feet there was a rucksack of crip-
pling size. He seemed a friendly soul
and we soon fell into a typical Scillies
conversation about the islands and
their comparative attractions. This, I
~ gathered, was his first visit, and he
was full of enthusiasm and determined

not to miss anything. He'd been in the
place for only three days but he'd al-
ready explored Tresco, Bryher and St.
Martin’s, besides taking in the eight-
mile coastline of St. Mary’s in a morn-
mg. He liked walking, he told me.

“Don’t you find the islands a bit
crampingr”’ I asked.

“Well,” he said with a gentle smile,
“T do sometimes go round them twice.
As a matter of fact I was just won-
dering 1if I could give myself an extra
mile or two by walking across from
Tresco to Samson? It looked today as
though it might be possible.”

“Oh, yes,” I said, “if the tides are
right.”

“The boatman was saying this
morning that they're going to be ex-
ceptionally low for the next few days.”

“In that case you should have no
difficulty at all. Samsen Flats run out
almost to Tresco and I've often seen
the channel practically dry in be-
tween.”

He looked pleased. “Then 1 think
I'll have a shot at it tomorrow.”

“If you want to do something really
strenuous, I said, “why not try walk-
ing from here to Tresco and then on
to Samson?”
~ He looked through the window at
the blue expanse of sea. “From here
to Tresco! You don’t mean that, sure-
ly? The roadstead can’t be as shallow
as that.”

“No, but further along there’s a
sand bar—Crow Bar, they call it. It
runs from Bar Point on St. Mary’s
across to Tobaccoman’s Point on Tres-
co, and the distance 1sn’t more than a
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mile.” I indicated the route on his
map. '

“It would need pretty careful um-
ing, I should think.”

I agreed, “It certainly wouldn’t do
to get caught. The spring tides run
very strongly over the bar.”

He pondered. “Well, I think I'll try
the Tresco-Samson bit first and see
how I get on.”

We talked a little longer, and then
he picked up his rucksack and went
off to change. He'd only just left when
Barney came in and joined me at the
bar.

- Barney’s about forty. He’s small and
inclined to be plump, and with his
clearcut features and dark smooth hair
and sardonic eyes he always makes me
think of the pictures of Napoleon Bon-
parte. It takes quite a while to get to
know him, but it’s ime well spent. He
has a very dry wit, and the ways of
mainland visitors, quietly observed
over more than twenty years, give him
plenty of scope to exercise it. Yet he’s
kindly and courteous and unfailingly
obliging to those who put themselves
in his care—I never knew a man with
a greater sense of professional respon-
sibility. He can tell you where to look
for baby seals and where the pufhns
are thickest and which beaches have
the cowrie shells and how much fish
a shag eats 1n a day; he’s wise about
the moods of the sea and the quick-
changing weather; he prides himself
on his craftsman’s skill and on know-
ing every rock and shoal and cur-

rent around the islands.
- We shook hands and I called for an-

other pint. “Well,” I said, “leaving in-
come tax out, how’s things?”

He pushed his peaked cap back
from his forehead. “Can’t grumble,”
he said, and took a long pull. “We've
got another boat since you were here

last.”

I looked at his blue jersey and saw

that the name Seagwll had been em-
broidered below Tern.
“Nice work. What’s she like?”
“Thirty-foot  launch. Old—but

‘sound.”

“Fine. And how’s Jim—still break-
ing the girls’ hearts?” Jim was his
nephew and right-hand man in the
business.

Barney gave a reminiscent chuckle.
“He had three of them cleaning the
brass last week. I expect he'll settle
down in the end. He’s been doing a
job on his own account this winter,
you know—repairing a boat for a
private owner.” Barney jerked his
pipe stem 1in the direction of the re-
porters. “Big chap with the beard. I
wasn’t too keen on the idea at first,
because of all our own fitting out, but
Jim was eager to make a bit extra so
I had to let him have a go. And I
must say he’s done a darned good job
on her. She was in a proper mess
when she got here.”

“What happened?”

“She was caught out in an easterly
gale—last September, it was—and got
blown all the way from the Lizard.
Trouble was he was sailing her sin-
gle-handed, and she’s a bit big for
that.” Barney took another drink. “I
suppose you saw your stuff?”
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“Yes, I did. Thanks very much—
I'm most grateful.”

“No bother at all. When’s Mr. Cur-
tis coming downr”

“Tuesday week, he hopes. It’s a pity
he couldn’t make it earlier, but at least
- I'll have most of the heavy work
done by the time he gets here.”

“When would you like me to take
you acrossr

“As soon as you can.”

Barney considered for a moment.
“I could take you tomorrow morning
early—say seven-thirty. The tide’ll be
right for unloading then.”

“Good. I'll see the porter about get-
ting the rest of the stuff to the quay.
There’s rather a lot of it, I'm afraid.”

“We'll manage. Will you want a
punt while you’re there, by the way?”
he asked.

“I'd been wondering about that. If
I bad my own rowing boat I should
be more independent, of course, but I
didn’t expect to be doing a lot of mov-
ing about once I was installed and the
launch service was pretty adequate.

“l don’t think I'll bother,” I said.
“You must be doing fairly frequent
trips now you've got Seagull as well.”

“Yes, we're doing the same as the
other chaps now. Leave here at 10:15
in the mornings, call at Samson, Tres-
co and Bryher, and back at 12:15 with
anyone who wants to have lunch on
- St. Mary’s. Then out again at 2:15 and

back about five, same itinerary. And
of course some special trips as well
according to how the weather is.

We've taken on a couple of lads to
help.”

“Big business!” [ said.

“It’s coming on.” Barney glanced at
the clock on the wall. “Can I buy you
a drink before 1 go?”

“Another ime, Barney—I"ve had all
I want for now.”

“Cheeroh, then—see you on the
quay.” He drank up and went out
quickly, nodding to a bunch of his
customers.

There was another burst of laugh-
ter behind me and I swiveled round to
see how the newspapermen were get-
ting on. Ronnie’s face was deeply
flushed and he was still drinking
whisky and still hogging the conver-
sation. The girl scemed more de-
tached from the rest of them than
ever. She was standing close beside
me, toying with an almost empty
glass. Our eyes met, and after a mo-
ment she said in a rather bored voice:
“Have you just arrived?”

I nodded. “This morning, on the
Scillonian.”

“Do you know the islands at all?”

“Fairly well. This is my fifth visit.”

“Heavens! You must be an addict.”

“People either love them or hate

them, I find. Which do you?”
“Well, as I've hardly been beyond

the end of the quay I’'m not really in
a position to say. Their policemen are
wonderful, of course!”

“Aren’t they! Both of them!”

“What do they do besides watching
the Scillonian come in?”

“Well, they watch her goout. . . .”

She laughed, and at the sound Ron-
nie suddenly stopped talking and gave
me a penetrating stare. The master of
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ceremonies evidently objected to a di-
version,

I said: “What paper are you on?”

She looked surprised for a moment.
Then she said: “Oh, I'm not a re-
porter. I'm only married to one.”

I hadn’t noticed her ring. Now 1
did, and the huge solitaire diamond
she was wearing above it. From Ron-
nie’s sharply proprietorial look, I con-

cluded that it was to him she was

married. |

“My husband’s on the Record,’ she
said. “We really came down here to
collect a boat and take a few days’
holiday. Then this wretched story

broke and of course the office rang

and asked him to cover 1t and he’s
been hard at it ever since. I'm an in-
come-tax widow. It’s like going to
heaven and hearing nothing but talk
about the price of harps!” Her tone
was disgusted.

Now that I came to study her more
closely 1t was obvious that she wasn’t
a reporter. No girl who'd been rack-
eting around on a story all day could
have stayed as soignée as that. I found
her tantalizingly attractive. Her fore-
head was high and smooth, and her
green eyes were set slightly on the
slant, which increased the general ef-
fect of hauteur. And her hair was
lovely—thick and wavy and almost
black:

There was a little pause, and then
she said, “Are you here on holiday ot
on business?”

“A sort of holiday,” I told her. “As
a matter of fact I'm going out to
Samson to dig for old ruins.”

“You mean you’re an archaeolo-
gist?” .

“Only as a hobby. I lecture on Mod-
ern History for a living—at London
University.”

She looked me up and down and it
took her quite a while. “I should never
have thought you were a don,” she
said. “What ruins are you going to dig
for—anything special?”

“Oh, yes. About thirteen hundred
years ago some Celtic saints came to
Scilly and established monastic cells
on several of the islands., We're hop-
ing to discover the site of the chapel
that St. Samson built for himself. A
friend of mine is joining me later.”

“Then is all that stuff in the annex
yours?”

“The pots and pans? Yes, we'll be
camping out on Samson for a week or
two.”

“Samson’s the island that was evac-
uated, isn’t 1it?”

“That’s the one.”

“It sounds quite amusing,” she said.
“l wish you luck.”

At that point the dinner gong
sounded. People began to drift out of
the bar and Ronnie called, “If you're
going to change, darling, you'd better
hurry.” He gave me a frosty look,
which I thought preposterous, and the
girl, without another glance at me,
walked disdainfully out of the room

ahead of him.

CHAPTER TWO

The Randalls had been at the quay

for some time when I turned up just
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before half past seven next morning.
Barney was out at Tern’s moorings,
preparing to bring her in to the stone
steps in the inner harbor, and Jim was
busy moving my gear to the same
spot, ready for loading. He broke off
when he saw me, and we greeted each
other.

I'd always liked Jim Randall. When
I'd first met him he’d been an eager
youngster of twelve, tow-haired mer-
ryeyed and 1impulsive, and utterly
devoted to Barney. That wasn’t sur-
prising, for Barney had not only
shouldered responsibility for him af-
ter the death of the elder Randall
brother—he’d personally taught him
to swim and fish and sail and calk
decks and tinker with engines and in
fact do all the things that an active
boy most delights in. Boats, and the
skills of the sea, had been Jim’s life,
and for years he’d sat contentedly at
Barney’s feet. Now that he was a
husky giant of twenty he was growing
a bit restive. On the surface he ap-
peared an effervescent, happy-go-lucky
young hedonist, but from casual re-
marks he’d let drop the previous sum-
mer I knew he had ambitions beyond
the confines of Scilly.

I helped him to move the rest of
the stuff and then we stood chatting
on the quay, waiting for Tern. Our
talk was mostly about boats—not that
I’m anything but a tyro myself but you
can’t spend many holidays in Scilly
‘without picking up a smattering of
knowledge. Jim pointed out, with
evident pride, the thirty-foot ketch
that he’d repaired during the winter,

and I admired the low fast lines of
Seagull and also a new white punt at-
tached to Tern which he said was
about the handiest to row that he’d
ever come across. Presently Barney
drew alongside and we quickly load-
ed up. A few minutes later we were
sliding past the pale green hull of the
Scillonian, which was getting up steam
ready for her own departure at nine.

[t was an exhilarating crossing, for
the wind had knocked up some white
horses in the roadstead and a good
deal of spray was coming aboard. Sam-
son has no harbor or pier and the
usual landing place is a sandy beach
at the northern end opposite Bryher,
but today we were cutting across the
well-covered flats and making for a
point about halfway up the eastern
shore in order to save me hours of
porterage. The tide was still pretty
high, but ebbing, so we anchored
some distance out and Jim proceeded
to ferry the gear ashore in the punt. In
next to no time Barney was hauling
up the anchor and they were waving
me a cheery farewell.

When they’d gone I scrambled up
the six-foot cliff and gazed around
with satisfaction at what, for an hour
or two at least, would be my private
domain. Samson has a lot of atmos-
phere and it’s always been one of my
favorites. It’s rather less than a mile
long from north to south and it's
shaped like an hourglass. The waist,
a mere hundred yards across, 1s sandy
and low-lying. The bulges to north
and south rise quite Steeply, each to
a hill a little over a hundred feet
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high capped by impressive granite
boulders. Except for the waist, prac-
tically the whole island is a tangle of
bracken and brambles and heather
and coarse turf, but there are several
paths which the visitors have kept
open. On South Hill there are some
stone walls and the remains of seven
or eight cottages which have been
gradually falling to bits since the
island was finally evacuated in the
1850’s. There are a few domestic
middens, some of them telling a story
that goes back three thousand years or
more, and up on the cairns there are
many interesting megalithic barrows
and burial chambers. And that’s about
all there is of Samson.

Barney had set me down at the
waistline, at a spot conveniently close
to where George and I would be dig-
ging, and all I had to do with the
heavy gear was to sling it up on the
grass and make a dump. It wasn’t so
easy to decide where to pitch the tent.
On the principle that those who had
actually lived on the island must have
discovered the best spots, I set off to
reconnoiter the slopes of South Hill.
There was a path of sorts leading to
a wall across the southern end of the
waist, and a crumbling V-shaped stile,
which I crossed. I climbed higher,
picking my way through the crackling
undergrowth. I passed a tumbled ruin
with a stunted tamarisk in the garden
—the only tree on the island apart
from an elder or two—and presently
I reached another cottage, in slightly
better shape. It was open to the sky,
but it had four solid granite walls,

with holes where the door and win-
dows had been. The whole place meas-
ured about twenty feet by ten; in the
center there was a clear space covered
with short turf. It looked clean and
inviting, and I decided there and then
that this was the site for our camp.
It would be a snug spot in any
weather.

There was a tremendous amount
to carry—the suitcase and the sleep-
ing equipment, the water and the
parafhn, the oil stove and the crock-
ery, and all the food. I still hadn't
finished when, a little after half past
ten, [ turned my binoculars on a
white boat slipping past the southern
end of Tresco and saw that it was
Tern on her routine outward run. As
I watched she made a wide sweep to
the west and began slowly creeping
along the edge of Samson flats toward
the landing beach. It looked as though
I should soon have company.

The sun was beginning to get hot
now and before long I sat down on
a soft cushion of sea thrift to cool off.
I felt glad that I bad no urgent
schedule to get through for it was
most pleasant out there on the hill-
side.

By the time I felt ready to make a
move the tide was right out and great
areas of pale sand and mottled gravel
were exposed. Samson flats were dry
for half a mile offshore and I could
clearly see the remnants of a man-
made wall below high-water mark
which offer one of the clearest proofs
that the land of Scilly has sunk. In
the distance, only a narrow strip of
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water separated Samson from T'resco.
I had just got to my feet when, away
on the Tresco side, I spotted a man
picking his way over the weed-cov-
ered rocks toward the channel. At
first I didn’t recognize him, even
through the glasses, but as he came
closer I saw that it was the fellow
with the knobbly knees and the cut-
down shorts. He looked an even
stranger figure today, for he’d slung
his boots round his neck and his long
lean legs were bare. Evidently he was
carrying out the program he’d out-
lined to me the previous evening. I
watched him approach the channel
and try it for depth. After a few min-
utes, he got through. He crossed the
flats rapidly, and was soon lost to view
under the low cliff.

I was beginning to feel hungry now
and decided to have some food before
I finished the carrying. I returned to
the waist and settled myself beside the
wheelbarrow to picnic. I saw no more
of the cross-channel walker but sev-
eral of the people who had been
landed by Tern had come into view. A
young couple were climbing to the
cairn on the top of North Hill, and a
man on his own was having lunch in
the bracken beside the winding cliff
path that led from the landing beach,
and a woman, also by herself, was
coming slowly in my direction. As she
drew nearer [ realized that it was the
girl I'd talked to in the bar the night
before. She was wearing a bright
scarf round her hair and was carrying
a canvas hold-all. She came to a stop
when she reached me and said

“Hullo!” with a friendliness that quite
surprised me.

“Hullo!” I said. “So you managed
to get away from St. Mary’s after
all?”

“Yes, I simply had to. 'm afraid
I’m not very popular, but I knew if
I heard the word income tax once
more I should scream. They've all
gone to lunch with some local bigwig.
It looks as though the story’s going
to drag on for several days yet. . . .”
She stood a little uncertainly, holding
her bag.

“Won’t you join me?” I said. “Have
some bread and cheesel”

“That’s all right, thanks—I've got
some sandwiches.” She settled herself
on the grass beside me and fished out
a paper packet and a vacuum flask.
“How have you been getting on?”
she asked.

“I’ve had rather a lazy morning, as
a matter of fact. I've disposed my be-
longings and pitched the tent, and
that’s about all.”

She glanced at the pile of gear.
“Is this where you’re going to digr”

“About here, yes. It’'s not quite as
unpromising as it looks,” I told her.
“There are sources. The island was
called ‘the island of St. Samson’ in a
papal bull of 1193 and there’s not
much doubt that he lived here. There
are several accounts of the ruins of a
chapel on the waist at the foot of
South Hill, which 1s where we are
now, and they seem to have been still
visible as late as 1910.”

“I suppose the sand blew in and
covered them over?”
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“Either that or the stone was taken
away for new building—that’s what
generally happens. But the foundations
may still be intact.”

“How will you set about looking
for them?”

“We'll drive a trench across the
waist and hope to strike some mason-
ry. If we don’t have any luck with it,
and there’s still ume left, we'll dig
another trench in a different place. As
there aren’t any surface indications,
it’s the only way.”

“It sounds terribly hard work.”

“Well, yes—you have to be methodi-
cal and observant, otherwise you can
easily do more harm than good; and
up to a point you have to be able to
interpret what you find. I don’t claim
to be all those things myself, but
that’s the aim.”

“What about these saints—has any-
thing actually been discovered about
them?”

“A certain amount. Some founda-
tions were mapped on St. Helen’s dur-
ing the war—that’s an island between
Tresco and St. Martin’s—that deh-
nitely suggested a small Celtic church
with three circular cells round it. As
a matter of fact, that particular site 1s
regarded as one of the most impor-
tant in the country for throwing light
on the history of the Dark Ages.”

“And you're hoping to find an
equally important one, I suppose? 1
can see the fascination of it.” She
sounded genuinely interested.

“If you're keen on antiquities,” I
said, “you ought to have a good look
round Samson—it’s full of them.

Have you seen the entrance graves on
North Hill?”

“No, I haven’t seen anything yet.”

“Well, you oughtn’t to miss those—
they’re very fine. Look, would you
like me to show you the way? It's a
bit rough, but it's worth it.”

“Are you sure you can spare the
time?”

“Lord, yes—I've got time on my
hands till my friend George shows

»

up.

“Then I'd love to see them.”

She parked her things at the dump
and I led the way across the waist
toward North Hill. As we walked |
gave her some of the background
stuff—how the Scillies had been col-
onized around 1500 B.c. by a people
who had buried their dead in passage
graves with stone walls and stone
roofs, and covered them with earth
barrows, and about the theory that
Scilly had had some special sanctifi-
cation as a burnial place, which might
account for the tremendous concens-
tration of these tombs in so small a
place. I'd just about got to the end of
my story when we reached the ridge
of the hill and I showed her the open
tomb crossed by a large flat capstone
that was excavated by Hencken in
1912 and another one not far away in
which some incompletely burned hu-
man bones had been found.

We pottered around for quite a
while, and when we’d seen all there
was to be seen we sat down on a
grassy slope out of the wind and went
on talking. At least, I did. Her curi-
osity was intense, and [ suppose |
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found it rather flattering. Anyhow, we
covered a lot of archaeological ground
and had got around, I remember, to
the discovery of the site of Troy when
she suddenly glanced at her watch
and sprang to her feet.

“Heavens, it’s three o’clock, and
Barney told us all to be at the beach
at a quarter to if we wanted to be
picked up.”

“The boat may be late,” I said.
Sliet s see if wecan seeit,”

We climbed to the top of the hill
again and looked down across the
hazy channel. I soon spotted the Ran-
dall launch. It wasn’t Tern—it was
the new one, Seagull, with Jim at
the wheel. Through the glasses I
could just make out the lanky figure
of the cross-channel hiker, standing in
the bows. The boat had evidently been
in to the landing beach, and was now
on its way to T'resco.

“Never mind,” I said, “they’ll col-
lect you at five o’clock on their way
home.”

“I know,” she said dismally, “but
I'd planned to go on to Tresco and
stay there for a night or two. What
an idiot I am! Now 1it'll be income
tax for dinner again!”

“I'm  terribly sorry, I said. *“I'm
afraid it was entirely my fault.”

“Of course it wasn’t.” She smiled at
me, and added, “Anyway, it doesn’t
matter a bit. I've had a lovely after-
noon and I can go to Tresco tomor-
row.”

I still felt guilty. “Suppose we go up
to the camp and I'll make you some
tear,

“That’s a wonderful idea,” she said.

We walked slowly back to the tent
in the warm sunshine. I lit the paraf-
fin stove and boiled the kettle and we
had tea outside on the grass. After-
ward we strolled to the top of South
Hill. The tme passed so pleasantly
that I felt quite sorry when half past
four came round and we had to set
oft back to the landing beach.

There were no other people there—
the three who had come ashore with
the girl in the morning had evidently
been taken oft in the afternoon. We
sat down on the sand to wait for Sea-
gull. Several other boats went by, well
over toward the Tresco shore, home-
ward bound for St. Mary’s. At last,
through the glasses, I made out Sea-
gull’s green hull. She was following
the same course as the others, which
seemed strange. It was only when she
was almost abreast of us and stll
showed no sign of turning that I re-
alized she also was heading straight
for St. Mary’s!

[ could hardly believe it. In all my
long experience of the Randalls, this
was the first time I had ever known
them to overlook a visitor they’d left
on an uninhabited island.

We did all we could to attract the
attention of those on board. I took
off my shirt and waved it, and when
that didn’t work I climbed to the sky-
line and waved from there. I shouted
till I was hoarse, but the sound sim-
ply didn’t carry against the wind.
The launch continued steadily on its
course, and i1n a few minutes it was
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just a speck in the haze of the road-
stead.

I rejoined the girl, who was gazing
across the empty sea with an enigmatic
expression on her face.

“Surely they’ll remember I'm here
and come back for me?” she said.

“I should think so. .. .” I began,
and broke off. I'd been trying to puz-
zle out what could have happened to
cause such a slip-up on Jim’s part, and
suddenly I realized. The Randalls
worked by numbers. If Barney had set
down four people on Samson in the
morning, Jim would have been told to
pick up four people from Samson in
the afternoon. And that was exactly
what he’d done. The man who’d hiked
across from Tresco had been the
fourth. As far as Jim and Barney
were concerned, everything was in
order.

And that wasn't the only thing. I
remembered now that the girl had
said she was going to stay on Tresco.
That meant that her husband would-
n’'t expect her back on St. Mary’s; that
no one would expect her back.

I said: “Had you arranged to get
in touch with your husband this eve-
ning?”

She shook her head.

“Is anyone expecting you on Tres-
cor”

“No. I intended to look for lodg-
ings when I got there.”

“Then no one’s likely to miss you.”
| explained about the man who'd
walked across. “It looks very much,”
| said, “as though you're going to
have to spend the night here.”

CHAPTER THREE

There was still an outside chance
that the Randalls might discover what
they’d done, and if so Barney would
be back like a shot. Meanwhile the
air was beginning to get very chilly
on the exposed shore.

“I suggest we go back to the camp,”
I said. “It'll be more comfortable there
and we shall still be able to see any
boat that comes.”

She gave another look across the
empty roadstead. “I suppose you're
right. There really doesn’t seem much
else we can do.”

We began to walk back along the
path, rather silently. At the back of
my mind, was the thought that a hus-

band who didn’t like his wife to talk

to a man 1n a bar might take a very
poor view of her sharing a tent with
him on a desert island.

“In the circumstances,” I said, as
we crossed the waist to collect her
bag, “we ought perhaps to introduce
ourselves. My name is Lavery—John
Lavery.”

“And I am Olivia Kendrick.”

“Kendrick . . . ¢ Why, yes of
course, I remember now—I've often
seen your husband’s name in the Rec-
ord. Ronald Kendrick. Not so much
recently, perhaps, but I used to read
a lot of his stuff when I was in the .
Army. He was a war correspondent,
wasn't he?”

“Yes, he was in France and Ger-
many.”

“It must seem small beer writing
about income tax in the Scilly Isles
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after the other sort of excitement.”

“That’s something a reporter gets
used to—at least, he does if he’s
sensible. No one gets the big breaks
all the time. Besides, Ronnie adores
the Scillies, in spite of what he was
saying in the bar last night.”

“He knows them well, does he?”

“Oh, yves, very well. When he was
~younger he used to come down in
January or February almost every year
to do a story about the flower market-
ing. But that was long before 1 met

7y

him.”
I could believe that. Ronnie Ken-

drick was forty-five if he was a day; .

his wife didn’t look more than twen-
ty-six or twenty-seven. I couldn’t help
wondering what had led such a pre-
possessing girl to marry a man who
was not only much older than herself
but was also, to judge by his public
behavior, an overbearing, ill-man-
nered boor. He must, I concluded,
have unsuspected qualities.

There was still no sign of a boat
when we reached the tent and very
soon we stopped bothering about it
and got busy with the camp chores.

The fire burned up quickly and
made a splendid blaze in the fading
light. We sat on cushions of bracken
and drank mushroom soup out of
mugs and then consumed two enor-
mous platefuls of eggs and bacon.

“You know,” I said, as I produced

cigarettes and relaxed against a tuft

of heather, “this 1sn’t at all a bad ho-

tel. The food’s quite good. And the

service.”’
She smiled. “You're being very nice

to me considering the way I've in-
flicted myself on you.”

“It’s no effort,” I said, and that was
true. She looked lovely in the flicker-
ing shadows. More than lovely—mys-
tertous and fascinating. A sudden
smile, of course, can alter any face,
but I'd never met anyone before whose
normal expression was one of cold,
almost masklike impassivity and who
yet could change it in a second to one
of the most alluring charm and
warmth. The gap was huge, and each
time the charm switched on I felt a
shock as though a high-voltage cur-
rent had sparked across the points.

She insisted on doing the washing
up when our cigarettes were finished
and afterward we sat by the glowing
heart of the fire and talked. I told
her that I was twenty-nine, and a
bachelor, and that I'd been lecturing
at University College for necarly four
years and quite enjoyed it, but that
my real ambition was to attach my-
self to one of the big archaeological ex-
peditions and that I was making ev-
ery effort to qualify myself. In return,
she gave me a sketchy account of her
own activities. As a young girl with a
strong creative flair she had become
extremely interested in theatrical cos-
tume. She’d put in a year or two
studying art and had gone on to spe-
cialize in period stuft and she’d actu-
ally just landed a job as assistant to a
woman who was teaching costume in
a big art school when, four years ago,
she’d met Ronnie. She’d run into him
at that haunt of romance, the British
Museum, and she’d married him soon
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afterward and abandoned her career.
I expressed mild surprise at that, but
she said 1t had seemed best and I
didn’t pursue the subject. I observed,
not very originally, that a journalist’s
life must be full of interest and she
agreed that it had its moments. Ap-
parently she accompanied Ronnie on
most of his out-of-town assignments. I
asked her if she ever went sailing with
him and she said she’d usually done
so in the early days of their marrage
but that he was much more venture-
some than she was and that lately he’d
seemed happier going out on his own.
I gathered that when he sailed Truant
back to the mainland she propos::d to
travel in the Scillonian.

We talked until it was nearly dark
and too cold for sitting any longer.
Then I broached the subject of sleep-
ing arrangements. “I'll leave it to
you, I said. “There’s one tent, one
sleeping bag, and one air bed. If this
were a Hollywood film I should sleep
out here and spend half the night
making up the fire and the other half
doing exercises to keep my blood cir-
culating.” |

She laughed. “As there aren’t any
cameras, I think we might both take
a chance in the tent.”

“Good. In that case you'd better
have the bag and the air bed and
I’ll collect some more bracken.”

I soon had the tent fixed, with a
deep layer of dry bedding alongside
the Lilo, and I left Olivia to turn in.
While I waited I flung a few sticks
on the fire and glanced through the
morning papers which she’d brought

over with her from St. Mary’s. They
all carried stories about Scilly, most
of them pretty frightful. Ronnie’s
story, I noticed, was factual and re-
strained, which rather surprised me
after his outburst in the pub.

I telt slightly self-conscious as I en-
tered the tent and got down into my
bed of bracken, but Olivia was lying
still and quiet, and I wondered if she
were already asleep.

“I've been reading the papers,”’ I
said. “I must say I give your husband
full marks for his piece.”

“Oh; : yes,” she said, het. vaice
drowsy, “he’s a good journalist.”

I asked her if she was comfortable
and she murmured, “Wonderfully.
How about you?”

“A bit scratchy, but quite warm,
Good night, Olivia.”

“Good night.”

I lay awake for a while, very much
aware of her presence, thinking how
extraordinary it was that we should
be there together. I could just imagine
how George would goggle and ex-
claim when I told him about it. Ron-
nie would probably do a bit of ex-
claiming, too, but it would be Olivia’s
job to handle him. Meanwhile, every-
thing was wonderfully peaceful. The
only sounds were the distant splash
of the waves on Samson flats and the
low incessant murmur of the wind.
Very soon I grew snug and somno-
lent and sank into a dreamless sleep.

I was wakened by the squabbling
of gulls. It was six o’clock, and there
was a slanting shaft of sunlight on the
tent. Olivia was curled up in her bag
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with her face turned away from me
‘but I could tell by her deep, regular
breathing that she was still dead to the
world. I heated some water and
washed and shaved, and then I made
tea. By the time it was ready my
movements had roused Olivia and she
soon joined me outside.

The last trace of constraint between
us had vanished overnight. It struck
me, too, that a subtle change had
taken place in Olivia’s appearance—a
softening, a thawing-out. At breakfast
she was an animated companion, and
it was only when I raised the subject
of bow she was going to get back to
civilization that she grew serious
again,

“It’s a bit awkward, isn’t it?” she
said. She gazed down over the water
between Samson and Tresco, frown-
ing a little. Suddenly a thought
seemed to strike her.

“Where was 1t that man walked
across yesterday?”

I pointed out the approximate route
that he’d taken. “It doesn’t look pos-
sible now, but it’s quite easy really.
The channel should be dry about
one.”

“Then I think I'll walk across too.
If this haze doesn’t clear, the chances
~ are that no one will see me, and I can
find lodgings on Tresco just as I
planned. Don’t you think that’s best?”

I thought of Ronnie, and I had to
~ admit that it probably was.

She said hesitantly, “It’s been so
very pleasant that I hate making it—
well, like an intrigue—at the end, but
the fact is Ronnie was really against

my coming away on my own at all,
only I insisted, and it might look
rather odd. . . . Are you sure you
don’t mind?”

I smiled. “He’s your husband—you
know best.”

The plan went off without a hitch.
There were no passengers for Samson
that morning, so none of the boats
called and we were undisturbed.
Shortly after twelve we climbed North
Hill and I gave her a detailed briching
on the route across the drying flats to
the southern tip of Tresco.

She gave a quick, confident nod.
“Well,” she said, “thank you for your
hospitality—and your kindness.”

“If we must be formal,” I said, “it
was a pleasure.”

She slipped oft her shoes and stock-
ings and put them into her bag. She
looked up at me—and suddenly I re-
alized that I was going to miss her.

“I suppose,” she said, “you’re not
likely to be coming over to Tresco
yourself tomorrow? If so, I could buy
you a drink.”

[ hesitated. In the ordinary course
of events I probably would have been
going over, because I should be need-
ing fresh bread and milk. But I
wanted to so much that I knew it
would be most unwise.

“That would be fine,” I said. “I’ll
come on the morning boat.”

“Lovely. I'll meet you at the inn.”

She waved and set off across the
flats. When she was halfway over she
was no longer an identifiable figure
without glasses. She seemed to be hav-
ing no difhiculty in choosing her way
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and in about twenty minutes she was
clambering up the rocks on the Tresco
shore.

I got down to some serious work on
the site that afternoon. Although
there was so little to distinguish one
part of the waist from another I had
in fact noticed a small flat depression
close under the hill, an irregularity
that could have been natural but
might equally have resulted from
some earlier activity at the spot. What-
ever its origin, it seemed as good a
place to drive the trench across as any
other. I cut some wooden pegs from
bits of driftwood and with a precision
that would have pleased George I pro-
ceeded to mark out the limits of the
proposed excavation, which I'd de-
cided to make about two feet six
wide and to take down to a depth of
about four feet 1n the first place. Then
I changed into swimming trunks for
greater comfort and began to dig.

[t was monotonous work without
company and [ felt quite pleased
when, in the middle of the afternoon,
Seagull deposited some visitors on the
beach and three of them came saun-
tering along to the waist and stopped
to talk. They turned out to be the
man and the girl who had been argu-
ing about moss agate in the pub and
the younger of the two men who had
been discussing bird watching. The
couple were apparently spending their
holiday making a collection of un-
usual stones and they'd been on sev-
cral of the lesser-known islets to look
for them.

The young couple

strolled off

along the beach after a while, their
eyes on the ground, and the bird-
watcher and I sat and chatted. It ap-
peared that he’d paid his first visit to
Scilly only the previous autumn but
that he’d become completely fasci-
nated by the teeming bird life.

“There’s always something new,’
he said, focusing his glasses on the
rocks by the water’s edge. “Saw those
terns down there. Young Jim Ran-
dall told me this morning that as often
as not they lay their eggs below high-
water mark and have them swept
away by the spring tides. You'd think
they’'d learn, wouldn’t your?”

I agreed that they should have had
more sense. I asked him if he'd been
to Annet, the bird-sanctuary island
near Agnes, and he said he’d just
managed to get there before the nest-
ing season had started and had got
some excellent photographs of pufhns.
He was so knowledgeable that I felt
quite sorry when the amateur min-
eralogists drifted back.

“Coming, Sutton?” the man called.
“We don’t want to miss the boat.”

The birdwatcher got to his feet.
“Well, I hope you'll find the chapel.
We'll have to look in again and see
what progress you’ve made.” He gave
a cheery nod and the other two waved
and they all went off together.

I was down at the landing beach in
good time on the following morning,
a bright, still Sunday, and stood well
out on the spit to make sure I should
be seen from the Randalls’ boat and
picked up. As it turned out, Seagull
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had a couple of passengers for Sam-
son that trip—two of the honeymoon-
~ ers who were staying at the Ocean.

The launch was well filled with the
usual motley collection of holiday
makers in slacks and shorts and wind-
cheaters and scarves and mackin-
toshes, surrounded by the usual clut-
ter of cameras and binoculars and pic-
nic baskets. Once we were under way
Jim let the “lad” take over the wheel
and began to circulate among the pas-
sengers, answering a question here
and pointing out an object of interest
there. I had often admired his tech-
nique on such occasions. “A couple
of razorbills over on your right!” he'd
call out excitedly, dropping an arm
with practiced nonchalance round the

shoulders of the prettiest girl in the

boat. It was extraordinary how he al-
ways secemed to be in the right place
at the right timel

The crossing to Tresco didn’t take
long and in a few minutes I was
walking along the quay at New
Grimsby, the harbor village, and
round the crescent of the picturesque
little bay to the Old Inn. I went into
the bar, but Olivia hadn’t arrived yet.
A group of Tresco men assembled
there in their best clothes were talk-
ing about football, rather gloomily. I
left them to their sorrow and went out
into the garden to wait.

Olivia turned up after about fifteen
minutes and she seemed as pleased to
see me as I was to see her. She looked
fresh and young in a canary-colored
jersey and the wind was lifting her
dark hair and there was already a

slightly sunburned look about her
face. I asked, “Everything went off all
right? No complications?”

“No. I rang Ronnie yesterday eve-
ning, after I'd got settled, and of
course he assumed I'd already been
here for twenty-four hours. It’s rather
awful of me, 1sn’t 1t? I ought to feel
guilty, I suppose—but I don’t. I just
feel that I'm on holiday at last.”

“Well, that’s that,” I said, with a
slight sense of relief. “Now tell me
how you like Tresco.”

“Is all I ever dreamed of,” she
said, her eyes shining. “Have you
ever seen such beaches?—and such
flowers? I can’t think why I didn’t
come before. Talking to you has stims
ulated me—I explored the whole
south side of the island yesterday
evening. I've even got myself a guide-
book.” She displayed the familiar
cover.

“Bring 1t in with you,” I said. “I'm
going to hold you to that promise of a
drink.”

We went through into the long airy
bar just as the locals left. It appeared
that neither of us had made any firm
arrangements for lunch so we ordered
some sandwiches with our drinks and
retired to a small table.

“So what have you found in the
guidebook?” I said.

“Oh, lots of things. I shall have to
visit the Abbey gardens, of course,
and I'd like to see Cromwell’s Castle
and King Charles’s Castle. I'm 1n an
exploring mood—I want to sce every-
thing. There’s supposed to be a very
interesting cave, too, called Piper’s
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Hole. The book says there’s a lake in-
side it and I've never been in a cave
with a lake. I'd love to see it.”

That sounded very much like my
cue. I said: “Well, I've made a start
with the trench and I'm in no special
hurry to get back. Suppose we go and
have a look at Piper’s Hole now and
we can take in the Castles on the
way.’

She looked pleased. “Shan’t we need
a torch?”

“I expect we can fix that.”

We had another drink and finished
the sandwiches and Bob Frampton,
the amiable proprietor, produced a
small flash lamp. Then we walked
round the quay and set off along the
path that skirts the western shore of
Tresco. It was warm out of the wind
and we took our time, stopping at
frequent intervals to admire the scen-
ery.. The peaty track, nearly black
where the grass had been worn thin,
wound its way through dramatic out-
crops of greeny-gray lichened granite
and magnificent bursts of gorse. Out
beyond the weed-covered rocks a few
fishing boats and a visiting yacht were
almost motionless in the quiet anchor-
age between Tresco and Bryher. On
our left hand there were secluded
sandy coves; on our right, steep slopes
of empty heath land. It was a heav-
enly place and Olivia was enchanted.

Presently we came to a signpost
with two fingers, one pointing to the
round stone structure at the water’s
edge called Cromwell’s Castle and the
other up the hill to King Charles’s
Castle. As it turned out, the round

tower was being repaired—it was fes-
tooned with tubular scaffolding and
after we’d picked our way delicately
over planks we found that the en-
trance was boarded up. We returned
to the path, past a little wooden shed
with a fantastically large padlock on
the door, and came upon a sunburned
man in a white collar and a blue
serge suit with a primrose stuck in
his buttonhole.

“It'll be a couple 0o months before
she’s open again,” he said. “She’s not
as young as she was. Got to look after
these places.”

I agreed with a smile. “What are
you looking after in the shed—the
Crown Jewels?”

He shook his head solemnly. “Ce-
ment, wheelbarrer, tools. We ’‘ad to
put that lock on after the old one was
bust open.”

“Really? I thought everyone was
honest round here.”

“Round ’ere they may be,” he said.
“I reckon it was ‘ooligans—uisiting
‘ooligans. Didn’t take nothing—just
broke it open for the fun o’ the thing.
Shockin’ way to behavel!”

He nodded amiably and we contin-
ued on our way up the hill to King
Charles’s Castle—a ruin long beyon
repair. |

I pointed across the moor to the
place where we should find Piper’s
Hole under the cliff but Olivia seemed
in no hurry to get there. She had read
that the rocky headlands at the north-
ern extremity of Tresco were particu-
larly fine and suggested that we
should work our way round them and
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approach the cave at sea level. I was
in the mood to fall in with any pro-
posal that would prolong our time to-
gether. It was slow, hard going, but
well worth while, for new vistas of
cliff scenery continually opened out
before us and they were all magnifi-
cent.

Suddenly, as we turned a corner
and came on yet another striking
promontory, Olivia gave an exclama-
tion and pointed to a dark hole in the
cliff face. ““That’s the cave, isn’t it?”

“No,” I said, “that’s a different one
~—it’s called Gun Hole. People often
mistake it for Piper’'s. We might as
well have a look at it, though, now
we're here.”

I didn’t expect that we should be
able to get right inside because when-
ever I'd seen it before, even at low
tide, there had always been so much
water in the deep gully leading to it
that the opening had been inaccessible.
Today, though, thanks to the phe-
nomenal tide, the entrance proved to
be practically dry.

Olivia had been happy enough
scrambling about the rocks but she
gazed rather apprehensively at the
heaving water a foot or two below
us. Actually I had rarely seen the sea
in quieter mood round Scilly, but its
oily weight in that enclosed channel
was still impressive. I took her hand-—
it was the first time I had touched her
—and drew her along the rocky shelf
until the boulder-strewn bed was dry
beneath us. There was a narrow fis-
sure that we had to clamber down but
that presented no difhiculty and a mo-

ment or two later we were at the
Hole. ,

After all our exertions it was a dis-
appointment, as caves so often are. It
began all right—the opening, seven or
eight feet high and shaped like an in-
verted V on the slant, was quite dra-
matic. The rough floor sloped up
gently for a yard or two, narrowing all
the time. Then it descended for a
little way and came to an end. There
was a deep, motionless pool of sea wa-
ter that seemed to disappear under an
overhanging rock, and that was all.

[ let the flashlight beam play on 1t,
“Sinister, 1sn’t 1t? Can’t you imagine
the long black arm of a cuttlefish
suddenly poking out of there?”

Olivia drew in her breath sharply.
She’d been so quiet that I hadn’t re-
alized anything was wrong but when
I shone the torch on her I saw that
she was trembling and pale. “Let’s
go, she said. “I don’t think I can
stand it.” She sounded quite un-
nerved.

I steered her out into the sun-
shine and she leaned for a moment
against a rock.

“I'm sorry to have been such an
idiot,” she said. “I've been in caves
before, but they've never had that ef-
fect on me.”

“I expect it was the pool. A lot of
people don’t like looking at water in a
confined space.”

“It had such a horrible stillness.”
She shuddered. “Let’s get back onto
the clift.”

I gave her my hand again and we
had no trouble on the return journey.
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By the time we'd reached the cliff
top she’d practically recovered—but

she’d had enough of exploring. “I
think, if you don’t mind,” she said,
“we’ll leave out Piper’s Hole today.
Let’s go over there and sit down.”
She pointed to a ledge of flat rock at
the tip of the promontory.

We sat there for a long time. It was
a wonderful spot, with a superb view
of the wild northern end of Bryher
and glorious colors of granite and wa-
ter everywhere, and sea birds to
watch, and the murmur of the surging
tide always in our ears. At first we
talked, in a desultory sort of way, but
presently Olivia fell into an abstracted
silence in marked contrast to her ear-
lier mood. She seemed to have some-
thing on her mind, and once I al-
lowed myself to think about it I re-
alized that I had a good deal on mine,
too. I liked her a lot and I was enor-
mously attracted by her and I wished
like hell that I'd had the good fortune
to meet her before she’d met Ronnie.
But there it was—by the next day,
probably, he’d be joining her on Tres-
co and that would be that. Our meet-
ing, I supposed ruefully, would in
time become just 2 Pleasant Memory.

I was about to suggest that we
ought to be moving if I were to catch
the five o'clock boat back to Samson
when there was a startling interrup-
tion. All afternoon we had been un-
disturbed, but at that moment I
heard a step on the boulders above us.

We both looked up, and Olivia
said, “Heavens, it’'s Ronnie!”

For a second I thought I must be

dreaming. His sudden appearance in
that remote spot seemed too unlikely,
too melodramatic, to be credible. But
he was only too real, and I sensed at
once that we were in for trouble. As
soon as he spotted us he came pound-
ing down the rocks with a blind dis-
regard of his own safety and almost
before we had got to our feet he had
reached the ledge. He was breathing
hard, as though he’d raced across the
moor, and his face was scarlet. There
was such fury in his eyes that I
thought for a moment he was going to
hurl himself straight at me, but it was
on Olivia that he turned.

“So you wanted to come away on
your own!’ he exploded.

Olivia kept her head remarkably
well, considering everything. “If you
must make a complete fool of your-
self, Ronnie, for heaven’s sake wait
until you can do it in private.”

“It’s you that’s made a fool of me,”
he shouted—and I caught the smell
of whisky. “Do you think I don’t
know about your cozy night together
on Samson? By God, I could kill
you!”

There was a short, tense silence.
Then she said: “That was a pure ac-
cident. I can explain everything. . . .”

“Yes—now that you've got to! You
didn’t think of explaining when you
rang up yesterday, did you?”

“Only because I knew you’d behave
like this if I told you. The fact is, I
missed: the boat. < . .”

“Because you wanted to spend the
night with him in his tent.”

I'd been trying to keep a hold on
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myself for Olivia’s sake, but that was
too much. “Look here, Kendrick
Wt o

He swung round on me. “You
shut up, or I'll break your neck.”

It wasn't as much of a threat as it
sounded, because I was at least as big
as he was and anyway he’d been
drinking, but he looked quite ready
to try. I felt Olivia’s hand on my arm.
“Let's go. . . . she said. Ronnie put
his own interpretation on the gesture
and lost the last shred of his self-
control. He lashed out at me, a wild
blow that sent me sprawling against
the rock face.

I struggled up, boiling with anger.
Olivia cried, “John, don’t . .. |’ 1
didn’t actually intend to hit him, not
on that ledge, but my hands were
clenched and Ronnie evidently
thought I did. He took a step back-
ward, caught his foot on something,
and lost his balance. He gave a fear-
tul yell and the next moment he’d
disappeared over the edge of the cliff.

CHAPTER FOUR

We both- rushed to the side. The
cliff face was precipitous and twenty
feet below us the sea was creaming
over a pool between boulders. As we
peered down in horror Ronnie’s head
broke the surface in a swirling lather
of foam. He began to strike out,
feebly, as though the breath had been
knocked out of him, and it was clear
he needed help. I tore off my jacket
and prepared to jump but Olivia re-
strained me.
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“Don’t, don’tl—look at the rocks!
Can’t we get down somehow?”

She was right. There were jagged
lumps of granite only a few feet from
the bobbing head—if I went in there ]
should either drown him or split my
own skull. I left the ledge and raced
down the side of the promontory
where the descent was more gradual.
Looking for a place to enter the water
cost precious seconds but I found one
at last and plunged 1n.

The next few minutes were terri-
fying. Even though the sea was com-
paratively quiet the tremendous heave
and surge of the swell kept sweeping
me against sharp edges of rock. The
tide was driving in against me as I
swam toward the end of the promon-
tory so that it was all I could do to
reach open water—and that was only
the beginning of my troubles. Olivia
was still standing on the ledge to
mark the place where Ronnie had
fallen but as I rounded the end of
the cliff I found that the face was a
bulging overhang and when [ closed
in I lost sight ot her. Then a break-
ing wave swept me under. When I
came up there were foam and turbu-
lence everywhere and a blinding glit-
ter in my eyes from the rays of the
sun on the water. I couldn’t see a
sign of Ronnie and the noise of the
sca made 1t impossible to hear any
cries. I caught another glimpse of
Olivia as a backwash swept me out,
but then I got tangled up in a line of
rocks a few yards out from the cliff,
crashing from one to the other until I
had little breath left. T got through
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them in the end but I still didn’t
know whether I had found the pool
or not. My strength was failing and
pretty soon I knew I should drown
if I stayed any longer. I turned and
fought my way back to the nearest
landing place and I only just made it.
When I eventually hauled myself out
onto a rock I was so bruised and ex-
hausted that I could scarcely move.

For a while I lay there gasping.
Then I heard a cry from the cliff and
Olivia came flying down the hillside,
her face drawn with fear.

“What happened—couldn’t you find
him?”

[ shock my head.

She stood as though petrified. “God,
how frightful! Are you all nght?”

“Just about.”

“What can we do?” Her tone was
desperate.

At that moment I didn’t think
there was anything more we could do.
Ronnie hadn’t looked good for a long
struggle and I knew only too well the
battering he must have had. But as
[ sat and tried to figure out what
might have happened it seemed to me
that there might be a chance after
all. Where he had fallen the tide had
been thrusting straight at the cliff,
and the foot of it, under the over-
hang, had been broken and serrated.
fle might have managed to scramble
out of the water—he might be cling-
ing to some bit of rock now, praying
that help would come.

“Olivia,” I said, “go as fast as you
can to the pub and tell them what’s
happened. Tell them the only chance

is to get a boat round here—quickly,
before it gets dark. I'll try to work my
way round under the cliff and go on
looking. Hurry!”

She nodded briefly and rushed off
at once up the slope.

[ stripped off my wet underclothes
and put on my trousers-and jacket
and then I went down to the water
again and began to work my way
from rock to rock, keeping just out of
reach of the waves. I saw nothing,
and scarcely expected to see anything
unless 1t was a corpse, but I was de-
termined to get as far round the pro-
montory as | could. In the end it was
the overhang that defeated me. I re-
traced my steps and climbed over the
hump of the promontory and tried
the approach from the Gun Hole
side, but again I was brought up
short by solid rock. It was Ronnie’s
appalling luck that he’d gone over
the edge at about the most inacces-
sible spot on the coast.

There was nothing more I could
do, so I went back to the ledge and
sat there, feeling pretty sick. I could-
n't feel any particular sympathy for
him, as an individual, because I'd
scarcely known him and what little I
had seen of him had been far from
appealing, but it was horrible to think
that I'd been the cause, however in-
directly, of his death, and I felt deeply
sorry for Olivia.

The time dragged terribly and I
fretted at the delay. It was nearly half
past six before anything happened.
Then a launch came nosing out of
the channel between Tresco and Bry-
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her, followed closely by two more.
Tern was one of them, and as she
drew level I could just make out the
figures of Barney and Jim aboard her.
It would soon be high water now and
most of the offshore rocks were sub-
merged so they had to take the great-
est care. The launches stayed well out,
and even the punts were rowed in
slowly. The closer inshore they got,
the worse the conditions became, and
one of them was soon in dificulties. I
saw a couple of its occupants start to
bail furiously while the third rowed
it back to its parent launch, and I
guessed it had cracked a plank. Bar-
ney came nearest to the overhang and
for a while I watched him studying
the rock face through his glasses while
Jim maneuvered the white punt. Then
the light began to fail and I knew it
was all over. |
Olivia returned just before dusk.
Several Tresco men had come along
with her, among them the fellow in
the serge suit whom we’d seen at
Cromwell’s Castle.
Olivia said: “It’s hopeless, isn’t it?”
“I’'m afraid so,” I said. “The search
will go on tomorrow, of course, but
they can hardly find him alive. They
did their best, but it just wasn’t pos-
sible to get close enough in. Look,
let me take you back to your lodg-
ings—you really must rest now.”
She seemed scarcely to hear me.
“The people at the pub asked me
how it happened. I—I told them it
was an accident. I told them Ronnie
was trying to climb down the cliff
and that he slipped and fell.”

[ looked at her aghast. “What in
heaven’s name made you say that?”

“It seemed the best thing to do. I
thought about it when I was crossing
the moor and it didn’t seem safe to
tell them what really happened.”

“Safe?”

“Well, people might not have be-
lieved it. Don’t you see, if I'd told
them that Ronnie turned up in a
blind rage because he was jealous, and
hit you, they’d probably have thought
that you hit him too and that that
was how he came to fall over the
cliff. I simply had to explain the acci-
dent some other way.”

I was staggered at her naive duplic-
ity. “But, good God, you can’t just
make up stories like that, A man’s
been drowned—we've got to tell the
truth.”

“But suppose they found out we
were on Samson together. They might
easily think . ¢

“It can’t be helped what they think.
We've nothing to be ashamed of and
we both know what happened. Of
cours¢ we must tell them.”

She looked blank. “I don’t see how
we can do that now. We can hardly
go back on what I've said.”

A wave ol anger swept over me as
I saw how she'd committed us. “You’d
no right to say it. You've probably got
us both in a hell of a jam. Why, it
isn't even a likely story. What would
he be climbing down the cliff for at
his age? Birdsnestingr”

She went very white. “IHe used to
be keen on rock climbing. I—I didn’t
know what else to say. I just didn’t
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want you to get into trouble on my
account.”

“That was very thoughtful of you,
but unless I’'m mistaken we shall both
get into trouble now.”

“I don’t see why. Nobody knows
what happened except us. If we insist
that he tried to climb down the cliff,
no one can prove that he didn’t.”

“You can’t be sure of that—every-
one carries glasses in Scilly, How do
you know someone wasn’t watching
us from Bryher?’—or the lighthouse
keeper from Round Island? It’'s lu-
nacy—anything can happen once you
get tangled up in a thicket of lies.”

She was silent for a moment. Then
she said 1n a low voice, “Well, I'm
S0LTY.

“m sorry, too,” I said bitterly.
“I’'m beginning to think it's a pity we
ever met."

She flinched as though I'd struck
her in the face. Then she turned with-
out another word and walked rapidly

away across the moor.

It was only after I'd cooled off a
little that I began to see things a bit
more from Olivia’s point of view and
to realize just how unconvincing the
truth might sound in an averagely
skeptical ear. I couldn’t imagine how
Ronnie had found out about Samson,
but he Aad found out, so there was
no reason why others shouldn’t do so
too. If they did, the fact that Olivia
and I had spent a night alone together,
and hushed it up, and then met again
for a quiet afternoon ramble, might
casily seem to add up to an affair. In-

deed, it was hard to see how it could
add up to anything else. We should
be the guilty couple, and Ronnie the
wronged husband, and if we breathed
a word about a blow having been

struck it would naturally be assumed
that there’d been a fight and that I'd

knocked Ronnie over the cliff. And

in the circumstances, that might be
held to be manslaughter!

It was an ugly situation whichever
way you looked at it. My firm opin-
ton was that Olivia had been utterly
misguided to invent a false story,
however unpleasant the alternative,
but I could see now what had driven
her to it—and her action had cer-
tainly been well meant. I'd have gone
after her and tried to make amends
for my outburst but she’d long ago
disappeared into the darkness.

I saw nothing more of the Tresco
men, and presently I gathered up my
belongings and set off across the moor
to the pub. The last thing I wanted to
do was to answer questions, but I
knew it would be thought strange if I
didn’t look in at the inn after what
had happened.

As 1 opened the door everyone
turned, and there was a sudden lull 1n
the talk. I said “Evening, all!” with
as much assurance as I could manage
and there was a chorus of solemn
“How-de-do’s.” Space was made for
me at the counter and Bob Frampton
said, “Any news, Mr. Lavery?” as he
got me a double whisky. The atmos-
phere was sympathetic even cordial.
It seemed that Olivia had told Bob

about my swim round the promontory
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and the story had made a good im-
pression. I didn’t know in detail what
she’d said, but her version of the ac-
cident had been passed around and it
appeared to have satisfied everyone.
Presently Bob got me some cold
meat and salad and I ate hungrily
while the others went on talking. I
picked up quite a lot of information
in the next few minutes. It seemed
that Ronnie had called at the pub
during the afternoon to ask if they
could direct him to the cottage where
his wife was staying—which was how
he’d come to hear about our trip to
Piper’s Hole. Bob had had the im-
pression that he’d been doing a bit of
drinking, but apparently he’d been
morose rather than voluble, which
was just as well. I said I thought he’d
been drinking, too, but not enough to
make him obviously unsafe on the
cliff, and that he wasn’t in any case
the sort of man you could dissuade
from doing anything once he’d made
up his mind. Bob was inclined to
agree. Everybody thought Ronnie had
been pretty crazy to attempt such an
exploit but it was clear that no one
had any doubts about the story. Re-
porters, after all, were a queer lot

I asked Bob if he’d heard what ar-
rangements were being made about
searching for the body and he said
that one of the constables and a coast-
~ guard would be bringing a party over
from St. Mary’s in the morning. He
also told me that the newspapermen
had been telephoning for details of
the accident and would be ringing

again in the hope of catching me,
which made me all the more anxious
to get over to Samson. Bob said I
was welcome to borrow his boat if I
didn’t mind rowing myself across and
I accepted gratefully, promising that
I'd be back with it in the morning
when I came over to join the search.
His son accompanied me to the quay
to show me which one to take and a
few minutes later I was pulling out
across the channel.

I woke in the morning little the
worse for my arduous swim. I had a
few cuts and bruises and I felt a bit
stiff but on the whole I had come
oft remarkably lightly. I had a lei-
surely breakfast in the sun and con-
sidered my plans for the day. By far
the most important thing, [ decided,
was to seek out Olivia. Whatever her
personal feelings toward me, our fu-
tures depended on our story being
accepted and that meant that I must
know in detaill what she’d already
said so that I could square my state-
ments with hers.

I rowed myself over to Tresco just
before eleven, called at the pub to tell
Bob I'd lett the punt at the quay,
and learned that Olivia had gone out
for a walk and probably wouldn’t be
back until lunchtime. I walked a short
distance along the beach but could see
no sign of her and at last I gave up
and set oft across the moor to the
clift. The search party was already
there, complete with stretcher, and
several men had begun to nose about
among the rocks at the water’s edge.
I sought out the constable from St.
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Mary’s, thinking he might want to
hear more about the accident, but it
turned out that he'd called on Olivia
soon after breakfast and for the time
being had got all the information he
needed. He was glad to see me,
though, because he wanted to know
just where Ronnie had tallen.

I pointed out the spot and pres-
ently, as the tide receded, we were
able to work our way round the foot
of the promontory to the little rock-
encircled pool, which was now almost
dry. 1 felt sure we should find the
body among the big boulders between
the pool and the overhang and braced
myself for the ordeal of discovery—
but I was wrong. All we found were
Ronnie’s big horn-rimmed spectacles
directly beneath the ledge—undam-
aged except for a crack across one
lens. The constable solemnly took
charge of them.

The search was now extended. The
party split into two and began to
comb the shore below high-water
mark in both directions. I went north-
ward, past Gun Hole and round the
corner almost to Cromwell’s Castle.
On the way back I managed to scram-
ble into the Hole through a foot of
water and used up a box of matches
making sure that Ronnie hadn’t been
washed in there. I continued right
along, past the gully that led to Pip-
er's Hole, covering ground that many
others had covered. But we found
nothing more. When the searchers fi-
nally forgathered, they had all drawn
a blank. It looked as though Ronnie’s
body had been swept out to sea, in

which case it might not be found for

days. Indeed, it might never be
found.

The constable went ofl to give
Olivia what news there was and |
made my way to the top of the clifl,
The reporters were standing there,

talking to the coastguard, and when
they“saw me they drifted across, 'T'hey
still hadn’t heard a first-hand account
of the accident—it appeared that they
also had tried to see Olivia on their
way in that morning, without resull
—and they wanted to know exactly
what had happened. With some mis-
giving, I proceeded to tell them. I de-
scribed how Ronnie had joined Olivia
and me on the ledge, and how we'd
sat talking together, and how pres-
ently he’d said that the cliff looked
rather a good climb, and how he'd
slipped and fallen, and how I'd
searched for him without success.
They brought out notebooks and took
down my name and address and a
few particulars about what I was do-
ing in Scilly, but they didn’t seem to
want any more details about the ac-
cident. One of them already knew
about Ronnie’s rock-climbing procliv-
ities, which was quite a help.
“Anybody who could believe these
waters were safe must have been
nuts,” said the supercilious man. “A
chap like that was practically bound
to come to grief sooner or later.”
Someone else said, “I don’t suppose
he did believe it. Ronnie couldn’t help
trying to make an impression. A lot
of his talk was—well, just talk.”
“Yes,” said the supercilious man.
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“Well, I suppose we may as well
phone a couple of sticks. I don’t
know about you fellows, but I'm go-
ing to tell the office the tax story is
dead. I've had this place.”

He gave me an offhand nod and
the stocky man wished me luck with
St. Samson’s chapel and they went
off in a bunch, looking pretty sub-
dued. I let them get well ahead and
it wasn’'t until after two o’clock that
I finally reached Olivia’s cottage. The
landlady, Mrs. Dean, was in the front
garden. I leaned over the fence and
inquired, “Is Mrs. Kendrick about
now?”’

She looked surprised. “I'm afraid
not, sir—she’s gone. She packed up
and left about half an hour ago. Mr.
Dean’s taken her over to St. Mary’s
himselt.”

“Oh,” I said. For a moment I felt
quite nonplussed. “Well, thank you
very much.”

[ walked down to the pub in a state
of intense irritation. It was natural
enough that Olivia should want to get
away from the scene of the tragedy,
but in the circumstances I decided to
go after her and make her sece
reason.

I had a cold lunch at the inn and
then went down to the quay. Jim was
sitting alone in Seagull, looking less
ebullient than usual, and we discussed
the abortive rescue attempt of the
previous evening and the fact that the
- body hadn’t been found, which he
couldn’t understand at all. He didn’t
think it could possibly have been
swept out to sea and felt sure it

would turn up before long. I told him
that I was particularly anxious to get
across to St. Mary’s right away and a
quarter of an hour later he put me
ashore at Hugh Town.

I made straight for the Ocean and
went into the office. The proprietress
was there, bent over her books. I said,

“Excuse me, but do you happen to
know if Mrs. Kendrick is about?”

She looked up. “Mrs. Kendrick?

She’s left, sir—gone home, I think.
She caught the afternoon plane.”

CHAPTER FIVE

Well, there it was! I was to be
given no opportunity to withdraw my
hasty remark-—no chance to plead
fatigue and temper in extenuation. |
was down in Olivia’s black books as
a man who wished he hadn’t met her
and she was going to take good care
that I wasn’t troubled with her com-
pany again. I thought her attitude ex-
treme, but I couldn’t help feeling a
grudging admiration for her pride.

The question now was what I was
going to do about it, if anything, and
the problem exercised my mind all
the way back to Samson. [ still
thought that for safety’s sake we
ought to get together over our story,
but with her departure the need had
become less urgent—she wasn’t likely
to be making any more statements
for a bit.

There were, in addition, my per-
sonal feelings. I wanted to see her
again—badly. I wanted to straighten
things out between us. But she’d
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made her position clear and 1 was re-
luctant to court another snub.

Once I'd reached that conclusion I
fell into a routine that fully occupied
my energies, if not my thoughts.
Apart from a brief bisit to Tresco on
the brst day to get fresh water and
supplies [ remained on Samson,
walked a little, swam a lot, and got
on with the “dig.” Each day brought
its quota of wvisitors, sometimes one
or two, sometimes half a dozen, and
most of them strolled along to the
waist and stood watching me for a
while, but the only one who referred
to the accident was my earlier ac-
quaintance Tony Sutton, with whom
[ shared a bottle of beer one morn-
ing, and he merely thought 1t had all
been shocking bad luck.

The dig was interesting enough to
absorb most of my attention. After
['d extended the trench a few more
yards I came across a block of gran-
ite which had the appearance of hewn
masonry and for a while [ really
thought that I might have found a
bit of the chapel. In fact 1t turned
out to be an isolated fragment and
not a part of a wall or foundation,
but it gave me an exciting few hours
while I excavated around it. Soon
afterward 1 cut into a previously un-
discovered midden and found some
coal ashes and a few bits of seven-
teenth-century pottery and various
bones and an amber bead. It wasn’t
exactly a Tutankhamen’s tomb; but
[ thought George would be 1n-
trigued.

Tuesday morning, the day he was
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due to arrive on the Scllonian,
opened quictly. As far as I could
judge, T'ern had landed no one at ten-
thirty, which suited me well, because
I’d planned to do a good mornings
digging before going off to St. Mary’s
to meet the steamer, and [ shouldn’t
be interrupted. Then, unexpectedly, a
man came walking along the path.
He was wearing a dark suit and a
soft felt hat and he looked very much
out of his element among the bram-
bles. He nodded a “Good morning®
as he reached the excavation and
stood watching me while I laid some
planks.

Presently he said: *“Quite a job
you've taken on.”

I agreed that it was.

“You must be Mr. John Lav-
eIy,

*Yos

“Then I'd like a litde talk with
you. My name’s Field. Detective In-
spector Ernest Field, of the Cornwall
C.I.D.”

I nearly fell into the trench. The
absorbing work of the past day or
two had lulled my fears, and now
that trouble had come it caught me
unprepared.

“Mind if I sit down?” he said. He
found a soft patch of grass and sct-
tled himself comfortably. He was a
man of about forty-five, with a long
nose and downcast eyes and a general
air of having some tremendous secret
to himself. I didn’t take to him at
all,
I sat down opposite him, trying
hard to conceal my apprehension. 1
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said: “What’s on your mind, In-
spectorr”

“I'm inquiring into the circum-
stances surrounding the death of Ron-
ald Kendrick,” he said, gazing at a
point somewhere beyond my left
shoulder.

“Go ahead,” T said. x

“Well, the first point concerns Mrs.
Kendrick’s movements during the
day or two which preceded the trag-
edy. I've had occasion to make some
inquiries about them and I gather
that she left St. Mary’s for Samson
on the Friday morning, ostensibly on
her way to Tresco. She didn’t return
to St. Mary’s that night, and I’'m told
by a Mrs. Dean of Bay Cottage that
she didn’t reach Tresco until the Sat-
urday. I've also ascertained that she
didn’t spend the Friday night on any
of the other islands. It would appear,
therefore, that she spent the night
here.”

I said: “Wouldn’t it be better if you
saw Mrs. Kendrick about this?”

“I should have preferred to, but un-
fortunately it’s not possible at the mo-
ment. We don’t know where she

“«

1S.
I was astounded. “Have you tried

her homer?”

“She hasn’t been home.”

“Well, didn’t she leave an address
with the constable before she went
from here?”

“She did, but she appears to have
moved on. That’s why I've come to
you for information.”

“I see.”

I hesitated, but only for a second.

“Well,” I said, “I don’t know why

you're so interested but you’re quite
correct, as it happens, in thinking
that Mrs. Kendrick stayed here that
night.” In as matter-of-fact a tone as
possible I explained about the hiker
who'd walked across to Samson and
how the routine of the launches had
been upset. “There was simply noth-
ing Mrs. Kendrick could do about
it,” I said.

“I quite see that, Mr. Lavery, but
there is one little point that puzzles
me. Some of Kendrick’s colleagues
seem to think he was given the im-
pression that his wife went straight
to Tresco that day, and that he wasn’t
informed of this episode at the
time.”

“She thought it better not to tell
him. It was a perfectly innocent oc-
currence that might have happened
to anyone, but we were alone here
after all, and . . .”

“H’'m! Mr. Lavery, how long had
you known Mrs. Kendrickr”

“Known her? I'd only just met
her. I'd talked to her in the bar of
the Ocean Hotel for about five min-
utes, that’s all.”

“And yet she thought it necessary
to keep this incident a secret? It
sounds as though her husband must
have been an unusually jealous
man,”

“I think he was.”

“So when Kendrick eventually dis-
covered about your night on Samson,
which his wife had kept from him, he
was naturally very angry?”

That shook me. Rather feebly, I
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stalled. "Who says he discovered
about it?"” '

“Oh, come, Mr. Lavery—I haven’t
been exactly idle in the past day or
two, you know. At lunchtime on the
Sunday Kendrick was talking in the
Ocean bar to another wvisitor—as a
matter of fact, it was that hiking chap
in shorts that you've been telling me
about. This fellow happened to men-
tion that he’d seen Mrs. Kendrick on
Samson and it emerged 1n the course
of conversation that she hadn’t been
on the boat to Tresco afterward. Ken-
drick immediately canceled a profes-
sional appointment he’d made for that
atterncon and rushed off to Tresco
and followed you to that place you
went to—Piper’'s Hole.”

“Well?”

“After that, according to your—er
~—version, the three of you had a
friendly chat and he then amused
himselt by climbing down the
cliff” .

It was too preposterous, of course.
I'd known from the beginning that
the rock-climbing story could never
be sustained once the facts about Sam-
son were out. And I'd had enough
of the inspector’s cat-and-mouse act.
[ took a deep breath and gave him a
faithful account of everything that
had happened between Olivia and
Ronnie and myself from the moment
of our first meeting to his accidental
stumble over the cliff. It was humili-
ating to have to admit a rather idiotic
lie, and I suspected from Field’s care-
fully noncommittal expression that
the lie had queered the pitch for the

truth, but I did my best to make him

- understand the quite innocent reasons

why it had seemed necessary at the
time.

There was a pause after I'd fmn-
ished. Presently Field said, rubbing
his long nose, “Can I take it, then,
that this second account of yours is
the true one?”

“I swear it 15. ['ve told you every-
thing, now, exactly as it hap-
pened.”

“And although he hit you, you’re
quite certain you didn’t hit him? You
used no violence on him at all, at any
time?”

“I didn’t touch him.”

Again there was a little silence.
Then Field said: “In that case, how
do you account for the blood that has
been found near where this quarrel
took place?” |

“Blood!” I stared at him incredu-
lously. “But that’s impossible.”

“On the contrary,” he said. “it’s a
fact. One of the constables came
across it on the Monday afternoon
when he was making another search
for the body.”

“Well, it can’t be anything to do
with Kendrick, that’s certain. I've al-
ready told you he fell straight into
the sea, and there wasn’t a mark on
him. It must have come from some-
one else—some animal, perhaps.”

“The blood is human,” said Field
tersely. “It’s fresh, and there’s quite a
lot of it—enough to indicate a fair
amount of damage. If any other per-
son had bled to that extent, I think
we’d have heard about it.”
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It was a baffling development. I
said, “Where exactly was it foundr”

“On a slab of rock just above high-
water mark, at the top of a narrow
cleft running up from the sea. About
twenty yards to the left of the ledge
where you say Kendrick joined
you.”

“But I tell you . . .” I began—and
broke off. The blood couldn’t possibly
be Ronnie’s, of course, but mere repe-
tition wouldn’t make the police be-
lieve it.

“Look, Inspector,’ I said, “let’s get
this straight. Are you accusing me of
doing Kendrick a fatal injury and
then trying to cover it up by pushing
his body into the sea’—because that’s
what it sounds like.”

“m not accusing you of any-
thing,” he said, “and that must be
clearly understood. If some of the
facts seem to accuse you, it’s not my
fault. The blood is only one of the
things that calls for explanation,
There are others.”

“For instancer”

“Well, the fact that Kendrick’s
body hasn’t turned up. It should
have. The local experts tell me that
with the wind the way it was and
the tide rising, it was practically
bound to be left high and dry that
night. And that didn’t happen. He
paused significantly. “The fact i1s, Mr.
Lavery, I've only your word for it
that Kendrick ever went into the sea
at all!”

For a moment I just gaped. “What
else could have happened to him?” I
said.

“Well, there is another possibility,
isn’t there? As I say, I'm making no
accusations—I'm just exploring the
various alternatives—but sf by any
chance Kendrick had suffered some
fatal injury at your hands the body
could have been concealed at the top
of that narrow cleft—which of course
might account for the accumulation
of blood on the slab. I'm told it was
nearly dark when Mrs. Kendrick got
back to the cliff with her Tresco com-
panions, so the concealment would
have been quite practicable.”

“It may have been practicable, but
it certainly didn’t happen. It’s too fan-
tastic for words. Good heavens, do
you realize I damn nearly drowned
looking for him?”

“I’ve been told that’s your story,’
he said. -

“And that his glasses were foun
when the tide went down?” I added
angrily.

“His glasses could have been tossed
into the sea from the top of the cliff.
I’'m not saying they were, of course,
but they could have been. They’re not
evidence either way.”

He seemed to have thought of
everything. I said: “At least you’ll
agree that the body isn’t in that cleft
now? If it didn’t go into the sea,
what do you suppose has become of
it?”

“I wish I knew, Mr. Lavery. It
might save a lot of trouble.” His
glance rested for a moment on the
deep trench at our feet, and the huge
mound of sand, and the pick and
shovel that lay beside the barrow, and
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suddenly I saw what was in his
mind.

“Good God!” I exclaimed,
can’t really think ... !”

“I'm trying to take everythmg Into
consideration. You did have a boat
at your disposal that night, I believer
And, of course, you had the tools.”

The idea was so far-fetched that I
was lost for words for a while. “It just
isn’t a reasonable theory, Inspector,”
I said at last. “For one thing, if I'd
intended to bury his body would I
have left a pool of blood on that slab
to give me away’ And if I was as
careless as that, wouldn’t you have ex-
pected to find traces of blood 1n other
places?”

“Not necessarily—the bleeding
might have stopped by the time the
corpse was moved. Alternatively, we
may still find other traces.”

“Look, Inspector, just how do you
suggest I moved this body? You say
I had a boat, and that’s true, but the
tide was out all night, which means
I'd have had to make my way over a
lot of slippery boulders. I couldn’t
have dragged a big man lhke Ken-
drick anywhere near a boat, not over
that stuff.”

“Possibly not,” said Field. “But
was there anything to prevent you
landing on one of those quiet beaches
on Tresco during the night, with
some of your tools, and disposing of
the body near where it had been
hidden?”

“Common sense, I should think. I
agree that my position was pretty

bad, with Kendrick dead and people

“You

quite likely to suspect that I'd got
into a fight with him, but it wasn’t
desperate. There was a brilliant moon
and if I'd started rowing around in
the early hours or walking over the
island carrying a pick and shovel I
might easily have been spotted.”

“It would have been a gambile,
certainly.”

“It would have been lunacy. Noth-
ing could have made the risk worth
while.”

“Nothing?” Field shifted his posi-
tion and seemed to be making himselt
even more comfortable. “Mr. Lavery,
are you a wealthy man?”

“Far from it,” I said. “Why?”

“There’s another aspect of this
business that I haven’t mentioned yet.
It seems that since last summer Ken-
drick’s been insured under an acci-
dent pohcy for twenty thousamﬂ
pounds.”

That really startled me. “T'wenty
thousand . . . {" I gasped.

“It’s a lot of money, isn’t it? Natu-
rally, it’s payable only in the case of a
genuine accident—as, for example,
falling during an attempt to climb
down a cliff! Death resulting from a
fight is specifically excluded under
the policy. So if by any chance there
were marks of fighting on him when
he died, it might have been worth
twenty thousand pounds to someone
to bury his body at night.”

I took a deep breath. “So I did it
for money! Yes, I can just imagine the
scene. I, an almost total stranger, have

accidentally killed Mrs. Kendrick’s
husband and he’s lying there in a pool
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of blood. I'm just going off to report
it when Mrs. Kendrick says, ‘Don’t
do that—he’s worth twenty thousand
pounds. Let’s get rid of his body to-
night and say he fell down the cliff
and go fifty-fifty!” Really, Inspector,
does that sound likely?r”

“It would depend,” said Field
calmly, “on what sort of woman Mrs.
Kendrick 1s, and what her relations
were with her husband—and with
you. Until I've seen her and found
out more about her, I wouldn’t like
to commit myself. But I can tell you
this—the fact that she lied to her hus-
band about your night on Samson
and lied to the police about what hap-
pened on the cliff doesn’t predispose
me in her favor.”

“I've explained both those things.
And T still say it’s out of the question
that two strangers could have hatched
up a plot like that on the spur of the
moment.”

“Men and women can sometimes
come to an understanding about these
things very quickly. Not instantane-
ously, perhaps—but you had, after all,
spent a number of hours alone with
Mrs. Kendrick. “I realize you could
hardly have known beforehand that
he was going to join you on the cliff.
“Let’s say that it was a coincidence—
and that, knowing about the money,
you took advantage of the unexpected
brawl when itoccurred.”

“At this rate you’ll soon be suggest-
ing that I deliberately murdered him.
Really, Inspector, you have the
quaintest ideas of co-operation!” I
exploded.

“I'm merely trying to clarify my
mind.”

“Well, while we’re on the subject
just clarify mine on one point, will
you? Surely an insurance company
wouldn’t pay out on a policy if the
body couldn’t be produced?”

“Oh, yes, 1t would—in time. There
would be inquiries, of course, but if it
seemed reasonably certain that death
had occurred, it would meet the
claim.”

“You surprise me. Well, Inspector,
we've covered a lot of ground—per-
haps you'll tell me now what you
propose to do. Would you like me to
help you dig up Tresco, or are you
going to arrest me, or what?”

“I'm certainly not thinking of ar-
resting you, Mr. Lavery. The most
serious thing I can actually prove
against you is that you lied about the
cause of an accident. As for the other
matters—well, we must wait and see.
There may be circumstances we
don’t know about. Perhaps we shall
find another explanation of the
blood. Perhaps the body will be
washed up after all. Let’s hope so.
And now, if you don’t mind, I'll take
a look round your tent.” The in-
spector got to his feet.

His examination was very thorough
but as far as I could see he found
nothing else of interest and after
about ten minutes he announced that
he was ready to go.

“Pm afraid, Mr. Lavery, that'l
shall have to ask you to come with
me to St. Mary’s. I shall need a proper
statement from you about what ac-
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tually happened on the cliff. I take 1t
you've no objection?”

“Can you guarantee me a safe con-
duct?” I said rather bitterly. “I imag-
ine these speculations of yours are
pretty well common currency by
now.”’

“I wouldn’t say that—but I'm
afraid there is a certamn amount of
talk. It’s scarcely avoidable 1 a small
place like this.”

Gloom settled on me agaimn. Apart
from any danger I might be in from
the police, it was going to be quite
intolerable in Scilly with everyone
giving free rein to his imagination. ]
thought of George, who'd be arriving
in an hour or two to start his fort-
night’s holiday. It wasn’t going to be
very pleasant for him, either.

We walked 1n silence to the landing
beach. In spite of what Field had said
[ felt horribly like a criminal mn cus-
tody and I wasn’t at all looking for-
ward to sitting 1n a launch with him
under the curious eyes of visitors. As
it turned out, though, I was spared
that ordeal for the inspector had hired
a boat of his own and it was still
waiting at the beach. The elderly boat-
man showed little interest 1n me and
the quay at Hugh Town had not yet
begun to fill up for the arrival of the
Scillonian. We walked quickly along

the main street and a moment or two

later I was following Field into the
little building that served as a police
station. There, in very informal condi-
tions, I dictated my story. One of the
constables took it down in shorthand
and after he'd typed it out I signed it.

That was all. The inspector gave me
a nod and said that no doubt he’d be
seeing me again, and I was dis-
missed.

On the way back to the quay I
stepped into the Post Office to collect
my correspondence. There were sev-
eral bills and some stuff from the Uni-
versity and three letters, one of them
in a handwriting [ didn’t recognize.
It was postmarked Bournemouth, and
it was addressed “John Lavery, Esq.
[sles of Scilly.” It read:

Dear Mr. Lavery,

[ am sending this letter in the
hope that you are still in the Scilly
Islands and that the Post Ofhee
people will know how to find you.
[ hope you will torgive me for trou-
bling you, a complete stranger, but
I understand you were present
when my son Ronald met with his
terrible accident and I wondered if
you could possibly spare the time to
write to me and tell me just what
happened. [ am an old woman, tied
to my home because of arthntig
and very much alone in the world
now that I have lost Ronald. He
was a much-loved son and I cannot
bear to feel that I know so little
about that last tragic day. You
would be doing me a great kind-
INESS.

Yours sincerely,

Caroline Kendrick

It was a surprising communication.
Even though Olivia had deliberately

gone into seclusion I'd have expected
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her to get in touch with Ronnie’s
mother after the tragedy and tell her
all about it. In the circumstances
there was something rather odd, too,
about the absence of any reference to
Olivia i1n Mrs. Kendrick’s note. The
old lady must have known that she
had been there as well. Rather
thoughtfully, I stuffed the letter in
my pocket.

I continued on my way toward the
harbor, very much preoccupied, and
as I rounded a blind corner I almost
collided with Barney, who had just
landed his midday passengers and was
on his way home to lunch.

“Hullo,” I said. It was days since
['d seen him.

“Hullo,” he growled. He shot me
a surly glance and prepared to pass
on his way, but I took a step back-
- ward and faced him.

“What’s the matter with you,
Barney?”

“What do you think’s the matter?”
he said, in the same uncompromising
tone.

“I suppose you've been hearing
things about me? And you believe
everything you hear?”

“I don’t say that, but the way I sec
it, if a man has nothing to hide he’s
no reason to keep his mouth shut so
tight, not with those he’s supposed to
know.”

“If you mean the Samson business,”
I said, “has it occurred to you that I
wasn't the only person concerned? If
[ could have told you—or anyone
else, for that matter—I would have
done so, but there were very good

reasons why I had to keep the thing
quiet.”

“Well, it’s out now, all right,” he
said. “Hugh Town’s fairly humming
with rumors.”

“I'm sure 1t is—and they’ll prob-
ably get worse. Look, Barney, if you
can spare me ten minutes I'd like to
tell you my side of the story. I'd be
glad of your opinion, as a matter of
fact,’”’- '

With a rather grudging air he came
and sat down beside me on the low
quay wall and I told him everything.
He was slow to respond at first, but
as incident piled on extraordinary in-
cident and he saw the frightful di-
lemma I'd been in he gradually lost
his stony-look. The two things most
in his mind at the end were the things
that were troubling me—the blood,
and the disappearance of the body. I
had hoped that he might have some
helpful ideas about the body, but I
was disappointed. All he did was re-
peat that it should have turned up,
which 1 was getting pretty tired of
hearing.

“Well,” he said at last, “I never did
believe the things they've been saying
:lln)ut you, but 1t worried me a bit. I
can sce you're in a jam, all right. 1
only wish 1 could be a bit of help—
in a way I feel it’s all partly my fault.
[f we hadn’t left Mrs. Kendrick on
Samson .t the ' ‘first ‘place .. .
Clearly he had taken the episode
much to heart. “I'll have to think up
some better way of keeping a check
on people from now on, I can see
that.”
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“You might buy a mobile turn-
stile,” I suggested.

He grinned and pushed his cap
back from his forehead with his char-
acteristic off-duty gesture. Presently
he went off to lunch, looking much
happier. As for me, I was glad that
I'd straightened things out with him.
Barney was a pretty solid sort of in-
dividual in many ways, and it was re-
assuring to have him as an ally.

I joined the waiting crowd as the
Scillonian appeared round the end of
the quay, and looked anxiously for
George among the passengers. He ap-
peared from below as she tied up and
a few minutes later he was striding
up the gangway, beaming all over his
face.

I seized his hand and gripped it
hard. “By God, George, I can’t tell
you how glad I am to see you!”

He seemed pleased at the warmth
of my welcome. “Yes,” he said, “I ex-
pect you've been finding it a bit quiet
here on your own!”

CHAPTER S1X

Now I must tell you a bit about
George. In appearance he’s ‘a - tall,
spare man in his early thirties, with
an attractively gaunt face lit by a pair
of remarkably -blue eyes. He has a
gentle, almost difident manner which
can be most misleading because being
in part an Irishman he’s also got a
strong streak of obstinacy and intel-
lectual combativeness. He gets his
living—and a very good living—with
a big firm of construction engineers,

working out answers to problems like
how much weight a bridge can sup-
port before 1t collapses and how much
force is needed to move an object
from rest. He’s quite unpractical him-
self—I doubt if he could change a
sparkplug without help—but when it
comes to applied mathematics he’s
brilhant,

I first ran across him at a meeting
of the Combined Universities Archae-
ological Society where he was making
a characteristically lucid contribution
to a discussion about the way the
Mayas measured time, and we struck
up a friendship which has since
weathered several storms. He mar-
ried, in his early twenties, one of the
many women who found his hollow
cheeks and slight air of helplessness
appealing, but it proved to have been
a mistake. The trouble was that he
had a romantic, idealized view of
Woman and it annoyed him when the
reality appeared to him to fall short.
I strongly suspect that his vitality’s
mostly cerebral and that he’s really too
ascetic for a normal, earthy wife. Any-
way, after a few years the inevitable
happened-—she became involved in a
passionate affair with someone far less
remarkable. George, who by his own
standards had always been tender and
considerate and devoted, simply
couldn’t understand it. He tried to
argue her back with syllogisms but of
course it didn’t work and in the end
she left him for good. He was a bit
upset for a time, and so was his ro-
mantic view of Woman, but he soon
slipped back quite happily into the life
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of rather erratic independence which
he really preferred. It was then that
he and I started to spend his annual
leaves doing field work together, and
this was the third consecutive sum-
mer that we'd organized a dig.
Having him there with me now
was immensely fortifying and for the
first time that day I felt I could bear
to face public scrutiny. I helped him

stack his luggage against the quay

wall and then suggested lunch.

“That’s an excellent idea,” he
said.

“I'd better warn you,” I said, as
we strolled along to the Ocean, “that
['m not terribly popular around here
at the moment. If you happen to inter-
cept any dirty looks, just ignore
them.”

“Oh?—what have you been doing?
Digging up something you should-
e |

“Very much the reverse,” I said
ogrimly. “George, I've got a story to
tell you that’ll curl your hair, but it’s
so long and complicated it'll have to
keep till later.” |

He gave me a bright, speculative
glance. “I'm all agog,” be said—but
he didn’t press me.

We had a quiet lunch and I told
him about the progress I’d made with
the trenching, which pleased him. He
has one fault as an archaeologist—
he’s allergic to heavy manual
labor.

We did our shopping and then went
straight along to the quay, where
Barney and Jim were waiting to greet
their afternoon customers. Jim looked

at me rather solemnly but without
embarrassment and we had a lively
four-cornered chat while one of the
lads went to get a punt for us. A few
minutes later George’s things had
been put aboard the little boat and [
was pulling out acrosss the tide.

We didn’t talk a lot en route. It
was an enjoyable row, but quite stren-
uous in the slight chop, and I found I
needed all my breath.

On the way up to the camp we
stopped and had a look at the trench
and he renewed his admiration of my
efforts. That is one of George’s most
endearing qualities—he 1s always ap-
preciative. George changed into a pair
of ancient flannels and short-sleeved
shirt and as soon as he joined me on
the hillside I plunged into my
story.

At first he was rather amused, as
men are inclined to be when their
friends get involved, however mildly,
with women. The Samson episode in-
trigued him enormously. His expres-
sion became a bit sardonic when I in-
sisted that my afternoon on the cliff
with Olivia had been as platonic as
our night before, and I could see that
he ‘was expecting to hear of husband
trouble, But when I told him what
had happened on the ledge he shot
upright and stared at me in shocked
amazement,

“Good God!” he exclaimed.

“I thought perhaps you might have
read about the accident. It’s been in
all the papers.”

“I've been too busy to do much
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reading. I say, old boy, that’s frightful.
Iam sorry.”

- “That’s only the beginning,” I told
him. |

After that he followed every point
in the narrative with mounting con-
cern. His perturbation increased
sharply when I got around to the in-
spector’s visit and outlined the case
that had been built up against me,
and when I told him about the in-
surance policy that Field had so skill-
fully fitted into the picture he could-
n't restrain himself.

- “Twenty thousand!” he echoed,
just as I had done.

He shook his head. “It’s a pity we
couldn’t both have come down at the
same time—we'd have avoided all
this. What about her husband—didn’t
she get on with him?”

“I really don’t know-—we didn’t dis-
cuss it.”

“I don’t see how she could have. It
sounds to me as though she was mak-
ing a dead set at you.”

I grinned. “ ‘Curtis on Women!’”
It always amused me to hear George
posing as an expert on the strength of
one prodigious failure.

“Well, I do know something about
them,” he said. “Anyway, let’s hope
she’ll soon prove her friendship by
turning up and giving you a little
backing. Your relationship may have
been platonic, old boy, but she’s cer-
tainly left you holding the baby!”

“She could hardly have foreseen
what was going to happen,” I re-
minded him.

*Hm ... ! Well, let’s get back to

the main problem—what do we do
now?”

“I don’t see that we can do any-
thing except wait for Field’s next
move.”

“Really? I'd have said we ought to
try to take the initiative in some way.”
For a moment or two George seemed
to lose himself in contemplation of
the neat logic which had got me into
such a mess. “Everything hangs to-
gether so well.”

“Including me, the way things are
going,” I said.

He looked quite startled. “Oh,
come, the position’s not as bad as
that. Field can’t get very much far-
ther—it isn’t as though he’s going to
be able to dig up the body.”

“I wish I could feel certain he needs
to. Do you remember a case a few
years back where a steward on a liner
was accused of pushing a woman
through a porthole? Nobody saw him
do it and the body was never found
but he was hanged all the same.”

“Well, let’s not get morbid,” said
George, though he continued to look
a bit shaken. “I'm sure they’re going
to need more than clever speculation
and that’s all they’re relying on at the
moment. Except, of course, for the
blood. That’s something definite that’s
got to be explained.”

“Easier said than done,” 1 said

gloomily.
“I suppose it couldn’t be your
gOI'EP o zo

“Not a chance. The cuts I got were
quite superficial. Besides, as far as I
can judge from Field’s description I
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wasn't ever at that particular spot.”
- “You mean you haven’t been there
to see?”

“No, I only heard about the blood
this morning.”

“Well, don’t you think we ought
to inspect the evidence? Come on,
let’s make a move . . .”

There were more people than usual
at the northern tip of the island but
the promontory itself was deserted. I
showed George the ledge from which
Ronnie had fallen and the place where
I'd gone into the sea after him, and I
explained again, now that I could
point out the various features, why 1t
had been impossible to locate him
from the water. Then we started to
look for the flat slab where the blood
was supposed to be. It wasn’t an easy
search, for the colored rocks provided
a periect camouflage except at close
range and we had to examine every
bit of granite. It was George who
came upon it in the end.

The place was very much as Field
had described it and I saw at once
how well it fitted his theory. Just
below high-water mark—or what
would have been high-water mark at
the top of spring tides—a group of
weedcovered boulders enclosed a
deep and narrow cleft which con-
tinved up to, and beyond, the flat
slab, so that a body placed there
would have been safely concealed
from any casual view. The slab,
which had tide marks and marine
growth at its lower end, was smooth
and dry where the water hadn’t
reached 1t. It sloped slightly upward

toward the land but there was a little
hollow just above the water line
where the marks of blood were
clearly visible, No doubt Field had
removed some of the stuff for tests,

but there was still quite a big patch
which had dried and turned a dark

brown.

“Anyone might get hurt climbing
about these rocks,” I said. “The ques-
tion is, who did? If a visitor had had
an accident he'd either have been
found here, if it was serious, or else
he’d have gone back to the village
and had the injury attended. The
same thing goes for a local chap.
There’d have been no point in keep-
ing it quiet, and no possibility
either.”

“H'm! And it 1sn’t your blood. In
that case, old boy, it must be Rons
nics.”

“How on earth can it be Ronnie’s
when he-fell . .. #"

“He could have hurt himself when
he fell, and you didn’t see what hap-
pened to him afterward. You say
yourself that you thought he might
have been able to cling to a rock un-
der the overhang, and I should think
perhaps he did. Suppose he hung on
until the tide got too high, by which
time the light would have gone, and
then swam round to this spot and
managed to climb out?”

“Climb out? It's out of the ques-
tion, George. I'm certain Field has
been over every inch of this place. It
Ronnie’s body had been lying around,
it would have been found by
now.,”’
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“Facts are facts,” George said stub-
bornly. “If that’s Ronnie’s blood, he
climbed out. ... Perhaps he in’
dead.”

[ stared at him. “You mean he may
have wandered off without knowing
what he was doing? Then where is

he? He couldn’t have left the 1s-
land.”

“Couldn’t he
boat?”

“The loss would have been re-
ported—" 1 broke off as a thought
struck me.

“What 1s 1t?”

“I've just remembered—there was
a very low spring tide that night, I
suppose he could have got across to
Samson or Bryher. For that matter
it might even have been feasible tor

him to walk to St. Mary’s across the
bars <5

 “In the dark?”

“There was a full moon. But it
doesn’t make sense—wherever he'd
got to, he’d have been seen long be-
fore now.”

“That would depend,” said George,
“on whether he wanted to be seen.
How about that twenty thousand
pounds?”

have taken a

George admitted later that he had-
n't really given the matter much
thought when he threw out that re-
mark and that he only began to con-
sider whether there was anything in 1t
when I started to argue.

“You and the inspector should get
together,” I said. “He thinks that
Olivia and I disposed of Ronnie for

the twenty thousand and now you
think that Ronnie disposed of himself
for the same reason. You two could
have fun.”

He didn’t even smile. “Well, don't
you think it's pretty queer? Here we
have a man spending heaven knows
what on a whacking accident policy,
which is a thing hardly anyone does,
and a tew months later—hey presto!
—he has an accident and unaccount-
ably disappears. You must agree it’s
thought provoking.”

“I think i1t’s just a coincidence.
From what I've seen and heard of
Ronnie’s behavior I should say he was
accident-prone anyway. Besides, what
good would it do him to try to fake
his own death? He couldn’t collect—
not unless Olivia were co-operating
with him, and that 1sn’t very
likely.”

“Is it impossible?”

“I'd be very surprised to learn
she’d been involved in that sort of
unsavory business.”

“That sounds like an emotional ap-
proach,” said George. “What about
Ronnie—have you any views on /Jus
integrity?”

“How could I haver”

“Exactly! The fact is, old boy, you
really know damn little about either
of these people. Forgetting for a mo-
ment that the girl’s attractive, can you
think of a single valid reason why
they couldn’t have planned this acci-
dent beforehand and involved you be-
cause they needed an independent
witness?

“l can think of several. To- start
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with, it was only by pure chance that
Olivia and I spent the afternoon
where we did, and that Ronnie was
able to find out where we were.”

George looked thoughtful. “I sup-
pose it was pure chance?r”

“Of course it was. There was no
suggestion of going to Piper’s Hole
until I got to Tresco that morning.”

“Did you suggest itr”

“Well, no, as a matter of fact Olivia
suggested it, but . . .”

“Couldn’t she have arranged that
with Ronnie in advancer”

“Hardly! How would she have
known I'd fall in with her planr”™

“If she’s as attractive as you say,”
said George dryly, “I'd have thought
it was a fairly safe bet!”

He was right, of course. I'd have
gone pretty well anywhere with her
that day.

“All the same,” I said, “Ronnie
couldn’t have known that he’d find us
on that particular ledge, with the high
cliff handy and a deepish pool under-
neath and the overhang to hide him.
And the accident couldn’ have hap-
pened the way it did if we’d been any-
where else.”

“Did you suggest sitting on the
ledger™

“I imagine so,” I said with a touch
of irritation. “At least . . .” I made
an effort to cast my mind back and 1
remembered that I hadn’t. It had
been Olivia who'd pointed it out as a
good place to rest.

“You see!” George exclaimed.

“Ronnie could have told her about
the ledge and arranged that she

should take you there. You say he
knows the islands well—he’s prob-
ably had that particular spot in mind
for some time,” _

“Look, George,” I said, “this is all
very ingenious but I don’t believe a
single word of it, There was a whole
complicated chain of circumstances
that brought about that meeting on
the cliff between the three of us, and
it couldn’t possibly have been worked
out beforehand.”

“You may be right,” said George,
“but frankly I'm not sure about that.
Let’s have a look at the chain and
see. Your meeting with Olivia on
Samson, for instance—I suppose she
knew you were going to be
there?”

Yes.

“Did she by any chance know you
weren’t going to have a boat of your
own there?”

I looked at him in surprise. “No, |
didn’t mention that. ... At least,
not to her. I was talking to Barney
about it. Why?”

“Could she have overheard, do you
think¢”

“I suppose she might have.”

He nodded. ““Then I'd say it’s per-
fectly possible that it was all planned
~—not only that she should come over
to see you but that she should miss
the boat and spend the night with
you as welll”

I was staggered. “What on ecarth
makes you say that? The fact that
I didn’t have a boat of my own 3s
quite beside the point—if it hadn’
been for that chap walking across
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from Tresco she’d have been picked
up by the five o'clock launch in the
usual way. Besides, her whole atti-
tude ' v o

“I suggest we stick to the evi-
dence,” said George. “After all, any-
body can assume an attitude.”

“Well, as I say, she couldn’t have
known. That chap walking across
was a chance in a thousand.”

“H’m! She didn’t know he was go-
ing to walk across, I supposer”

[ thought back to the conversation
in the bar and I realized that she
might have known that, too. She’d
been standing quiet close to me when
['d talked to the hiker about it. Re-
luctantly, I conceded the tact. “But
I'm sure,” I added, “that she would-
n’t have realized the possibilities—she
doesn’t know enough about the way
the launches work here.”

‘But Ronnie does—he’s an old hand
—and if they'd discussed the position
that night the point could easily have
emerged.”

“Youre deliberately putting the

worst interpretation on every incident.
All these things could have come
about quite innocently.”

“Of course they could—taken sepa-
rately—but they do rather add wup,
don’t you think? There’s another
very significant thing, too—the way
Olivia suggested that she should slip
across to Tresco on foot next day to
avoid trouble.”

“I don’t follow you.”

“Well, the Samson affair had to be
staged 1n order to prepare you for the
brawl, but it would never have done

for other people to get to know about
vour night in the tent. Public suspi-
cion of serious trouble between you
and Ronnie had to be avoided at all
costs, because there’s that clause in
the insurance policy that excludes
fighting.”

For the first time, I felt seriously
uneasy. It was uncanny the way
George contrived to make everything
fit.

“And it was Olivia,” he added tri-
umphantly, “who made sure there'd
be no talk of fighting by telling that
yarn about a rock-climbing accident
before you could get your word in.
. . . John, we’re onto something!”

“Go on,” I said soberly. “What
elsef”

“She got you to Tresco, she pro-
posed that you should go to Piper’s
Hole, and when you got near Piper’s
Hole she suggested the ledge. Now
the stage is set, and all Ronnie has
to do 1s to make his entry. He arrives
on time and puts on a firstclass act.
He’s splashed some whisky over him-
self to give the impression he’s a bit
cock-eyed and he behaves accord-
ingly. Having provoked you, he ap-
pears to stumble and goes over the
cliff into a nice deep pool that he’s
reconnoitered on some earlier occa-
sion. How’s that?”

“Speaking for myself,” I said, “the
imagination boggles. The sea was
fairly quiet, admittedly, but there
were rocks all around and he went
in backward. If he did it deliberately
he was taking a pretty big risk.”

“I'm darned sure men have taken
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greater risks than that for twenty
thousand pounds! Aiter that, all he
had to de was hide ameng the rocks
under the overhang untl you'd fin-
1shed looking for him.”

- “Yes, with the sea battering at him!
—and he still had to get ashore after-
ward. Believe me, that’s not as easy
as you might think.”

“I don’t think it’s easy—far from
it. But you managed 1t.”

“I hadn’t just fallen over a cliff. In
any case, there were other risks he'd
have had to reckon on besides the
physical ones. . . .”

“Such as?”

“Well, for one thing . ..” I began
confidently—and broke off as a new
and horrid recollection crossed my
mind. “l was going te say,” I con-
tinued lamely after a moment, “that
I nearly yumped straight mn after him
and that if I'd done so any plan he
might have had wouldn’t have
worked because I'd have found him
at once. But [ remember now—Olivia
stopped me. She was afraid I might

hit a rock.”

“Well, well,” said George. “You
know, you've got to hand it te them—
they're full of ideas. They thought of
just about everything. . . .” His gaze
rested for a moment on the patch of
dried blood. “Everything except that.
If he hadn’t bled onto that slab when
he climbed out of the water, the
chances are the police would never
have started making inquiries and the
accident would have been accepted by
everybody without question.”

His confidence provoked more
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doubts in me. “What about his get-
away? I said. ““That strikes me as
about the trickiest part of the whole
business.”

“Well, 1n the first place he’d have
had to know about the low tide and
about being able to walk to St
Mary’s.”

“Oh, he probably knew about that.
It was another of the things I was
discussing in the pub with the hiker,
so if Olivia was listening in, as you
seem to think, she could have passed
the information on to him. But if he
did struggle across to St. Mary’s in the
middle of the night he’d have been
in a frightful state—wet through,
bloody, and worn out. Then
what?”

George looked a little nonplussed—
but only for a moment. “Could he
have got to his boatr”

That was something I hadn’t
thought of. “I suppose he could,” 1
said. “There are always lots of punts
tied up at the quay.”

“Then I should think that’s what
he did. He'd spend the night drying
himself off, cleaning up the blood,
and making himself respectable, ready
for his departure.,” George seemed
terribly proud of himself.

“I sull don’t see how he could ex-
pect to do a successful vanishing act,
He’s not the sort of man I can imag-
ine disappearing—he had a very sub-
stantial personality.”

“Evidently! But don’t you think

- the more personality he had, the more

likely it is that he’d be able to change

it when he wanted to. After all, if he



THE MAN ON THE CLIFF 51

could put on that act on the
ledpe L0 -

“Yes,” 1 said slowly, “I suppose he
had some of the qualities. . . . As a
matter of fact I remember now he
was a good imitator. He did an im-
pression in the pub that seemed to go
down very well.”

“There you are! And didn’t vou
say he had a beard?”

“Yes, a huge beard and mus-
tache.”

“Well, he could have shaved those
off in his boat—I don’t suppose his
best friends would have recognized
him afterward. Particularly as he no
longer had his heavy glasses.”

“You're assuming he could sce
without his glasses? People often
can’t.”

“He could have been carrying a
second pair, with different frames.
Or he may not have needed glasses at
all—perhaps they were a stage prop
all the time—plain glass. That would
account for them being so enormous.
Frankly, I think he had everything
laid on for the perfect disguise and I
think he got away with it. When did
the Scillonian sail?”

“He’d have been 1in lock—she
sailed that morning.”

“He'd probably reckoned on 1t.
And that would be the end of his
troubles. He'd slip quietly aboard,
beardless and unrecognized, and at
Penzance he’d go ashore and buy
some luggage. After that it’s guess-
work, but I should say he’d register
at some previously agreed hotel and

wait for Olivia to contact hum. Which

would explain, of course, why she
lett Scilly 1n such a rush and why the
police have lost touch with her.”

I was speechless.

“And 1t 1t weren’t for the blood,
they could now look forward to col-
lecting twenty thousand pounds and
starting a nice, comfortable life to-
gether under a different name.”

“I’s incredible,” 1 said.

“It’s a certainty. I'm afraid, John
old boy, that you've been the victim
of a pretty monstrous conspiracy.’

CHAPTER SEVEN

From that moment, I can only de-
scribe my state of mind as bordering
on the schizophrenic. I had been so
drawn to Olivia that everything in me
revolted against the notion that she
could be a scheming adventuress. At
the same time the chain of evidence,
culminating in that damning blood-
stain and Ronnie’s disappearance, was
so complete that not to accept it
seemed almost like a rejection of rea-
son. Instinct and logic were in head-
on collision. '

I could see the strength of George’s
case perhaps even better than he
could, for there were a lot more
things about Olivia that he didn%
know or hadn’t mentioned and now
they all seemed to point in the same
direction. I remembered her bored
indifference when she had first ad-
dressed me in the Ocean bar and her
sudden, surprising friendliness on
Samson. The change could so easily
have been because I'd been chosen as
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a suitable witness. I remembered the
provocative way she had caught my
arm and said, “Let’s go!” when Ron-
nie had been storming at her on the
ledge—an action which might well
have been dictated by the need to
provide a convincing reason for his
subsequent violence rather than by
concern for anyone’s safety. They
were trivial points, perhaps, taken
separately, but they were all consist-
ent with her guilt.

There were other aspects of her
behavior that seemed very strange,
now that I came to look back. That
odd business of her dislike of caves,
for instance. The ostensible reason for
our going to the cliff at all had been
her eager desire to explore Piper’s
Hole, yet it had turned out that she
had almost a phobia about such places
and after all the talk she hadn’t even
bothered to glance at it. Hadn't the
Hole been just a pretext for getting
me to the right spot?

[ didn’t mention any of these things
to George, for I had no wish to add
fuel to his suspicions. Instead, I raised
a couple of points that seemed to me
to tell against his theory.

“I must say, George, I find it very
difficult to believe in a plot that de-
pends for its success on an accl-
dental set of circumstances. Suppose
I hadn’t been camping on Samson, or
suppose that hiker fellow Aadn’t
walked across. What would they have
done then?” _

“I suppose they’d have thought of
something else.”

I relapsed into silence. I must have

looked pretty downcast, because
George suddenly said, “Cheer up, old
boy. It’s hard luck having an illusion
shattered but you can’t really pretend
your life’s inextricably bound up with
this girl after twenty-four hours’ ac-
quaintance. And at least you don’t
have to worry about Field any
more.” |

“You think not?”

“I'm sure you don’t. His theory
was only dangerous as long as there
wasn't any alternative that covered
all the facts. Now there is—and
what’s more it’s one that he can easily
test. Look, why don’t we slip over this
evening and tell him the whole story
—there’s absolutely no point in
hanging about. Then by this time to-
morrow Yyoull probably be in the
clear again.”

An hour earlier I'd have been de-
lighted at such a prospect, but now it
left me strangely unmoved. I couldn’
even feel grateful to George for the
brilliant reconstruction that had
changed the whole aspect of things.
With the best of intentions, he’d
plucked me out of one morass only to
plunge me straight into another.

“I think I've done enough rowing
for one day,” I said., “Besides, I'd
rather like to sleep on it.”

George gave a little shrug. “Well,
I've told you what I'd do, but it’s
your affair, of course.”

[t was getting pretty late now and
there was nothing to be gained by
staying any longer on Tresco. We con-
tinued to thrash over the matter as
we crossed the moor and by the time
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we arrived on Samson we'd just about
exhausted ourselves as well as the
subject, We gave 1t a rest over supper
and soon afterward we turned in

[ lay awake, going over and over
the treadmill of events in my mind
and trying to decide what I ought to
do. Of course, I told myself, if Olivia
really had been a party to such a sor-
did and unscrupulous plot, the sooner
[ stopped thinking about her and
turned the whole problem over to
Field, the better. She’d put on a won-
derful act, subtle and sustained, and
to my lasting humiliation I'd fallen
for it. Always assuming that George
was right!

But was he? Could one be so de-
ceived in a person one had liked so
much? The only answer to that was
“Yes, of course!” and I was obliged
to put the question to myself more
'armgamli}r “Could I have been de-
ceived in Olivia?” I didn’t think so.
I remembered the expression of deep
hurt upon her face as she’d turned
and left me on the moor. That had
seemed genuine, and I couldn’t recon-
cile it with a background of calcu-
lated crime.

[ tried desperately to think of some
other explanation to account for Ron-
nie’s disappearance. But no one could
conceivably have known he was going
to scramble ashore that night, and the
idea that some ill-disposed person had
happened to be hangmg about and
had taken the opportunity to dispatch
him was wutterly fantastic. There
scemed no doubt that his disappear-
ance had been voluntary.

For hours I lay and fretted, seek-
ing for loopholes in George’s theory,
trying to recall a significant remark
here, a nuance there, going repeatedly
over the rat run of the evidemce.
When I finally slept, I stll hada’t
reached any definite conclusion.

I was frying sausages over the stove

next morning when George emerged
from the tent in an ancient silk dress-

ing gown. As usual at that hour he
was physically limp and inclined to
be peevish. It wasn’t until he’d got
some food inside him that he re-
turned to the subject of Ronnie.

“Well,” he said, “have you decaided
what you’re going to do?”

I nodded. “I'm sure you're right
that we’ll have to tell Field sooner or
later, but first I'd like to do a bit of
checking up.”

“Checking up? On what?”

“lI think we ought to try to get
hold of some solid evidence before we
bring the police into it. Something
material to strengthen your thﬁﬂr}‘ﬁ
Aboard Ronnie’s boat, for instance. Jif
he spent several hours there, there
may be signs of occupation.”

“He’d hardly have neglected to
clear up behind him. Still, we could
look in on our way, I suppose.”

“Also, if he did walk over frem
Tresco to St. Mary’s that night he
may have left some tracks.”

“Footprints in the sand? They’d
scarcely be visible after all this tme.”

“I know it’s a long shot, but I think
we ought to look. Then I'd like to see
those glasses of his again—they might
tell us a lot. And there’s another thing
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that occurred to me—if he really did
shave his beard and mustache off that
night, the lower part of his face must
have looked very white afterward and
someone might have noticed when he
boarded the Scillonian.”

“He could easily have got over that
difficulty—used some sort of stain,
perhaps.”

“He might not have thought of 1t—
it’s the kind of thing one can over-
look. I'd like to talk to the hiker, too,
if he’s still in the islands—if it turned
out that he volunteered the informa-
tion about Olivia and Samson and
didn’t have to have it extracted from
him, it would weaken the case against
Ronnie quite a bit.”

George looked rather sulky. “Well,
I’'ve nothing against making a few 1in-
quiries, of course, but I'd have
thought all these things were matters
the police could go into much better
than we can.”

“I know, but . . . Look, George, I
realize you don’t see eye to eye with
me about this, and you probably think
I’'m making a complete fool of my-
self over Olivia. . . .

“I didn’t say so.”

“Well, I expect I am, so you need-
n’t hesitate! But it does mean a good
deal to me to avoid any blunders.
Let’s do our best to confirm the the-
ory—we can surely allow ourselves a
little time for that.” I eyed the gaping
trench. “Or, of course, if you'd pre-
fer to get on with the digging,” I
added, “I'm quite willin g to make the
inquiries on my own.

“No,” he said hastily, “T'll come

along if that’s how you feel. But hon-
estly I don’t think it’s necessary. After
all, there’s one absolutely conclusive
way to prove our theory, and that’s to
find Ronnie. I'm convinced it would-
n't take the police long if they once
made up their minds to look. And
don’t forget that you'll continue to be
under a cloud until we do tell them.”

“I'll survive one more day,” I said.

First thing after breakfast we took
the punt and rowed round in a slight-
ly choppy sea to the southeastern tip
of Tresco, which would have been
Ronnie’s jumping-off place. George
helped me haul the boat out on the
sheltered side of the low headland
and made a perfunctory inspection of
the boulders at the water’s edge and
then he sat down on a rock and re-
garded me with an expression of pa-
tient sympathy which I found infuri-
ating. I left him there and walked
right along the foreshore and dis-
covered a lot of confused prints that
had evidently been made by holiday-
makers, but nothing of any practical
interest. As far as visible evidence was
concerned, the question whether Ron-
nic had walked across or not re-
mained open.

- We launched the punt again and I
pulled over to Hugh Town. The wa-
ter in the roadstead was quite rough
and we were both relieved when,
thirty minutes later, we entered the
harbor and drew alongside Ronnie’s
boat. I made the punt fast and we
climbed aboard.

At once we had to revise our ideas.
Far from having been recently occu-
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pied, the little ship turned out to be
scarcely habitable. The cabin was
padlocked but there were two revolv-
ing brass ventilators in the doors and
through these we could see that the
saloon was piled up with gear—coils
of rope, engine tools, an axe, a huge
tarpaulin, and a stack of paint’ pots
and cans that almost barred entry.
Jim had apparently emptied out the
spactous stern locker to give himself
elbow room to work on the damaged
rudder post, and the contents had
been pushed in here and left, I imag-
ined, until Ronnie could inspect the
job. One thing was certain—no one
could possibly have changed, and
washed, and dried clothes, and shaved,
in all that clutter. And judging by
the dust on the cans, they hadn’t been
moved for months.

“Anyway,” said George, “the boat
was only one of several possibilities.
He could have rested up in some
quiet spot and got dry—in the sort
of wind that blows here you dry
pretty quickly. Blood dries, too—he
could have cleaned himselt up sufli-
ciently to get by. He must have
done.”

“What about his beard?™
“He could have shaved that off

anywhere. There was a full moon,
and there’s fresh water in those tanks
on the moor and he could have been
carrying a razor and a pocket mirror
with him. Don’t forget he’d planned
this beforehand.”

George’s confidence in his theory
was clearly unshaken, and argument
scemed  useless. Perhaps, I thought,

the glasses would help to settle the
matter. We got back into the punt
and rowed to the quay and a few
minutes later we were walking up
the main street toward the police sta-
tion.

Field was in the station with one of
the constables. He seemed surprised to
see me but his manner was no more
unfriendly than it had been the day
before so I concluded he hadn’t
thought up any new evidence against
me. I presented George, who nodded
distantly, and then asked point blank
if I might see Ronnie’s glasses.

“Well, it's a bit irregular but [
don’t know that there’s any real objec-
tion,” Field said.

The constable fetched the glasses
and I took them from him eagerly. If
the lenses proved to be strong 1t would
be a big point in Ronnie’s favor, be-
cause I simply couldn’t believe that a
man with very bad eyesight would go
jumping off cliffs. I tried them on—
and I could see almost as well with
them as without! If they weren’t ac-
tually plain glass, they were the weak-
est of lenses,

In silence I passed them to George.
He put them on and took them off
practically 1n one movement, as
though he didn’t need to look.

“Possibly a wvery shlight astigma-
tism,” he said, “but nothing more.”
He handed them back to the inspector
and turned toward the door. I asked
Field if he’d managed to trace Olivia
yet, but he said he hadn’t. Feeling
pretty despondent, I joined George in
the street.
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We'd scarcely taken halt a dozen
paces toward the quay when I became
aware of quick footsteps behind us.
It was such an unusual sound in
Scilly that I glanced over my shoulder.
It was a woman, and as she drew
alongside she stopped.

“Do excuse me,” she said, “but
would either of you be John ILav-
ery?”

I told her that I was.

“Oh, good—that’s saved me a
journey to Samson. I'm Monica Dew-
ey, from the Record.”

My immediate inclination was to
tell her that I'd nothing to say, and
walk on, but the mention of Ronnie’s
paper made me think again. That, and
the fact that I liked the look of her.
She was a woman of about fifty, quite
stylishly dressed in tweeds, with a
lined, intelligent face and twinkling
eyes.

“Have all the newspapers sent down
again?” I asked.

“No, we’re the only one so far.”
There was a note of professional pride
in her voice. “Our string man in
Penzance heard that there were some
odd rumors circulating here. . . .”

“To the effect that Mrs. Kendrick
and I were marooned together on
Samson and that some blood has
been found on the cliff and that I
made a statement to the police?”

“Something like that,” she said,
without a trace of embarrassment.
“Of course, all I'm after is the facts.”

“I'll make a deal with you, Miss
Dewey,” I said. “I'll tell you every-
thing I know .about Ronnie’s death,

just as I've told the police, if you'll
tell me all you can about Ronnie when
I've finished.” ,

She smiled at that and said, “It’s a
deal, if you're so interested.”

“Then let’s find a quieter spot.”

We walked a little way round the
Garrison and soon found a patch of
short turf among the gorse bushes
where we could talk undisturbed.
Miss Dewey produced a thick note-
book from her handbag and I pro-
ceeded to tell her my story, just as
I'd told it to Field. She took it all
down 1n shorthand, quite impassively.
When I'd finished she asked me a few
elucidatory questions and I answered
them without reserve. The whole in-
terview took about half an hour.

“Well, I think that’s all,” she said
at last, closing her book. “And thank
you very much indeed.”

“All night,” I said. “Now tell us
about Ronnie.” _

“That’s a tall order. He’s been a
colleague of mine for nearly twenty
years.” |

“Well, first of all, do you happen
to know anything about his financial
position?”’

She looked surprised. “Only that he
was always hard up,” she said.

I caught George’s eye—he had sud-
denly become very alert. “Really?” [
said. “He didn’t give that impression
while he was down here—he was
spending money like water.”

“Oh, that doesn’t mean anything—
he was on an expense account then.”

“I always imagined that Fleet Street
reporters were well paid.”
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“They are—and Ronnie certainly
was. He used to be one of the stars—I
suppose he must have been getting at
least two thousand a year at the end
of the war and it couldn’t have gone
down. But he still never seemed to
have a bean. ... He was always
very extravagant. . . .- She broke oft
and gave me a penetrating lock. “Why
do you want to know all this?”™

“I can’t tell you—but it’s not just
idle interest. Do you mind talking
about him?”

“Well, de mortuis, you know. Sull,
I suppose it can’t do much harm now.
The fact is, Ronnie loved spending in
a big way. For that matter, he loved
doing everything in a big way. He had
quite a luxurious flat near Sloane
Square and he ran an expensive car
and he kept a sailing boat—I expect
you've seen it—and he was always
buying his wife expensive presents.”

“How do you know that?”

“He used to bring them into the
office and show them around—bits of
jewelry, in particular. He was very
proud of his wife. He was always
talking about her—almost as though
he could never quite believe his luck
in having married her. Not that he
was ever reticent, in any case—quite
the reverse. We knew practically ev-
erything about his private affairs.”

George said: “Did he have any
money apart from his salary, do you
know?” 2l

“Not recently. His father was pretty
well off and left quite a bit when he
died—at least, that was the impres-
sion Ronnie used to give, though he

stopped talking about the family for-
tune a long while ago. I imagine he
went through whatever there was
pretty quickly.”

“And yet in some ways he was
cautious,” I said. “You didn’t, I sup-
pose, happen to hear about an acci-
dent insurance policy he took out a
few months ago?”

“Oh, that! Yes, we all knew about
that. It was one of his cranky ideas.
A friend of his was killed in an acci-
dent in Switzerland and he wasn’t
properly insured so his wife was left
with practically nothing. It seemed to
make a terrific impression on Ronnie,
and he went straight off and took out
that enormous policy. We all thought
he was crazy, but he was always
sailing and climbing and doing rash
things so I suppose it wasn’t quite as
idiotic as it seemed.”

“He seems to have been a pretty
tough character,” said George, with
an air of innocence.

“Oh, yes, he was—physically very
tough. I know that during the war,
when he was a correspondent with
the First Army, he took a lot of risks
that he didn’t have to, and he went
on doing it afterward.”

I was still puzzled about the finan-
cial angle. “I can see he lived a very
expensive life,” 1 said, “but it sounds
queer to say a man hasn’t a bean
when he’s pulling in two thousand a
year. By my standards, that’s certain-
ly riches.”

Monica Dewey was silent for a mo-
ment. Then she said: “It’s all right un-
til it stops. I'm not sure how much
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longer Ronnie would have been work-
ing for the Record.”

“You mean he was going to be
sackedr”

“Not exactly, because that isn’t the
way the Record does things, but it
really amounted to that. You see, al-
though Ronnie was a good reporter
he was always making trouble in the
office because he was so assertive and
quarrelsome. He could be completely
calm and rational on paper but an
audience seemed to go to his head and
he had a genius for putting people’s
backs up. I think it was due to the
war—he’d had a lot of headlines and
built up a big reputation and when
he came back he thought he was a
tremendous fellow. So did the ofhice,
for a bit. They picked out the big
stories for him and he did some bril-
liant work—there was a black-market
investigation of his that Fleet Street
still talks about. But he got more and
more arrogant and there was obvi-
ously no satisfying him and about a
year ago he was advised to start look-
ing for a job somewhere else. Of
course, he didn’t tell us that himself,
but it leaked out.”

“And did he look for
job?”
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