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Murder

in
Haiti

by John W. Vandercook

John W. Vandercook is perhaps best known as a news com-
mentator. He is also an extremely able mystery writer. In this
mystery, his first in twenty years, Mr. Vandercook is at the top
of his form, his reflexes as quick as ever,
his footwork as nimble, his control as
cool and his punches as decisive. In
fact, his detective team of Bertram
Lynch and Robert Deane seem sharper
and sassier than ever.

if

. « « smooth performance all the way.

Suave and lively.” The Saturday Review

© 1956, by John W. Vandercook; reprinted by armﬁgement with The Macmillan
Company; an authorized abridgment.



CHAPTER ONE

LLYNCH AND I STOOD AT THE
Vittoria’'s stern rail. The great
white yacht with a sharply raked
black funnel moved almost with-
out sound over a glass-smooth
summer sea. |

I ¢lanced at my watch. In fif-
tecn minutes we were expected in
the owner’s cabin. In the cabin of
the formidable and the elusive
Vigeo Sand. The English steward
who was his personal attendant
had said “cocktails.” But the occa-
sion had been so long postponed
it had been made to seem more in
the nature of an audience.

The Vittoria had left her tem-
porary berth in an inconspicuous
boat yard at City Island, New
York, at dusk the night before and
I had still to lay eyes on Lynch’s
employer—and my host. Yet I was
in no hurry.

It was good to be with Lynch
once more. I had neither seen nor
heard from him (Lynch never
wrote) for years. Now, again, this
outwardly nondescript, gray-eyed
oray-suited Englishman of middle
height, middle class, and middle

age had struck across the usually
serene skies of my life.

So here—unexpectedly, in a
high state of bewilderment, and
delightedly—1I was.

By some process of persuasion,
I still did not comprehend, Ber-
tram Lynch, one-time chief of the
Permanent Central Board of the
old League of Nations, long-time
operative of the British Secret
Service, oft-time spy (I had de-
duced from his evasive silences),
and Heaven knows what else, had
got me included in this queer
ship’s queerer list of passengers. In
the vague role of his “associate.”
Lynch was on a case. . . . If
then, there was one thing certain
in an uncertain world it was that
this moment of repose would not
last long.

“Viggo Sand,” Lynch said.

“Yes?” ‘

“What d’'you know about him?”

“Only what I've gleaned from
the tabloids. Very little.”

“On a disorderly planet,” he
said, “which has imposed its own
rigid order on most lives, Sand is
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almost the sole survivor of an ex-
traordinary type. He fancies him-
self a ‘man of mystery.’ As you
will shortly see for yourself. In
the tradition of Basil Zaharoff, of
Gulbenkian, of the elder Patino.
In so far as he has any permanent
address, it is the Aviz in Lisbon.
You know it?”

I nodded. I had once got as far,
at least, as wandering self-con-
sciously through the public rooms
of that small, hushed, luridly over-
decorated, and supremely luxuri-
ous hotel in the outskirts of the
Portuguese capital.

“Quite. Then that at once tells
you something”—Lynch jerked
his head in the general direction
of the yacht’s bow—“of our host
here. Among the guests of the
Aviz have been numbered some of
the most powerful men on earth.
But men of a special breed. The
secret men. T'hose who use their
influence—and it is immense—to
keep all references to themselves
out of the press, not to get them
m.ﬂ
Lynch’s gray eyes left my face
—1I am nearly a head taller—and
with the cautious watchfulness
which is the fixed, and necessary,
habit of his life swiftly searched
the deck in front of us. It was
empty.

“It's astonishing how little I
really have to tell you. Sand lets
it be known that he was born in
Sweden. But even that is not cer-
tain. At present, his official na-

tionality, I believe, is Portuguese.
You observe a pattern? Sand has
been most rigorously—and profit-
ably—neutral during two world
wars. I know one of his bank ac-
counts is in Tangier, another is in
Zurich. I do not know where
else. Sand is reputed to pay no
income tax. None! Not anywhere.
He swims in many waters. Most of
them dark waters. Where others
barter in oil leases, Sand trades in
whole sheikdoms. In the interna-
tional black-money market. In
armament. Anything to turn a
pretty million. Yet so far as we—
that’s to say I, can discover, in
not one of the countries my client
has frequented has he a police
record. Not so much as traffic vio-
lation. Sand and these singular
people whore with him are on
their way to the Caribbean. Where
precisely, I don’t know. His pur-
pose—this much he has told me
—is to recover a sum of money. It
must be a very large one, or it
would not interest Viggo Sand. I
believe it is in specie.” Lynch
smiled. “I take it that it is buried,
or at least concealed. Few people
simply leave large sums lying
about. As to its being pirate treas-
ure, remember, our planet has
been beset by other pirates than
the buccaneers.”

The suite of the Vittoria’s own-
er, entered by a door marked with
a discreet “A,” extended all the
way across the ship directly below
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the bridge. The English steward

in a white jacket who opened to
our knock was as professionally
commonplace as Lynch himself.

Viggo Sand did not rise when
we came in. He had on a perfectly
tailored suit of immaculate white
flannel, a white silk shirt and a
Nile-green tie. He sat in a massive,
high-backed chair in a rcom so
large and so splendid, in a mas-
sive, Scandinavian-cum-modern
manner, it was like nothing I had
ever seen afloat.

Though the back of his chair

was half turned to a window

bright with summer sunlight and

his face was in partial shadow,
one could no more be unaware of
his presence or of the force of his
personality than one could remain
oblivious of an elephant. Yet the
big body did not stir, the heavy

-~ head was motionless.

Lynch led me forward with un-
characteristic bustle.

“This is Mr. Deane, sir. Or per-
haps I should - say Professor
Deane. When you suggested, Mr.
Sand, it might be a sound idea if
I was to have an associate, as I
told Mr. Dibble, his was the first
name that came into my head.”

Lynch, I saw, was playing a
role; simply that of a private de-
tective anxious to please his boss
and keep his job. A detective, one
felt, not of the first rank.

After just the necessary inter-
val lest there be any misunder-
standing about which of us ranked

first, Viggo Sand, stil without
rising, extended his hand.

I found myself being examined
by as chill and clear a pair of blue
eyes as I've ever seen. Viggo Sand
was broad-shouldered and deep-
chested. The smooth and perfectly
manicured hand which enveloped
mine was immense—and cold.
His hair, neatly parted in the mid-
dle, was somewhere between tow
and gray. Though there was an
extraordinary stillness about the
big body, I somehow knew that it
was capable of swift and powerful
movement.

“So,” said the big man. “I am
glad, however belatedly, to meet
you, Professor Deane. Or, like
most of your countrymen, do you
prefer the simple ‘Mister’?”

“Mister, by all means.”

Viggo Sand inclined his head.
“Mr. Lynch came to me highly
recommended,” he said more po-
litely. “So his word in its turn car-
ried weight, He has told you, of
course, of our little escapade?”

His English was as assured as
the rest of him and only slightly
accented. Undoubtedly, he knew
half a dozen other languages.

“Merely that there’s some sort
of treasure hunt in the offing. And
that it involves a yacht trip to
the West Indies. I thought that in-
ducement enough.”

Sand deigned a distant smile.
He took from a small table by his
chair what looked like—what in-
deed was—a conductor’s baton. It
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was of ebony, polished from long
use. Its ivory tip was yellow. He
began to stroke and fondle it.

“It does not surprise you,” he
asked, “that upon so innocent an
adventure I employ a detective?”

“Not particularly.”

“Why not?”

I walked away from him and
stood looking out of one of the
two rectangular windows, at
either side of a wall bookcase,
which faced the Vittoria’s bow.

“In the first place,” I said rather
tartly, “I am not persuaded of its
innocence.” (When I call on peo-
ple, even on multimillionaires I
like to be asked to sit down.)

“So?” said Viggo Sand.

“In the second place, it's been

my observation that where large
sums of money are involved, as I
assume will be the case, particu-
larly when that money is in con-
crete form, there is always an ele-
ment of danger. It would seem to
me only natural, Mr. Sand, that
you would take precautions to pro-
tect yourself on this boat.”

If I had annoyed the great man,
his resonant and level voice gave
- no hint of it. There was even the
suggestion of a chuckle

“Please, Mr. Deane! Not ‘boat’!
The Vittoria, her officers assure
me, is a ship. I am afraid Mr.
Lynch has to some degree misled
you. And has underestimated his
own duties. I have no need of
bodyguards. Aboard my own ship
my own person, I trust, will be

quite secure. My requirement is
rather to have by me two trust-
worthy and disinterested men. I
will not trouble you with details,
but it is in the nature of this—
this undertaking that I include
among the passengers on this voy-
age certain persons about whom I
have less information than I should
like to have.” He smiled.

“You are trustworthy,
Deane.”

“Entirely. And, up to this me-
ment at least, disinterested.”

“Reg?”

I started. The person to whom
he spoke had entered the soft-car-
peted room without my knowl-
edge.

The tall, gracefully thin gentle-
man whom Lynch now bustled
forward to introduce as Mr. Reg-
inald Dibble, was exceedingly
handsome. Even the most mascu-
line observer could not fail to be
aware of Mr. Dibble’s fine cleft
chin, his just-off-the-perpendicular
forehead and truly splendid high-
bridged nose. A Riviera sun tan, a
yellow silk bandanna tucked in
the open collar of a white shirt,
and a pair of terra-cotta colored
linen slacks added consciously to
the effect.

Reginald Dibble’s handshake
was negligent. But his hazel eyes
struck me as being only a degree
less cold and intelligent than
Sand’s.

“By that diminutive,” he said,
“you may gather my suzerain lord

Mr.
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demands my opinion of you. I've
already given it. I looked you up.
I said you'd do.”

Dibble flashed upon me a bril-
liant and charming smile. It was a
pity it was as automatic as a sub-
way gum machine.

“T'hough I've never been able to
persuade him of it,” he chatted on,
“Viggio is an abominable host. He
is convinced that all the role re-
quires is that he should pay for
everything. An admirable trait. I'd
be the last to discourage it. But it
adds to my simple duties.”

As if on cue, the white-jacketed
steward came in with a laden sil-
ver tray. Quickly he placed a low
cocktail table before Sand’s knees
and whisked the necessary num-
ber of chairs in place around it.

Dibble distributed the drinks to
the accompaniment of a cheerful
rattle of the smallest of small talk.
Not until he leaned back in his
chair and began gently rolling a
tall glass between his slender, sun-
burned hands did he return to
business.

“You believe then, Mr. Deane,”
said Dibble in his mocking-man-
nered voice, “you are qualified?”

“For what?”

“To keep us from bickering over
Viggo's monstrous treasure? To
keep the peace? To prevent a gen-
eral slaughter?”

“To prevent, no. If you're bent
on slaughter, Mr. Dibble, I am
sure you'll have your way. You
look a man of purpose.”

“Oh, T am! I am indeed.”

It amused me that this overly
poised gentleman was slightly dls—
concerted.

“However,” 1 went on, “While
Mr. Lynch and I are aboard I
don’t think it would be too boast-
ful to promise that anyone who
fails to keep the peace will be
caught at it. That reflection might
act as a preventive.”

“Are you greedy, Mr, Deane?”

“Greedy?”

Mr. Dibble returned my smile.
“If the Vittoria hoisted two metric
tons of gold aboard”—I1 heard
Viggo Sand’s tongue give a tiny
click—"“would it corrupt you?
Would you betray or kill or do all
manner of dreadful things to get
your hands on some of it?” '

I looked at him. For all the
careful laughter which underlay
his words, I thought that Mr. Regi-
nald Dibble, for his part, would. I
shook my head.

“Perhaps it's only because I've
never been tempted. One never re-
ally knows, does one? But my
chosen trade is a graduate-school
teacher of medieval history. At
New Haven, I am an amateur of
criminology. I've found neither
very profitable. Does that answer
your question?”

“I think, then, Mr. Deane,”
Sand said to me in his quietly au-
thoritative voice, “we understand
each other?”

I regarded the great man with
all the gumption I could muster,
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“I am not sure, Mr. Sand, we

dO 33

:l‘he blond eyebrows rose the

fraction of an inch.

HSG?H

“Correct me if T am wrong.
You left Europe bound for the
West Indies. At that time, I gath-
er, the need for two ‘disinterested
and trustworthy’ men had not oc-
curred to you. However, instead of
sailing directly for the islands,
you put in at New York. You
there sought the services of an ex-
perienced and dependable private
detective. Mr. Lynch happened to
be available, and you employed
him. As a further measure of—
what shall I say?—defense, you
then advised him to bring along a
partner. Not in crime, but in
crime prevention. Here I am, and
I am very grateful. I am, in effect,
your guest, not your employe.
Nevertheless, if Lynch and I are
to earn our passage, I think we
really should understand the situ-
ation. Not merely say we do?”

“What situation, Mr. Deane?”
Viggo Sand’s voice was so low I
hardly heard him. His amiable
smile had frozen.

“I, Mr. Sand, should like to
know what occurred—presumably
during the Atlantic crossing—
which alarmed you. Bluntly, was
some crime committed? If so, we
should know of it.”

Sand, with majestic grace,
stood up. So, hastily, did I.

For a full ten seconds the cold

blue eyes looked over, at, and
through me.

“So! I perceive, Mr. Deane, you
are fanciful. As a trait in a fellow
voyager, that may sometimes be
amusing. I can only assure you,
you are mistaken. If you aftend
only to what I say, and curb your
fancy, I am confident we shall all
do very well.”

Viggo Sand bowed a full half-
inch.

“Aboard the Vittoria we dine at
seven-thirty.”

We were dismissed.

The man’s power, I confess,
had shaken me. Its influence fol-
lowed us so effectively, even after
the door had closed behind us,
that both Lynch and I were silent
until we reached the open deck
again.

“It couldn’t be,” 1 asked un-

easily. “that you are nuts? Or

could it?”

Lynch made an irreverent and
spluttering sound-—something like
a Bronx cheer with a British
accent.

“Phooey! Both the Foreign Of-
fice and the War Office have kept
an eye on Sand for years. This is
the first break, as you Americans
say, that we have had. The cables
which reached London were in
our own code, so, though we did
not know their source, we be-
lieved them. The proof, if you fol-
low me, is that here we are.

“Of course he’s lying! Someone
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disappeared. I am confident that
it was murder.”

CHAPTER TWO

Tur Vittoria was two days out.
Lynch and I stood again at our
favorite post at the yacht’s stern
rail, our elbows on the rail. I, so
to speak, aimed outward, looking
down at the white wake. Lynch,
who would preserve his habit of
watchful caution while alone on
an arctic ice floe, faced forward,
with his elbows thrust behind him.

“Robert,” Lynch observed, “we
don’t know anything.”

“‘Nothing,” ” I agreed. “is prac-
tically an overstatement. Com-
pared to our jolly shipmates, gi-
raffes are loquacious.”

There was a pause.

“We must find out,” said Lynch
briskly. “Everything.”

“Ouite!” I mimicked him.
“Agreed. But how?”

“Stir 'em up. Set them against
each other. Frighten ‘em!”
I groaned. “Here we go!”

“Which of our companions,”
Lynch asked seriously, “in your
opinion is—what shall I say?—
the most susceptible? You follow
me? Whose nerves, mind, call it
what you will, if properly worked
upon could most quickly be led to
revelation? To indiscretion?”

Betore 1 could consider that
hard question, Lynch’s elbow
jogged mine. I turned around.

“Here, Bobby, comes your ad-
mirer in hot pursuit,” he whis-
pered. With a dreadful titter he
straightened and walked away.

If he heard my fiercely hissed
“Ass!” he gave no sign.

Miss Lily Wyndam’s “hot-pur-
suit” struck me as being of roughly
the same temperature as the
Greenland Ice Cap. All that had
occasioned Lynch’s observation
was the appearance of the young
lady on the same deck as our-
selves, almost half the yacht away.
Even at that distance, however,
she was worth any man’s scrutiny.

Miss Wyndam was one of the
two female passengers. The other,
only some dozen years older than
herselt, was her stepmother. Like
everyone else aboard, their status
was by no means plain.

Certainly Lily wasn’t. She was
about twenty. She was one of the
very few absolutely genuine, certi-
fied ash-blondes I had ever seen.
(Even a graduate-school professor
knows about hair roots, and I'd
looked.) Though her figure was a
shade too slim for robust tastes,
it was nevertheless of the kind
that . . . Well, it made one
think. Her eyes were gray, her com-

plexion without flaw. She dressed

like a billion dollars. (Query:
whose?)

At the moment she was stand-
ing in the narrow outside passage-
way which circled the yacht’s cab-
ins, looking out over the rail. She
was wearing an elaborately simple
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evening gown of palest yellow-
green raw silk, a dress which em-
phasized the exquisite texture of
the girl’s skin, and, in slender
Lily’s case, frankly not much else.
Her cigarette holder was long and
was made of jade. If she was aware
of my presence she gave no sign.

I strolled over and took my
place beside her at the rail. 1 was
old salt enough to know it was the
starboard rail. In the west, though
the sun had gone, the sky was still
worth watching,

Through several draws on her
cigarette, Lily disregarded me.
Then she turned her face. If I
had not decided the effect was
studied, it would have been a nice
face. Maybe it was anyway.

Having nothing special to say,
I stayed silent. While she scru-
tinized me, Lily also took her
time.

“You,” she said at last, “are one
of the house detectives, aren’t
you?”

“If you call this thing a house,
yes.”

“Nice work?”

“INot this way. If the decks
should run with blood, it would
be. I am hopeful. Or, under the
circumstances, should I say san-
guine?”

Lily missed my joke. A pity.

“You should have been with us
on the way over.”

“You mean the murder?”

Miss Wyndam’s cigarette hold-
er bobbled so she nearly lost it.

“Murder¢ What on earth are
you talking about?”

“That is my information. You
didn’t even notice? How sophisti-
cated can you be?”

“You,” said Lily firmly, “are un-
mistakably nuts. You're exaggerat-
ing. I suppose you mean Braun’s
arm? That’s what I meant.”

“No, but I'm curious about that,
too. Kindly tell all.”

(I should explain that one of
the passengers, a German named
Manfred Braun, was carrying his
right arm in a black silk sling.)

Miss Wyndam drew on her cig-
arette and looked thoughtfully out
to sea. ,

“Possibly,” she said guardedly.
“What’s your name?”

I was surprised. After fifty-
some hours of being fellow yachts-
men it seemed to me Miss Wyn-
dam should have known at least
that much.

“Why, Deane.”

Lily made a face at me. “Don’t
be preposterous. 1 know that. I
can't call you ‘Deane,’ as if you
were a butler.”

“‘Robert” would do.”

“‘Robert’ sounds more like a
footman than a butler, but let’s
not discuss your family’s taste.
Why do you want to know about
My, Braun's arm?”

“Because it's my duty aboard
this expensive craft,” I explained,
“to prevent crime. An uncongenial
duty, I admit, because I am ex-
tremely fond of crime. From your
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fragments of conversation, I de-
duced you know of some felony.
Since you deny knowledge of any
murder, no doubt because you are
the guilty party, that leaves us
with Herr Braun’s game arm.
Quod erat demonstrandum.”

“Don’t underestimate me, Rob-
ert. I, too, have had an education.
Incidentally, I understood your
pun. I disapprove of it.”

“I might add,” I added, “that I
am not just interested in Mr.
Braun’s arm. I'm also interested in
the rest of him.”

Lily nodded. This evening her
tow-blond locks were drawn back
and ended over her slender neck
in a cluster of little curls. At her
nod they jiggled. 1 was beginning
to like Lily better.

“Me, too. But I haven’t anything
to tell you about him really. Not a
thing. I only know he came aboard
with the other freaks at Bremer-
haven.”

“Bremerhaven? Bremerhaven in
Germany?”

“Is there one in Tibet? Yes.
Didn’t you know? This whatever-
it-is of Viggo’s started at Bremen.
Not, you understand, that anyone
has told me anything. But I know
that that’s where Souhani and Herr
Braun and Herr Meer got on.”

“The two Germans to whom
you are so rude?’

Lily shrugged her slender
shoulders. “Shouldn’t one be?”

“I admit it took a fine discern-
ment to note the difference.”

Miss Wyndam’s pretty mouth
formed a perfect circle. “Oh! So
you dislike me?”

“Until now. I'm weakening.
I've even seen you being rude to

Mr. Sand.”

Lily laughed. “Dear Robert!
How ingenuous you are. With the
very rich one must either be rude
or fawn on them. Rudeness is
less undignified. I think they rath-
er like it.”

A chuckle in the deep shadows
only inches from my ear made me
leap almost overboard. The ex-
quisite and, I was beginning to
suspect, far from negligible crea-
ture beside me barely started.
Lily’s poise was equal even to this.

It was Viggo Sand.

When his big bland, blond face
moved forward into the light
which came through the louvered
shutter of the cabin window Dbe-
hind us I saw, with relief, that it
wore its habitual composure.

“Sol About you, Lily, I like
everything. Forgive me that I have
overheard you.” Our host raised
and shook an immense, pale, and
almost waggish finger.

“But I must instruct you both
that on ships, in particular on lit-
tle ships like the Vittoria, it is not
always good judgment to have a

private conversation outside a cab-

in window. Or even upon an un-
lighted deck on so inviting a sum-
mer evening.”

I was blushingly trying to re-
member what we had said.
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“I was asking Miss Wyndam,”
I said, “about Mr. Braun’s acci-
dent.”

“Yes, a great pity,” said Mr.
Sand with no pity. “As is so often
the situation in the North Atlan-
tic, even in this season, we en-
countered some bad weather.”

The strong fleshy mouth, dimly
seen, produced the semblance of
a deprecating smile. “My friends
do not always understand that, al-
though the Vittoria is of a heavy
tonnage for a yacht, as an ocean
liner it is sadly little. Mr. Braun
fell and badly wrenched his shoul-
der. I am happy he tells me it is
getting better.”

“You have known Mr., Braun
long?” I inquired.

Sand hesitated. “Mr.
shall I say, is an old acquaintance.’

Lily was at my left. I had my
back partly turned to her and was
facing Sand. He and 1 are of
about equal height. Our faces
were no more than two feet apart.
Both were clearly visible in the
light from the stateroom window.

Something out of the darkness
shot past our noses, something
which was short and glittered. It
passed inches closer to Sand’s face
than to mine. A perceptible sec-
ond later we heard a little splash
in the sea below.

“What,” demanded Sand, “was
that?” His normally bass voice had
deepened a half-octave. His nor-
mally white face was paler still.

“That,” said Lily Wyndam,

Braun,

y

with careful self-control, “was a
knife. A—A kind of dagger! I saw
it quite distinctly.”

“Where,” I asked hoarsely, “did
it come from?”

Lily pointed. “From there. It
must have been back there. But I
didn’t see anyone.”

“Nor I.” 1 stared toward the
darkness, the apparent emptiness
of the afterdeck.

“Well, well, well!” I contrib-
uted helpfully.

“Mr. Deane!”

Sand’s hands were -clutching
the rail. I saw that the big man
was shaking. His words were as
brusque as a sergeant-major’s.

Belatedly, I leapt to action. I
had forgotten. After all I was the
yacht dick. I sped round the cor-
ner of the cabin housing. The
stern deck, not surprisingly, was
empty. Taking its rubber-tread
steps three at a time, I leapt up
the ladderlike stairway to the up-

per boat deck. Though, up there,

there were many shadows and
places of concealment, I contrived
to look in all of them. No one
there. I pounded back down the
companionway to the deck on
which we had been standing, and
went around the opposite side. I
was beginning to slow down. But
in another moment I had circled
the promenade deck, too, and was
back where I had started.

Viggo Sand and Lily were
standing now, not at the rail, but
with their backs against the white-
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painted sheet-iron wall. Sand had
evidently reached through the
near-by window and pushed the
shutter open to let out more light.

“I found no trace of the assail-
ant,” I reported.

Good heavens, what a silly way
to talk. I was self-conscious.

“I shall, however, at once con-
sult with Mr. Lynch,” I declaimed.
“I am confident we shall lay him
by the heels.” (That sounded even
worse!)

Sand stared at me and moved
in a ponderous nod. “So. If, Mr,
Deane, you will be good enough to
accompany me to my cabin?”

The milliardaire, as the French
call his breed, extended his elbow
as an indication I was to take his
arm.

Mr. Viggo Sand was shaking.
Mr. Viggo Sand, I perceived, was

good and scared.
Neither of us spoke until I had

led him along the deck and to the
door of his own suite. Wlth a
murmured “Thank you,” he en-
tered with some precipitation. The
key turned in the lock.

I lit a cigarette and walked
back the way we had come. My
role as man-hunter had become
just the least bit difficult.

The trouble was that in all my
life I had known, or even known
of, only one complete master of
the difficult art of knife throwing.
That master. was Bertram Lynch.
He had learned it, he once told
me, in Marseilles. He was con-

vinced that, for his needs, the
knife was the perfect weapon. Like
his peculiar trade, it was silent, se-
cret. And almost impossible to as-
sociate with anyone so invincibly
British as himself.

Lynch, I gathered, was losing
no time in his resolve to “stir ‘em

»”

up.

To my surprise, Lily Wyndam
was still on deck. A pale shape in
the darkness and the glow of her
cigarette in its long holder showed
she was now at the stern rail.

I was greeted with some
warmth.

“A gallant pair of stinkers, I
must say!”

“Who? Me?”

“No. You're not a pair, big as
you are. I mean you and Viggo.
Darting off like that, leaving me
alone with a murderer at large. I
think modern men are just dicky!”

“I'm terribly sorry. I just didn’t
think—" |

“That is easy to believe.”

“Now you mention it, if you're
afraid of murderers—"

“A little thing like murderers?
Goodness, no! Mice, yes. But mur-
derers—"

“Then,” I persisted, “Why did-
n't you go in, instead of hanging
around out here?”

“There’s no one on this barge
who knows me well enough to
murder me. Except Viggo. And 1
had my eye on him. Who do you
think it was?”

I shrugged.
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“An honest answer, Deane. An
honest answer. Since youre not
pressed, then, I'll tell you why I
lingered here to chat with you.”

“Yes?”

“To tell you that Viggo is an
unmitigated liar. About Braun,”

“INo accident?”

“Accident, my eye. Do you
want to hear my story? If this
yvacht is going to get dangerous,
I'd better tell you.”

“Fire when you'’re ready.”

Lily Wyndam peered carefully
into the surrounding gloom. The
stars were out, and the tar-black
sea was faintly luminous. With
accustomed eyes one could now
see quite clearly. It was an en-
chanting night. The combined
smell of the salt air and Lily was
delightful.

We had the afterdeck to our-
selves. This time there was obvi-
ously no one in hearing.

“We were about halfway over,”
said Lily. “As Viggo said in his
one burst of honesty, it was rather
stormy. The Vittoria was jumping
about like one of those absurd
Mexican beans. I suppose it was
very late at night. Threeish. Any-
way, I was sound asleep.”

“How pretty you must look!”

“Down, Rover,” said Lily mat-
ter-of-factly. “I no doubt do. I
heard someone running: someone
who stumbled with a bang against
my door. The first thing I did,
naturally, was to reach out to turn
on the light by my bed. It didn’t

go on. Nothing happened. So 1
went to the door and opened it
just the least bit and peeked out.
That big, mean-looking German
—Heitzig, I think his name is—
who is the night watchman or
something, was rattling Braun’s
doorknob. He had a flashlight. The
next minute, Viggo appeared. He
had a flashlight too. He was wear-
ing, one could hardly help but
notice, bright red pajamas. He
looked like a fire truck. Then
Braun managed to get his door
open from inside and came wob-
bling out into the corridor. You
gather there were no lights there
either? Apparently the main switch
had failed.”

“Or someone had pulled it.”

“You will soon, Robert, be at
the top of your profession. Where
was I? Stop interrupting. Oh,
yes! About the time Viggo showed
up, Braun came out. He was
deadly white. The watchman had
to reach out and hold him. All
this time, you understand, I was
peeking with natural girlish curi-
osity through the crack in my door.

“Yes?” 1 urged.

“Yes, indeed. In a minute they
bundled Braun back into his cab-
in, and then the watchman went
and got Reg Dibble. Why Dibble?
you may well ask. But the Dibkle,
as you may or may not know, is
ever at Viggo’s right hand. That
impressive nose is into everything.
Reg at least used some glimmering
of sense and went and fetched the
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Innocuous Norwegian, Dr. Lund
-—as you know, Viggo’s Royal
Physician. Dr. Lund’s cabin is just
between yours and mine.

“In fact,” said Lily reflectively.

“I have wondered if he didn’t see
me.”
Lily was silent for a moment.
Her slight body trembled as if a
chill wind had blown on it. Then
she went on.

“I'here was some very hushed
and whispery coming and going
while, I suppose, Braun got him-
self swabbed off and tied up. He
needed it.

“He needed it,” she repeated.
“He was a mess. During that min-
ute he reeled out into the corridor
both the torches were on him, and
I had a good look at him. QOur
Germanic playmate was wearing
white pajamas. About half of him
was covered with blood.”

Lily gestured. “With his right
hand he was holding his left
shoulder, like this. The blood came
from there. He must have been
stabbed. I'm sure if there had
been a shot, I would have heard
it. He certainly hadn’t fallen. Falls
aren’t that gory. Braun didn't ap-
pear all the next day. The day
after, he’d rigged up that black
sling; and the official story was
that he’d come a cropper in the
storm.”

“What, Mademoiselle Poviot,
are your deductions?”

“Picking my brains, Robert?
Oh well, you must find them

where you can. I think Braun was
being burglarized and had the bad
luck to wake up and the burglar
let him have it.”

“Burglarized? What of?”

"How should I know? Herr
Braun may, of course, be the cus-
todian of the ruby from the eye of
the sacred idol. Or on the other
hand, he may not. What I had in
mind was that someone was try-
ing to find out just who and what
Mr. Manfred Braun really is. Pos-
sibly by thumbing through his
private papers. And was interrupt-
ed.”

There was a pause. “You know,”
I observed, “I think I'd better see
Lynch. And start detecting.”

CHAPTER THREE

A worDp on the arrangement of
the Vittoria’s cabins. Up through
the mid-section of the ship rose a
solid central structure. Sand’s suite
was forward. At either side of the
mid-structure ran two narrow cor-
ridors, thickly carpeted, and
equipped with brass handrails, to
be clutched when the ship was
bucking.

On to those two corridors gave
the doors of the guest cabins, ten
in all, five to a side.

Lynch was fully dressed. He
also gave me the impression he
had lost his mind. At my entrance
he flapped his arms, he violently
shook his head, he contorted his
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features, he tapped a lean fore-
finger vigorously against his lips.

I got it, I was to weigh my
words.

“Lynch,” I said solemnly, “a
criminal attempt has been made
on the life of Mr. Sand. I have—
er—made a preliminary search of
the ship, but I need your help. In
any case I wished, of course, to
consult you.”

“Of course.”

I didn’t think, myself, it sound-
ed so good. A bit on the stiff side.
But Lynch seemed satisfied.

“Quite,” he said. “We’ll make a
start at once.”

This time, for variety’s sake, we
chose the top boatdeck, a place, in
the summer’s night, of bulky, sin-
ister shapes of tarpaulin-covered
lifeboats, a mummy-wrapped

speedboat, and giant, scoop-
shaped ventilators.
“What,” I demanded, in a

hoarse whisper, “was the point of
all that? D'you think Sand has
your cabin wired?”

“Think? I'm sure of it. A small
microphone concealed in the base
of the table lamp. I've checked.
All the cabins are. Nothing new.
A permanent installation. In a
business way, most useful, I imag-
ine, to our host. The Vittoria, as
you know, carries amazing radio
equipment. Sand can telephone
from shipboard to any number in
the world. That’s even been re-
ported in the press. I presume
while he was at it he had all the

cabins wired to a central listening
post. Probably in his own cabin.”

For Lynch this was a detailed
speech. I knew him well. It meant
he was embarrassed.

“Look you, Bertram. You
heaved that knife at us, didn’t
you?”

“Lost it, too,” Lynch grum-
bled. “Went right overboard. For-
tunately, I carry a spare. A per-
fectly balanced knife’s not easily
come by.”

“You could have buried the
thing in either Sand’s head or
mine, you idiot! You're not all
that good, you know!”

“Nonsense, I never miss. Or
very rarely.”

“Anyway, what was the big
idea?”

“I'his ship,” said Lynch brisk-
ly, “does fourteen knots. We'll be
in the West Indies in about five
days. And we still know substan-
tially nothing. There’s no time to
lose. That answer your question?”

I thought this over. “So,” 1 said
with heavy sarcasm, “after due re-
flection—after, in fact, what must
have been all of five minutes of
reflection—you decided that the
character aboard—what was it you
said?—who was the most ‘sus-
ceptible,’ the one most easily
moved to telling all, was that no-
torious 'fraidy-cat and bundle of
neuroses Viggo Sand?”

“Quite!” said Lynch defensive-

ly.
As we paced the lonely stretch

:
1
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of the top deck I repeated the sub-
stance of what Lily had told me.

“The Braun affair, Robert,
wants looking into.”

“T'here’s something else,” 1 de-
clared, “we have to look into. And
no fooling.”

“What?”

“Go through the motions of
searching for the mysterious knife
thrower. When a murderous assas-
sin tries to make away with our
eminent employer right under our
noses—or, anyway, mine—I do
feel the above-mentioned employ-
er has a right to expect his hired
help to do something more than
take a stroll on deck and then go
to bed and read a couple of good
books.”

Lynch made an impatient,
clicking sound with his tongue.
“A bore!” _

“Solving the mystery, I agree,
shouldn’t be much of a tax on you.
I solved it in about ten seconds.”

“What I'll do,” said Lynch, “is
this. I shall call on Mr. Sand in
his cabin. I've no doubt I will be
admitted. What time is it? About
eleven? Under the circumstances
he will not yet have retired. I shall
report to him the progress we have
made.”

“That I would like to hear.”

“Certainly. You have closely
questioned Miss Wyndam. You
have commented on her unusual
powers of observation. You and I
have consulted. We have made a
close study of the scene. We have

reached the conclusion that Mr.
Sand was not the intended vic-
tim, but yourself. He may, or may
not, agree. In either case, Sand’s
alarm that there is an unknown
criminal aboard will be increased.
First, though, as further proof of
our—er—devotion to duty—and
for our own instruction—I think
we should call on the Captain.”

“Carey?” |

“I believe that is his name.”

Other than the most formal
handshake on our coming aboard
in New York, neither Lynch nor
I had held any communication
with him. Since that first ten min-
utes, I had not seen him. The sal-
aried captain of Viggo Sand’s great
yacht apparently had his whole
being here aloft. Certainly he did
not take his meals, or fraternize,
with the passengers.

The louvered, varnished door
opened almost at once to Lynch’s
peremptory knock. Carey peered
out and showed no immediate dis-
position to let us pass. He was
tall, broad-shouldered, and lean-
hipped, a brunette Irishman with
small, unfriendly black eyes, a

perpetually blue jaw, and lank
black hair.

“We should like to have a talk
with you, Captain,” said Lynch
briskly. “A matter of ship’s busi-
ness. Be good enough to let us in.”
Carey moved aside.

“I want to see your crew list,
Captain,” said Lynch. “And ask
you some questions.”
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“And by whose authority?” The
black eyes which stared at us were
hostile.

“l need none. Though I will
have the owner instruct you if
you require it.” By raising his crisp,
flat voice a little, Lynch gave it
added authority, almost, indeed, a
note of bullying.

“You know Mr. Deane’s and my
function aboard here: to guard
against sinister incidents. Such an
incident has occurred tonight.”

“You're an Englishman, aren’t
you?’ the irrelevance was informa-
tive. The black Irishman’s thin
red mouth was stiff with hatred.

“I am! And you, Captain, I
take it, do not go ashore in British
ports?”

The shot, as they say, went
home. In the center of each of
Carey's cadaverous and sallow
cheeks appeared a bright red patch.

“Or Irish, either?” Lynch
snapped.
“What do you want?”

“I told you. The crew list. And
all the information you can give
me. There has been a knife throw-
ing. Fortunately, a miss. I will not
trouble you with details, Captain.
At least until I have talked with
Mr. Sand.

“The knife,” Lynch went on un-
blushingly, “as no doubt you know,
when used as a throwing weapon,
is generally associated with the
Mediterranean races. Have you
any Sicilians aboard? Spaniards?

Marseillais?”

Carey got up, went to his desk,
unlocked a drawer, and took out
a brown leather loose-leaf ledger.
He shoved it, open, across the table
to Lynch.

“See for yourself,” he growled.
“I'wenty-two men, counting offic-
ers and the steward’s crew. Eleven
nationalities. Two Nansen pass-
ports. Three stateless. Sand likes a
mixed bag. So do I. I know noth-
ing bad of any of 'em. Nor noth-
ing good. Take your pick.”

While I did mental arithmetic,
reckoning the yacht’s pay roll,
Lynch studied the page before him.
The Captain crossed his arms over
his chest, leaned back, and stared
into space. He had not relented,
and I was certain Lynch had
made a dangerous enemy; but ap-
parently for the time being Carey
had decided to behave himself.

“Very precise, Captain. Very
precise,” said Lynch approvingly.
“You will be good enough to fur-
nish me with a copy of this list. I
note a number of your men have
been with you for some time. I
do not see your name? How long
have you been with the Vittoria,
Carey?”

“Nine years.”

“As Captain?”

“As Captain.”

“And Dr. Lund? I do not see
his name here.”

“It’'s Sand’s fancy to count Lund
as a passenger. If he pays him, as
I have no doubt, he attends to it
himself. I have naught to do with
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it. Dr. Persen before him was the
same.”

“Dr. Lund joined the Vittoria
on this voyage?”

Carey dourly nodded. “He did.
Dr. Persen was took sick all of a
sudden. In Bremen. And this
Lund chap just happened to be on
hand. Or so he said.”

“Another matter.” Lynch put a
firm forefinger at a name in the
book before him and ran it -across
the page.

“I'his Heitzig. Wilhelm Heit-
zig. Born Hamburg., Age 32.
Signed on, I observe, the same
year as you did, Captain. A Ger-
man. During the war. A deserter?”

“That, you will have to ask
him.”

“I see,” Lynch persisted, “Heit-
zig is carried on your pay roll as a
watchman. On a yacht, a vessel of
this size, is that not unusual? Isn’t
it more customary to assign the
duty of the ship’s night patrol to
ordinary seamen in rotation?”

“It is. But Sand, mister, is not a
usual man. Nor does he have usual
ways. This ship comes as near as
no matter to being Sand’s office.
There are times when important
people sleep aboard here—" Carey
cut his loquacity short. “It’s no
business of mine. Nor yours.”

Lynch rose. “Quite. I shall wish
to question you again, Captain. I
know I can count upon your co-
operation!” | '

To the accompaniment of a low
orowl from Carey, we departed —

my contribution to the festivities,
I reflected, having reached an all-
time low. Not once had I opened
my mouth. I trusted Carey was
impressed by strong and silent
men.

As we closed the door of the
cabin behind us, blinking for an
instant as our eyes accustomed
themselves again to the starlit
dark, we became aware of a man
walking away from us through the
deep shadows between the ship’s
boats. He was halfway down the
outside companionway to the
promenade deck when we caught
up with him. We ended at the
bottom of it in a polite but mutu-
ally peering and suspicious hud-
dle.

‘The man was one of the trio
Lily Wyndam had unkindly de-
scribed as “freaks,” who had
joined the yacht in Germany. A
tall, vyoungish-looking Teuton
somewhere in his later thirties, he
was so blond, so blue-eyed, so en-
tirely devoid of any back to his
head that he could well have
served as the model for a Hitler-
era propaganda poster. For all I
knew, he had. The creature glor-
ied in the name of Siegfried Meer.

In our mealtime and other brief
encounters during the two days
since we had sailed, he had been
punctiliously polite. Every time
one passed him on deck, he bowed.
You could see the effort it re-
quired for him not to click his
heels together. Siegfried’s English



22 BESTSELLER MYSTERY MAGAZINE

was of the careful variety learned,

“You know my country well,

one suspected, in a good German then?”

school, but little practiced.

“A lovely night,” I offered.

Meer gave a choppy bow and
agreed. “A lovely night.”

That topic being exhausted,
there was a slight pause.

Meer, I was sure, was by no
means negligible. The lithe body
had a look of training, of both
swift and enduring strength. The
eyes too close together, the fair
skin, the thin, insensitive mouth,
a sharpness of the high Prussian
cheekbones, were those of a fanat-
ic.
Meer glanced up at the starlit
summer sky. “Even at this season,
gentlemen, it is pleasant, is it not,
to be going to the southward? The
tropical West Indian islands are
very beautiful, I am told.”

“You were in the Navy, Herr
Meer?” Lynch interjected. “A sub-
mariner?”

Even in the three-quarters dark-
ness I could detect Meer’s aston-
ishment. He literally fell back a
step. His recovery was rapid.

“Oh, no, you are mistaken. The
little knowledge I have of the sea
is that when I was a boy and
then a youth my good father let
me do much sailing in a small
boat. It is a pleasant hobby.”

“You lived near the sea, then?”
Lynch said.

Having, in effect, already said
so, our water-borne Siegfried had
to agree.

“Yes,” said Lynch. “Very well.
Very well indeed.” There was
something grimly unflattering in
the way he said it. After another
pause, Meer bowed again.

“I'hen I shall leave you, my
gentlemen. I trust that you will
sleep well. Good night.”

“Gute Nacht, Herr Meer.”

We were only a few paces from
our respective destinations. The
German went to his cabin—G, at
the after end of the corridor on
the port side. Lynch led the way to
mine. |

As he opened my door and I
followed him, Lynch began talk-
ing. And moving.

“Not entirely  satisfactory,
Deane, of course,” he declared
rather loudly. “But I teel we have
made progress. Great progress.
We'll make a further check-up to-
morrow. But I am confident we
will clear this little matter up.”

As he was delivering himself
of these not particularly choice
gems of monologue, Lynch was
darting soft-footedly about my
room. Opening the closet door, he
rapidly inspected my wardrobe; re-
moved a pair of gray flannel trous-
ers from a hanger; eyed them; and
gave an approving nod. Then,
with gross disregard for my prop-
erty, he tiptoed across the cabin
and tightly wrapped the base of
the fixed lamp on the bedside
table with my trousers. The lamp,
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which I now really noticed for the

first time, was a bronze affair with
an elaborately wrought, openwork
base. It was in these bases, as
Lynch had told me—there is a
lamp of the same type and same
position in each cabin—that our
less than genial host had installed
his microphones. I was sure they
must be used only on rare occa-
sion; Viggo Sand must have better
things to do than listen in to every
casual remark, every snore, grunt
and gargle of his eight guests. But
Lynch was taking no chances.

After he had propped a few
books against the trousers to hold
them in place, he relaxed and lit a
cigarette.

“A most satisfactory talk. Don’t
you agree?”

ﬂWhiCh?H

“With Herr Siegfried Meer.”

“Go on. Show off. Why did you
guess a submariner?”

Lynch looked pleased that I had
asked. “Meer seems to me to have
the bearing of an officer. I found
his look at the stars revealing. It
was automatic. It was also expert.
He was checking the ship’s course.
Yet neither his eyes nor his skin
have the weathered, hardened look
of the usual naval officer. I there-
fore deduced the submarine serv-
ice.” Lynch smiled.

“His reaction gave me the im-
pression I was right. I suggest to
you, Bobby, purely as a specula-
tion, that Meer's association with
submarines may give us a hint as

to the nature, possibly even the
purpose, of this ‘treasure.’ Think
it over,

“Now I shall go and have my

interview with Mr. Sand. I shan’t
be long about it. Wait for me. Put
on a dark shirt if you have one.
And rubber-soled shoes.” He
smiled as he only did when he
was up to no good.
- “You and I have a matter to at-
tend to. I'll be back in an hour.
Or possibly longer. When the
yacht is safely bedded down.”

With a brief nod of farewell,
Lynch softly opened the door and
vanished through it.

CHAPTER FOUR

AT THE END of two hours I
reached the conclusion the pas-
sengers of the Vittoria “bedded
down” slowly. At the end of three I
was sound asleep, my long legs
outstretched, my book reposing on
my stomach, my mouth, I fear,
wide open.

Lynch roused me with an un-
kind toe.

“Sorry to be so long about it,
but Braun and Dr. Lund have
only just turned in.”

While I put on what I presume
was supposed to be protective col-
oration, Lynch perched on the
edge of the bed. (The Vittoria,
mark vyou, sported beds, not
berths.) My trousers were still
wrapped around the base of the



24 BESTSELLER MYSTERY MAGAZINE

lamp, and so he could speak free-
ly.

“You may not have observed,
but forward of the lounge, open-
ing out of the stairwell, is a small
room which Sand uses as an of-
fice: as one would expect, a most
luxurious room. The door is never
locked.”

“That surprises me.”

Lynch’s commonplace, unmem-
orable face assumed an expression
of superiority.

“It does not, on reflection, sur-
prise me. Viggo Sand’s operations
are of so grandiose and secret a
character, and so frequently, I sus-
pect, illegal, that I would expect
him to be allergic to documents of
any sort. He is certainly not the
man to trust important papers to
the feeble security of a locked
safe. It is concealed. I would even
say it is fairly cleverly concealed.
But I have located it.” Lynch
beamed. “I suggest, Bobby, that
you and I devote the remainder of
our evening to trying to break into
it.”

I held my head. “Jeepers,
Lynch—"

“Understand me. 1 doubt if I
will be successtul. Efficient safe-
cracking, I regret to say, is not
one of my accomplishments. But I
propose to scar it so unmistakably
that Sand at last will be convinced
that he must—how shall I put it?
—that he must consolidate his
front. Stiffen his guard. And give
us, his guardians, far more de-

tailed information about these peo-
ple and his errand. We could, of
course,” Lynch added confidently,
“find it out for ourselves. But time
is short.”

“Why,” 1 inquired feebly, “do
you need me?r”

Lynch smiled. “Every safe-
cracker, Bobby, needs a lookout.
At this hour” —it was three o’clock
—“the only prowler we need fear
is the watchman Heitzig. So far
as 1 have been able to check, he
keeps no regular schedule. If we
complete our little business, well
and good. If Heitzig interrupts us,
I want you to take care of him
with this.”

He produced from his hip
pocket a well worn leather pad,
flat on one side and rounded on
the other, tightly filled with small
buckshot, and attached to a leath-
er loop about six inches long. I ac-
cepted it gingerly.

“Your luggage,” 1 remarked bit-
terly, “must have been of unusual
interest to the U.S. Customs.”

“In London,” Lynch explained
matter-of-tactly, “this is called a
‘sap.” A most effective, and gener-
ally a harmless, weapon. You
know how to use it?”

“My education has been ne-
glected.”

“Quite simple. Link the loop
over your right wrist. Hold the
pad lightly between your thumb
and forefinger. If Heitzig, or any-
one else—er—intrudes, swing
your right arm smartly up, then
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down, with wrist motion, letting
¢o of the pad just a few inches
before you make contact. Just above
the ear is a good spot. Don’t be
timid about it. On the other hand,
don’t overdo it. I scarcely have to

say, be most careful not to be seen.

Keep behind him. All clear?
Ready?”

Lynch went ahead. The thick

carpets in the passageway absorbed
all sound. Behind each door we
passed, there was the strong sense
of living presence though nothing
gave tangible proof of it. The ship
itself was very much alive. The
throb of the powerful engines was
unceasing. Their vibration gave
everything one touched a faint and
eerie pulsebeat. Somewhere, both
aloft and in the engine room, men
must be at work and wide awake.

With a thief’s caution and
technique, Lynch grasped the pol-
ished brass doorknob of Sand’s
study with both hands, bore down
on it, and slowly turned. There
was no click. The door opened
with only the faintest squeak. We
entered, and Lynch gently closed
it again, leaving us in total dark-
ness.

When my nerve-racking friend
turned on his pocket torch it
seemed to be brighter than an air-
port searchlight. Silently, he took
me by the elbow and placed me
against the wall in such a position

that, if anyone opened the door,
I should be behind it. Obediently,

I held the blackjack ready for in-

stant use. And quit breathing for
the rest of the evening.

Lynch, with the curious pre-
cision of movement which never
failed to impress me, went at once
behind the desk. His light picked
out one of the conventional brass
plaques which can be found some-
where on every ship: an incised
plate noting the vessel’s name, and
—though I could not read it at
such a distance—no doubt the
date of its construction, the yard
where it was built, the name of
the architect, and so on. This one
was mounted on a mahogany
board screwed against the wall.
Or so it appeared.

Lynch propped the torch on
the desk so that its beam picked
out the plaque and some of the
wall around it. Next, moving very
quickly, he produced from his
trousers a cold chisel and a small
but businesslike hammier with a
steel handle about four inches
long. He put the bit of the chisel
against the edge ot the mahogany
board where it joined the wall and
gave it one light tap. The board
swung open on hinges, set invis-
ibly at its right-hand edge. Be-
hind it was a small recessed wall
safe of conventional appearance.
From where I stood it looked fairly

formidable.

Lynch held the flashlight close
to it for a moment, and I saw
him shake his head as if he agreed
with me. He then made what in
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my harassed state I thought was a
hell of a lot of noise.

The flash propped back on the
desk again, he proceeded with
chisel and hammer to assault first
the safe’s turning knob, then the
paintwork along the slit where the
safe opened: something it was
clearly not going to do just now.

So intent was I on what Lynch
was doing, and on my concern
at the racket he was making, I
came very close to failing in my
own duty. The door beside me was
halt open before I became aware
of it. In the next second, a tall
man came into the room.

My reflexes functioned, if my
mind did not. Automatically—in-
stantaneously—1 raised the sap
and brought it down hard. There
was a soft thud as the sandbag
came in contact with a skull; a
orunt, a slow sigh, and, somehow
surprisingly the man fell forward.

Lynch was beside me in a sec-
ond. Dropping to one knee, he
turned my victim over, then let
him go again. It was the watch-
man, Heitzig.

He dusted his knees. “Excellent,
Bobby! Excellent,” he whispered.
“You have a natural gift. We've
done all I intended.” He touched
my shoulder to—quite needlessly
— hurry me.

“Go at once to your cabin. Get
these clothes off, put them safely
away, and go to bed. Don’t turn
your light on. I've no doubt we'll
be called in due course.”

As we quit Sand’s study Lynch
left the door deliberately open. In
the vague blue light anyone pass-
ing would plainly see the big
German prone on the carpet.

Lynch left me on the deck
above.

With the speed of one of those
accelerated sequences in an old
Mack Sennett comedy, I got out
of my clothes, into pajamas, and in
bed. I found I was blowing like a
stranded whale. An interminable
time dragged by. I was atraid to
make my cabin or myself conspic-
uous even by turning on a light to
read. I base the brilliant deduc-
tion that at some point I must
have slept on the fact that 1 was
waked up. By the phone. My
watch said five-thirty.

It was Lynch.

“Deane? Mr. Sand’s study has
been broken into. An attack has
been made on the watchman,
Heitzig. Can you come at once?”
His tone was its briskest and most
businesslike.

“I'he study,” he informed me,
“is just off the forward stairwell.
By the entrance to the lounge.
Mr. Sand has just called me. Can
you join me there?”

The room seemed full of peo-
ple. The majestic bulk of Sand in
a Persian brocade bathrobe almost
filled the door. Near him, fully
uniformed, even to their caps, were
Captain Carey and a stocky young
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Hollander I knew to be the Second
Mate. Lynch and Sven Lund, the

mild-mannered, self-contained lit-
tle Norwegian who was the ship’s
doctor; were kneeling over Heitzig.

When I saw him my stomach—
and my heart—turned over. Heit-
zig was badly hurt. Clotted blood
marked a break in the “skin just
above the right temple. It had run
down his cheek and dried. That
whole side of his forehead was be-
ginning to discolor. His eyes were
partly open, but he had not re-

covered consciousness. He was
breathing jerkily.

Something was very, very
wrong.

If I hadn’t entirely lost my
memory, I had struck the watch-
man on the back of the head.
‘There was the door itself for proof.
I had stood behind it. As he had
come through it, his left side had
been toward me. That injured
right temple had been turned away
from me. Had he struck something
in falling? It was impossible. There
was nothing on the floor, no piece
of furniture within two yards of
him.

Lynch’s face was devoid of all
expression.

“A hard blow,” Dr. Lund said
softly. “If the man’s skull were
not so thick I would say his con-
dition might be serious. As it is, I
anticipate no great danger.”

“Will you trepan, Doctor?”
Lynch asked.

Lund regarded him with the

slight distaste medical men always
display at professional talk by lay-
men. “If it should prove necessary.
Of course.”

Dr. Lund lowered Heitzig’s head
and shoulders quickly to the carpet
and stood up. For a Norwegian—
for, at any rate, what I imagined
to be the Norwegian type—Dr.
Lund was well below the average
in both height and girth, a slight
man with pale skin, pale eyes,
pale lips, and pale, gray-blond
hair cut evenly and mneatly over-
his whole head at about half an
inch in length. A withdrawn man
who nevertheless gave me an im-
pression of high intelligence.

He was instructing Captain
Carey to summon two men with a
stretcher and take Heitzig to the
below-decks cabin set aside as the
ship’s hospital.

When he had finished, Lynch,
who had remained on his knees
peering at the injured man, spoke
again.

“Doctor!
weapon?”

Dr. Lund looked down at him
reflectively, then shook his head.
“It would be difficult to say.”

Lynch was sharply persistent.
“Would you agree, Dr. Lund,
from your observation that this
man was struck with something in
the nature of—say, a small ham-
mer? a metallic object of some
sort with a clearly defined point
of impact of perhaps a centimeter
and a half in diameter?”

The nature of the
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- Dr. Lund smiled. “You are very
observant, Mr. Lynch. It is pos-
sible, of course. Perhaps when I
have made a more thorough ex-
amination I may be able to con-
firm your opinion. My experience
in forensic medicine is limited.”

For the first time, I looked at the
sate. The mahogany board with
the brass plaque still swung wide
as Lynch had left it. But the safe
itself was not at all as Lynch had
left it. I walked behind the desk
to examine it more closely.

Lynch had merely tapped and
scratched at it. Someone else—un-
less, as I did not for a moment
think, Lynch had come back for
another try after I had gone to my
room—had made a much more
exhaustive attempt. And had also
failed. Some much finer and
stronger instrument than Lynch’s
cold chisel had worked at the nar-
row slit where the safe’s door
closed until little lips of the hard-
ened steel had been turned up.
The single knob by which the
combination was dialed had been
attacked so vigorously it had actu-
ally been bent a little. It was the
work of an amateur, but of an
amateur with resolution. And—
when I thought of the noise he
must have made at it—of cool and
reckless courage.

For the first time, Viggo Sand
spoke. His smooth, strong voice, at
least, betrayed no emotion. “Mr.
Deane. Mr. Lynch. We must dis-

cuss these matters.”

For an instant the mllionaire
looked around him with an odd
helplessness. Captain Carey had
left us to get help. The young Sec-
ond Mate had withdrawn unob-
trusively to a corner.

“Mr. de Jongh. You will escort
me'"

When Heitzig had been -car-
ried off under Dr. Lund’s super-
vision on a short-legged canvas
stretcher, Lynch closed the door
after them. We then both set
about examining the study. Haunt-
ed, as always upon the Vittoria,
by the possibility that Viggo Sand
might have the means—and the
desire—to tune in on us, we ex-
changed only the most meager and
necessary words.

By the kind of wordless under-
standing I am told two ants enjoy,
still bathrobed and disheveled, we
went at once when we had finished
to the after end of the promenade
deck. It was only a little after six
of an exquisite summer morning.
The glassy sea under the ship’s
hull had turned from gray-green
to deepest blue. We were in the
Gulf Stream. There was already a
hint of the tropics in the air.

“How badly hurt do you think
he is?” I started.

“Very.”

I was startled. “Do you think
he'll die?”

“I think it is entirely possible.”

“That will be murder.”

Lynch turned upon me an im-
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personal but baleful stare. “Some-
one aboard this yacht, Robert, is
making use of me!”

“T'he word I had in mind was
‘monkey.’ ”

Lynch nodded. “I acceptit.”

He looked down for a moment at
the appetizing white coil in the
blue water of the white yacht’s
twin propellers, then straightened
and became brisk.

“Come with me. We'll wake the
passengers. All of them. It may
at least tell us who needs waking.
We'll tell ’em to assemble in the
lounge. Something may come of
it.,’

“One thing I can guarantee will
come of it,” I offered, “is that
Sand will be sore as hell. They
aren’'t ‘passengers, you know.
They're guests. And strictly speak-
ing, neither of us has a scrap of
authority.”

“I trust he will be. I shall sum-
mon Sand last. Sand must be
made to realize I am more than a
tame servant. I have been. But my
status changes with the commis-
sion of a crime. We—er—private
investigators have a sworn duty to
uphold the law. Haven’t we?”

We started with the right-hand
corridor. My stateroom was first.
Next came that of Dr. Lund.
Without knocking, Lynch tried
the knob. The door was not locked,
and he swung it open.

The Norwegian, unexpectedly,
was not with his patient but at

home. He was fully dressed, even
to a dull-looking little brown bow
tie, and was sitting in the arm-
chair. At our intrusion he looked
up in mild surprise.

“Doctor,” said Lynch sharply,
“if you will be so good. Please
come to the lounge in ten min-
utes. I am sure you will under-
stand. We must get to the bottom
of this affair without delay.”

Dr. Lund smiled politely and
inclined his head. “Certainly.” I
noticed he had spread those al-
most disturbingly scrubbed-look-
ing hands in his lap in a gesture
of concealment. The action, more
or less automatic as it was, failed of
its purpose.

At this early hour of a sum-
mer’s morning—it was not yet
seven—Dr. Lund was reading a
packet of old letters.

The next cabin was Lily Wynd-
am’s. Cabin D.

I raised my hand to knock, but
Lynch forestalled me. Again he
reached for the knob, and found
that Lily, too, had trustingly—or
invitingly—Ileft her door un-

locked.

Lily at least, I deduced, had
not been prowling about cracking
safes and knocking out night
watchmen. Or, if she had, it had
not given her insomnia. She was
asleep. She was wearing the hlm-
iest and costliest of pale blue
nightgowns. Nylon, I believe. She
was sleeping on her back, her
pretty, blondest of blond heads
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nestled in a pillow. The night had
been warm. She had thrown all the
covers on the floor. It was a pleas-
ure.

Lynch and I, I fear, forgot our
hurry. It was a full minute before
Lily Wyndam awoke. I am sure
neither of us had made a sound.
Her long-lashed gray eyes simply
opened and looked at us. Lily was
one of those rare people who
when they wake, are wide awake
with no jarring transition. To dis-
cover us staring at her from the
door disconcerted her not at all.
She didn’t even jump.

“What,” inquired Lily amiably,
“is this, a raid? Or are you just
looking? Having fun?”

“Yes.” I summoned what dig-
nity I could. “But that isn’t the
purpose of this visit.”

Lily nodded on her pillow.
“T'his visit,” she emphasized.

“Not at alll What we came to
say was that there has been an-
other—well, another incident—"

Lily propped herself happily on
her elbows. “More crime?”

“And,” I persisted, “all hands
are required to assemble down-
stairs in the lounge. Don’t dress. Or
anyway, don’'t do any more dress-
ing than will take ten minutes. We
like you as you are.”

I closed the door. Lynch’s vir-
tuous soul, I felt, had been some-
what scarred by being included in
that last “we.” In any case, at the
next cabin, that of Lily’s stepmoth-
er, he deigned to knock.

After some vaguely silken rus-
tling, Mrs. Wyndam opened her
door. I was puzzled that at such
an hour she had not called, “Who
is it?” But she hadn’t.

Mrs. Wyndam looked scarcely a
dozen years older than her step-
daughter. But it is true that her
appearance, even at this hour, was
the product of much art.

Not unnaturally, Mrs. Wynd-
am looked at us in some surprise.
She was shorter than Lily and
somewhat rounder in the right
places. She was holding about her-
self a most becoming robe of the

thinnest, golden-yellow antique
velvet.

Lynch nudged me to do the
talking.

I bowed with all the old world
elegance my uncombed hair and

rumpled bathrobe and pajamas
would permit,

“We are sorry to disturb you,
Mrs. Wyndam. But this is most
important. There has been a dis-
turbing occurrence. A member of
the crew has been badly hurt.
There is some mystery about it.”

Mrs. Beth Wyndam treated us
to a sweet and helpless smile. “Oh,
what a shame!” She shook her
head a little.

“But I can’t really see what that
has to do with me.”

“I am afraid we can make no
exceptions. We are asking every-
one to come downstairs to the
lounge. At once. It's most impor-
tant. You won’t have to dress.”
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I closed the door firmly before
Mrs. Wyndam had a chance to
say “me’ again.

Next on the line was Manfred
Braun. I tried the knob. No dice.
In view of the scene during the
voyage over which Lily Wyndam
had described to me, it was hardly
surprising. Lynch knocked, waited
a moment, then pounded like a
storm trooper making a midnight
arrest. There was a grunt, a shout-
ed: “Wer ist dort?”

After I had announced my
name there was a shuflling, the
sound of a key turning in the
lock, then the sound of the sliding
of a bolt. Herr Braun had learned
to value his privacy.

The middle-aged, alert-looking,
but somehow nondescript German
(Lily Wyndam’s description of
him as a “private secretary’ was
amusingly apt) either was a good
actor or had been thoroughly
asleep. He looked two-thirds
asleep right now. His thinning
hair was rumpled. Without the
glasses which he usually wore, he
was blinking owlishly. He was in
white cotton pajamas and was
barefoot. The sling ‘he wore by
day was absent.

“Excuse,” he mumbled. “Some-
times. It is old habit. I do not get
to sleep until very late. So in the
mornings, then . . . What is it
you want?”

We told him. Braun looked ap-
propriately worried and agreed to
do as he was bid.

Reginald Dibble was in bath-
robe and Riviera sandals with a
soft scarf tied becomingly around
his throat. His naturally wavy hair
was combed. His smooth cheecks
had been lightly powdered. Sand,
he said, had called him on the
phone and told him what had hap-
pened.

The cabin adjoining Dibble’s
was unoccupied. The next door
was locked, but was promptly
opened at our knock.

If there are degrees of nothing-
ness, we knew even less about Mr.
Paul Souhani than about the oth-
ers. I had the impression, though
I would have been hard put to it
to say on what I based it, that the
rest of the Vittoria’s guests, includ-
ing Sand himself, were almost
equally in the dark about him.

Mr. Paul Souhani looked to be
somewhere in his early fifties; but
he was deep-chested and, though
his hands were soft and well tend-
ed, be looked strong. By keeping
his squarish, somewhat swarthy
face fixed in a polite, perpetual
half-smile, Souhani succeeded in
robbing it of any expression what-
soever. He might have been a
priest in mufti. Or a banker. Or a
member of some diplomatic mis-
sion.

I hadn’t even been able to de-
cide on his nationality. During the
past two days he had spoken three
languages, English, German, and
French, all with an accent neither
Lynch nor I could place. The one
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thing Souhani did not resemble in
any conceivable way was a seeker
after buried treasure.

He greeted us with a polite
smile. He was in undershirt and
trousers. Bits of lather here and
there about his face indicated we
had caught him in the midst of
shaving. With a polite smile he
heard our explanations. With the
same smile and an assenting bow
he agreed to come to the lounge
at once.

When I swung open the door
(unlocked) of the cabin of Herr
Siegfried Meer, I nearly caught
him smack in the rump with it. I
regretted that I hadn't.

Siggy, the Nordic god, was do-
ing callisthenics. In white shorts
and nothing else. He looked, 1
may say, very muscular. Far from
being embarrassed at being caught
in that activity, Meer started at
once to tell us all about it. We
had to interrupt him to explain
why we had dropped in on him.

We had put off Sand till last.
We found him fully dressed in a
faultlessly fitting, sky-blue suit of
- soft, dovelike flannel. Though the
costume was of the dimensions of a
tent, I had to concede that, on his
commanding frame, with a white
silk shirt and a matching tie, the
effect was both original and ele-
gant. It certainly made Lynch and
me, still in our disheveled and in-
expensive bathrobes, feel more
than ever at the bottom of the so-
cial ladder. Sand’s always pallid

skin, I thought, was a shade paler
now; but he seemed entirely self-
possessed.

When obedient to Lynch’s
whispered instructions I told Sand
of the assembly I had summoned,
his big hands clenched once in
anger: the instinctive anger of a
man who is not accustomed to any-
one but himself giving orders.
However, he was worried. Be-
neath his mask, he was badly wor-
ried. The fists relaxed. When I
urged the importance of losing no
no time in breasting the Vittoria’s
crime wave he was compelled to
agree.

Since the original ten-minute
dead line we had set was already
more than up, we descended to
the lounge at once.

CHAPTER FIVE

WHEN a sleepy-looking steward
carrying a dustcloth and wearing
a white mess jacket appeared from
the dining room and stopped in
open-mouthed astonishment at dis-
covering the lounge populous at so
improbable an hour, Lynch sent
him to fetch Captain Carey and
Second Mate de Jongh.

While we waited, Lynch man-
aged to whisper to me: “You start
things off. Then I'll take over. I'm
going to have to improvise a bit.”

Dr. Lund came in and settled
himself with an air of professional
detachment in a straight chair.
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Braun, looking worried and alert
behind his glinting eyeglasses and
now thoroughly awake, was next.
He had chosen to garb himself for
the occasion—of all things—in
a battered trench coat a couple of
sizes too small for him.

Captain Carey and Mate de
Jongh brought up the tail of the
procession.

Lynch confronted Carey. “Cap-
tain? You have brought us that
crew list?”

Carey glowered and looked at
Sand. He got no aid nor comfort
from him. Though the Vittoria's
owner had heard, he gave no sign
of either approval or disapproval.
I felt he was still dealing inwardly
with the unprecedented situation
of having others in command and
hadn’t yet made up his mind what
to do about it.

Carey shook his head. “No, I
have not, mister.”

“Then will you get it, please?”

The black Irishman turned a
deeper shade of black, spun on his
heel, and departed.

Lynch and I exchanged looks.
He gave an imperceptible nod.
The proceedings were to begin.

‘Everyone was seated, and ev-
eryone was looking at me. The only
faces which did not appear to be
devoid of all expression were Dib-
ble’s and Lily Wyndam’s. Lily was
beaming upon me with a kind of
burlesque of maternal hopetulness.
Dibble at least wore an interested
and civilized smile.

“T'hank you all for coming,” I
began. “I am sure, when you learn
what’s happened, you’ll see the
reason for it. Sometime during the
night someone, quite possibly
someone who is now in this room,
made an attempt to burglarize a
private safe in Mr. Sand’s office.
It is Mr. Lynch’s and my impres-
sion that the purpose of that at-
tempt’ (I thought I'd do a little
improvising myself) “was to get
possession of certain papers. Pa-
pers touching on the purpose and
destination of this trip.

“The attempt, I may say, failed.
The safe is a stout one. That is,”
I amended hastily, “it was not
opened. Perhaps the reason it
wasn't was that the intruder ap-
pears to have been interrupted.
We surmise that the night watch-
man—a German named Wilhelm
Heitzig who, I understand, has
been employed by Mr. Sand for
many years—saw or heard some-
thing and went into the study to
investigate. Before he could draw
his own gun or make the thief his
prisoner, Heitzig was brutally
struck down. With a hard instru-
ment something in the nature of a
small hammer.” I paused dramati-
cally.

“Perhaps,” 1 said,
small hammer.”

I distinctly heard Lily Wyndam
titter, and hastened on.

“The blow on the temple was
one of extreme violence. The at-
tack was, of course, clearly crimi-
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nal in intent. If Heitzig dies I do
not have to tell you that the name
of the crime is murder. I will be
entirely plain with you. If Heitzig
does die, despite our remoteness
at the moment from the wusual
mechanisms of the law, it is the in-
tention of Mr. Lynch and myself
that someone shall hang for it.”

I paused. I had meant to make
an impression.

“ don’t have to point out to
you,” I went on, “that with a mur-
derer at large we are all of us in
danger. I have asked Mr. Lynch
to conduct the questioning. I take
it for granted that all of us want
to get to the bottom of this. All of
us—but one.”

I sat down, gave Lynch the nod
to take over, and hoped that I
looked like the Master Mind. I
found myself wishing that at some
point during that busy morning I
had had a chance to comb my
hair.

Lynch took a straight chair
from against the wall, set it down
in a corner of the room, and
straddled it with his arms crossed
on the chair’s back, his firm, rather
sharp chin all but resting on his
arms and his gray eyes resting no-
where. The comfortable places the
others had found for themselves
in softly enveloping chairs and on
divans made nearly all twist their
necks awkwardly around to look at
him. The simple trick produced
the first show of self-consciousness
I had observed.

“First,” he said incisively, “let’s
see what we're up against. Dr,
Lund? Will Heitzig die?”

The Norwegian looked up qui-

etly. “I cannot yet say. The man
has a strong physique. The blow,
as Mr. Deane said, was severe. It
is”—Dr. Lund sought for a second
the English phrase—“touch and
gD.’,
“Very good,” Lynch snapped.
“Here at sea, most unfortunately,
no better doctor is available. I
strongly advise you to do your
best.” He smiled a singularly ugly
smile. “If Heitzig lives, the assail-
ant, I assure you, will have good
reason to be grateful.”

Dr. Lund was as motionless as
it he had been put in a deep
freeze. But at the gratuitous insult
a flush swept upward from his
throat until his ordinarily pale face
was a shade of purple. Everyone
in the room was looking at him—
most of them, I felt, with sym-
pathy.

With the self-control of which
usually only persons who have en-
dured much are capable, Dr. Lund
kept his temper. He said simply,
“Thank you.”

Dr. Lund stood up. “If you have
finished with me? I should like
to go to my patient.”

Lynch nodded indifferently.
“If anything further occurs to us
we will call you back.” The digni-
fied little Norwegian physician
bowed stiffly to the room in general
and went away.
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It was clear to me why Lynch
had ridden him so hard: Lund
just happened to be first. Lynch
was serving warning that he was
not conducting a polite tea party.
If the roughness spread consterna-
tion among the others, that was his
intention.

“Herr Braun?”

The German in the ancient,
greasy trench coat had slumped al-
most out of sight in a huge arm-
chair. He managed nevertheless-to
start.

“Was—" Braun hastily changed
languages. “Yes? What is it?”

“You have the habit of staying
up very late. I should also judge
you have the habit of atten-
tion. Especially”—Lynch smartly
slapped his own left shoulder—
“since this. Since you were stabbed.
Did you hear anything?”

I was doing my best to earn my
keep by watching faces. Several
in the group looked surprised—
surprised, I sensed, rather by
Lynch’s knowledge than by the
fact itself. Paul Souhani and Viggo
Sand managed to keep their mas-
terly composure.

Only Beth Wyndam showed
real astonishment. And fear.

Braun reflected and shook his
head. “No. At one o’clock I heard
nothing.”

“Never mind the time. Dr. Lund
is probably wrong. At any time?”

Braun nodded. “Yes. Though
probably it is nothing. By my
watch three o'clock it was. I

thought I heard the footsteps go-
ing past my door. I thought—ver-
stehen Sie ?—they were too soft.
The door of my cabin I opened.
Just as soft. The corridor was in
blue darkness. But I did think I
saw two men. A short man and a
tall man. They were going out of
sight,” Braun raised -his arm and
pointed. “Up there. No doubt two
members of the crew. It was
hardly more than an impression.”

I wasn’t feeling at all well.
Short man and tall man indeed!
Was Braun kidding us? Then my
impression that I had heard the
soft opening and closing of a door
hadn’t been an illusion.

If Lynch wasn’t too pleased he
didn’t show it. “Quite. Before that
hour? After it? Anything else?”

“Nein. Nothing else.”

Lynch looked balefully about
him. “Anyone else hear anything
during the night? Anything at all?”

There were various headshakes.

‘Silence. Lynch went on.

“The next point. Who found
Heitzig?”

The young Dutchman de Jongh,
who had found a small chair be-
hind a big chair, timidly raised his
hand like a boy in school.

“Speak up, then.”

Second Mate de Jongh stood up
for his recitation, his chin slightly
raised, his arms stiffly at his sides.

“It was 5:23, sir. Ship’s time. I
was going past the owner’s office
door—Mr. Sand’s, that is, sir. I
saw Heitzig lying there. I went at
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once to Captain Carey’s cabin and
reported.”

“If we suppose, mister,” said
Lynch, “that Heitzie was lying
there for three hours or more, isn't
it surprising no one came upon
him before you did?”

De Jongh shook his head.
“Only the watchman would be
apt to find him, sir.”

“I'hank you, Mr. de Jongh.
That is very helpful. By your reck-
oning then, the—er—misfortune
could have overtaken Heitzig at
any time after midnight? And cer-
tainly before four A.m.?”

“Yes, sir.”

As de Jongh was finishing, Cap-
tain Carey reentered the lounge
and stood with his arms folded
just inside the door. I was not
even aware that Lynch had seen
him until—without bothering to
turn his head—he swung his left
arm out and backward and per-
emptorily snapped his fingers.

“The list, please!”

Startled, Captain Carey took a
folded paper from an inside breast
pocket, stepped forward, and put
it into the detective’s outstretched
hand.

Lynch—as they say of actors—
had his audience with him. Silence
was absolute as he crackled the pa-
per open. It was an ordinary sheet
of typewriter paper. I saw him
run his thumb down the left-band
margin as if he was counting.

“I see, Captain,” said Lynch
coldly and very clearly, “you have

omitted the name of the man who
went overboard?”

Lynch was “improvising” with a
vengeance. But I had not an in-
stant’s doubt he had scored a bull’s-
eye.

Carey uttered a kind of grunt.
His mouth opened. Once he had
got it open, all he could think of
doing with it was nervously to wet
his lips. The composure of Mr.
Vigeo Sand at last was shaken.
The resplendent sky-blue-garbed
gentleman on the dove-gray French
couch stiffened as if he had re-
ceived an electric shock.

“I asked you a question, Cap-
tain?” Lynch barked.

“Yessir!” For the moment Cap-
tain Carey’s toughness had gone
out of him like rawhide soaked in
hot water.

At last Lynch twisted around
to glare at him. “When it hap-
pened, Captain, did you log it?
Make any written record or report
of any kind?”

Carey looked to Sand for help.
But Viggo Sand was now gazing
at the Hloor. Carey was on his own.

“No, and I did not.”

“You might begin to remedy it,
Captain, by typing out a detailed
report. I advise, a most detailed
report. Then have it delivered to
Mr. Deane.

“Not now!”

Carey had made a move to go.
Lynch’s abrupt order stopped him
in his tracks.

This particular FEnglishman,
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largely by means of the twin
bludgeons of fear and of surprise,
had subjugated the renegade Irish-
man—for a few brief minutes. He
had done it publicly. I did not en-
vy him. Carey looked to me like a
man with a long memory, and a
mind like a long knife.

Rather elaborately, Lynch now
forgot him. With lightning speed
he caught my eye. He was saying
as plain as speech: “Here goes.
Wish me luck!” 1 figuratively
crossed my fingers. Lynch was go-
ing to do some wide and hand-
some guessing.

His gray eyes moving slowly
from face to face, his chin thrust
forward on his crossed arms on
the back of the straight chair he
straddled, he now addressed us in
flat and level tones.

“You have followed? Since the
Vittoria lett Southampton this voy-
age has been marked by three inci-
dents: the stabbing of Herr Braun;
the disappearance of the seaman
during the Atlantic crossing; now,
this morning, the attempt on Mr.
Sand’s life and the attack on Wil-
helm Heitzig. Those occurrences
may, or may not, be connected.
Probably they are. Mr. Deane and
[ will tell you in due time. But
there is surely no question in the
mind of anyone that they have
given this venture a very different
complexion.”

“The first secret Mr, Deane and
I shall bring inte the open is the
purpose of this voyage.”

I peeked out of the corner of
my eye at Viggo Sand. He had
been listening in an attitude of
attention with his hands folded
between his knees, his big head
bent a little, his eyes on the carpet.
At the detective’s last words his
head shot up as if it had been on
strings. His lips opened. Lynch
was not even looking at him,

“The cache of bullion and coin
which Mr. Sand hopes to recover,”
said Lynch clearly, “has an official
market value of approximately two
million, seven hundred thousand
dollars. That is just under a mil-
lion pounds. On the black market
of the Continent it probably could
be disposed of for a sum more
nearly approaching five million
dollars.” He paused to see if any
comment was forthcoming,

Only one was. From Lily Wynd-
am. I heard her say clearly:

“Goody!”

Since no one, at least, had con-
tradicted him, my reckless friend
went farther out upon hislimb.

“That bullion,” declared Lynch
for all the world as if he knew,
“was put ashore on the island to
which we are now going from a
German submarine during the
closing days of the last war.

“But one thing I would like to
point out. No part of it belongs to
any one of us. We would do well to
remember it.”

Abruptly Lynch stood up. “Mr.
Deane and I will see to it there
is no confusion on that score.
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Thank you. I think that is all.”

Whereupon, like the uncured
ham he is at heart, Lynch smiled
upon all of us, bowed jerkily, and
went away.

With less dignity I followed

him.
The fact is, I fled.

One of the many amenitics the
Vittoria provided, if one wished,
was breakfast in one’s cabin. Food,
shower, and clean clothes wrought
some improvement. I sought Lynch
in Cabin K. Evidently he was ex-
pecting me. The base of his table
lamp was already swathed in a
spare blanket.

“Well, well, welll” I comment-
ed, and sat down.

Lynch grinned with an amaz-
ing combination of cockiness and
sheepishness.

“Aren’t you the fancy crystal
gazer? You ought to wear a tur-
ban!”

“Now don’t be unfair, Bobby.”
Lynch was as mild as baby tea.
"Of course, large deductions from
scant evidence are a practice I usu-
ally abhor. But the risk had to be
taken.”

“‘Scant’ evidence, my eyc. We
hadn’'t any.”

“In the legal meaning of the
words, perhaps not. Say rather,
material on which to base deduc-
tion. You will recall Dibble’s slip
in New York about ‘two metric
tons’ of gold? I simply computed
that in terms of money. I grant

you my surmise about Meer being
a submariner was a guess. No
more. But consider. This trip and,
one must assume, this venture, be-
gan in Germany. The three new-
comers aboard the Vittoria, the
three who appear to have had no
previous acquaintance with Sand,
Braun, Meer, and Souhani—you
learned from Miss Wyndam—all
joined the yacht at Bremerhaven.
Now what ‘treasure’ of such conse-
quence could possibly have Ger-
man origin? We do not have to
consider that Sand would be in-
terested in parchment maps and
ancient Spanish doubloons. We
agree, Sand is not a romantic.

“Remember! All German surface
shipping was swept from the seas
or bottled up in continental ports
almost from the beginning of the
war. Nor, while the Axis fortunes
were favorable, was there the
slightest chance so large a quantity
of gold could have left Germany
either by legal or illegal means.
You follow?”

I nodded. “Thus far I limp
along.”

“However! As the defeat of the
Nazis became inevitable you may
recall there were persistent rumors
that measures were being taken to
secrete some portion of the Ger-
man national gold reserve some-
where abroad. Those rumors were
never verified. But I may tell you
that in Intelligence we took them
seriously. That fund, it was sup-
posed, would be for the use of Hit-
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ler himself or for whatever chief-
tains of the Nazi party might es-
cape. Its ultimate purpose would
be the reconstruction of the Nazi
party.”

“And you think that that’s what
we're on the track of now?”

“I think,” said Lynch briskly,
“it is entirely possible. You will
see then why, if any part of that
surmise is correct, the rest must
follow. I don’t have to remind
you that long-range German sub-
marines moved freely across the
Atlantic right until the war’s end.
‘The Caribbean was one of their
favorite hunting grounds. At least,
no one contradicted me.”

About four o’clock one of the
natty sailors sought me out and
handed me a folded paper: the re-
port on the disappearance of the
seaman during the Atlantic cross-
ing which Lynch had demanded
from Captain Carey. We went to
Lynch’s cabin to read it.

The report was clear, crisp, fac-
tual: Able Seaman Friedrich
Brunke, born Stuttgart, Germany,
forty-six years before, had been as-
signed to the post of forepeak
lookout on the eight-to-midnight
watch on the evening of June 16th.
That station, Carey explained now,
was not usually occupied; but the
night was stormy, and there was a
good deal of fog. It was Brunke’s
duty to report to the bridge before
going forward.

When he did not appear, the

officer of the watch, after waiting
a quarter of an hour, phoned down
from the chartroom to inquire
what had become of him. It was
learned that Brunke had left the
crew’s quarters below decks some
twenty minutes before eight. It
was recalled that he had said
something to one of his compan-
ions about going on deck for a
smoke. The practice was not un-
usual: smoking on watch was for-
bidden, and so the sailors fre-
quently took a stroll on deck for a
last puff before going on duty.

Friedrich Brunke was never seen
again., |

He was regarded as a trust-
worthy man. So far as could be
ascertained, he had no enemies
among the crew. As to Mr. Sand’s
ouests, there was no reason to
think that any of them were even
aware of Brunke's existence. He
had been with the yacht four
years and was believed to be de-
voted to Mr. Sand and to Mr.
Sand’s interests.

There Carey’s report ended.

Lynch and I regarded each oth-
er thoughtfully.

“Odd?” I suggested.

“Very odd.”

“Which reminds me. When you
sprung this in the morning, was it
pure clairvoyance? If so, much as
it goes against the grain, I have to
congratulate you, Swami Lynch—"

“Not at all! Last night I counted
the crew list Carey showed us in
his cabin. Since we had taken him
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by surprise, it was evidently the
master list. I then counted the
supposed copy he gave me in the
lounge this morning. It was one
short. That confirmed, I thought,
the information we had in Lon-
don.”

A tap at the door made us both
start. It was Sand’s personal stew-
ard.

“Mr. Sand’s compliments,” he
announced, “and will Mr. Deane
and Mr. Lynch be so good as to
join him for cocktails in his cab-
in?”

We instructed him to say we
would.

CHAPTER SIX

LyncH seemed unmoved. But
then Lynch always seemed un-
moved.

I confess to apprehension. If
Viggo Sand thoroughly disap-
proved of the job we had done in
uncovering the Vittoria’s secrets 1
had no doubt that man of power
could make mincemeat of us with-
out much effort. If we had really
annoyed him, he could always
have us dropped overboard with a
brick tied to us, like two unwanted
kittens. After all, there was prece-
dent for it. . . . On the other
hand, it Lynch’s performance had
genuinely impressed him, he might
cover us with compliments—grip

us warmly by both hands . . .
He did neither. Mr. Viggo Sand,

we soon learned, had not got where
and what he had by betraying his
emotions. The only difference we
could detect in his manner toward
us was perhaps a fraction of a de-
oree greater warmth. As if we had
been with the Company a little
longer. But by his very calmness
he made one thing plain. If we
thought we had taken the ball
from Mr. Sand, we were mistaken.

The only other occupant of the
sumptuous living room of Sand’s
suite was Siegtried Meer.

His afternoon’s sunning, I ob-
served with satisfaction, was al-
ready turning him the color of a
boiled ham. Siggy was in for a bad
night. He seemed nervous. He
was standing in the exact center
of the room and didn’t know what
to do with his hands. He jerked
heels-together military bows at us
when we came in, but did not
speak.

Sand redeposited his great bulk
in an immense chair, took his
conductor’s baton from a side
table, and gestured with it for us
to make ourselves comfortable. His
expression was as benign as a
Dutch uncle’s. Or as a professional
executioner’s.

“I thought you might be inter-
ested,” blandly remarked Sand in
the understatement of the year, “in
knowing something further of our
plans. Captain Carey tells me we
will reach our destination”—he
glanced at a paper-thin, carved
oold watch on his big wrist—“in
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about fifty hours. Toward sunset.
Herr Meer”—he pointed with
the baton to the young German
without looking at him—“will
show you the position on a map.”

Meer didn’t strike me as being
clearly galvanized by this oppor-
tunity to express himself. Stiflly
and with a grudging slowness he
stepped to a big blond-wood desk
in a corner and began to flatten
with his hands a roll of stiff white
paper which lay on it. Lynch and
I joined him and looked over his
shoulders.

“It is a United States Navy Hy-
drographic Office chart of Haiti,”
Meer needlessly informed uws.
“Number 948. Also you will, sirs,
notice, of the so-called Windward
Passage.”

Meer put a finger on the north-
ernmost tip of the great west-jut-
ting peninsula of the island of
Haiti.

“This,” said the German with
an air of cold detachment, “is the

Mole St. Nicolas.” He wasn’t lik-
ing this. Siggy was not of a confid-

ing type.

“An anchorage there is here of
a great excellency. It is known
only to myself.”

“Isn’t that rather extraordi-
nary?” Lynch inquired.

“It is an extraordinary anchor-
agel!” _

With the knuckles of his right
hand Meer then tapped the chart,
taking in an area of a couple of
hundred square miles.

“The cases are here.”

“How many?” Lynch barked.

“Twenty,” Meer had answered
without thinking. He frowned
with annoyance, then seemed to
decide that the information was
not after all of great consequence.

Lynch looked at the ceiling.
“Let's see. That works out at
about 220 pounds a case. Allow-
ing for the weight of the chests
themselves, say about 250 pounds
apiece. Right?”
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