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long row ef elips, the Los Angeles Yacht

Anchorage would have looked like an aban-
doned fish hatchery. But the yachts were there,
and as ] went on down the Boating boardwalk
loeking for the Skylark 1 began to wooder if it
wasn't about tine {or me to raise my rates.

“The Skiask's a fore-and-aft schoener.' the
man at the lunchroom had told me. Which
didn't really help me very much. ] wouldn't
have recognized a fore-and-al't schooner if one
had sailed right through my living roem.

[r it hdn’t been for the yachts tied up at ils
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Huot about halfway down the wiulk [ slowed to
look st a boat that sceined somehow differont
from the rest, sct low and long in the water, with
glunder Jines and two high maste. and woedwork
that apyeeared to have talsen the polish of loving
hands for a century or so. 1 looked for a namno-
plate and couldn’t Sod one, but there seemed
te be svmeope aboard. back at the stern.

[ stepped down onto the nanower walk that
ran alongside the ship and went on 10 the board-
ing ladder. Someone was there all right—a
paunchy man in faded denims and a cork hat.
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llo was sitting in a desp-ses fishing B3t attached
to the deck snd reading a papnr that looked
suspiciously like the Wall Street Jo.rnal.

[ waited (0 see if he'd look up, and when he
didn’t ] called out. “Could you tell me where 1'il
find the Skylerk?"

‘“This is it."" he said, peering down at mo over
his shoulder. He had the umeven. rumbling
voice of a man who has grown fat in his (fes.

“I'm looking for Glen Callister.” | said.

“I'm Quilistec."

*I'm Baisley. Thought you'd beexpectingme.*’



“Ob."” He stood up quickly and came over 1o
the rail. *'] was expsecting 2 man more my own
age. Don’t know why cxaectly. Come on
aboard.”

I came aboard.

Glen Callister turncd out to Lo a smaller
man than he looked from the walk. only five
feet six or less, with a barrel chest and legs that
wanted to bLow just alittle. He shook my hand.
gave me a pleasant sinile that said he'd fogve
me for being the wrong age. and suggested we
talk down in the ‘‘main salon."

The open companionway was about at the
center of the ship, the eockpit just a few fest
baek of it. 1 went down the steps first and Callis-
ter gestured toward a door at the end of the
pass3gu. He squeezed past me at the door and
opened it. and ! fotlowed him into a room that
was as unexPeeted as crépet suzelles at a pisbic.

It was a large room filied with sun from a
center skylight and the odor of fine secoteh from
a built-in bar. ‘There were couches in soft beige
on two sides of the reom, a built-in refrigerator
paneled in Philippine mahogany, a freplase with
a polished copper chimney. and a square grand
piano attachcd firmly to one of the bulkheads.

Callister indicated onc of the couches and
carcfully clesed the door. He crasgsed the room
and closed another door to what appeared to
be the galley. camne back 10 the center of the
room, and glanced anxously up at the half-
open skylight. He took off the cork bat and sat
down, running a hand through his silver-white
hair,

He conghed shortly and said. “Well, what’s
the good word? Making the trip with us?”’

*1°d like to, yes,'* I said. making it sound more
like, “Maybe."

""What does that mean?"'

*I’ve got a few questions tu ask.”

“Shoot, WNo, wait.” @nee again he pesred up
at the skylight, stood up and walked out of the
room. While I waited, I took his letter out of
my pocket and re-read it for the fifth time.

The letter had dropped through my office
mail slot the afternoon before. It said simply
and dispassionately that he was making a trip
to Honolulu on his schooner. the &kyiark. with
himself as captain, snd that he expected to be
kiled on the voyage. The murder would be
attempied either by his wile or his first mate, he
wasn’t sure which. He had reeeutly discovered
that they were “carrying on illicitly behind my
back.” He wanted to know if I would come
along and keep an eye on Madden—that was
the &rst mate. If so, I was to come down and
gsee m the next day. That was all.

It had taken the rest of the day for me to
consider the letter seriously. By the time I got
te bed I was beginning to think it eould just be,
and the next morning the notice for the office
rent arrived. | decided it couldn’t do any harm
te go down to the harbor and sse what it was all
about,

I was putting the letter away when Callister
came back. He had clesed the skylight. He
shut the door carefully again and said, still
standing, ‘All right. you had seme questions.”

‘“The first one’s pretty obvious. If you know
one of them’s going to Ly to kill you on this trip.
why make it?>

“I never ran away fvom a fight in my life,” he
said matter-of-factly.

“You say ene of them intends to kill you.
Don't you know which it is?"’

He sat down. ‘‘I don’t think I'll answer that
one yet."”

[ let that pass. ‘'If Madden intends to kill

you, do you think having me aboard will stop
him?"*

”DO you?n

‘LNO‘)'

‘‘Bo you want the job?”

“I'm not surc 1 made myself clear.’

‘‘You made yourself clear in exactly the way
T hoped you would., No one could guarantee
anything on a job like this. Do you want it?
You'll be passed off as a business associate. We
don’t talk business on the Skylsrk. aso you
won't have to worry about that.”

“Sure,” I said. ‘“‘I'd love to make the trip.
Will your Gret mate Be able to sail the beat after
he ruks you ont?"”

Callister just looked at me blankly for ahout
ten seconds. Then he suddenly exploded in a
laugh that came from the belt up. He laughed
painfully for a full two minutes.

He stood up, and, still fighting a little for
breath, pulled a folded cheek from his pocket
and handed it to me. It was a cashier's cheek
for five hundred dolls:s. made out to cash—a
very handsome and discreset retainer.

He was getting resdy to laugh again. ‘'‘Be
here Tuesday morning at nine." he managed,
slapping me on the shoulder. “We’re going to
have a fine trip.”

I could still hear him laughing when I stepped
down onto the boardwalk tv go back to my car.

Tuesday seemed a long time coming around,
but it did, and at nine sharp I elimhed onto the
deck of the Skyiark with my suitecase and shave
kit. A man’s head poked up from the companion-
way and a pair of moody eyes gave me a quick
SiZ10g Up.

“Mr. Bailey?" he asked, politely enough, and
I was grateful to lim for asking it—-for all [ knew
Callister had supplied me with a new name to go
with my status as a business associate.

I told him I was Stuart Bailey and he said he
was ®wen Madden and came on up to shake my
hand. He was wearing jeans and a T-shirt and
no hat. The wind had been doing just the nght
thing with his dark, curly hair, giving it that

careless, ungroomed look that is a sheer deadfall
for a certain kind ef woman. He was an ineh
taller than I. as lean as an antelope, and wearing
a tan that you can get only by mixing plenty of
salt and +ind with your ultraviolet. He looked
about twenty-eight.

He took me below and opened a door at the
right of the steps, showing me a room with two
bunks, a wide chest of drawers, and not much
else. '"We bunk inhere. The head’s just seso=y
the passage. Shower, to0o0."”

I put my stuff ou the fcor and he offered to
show me the rest of the boat.

The master’s cabin was at the stern. a larger
reom with its own shower. The Callisters had
already moved in—there were some shirts and
denims on top of a cabinet, not yet put away;
beside them several pipes, a ball of white siring.
and a book on fishing.

Next we went to the lounge, which Madden
called the “‘gingerbread batch,” and then to the
galley, which had a big old-fashioned wood stove
in it, a large refrigerator, and space for one
person—if he didn’t breathe deeply.

1 looked skeptically at the stove and asked,
“Who chops the wood for it? And where?”’

He grinned bleasantly and said, ‘“Burns Diesel
oil," and opened one of the doors off the galley
to a small room with a bed covered by a lacy
spread.

““This is where I usually hang my sack.'* he
said, “‘but I guess Callister thought I'd better
bunk with you instead of with his daughter.”

“The tyrant,”" Isaid. “I didn’t know she was
cemung this trip.*’

“She always comes.”” he said noncommittaily,
and opened another door in the galley bulkhead
to show me a gloomy. disordered spase filled
with canned goods.. ‘Crew’s quarteis,” he said.
“When we carry a crew. that is. There's another
hatch up there in case of emergencies.”

We walked back through the lounge and up
the companionway.

“Are we calrying a crew this trip?”’ I asked.

“Nope. We seldom do. She's a sweet boat,
the Skylark. Bold and (Continued overfeaf)
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saa-kindly, Built fifty years ago, when they
rcally built 'em.”

On deck, he stepped into the cockpit and,
without wasting words, got down to the business
of explaining what would be expected of me.
He showed me how to operate what he called
the “lren Mike,” an electric pilot that did the
actual work for the msn on watch, and explained
that each of us would do a trick at the wheel
four houis, then be off for twelve or sixteen, de-
pending on how it worked out. Callieter, he
said, insisted on having the 4 a.m. to 8 a.m. trick,
so be ceuld =it in his fishing seat'and try to reel
in an albacore or barracuda for-the table.

“Ever taken a trip this long on & schooner?”

“The closest I've ever been to a scheoner was
at Jee's Bar & @rill.”

“You’'ll enjoy the tiip,” he said. ‘‘I been
hanging areund beats for ten years—sinee I was
fifteen—and I never saw a boat as sweet as

“You're pretty young to have first mate’s
pam‘n

“That's a laugh. The skapper calls me that,
and treate me like it. But I'm a seagoing bum,
period.”

He went back to the briefng then, and he
was showing me how to lash the wheel when &
gir] came ahoard. I saw her before he did; she
walked along the float with a long clean stride,
and she was wearing white shorts and the air of
easy salf-confidence that you get with a
like hass. When she came over the side Madden
locked up and greeted her casually.

She smiled and sawi, "'Hi. Everybody aboard?"”

“*Just me aud Mr. Bailey here. This is Betty
Callister, Mr. Bailey—the skapper’s daughter.'’

She locked at me with a puzzted frown and
said, “You're . . . I don’t understand. Dad said
he'd known you in businees for over twenty
years.”" 8he pausedandaddeddryly, "“You must
have started young.'

[ wasn't sure, but I thought Madden looked
at me sharply. 1said, *“The business used to be-
long to my father,”

“Well, I think it was nasty of Dad not to
prepare me for you, Where's Mrs. Bailey?"'

“®id he tel) you I was married?"’

**As a matter of fact, he didn't.”

“Then it's safe to tell you.” 1 grinned. “I'm
not."

“Mayhe not so ssfe, either. A bachelor aboard-
This is absolutely revolutionary.”

"Oh? What category do you put me in?"
Owen asked lightly.

Betty threw him a quizzieal glance and
drawled, “Now you don’t want me to answer
that. do you, Owen?"

And with that she turned and went below,
leaving ue standing there with nothing to say.

The mermng was gone, the sun was high and
hot. and the Callisters still hadn’'t put in an
appearance. $o I walked up to the Anchorage
Calg and had some lunch at a pale green table
overlooking the Navy yard ecrozs the way. I
was just finishing the third cup of coffee and
wondering if I should take time for another when
Betty Callister came in, glanced areund, and
walked over.

She sat down without being asked, and the
proprietor came around from behind the eounter,
saying, "“Salutations, Miss Callister. What oan
{ get you?"’

**Just some tea, Harry."

*And I'll bave another coffee,’”” I said.

“Maybe 1 oughta just put the urn on the
table,” Harry said. This is your fifth, ain’t it?"

Betty shuddered. ‘“How much of that stuff
do you drink a day?”’

""Never more than twenty cups.'

“Doesn't it keep you awake? Twenty cups?”’

*Well, it helps.”

Betty laughed generously at that.

*“Your father and mother atrive yet?"" I
asked, after Harry had served us.

“Don’t let Eilene hear you call her that.
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You'll walk the plank. No, they haven't.”

! waited fer her to get started. She certainly
hadn't come up for tea—she hadn't even
bothered to pour any into the cup.

After a while, she said abruptly, '“What's this
all about, Mr. Bailey?"

“What?"

“This trip."

“How do you mean?"’

“That’s what I'm asking you. Scveral days
ago Dad said an old business acquaintance of
his would be going along—a man he'd known for
twenty years or mote. That was why 1 ceuldn’t
go this time, he told me."

She was waiting for me, but I didn't s2y any-
thing.

“Then you turn up. 1°li givo you ten dollars
for every year you're over thirty."

“Want to pay me the twenty bucks now,
ma’am, or later?"

She griniaeed and eaid, "I'm serious. Dad
always takes me on trips, no matter what. Thiz
time [ bad to threaten te do something horrible
before he'd agree to let me go. Why? If you're
an old business aequaintance. I’'m Minnie
Mouse."

“Well, Minnis, my relationship with your
father is just what he said—business. We expect
to work out a very important deal on this trip.”

“You sound like you're telling the truth."

ICI m.‘.

She looked at me almost scarchingly for a
long moment, then seemed to ralex. ‘‘Then—we
might he seeing a lot of you—Dad, I mean,”

""That depends on how the deal goes,”" I said,
and almost cholsed on it.

"What’s your first pame?"’

“Stuart.”

*Miad if I call you that?”

“If we have to he formal.”

“Well, mine's Betty, Stuart, and I thick we
should be getting back.”

“Shall we take your tea with us?”’

Shelaughed and eaid, “Never tonelt the stuff."

She had a nice laugh, easy and soft, and it
did wonderful things to her face, putting a
dimple into one cheek, deepening its warmth
and color, and darkening the already dark blue
eyes. Anyway, that's how it hit me as I steed
there leoking at her and hunting vaguely through
my pockets for eome change,

At three o'clock ! was in my cabin putting
things away. The door was closed because one
of the things I had to put away was my .38
automatic and | was having trouble finding a
likely spot for it. I finally settled for one of my
shoes, and was just pushing a sock down over
it when the Callisters arrived.

I stood up quiskly, listening to the sound ef
their steps on the companionway. 1 heard s
soft voice with just a touch of the lately-
acguired in the accent saying, “Come on down,
Owen. We're having a few Martinis first.'

A moment later Callister's rumbling baritene
eclived from tbe lounge with '‘\Where’s Bailey?
Hasn't Bailey . . . ?"" Apparently, Betty broke
into the question with the news that I was
ahoard and in my cabin, Yecause five seconds
later there was a brisk knoek on the door.

Callister was standing there smiling broadly,
a high flush darkening the pink of his facs to a
kind of lobster red, He seemed glad to see me.
He clapped me on the back as I stepped out into
the passage and asked heartily, 'How d'you like
your Martinis, Bailey?"’

“With whiskey ard soda,” I said as we stepped
into the lounge.

Callister got a big bang out of that and he
stood there laughing, one hand on my shoulder,
while I waited for him to intreduce me to the
blonde.

She was standing in the center of the room,
giving me one of these terribly-al-ease goings-
over—the chatelaine inspecting the peasants on
fastival day. She was a small woman with a
round faee, large brown eyes, and silver-blonde
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hair. She may have been only thirty or so, and
she thought she looked a good deal less, but there
was soiacthing about the well-watched figure.
the tve carefully made-up face, that suggested
the dark side of thirty-five. But beyond every-
thing else she was a woman, and one who would
never forget it for a moment. She would he
making the most of it when seople were wonder-
ing which side of fifty she was on.

In the meantinie Callister had managed te say
the right words, and Eilene stepped forward and
held out her hand, a litila as if trying to make
up for the going-ever. $he smiled slowly and
gave me a look that went just a wee bit beyond
the ordinary amenities of introdustion. The
way she clasped my hand was brief and proper,
but she somehow managed te convey the imi-
pression of having held hands with me.

Betty, stending over at the bar, said, "How
do you like your Martini, Stuart?"” Mis. @allis-
ter raised an eyebrow at the 'Stuart’” and
Calblister stole my joke: “"With whiskey and
soda,” he chortled, and stepped over tv the bar
to make me a highball,

Still loockang over her shoulder at me, Betty
said, “*Among other thungs, I had te agree to be
galley rat, pot-walloper. and bartender, to be in-
vited on this jaunt."

I started to i1eply, but Eilene stepped over,
very oasually got between me and Betty, and
said, “Ever taken a trip lilse this before, My.
Bailey?"

“No,” I said, and curbed the impulse to ask,
““Who has?"’

Callister put the highball in my band and
Owen brought over two Martinis aud gave them
to the Caliisters. Betty brought two more and
gave one to Owen, and we were all standing there
with drinke in our hands waiting for somebody
to do the obvious thing.

Callister raised his glass, said, '"Well, bor
voyage, everyone,’’ chuckled happily, and drank.
Everybody joined him heartily, including Stuart
Bailey, who dida't think for 2 minute he eould
keep the old boy from being given the deep six
if anyone in this happy party had a mind to try
it.

I was leaning baek in the cockpit letting Iron
Mike do the werk for me, wondering whether
this was the fourth or fifth day out, and watehing
the sun stain the water as it began its nightly
drop into the drink.

Callister had just gone below after coming up
to ask me if I was sure I didn’t want a scotch
andsoda, ... evenif you aradriving, hah, hah!"
He also wanted to tell me Eilene bad been asking
questions absut me. He bad told her I wae a
big manufacturer of experiinental equipment.
“That stopped her,” hs said, and followed it
with his charaeteristic deep -bellied Jaughter. For
a man who expected to he kitled, Callister wae
having himsslf a great time.

Steps sounded. on the companivnway, and
Eilene Callister stepped out onto the deck with
a double Martini glass in one hand and the hem
of her white evening gown in the other. She
walked toward me, picking her steps, Decause
she was also wearing high heels, stepped down
into the cockpit, and put herself carcfully beside
me with the air of one bringing largess. What
she had brought was a heady odor of perfume
that went very badly with the sea air.

I wondered if she had planned it this w=ay.
waiting until the {ailing ight could give her face
a kind of golden warmth and take all trace of
hardness from it.

She said, very softly, “May 1 keep you com-
pany, Stuart?"

"Sure. I was beginning to feel neglected.”

She looked at me from the corners of her eyes,
smiled w1yly, and said, '‘Believe me, if—if things
were different, I'd see that you were never
neglected.”

That wasnt very subtle, and I looked at her
sharply and resbzed, seeing it in the set of her
head and the oareful (Continued on poge 168)
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aising of her glasg, that LKilene
was. as Owen inight have put it,
“primed 1o the Plimsoll mark."
Anyway. she was a little drunk,

P didn't say anything, and afiee
2 while she drew cluser. turned Le-
wand me & hit more. and said, in
a little-girl 1one of coufidesice,
“Know why [ like yeu?”

“No. Why do yeu like me?”

“Becavse vot're modest. You
never talk about yowrself. My
husband's been telling me about
you.”

“Adwayssmarier 1o let the other
fellow taik for you,”

She smiled, tooked at me, lot
the smile sluwly go. and just sat
there. Alter a monient she put
down the Maitini and folded her
bands in her lup. and a-enton look-
mg awd waiting for e to get
started. PFinally, she said, whis-
paring now, “You kunow, thore's
apother rewson why |1 like you,”

“Wlit's thay?”

“Can’t you giess?”?

“Beeause ['me o man?”

Stlenee  And Lhen she laughod
a little, but v was strvined and
trifle {lat.  She said, Mt wasn't
very funny. 1878 hecause . ..o well,
you pesbhect the Faet that Um miar-
vicd, Beheve tie, wny other tian
in the workl would hive been try-
ing to kisg nie LY now."”

“1I"m gorry, Mrs, Cullister. I'll
1y 1o do better nevt time."’

Silenee agiain: only thig timae it
threatened to be permanent, “Are
vou.' she finally managnnl in g
tiny voice. 'being deliberately
rude 1o me?"’

“Well, now that yYou mention
it i

That's as fur az [ got. Owen
swidenly appeared in the open
compenionway, his cves peering
fixedly into the growine darkness
armud the cockpit. e ateppwnd
out onto the deck, and ety fol-
lowed him.saying, ~Thuught we'd
get sotee air. Owen’s iden.”

Owen scowled st her anld walked
over to the mil withaut saving
any thing or lvoking towad us.

“Well, if you’'ll exeuse me."”
Eilene's tone was definitely cold
now. unfiieudly, and she picked
up her Martini and disappeasred
witl it Ielow Jeeks,

Betty came over and sat clown
begide me. ““Hmoun. lHopo we
diddnt intertupt andthing.”  Sho
said it lowdly enongh for Owen 10
hear. avd 1 gluneed at har in famt
gurprse.  There was more of 1ho
wenel in Berty than I'd thogght.

Owen Lwrned suddenly and went
belew without i wond,

“Thaet'll He cozy. They ' 'ro alone
ot last. Dacd’s tn his enbin lying
down.”

“Tako ever fur a second., Be
right back,” | said.

The door to the lounge was
clesed. [ ztepped over to (allis-
ter’s stateroont door s listened.
After a moment [ heanl the zeund
of his h&ivy breathiag and turned
10 go down to the lounge devr, 1
liztened there too, but there wasg
o sound at all from inside,

1 guickly opened the door and
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stepped in, They literslly sprang
to their feet from the couch.
®wen's mouth was smeured red
and tilune’s faco was ered beneath
the gurizh color of her make-up.

“sorry. 1 said. *We ran out
of nateles.” | ervseed 10 1he bar.
picked up a beok of matehes. and
stared back., | tovk 1wo steps.
and Owen swildenly came te life.
moving forward with ene long
strede und driving 3 drop-damanoeer
fi:l into my fuce.

[ went down like a wcight and
enise up with o grunting whonsh
of sound againzt the refrigerator.
llo was stunding over me with
fire in his eye nnd both fizis basled
like a puir of brask capslans. “ You
didn’t come duwn bere fur mateh-
es,'’ he breathed, ‘aud we both
kunow it.”

I didit't sy anyvthing. He was
right. of courve, and in a way [
dido’veeally Blate him, 1 hadn’t
liked oing it Dut [ hicd hoped to
open the doar on exaetly tiat. in
the vagne hope that my havinge
scen them might give one of them
Duexo, might oven change what-
over plans hitd beet meule,

low nboud stepping buek g
eatiple of feet.” | said, “s0 I enn
goet all the wiy unp?™

lle diddn't mwove, so 1 didn’t
either, and after & minnte of that
Eilene stebbed over e front of
him zond whispensd  something |
didn’tuite et heshook lis heal,
but linidly ho moved. turning his
back 10 me, FEilene twimed and
watched wurly az Tgot tomy feet.,
She put out u hanl te my arm.

“Will you do me a zrext favor.
Alr. Bgilex? I'masking it as your
hastess. Go hack up on deek.
And please forget what happencd.
Wk you?”

"Tell A 10 0y ‘please.” ™

Filene xztifened as she beord
Ouen swing rornd again 1o glare
at me. “Please, Mr. Bailey,"” she
whizpered.

“You pot it wrong,
‘please.

She just stioed there, her eyves
moving from my left cve to my
right and baek to my left. *“You're
being ehildish.™

“Sure, 'm just a big kid at
heart. ‘Telt him to say ‘please.”

There way u little move of the
Wihinbledon itovement with her
aves, and sho swung round to
Owen. "Owen." she said, Ughtly,
"1 den’t want thig Lo o on o sce-
oucl longrer, 1 weann it. Do what
ho rays.”

Owen staned at her, and what-
over it was ho saw in her face car-
viedd anthority, Decause ho finally
looked wp at e, wet his lips, ad
suwicd, Please.” in a tane thst
woukl have cut diamonds.

1 went baek up on deck and sat
down nguin st the wheel.

“ LFvervthing all right helow?”

“Shipehape.”’

“Cigiette?”

“Not right now.”

“What's the nutter?”?

“Nat a thing,”

“Then you won’t mind answer-

Confinued o poage 152

He says



this is the stoxry

of the guy
who went

shopping

for the
doll
who
had
everything..p
he bought

swimsuit

Surprise| You don‘t need her size!

A delightiul listle doll corries your greerings...
she son selacl the suit she loves mos) o) her own convenienee 1

lllustroted: Curtoin Call, 29.95 —olhor siyles, | 5.00 1o 35.00.

Look for the doll gift certificore at fine storas everywhere,

T, g For one nearest You, write:

< —
ROSE MARIE RELD « DEPT. E » 5200 WEST CENTURY BLVD. o LOS ANGELES 45

152

Death and the Skylark

Continied from page 150

ing a few questions, will you,Stu?"’

“Love 10.”

"1 should warn you that any-
thimz you say may bo held against
you."

“lt usunlly is, What'son your
miml?"

“You, as usual. But don’t get
me wrong 1'm not an Eilene. 1
find You quite resistible, in & uice
way."”

I didn't have wny comment,

“YVou said you and Dnd were
going to closo & big deut on this
teip."”

*1’h-hub."

“Funny he doesn’t know abeut
it. You were lying."

“All rieht. 1 was lyving.”’

There wasan abript pause. and
after 2 moment she said in a tone
ol surprise, "Well, we're gelting
somewhere. llas it somcthung 1o
do with Owen and Eilene? Are
you a lawyer or sonwthing?*

“What are you talking about?””

“Please. You kuow what Eileng
i5, and Owen's all gune ou her,
I'm sure 1wl knows about i.”

“*Seems to e he's the happiest
human aboard.

1 know,'" she whispered. “Its
made moe wonder. NMaybe he
deesu’t know.”

‘““NMaybe thero's nothing to
Know.”

“Look, 1'm all grewn up now,
and I'm waiting fur an answer."

“Why 1'm aboard?"

“VYes."”

“Ask vour father.”

“1'm asking you,”

"And ['m not answering,
him."

“loan't. He nevor tnlks to me,
To Dad 'm stitt Il veycirs old. lie
treadaxl Mother the swine way,”
She souteled nlmost bitter.

“Do mo a favoer, will you,
Betry?”

She nodded enrnestly.

“Don't nsk iy more questions
tiil we hit llonolulu. 1 might an-
swer 1hem then,”

“I'heie’s nothing 1 can do to
persuade you 1o tell me now?””

“You might ¢ry offering your
fatr young body. E'd probably
break down."

“I doubt that very much ... All
right, I'll wnit, Stu. and—thanks
for being honest with me. at last.'

[ looked at here She was lost
in sontcthiug ont there serozs the
how of tho ship. [t hud grown
dark now ot her profile was
ctehed softly agninst the moon-
light. 1 Felt 2 sidden tightening
at my thront,  This conld turn
out tu bhe & pretty rugked jowrney
for Betty. Why had Cullister al-
lowed her 1o cume?

She turnel back to mo and
smiled slowly, "1 knew your were
looking ut me,' she whispered. 1
think it’s the first time you have
——peally lonked, 1 mean.”

“1Us the second. 1 still likeit."

“Pid giteno wakd a pass at
you 77

(19 No."

“You'revory kind.Didit wotrk?"’

I‘No-ll

“1 didu’t thiok it would. Well,

Ask
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Guess I'l! godawn and make with
t he ecoffuigs—tlat's sea talk for
chow.”

“Take it casy on the salt.”

“Yes.sir. Easy on thesalt. Is
your natne really Bailey?  And
are vou really not maricd?"

“Yes, sweel.  1'm reglly not.
No mure (uestions.'

She made a faco at me and got
up and went below,  And ufter
she’d gono 1 renlized 1 was alono
up there with a million square
miles of ovcean nll around ae.

With the exception of a brief
but violent squall on about the
eleventh day-, life aboard the Sky-
lark settled down and beeano sine
gularly uneventful and uneasily
pleasant. Eilene and her friend
Owen behaved as if the little epi-
sode in the lounge had never hap-
pencd. Geuernlly we sat around
ondeck orin the lounge and talked
at great length about everything
but polities, reliizion. and our-
sulves. Now and thon Betty
would play the picno or @wen
wottld pick up his guitar and sing
gea ehanties in an off<key bari-
tone. And there wag ncavly ul-
wuys fresh fish foom Cullister's
morning vigil in the flxhing seal.

The squall came up while | was
on wateh, appearing suddenly off
te the southeist—a great swirling
bank of hlack cloud #flling the
horizon, picking up Einnt waves
and dropping min as it roared
down on us.

1 shouted for help and hoped I
was «ung the right thing when I
turued the ship into the wind asnd
Iushed the wheel. Belty wiws on
deck st pulling me with her to-
wakl the bow, nnd 2houting some-
thiug about jiba that [ either
didn't hear or couldn’t under-
stand, By tho time Callizler nnd
Owen appeared tho scunll was on
top of us, and Botay, hawling or-
dors at me. had my full attention,
We cluwed and pulled at the
crazed sails and finally, bruised
and . <oked 1o the skin, got theu:
lashed tight with gaskets.

] conldn’t sce what was going
on in the stern and started back
there when ettty shouted, “Nol
Down this way!"

“Gotta give ‘om a hand!"'

“You'll be in the way! [t’s
& ..." The ship lurched sicken-
ingly, and Betty went down on
the bucking, rain-washod deck, 1
stopped arguing and helpod het
down the forwaed hatch,

IStlene wag xitting in the lounge,
clutching the couch with knotted
hands. her eyes sick with fear.
Betty had stopped off ut her cabin
tochangoe, nnd 1 went on through
without & word and started up
the compamionway, 1 stapped be-
eawse Owencamesturnblingdown,
elutching hisleftarm. lle carcened
against the door of tho head,
opencd it, pulled out a towel,
wrapped tho towel around his
armt, and mado his way inte the
lounge.

1 followed him in and asked,
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“Where's Callister?’ putting more
sharpness into it than I bad in-
tended.

lle was standing there lolding
the reddening towel, 1o looked
atme, surprised, and said. “Reel-
ingthejib. Why?” Hesntdown
under a light.

I turned without saying any-
thingand sti1ed out, but the door
ymrred opan and Cullister eharged
i, carryviug o fist-aid kit. o
drobhped his slicker onto the rug
and stepped over heside Owen.

J stomd thero looking at him
with infinite relief, realizing Cov
the first timo that 1 had heecome
fond of the little mun with the
big tanugh. 1 had expected never
1o ace him again, not in this warld
anyway, and 1 bad to get used to
tlie tdea that he was still alihve and
that Madden bad skipped o fine
opportunity to kill him. But then
agnin, mayhe Owen badn't khad
the¢ opporinnity. Suyualls have 3
way of keeping you wrapped up in
tho business at. hand.

Callister had attended to
Owen's artn and was putting a
bandage neatlynround it. Hosaid,
“Maybe this'll tench your to se-
cure thuse stays o littlo better, os-
pecially tho oues with blocks on
em.”’

“Yeah." Owen saiwd, and glow-
eiod at Itetty as she stohped into
the room,

Callistor grinned. gave the arm
a final pat, and said. **Relax.
‘That’ll be bealid by tomorrow.”

“Youre sut¢ of thuti. hub?”
Owen said skeptically.

“*Yep. It's beeause you're
young. M3ut don't think me cn-
vions. Owen. 13eing old has its
compensaliony.”

Owen stoud ub ond axked un-
pleasantly, *Yenh? What are
they?!

Cullister chuckled and said,
“Well. for one thing, you den’t
bave so long ta live.”

T'he remnrk was greeted by a
dead silenee, and Filene broke in-
toit almost harshly with, "Well!
Let’s get this party on its feet!
'l mix ‘em myself?*

Half an hour later the gquath
Bbad blown itself out and the party
was on its feet. Betty was at tho
pinwno. Owen was strumming along
with hor ou the guitur, and Callis-
tor was on the «ouch with Hilene
beside him holding one of his
Lrosd hands in both of hers. I
wag leaning against the hulkhead
neat to the piano, looking at all
this and weudering what 1 was
doing thete.

And the next morning Glen
Callister wus shot through the
baek of the head.

My alarm was sct for seven-
thorty that morning because I was
taking the eight o'clock watch,
but something woke me about
seven o'clock and 1 toeked up, ex-
peeting 1o see Owen up there in
his sprawiel slech, 1lis bed was
ey,

I threw off the covers, puiled
on ay deuins and shirt, shoved
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my feet into my tennis shoes, nnd
stepped out into the passuge, The
lounge doocs were both epen nnd
| ceuld see Madden down in the
galley adjusting the oil valve on
the stove.

I walked in, and he glanced up,
seowled at me, and offercd the
usual greeting in o tone thit mado
it seund like, "D:uvp dead.”

‘“What are you deing up at this
bour?” I said.

ILe helcd 2 Hngor 1o hia lips and
gestured at Betiy's door diveetly
hehind him. “it's this damuned
art,” he whisspered. “Want somo
coflfee?”

*“The Old Man up on deck?"’

“It’s his watch. I'd say he was
there.™

“Pour $wo,
3ome."

«Qkay,
while.”

I walked back to the haad. un-
dressed, showered, dressel again,
and camo out to find that tho
cotfee still wasn 't rewdy, 8o | wout
baeck down to the companionway
and up onto the deck.

Callister was sitting thoro,
strappcd in the {lshing weat, as
usual, the pole in its sucket, the
line stretehed out in the Skyferk's
wake. But this timo ho didnt
threw nme his usual dcerisive,
*Good afternvon!” He didn't do
anything at all, becsuse he was
dead.

It was what { had been tald was
1o happen, it was the solo reason 1
was here. but somehow 1 wasn’
resdy. In some way. berliaps be-
cause of last might. or because of
his perpetually cheerful attilude,
I'd come to believe ho'd been
wrong thet frst day on tho Siy-
lavk.

I reached outt and tonehed the
soft Llesh below his ear, ‘Ihere
was warmith thoroe still, but ne
pwse of life. 1 picked up the
heavy wrist and held it for i long
while. Nothiag thera but the
yviclding softness and fleeting
wormt b that told nie it had been
only alittle while. An hour? Or
oaly ten winutes? \Why was the
body still aboard? Becouse 1 had
awsbened 100 early nnd broken
into the middle of things? Or was
it Madden who had awakened too
early?

And then I noticed something
significant, I hadn’t becn look-
g for it and probably wenldn't
have thought of looking for it,
But it was obvious cnongh, The
bullet had como out in the ecnter
of his forehead, and bad gono in
an ineh lower at the baek of his
head. 1 let my eyes [ullow® back
nlong theline the bullet mmust havo
traveled. Tho gun had been held
Iow. and at an upward nngle.

I started slowly forward, and.
more than fifty fect anay, lodged
belu'nd the anchor and near the
1ail, 1 found 18 —a slender .30-.30
1ifcequipped with acustom-miule
silcneer. It was lying there. as if
it had been drepped—or thrown.
I glaneed to the jeft, ‘The rifle
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waz on a line with the open for-
ward batch.

I lovked ¢k nt Calliztor and
teuced an imapanary trajectory
front herc to the stern, where the
old nan. his whito head bare. sat
and grew cold in the warm sun of
the mornink. 1 got :an ugly pic-
ture of somcone rising up from
tho Forward hutch, lifting the rifle.
and rosting it on the ledge. Tbhat
would give the trnjootory, all
vight. | could see this bLlank-
faced somcons, perhaps in pan-
icked haste. throw the gun over
the 1-ail. | could sce it lut the ruml,
hold for n moment. and fall back
behind tho anvhor. 1t must have
been thero thut the plan had been
stopped. llad 1 stopped 1t? Or
had Madden?

“lley. liniley, what gives?” [t
was Madden. looking up at me
through thegallfey skvlight. “You
want coffeo up there?"

“No, I'm coming down.™

| lowered ysell down the for-
ward hateh, stopbod into the gal-
ley, and watechod @wen pour
steaming coffeo into wn oversized
mug.  “ldoesn’t ho want some
moko?"’ ho nskel.

“*No, ho doesn't.”

“Too bud. This mormng if
tustes like coffes. Mado it my-
self.”’

“lheard tunt!* It was Betry's
voice, and in & moment her door
opened and che ¢amo out rying
her robe arvund hor. 1 had seen
her hair looking bettcr in a bugh
wind. but ativeruise she was her
usual dew-hright self.

“A littlo more respect nad uict
around hero for the graveyard
shift.’ shosaid, “Supiyose thers's
onough hot wnter for & shower?”’

“Bailey bl one, and he's a
very huye munS Owen said.

"I took it ¢old.”

“Oh. spwrt:am, huh?” Betty re-
marked, squeoszing past Owen o
step into tho lwunee and go on
down 1o the showel room, [ took
the awg of volfee Ow et had poured
for me and walked over te one of
the lvunges. @a-en followed me
in and sat down. lcaning back on
one ¢lbow.

“What woke you up this mormn-
mr? 1said. *.Anvihing special?”

“1 unxwereld that onco alicady.
The arn.”

“*You didn’t hear anything?”

“Yeuh, lthought 1 heard the
Old Man in the tadley. Why?*

| didn'e say nnything.

“*Sud, whivt's oating you,
Baitey?

I heard the door at the end of
tho passarv opon, and Eilone ap-
peared ina Huwing, ice-hlue négli-
gfe. She had hoen up for quite a
shell. becnuse wien sho breczed on
over and sat down under the glare
of the skytight [ could see thut
her make-up was no haphazard
job.

*] eoukt sinell the eeffco, @wen,
and 1 knew you'd made it,” she
purred. “Pour me some?”

ltsum.l'

®wen wont into the galiey.

Eilono #milod at me und said,
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“Why don't yYou g0 up and drag
Glen away from that Gshing pole?
[ feel like mzking breakfast ney-
self this mornine.'’

“Sure-"" | said. “lllgoupina
seeonil."’

Owen came back with twe cof-
fees. the extrn one for Betiy. !
gathered. She hwl tuened off the
shower and was ginging Venezuefi
at the wp of her voies.

Eilene lookod at Owoen watiuly
and asked. “llow'y the nrn?”

“Lousy. thanks,'

Betty camu in with hor hair
combed and her faco gleaming like
a boy soprano. {eoking o tot loss
prepared for what was coming
than | had ever sevnr. Owen gave
her the coffee and she sat down
beside mo. Eilene turned to nw
again. a bit impatiently now, and
said. “Won't you gouhand . . ."

“I was ust upr there.” 1 intor-
rupted. ‘““He can’t como down,
Someono ghot him, Mhs. Callister.,
Iie’s desd.”

Eilene starod st me as if | hadl
said something thuat dikn't nnke
sonsv.  She guddenly tenod her
eyes 1o Owen aml droppect the hot
mug of colfeo vito the #oft mrcy
cavrpet. 1 folt n quick movement
beside mo, snd Bolty was on her
teet. running blindly from tho
room. 1 wiited far something
more from th: lovers, hut Owen
juet 2tenxd therw giving Eilene back
her stare and saying nothime at
all. Fwally Eilene drobrpedd her
&3¢ 10 thy brow n sin at her feet
a2 loohext aL it as f it were tho
niost important event of the day.
Owen put his mug uside aml (eek
hold of both her nrtng in 1 tight
and steadying grip, 1 got up and
walked out of the woont.

Betty wag up there hobtding on-
to tho stern rail and leokiug in
dry-eyod wondwe il dospair at
the little rean sitttog with the pole
clutehed iu his right hand, still
waiting for a strike, The wind
was blowing gently at his soft
white hair and the seant meved
slowly with the rolling of the boat.

| didn't po tw her. but stopped
orver 10 the ¢lovd skylight over
tbe lounge aid Yeaned lown at it
edge where my shadow weuld fall
away fromtheglus. | could hear
& frantie sibilanee of voices from
below, but nuither words nor
mesm'ng.

‘Che voiees stoppd and | moved
away, going to Betty and stepping
hetween her and tho figwre in the
chair.  Aftern momcent she looked
up without eonlly xeoing me, and
[ put an ara sround hor and drow
her away. AL tho compunionway
sho stabhed.  "Thoy did it she
choked. " Thoy killed him."

“Belly, liston. Maybo not
‘they.” Maybe just one. without
the othor.” ®w-cn wasconing up
the stepz. fotlowed with slow re-
luctasce by EBilene. 'Get hold
of veurcelf.” 1 xaid,

We slepped aside and @wen
walked over 10 the body and
picked up tho left wrist, fumbling
clumsily for n pulso. Eilene didn’t
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pert the yuarrchug stopped. cone
pletely, ae i with the tarming of
a swilch. It wae late afternoon
and [ was at the wlwet when ]
realized | had bead aothing from
theam fur the entire day. Tho
Stylart was in her Sunday dess.
and ( ant there sumoking and [1st-
oning 1 hor sjxwk. ‘The last tinw
she had moved thrwugh tiwe water
this way, throwing np fuan at her
bow, Calltister had said she was
eafry' IR a bone in bher teeth. Sbe
was carrving it with a vongeance
tedny. as if she had acente) the
alips at Oshu.

There was s siound from wlow,
and | kosw Betly weuld be eom-
ing up tn 8 monsent to take over,
and | would be eecittw ber for the
6ret tiene thal day. Whatever
ghe s reqjuire] 10 do. Betly Cal-
listerdid, but the test of the tsnew
she stayed 1n her cahin, the doos
lucked. Whan vou knocked, she
snswered. \When Snu told ber
you just wanted to talk, she an-
awered with silence.

Her steps sounded on the com-
panionway and i & wenwnt she
walked out onto the deck and
came aver to the cockpit. Sho
stenpbml down inte it sl mood
there waiting fer nwe to got up.

“Sit down.” [ sad,

She zut down and | g0t out my
roguredtes and offeved hev ome.
Sbhe shuek her boad andd 1 )it one
froe thounein iny louth.suapped
the butt away. and blew amole
ovesr my left shouldar,

“DiJ you want to gayv sono-
thing?" ahe asked quietly.

“Only that the tonger you fet
a thiug like this nde you. the
longer 1l Lakes (o xet rleas of 3t

“IInd’s disad, and thoro’s noth-
inZ 1 cn do to bring haim lack.
U'm not lettiog it ride me,*”

Crht's gl

Tbero was anothr silence and
1 waa wondering how to get past
it wheo Benty said, 1 just can’t
stand betag on this boat with ber,
that's all. 17 1 don't stay in my
root. 11 don't know what |
migbt do.”

“Youu'm wure it’a Bilene now,
huh?’

“Of ecurse. Wby elee would
she rouk up that busiuces about
Dad’s «ill>*

“Maybo 1t's the truth—1that is,
the part about the will.”

“l hoprose. Butshe didn't tell
mo ahoot it”

“Mayhe who said 11 just Lo pre-
teet Owen.”

““Ihen they’re both in it.”

*1doab it,"”

*“l don’t want to talk about i8.”

*Okay.” 1 raid, “but I've been
eunous about soinething. Didn’t
you henr tho shot?*

“llow evuld | when there was
a cleacer o0 the 2 nY”

“How did you know that?”

She lookod at me steadily (or
& moment and enid. jurt as stesd-
ily, “Because [ saw the gun when
Owen brought it bolow.”

“f junt wandercd if Owen had
gone out of his way 1o li you."

“[ dou't think that’s what you

DL TR: L Py W

ESQUIRE : Deceumbar

were wowndering at all, 1 think
sou bebove Kilene. Sbe hasn't
draxnan bonest hereath for fAfteen
years, but You believed hee.”

“Are you eymn® | think yoo
lled vour father?’

She turned] atad faced me. draw-
ing a sharp bdbronth to say sadrie-
thing, sud sndilenly changed hor
mind. 1 could eeo the pale drewn
tensjon in har foce nnw. the ter-
rible lonctinesa i hor eyos,

She tureed away egmin and
gaid. “It’s Linto for e w0 take
ovoer.”

*Okay, yvou'in taken over,”

“Ploose. 1 ... And thon, for
what was possibly the fist tine
since sudden desth had ovevtaken
Glen Callister. his daughter beo-
gan 1w ery. [ mat there for a bil
before [ put a wntative hand to
her shoulder. Sbe didn't draw
away andwhenshespokethewords
wero tuflled!. Nhe saul, “Elnase.
Go belox, [I'll be all rght.”

And it was plain envuch that
Botty meant just that. | went
betow,

Edewe and Owen wore both in
the louaye. Eillvne was mixing »
drink, Owon was picking at his
guitar, and tho Llonsion in the
rooIn was oven Mol obrious than
the @lrure. [ stepped vver 1o the
bar and houred 1yoell a gtaen of
tre valer. mat down with it. and
looked up a1 Filene. She turned
and walked out of the rwvin, and
iz a momeot ber stateronm door
closed with fiat enphanie.

[ glancod at Owon and eaid,
“Sesits upeel, Anvihnwe [ can
de?”’

He told mo sxactly what [ could
do.

Aftor nnothor rounil <f silonce
ke shot hia ingern shamply scos
the strings with a discorcdnnt
whang of wound wal towsed the
guitar acrass the room. It landed
safely on theother coach. “*Ginime
a agaretis. will you?''

| xave him n cigmrette and
watlehed him light 1t. [l e Jdragged
deeply. pulled sorse of Lhe amoke
tentatively into hm lungs. and
blew it out quiekly i & white
plunie.

“What happeas wben we bit
poct?” he asked. ' Who does what
to who?*’

[ thoagdt You knew all about
sea law."

*Okay. o0 | don't.”

“Tho Skwfark's an Amorican-
cog'wstered whip. i8n't kho?”

llsum'..

“Tho F.E.1 hawdlon the inves-
tigation and the U. & Attorney
in llonoluln wnee the ease.”

“Why? \Why not the loeal av-
thorities®"

*“Did it happen loeally-7

“Who do they try?  All lowr
of us™

*Just the gulty parly.”

“And who might that be?”

“Doo’t 30 know?”

Ho scowled at the cigaretie,
stood up, and walbed (v the bar
to put it out, o stom there with
his back te mw for what ascined

Costtinued an puge {69
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a long time, and then ho whoeled
abruptly,

“Jesus, Bailey. I'm in love with
her. [ suppose that makes me a
prime hoel, but there it is. I'm
in love with her. and there's noth-
ing 1 cun do about it." He was
staring down at wo with a wide-
epen look of confusion and de-
spair, and [ found ayself won-
deringz at tho changees that ean
come over o man, or o face. ‘I'ho
raw toughnoss snd the maturity
of two davs ago hind fulfen away,
and onee again Owen Madden's
face belonged o o kid not lung
past twenly,

“I*m in love with her and sho
knows it," he was saying. '\Why
won't. she admit it 10 e?"’

“Admit what?” [ asked. and |1
could feel my lips geting dry as
1 waited lfor his answer.

lle blinked omce and looked
down at mo as if 1 had just re-
minded him of something impor-
tant, He turned wnd beran (o
imix himself o drink.  tis haonds
wore trenbling. 1 ot wg and shut
tho door that Ll to the paskage
and stopped ovor 1o wix w drink
lor myzelf, being earcful to keep
it reasonably nonaleoholie.

‘I'wo hours later, | was on my
eighth drink and rold gober. Owen
was on his ninth. and just cold.
He hwd taken on the erect. slow-
sioving. studied air of 3 nian who
likes to think of himsclf as blessed
with nn unlimited calacity. As
Owen had put it while working on
drink number seven. [ can get
canned to the crow's-nest and y'd
vever know it."”

\Well, he was cuwnnoil to the
crow's-nest vl carrying three red
lizhts, but I still hnde't mapaged
to get him hack onto the xubject,
I wag nhout to give i ot of sheer
caution—after all, he wouk! havo
10 take usg into port in the morn-
ing—when suddenlyv ho  lkesned
toward me and suid. as if we'd
been there ull evening, “Sure, it
mademesick insident first, know-
ing she ¢ould kill a man like that.
But [ don'tcarc now. Don't care
about anything but Eilene “vause
I'm in love with her und waata
. . . 2" she's in love me. Crazy
for me.. ,.,"

tle took nn untidy rwallow- and
got lost in his thoughts for a
while. Thir time 1 didn't try
to stewr him anywhene at all

“But why won’ shoe ndimit. huh,
Railey? Can’tlive with &t woman
gomcthine like that between you.
Can You now?"

“Course not. Won't she adinit
2"

lle shook hig head miser-ably.
“Fact. she keeps yapping at e
ndmit 1 did it myself. Can you
beat that?”

[ said. trying to mike it sound
as casunl a8 asking for o mateh,
“And did you do it?”

His eves opencd a little wider
and almost focused on me. “llell
ne. ske did! Tha's what [ been
trying tell you. And [ don’ carc!
If she'dd only toll oY e was
shouting now. “If she just feok
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at me md sy, ‘Yes, | did it,
For you.’ Then it—""

ilie broko off abruptly as the
door stammed open behind nec. [
turned tosee Eitene standing there
tn what wust kave een her tlim-
siest. She was glaring hotly
across the room at Owen. her neck
corded with tonsion. her fists
clenched. And when she spuke
the sound was like a flle agrainst
an edire of glnss: “You filt iy cow-
ard. You filthy, lving, nnurdering
coward. | coutd huvo killed him,
Owen. Foryou. Now [ wouldn't
walk across the room for you.
Not if you were dying. 1 hope
vou hang for what you did!"

She turned snd went back to
der stateroom. leaving Ovien star-
ing blankly at the empty’ darkn ess
framed by thodoorwny:, Aund she
left 1ne seeing the nnswuer toevery-
thing. clearly, completely,

[t was wmud-morning of tho fif-
teenth day of the Skpdurk's sin-
ccularjourney whon Dinaond [ead
Liove into view.

1 found an Anerican ttng in the
chatrtrooin amd ook it up on deck,
Owen was ut the wheel.  “'1I'm
goingtorun it up.” §saut “Cp-
side Jown. 0o we'll got the f uarau-
Ume officers out heve lwlfore we
hit port. AnY objections, Cap-
tain?”

!l_\‘.olw',’

[ ran the Aag up in distrese sig-
nal position and Owen eved tho
operation silently. *ls the gun
still aboaed.” [ zaid. "or did you
bury it with the captain?"’

«[t’s aboard.”’

“Vhere?”

“Weapped in & sheet and put
awayv.”

“Wrapped, ., . Brother. they'to
goingz to love you, [f there were
ever any fiugerprints, tho¥ e wone
now.  lie mude some kind of an
answer to thnt, but [ didn’t hewr
it. [ had to te talk 10 Betty and
Ve was running out.

It was to be iny show from
here on. but | can’t &y that my
heart was really in it.  Glew Cal-
lizter had hired ine, bivld paid o
five hundred honest dollars, 3l
1 hadn't succeeded in talking my-
sell out of the iden thnt [ owed
bimn something. ety was the
first step, and [ wag prett v xure
she would also be the toughest.

[ found her in the lowge. xit-
i ot the piwno, running hor
Gingers aimlessly over tho keys.

“Where's Eileno?” [ asked.

“In her strtvroom, | suppoxe,”

[ clesed the loor and gat down,
waiting & moment in the hope
that she would gt it startedl, Buy
she wenton plivwing o simple, mel-
ancholy meledy that she scemed
20 bh-e.

1 said. "I'd like to talk to you
a minute, Beuty,”

She let the melody fade off iuto
nothing and turhed to levk at e
without saying anything.

“We'll all be under nrrest hretly
soon. We'll be asked to mako
statements. If they deeille to

Cordinued on age 10/
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raise a murder charge against one
of us. we'll all be over here for
months. e you know that?"’

*1 suppose wo wall."’

“What kind of & statement aro
you puing to muke?”’

"How do you mean? The truth,
of courgo."’

“What's the truth? And I'm
not waxing philusophical.”

“Then why ask?”

“Becanse 1'd itke to know what
vou think it is.”

“That Dad knew one of them
intended to kill him. That he
told yuu %o, nnd hired youto...”

“But ho didn't..”

“What ¥

“I snicl ho didn't.”

“But tho letter . .

“’'hero isn't any letter.”

She didn't say auything.

“@ur fricnd Ow-en was threat-
ening to leck meup. | just dieamed
up the letter 1o coul him dowu."”

“You're net i detective?’

*Yos., in California. I'm not
licensed to play slenth en tho
high scas,”

Sho thousrht that over, and I
cotild seo that sho d¢ido ¢ tike what
it added up to. With an air uf
faint dispust, sho =asd, “‘1Dv de-
tectives post bonds? Big cash
bunds?"’

“Yeal.” [ said. ""they do.”

**And you'd furfeit it for operat~
ing outstde Califurnia.”

“Possibly."”

“You'ro a wondetful example of
fins citizenship. areu’t you? You
might loso o littlo money. so let's
fix it let's nllow two corrupt. con-
temptiblo . . ."

“Listen, Bettv. this is the stor'y
I'm going to twell: Your father
hired mo sametinwe axe te find eut.
if there was apythang between his
wife and Owen Madden. | found
there wasn't, and we becameo
triends. That's why | was entho
trip--as o friend.”

Betty stood up, staring at me
with nn expression compouanded of
cold contempt and feae.  “Andl if
you tell thom that. and Lilene tells
her story nbout the will, they—
they might even—""

“Yes. they might. But I ean
get Eileno 10 foreet that storye—
at least that ghe 10ld you abeut
it. But you'll have to feiretl what
voul think nhout ®wen and her.”

Slowly she crossed the room and
gat down, nel luoking st me. *All
this,"” sho whispered. "lying, con-
niving, just to avoid boing heid
up on nn ishend for v while. just
to hold onto » grubby way of
naking a living.” She looked at.
me. “lIt's funny how wreng yvou
e be about people.”

1 didn*t 33y andthing,

“Well. [ won't do it. I knew
they were lovers. ['ve seen them
toguether. 1've seen her rpoing dewn
to the Skytark whon Dad was out
of tewn,”

1 eamo twross tho 1'eom and sat
dewn busilo her. “Okay, Beity,
it's a mess then—for all of us.
We'll all pay through the nose,
but not one of us will cver pay the
pnce they put ou murder: there's
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too much evidence againkt the
three of yeu. and not half enough
agiins . one.”

She shouk her head in puzzlo-
mett and disbelicf, her oves
sewrching my e, “Fer tho three
of us.” she whispered, ‘‘maybo
I¥ing is worth it. But fer you il's
cheap. [*'scheaband—aud | den’t
knew. [stheea word for pcoplo
like you, who can look at murder
tho way some peeple look at o
traffie vielution?™”

"Cheap will do until you think
of a butter word. The quaran-
tine launch will »e alongside any
minute. Are you going to do it
my way?"’

“sSmry, nol''

“Raby, you just haven't any
choiee. When ] tell them | tiuled
thouo two and found 1theie wasn't
anything between thein, your
story’s going to leok like nothing
but an alibi."”

“I'll ake my chanece.”

“I'hen ['d better take tho ace
out of my sleeve, That rilo wus
tiredd Prom the forward hateh, Just
two feet from wheve Yousleep. Do
you think they'll helieve anyono
clse would go up there to do it?”

“llew do you know whore it
was [ired frem™’

“T'ho point is, [ can establish
that it was.”

“You'd Le lying. of eaurse.”

“No. Betty. 1 weuldn't be.””

“You—yuou thunk [ killed him.
You've thoweht so all along. 18
that why youre doing all this?"

“We haveun't 2ot time for roa-
gong.  I'vo ot Eileno and Owuen
to tackle yet.”

She didn’t seetn 1o e lisiening.
Sho stood up abruptly wnd said,
“You—"" und then decided tu keep
the tdea to herself.

“No, Betty. 1 didn"t kill him.
Arce you doing it my way?”

“How- many years do you gt
for perjury?" she asked hwushly.

“This isn't: peejury. You'll hw
utider arvst on suspicion of ulae-
der, Suspeets have a ristht Lo sy
as litt te or as much ag they think
wise. 1T thiis case oes to the gl
Jur¥—and You're lucky enough to
be just a witness—then tell the
truth, [ mend to. 3But until
thun you're roingz 1o Inake o stilee
nent that deesn’t implicate any--
one. just as the rest of us will."

"What do J say?”’

“Anything vou like—as long as
it isn't about Eileno e @weun,"”

"'l Wil yen somcthing very
funny. I'm not doing it heennxy
you'vo frirhtened me.  1'm doing
it becrase I've still got the silly,
schoolgirl idea that you're a nige
fuy, that yeu've got some decent
reason for all this.”

[t took just ten nunutes with
Filene to gel her 10 sco things my
way. and with Owen it was less
than live. I'm uot sure if it was
because he was tractiahle, vr* bye
caug: the quarantino launeh wus
coming up on our starboard bow,

T'ho special-representativo-in-
charge was a blend, pink-faced
Conrfinued on puge 168
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Death and the Skylark

Continued from page 164

mau nawcd Holman, lle worea
pleasant smile, a wrinkled sver-
snekor suit, and a one-inch hni~
cut. Ile was painfully polite, and
when he spoke he chose each ward
as if be'd just coined it himseld,

His office was notin the regular
government building, but on tho
gecond Hoor of an ordinary office
building not far from the hju-bor,
Otherwise it was typical of every
ctvil sorvant’s ivom from hero 1o
Nome. Oune plain desk, somo
wovden chairs, a boolease, mud-
brown linoleum, and a secretary
who didn't get her job throueh
nature’s bounty, but. from her
Place on a list.

\We gat in a hall-cirelo in front
of Holmun's desk anud wnited for
him to got past the polito incon-
seduentials and down to Ltho
buginess at hand. The Shylark
had been impounded and its four
passcngers were presumnably: under
arrest, although the ugly word
bad net yet been so much as whis-
pered. A Kona wind was hlow-
ing, and whon Holman f#inished
telling us what it was and npolo-
gizibg for it he cleared his throat
and swnid, In & new tone, “T'ho
quarantine officer advised mo
th.st one of you, acting as captain,
reported this . . . murder abeanrd.
\Vhere was the ship when the
death occurred?”

Owen glanced brieffy at mo be-
fere ho unswered, “Lleven and a
half days out of Wilmington. Last
Sundaoy.*

“Is the Stwerk of Awerican
regietry, Mr. Madden?"

“Yes. [ told the Quarantine
officer all this.'

“]1 know. \Well. there’s no ques-
tion alout jurisdiction, whieh
menns staloments sre in order, If
vou like, we can do it right here,
togother, or privately, if you bres
fer.”

Nobody said anxthing,

“What a1l it ke?”*

Silenco.

‘“Well, if there’s no objection
theu, we'll do it now. You wero
acting as captain, Mre. Madden?”

Owon nadded,

“’hen I'd like to besyn with
you. plonse.”

| glanced at the secretary~. ller
freshiy sharpened pencid wns
poised over the pad like a spears
fisher wniting for the kill. 1t sbet
down =wiftly and began te movo
when lHolman asked his Jivst quizes-
tion:

*What was your iclation to tho
deceasod, Mr. Madden?”

The whole thing Look Jess than
forty iMikutes. everyoue answer-
ing questieas readily nnd at
length. but pointing ne flnLrers,
dropving no innuendos wlung tho
way,

When it was over Holiman sat
stan'ng out his window while his
sceretary went over her notes.

llalman asked of nobody: in par-
ticular: “‘You say it was a flshing
lharness. Ho was strapped in?”

“Thut’s right,” I answered.

“And what side of thy anchor
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was the riflo on? Between tho
ancher and tho flshing seat?™

@wen unsweivd that one: **No,
the other gido of tho anchor.”

“Anchor [ flat on the deck?"

“"es."

Holman went back to his win-
dow. his eycs as clouded as the
sky the day the squall bit us.
Finally he turned baek, looked at
the fonr of n= with a kind of well-
mannercd skepticism, and said,
“If Fd known it was going to be
like this, I wouldn't have wasted
oor time. \Wo'll bave to take in-
dividual statements. of ceutse.
Anybe some of you will feel frco
then to =ay what's really on your
minds. Frankly, | had suppesed
vou afl know oxaei v what had
happened, that it was an accident,
or at most unpromeditated. I hope
vou all rewlize I'm forced 10 huvo
& sompluint diled in the Districe
Court aguinst atl four of you—
suspicron of murder—and 19 in-
sist en prohibitivo beil.”

llo picked up his phone, and
two hours later 1 was making my-
self at humo in one of the local
houses of hositation. I didn't
know whero tho others had been
tasen, but eiach of us had gone
his own way,

I was a govermineni, cnesi. for
just cight days. and [ was visited
By young Mr. {lolman three
times. Aaybe | should say I was
visited by younug Mpr. Holman
twice and by old Me. lNolnvin
once, because by the time that
third visit. rolled avound be was
an old and tired and baraszzal
man. with blue eirc:Iez under beth
exes and a bad twitch in one of
them.

It came on the eighth diy, that
third visit, sl he walked in with
his shoulleis hunched aud his
mouth pulled intoa thin, dyspep-
tic linc.  ll¢ threw his brief caso
onto my cot and fumbled omt a
cigarette. llesaid, “You'regoing
to have 10 change your story. I'm
afiaid 1 never did believe it. A
man just deesn't kel friendly with
» private detective ho hives to tuil
his wifc. But yonr story doesn'ts
check out anyway."

“There’s no way yeu could havo
checked my story and I know it.”

“Fsthatso? Do yougetpailto
work. Bailey?*

“Not enough. but I get paid."”

‘“We had Callister's bank ae-
count in Los Angoles gone over,
No checks diawn to )»ou, or to
nnyone else wo coukd aceount. for,
Yet you're supposed te have
worked for hitn for six weekss.”

“Don’t [ deteet aslight contra~
diction in your logie® You suy
& man doesn’t gt friendly, et cet-
era. Then you say he didn’t hirg
me anyway. Whieh is it?”

Holman didn’t answer that
right off, but [ ceuld see that he
was working on it.

*“Look.,” L went. on, “‘people
den’t pay for my kind of work
with checks. They pay evash.
Cullister paid ensb,”

1 said it simply, like a man

Contrnited en Page 1GY
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prieking a largo balloon with a
very small pin. Aad Holman's
face showed me 1 hadd 1ouched the
business end of the ballooa.

After a while ho said. “So I
can’t persuade you 10 change your
story.”

“Sorryt, | ean't doit.”

“What if [ Wil you I intend W0
chatge you with murdor nnd have
tho bunch of you bofore the grand
ury?!

"I sy you woro making u big
mistako."”

lle looked down at me, s left
oye wwitching a bit.  Ile sat down
and offercd mto o cigarette. 1 vook
it. lit it. and wo sut soue ore in
a kind of one-sided sileace.

“You're right. of course.” be
gaid hoorsoly. ““The boys iu the
U.S. Attuency's office Yaughed in
my lface when 1 suggested we ask
for an indictbxrnt aguinst ore of
you. They wanted to know whose
hat I was planising to pull the
name ot of.”

“That’stongh. Does thisthing
make : dilferenco in your job—
how »ou stend?"

C“Why?"

“Call it curiesity."”

“Nao offcet whatever,” he said
emphatically. *‘'1I'm net a lecal
politician. you know."

He woat on mulling it over in
gloowy silence. finnlly coming up
with. *“l'he girl inherits most of
the dough. but everything indi-
cates the didn’t even know it,
The wife cones into a good hunk
of ¢ash under the communivy
property laws of California, but
she’d have done as well if she'd
just diverced tho pruy. You and
Madden 1 ean't figure any angle
for at all. unless vne of you had a
yen for the wife. Any ideas on
that?"

“Aftor eight days in pokey?
Naturslly,”

“I'0 hell with yon, too,”

And, after a little more of the
same, he xtomx! up and sard, *\Vell,
that's that. You can goany thmoe,
Theo others will be released 1o an
hour or t%o."

tle walked over. opened the
bLarved gnte. nnd zoid, “You'll be
looking for a room. I1'd recon:-
mend the St. Jamcs. considering
the short notice.”” lle walked
away, leaving the eell door open,

I sat thore looking &t it and oot
wanting (o ¥et ub and go out.. It
was farinore ploavant just sitting
back watcldng tho ¢ato swing
slowly nga.inxt t18 hingres. savering
tho idon that I could walk out of
there any timo | wanted.

That evoning 1 chocked iu at
tho St. Jumes, n strietly marginal
hostelry with a harogue exterior
and n Grand Rapids-mmodern
d6cor. ‘Jhey hnd a room all right,
306. with bath and a view of the
beach. And as 1 went up in the
grille-work elevator. | wondered
if 506 didn’t nlso have a full com-
plement of psepholes and ordget
micrephenos.

{t was a pleasant enough room,
bigh-coeilinged. with busy wall-
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paper and a baleony. | wondered
if Holoyan had iccommended the
St. Jnmes 1o theothers. 1 salked
over aud picked up the phane.
“This is Bailey in 306. 1f nny
reporters come asking about nue,
I'm not registered. 1 flow back to
Caliloria."”

“Repotters. Yes, sir."

“llas a Betty (allister regis-
tered yet?”

“No. sir.’" he «nid, without hav-
ing to give it & socourl thought,
“IGilene Callistor is tn 30.4."

“Fhanks. If Miss Callister
registers. will you ask her to call
me?"

“Yes. sir.”

I hung up and wondeted if
there was any pont in calling
the Widow Cailistor. | deceded
there wasn't. ard went out 10
find something tocat. [ found it
in a restaurant that claimed to be
“The Most Maguificent (Chinese
Food Placo in the Werld.” And
it probably was, if you didn't get
lost iu one of tho Yunwning caves
or walerlopged raock gardons.

The desk eln'k huunded me a
note ulong with iy koy when 1
got back. ‘L'he nole said Mliss
Betty Callister hai agked for o
at nine-thirty,

“®id ghe rogister hovre?”

“Yes, room <bt, but . ..” Ho
turned to giance at the key rack,
**She’s out right now, with Mrs,
Callster.”

“Did Owen Madden check in?™

He shook his head. lle hadn't
had to check s register for that
one either.

1 went upstairs and got under
the shower, wondering if Owen
bad enough money on him to fiud
a bed somowhere. 1 deubted it.
The Sk-ylark would bo out of Dolice
lhiauds by now, but 1 alse doubted
if ®wen would sleop thero.

1 was still wenduring ahout it
when | went to bed.

I woke up feeling thirsty and
hung-over and not in n mood for
bteakfast or for nny of the other
activities 1 had planwed for the
day. 1 got drosagd and went out
onto the balcony 1o wait for the
phone to ring.

£1. came tbrough for 1o at ten
o'clock—Owen Madden cailiog
from the lebby. I teld him to
colne unp.

His clothes wen: wrinkled anct
he was weaving o blue stubble of
beard on his face sd & look of
hostito contompt iround his
mouth. as if thore wus somothing
2 little indecont about people who
slept in beds.

“Mind if 1 tnke a shower and
borrow your shuve kit?"

*Go ahead. Where'd yousleep
last sught?”

“Under 3 Kon tree. and how
did yon slecp?”

He diseppcared into tho bath-
room without. waiting for an an-
swer.and half an hour Jater he was
out again looking cleaner but no
happier.

“T don’t suppose you'd like to

Countinued on page 17@
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Death and the Skylark
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toll me what thix: is all ahont,
would you?” he asked. “'You
were sort. of pulting Mour neck
out a long way for people »ou
don't givo a damn about. Why?
Did yvou kitl the Qld (un?’

“"Frankly, 1 dida’t think you
did.”

"I thonght you had that all
fgured aut.”

“I'm afezid | have. Well, ro
long. Bailoy, tt's beon weird know-
ing you'" e walked toward the
door.

“CGomganywhorein particular?”

“QOver 10 the Bip Island. [ can
@et n job ou a boat over —’

He broke o ff as a knock sound-
ed dsintily at the door. 1 called
ont & come in. the door opened.
and Eilene started in with a kind
of half-smile on her (ace. She
stopped ahruptly when she saw
Ow-en. and the zmile broke like a
piece of chinuw.

10N eonw back some—""

=1 waus juza leaving.” QOwensd,
and he shaok my handand watked
out tho doer, striding past Filono
as if she hindn't heen there, and
closinz the doue (lrmly bebind hin

“He's going ovar to llawali Is-
land to got a joh." | offered.

“Now nice for him, | came up
10 thank yon for for everything.
I'd have come seoner, hut the 1e-
purters huve Disn atl me sinee
dawn.”

“Do they know 1y here?

“No. they think vou flew back.™

There was a mrmnant of awk-
ward silonc-o.

“[s there anything [ ¢ian do?”
sho kel

*hiothing. thanks.
your plans?"

“1%m goinge home.
gphace i todn v's Plano.”

"Where's the Shyfark?”

“Why?"

“I've got rone stulf on it.”?

“Oh. 15wt thy Quliv Yaeht
Anchoragre.  Baotty and | decided
to put her up for xale.”

*Why not?™

“Yes, why not.  Well. guud-
by. 1'll nover know why, but

What are

['ve got

“Sure--orn’t you get it?
wax having an affuir with Mre. Bedford, so when

the pawn ticket wasfound in her purse . . .
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vou've beon a good friend."

“Have 17"

“] thinkso. Aad I'Y) never for-
get it. Never.”

1 guided her gontly toward tho
deor and walked with her down
the corridor to the clevater. Whilo
we waited for it t whovze up o
the fifth foeor. | said. *Who o
vou think killed him, lilono?”

“Daoes it mattor?"”

*Don’t you think it davs?”

“Tt was Owoen. of cowmso,” rho
soid guietly. ‘1 wouldn't have
cared if he'd hind the houesty and
manhood to faco mo with it She
looked at me wide-Cyedl,  "1°d
have marned him. knowing he'd

killed to . . . Well. what's the
difterence? [1's as deoad az poer
Glen now. Deader.”

The elevator got there. and
Eilene sheok my hwd vugpely
and stepped in. tler eyes slaved
or mine until tho vagy dropped
below the tlour [ovel. 1 walked
down the staiey tn Botty's rmom
on the fourth tloor. T'hero wore
no reporters, but Lhore was alzo
nu 1esponse to my knoek. 1 went
back up and teied hor by phoue,
No aunswer, nad the dork clork
hud no ides whors sho might be,

8o 1 weat on down to tho Qalw
Yacht Anchorage and Tound the
Skylark. which wasa a litile like
coming howe.

It seemed intinitely <uiet Jown
in the lonuge. and muzty. .And
thete also scomesl somothing miss-
in2. Az lstoppeil into tho Eniley,
it. came to me: Oweon's guitur. It
wagn't. lying thero on the ¢ouch as
it always lel. [ had left Callis-
tor's letter under the papor in tho
galley eubboard; now 1 took it
out ancl dropbed it inte & pocket.

I uboned Botty's door.  Eveu
the krea spread wax gone, 1 went
back to tho mastar's enbin,

‘Phe gun was thora, tho govern-
ment's idontification tag still dan-
gling from tho trigger cunrd, the
siloncer gone. Poasussion of
silencer is against thoe law. 1 start-
ed openung drawers. Call’'der’s
clothez wero stitl thero. and s

Contrnued on pege I72

The inspector knete Gloria

”



THE WORLD’'S MOST
MODERN WATCH

YOU are looking at the best self-winding watch
in the world . . . you set and forget, . forever.

Far only the Zodicc Auvtegraphic has the ex-
clusive Reserve Power Gauge. . . . tells you ot a
glance how many hours your watch will run, Yes
. « « like the fuel gouge on your automaobile.

Prool of Iodioc’s rugged dependability i a recent survey

of the Armed Forces which ploced Iedioe amoeng the lop

maf wenled” wolches. Prove W fo yoursell, See your

jewaler ar write for free bBooklel which tells whal e loock

for when you buy a watch.

Saintens viwel 37190 o gold Rl SQDH0 “r",‘.j::,.;."?::ﬂ'
Orher Todioc watches Trom $42.50 1o 32,500,

17 jowely * water resivtant * shock redisteal * aall-magaehlc
vweep weiond hend = wnbteakeble cropal ¢ ovailoble in radium dial

ATCH AGENCY :

Deetth cennd (he Skylark

Continucd from page 170

pipes. And in the bottom dreawer
1 feund what I was looking for:
a ball of twine. the same one 1
had noticed vaguely the first day
Owen had shown me through tho
bont.

i picked it up and held it to my
noso. It didn’'t have quite tho
odor I'd oxpected, hut what ithadl
spelled the samo thing. For the
first time 1 was nbsolutely certain
| was rirht, and my hands treemn-
bled ns 1 dropped tho string into
a potket, picked up the gun, tore
off the tag. and took out a car-
tridge. I pried out the lead,
dumped the puwder down the
draiu in the two-by-two head, nud
put tho gutted eurtridge into tho
firing chrnmber,

Up on deck. T walked forwnyd
te whoro tho nnchor la.y and knelt
Legido it. putting the barrdl of tho
rifle acrors the anchor and lining
it up carefully with the fishing
seatl. | stretched om the deck and
sighted along it. moving the butt
till it rested snugly against tho
side. ‘That did it: & bullet out of
that. gun would pass a few inches
above tho high back of the seat.

My hmnds were beginning to
sweat now. [ brought out the hall
of string nud unwound about fifty
orsixty faet, broke it off and put a
tight loup twice around theanchor
and on¢v aroeund the riflo stock.
Keeping the styng tant, 1 put a
loop cnrefully 2rouod the trigger,
then around the dsck of the trig-
ger fuard. bringing it toward me
without slack und making my
way, half-crouched, townid the
stern.

1 struightened slowly when 1
Celt the «cnd touch the back of my
legs. 1 turned the seat nnd sat
down. ‘The business eud of the
rifle lecred at me with deadly
intent..

There was an extra three (eet of
string. I picked it up and lnid
it acrors my lap. Slowly, 1 fum-
bled & miatch out of a pockot, lit
it uind hold it against the looso
cud of the string. My left arm,
keopsing Just tho slightest tension
on tho long strotch of string, was
beginning to get mumb. 1If tho
strink dropped down from the
trigger gunrd, 1'd have to go
through afl this sgain. 1 wondeled
if Callister had had any trouble.
No, he'd doubtless rchearsed it
Lo a lno art.

‘The fitst match went out, but
with thu zoconcl the stising bupan
to Lurn and 1 dropped the loese
ond oY iy knces onto the deck.
1t burneed quickly, fuse-like, with
a lnmcless orange glow'. 1 looked
at the gun some fifty feet away,
I shoulil have had my back turned
aud my free right hand gripping
the pole. But the pole was gone,
and | wantx] to wateh. ‘l'here
were only w« few inches of stilng
left 1o hnru bofore it reached my
left hand. Slowly. slowly, [
pulled. Andthogun Gred. Tho trig-
gor had bwen Gfed to take only
thoslightest pressure. 1 drobped
tho strine and watched it as it
burned, the ash disappearing to a
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white dust in the quiet. movetment
of the wind across the deels. The
gun had held against the anchor.
the barrelstill pointed at my head.

So hore was the final answer to
all tho qucstions but ono: HHad
Cullisterr hoped to hang bilom:
end her lover? For o that ques-
tion had longsinee buen nnsveered.
and the answer had mado it im-
paesible for uie to let the world in
on the little secret Glen Casllister
hnd thought he was taking with
him. The answer was No. be-
couse there was no other way 1o
e.xpiaiin his insistence that only
one had intended to kill himn, ‘The
state would hsve had to prove
which one. and hs had known
they would never bo:ablo to do it.
But the love affair that had kilted
him would itsell be a long time
dead. He had known thut, to0.

1 1e0k lLiis letter from my pecket
and tore it 1o hits, dropping the
pieces over the side. The suwiing
hid bierned neoatly to the anchor
now, and 1 walked forward and
knelt beside it. The string burned
aronud the rifie stock and the
viflo turned and slipped to the
deck. The string fell loosely he-
side it and went on bmrning, the
fnint whito ash waFfting awgy.
rising. and van'shing.

And in &8 moment thero was
nothing there but a ritle, Iying os
tlioughb it had been thrown from
« « . 'The thought was suddenly
broken asa soft voice said, “Now
we both know."”

] swung zround to seo DBetty
Callistor looking at miu from the
boarding ladder. Only hor hoad
anck shuulders showed nhove tho
deck and she was guzing at me
with a gravely speculntivie air.

‘“IlHow loug have you beon
there® [ asked.

“"tong enough 1o know that
Dad . .. killed himsel(.”

She came uptherest of the way
and stepped over beside me. 8ho
looked down at the gun and her
eyes scenod to darken wnnd a
muscie pulled aleng her jaw.

“ilow long have you known?*
she whi'spered.

“Almmost. [rem thy first day.”

**I'hon it's no surprise to you
that Owen and ¥ilene have gone
their seporate ways.”’

“No. it st

“12o0 you like playing God?"*

“No.” I said. “‘But I'd have
liked something else oven loss:
knowing your father had dicd in
vain."”

She looked up at me, holding
my oyes stexdily with hers for
lompe while. 1 felt that it wase
somehow important to hold. not
tolook wway. And, Quito sudden-
iv. her eyes misted and filled. and
she turned away and leoked out
toward the open sea,

After a moment { said, **1 found
quite s spot last mght in ease
you're hungry. 'The Most Mag-
nificont Chinese Food I’luco in the
World.”

She turned back to mo and
slowly smiied. *‘Sounds wondeor-
ful,’ shesaid. “Let'sgo..." #



