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Foreword

I had this record from my friend, David Donnelly, of the New York Herald. He had it, so he claims, from the cellar furnace which, fortunately, was not burning when the manuscript was thrust there (more in sorrow than in anger) by his wife, Mary Llewellyn, the well-known columnist. I believe both Mrs. Lincoln and Mrs. Kipling made literary rescues of a somewhat similar sort—hence the Gettysburg Address and the “Recessional.” At any rate, the document was repudiated by its original owner for reasons clearly set forth on page 174. I have done little besides adding a few commas and the introductory letter, which I persuaded David to relinquish. I have also changed all names, and expurgated certain indiscretions not germane to the story. But above all I have tried not to destroy the quality of breathlessness which seems to make this record stand out from the synthetic mystery of fiction. Here, I thought, was a novelty—murder, written up, one might say, on the field of action. Here was emotion, not recollected in cold tranquillity, but poured on to paper while it was still molten, and before the final shape could even be guessed at. Here were living impressions of exciting incidents —informal without being formless and seen through the eyes of a trained writer who thinks with her fountain pen and knows how to manage her climaxes. For commas and footnotes I take credit. For the rest—my name is appended like a label on unclaimed baggage.

Q. PATRICK.




S. S. Moderna,
Friday, November 13th.



To David Hall Donnelly, Esq.,

56½ W. 12th Street,

New York City.

MY DARLING,

I must get a note off to you by the pilot, but it’s been such a little time, counted by minutes, since you kissed me goodbye, that I naturally haven’t much news for you. Did I remember to tell you, in the dust and heat of my departure, that I love you? Is that news, Davy? Well, it’ll be front page stuff in a little while—three months, three weeks and three days from today to be exact (see how I’ve reckoned it all out!) when you slip the ring on my finger and call me Mrs. David Donnelly for the first time. A real newspaper romance with torn up fragments of my Star and your Herald for confetti and yards of ticker tape for streamers.

We had so much better things to do than talk just before you left that I never told you, as I meant to, what I’ve resolved to do on this trip. Dr. Klein said I must sit quiet as much as possible, at least for the first week, so I’m going to keep a journal for you describing all the details of the voyage—all those intimate day-by-day happenings which may give you an idea of what really goes on in the head of the sweet young girl reporter whom you hope so soon to make your very own!

I know the doctor’s orders were NO WORK. But even the hardest-boiled doctor living couldn’t call it work for a girl to write a daily line to her one and only. (And while I’m on the subject, did I tell you that I conscientiously turned down fifty bucks for a series of five special articles from South America signed “Miss Rio de Janeiro”? Wasn’t I the obedient patient?)

There’ll be no nonsense on this trip, Davy. I can promise you that much. I’m going to be such a good girl you’ll be glad you’re not along with me. I shall keep my legs up and my hands down to recover from that ghastly “appendectomy” which almost made you a widower before you had tasted the doubtful sweets of married life, and which has left me so light and airy that I’m scared to go out on deck lest a puff of this riotous November wind should blow me overboard to the whales and sharks.

I promise to take my convalescence very seriously, doing only just enough writing to keep in practice. I shall bore you with my journalese descriptions of shuffle-board contests, deck sports, bridge battles at a twentieth of a cent and catty chit-chat about my fellow passengers. It won’t be a thrilling affair like the diary I kept for you when I was off on the Laubenthal case. Remember? It will be a modern imitation of your beloved Jane Austen, “in the inimitable style of Mary Llewellyn, whose daily paragraph in the Star has brought cheer and entertainment, etc., etc.” Perhaps we’ll read it over together when we play Darby and Joan in the twilight of our declining years.

Now, dearest, we are getting into deep water and I must catch the pilot before we drop him for good and all. The pilot —my last link with you and New York and civilization for a whole month. I don’t quite like it, Davy; my illness has left me a timid, stupid creature and I can almost find it in my heart to wish that I were safe back in my hospital bed with that lovely night nurse bending over me and handing me a soporific glass of hot milk. Or, better still, I wish that we were safely installed together in that brand new apartment of ours and that you could hold me in your arms and never let me go. But I suppose it’s all for the best that I should go off by myself and get well and strong again. It’s not for so very long—after all!

So good-bye, darling, and thank you once again for the flowers, the fruit, the books and the beautiful letter, and, above all, thank you for being just you and for wanting to marry a plain scarecrow who hasn’t even got a decent appendix to recommend her. I am wrapping Aunt Caroline’s fur coat around me and wishing it were you! I’ll post my first installment from Georgetown. God bless you, Davy; as I used to say when I was a baby—Mayangelskeepyou.


Your own,





	P. S. I love you. 
	MARY.









S. S. Moderna,

Friday, November 13th.

9:30 P. M.



Well, Davy darling, we’re really out to sea at last and rolling down to Rio in the approved style. It’s one terrible roll too, so you must excuse this wobbly writing. We’ve dropped the pilot, who brings a note from me to you with all my love; we’ve opened our letters, bon voyage telegrams and parcels; and we’ve all looked one another over with the usual first-day-out suspicion, hatred and distrust. And then, of course, some of us are very sick—oh, so green and gruesome! No, dear, not this one. I may be a poor weak woman, but seasick—never! Those trips up and down New York harbor to interview Peggy Hopkins Joyce have inoculated me against seasickness once and for all. But only thirty rather wilted looking individuals turned up for dinner and there are sixty-seven first class passengers on this tub. 

And for all its modern name, it is a funny little tub, Davy. We knew when we picked it, of course, that it would be small and slow (as well as cheap), but there’s an atmosphere about it which reminds me irresistibly of a third rate summer resort on the Jersey coast. Four weeks of that, Davy. Just imagine! I can even smell the dried seaweed and antimacassars—not to mention more subtle dining room odors which are enough to cause even stouter hearts than mine to quail.

Of course, I could change my booking when I get to Rio, but the round trip rate is so good that I hate the idea of paying extra for my prescription. “Rest and sea air” is possible on any boat and I daresay I’ll feel better about this one tomorrow. You mustn’t blame me for being a bit blue just now, because it’s only natural I should feel that all the most attractive people (and one in particular) got off when the “All Ashore” sounded. However, I suppose I’ll soon settle down and reconcile myself to being without you, and life will be as simple as slipping on a negligée or a piece of orange peel.

What are you doing at this moment, I wonder? Writing to me, I hope, or playing bridge at the City Room with your  “Front Page” cronies—anything but slaving away at that vile Brooklyn report which kept me so isolated, even in the hospital, that I almost began to believe it was not a report at all but a peroxide blonde with red polish on her finger nails. Your favorite combination before you met me, as you once admitted yourself!

But I must return to my muttons and tell you about my jolly little shipmates before they lose that first fine careless rapture of novelty. Most of the lady passengers look as though they were designed to fit the Writing Room in which this journal is now being precariously penned. You know the idea, Davy; thin little tables with old, wobbly legs—a dove-grey carpet and pink plush curtains. Is there need for me to say that I shall not be lacking adequate chaperonage after that? The odd thing is that most of them are married too; the tired wives of tired husbands, either accompanying their better halves on rest cures or business trips. But they are not missing a trick, Davy, on a boat where everything is included, and while they are mostly too sick to eat or drink, they make up for it by staring disapprovingly at my open work stockings and the blue velvet tea-gown which was the outcome of my interview with Helen Mencken.

You see I’m beginning to be catty already!

So much for what you are pleased to call the “Women in Bulk.” Now for the men—and one in particular. (No, dear heart, there’s nothing to worry about; he’s over fifty and bald as a cantaloupe.)

Well, Davy, all my life to date, like that of the eminent Boston spinster, has been distressingly free from insult. But this afternoon I really thought that it had come at last. I was actually picked up by a man—and all without the slightest provocation. It did more to make me feel good than any of Dr. Klein’s tonics or Aunt Caroline’s pick-me-ups.

I had gone to the upper deck in order to find a nice quiet place for my sun cure, when he came up to me and said:

“I’ll arrange to have your chair put next to mine, if you don’t mind. I’m by way of being an invalid too and we really might have quite a lot of fun comparing symptoms. Mine was a gastric resection with adhesions—what was yours?”

In spite of the fact that I rather liked his voice, I flashed my eyes and my engagement ring at him in a manner which I’m sure you would have approved. Even on board ship a nice girl can’t be too careful.

“Oh, I saw the ring,” he said smiling. “In fact, I wouldn’t have spoken to you if I hadn’t. Unattached young ladies on board ship are a positive menace—especially to an old widower like me. Even the fact that I resemble nothing so much as an albino plum is no protection. I simply am not answerable for my actions at sea—the sunsets, moonrises, long halcyon days, foreign countries, all the glamour—”

“Glamour,” I snapped, misquoting from some trashy novel, “is a state of mind, not of geography.”

My retort seemed to please him mightily, for he immediately summoned the deck steward and said:

“Bring a chair over here, steward, and label it Miss—Miss—?”

“Llewellyn,” I replied grudgingly.

“Good; and my name is Burr.”

“Aaron?”

“No, but the next best, or rather the first best thing—Adam. A. B., Adam Burr, at your service—for just as long as you can keep me—from making a fool of myself, that is,” he added hurriedly and apologetically.

I found him very diverting and we chatted away until it was time to go and dress for dinner. I think I am going to like him. At least he’s nice and restful.

At dinner he turned up again at the captain’s table—where, thanks to the dear old Fox, I have one of the seats of honor. To my left is a safe old party named Lambert (of Lambertville, I expect), who sports a rather pretty wife, a flapper niece and a nice-looking young secretary who has dark hair, a black moustache like John Gilbert’s and who seems practically plastered to the flapper niece aforesaid. She is an uneventfully wholesome girl who answers to the name of Betty.

Then there is (or at least there was at lunch time) a widow,  Mrs. Clapp, and her supposedly female companion who rejoices in the soft, clinging name of Miss Daphne. Demarest, but who looks like an Olympic discus hurler. Daphne is English and clips her g’s. Mrs. Clapp obviously adores her and is quite touchingly dependent on her Amazon. There’s also a Mr. Wolcott, white-haired, goateed and very much the courtly gentleman, and a Señor Silvera, so dark and Spanish and so sinister looking that you know he must be henpecked or kind to animals or that he practises the flute in his cabin. But whatever he does in private, he presumably does it in Spanish, for his English can only be described as splendidly null.

The twelfth chair is occupied by a funny little Cockney of about thirty-eight, who does nothing but blink his funny little eyes and attend to his food with a kind of fussy concentration which makes one wonder if he’s used to dealing with more than one fork.

Captain Fortescue is a peach. Nice, hearty, rather ponderously jovial, and always British—oh, so very British. He has a wife and five daughters in a place called Squaling or Ealing, or something like that, all of which rather dims the romance that might otherwise be inspired by his magnificent uniform and gold braid. Alas! his eyes are not for me. They are glued on the Lambert party, who are obviously the most consequential people on the boat and apparently our gallant skipper knows on which side his ship’s biscuit is buttered. And, incidentally, the Lamberts have invited the whole table to drinks in the smoking room tonight at ten. I know I shouldn’t—but! Well, it’s the first night out and a girl’s only young once, you know, and not so very young at that!

In the meantime, you ought to feel perfectly comfortable, my pet. Your Mary is safely launched on the deep blue sea with not a playmate under forty in sight, unless one happens to show himself when the sea gives up its sick; not a familiar name on the passenger list and the one eligible male obviously hanging on the smiles of a rich young flapper.

And so, as I said before—and as Kipling said several times before me—we go rolling down to Rio!


Here comes my Adam to fetch his Eve—or, as he calls me, not very flatteringly, his safety valve! Would you believe it, the sun on the upper deck must have caught his bald pate because it has actually turned a delicate pink? In November too! What fun I am going to have watching the “plum” ripen into gloryous crimson maturity. And keeping the flies off it according to our contract! That’s a new rôle for a promising young girl reporter.

And so to the bar, but not, I hope, to cross it.

No more now.


Stateroom,

Saturday, November 14th.

2:10 A. M.



Did I say “no more,” Davy? Did I say that? Did I also say—oh, my God, what didn’t I say? And what haven’t I to tell you now?

I tried to send off a radio to the paper, but it was promptly suppressed. If only you and I had arranged a private code, Davy, we’d have the greatest scoop in our careers tonight.

You’ll certainly have had the news long before this frantic scrawl reaches you, but I’m going to try and collect my scattered wits sufficiently to keep as full a record as I did for the Laubenthal case. You remember what a help that turned out to be in solving the mystery—and here on board this very ship, Davy, is a mystery that makes the “L” case look as simple as a jigsaw puzzle of only three pieces!

And won’t Aunt Caroline crow! She’ll say it all came from taking a boat that sailed on Friday the thirteenth. And she won’t be so far wrong either. Since sleep is now impossible, I’ll begin at the beginning, or rather where I left off earlier this evening. (Was it really this evening—just about four hours ago? Seems like a million aeons since I had a moment of peace or tranquillity!)

Probably the first half of my story, at least, is irrelevant and immaterial, if not incompetent, but it just might supply a clue, so here goes.

You remember how I said that the Lamberts had invited our whole table to the smoking room for drinks at ten? Well, I drifted in with Adam Burr a few minutes after I’d finished writing to you and found Mrs. Lambert sitting in state with old Wolcott. Mr. Lambert was playing bridge with the funny little man I described earlier whose name turned out to be Daniels,—Mr. Burr (who had gone out to fetch me while he was dummy), and another man whom I hadn’t seen before. In addition there was a steward behind the bar, but I am quite positive that there was no one else in the room.

Mrs. Lambert greeted me as I came in, so I sat down with her and the courtly Wolcott and our positions were like this:

[image: Image]

My hostess was most affable and we became quite girl-to-girl on the subject of my special articles, which she always reads over her Sunday breakfast. She is one of those women who are actually about thirty-eight, don’t look a day over twenty-eight, and act all of eighteen. Still, she was pleasant enough and old Wolcott took his cue from her and together they flattered me so that I really began to believe that there is something in the power of the press—after all.

Mrs. Lambert asked me if I’d like to order a drink now or wait until the bridge players joined us. They looked as if they were just about to finish a rubber so I naturally said I’d just as soon wait a while. From time to time I managed to escape from her dithyrambs and strolled over towards the bridge table in order to watch the play. Although the stakes were not high, everyone seemed to be very intent on the game. So much so that I was introduced only in the most casual manner to the member of the party whom I hadn’t met before, a Mr. Robinson, I believe his name was. As I remember him, he was an uneventful person, of any age between thirty and fifty; cleanshaven; wore glasses, and had thick sort of brownish hair and a wonderful coat of tan. This, he explained in rather a squeaky, high pitched voice by saying it was the result of a prolonged vacation in Florida. I can’t for the life of me remember his saying anything else.

It was not long before I realized that something was rotten in the game of contract—or at least, that Mr. Daniels was not very well satisfied with his partner’s play. They had, apparently, won two rubbers more by good luck than good judgment, but now things were beginning to go against them.

“Well,” snapped Daniels in pure Londonese which I will not attempt to reproduce, “since I’m incapable of getting my partner to give me the correct lead, I propose a drink, if you’ve no objection, sir,”—this to Mr. Lambert. “Now, I have the recipe for a gin rickey—may I order one all around?”

“No, no,” cried Mr. Lambert hospitably. “The party is on me, but I’ll buy anything an Englishman suggests in the shape of a new concoction.”

He smiled genially and summoned the steward. Mrs. Lambert and I said we’d take a glass of sherry. Mr. Burr and Mr. Robinson both had highballs, while Mr. Daniels laboriously wrote out the requirements for his rickey, which was finally ordered for himself and Mr. Lambert.

They then resumed their bridge, with the same partners, and much as I love to watch the game, I remembered my manners and rejoined Mrs. Lambert on the couch.


I proffered some banality about her charming niece, asking why she was not with us.

“Oh, Betty’s out on deck,” she said, with an arch little smile. “Youth must have its fling, you know—”

I flippantly inquired with whom youth was flinging.

“Why, Jimmy Earnshaw, of course. He’s such a nice boy.”

Here she lowered her voice as if to impart some fearful indiscretion,

“They’ve been seeing a great deal of each other lately and—well, we are hoping this cruise may turn out to be something more than a business trip after all.”

Her eyes had assumed the avid expression of the confirmed middle-aged matchmaker, who eats too much candy, reads too many novelettes and tries to get a vicarious thrill out of other people’s emotional experiences.

“Well,” I remarked, “I’m not surprised. She’s an awfully pretty girl and would look nice under any circumstances—even in the dentist’s chair.”

“Oh, but she doesn’t have any trouble with her teeth,” cried my hostess, who was nothing if not literal. She then proceeded to explain that, even if distressing dental contingencies were to arise, Betty’s parents had plenty of money to give her the best of everything.

You can imagine that I soon got bored with this kind of stuff and finally strolled over to the bridge table again, leaving my hostess a somewhat more sympathetic audience in the person of old man Wolcott.

Now, Davy, at the risk of boring you and dwelling too much on trivial details, I am going to write out a description of one or two of the hands. You know my habit of always noting down interesting looking hands in the hopes of being able to use them when I have to pinch-hit for the “Contractor” on the bridge page. And then, I’m putting down every single detail that I can remember.

So here are the hands as I jotted them down on the back of my dinner menu.
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The dear Lord knows why I didn’t lose the paper considering what happened later, but they seemed so exciting at the time that even Mr. Wolcott left Mrs. Lambert and came over to watch them being played.

Even a lesser bridge player than you, darling, will see at a glance that East and West can easily get their opponents down. The double is perfectly good but what does the ineffable West do? He leads the one and only card in his hand which will enable Mr. Lambert to make his contract, viz., namely and to wit—the lack of Clubs. South takes with Dummy Ace—plays out trumps, leads Clubs and finds (to his great surprise, as you may imagine) that after the Queen has fallen on the King, all those in his hand are good. So he makes his contract—doubled —and Mr. Daniels makes cutting remarks about leads.

Here’s another hand which struck me as interesting enough to note down, and which illustrates, even better than the last, how a poor lead can completely gum the works.
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Now it’s perfectly plain that if West (Robinson) had made the correct lead—a diamond—South (Lambert) was bound to go down one on his contract. But West foolishly led the Jack of Spades. (The man has a positive mania for Jacks.)


Lambert, after losing one heart, was able to throw his diamonds on dummy’s clubs and easily made the contract.

When Daniels asked afterwards, “Why on earth didn’t you lead a diamond?” Robinson made some foolish remark about not liking to lead from a king.

While one or the other of these hands was being played, I distinctly remember the steward coming in and passing around the drinks. After Mrs. Lambert had taken a sip of her sherry, she called the steward back and started to complain (she’s the whiney sort, you know) that it wasn’t as good as some she’d had before dinner. Mr. Lambert looked over his shoulder and said good naturedly:

“It’s probably exactly the same, my dear, only before dinner is the more correct time to drink sherry and it possibly tasted better then! It looks all right. At least I’m sure it would if I could see it, but I’ve mislaid my spectacles. In fact, I can hardly count the pips on my cards. Do you happen to have seen them? The spectacles, I mean. I searched everywhere in the cabin before I came up.”

Mrs. Lambert said rather tardy, “Oh, Alfred, you’re always losing them, and you’re always telling me what I ought and ought not to drink. It’s a woman’s privilege to change her mind and her drinks. Anyhow, I think I prefer port after all.”

Mr. Daniels made the old bromide about any port in a storm and Adam Burr patted himself and said that port was fattening.

Then Mrs. Lambert started to enumerate (not unkindly) in a stage whisper a few of her husband’s physical failings; his nearsightedness, his weak heart, his rheumatic twinges. When he caught the drift of the conversation he looked at us and smiled saying, “Yes, Miss Llewellyn, the old man is falling to pieces fast.”

I tell you all of these footling remarks, Davy, because I have a feeling that some time or another they may have some hideous significance. And it looks as if we are going to need all of our ammunition before we are through.
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Shortly afterwards they finished the rubber. Messrs. Robinson and Daniels, although they had been handsomely up at one time, were finally losers to the tune of three or four dollars. Mr. Lambert pocketed his winnings with the gleeful chuckle of a rich man who has had an unexpected windfall, and immediately suggested another rubber. Mr. Daniels and Mr. Robinson, who were still suffering from mutual dissatisfaction, finished up their drinks and excused themselves, saying that it was time for bed.

“I’m sure Mr. Wolcott would like to take my hand,” remarked the little Cockney as he moved towards the door.

“No, no, I’m afraid my bridge is too rusty. I’ll leave that to the younger folks.” The nasty old man gave me a bow that was quite unnecessarily courtly. “It’s the psychology of the game that appeals to me,” he continued, “just the psychology.”

Daniels left the room with a grunt. Mr. Lambert suggested rather tardily that the ladies join them for a final rubber. Mrs. Lambert said that she was feeling too sleepy. She’d go and get Jimmy Earnshaw and Betty, she said, and see if either of them would like to make a fourth, adding that she’d ask the steward to bring up her husband’s spectacles if he found them anywhere in their suite. Then she said good-night all around and in a few minutes the two young people came in from the deck, both looking rather cold and pale (love, I suppose!). Betty was bearing the most beautiful orange shawl I have ever seen in my life. Normally it would have suited her rather well, but its bright color now seemed to throw into relief the abnormal pallor of her face.

While Earnshaw stood by the couch talking to me, Betty went over and kissed her uncle good-night.

“No dear,” I heard her say, “I’m far too sleepy to play bridge; just one more turn on the deck with Jimmie, then I’m going back to my stateroom.”

“Well, just pull the curtain over that open window before you go,” said Mr. Lambert. “I believe I’m developing a stiff neck. And ask the steward for a plain gin and ginger ale, will you, Betty? Mr. Daniels’ rickey was positively poisonous. I want something to take the taste away.” I noticed, incidentally, that he had drunk only a little of it.

Betty did as she was asked and then Earnshaw excused himself to me and they both went out together.

We were now in that unenviable position of being three keen bridge players (Lambert, Burr and myself) in search of a fourth. We talked aimlessly for about ten minutes and I was just about to abandon the idea of a game and go to bed when Daphne Demarest entered the room looking even taller and more hoydenish than she had at dinner.

She smiled weakly, saying, “I can hardly stagger, but, if I must stagger somewhere, let it be to a bridge table. Bridge and drinkin’ are about the only two things to do in weather like this.”

After that I thought it would be mean to refuse to play. I wish to God now I’d never succumbed, but I did and that’s that. Finally I partnered Mr. Burr against Daphne and Mr. Lambert, and we started to play at a tenth of a cent a point. Mr. Wolcott stood behind my chair in ceremonious silence, but although stray passengers sauntered into the room now and again, I am perfectly positive that no one stayed there any length of time.

And thus, while we dealt and bid, the curtain went down on Scene I of tonight’s hideous drama, and, as I still feel as though sleep is utterly out of the question, I may as well begin on Scene II which contains the climax.


Well, first of all, I should mention that our positions were like this:
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Then, I remembered, the steward came in with Mr. Lambert’s gin and ginger ale and put it down by him. Just as he was going away our host called him back and ordered a highball for Daphne (“double whiskey with a splash,” as she called it!) and one for Mr. Burr. I said I didn’t want any more to drink as I had an operation to consider. Then Mr. Lambert finished the remains of his rickey and the steward took the glass away.

Daphne was not a very good player, but she and Mr. Lambert had the cards and they won the first two hands without any opposition; On the third hand our opponents went up to little slam in spades, and it just happened that, although my hand was pretty worthless in the other three suits, I did hold five spades to the jack over Mr. Lambert’s declaration. I doubled and he promptly re-doubled.

I shall never know what the outcome of the play would have been, but I am positive that only a miracle could prevent my setting him at least one.

You know, Davy, there is always a moment of tension after a re-double. Partners look anxiously at each other, give nervous little laughs, and then assume smug expressions in an endeavor to hide their apprehension. We did all these things, I suppose, and then Mr. Lambert remarked, “I’ll need a drink if I’m to get home on this one!”

He took a long pull at his gin and ginger ale, put the glass down on the table, and started to play. At this juncture Mr. Wolcott gave a look at my hand, smiled inscrutably and went out of the room.

After the first few leads I noticed that Mr. Lambert’s hands were trembling so that he could hardly control the cards, and then—oh God! Davy, shall I ever forget it?—he staggered to his feet with a noise which can only be described as a strangled gurgle. For one perfectly horrible moment he stood there teetering, a ghastly grin on his face, then he crashed forward, dropping his cards, knocking over the three glasses and utterly ruining Daphne’s frock. Before we had time to collect our wits he was lying on the floor writhing in convulsions.

For what seemed to me like an eternity we all stood perfectly still—staring at him with a kind of horrified fascination. I have often read stories in which people were poisoned and have thought of it as a kindly, peaceful sort of a death, but no gunshot wounds, no bloodshed could have been more hideous than this. It was the most cruel, the most bestial thing I have ever seen—and at the same time the most pitiful.

I suppose it was really a matter of about two seconds before we recovered, though it seemed an age. Daphne Demarest, who had been contemplating the proceedings in a thoroughly detached manner, was the first to regain her senses.

“Here, take his feet, Mr. Burr,” she snapped, “and we’ll get him up on the couch. I’m a trained nurse.” Then she stooped down and I swear to you, Davy, she lifted that heavy man as easily as if she were putting a new born baby into its bath.

“The doctor, quick,” cried Mr. Burr, and the steward, who had been staring at us goggled-eyed, sprang into life and dashed out of the room, as if glad to escape from the hideous thing which it contained.

Don’t ask me what happened next, Davy. Don’t ever ask me. It is a nightmare which I hope never to think of again as long as I live. I remember being vaguely conscious of the doctor’s presence. I remember hearing him say something about tetanus-like convulsions, cyanosis and I caught a Latin phrase—risus sardonicus it sounded like—and then plainly, terribly plainly, and distinctly came the word STRYCHNINE!

“Someone had better go off and get the captain. There’s nothing more that I can do for him.”

I looked eagerly into the face of the surgeon, as they call the doctor on a British boat. Anything—anything to escape from that horrible smoking room.

He nodded. “You’d better come back,” he said gently. “That is if you can stand it.”

Without waiting for another word I made for the door



and rushed blindly out, almost colliding on the threshold with Earnshaw, who was whistling the tune which the orchestra had been playing all the evening. His cheerful expression altered at once when he saw my face.

“In there—the smoking room—Mr. Lambert,” I gasped, “you’d better go in and help.”

I did not wait to see what he did but dashed on to find someone—anyone—who would direct me to Captain Fortescue.

To reach the captain of a ship at midnight is as difficult as getting in for an interview with John D. Rockefeller. Every member of the crew whom I approached for help told me that it was out of the question to speak to the commander at that time because he was busy navigating. But at last an officer appeared and, having enough sense to realize that something really serious was wrong, he took me straight up to the bridge, where I found the captain looking very solid and reassuring. There was a terrific gale blowing, but I didn’t care what it did to my hair or my frock. It was like a heavenly draught of clear spring water to feel the fresh air on my face again after the atmosphere in that stuffy room.

“Captain Fortescue,” I shrieked, trying to make my voice heard against the wind, “You are wanted in the first-class smoking room. A passenger—Mr. Lambert—has been killed. The surgeon is there and—and—”

And then I suppose I fainted, for the next thing I knew was that my face was rubbing against the rough serge of the captain’s coat. There was a nice mannish smell that reminded me of you—brandy and cigars, I expect—a strong arm around my shoulder, and a sense of pleasant warmth trickling down my throat.

“There, there, now you’ll be all right,” said the captain comfortingly. “I’ll come with you at once. Mr. Billings, the ship’s yours.”

When Captain Fortescue and I reached the smoking room, we found the doors locked. The steward opened them immediately at the voice of authority and we entered the room together. The body was still lying on the couch and had—mercifully—been covered by a rug.

As I entered I heard Earnshaw saying to the doctor:

“He had a pretty groggy heart, doctor, and was rather liable to sudden attacks. Mrs. Lambert always keeps digitalis handy.”

“This wasn’t a heart attack,” said the young surgeon grimly, and then he started to talk to the captain in low tones.

The steward, meanwhile, was wiping up the mess of drinks and playing cards with which the floor was littered. Daphne Demarest was calmly smoking a cigarette by the window and Mr. Burr hovered solicitously around me.

After a few moments the captain turned and faced us. He looked far less self-possessed than he had previously.

“You were all present when this—er—accident occurred?” he asked.

“All except Mr. Earnshaw,” replied Burr. “Mr. Earnshaw, by the way, is Mr. Lambert’s secretary.”

Earnshaw nodded. He looked very shaken and upset.

“I can’t understand it,” he murmured. “He was perfectly well at dinner time. If it wasn’t one of his usual attacks—”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Earnshaw,” interrupted the captain, “but Dr. Somers says that it looks very much as though Mr. Lambert had died from strychnine poisoning. We have searched his pockets, and—unless anyone has anything which may throw further light on the matter, or unless evidence is forthcoming that Mr. Lambert took his own life, there is only one conclusion to be reached.”

There was a moment of absolute silence in the smoking room, while the captain paused, waiting for one of us to speak. When no one volunteered any remark, he continued: “Of course, I don’t want to jump to conclusions, but it seems to me—and I think Dr. Somers will agree—that Mr. Lambert has been deliberately murdered. I shall ask you to say as little as possible about the matter, of course; we don’t want to upset the other passengers. And while the body is being removed, there are one or two questions which——”

At this point Daphne Demarest strode across the room with three long masculine strides. There was something magnificent about her as she stood there, facing the commander with flashing eyes.

“Captain Fortescue,” she cried, “we are all very sorry for your predicament, I’m sure, but if this is awkward for you, just think how—how deuced unpleasant it is for us. If Mr. Lambert was poisoned, then one of us three people—Miss Llewellyn, Mr. Burr or myself—must have poisoned him. Except for the steward we were the only three people present when Mr. Lambert ordered drinks. His glass was standin’ on the table and—well, there’s no need for me to dot my ‘i’s’ or cross my ‘t’s’ I suppose. But what I’m really sayin’ is this—when I got on board the ship this morning with Mrs. Clapp, I never heard of Mr. Lambert in my life—nor, I daresay, had Miss Llewellyn or Mr. Burr. We happen to have been eatin’ at the same table and we accepted his invitation to play cards tonight. As for wantin’ to do away with the poor man—” She finished her sentence with a snap of her fingers and lit another cigarette.

“Miss Demarest is quite right,” murmured Mr. Burr hoarsely. “And, since we are all more or less implicated, I demand that we all be searched immediately—at least, not Miss Llewellyn, because even in the unlikely event that she had any damaging evidence about her person, she could have got rid of it when she went up to fetch you, captain.”

By this time the ship’s surgeon had. returned from disposing of the body and with him came the purser (a nice lad called Jennings) and—for no reason at all that I could see—our old friend Mr. Daniels.

We were then searched and thoroughly questioned, but since no one brought out any points that have not been included in my record, there’s no need for me to go into it all again. The only thing new was the information volunteered by Earnshaw that Mr. Lambert’s financial affairs were in perfectly good shape, that he was sixty-two years old and quite happy (as far as he knew) with his wife, (his second effort, by the way), to whom he had been married about two years. That seemed to rule out the probability of suicide.

The secretary added that he was acquainted with the terms of Mr. Lambert’s will, in which, with the exception of a few minor bequests, he had left all of his considerable fortune to his wife.

Mr. Burr and Mr. Daniels then gave the captain a few details about the game of bridge that they had played earlier in the evening; he solemnly wrote down the names of those who had been present and made a few notes about the passing of the drinks.

As soon as the steward came back into the room Dr. Somers called him over and gave him what sounded like urgent instructions on some point or other. I did not hear what he said, but I caught most of the steward’s reply.

“No, doctor, glasses are always washed as soon as they are taken away. No, sir, the poor gentleman upset all three of the second lot when he fell over.”

“Then I suppose analysis of the contents of the tumbler will be out of the question.” The ship’s surgeon sighed and a puzzled little frown crinkled the smooth skin of his forehead.

It was at this juncture (I think) that Earnshaw suggested that someone ought to go down and tell Mrs. Lambert. The captain nodded, gave a few parting injunctions, and then asked Dr. Somers and Earnshaw to accompany him to the Lambert suite.

It was then, and not until then (believe it or not, Davy!) that I thought of my scoop. An important business man had been murdered under my very nose—and my paper panting for crime news! I dashed off to the radio room and wrote out a message for “The Fox.” But it was destined not to be, for I had barely handed it in to the operator when I heard the captain’s voice behind me. Oh, well, I suppose I should have known! He was awfully nice about it and explained very carefully what his position was and how they couldn’t be absolutely sure that it was murder until they’d gone into the matter more thoroughly. Of course I had to give in, feeling very cheap as you can imagine, especially when he  told me that Mrs. Lambert was having hysterics in her stateroom and that all Earnshaw’s energies were being devoted to Betty, who was also frightfully upset. “A woman is needed down there,” he said succinctly.

I went down at once and did what I could to comfort the poor widow. Finally Dr. Somers gave her an injection and Betty came in to sleep with her. It was nearly two o’clock when I reached my own stateroom.

And here I’ve been scribbling to you ever since, Davy dear. What a night! A grey streaky dawn is just beginning to break over the ocean and it’s about time I tried to snatch some sleep. Incidentally, I’m about frozen.

And all the while the ship has been going steadily onward—just as though nothing had ever happened. Isn’t it amazing!

Good night and good morning, darling.


On Deck.

Saturday, November 14th.

12:30 P. M.



It’s a heavenly day and the sea is so beautiful that I want to burst into rhapsodic clichés about sapphire skies, pearly clouds and emerald depths. Everything is so peaceful; the passengers have not yet awakened to the fact that there has been a violent death in our midst—and one solitary seagull, wearily tagging after the stern of the Moderna, is a reassuring sign that we can’t have left the coast so very far behind.

But it’s quite far enough for my liking, Davy! I still feel like a dab of whipped cream wobbling precariously on the top of a frozen pudding. And this is the first day of my rest cure!

Well, I got to sleep at last, but it seemed as if I had barely closed my eyes when the stewardess came in with a cup of tea and told me that Mr. Jennings (the purser) presented his compliments and would I kindly stop in his office at 10:30.

I took my bath and dressed as quickly as possible. (I look a fright, and no wonder!) When I reached the purser’s office I found him sitting at his desk with a large sheaf of papers in front of him. He asked me innumerable questions about last night and made very careful notes of my answers. The poor lad is obviously worried to death and quite out of his natural element.

Finally I inquired, “Have you definitely established the fact that it was strychnine poisoning?”

He looked a trifle awkward as he replied, “Dr. Somers is performing an autopsy this morning. We can’t be positive about anything before this afternoon. And now, Miss Llewellyn, there’s a little favor I’d like you to do for me—”

He broke off, very pink and perplexed. I nodded encouragingly.

“The—the captain—has instructed me to interview Mrs. Lambert as soon as possible. It is not—as you may imagine—a commission that I particularly relish. In the first place the poor woman is probably confined to her berth and—I—a mere man—being a journalist, I thought perhaps you’d be used to that sort of thing.” He broke off with a gesture.

“Oh, I see, you’d like me to go down and find out how the land lies?”

“Would you?” he asked gratefully.

I felt sorry for the poor fellow and within a very few minutes I had presented myself at the door of the Lambert suite. Betty let me in and gave me a wan smile in answer to my mute questioning. The girl looked absolutely worn out but she seemed to be forcing herself to bear up with remarkable fortitude.

Mrs. Lambert was propped up in her berth, looking ten years older than she had the previous evening. There were dark lines under her eyes and her appearance was not improved by two blobs of rouge on her cheeks—a pathetic attempt, I suppose, at making herself presentable for callers.

I asked after her health and said all the foolish and useless things one does say on such occasions, but she simply looked at me with dazed, frightened eyes and made no reply to any of my questions.


But, all of a sudden, she gave a sharp jerk as if pulling herself back to sentient life.

“Was he—was he really murdered?” she asked in a whisper. “My poor husband murdered?”

This was my opportunity to carry out the promise I had made to the purser. I told her as gently as I could that nobody was sure about anything as yet, but that she could be very helpful if only she would be kind enough to answer a few questions when Mr. Jennings came down to her room later on.

“Certainly,” she said, “I’ll answer any questions at all, though I’m sure there’s nothing I know that would be of much help. My husband was a happy man, Miss Llewellyn—a very happy man considering his age. He had his business worries of course, who hasn’t these days? But our life together has been all that we could have wished. Of course, my family always thought I was crazy marrying a man old enough to be my father—but he was good to me, a good husband, a kind man—”

She dabbed at her eyes with her handkerchief.

“You mean, that you know of no reason why your husband should have wished to take his own life?” I asked.

“No, no, we were so happy,” she insisted tearfully. “But there are a great many people who may have wished him out of the way, for all I know.” She looked at me with veiled eyes. “How well do you know your friend, Mr. Burr?” she asked suddenly. “He seems to be very attentive.”

I replied that I had never set eyes on him before yesterday.

“Well, he says he’s recovering from an operation, but my personal belief is that he came on this trip to try to get a South American contract away from my poor husband. He is the vice-president of a rival company, you know. Mr. Lambert didn’t say anything definite, but I know he was quite upset to find Adam Burr on the same boat.”

“I remember you told me that this was a business trip,” I remarked invitingly.

Mrs. Lambert glanced anxiously towards Betty, who had been staring aimlessly out of the porthole. The girl immediately took the hint and left us alone together.

“Yes,” whispered Mrs. Lambert, “it was a very important business trip. I know nothing of the details, of course, but the whole thing was to be kept a dead secret. That’s the reason we brought Betty along. Perhaps Jimmie—Mr. Earnshaw, that is—can tell you about it. But there is one thing I can tell you—”

She shuddered as though she were remembering something particularly unpleasant, and once again I noticed the look of fear in her eyes.

“There was something wrong with that glass of sherry which 1 had last night. You remember how I sent it back and asked for port? Well, I believe that someone had done something to it. The wine tasted absolutely different from what I had before dinner—you heard the steward say it was exactly the same! Can you wonder, Miss Llewellyn, in view of what happened later to my poor husband, that I am frightened for myself—for Betty—even for Mr. Earnshaw, who was my husband’s right hand man and so devoted to his interests.”

She was obviously working herself up into hysterics so I interposed quickly:

“But your husband had a weak heart,” I said. “Isn’t it possible that—?”

“Yes, he did,” she sobbed, “and of course it may have been that. He always went at things so hard—work and play—at his age it was very unwise. It may have been that, oh God knows what it was—”

Here she broke down again, completely, so I summoned Betty, who gave her some aromatic spirits of ammonia and fussed soothingly about her.

After a while I left and went to my chair on the upper deck to enjoy the lovely warm sunlight and try to think things over coolly, calmly and collectedly.

And before I go any further, Davy, I want to say one or two things about Mrs. Lambert. Not that I intend to pose as an infallible psychologist at this stage of the game. I am, however, prepared to bet fifty to one that she did not murder her husband, even if she does inherit his money. After all, it takes a great deal of what you so vulgarly call “intestinal fortitude” to commit a murder, and she hasn’t any of that in her make-up. She’s no fool, of course, and I don’t believe for a moment that she was passionately in love with old Lambert —but, kill him in cold blood, never! She’s too soft—too feminine. Murderers—especially when they are murderesses—should be made of sterner stuff. She may have deceived him, told him fibs, kidded him along, but she did not actually take his life. Of that I am certain. Besides, she never had an opportunity. She was sitting on the couch all the evening and not once did she come within three yards of the drinks on the bridge table—not even when she said good night. She’s a silly woman and I don’t particularly like her, but I’m going to do all I can to help her because she is thoroughly scared—and—well, us girls must cling together in a case like this! So much for that.

Now for the next developments, such as they are.

I hadn’t been long on the upper-deck, sunning myself and sipping my bouillon, before I was joined by Adam Burr. Apparently he had spent his whole morning either in cross-questioning or being cross-questioned. He has found out that Mr. Lambert’s first wife is dead, leaving one child (male) with whom he had not been on speaking terms for some years.

There has been plenty of activity, it appears, from the authorities this morning. The smoking room has been gone over with a fine comb but nothing has been found. The steward (who has been with the company fourteen years and has a blameless record) swears that he fixed Mr. Lambert’s drink exactly the same as usual and that no one approached him or came near his tray while he was carrying the glasses to their respective destinations. Mrs. Lambert’s sherry was exactly the same as before and he is positive that he opened a fresh bottle of soda water for each glass that required it.

Earnshaw has been given an opportunity to look over every passenger, officer, and member of the crew to see if he could identify anyone as being an enemy of Mr. Lambert’s, but he has declared that everyone was a complete stranger—with one exception.

“And you, I presume, are the exception,” I interposed quickly.

“Clever child, how did you guess? Yes, I admit I knew Mr. Lambert slightly—only in a business way, of course.” Here Mr. Burr pulled out a large handkerchief and passed it over his shiny bald pate. “As a matter of fact, I was very much astonished to see Alfred Lambert on this boat at all. His presence could mean only one thing—that he was after a contract! And he had told me that he was never going to have any more dealings with those ‘damned Dagoes’ as he called them. His firm got bitten pretty badly last year when the milreis dropped.”

He went on to explain that both he and Mr. Lambert were connected with different firms and that there was a big contract now going begging in Rio de Janeiro. He admitted quite frankly that they were business rivals but assured me that there was no personal animosity—on his side at least. “Old Al Lambert,” he continued, “was as sharp as a thumbtack, but outwardly he was always a perfect gentleman.”

“Do you think his financial affairs were in such shape that he might have wanted to take his own life?” I asked.

Mr. Burr chuckled, “No, no. Alfred is not the man he was, of course, but nobody really is or was as far as I can make out. Still, I think the old boy could still sign a six-figure check without turning a hair. He feathered his nest all right—wish I could say the same. Besides, as I remarked before, Lambert was always very much the gentleman. And no one would say it would be a gentlemanly thing to do—to take poison in the middle of a game of bridge, to knock the drinks all over the ladies’ dresses, and to make such an exhibition of one’s self in public. Besides, if he had been suicidally inclined, he would at least have waited till the end of the rubber. Al’s middle name was Contract—in more senses of the word than one.”

We then started to discuss the possibilities and probabilities of the previous evening, but Mr. Burr could think of nothing that was out of the ordinary and had absolutely no contributions to offer in the way of a motive. Suddenly it seemed to dawn on us that, considering we were strangers to each other and both under suspicion, we were being extraordinarily frank and outspoken in talking this way. I hope this is all going to sound funny to me some day, but even as I write, I have a horrid, creepy feeling along my spine—. Suppose something got planted among my belongings? I know I’m innocent, but no one else does. Probably Mr. Burr felt about me just as I felt about him—not absolutely sure.

Anyway, after a moment he bent over me and looked at me searchingly.

“Forget those dark thoughts, my dear, and let’s work in double harness on this. I’ve never been in cahoots with the press before and it might really be a help to pool our resources. What do you say?”

He looked so kind and paternal that I broke down and told him all about my visit to Mrs. Lambert, my journal, the Laubenthal case—everything, in short, except the name of my bootlegger.

Oh, well, perhaps I was a fool and perhaps not. Anyhow, there goes the lunch bugle and a cup of bouillon won’t sustain me for ever.

I must fly.


On Deck.

Saturday, November 14th.

4:15 P. M.



I had a little nap after lunch, Davy, and woke up to find Adam tenderly wrapping my steamer rug round my legs. The old dear has now gone off to fetch me a cup of good strong English tea, so I have a chance to scribble down the item of news which he has just imparted.


It’s awful to write about such things on this gorgeous Moby Dick of a day, but I must get pen to paper before medical terms escape my memory.

Apparently Dr. Somers has completed his autopsy and, although he is not a regular pathologist, he has satisfied himself as to the cause of Mr. Lambert’s death. An examination of the stomach contents tends to verify his diagnosis of strychnine poisoning, and the amount swallowed seems to have been enough to cause death even in a healthy young man, let alone an old one with a leaky mitral valve. There’s no-doubt about his heart having been in bad shape, but Dr. Somers says he might easily have lived twenty more years with reasonable care. It was the strychnine that did the trick.

Our young surgeon is quite frank on the subject of his own inadequacy, but he has apparently done his best with the rough and ready equipment that he has on board ship. He told Mr. Burr (though why on earth he should have been so confiding beats me!) that he is unable to say when or how the poison was administered or exactly how long it took to act. Certain organs are going to be removed (ugh!) for further analysis when we reach Georgetown.

This afternoon the body will be embalmed and placed in an empty stateroom. Merciful heavens! Just supposing it should be next to mine! Imagine how one would feel if one jumped into the wrong bed and found—oh Davy, it’s too frightful! But I must keep my own counsel, as the general public still doesn’t know a thing. They’ve been told that an elderly invalid died the first night out and no one even suspects foul play. At least, that is the story.

These are a few pleasant thoughts to carry me through my tea—here it comes incidentally. And later on Adam Burr and I are going to slip away to a secluded spot (dear, didn’t I tell you he’s got a head like a plum and a tummy like a pear!) and go over everything we can remember about last night. As a matter of fact, I’m going to read this journal to him, all except certain little asides that are meant for your ears and eyes alone. At present I’m afraid I have nothing more to contribute. In the Laubenthal case I did have a hunch. But now I have nothing—except this record which does at least set down as accurately as possible every single thing I observed consciously last night.


Stateroom,

Saturday, November 14th.

6:30 P. M.



Well, darling, it is just possible that I may have contributed something after all, although, as you will see later, I am still doubtful. In any case I must hurry if I’m going to tell you because it’s getting late and I’ve got to dress. I have a particular reason for wanting to go down to dinner tonight—a very particular reason!

Adam and I had a long conference on deck this afternoon and first of all I read him my journal (minus terms of endearment and all twiddleybits) from the very beginning, while he scribbled little notations. Finally he said:

“Would you mind beginning again at the part where you first mention drinks being served in the smoking room?”

I started at page 19 and went on until he told me to stop. Then I looked at him and he looked at me, and both in one breath we said:

“If—”

Apparently the same thought had struck us almost simultaneously. So before going any further he hurried off to ask the surgeon whether or not the strychnine might have been administered in the first round of drinks.

He came back in a very few minutes carrying a thick green book entitled, CUSHNY’S PHARMACOLOGY AND THERAPEUTICS.

“Dr. Somers wasn’t there,” he exclaimed, “so I swiped this book from his cabin. Luckily I had one brief and inglorious year in medical school, so dear old Cushny won’t be entirely Greek to me.”

He opened the textbook at the section on strychnine, which, judging from various markers and marginal notes, had recently been consulted pretty freely by Dr. Somers.

Then Mr. Burr started to read me a highly technical description of strychnine, its action on the human body, the fatal dose and the horrible symptoms which follow its ingestion. Suddenly a phrase arrested my attention:

“—the first complaint is a feeling of stiffness in the muscles of the neck and face—”

“Wait a minute,” I cried out excitedly. “Mr. Burr, don’t you remember that Mr. Lambert complained to Betty about a stiff neck when she came in to wish him good night? He asked her to pull the curtain over the window in spite of the fact that the room was as stuffy as a hothouse. And this was before he’d even ordered his second drink.”

Mr. Burr’s only reply was a long, low whistle.

“And,” I continued, turning over the pages of my journal, “you will remember that Mr. Lambert had drunk only a little of his rickey at this point. He didn’t finish it until page 28, or after you and Daphne and I had begun to play—about fifteen minutes before he finally collapsed.”

“Yes, yes,” agreed Mr. Burr, in a tense whisper, “and naturally the alkaloid would have a tendency to stay at the bottom of the tumbler. Oh, boy, I believe we have got something at last. Strychnine, apparently, does not act very quickly and the old man might easily not have gotten the full effect until he drained his glass just before the second round of drinks came on. And then he complained of the bitterness of Daniels’ famous rickey, didn’t he? Well, strychnine has a very bitter taste—oh, my Lord, this looks bad for Daniels!”

We discussed the matter for a while longer and finally decided that Mr. Burr would take it up with the authorities as soon as possible, but, for the time being, we would not tell the others about the new development. Our discovery had, of course, considerably enlarged the list of suspects. If the poison had been put in Mr. Lambert’s second drink—the gin and ginger ale—then either Wolcott, Burr, Daphne, the steward or myself must be guilty. But if the rickey was responsible, then we had to figure on the possibility of Daniels,  Robinson, Betty, Earnshavv, and Mrs. Lambert as well.

“I can easily imagine,” Mr. Burr concluded, “that our murderer is now congratulating himself on a tremendous piece of luck. Naturally everyone will have jumped to the conclusion that it was the last drink which contained the strychnine, especially since it has been impossible to analyze what remained in the glass. It is even probable that he—or she—had a perfect alibi by the time Lambert actually passed out.” “Well,” I said, “I think the best thing we can do is to find out as much as we can about our fellow passengers and see if there is any one of them who had a possible motive. I’ll start tonight at dinner to cross-question the captain as tactfully as I can. You follow my lead. In the meantime, why don’t you tell me about the circumstances which preceded the first game of bridge? There might be something illuminating in that.”

Adam hemmed and hawed for a few moments and then began his story of what happened during the earlier part of last evening.

He was, he said, in the smoking room at about 8:30 when the entire Lambert party entered. Mr. Lambert immediately rubbed his hands and suggested a game of bridge, but Betty said she didn’t feel very well and Earnshaw that he had a date with the moon. Then the young people made their escape. Mrs. Lambert didn’t seem keen on bridge either, so she and her husband strolled over to where Mr. Burr was sitting and started to chat with him and Wolcott. Meanwhile a few people drifted in and after Mr. Lambert had finished his cigar (in about half an hour’s time), he started to cast covetous eyes around him once again. Mr. Burr said he’d be delighted to play and then little Daniels popped up quite eagerly and said he’d make a fourth with Mr. Wolcott. But Wolcott refused (quite curtly, it seems) and Mr. Lambert was obliged to go over and ask Robinson, who had just come in and begun to play solitaire at a table near by. They cut for partners, settled stakes (one-fifth of a cent) and started in as I had found them when I came in later.

Nothing else important happened until Mr. Burr went off to fetch me—and the rest, of course, I know for myself.


And now, my dear, if I am to vamp the captain and my fellow passengers into telling me all about themselves, I must slip on something very seductive for dinner and do my damnedest. It’s an awful admission to make, Davy, but there’s a certain part of me that’s really enjoying this case, terrible though it be.

Now for a tub and after that my black lace Chanel—


Saturday,
 
Writing Room,

8:30 P. M.



Oh, my dear, dinner was a riot. Shall I ever forget it? It was just one of those things that one tries not to remember all the rest of one’s life, only to think of it now and again with an awful prickly sensation of shame and disgrace—I feel as though I had been caught stealing lumps of sugar at a garden party!

And my only excuse is that I had been primed by three cocktails before it all happened. Adam caught me just as I was coming out of my stateroom and rushed me off to the bar.—Never drink quickly, Davy, if you want to keep your wits and your manners about you.

Well, I found our table sadly depleted in numbers, though at first glimpse, while I was still suffering from dual vision, I had the impression of vast multitudes. Daniels, Silvera, Wolcott, Burr, Daphne Demarest, and Mrs. Clapp were the only passengers present. I behaved like a perfect lady all through the hors d’oeuvre and soup, and it was not until the agneau farci that I started to give an exhibition of what happens to a perfect lady when she tries to be tactful on one cocktail too many.

“Captain Fortescue,” I said as cutely and ingenuously as I could, “I’ve always wondered what it is that makes the captain of a liner invite certain people to sit at his table. Are they chosen for their looks, wealth, social position or their allure?”

Our gallant skipper looked at me the way Aunt Caroline does when you offer her a cocktail, blushed the color of raw beef and muttered something about “people who had special letters of introduction to him.”


“Of course,” I went on blithely, “I know that’s how it happened in my case. The City Editor of my paper (commonly known as ‘The Fox’) wrote and told you the worst about me, but I was wondering—take Mr. Burr now—surely nobody would be so rash as to give him a letter of recommendation?” I shot an arch smile across my shoulder at Adam.

“Mr. Burr,” replied the captain stiffly, “has travelled on this ship a great many times. I might go so far as to say that we are old friends.”

“And is Mr. Daniels an old friend too?”

The captain looked anxiously towards the little Cockney, who was wolfing his petìts pois paysanne and talking animatedly to Daphne at the same time.

“Mr. Daniels—er—brought a letter from our London office—he—”

“Oh, I’m quite okay,” interrupted the subject of our conversation, without taking the time to empty his mouth. “Don’t worry about me, Miss Llewellyn. My credentials are all right, but like my photographs, they don’t do me justice.” His piggy little eyes were twinkling with malicious amusement, as he added, “But Mr. Wolcott now—why not ask him how he got in such distinguished company?”

Now I’ve already told you, Davy, that I don’t like Wolcott and apparently Daniels doesn’t either. There’s something clammy and insincere about him. But still, he is a grey-headed old man, and even after three cocktails I would never deliberately make him feel uncomfortable at the dinner table. Uncomfortable he certainly was, however, when he caught Daniels’ remark. His face went deep pink and he laid down his fork as though he was never going to pick it up again.

“I—I—came to this table because I was invited by the captain,” he stammered. “If my—er—presence is objectionable, well, there are other tables—”

It was at this point, Davy, just as I was about to try to pour some oil on the waters I had troubled, that a clear, distinct voice rang out in tones of ineffable disgust.

“This is insufferable!”


At first I thought it must be Silvera speaking, but he was munching away and sipping his wine as though he hadn’t heard a word of the previous conversation. Daphne’s face was a mask of well-bred disdain.

It was Mrs. Clapp who had spoken!

Now, I had never properly noticed the widow lady until this moment. I had been conscious of her as a dark, mournful-looking creature who had appeared once before at lunch yesterday, but who hadn’t a word to say for herself. Now, as I looked into her dark, flashing eyes, I realized immediately that she was a person to be reckoned with. I should judge her to be between fifty and sixty, but there’s hardly a wrinkle in her face and her eyes are as clear and handsome as those of a girl of sixteen. It was her voice, however, that was the big surprise. It went through everyone at the table like an electric current.

“It is insufferable,” she repeated, and though she had not risen to her feet, she gave that impression, for everyone’s eyes were fixed upon her. “Why should we be catechized at the dinner table as to our—credentials—our rights to eat when and where we please? We have paid our passage money, Miss Llewellyn, and if you as a newspaper reporter are too young and too ignorant to know who I am—”

At this point the captain interposed a trifle pompously, “I think we are taking Miss Llewellyn’s remarks a little too seriously, and, I’m sure, it’s an honor for us all to have a great artist like Mrs. Clapp at our table. To those of us who remember her  as Miss Marcia Manners, it is indeed an inestimable privilege.”

At the words “Marcia Manners” everyone at the table (except Daphne) stared at Mrs. Clapp as though she had been an apparition from another world—as indeed, in a sense, she was. For this mournful, subfusc woman is none other than the greatest of all comediennes—Marcia Manners, who made me laugh at the age of fourteen, made my mother chuckle at twenty-four, and caused my grandmother to hold up her fan to her mouth at forty. This was the woman who created so much fuss and excitement a few years ago by giving up a brilliant stage career to marry a man young enough to be her son; and he had died suddenly, I now remembered, only a few months ago. At last, Davy, I was beholding in the flesh a woman who had counted the world well lost for love.

No one spoke for a moment, but I noticed that Adam Burr had pulled out a pencil and was scribbling frantically on a menu card.

“Yes, Miss Llewellyn,” the beautifully modulated voice came across the table, “and I may as well inform you—since you apparently are so interested—that I am—or was—in a manner of speaking, a sister-in-law of Mr. Lambert’s. Unless I am very much mistaken, the gentleman at your side is writing that piece of information down for you at this moment.” (He was.) “The first Mrs. Lambert was once a Miss Manners. It was a great many years since I had seen my brother-in-law and I will tell you quite frankly that I did not approve of him—nor of the way he treated my sister. Now, Daphne, dear, unless there is any further personal intelligence that Miss Llewellyn requires, I think we may as well leave the table.”

With these words she sailed majestically out of the dining saloon, dutifully followed by her companion. The rest of us completed our meal in silence—and as speedily as we could.

I had just come into this room after dinner and was about to start writing my journal when Daphne came in, carrying under her arm an enormous box of chocolates adorned with all kinds of feminine frills and ribbons. She looked like a guardsman about to go calling on his sweetie.

I immediately went up to her and apologized for my share in the dinner-table fiasco, asking her to express my apologies to Mrs. Clapp for my unpardonable crudeness.

“Oh, that’s all right,” she said good-naturedly, “the old lady loves a scene now and again. I have ’em all the time, but she soon gets over it. She’s chucklin’ about it in her cabin now. She hates the press, you see, as is only natural, considerin’ how much she’s been in the public eye, but she’s a rippin’ good sort at bottom. We’re all in a devil of a. jam after last night and I don’t blame you a bit for tryin’ to find out all you can about our jolly little playmates. Have a chocolate, by the way?”


Her manner was so nice and friendly that I accepted at once. It was the most wonderful thing that I’ve ever eaten—all squishy inside and full of real French liqueur.

“My dear, what heavenly candy!” I exclaimed involuntarily.

Daphne paused with one on the way to her mouth and a doubtful expression passed over her face. I had the idea that she was trying to make up her mind whether or not she would tell me something. Suddenly it came out:

“Look at me, Miss Llewellyn, look as hard as you can and then tell me if you think I’m the kind of woman that would inspire a man’s passion at first sight.”

I looked at her but said nothing. Indeed, what could I say?

Then she plunged an enormous hand down the front of her dress and pulled out a piece of ship’s stationery with some typewriting on it.

“I found this in my room soon after dinner tonight, on top of this box of chocolates,” she said brusquely. “Such a thing has never happened in my life before. Here read it. I haven’t the foggiest idea who sent it.”

The letter went something like this:


DEAR MISS DEMAREST,

I know about last night’s murder and I know of your predicament. Also, I know a lady when I see one. If you find yourself in any difficulties, you have a friend at court who is more than devoted to your interests.

Just give the purser a note and he will deliver it to

Your friend and admirer,

ANON.



“And do you really intend to eat the chocolates?” I asked, wishing I hadn’t been so rash as to take one.

“Hell, yes; no one has ever wanted to do anything to me. I’ve often wished they would! Isn’t it amazin’ though? Well, I must be trottin’ along to Mrs. Clapp.”

With these words she replaced the billet-doux in her bosom and strode out of the room.

Ain’t life queer!



Saturday,

10:30 P. M.

Stateroom.



Well, Davy, I’ve turned in early enough even to please you, and in a few minutes I am going to bed with an allonal tablet (faute de mieux) to make up for the ravages of last night.

But before doing that, I must get down the nêw points which have come up tonight and I’m going to keep the best for the last, because it’s frightfully exciting. In fact it’s so exciting that it doesn’t bear thinking of, so I shan’t dwell on it.

I told Adam this evening that he ought to retire from business and join the rocking-chair brigade—he’s the greatest old woman for collecting gossip about people. And how he seems to love it! He has discovered (don’t ask me how) that Wolcott went to the purser’s office immediately after dinner this evening and made arrangements for a stop-over at Georgetown so that he could continue to Rio on another boat. Apparently he doesn’t find the atmosphere of this one to his liking. He claims that he is sleeping badly and feeling generally rotten. I must say that, for an old man, he looks the very picture of health. I wonder if my remarks at dinner precipitated this move! Or, I wonder—could this be the breakdown after a desperate act?

And the next item concerns our dark and dangerous Señor Silvera—the mystery man at the captain’s table.

You will remember that I told you he doesn’t speak a word of English—or, at least, not a word that is recognizable as our mother tongue. He gasps and sputters occasionally, but avoids opening his mouth as much as possible.

Well, my indefatlgable Adam who speaks Spanish like a toreador, approached him tonight and started a conversation in what he claims was ninety-nine and forty-four hundredths per cent. pure Castilian. After they had been talking awhile, Adam says he noticed that Silvera spoke Spanish with a distinct accent. In short he is a Brazilian, trying for some reason best known to himself, to pass as a Spaniard, whereas, of course, Portuguese is his native language.


Then Adam got to puzzling it out and it struck him further that Silvera’s face was quite familiar: he was sure that he’d seen a picture of it somewhere since coming on board. Finally, he discovered it in the current issue of a magazine, The Engineering Age, and Silvera is none other than Gil Da Silviera, President of the Rio de Janiero Construction Company. And the article said that he was in America on business and did not expect to return to Rio until next March!

Now, Davy, all you have to do is to put two and two together and make twenty-two. The Brazilian government is building a new breakwater in the Rio harbor. It will cost at least $90,000,000. Mr. Lambert’s company was after the job; Burr admits quite frankly that he is too—and Silvera is returning home four months ahead of his schedule. The race, apparently, is to the swift and the contract to the lowest bidder!

We were taking a walk round and round the upper deck while he was telling me all this. It is becoming increasingly difficult to be alone with anyone, for the number of passengers seems to have doubled since last night, and they are all so distressingly friendly. As soon as we had reached a more or less isolated spot, Adam paused and said:

“You know, partner, we’ve now pinned a motive on almost everybody concerned and made a thoroughly efficient job of it. But, there’s one person who seems to have been remarkably backward in coming forward about this whole business—and that’s Robinson. Don’t you think we ought to have a bit of a talk with him?”

“Gosh! I’d forgotten all about him,” I replied. “I hardly believed I’d know him again if I saw him. I vaguely remember that he had a pleasant coat of tan and wore spectacles. But I think your idea is a good one. He’s probably in the smoking room. It’s open again now—let’s go  and see. I’m getting giddy walking round the deck anyhow and my face is stiff from smiling at the same people every time we run into them.”

We went down the companion-way to the scene of last night’s tragedy, where we were immediately accosted by little Daniels,  who callously suggested a game of bridge. We both refused, and I said, smiling:

“Why not try your friend, Mr. Robinson? You seemed to admire his play last night—!”

Daniels snorted scornfully.

“And where is he, by the way?” I continued, “I haven’t seen him around at all since—since—Mr. Lambert’s death.”

“The less he hangs around, as far as I’m concerned, the better,” snaps Daniels. “Any man who leads the way he does ought to be locked up permanently. I jolly well hope that I never see his ugly mug across a bridge table again as long as I live.”

“Well, I thought he had a nice mug,” I said mendaciously, “I wouldn’t at all mind seeing it again at a bridge table—just so long as he was my opponent and not my partner.”

I was about to continue my attempt to draw Daniels out on the subject of Robinson when an incident occurred which even now gives me the strange creepy feeling up and down my spine that is becoming too, too familiar.

The nice Mr. Jennings came into the smoking room with a piece of paper in his hand and a puzzled frown on his face. As he came over and stood near me, I could not help noticing my own name written on his paper and that of Adam Burr, both with crosses against them. In fact there was only one name on the list which had no cross.

“Excuse me,” he said politely, addressing the three of us collectively, “but are you quite sure that the fourth bridge player last night was called Robinson?”

“There’s no forgetting either his name or his play,” said Daniels.

“Would you be so kind as to tell me once again what he looked like?”

Daniels and Burr stared at each other helplessly. Then they both turned inquiringly towards me.

“Why,” I stammered, “I didn’t notice him properly. It was the first night out, you know, and—and—”

“And Miss Llewellyn is engaged to another man,” said Adam-facetiously.

“He was sunburnt,” I continued, with a withering glance at Mr. Burr. “He wore a dark lounge suit; he has spectacles and thick brown hair and his age is about—”

“Thirty or forty,” added Daniels.

“Or fifty,” appended Adam.

Jennings looked down at his paper again and the corrugations on his forehead were deeper than ever.

“There’s a Mr. Robertson in the third class, but he’s over seventy years old—a Methodist minister—wears a beard and is travelling with his wife and daughter.”

I shook my head, and Mr. Daniels said with some vehemence:

“Good God, Jennings, the man can’t have vanished. He was here large as life last night. All you’ve got to do is to trace him on the passenger list. There aren’t that many people on board—surely!”

“Well,” Jennings said slowly, (and it was then that the uncanny feeling began to creep over me), “it may interest you to know that there is no one named Robinson among the passengers or among the crew. Moreover, we have checked your description against every man on the boat, and there is not—one soul—that—it fits!”


Social Hall,

Sunday, November 15th.

12:00 M.



All yesterday we must have been pressing hard upon the heels of summer, and today we have sailed full tilt into blazing sunshine and sub-tropical heat. I cannot help feeling sorry for you, Davy, back in New York, where the November blasts must be whistling around the corners and where, I’m sure, neither of the two trees in your block has a decent leaf left to cover itself.

The officers look very smart in white uniforms and all the experienced travellers have put on cotton suits or frocks. There are even more fresh faces about and everything looks quite bright and picturesque. And I have just recaptured something of my childish faith and devotion by going to a church service on board ship. The captain read a beautiful bit from Job about “drawing out Leviathan with a hook and binding the sweet influence of the Pleiades.” Then we sang a hymn about “those in peril on the sea” and I put up a special little prayer for you, Davy boy—and one for us both. It was all very charming and simple.

So now that I have regained my balance, my sober common-sense and (let us hope) my sense of humor, I can speak more calmly about last night’s development.

We have all been questioned again about Robinson; the ship has been searched from bow to stern; Daniels and Mr. Burr have themselves examined every male passenger who might possibly correspond to our description; but Robinson has not re-appeared.

There are four possibilities, according to Adam:

(1) He is a stowaway and has not yet been found.

(2) He has fallen overboard.

(3) He is an impersonation.

(4) He is a ghost.

Nos. 2 and 4 seem unlikely because no one called Robinson is registered, you remember, either as a passenger or as a member of the crew, but then I suppose ghosts don’t register anyhow—


40 minutes later.



I had just got to that point, Davy, when Jennings came into the social hall and asked me if I’d be kind enough to go down and see Mrs. Lambert, as she’d been asking for me. I jumped up at once and—like a fool—left my journal lying on the table, where I had been writing. However, I did have the sense to close it—of that I am certain.

Mrs. Lambert, Betty and Earnshaw were all in the sitting room when I entered. The poor widow looked somewhat rested and refreshed, but Betty was still quite pale and pathetic. Earnshaw, on the other hand, seemed to have recovered his poise and self-possession, which is very admirable seeing that, from a material point of view at least, he is really the hardest hit of them all. He has lost his employer, his job—and both he and his girl have probably been done out of a legacy by the old man’s sudden death.

Acting as spokesman for the party, he explained to me that all three of them had planned to leave the boat at Georgetown, where, after going through the necessary formalities, he would arrange for Mr. Lambert’s cremation. They hoped to get back to America on the next boat.

It was at this point that Mrs. Lambert interposed with, “But, Miss Llewellyn, I really wanted to talk to you about Betty. The poor child was promised a holiday—it’s bad for her to stay cooped up here all the time and, naturally, she’s a bit shy about appearing alone in public after what has happened. You are the only girl on board whom we know and who is anywhere near her age. I was wondering if you would be so kind—”

“Oh, Aunt Mabel,” interrupted Betty, a trifle petulantly, “there’s really no point in bothering Miss Llewellyn this way. I can hang around with Jimmie.”

“I’m going to be pretty busy,” interposed Earnshaw, “with Mr. Lambert’s papers until we get to Georgetown. I shan’t have a minute to spare. You must get some fresh air, Betty.”

The girl pouted in a manner not very flattering to myself, but I assured her that I should be delighted to have her company.

“I’ll call for you at 1:30 today,” I said, “and we’ll go to lunch together. I haven’t any friends on board the ship and it will be swell for me to have company. And you’ve no idea how flattered I am at Mrs. Lambert’s saying that we are anywhere near the same age!”

I said goodbye and Earnshaw came out of the stateroom with me. When we reached the corridor he took my hand in his and pressed it, saying, “You are a brick, Miss Llewellyn. The poor kid’s frightfully upset by all this and she seems worried about something, though she won’t tell Mrs. Lambert or me what it is. You are just the person she needs. It is good of you.”


We talked for a while longer about the strange disappearance of Mr. Robinson and the possibility that the poison might have been administered in the first round of drinks. These two facts, Earnshaw told me, had been imparted to him that morning by Mr. Jennings. They had, he added, temporarily upset the only self-respecting theory which he had worked out for Mr. Lambert’s death. Then I remembered my journal and he seemed most interested. In fact, he said he was thinking that later on, when he was less busy, he was going to put some things down on paper himself. Then we must compare notes.

As he stood there talking to me, I noticed for really the first time what an awfully attractive fellow he is. With his small dark moustache and thick black hair he really might easily double for John Gilbert. And then there’s something frank and genuine about him which I like a lot.

Just as I was about to leave, he added:

“As I said before, Miss Llewellyn, I shall be busy until we get to Georgetown sorting out Mr. Lambert’s papers. There are an awful lot of them. And since you are so kind about the whole wretched business, I’m wondering if you would give me some advice about a little personal problem of my own. I’ll be working all day, but—could we have a talk some time later on this evening? I’ll look for you then.”

I gladly promised to meet him any time he was free. Then I remembered my journal again and dashed back to the social hall as fast as my still somewhat invalidish legs could carry me.

Now, I distinctly told you, Davy, that I left the manuscript book on the writing table closed. Well, you can imagine my consternation when I found it lying where I had left it—open, with two or three sheets of ship’s note-paper lying on the section where I described the two bridge hands which were played the night of Mr. Lambert’s death (page 15). There were quite a number of people in the room, so my first thought was that somebody had just used my journal as a pad on which to write letters. I was about to return the ship’s stationery to the rack and continue writing when I noticed something rather strange.

The top sheet of note-paper had some faint impressions on it which showed that the writer had pressed down fairly hard on his pen or pencil. I held these up to the light, but at first I could make nothing of them except a number of crosses, scrawled at random across the page. Some child had been scribbling, I thought. I looked again and saw the letters A and K followed by a number of crosses.

Immediately the amazing truth dawned on me. Someone had been deliberately copying out the bridge hands from my journal. I could see the sequences quite clearly now—A K x x x and again Q J 10. There was no doubt about it at all.

I turned round to the person who was sitting nearest the table—a large woman dressed in knitted purple.

“Did you happen to see who was sitting at this table last?” I inquired politely, “I think I—er—left my fountain pen here and it’s gone.”

She looked up unwillingly from a brightly-jacketed romance.

“I believe there was a man there a minute or two ago,” she said, “but I didn’t notice him particularly. I don’t believe he stayed very long.”

No one else in the neighborhood of my table was able to volunteer any information, so I’ve been sitting here ever since writing this and wondering—

Wondering why on earth anyone should want to copy out those stupid bridge hands!


Stateroom,

Sunday, November 15th.

6:30 P. M.



I escorted Betty up on deck after lunch and we chatted and napped together quite pleasantly. Of course I didn’t like to pump her too obviously, but I showed a very lively interest whenever she started to talk about the Lamberts—which wasn’t often, as she is a reticent little creature. In addition to the shock of her uncle’s death, I think her affair with Earnshaw is responsible for her air of quiet broodiness. Every now and again she opens her mouth as if she is about to be very confidential, then she closes it again or merely makes some casual remark.


But what she did say certainly bore out the truth of Mrs. Lambert’s statements. She told me that Uncle Alfred thought nothing in the world too good for Aunt Mabel, who (like her predecessor) before her marriage, had been an actress, but who had turned out to be a good housekeeper, made her husband as comfortable as possible, stayed home at nights, and raised no objection to his having Jimmie live in the house and making the place into a second office when there was any important job on hand. She also told me that Mrs. Lambert had tried her best to reconcile her husband with his son by the first wife (Mrs. Clapp’s nephew, incidentally), who, when last heard of, was running a cattle ranch somewhere in the Argentine.

At tea-time Betty went down to keep her aunt company and her place was immediately taken by our Adam, who had been hovering round us all the afternoon like a fish hawk over a shoal of herrings.

“Anything fresh?” he asked at once.

I immediately retailed to him the scanty items that I’d gleaned from Betty. Then, rather shamefacedly, I told him how I had left my journal in the social hall this morning and asked him if it was he who had opened it.

“Heavens, no,” he replied, helping himself to sugar, “I was in the bowels of the ship at that time—still looking for Robinson and Jennings. I’ll swear we saw everyone on board except three old ladies who were seasick and there’s no one who even remotely resembles our inglorious fourth. Those who were sunburnt didn’t wear glasses and those who had thick brown hair were too old or too fat or too skinny. It’s the most amazing thing.”

“I don’t like to think about it,” I said, “especially when the shades of night are beginning to fall. Oh, look, quick—quick—there’s a whale.”

We rushed to the side of the boat and saw a thin fountain of water coming up at regular intervals.

“Thar’ she blows,” sang out Adam, as a number of other passengers flocked towards the rail with little squeaks of excitement.

Then there was a sudden upheaval of water, an enormous tail was shot into the air, and I got a really front-row view of Job’s leviathan. I shouldn’t care to try him out with a hook, Davy; I know that much. I also know that, for the first time on the trip, I really felt that we were in mid-ocean and very, very far from home!

As soon as the thrill of my first whale had subsided, we got back to business once again. Mr. Burr, who is an ardent reader of detective stories, explained to me (quite gratuitously, I might add) that all self-respecting crime analysis was divided into three leads—Motive, Means and Opportunity.

“Now,” he said, “I suggest we take everybody one by one and put down what we’ve got against them under these categories. The Means, of course, was strychnine, which is, I suppose, more or less obtainable by any adult person who has set his mind on getting it. So we can leave that out. Let’s concentrate on Opportunity and Motive—now, here’s a piece of paper and a pencil. We’ll be perfectly hard-boiled and scientific. You can begin with me if you like.”

Here are our notes as we scribbled them down:

Adam Burr. Opportunity: Slight during the first game of bridge, since he was sitting opposite Lambert, but plentiful during the second game when he was sitting next to him. Motive: Possible business rivalry?

(Adam then insisted on giving me a write up—and this is his own handiwork entirely.)

Mary Llewellyn. Opportunity: Abundant during both bridge games. In the first she hovered affectionately around the old man’s chair and in the second she sat next to him. Motive: None; but it’s quite possible that she did it, since the least likely person always does in the best mystery stories!

Daniels. Opportunity: Plentiful during both games. It was at his suggestion that Lambert took the rickey, whose natural tartness probably masked the bitterness of the strychnine. Motive: None apparent as yet.



Wolcott. Opportunity: Plentiful while watching the play during both games. (Was it a coincidence that he should have left the room just before Lambert’s final collapse?) Motive: None apparent, but neither of us likes him or his behavior.

Jimmie Earnshaw. Opportunity: Though he came into the room after the first game, M. L. is positive he stayed talking to her by the couch and never went near the bridge table. It is hardly conceivable that he should have been able to flick a strychnine pellet into the right glass from a distance of about eight feet. Motive: None apparent unless he has purloined the petty cash or forged his employer’s signature. He doesn’t look that type (M. L.) You never know with these sheiks (A. B.)

Betty Lambert. Opportunity: It is possible that she slipped something into her uncle’s glass when she went over to kiss him good night. But, if we are to take his remark about a stiff neck as denoting the first symptoms of the poisoning, then both she and Earnshaw must be exonerated. It is conceivable, however, that Mr. Lambert really did have a stiff neck quite apart from the strychnine, and that he was not poisoned until the second round of drinks. Motive: None apparent.

Mrs. Lambert. Opportunity: None. Both M. L. and A. B. are certain that she did not approach the bridge table during the entire course of the evening. Motive: Only such as one might get in cheap romances or the tabloids. And then, of course, she inherits something in the neighborhood of a cool million.

Daphne Demarest. Opportunity: Fairly plentiful during the second bridge game although she was sitting opposite Lambert. (But what was an intervening table with those Olympic arms? —This from Adam.) Here again, if Mr. Lambert was poisoned during the first game, she is exonerated. Motive: Remote possibility through her connection with Mrs. Clapp, who is a relative in-law of Lambert.

Smoking room Steward (who, for your information, rejoices in the name of Sam Bumstead). Opportunity: More than anyone else. Motive: Absolutely none.

All other passengers (except Robinson, to be dealt with later). Opportunity: None. Motive: Query.

After we had tabulated these findings, we sat back in our deck chairs and had a long talk about Robinson. Both of us felt inclined to believe that he would probably turn out to be the guilty party, otherwise, why should he have given himself a false name and then completely disappeared? Beyond this point, however, we agreed to differ. For Adam believes that the man is actually Robinson and that he is hiding somewhere on board the ship. I, on the other hand, cannot make up my mind whether he has gone overboard (as Robinson) or whether he is someone else who impersonated Robinson for the evening.

If he is an impersonation, it is extremely unlikely that he is anyone at our table, since most of them were neither in or in and out of the smoking room the whole evening. And if not one of our crowd, it would be idle to speculate as to his real identity since he could easily have been any one of the two hundred men and women on board the ship.

Yes, women, Davy, I say it advisedly. His voice, as I remember it, was squeaky. His tan must have been false. And he was gambling on his knowledge that no one notices a person on the first night out—anyhow, why shouldn’t he be a woman? And he was so inconspicuous that I can’t even remember the color of his eyes behind the spectacles, or the shape of his nose.

But if he was the murderer, Davy, how did he know that, by playing solitaire at a nearby table, he would be invited to join the Lambert party?

How did he know that Daniels would conveniently order a rickey and that he’d be able to get out of the room before Lambert collapsed?

How did he know that everything would play into his hands so easily and so simply?

And, above all, how has he managed to conceal his identity when the whole ship has been turned upside down looking for him ?

Riddle me this, Davy darling.


Stateroom,
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Somewhere in this journal, Davy, I said that I was enjoying this easel My God! I actually did say that—I wrote it down in cold blood and I am ashamed to say that I probably meant it.

But now—now that this second hideous tragedy has occurred, I can only say that I wish I had the wings of a seagull so that I might leave my stateroom this instant and fly as far as possible from this horrible ship. Davy, if I ever get back to you, never, never let me set foot on a boat again. Do you remember how we used to quarrel about the ideal setting for a murder story? I always said it was a houseparty out in the country somewhere, preferably in England, where you knew it must be one of the guests. You said it was a boat, where you didn’t know your shipmates, but where you did know that one of the people brushing past you, sitting in the same room with you, perhaps eating at the same table, must be the murderer—because no one could escape. And where at any time you might catch a glimpse, when you least expect it, of that dark side of his nature that allows him—that prompts him—to kill.

Davy darling, as usual you are right. Nothing could be worse than this—nothing could be. It’s not that I’m fearful for my life, exactly; it is just the horrible uncertainty, the suspicion of everybody; it’s the inhumanity. I keep forgetting the tragedy in the situation for Mrs. Lambert, for Earnshaw; all I can feel is the horror.

And all my superstitious Welsh ancestors seem to be rising up around me with mocking eyes and pointing fingers, saying: “Fancy a Llewellyn daring to take a boat that sailed on Friday the thirteenth!”

But, at this point—in case you are anxious, dearest—I feel I should tell you that I personally am all right. In fact I have just waked up after about ten hours of drugged sleep. Don’t worry about me, Davy. My body is safe and well—but mentally, morally and spiritually, I don’t think I shall ever be quite the same again.

When Mr. Lambert was killed it was, of course, horrible, but after all he was almost a total stranger to me, and he was an old man with a weak heart who had not so very many years to go, anyhow. But when a young person is killed—someone who had all the best of life ahead—and killed in such an unthinkably terrible way—well, Davy, then I feel it’s time for me to take to my bed, pull the covers up over my head and never face the wicked world again.

And that’s where I am now—at two-thirty in the afternoon! I haven’t even got the spirit -to get up and go out on deck. My heart is sick, Davy, and there’s nothing for me to do but fall back on this journal—blessed anodyne—as a relief for my pent-up feelings.

Now I suppose the best thing is to stop dwelling on my own private emotions and begin at the beginning—or where I left off last night.

There was dancing on the deck after dinner. The night was calm and still, but with a hint of menace in its stillness. The stars were bright—suspiciously bright—and perhaps it was just my imagination, but an atmosphere of restlessness and feverishness seemed to hang about the ship like a miasma. It was stiflingly hot and every now and again one would see people casting anxious eyes seaward as though they were expecting a storm to break at any minute. Even the sailors appeared restive as they did their odd jobs about the deck. The air was vibrant with anticipation.

But the orchestra on board is really quite good and, although I hadn’t intended to dance during the trip, I promised Adam one sedate and careful turn around the floor. Just as we were about to start, however, Daniels came up to us and said:

“Do you happen to know, Miss Llewellyn, if Miss Demarest cares to dance?” 

Adam smiled down at the little Cockney and said, “Of course, Daniels, all women like to dance, or at least, they like to be asked. Just march straight up to her, grasp her firmly around the knees and—off you go!”

As Daniels trotted meekly towards the large-limbed lady of his affections, something must have hit my funny-bone because I started to laugh and laugh—

“Oh, I can’t dance,” I cried weakly, at last. “I must sit down, oh—oh, my incision!”

And it was lucky I spoke when I did, Davy, for at that very moment the ship must have run into a terrific rainstorm. I say rain, but it was just as though some mischievous angel had opened a trap door in heaven and thrown bucketful after bucketful of water on the ship. I have never seen such wetness in my life. It came down like cats and dogs—lions, tigers and elephants—scrambling, tearing, roaring! And all so suddenly that all the dancers who were not under cover became drenched to the skin before they could so much as run across the deck.

And then came the thunder and lightning. I have read my Conrad—I have often heard of tropical downpours, but I never imagined they could be anything like this. The lightning seemed to rip the sky into fragments and the thunder crashed around the boat is though we had suddenly run into a heavy bombardment from an enemy battleship. Then the sea started to swell the symphony—and within a few minutes of being in the middle of a still, summer night we found ourselves tossed violently about till I know I felt like a cowboy trying to ride a steer.

It was fearful, yet fascinating, Davy. I sat there watching it all for about twenty minutes and feeling for the first time in my life that I was not an over-civilized young woman, but a tiny cosmic atom in the grip of the elements.

Then some officer shouted to me to go inside and I reluctantly got up and made my way to the smoking room. Adam had deserted me as soon as the storm broke, saying that he must go down below to see that his porthole was properly shut. Apparently he has a horror of damp sheets.

There was no one I knew in the smoking room except Earnshaw, who was sitting alone at a side-table with a plate of sandwiches in front of him. He wore a grey lounge suit and looked tired after his day’s work.

“This is my dinner,” he said, pointing cheerily at the sandwiches. “Want to come and share it?”

I sat down.

“And now, how about something to keep the damp out? Isn’t it a marvelous storm? I got caught in it and had to change my clothes. Which, I think, indicates a double brandy. What’s yours?”

“Brandy sounds good to me.”

While we were waiting for the drinks to be brought, we stood by the window and watched the lightning. The rain had now stopped almost as suddenly as it had begun and one or two hardy, mackintoshed figures were venturing out on deck, either to get cool or to watch the still mountainous waters.

“How’s Mrs. Lambert?” I asked when we sat down to our drinks.

“She seems a little brighter tonight, poor-soul, but she won’t like this weather. Luckily Betty sleeps in the stateroom next to her suite, so if she needs anything in the night—but she seems more resigned now—and less frightened, thank heaven.”

At this point Adam came into the room and moved towards us as though he were going to come to our table. I shot him a warning glance, remembering that Earnshaw had asked me specially for a tête-à-tête earlier in the morning. Adam left the room looking quite unreasonably aggrieved.

“Are you feeling very sympathetic this evening, Miss Llewellyn?” asked Earnshaw as we sipped our drinks.

I nodded, doing my best to look middle-aged and friendly.

“That’s good. I’ve wanted so badly to talk to someone about Betty and—er—myself. I’m in a terrible predicament and I can’t make up my mind what is the decent thing to do. You see, Miss Llewellyn, I—I love Betty and I’ve asked her to marry me.”

“Splendid,” I said enthusiastically. “She’s a grand girl and you’re very lucky, that is—if Barkis is willin’!” 

The young man looked ruefully down at his hands and then pulled out a cigarette. Incidentally, he omitted to offer me one.

“Here’s the story,” he said, as he inhaled deep puffs of smoke. “I’d been seeing a good bit of Betty lately—before we came on this trip, I mean. I’ve been living with the Lamberts while we were working out the details of this Rio contract. Mr. Lambert thought that, by cutting prices to the bone, we could underbid all our competitors. I was round at the house a lot figuring like mad and Betty was always in and out. The old man was quite fond of me and one day he asked me if anything was going on between us. I told him frankly that I’d fallen in love with his  niece. Although the most unsentimental of people, he was quite surprisingly decent about it—far deccnter than he has ever been to his own son—and said that he’d do all he could to help me, on one condition. The condition was that I shouldn’t propose to Betty until after the Rio contract was all sewed up and safe in the bag. If we pulled it off, he said, he’d give me his blessing and a very handsome wedding present.”

At this point Adam came into the smoking room again, looking around, and seeing no one besides ourselves whom he knew, walked disconsolately out once more.

“That elderly boy friend of yours is a nuisance,” said Earnshaw petulantly. “Am I boring you, by the way?”

I hastily and emphatically assured him of my interest.

“Well, that was all very well,” he continued, “but I didn’t bargain for Betty’s coming on this trip with us. It was Mrs. Lambert who arranged that and—well, it was very sweet of her —but you can imagine how difficult it was for me. The inevitable happened the very first night out—the night Mr. Lambert died. We went for a tour all round the ship and finally we landed in a secluded nook, where—well, never mind about that, but I lost my head completely and told Betty that I adored her. To my surprise I found that she—er—loved me too. We became engaged—secretly of course—then and there. I was absurdly happy until—until—you know the rest.”

Earnshaw paused in his story to light a fresh cigarette. This time I asked him for one. He passed his case apologetically.

“But,” I said, “I don’t see that there’s anything so tragic in that, Mr. Earnshaw, you love each other—you—”

“Oh, but everything’s so different now. Two days ago I had a good job with Lambert—enough to keep a wife on—but I am not a member of his company. I was hired by Mr. Lambert personally as his private secretary. With his death my job dies too and, of course, he didn’t leave me a cent. I radioed the office at once to ask permission to go to Rio and carry through the deal. Today I had their refusal, and a kind but firm intimation that my services were terminated. I’m thirty-four years old, out of work and have only a few thousand dollars saved. Betty’s people are wealthy and socially ambitious. She is only twenty—popular and pretty. I ask you, Miss Llewellyn, wouldn’t it be pretty inexcusable to hold her to an engagement which was entered upon against the wishes of her family? It may be years before I can keep her in what is usually known as the manner to which she is accustomed, even supposing I did manage to find another job. You are a girl and you know how women feel about such things. Now what ought I do?”

He looked so pathetic, so distraught and so handsome that I instinctively moved towards him and put out my hand. The ship was still rolling pretty badly and a sudden lurch almost threw me into his arms. I clutched at his sleeve to steady myself.

“It’s the ship, not the brandy, Mr. Earnshaw,” I laughed. “I’m sorry, but if you want to know how one girl feels, I can easily tell you. In three months I’m going to be married myself. I’m going to marry a man who earns forty-five dollars a week. He’s a far better journalist than I am, but I can earn twice that much. Now, if he lost his job or got a cut or fell sick, I’d marry him the instant I set foot on shore and work my head off to keep him. Wild buffaloes couldn’t drag me away from him. Now, if Betty loves you—and if she’s the girl I take her for—she feels the same as I do.”

I hadn’t realized it, Davy, but all the time I was making this impassioned outburst, I must have been hanging on to the sleeve of his coat. You may imagine my embarrassment, therefore, when I looked up and saw Mrs. Lambert standing at the table by our side. She had obviously dressed in a hurry and wore a long coat buttoned up to the neck. She nodded to me politely but, I thought, rather disapprovingly. Earnshaw sprang to his feet as soon as he saw her.

“Why, Mrs. Lambert, I thought you were in bed. Is there anything I can do?”

“Why, yes, Jimmie, I was in bed and so was Betty—at least she came in over an hour ago to wish me good-night. When I woke up not long since, I suddenly remembered that the poor child has always been scared to death of thunder and lightning, so I called out to her. She didn’t reply. I sent the stewardess in to see if she was all right. But she wasn’t there at all. Her berth was untouched. I waited a bit and then I began to get worried, so I slipped on a few clothes and came up to look for her.”

An anxious frown passed over Earnshaw’s forehead. “She told me quite distinctly that she was going to bed, and that was some time ago,” he murmured.

“Well,” said Mrs. Lambert, and there was a decided snap in her voice, “it may interest you to know that she is sitting out on deck at this moment with a man—his back was turned so I couldn’t see who it was. I naturally thought it was you. Then I happened to catch a glimpse of you in here with Miss Llewellyn. Do you by any chance happen to know whom she’s with?”

We both shook our heads.

“In that case,” said Mrs. Lambert with the rather aggressive importance of a self-appointed chaperone, “I’m going out to tell her that it’s after eleven o’clock and high time she was in bed.” And with these words she turned her back on us as if we were in disgrace and marched off to starboard.

Earnshaw looked at me with a wry little smile.

“Oh, Betty!” I murmured.

But the words were hardly out of my mouth, Davy, when we heard a sound that froze the blood in my veins and fixed the smile on Earnshaw’s face into a horrible grin.

It was a desperate, human shriek, rising clear and piercing above the noise of the engines and the sound of the waves.

And the ghastly thing about it, Davy, was that it did not seem to come from anywhere on the ship. It was as though some wailing Banshee in flying round the vessel had uttered this solitary cry of despair to the winds of heaven and then passed on. For a few seconds we stood rigid, staring at each other in mute horror. The silence which followed that shriek was one of the most tense and terrible moments in my life. I shall never forget it.

But it did not last long, for almost immediately there was a succession of very human, very feminine screams—this time from the starboard side of the ship—and a wild voice, coming nearer and nearer cried:


“Help—help—Betty—!”

Earnshaw sprang towards the door, but before he had got half way across the room Mrs. Lambert appeared, her hair flying in disorder, her face livid with terror.

“Betty—thrown overboard—stop the ship,” she gasped.

Earnshaw and I brushed past her and dashed out on deck, where a group of sailors and passengers had already assembled.

And then, Davy, I saw it for the first time and my heart seemed to go cold and dead like a stone inside me. It was Betty’s beautiful orange shawl, floating in the air a few yards from the ship, bobbing playfully and wantonly up and down as it was lifted by the breezes. Lightly—almost laughingly it floated—as though the following winds were driving it along to keep pace with the ship—as though it mocked for a moment those cruel dark waters below. Then it began to drop downwards.

I caught one glimpse of Earnshaw’s face as he recognized the shawl. In the twinkling of an eye he had thrown off his coat and reached the rail. Three stalwart sailors rushed forward to stop him.

“No, no, sir—it’s madness—with this sea!”

Before they could close in on him, Earnshaw’s fist had shot out and caught one of the sailors on the point of the chin. The man rolled over as though he had been hit with a hammer. Then, still struggling with the two others, Earnshaw climbed the rail and, well, I don’t know what happened exactly, but I do know that I stood there waiting with sickening apprehension—waiting for the splash which would tell me that he had joined Betty.

But one of the sailors must have caught him by the hair or the collar just as he jumped. An officer, who had been shouting orders through a megaphone, joined the group and the next thing I knew was that they were dragging the still struggling Earnshaw back on to the deck.

“It’d be suicide, sir—sheer suicide,” cried the officer. “We’ll stop the ship. We’ll do all we can. Here, hold on to him, boys.”

Meanwhile Mrs. Lambert was standing perfectly still, moaning helplessly. There was a terrible racket and hubbub. Then, suddenly, I heard a sound which reminded me of the noise that goes on inside one’s head when the dentist starts drilling a tooth.

“They’re putting the engines in reverse, turning her round —stopping the ship,” shouted an officer in reply to a query from one of the passengers.

“There’s a woman overboard—”

By this time I had gone up to Mrs. Lambert and done what I could to calm her. The officer joined us and led us away from the crowd.

“Please, madam, please, try and collect yourself.” He shook her arm almost roughly. “It’s a serious thing to stop the ship this way. Can you tell us exactly—did you really see the young lady go overboard?”

Mrs. Lambert stared into his strained, anxious face with dull, unseeing eyes. For a moment I really began to fear that the shock had unhinged her reason. Then suddenly and quite coherently she spoke:

“He—threw—her—overboard,” she said slowly. “I saw them there talking together. Betty was laughing. He was wrapping her shawl round her. They seemed to be saying good night so I went away. Just as I turned the corner coming back, I heard that shriek—that awful, ghastly shriek. And then a splash—.” She shuddered. “I hurried forward and saw Betty’s shawl floating out over the sea. I ran to the rail and saw—or thought I saw—something—down there in the water. Just for an instant, then—then it was gone!”

She covered her face with her hands.

“But the man, Mrs. Lambert? Didn’t you see him?” The officer’s voice was low and stern. “Do try and collect yourself.”

The widow gulped and looked up at him with wide, horrified eyes.

“Yes, yes, I saw him,” she cried wildly. “He was hurrying down the deck, away from me. He had an overcoat on and a hat pulled down over his eyes. But when he reached that door—the one there with the light above it—he had to turn. It was then that I caught a glimpse of his face. He was wearing steel-rimmed spectacles—clean shaven—and his face was very tanned. In fact, I could swear that—”

She gulped again, then her voice came quite clear and distinct.

“—that he was the man who was playing bridge with my husband the night he was murdered. The man who called himself—Robinson!”

I didn’t hear any more, Davy. A stewardess came up and took the poor soul down to her cabin. But nothing in heaven or earth could persuade Earnshaw to move. He stood still, towering above the two British sailors at his side, straining his eyes over the ocean, which, now that the ship’s powerful searchlights had been turned on, was as light as the floor of a ball-room.

The horrible grating noise of the engines had begun to die down and the ship seemed to have come to a complete standstill. Apparently it had been made to double back on its tracks and I suppose we were now somewhere near the spot where Betty had been thrown overboard.

I saw Daniels go up and question one of the officers.

“No, sir, there’s not one chance in a thousand of picking her up; she probably got caught in the screws right away. But we have to do all this for the log, sir, a mere formality—”

I turned away feeling sick, Davy, as you may well imagine. The idea of Betty down there in that cruel, dark water—the thought of her soft young body caught by those merciless, grinding screws. And here we were all standing around like so many dummies, impotent—powerless to help. “A mere formality!” It was too much. For one moment I felt the awful tragedy of the situation as strongly as Earnshaw must have been feeling it—poor little Betty who was afraid of thunder and lightning!

The deck presented a strange spectacle, crowded as it was with officers, sailors and passengers, the latter in various stages of dress or undress. The sudden stopping of the ship, the noise of the engines going into reverse and the frantic runnings to and fro had caused a number of the more nervousminded to get the idea that we were about to founder. On all sides one heard the reassuring words:

“No, no, madam, there’s no danger. It’s only a woman overboard!”

Only a woman overboard, Davy! That was all! And a number of people who hadn’t known Betty were actually standing in little groups, talking and exclaiming as though this were an unexpected thrill in their blase careers—an exciting incident to be stored up as a delicate titbit for their friends when they got home.

And all the while the searchlights were shooting great ribbons of light out over the sea, and eager eyes were scrutinizing the waters—all to no purpose. Occasionally a hopeful cry would go up when a streak of foam, a whitecap, or a whirlpool assumed for a moment the likenes of a human face or form, but the excitement would soon die down again into broken murmurs of disappointment.

At some point or other, Davy, it dawned on me that I had not noticed Adam among the crowd. I suppose I’ve become so used to having him tag along that I almost take it for granted that he will be somewhere around. But, after looking carefully at every bald head on deck, I realized that not one of them belonged to Mr. Burr. He was nowhere to be seen,  nor, with the exception of Daniels, could I find any members of the captain’s table.

Feeling an urgent need for speed or action, I went up to the young sailor whom Earnshaw had knocked down a few minutes earlier. He was standing by the rail holding a lifebuoy in one hand while the other caressed his swollen chin. He might have been posing for a sculptor as he stood there, stripped to the waist, his magnificent muscles taut beneath his smooth, brown skin. In spite of Earnshaw’s blow, he looked as eager and alert as anyone on the ship. I felt sorry for him.

Fumbling in my bag, I drew out a five dollar bill and held it out towards him.

“Please don’t hold it against him,” I said, nodding towards  Eamshaw. “She was his—his girl, you know.”

The young Britisher flashed me one scornful glance from a pair of clear grey eyes. Then, without deigning to notice the bill, he turned seaward again.

“Blimey, miss,” he muttered, “there’s nothing I wouldn’t do for a bloke as can land a straight left to the point like that one. And if we do see ’is young lady down there, well, ’e don’t need to jump in arter ’er, ’cos I’m all ready meself. And I reckon I’d stand a better chance than what ’e would, even if ’e is twenty-five pun’ heavier and five inches taller.”

And after this, Davy, I felt so utterly useless and depressed that I collapsed into the nearest deck chair and had a good long cry all by myself.

I don’t know how long it lasted, but I must have been doing a bit of sniffling, for, all of a sudden, I was conscious of a large hand holding a sensible-sized handkerchief under my nose. Daphne Demarest was standing by my side.

“Cheer up,” she said, “though God knows there’s not much to be cheerful about. Here—have a cigarette.”

I dabbed at my eyes with her handkerchief and returned it. “Is there any news?” I asked.

As if in reply to my question there was a loud blast from the ship’s siren, followed by the throbbing of the engines.

We had resumed our course.

“Poor kid,” growled Daphne. “She’s gone, all right. Her steward and stewardess have been looking everywhere for her, but she’s nowhere to be found. From the story I heard it sounded at first as though Mrs. Lambert had a bee in her bonnet, but I’m afraid she was right—after all.”

I sighed. “Well, I suppose this means more cross-questioning. Oh, Lord, when will it end?”

“There’s one comfort,” replied Daphne. “None of the passengers seems to have twigged that it was murder—so far. Jennings told me about it and I suppose the rest of our table will be told too, but they are going to spread the story that Betty was depressed by her uncle’s death and—well, had an accident.” Daphne flicked a cigarette into the sea. “But I  suppose it’s only a matter of time before the others realize the truth—oh, blast this ship!”

The Moderna was now moving slowly through the waters with a sickening vibration. The shouting and the tumult had died, leaving no sound but the turning of the screws. The decks looked dark and gloomy after the lurid play of the searchlights, and the passengers, seemingly conscious for the first time of their déshabillés, were scurrying towards their cabins. Even the faithful young sailor was slipping his tunic over his naked torso and preparing to go below. The search for Betty had been abandoned—

Only Earnshaw stood where I had last seen him, his eyes still turned seaward—his grey tweed coat lying in a little pool at his side. I was glad I could not see his face.

Then Dr. Somers went up to him and took his arm. For a few seconds they seemed to be deep in earnest conversation. At length I saw the young surgeon lead him away.

Finally I went down to my stateroom, Davy, and got out this journal, but I couldn’t write a line. I kept thinking of Betty struggling in the cold, dark water. I tried to sleep, but I couldn’t do that either. That shriek seemed to haunt me. I wanted desperately to have you near me, darling, to comfort me, to protect me, to put your arms around me and hold me close, close—

And then I started thinking of poor Earnshaw and how dreadful he must be feeling. I thought about everything so much that my head started to throb and I felt I should be really ill if I didn’t sleep. So I got out a little blue bottle—the one Dr. Klein gave me when I left the hospital—and took enough to give me ten hours of blessed oblivion.

But I’ve had a hunch at last, and it is that somehow this second murder is closely connected with the first; and that somewhere I have the clue in my keeping. I can’t find it—I don’t know where it is; but I’ve got it, and before we reach land I’ve got to find it.

Before finally dropping off to sleep, Davy, I decided that this ship should be re-christened.


Never again shall I think of her as the Moderna. To me she will always be—S. S. Murder!


Monday, November 16th.

Stateroom,
 
10:30 P. M.



Well, darling, I struggled out of bed in time for tea today and found my fellow passengers playing deck tennis and shuffleboard as though nothing in the world had ever happened. The ship was making good time—the weather was perfect—and no one seemed to be worrying about last night’s fearful tragedy. It gave me a little stab at the heart, Davy, to realize how unimportant the individual really is in the general scheme of things. We come and go, but ships have to stick to their schedules, the public has to be amused, and “the great game must go on.” And it would be just the same if it had been you or me instead of Betty.

Adam soon joined me in my little nook on the upper-deck. His round face looked pale—and, if you can imagine a haggard plum, Davy—! But, as usual, he was full of information.

Very cautious inquiries have been made among the passengers who were not in their beds last evening when the tragedy occurred. One woman claims she thinks she noticed Betty talking to a man somewhere near the spot where Mrs. Lambert saw her last. But no one, it appears, actually saw her go overboard or heard the splash, though everyone must have heard that ghastly shriek—even the people in the third class. And the terrible fact remains: Betty is nowhere to be found.

“Where did you get to during all the excitement?” I asked him at length.

Adam looked at me closely and cleared his throat before speaking.

“Well, I thought that it would be a wonderful opportunity for me to make a little personally-conducted search for our old friend Robinson. There are certain spots on board ship where no one thinks of looking in the ordinary way—bathrooms, lavatories and such-like indelicate places. I thought perhaps he might pop into one of them for temporary concealment. I wanted to try and catch him red-handed while everybody else was safely up on deck. I even hung around certain corridors. But, unfortunately, I didn’t see or hear anything at all suspicious.”

“Well,” I said, “we at least know now that Robinson was in a definite place at a definite time. This fact will probably be helpful in eliminating some people.”

“It’s not so helpful as it might be,” replied Adam disconsolately. “Almost all our particular little playmates say that they were in bed or in their cabins at the time. But it clears you at any rate—and me.”

“How come?” I asked suspiciously.

“Well, you were in the smoking room with Earnshaw when it all happened. And you can take your Bible oath you saw me come in and out several times—at least twice!”

“Oh, yes, of course, I did see you about ten minutes before the cry—but,” I added maliciously, “that doesn’t prove a thing. And now my conscience tells me I ought to go down to Mrs. Lambert’s suite and see if there’s anything I can do.”

Adam gave a twisted little smile; then he said inconsequently, “Well, well, my dear, even though you refuse to establish my alibi, I hope you aren’t going to refuse to be my partner in the shuffleboard tournament next week. I put our names down.”

“Sorry,” I snapped, “but even shuffleboard is too strenuous for my stitches. I’ll see you at dinner.”

With this exhibition of bad temper, Davy, I made my way to Mrs. Lambert’s suite. You can well imagine that I did not relish my interview!

I found Earnshaw pacing up and down the little sitting room like a tiger in a cage. He was in his shirt-sleeves, unshaven and hollow-eyed. He looked up at me as I entered with pathetic eagerness. I suppose the poor devil is still hoping against hope and against reason.


I said and did what I could. It wasn’t much. Then I went into the bedroom adjoining. Mrs. Lambert seems really sick and a nurse-from the ship’s infirmary has been sent to look after her. This second tragedy has given her an air of quiet dignity and I found myself more truly in sympathy with her than ever before. It must have been an awful shock! She spoke with real feeling about Earnshaw, telling me how she had done everything to help things along. She also told me that Betty had been nervous and frightened yesterday and she wondered if, perhaps, it had anything to do with the anonymous letter she had received.

“Anonymous letter!” I gasped.

“Yes, didn’t you hear that they found one in her bag? Mr. Jennings has got it.”

“What—what did it say?” I asked, trying hard not to appear too eager in my curiosity.

“Why, it was just a printed note from someone, and unsigned. It said that the writer knew for certain who it was that killed Mr. Lambert and, if Betty would be on the starboard side of the ship—on B deck at 10:30—he would meet her and tell her everything. That’s all. She did say something about a rendezvous, but, of course, I advised her not to keep it. I can’t imagine why she went against my wishes. It’s a complete mystery, but I suppose she thought she was safe, poor child—poor child!”

At this point the nurse intervened with a warning look. I made my excuses, saying lamely that it was time for me to go and dress for dinner.

Our table tonight was in anything but a merry mood. We alone of all the passengers know the actual facts, such as they are, of the two terrible tragedies. Most of us either mistrust or dislike each other, and this is hardly conducive to sprightly conversation. A pathetic little ripple had barely got decently started when the captain rose to his feet.

There was an immediate silence in the dining saloon. Not the tinkle of a glass or the clatter of a fork broke the silence. The passengers at the other tables were obviously expecting something pretty lurid. About fifty pairs of eyes were turned toward the skipper in eager anticipation.

Captain Fortescue made a very sensible little speech, calculated to restore confidence among the passengers, to give the murderer a false sense of security, and to impart no knowledge that was of any possible value.

He told us that a distinguished business man had died of heart failure on the first night out. His niece, despondent over her uncle’s death, had gone overboard last night. It was very regrettable—very sad—and he was sure the whole ship joined him in sympathy with the bereaved widow and friend. He wished to say, however, that Mrs. Lambert and Mr. Earnshaw had most particularly requested that none of the ship’s activities should be interrupted on their account. They realized that many passengers were taking this trip for reasons of health or holiday. It was by their express desire, therefore, that deck sports, bridge tournaments, and other recreations should go on exactly as usual.

A little murmur of appreciation and sympathy ran round the room, as the—


Stateroom,

Half an hour later.



Davy—Davy, darling, the most amazing thing has just happened. I’m still all of a doodah about it, but—thank God there is a good strong lock on my door!

I was sitting up in my berth writing this just now. It was about eleven o’clock and the ship was reasonably quiet. I had just got to the part where the captain began to make a speech when the thought suddenly flashed through my mind that there must be a mouse in the cabin. I heard a faint rustle on the floor—just a teeny, weeny little mousey noise.

Well, Davy, you know I loathe cockroaches, I abhor bats, centipedes and spiders, but I don’t object to mice in the very least. Consequently I paid no attention whatsoever, and kept on writing.

Then, just when I got to the sentence, “—ran round the room, as the—” there was a little puff of wind and something white moved across the floor. At first I had the wild idea that it was a rat—horrors, a white rat at that! This was too much! I jumped out of bed and saw lying in the center of my tiny rug a folded piece of paper—ship’s stationery.

I picked it up very gingerly and noticed at once that it had some printing scrawled almost illegibly across the page. It was as though some right handed person had tried to make the characters with his left hand in order to avoid recognition of his writing. The result was an untidy mess.

Holding the sheet to the light, I read (with some difficulty) as follows:


UNLESS YOU WANT TO GO THE WAY OF BETTY LAMBERT YOU ARE ADVISED TO MIND YOUR OWN BUSINESS AND TO DESTROY THAT JOURNAL.

ROBINSON.



At first, Davy, I felt inclined to laugh. The whole business seemed so positively preposterous. Gradually, however, the full significance of the letter began to dawn on me. Within the last few minutes this fiend—this creature who calls himself Robinson—had crept up to my door and slipped the paper into my stateroom. My head must have been actually within two feet of his hand, with only a thin piece of board in between. He knows about my journal, my detective activities, and he knows me for an enemy. He even pays me the compliment of treating me as a person to be seriously reckoned with!

A sudden feeling of panic overwhelmed me. I rang the bell for my stewardess and asked her if she’d seen anyone hanging around my room. She said she had seen no one—nor had the steward Trubshaw, who she also consulted.


Nevertheless, Davy, someone has approached my room within the last half hour because I know the note was not there when I came to bed. For the first time I really feel that I myself am involved in this business. I am no longer just an interested spectator looking on from a safe distance. I am one of the actors in a terrible human drama and, unless I am careful, I may be playing a more important part than is comfortable.

And that makes three anonymous letters to date in this chronicle, Daphne’s—Betty’s—and now mine.

Perhaps Robinson has a weakness for the fair sex!

At any rate—as I said before—thank God for a good strong lock on this door!

In the future I shall trust no one and I shall guard my journal as I would my jew-els!


On Deck,

Tuesday, November 17th.

11:45 A. M.



In spite of all the excitement of last night, Davy, I slept remarkably well and woke up feeling more like a sane mind in a sane body than I have for some time. I suppose one reaches an emotional pitch beyond which it is impossible to go, and as I have experienced almost every sensation in the world during the last few days, anything that ever happens to me in the future will seem just an amusing anti-climax.

And I’m sure I was perfectly calm and self-possessed when I presented myself at the purser’s office shortly after breakfast this morning and showed him the billet-doux which Robinson slipped so romantically beneath my door last night.

Jennings jumped up from his chair as soon as he saw it.

“Let’s go to the captain with this, Miss Llewellyn—right away if you don’t mind. He’s got the letter which was found in poor Miss Lambert’s bag, and I know he’ll want to compare the writing. Personally, I believe it’s the same.”

He went so fast along corridors and up companionways that I was quite out of breath by the time we reached the captain’s quarters. As we stood outside the door, waiting to be admitted, I could have sworn I heard voices inside the room. I must have been mistaken, however, because, when we entered, Captain Fortescue was seated at his desk, alone.

Who wouldn’t be the skipper of an ocean-going liner, Davy? I never saw such good, solid comfort in all my life. The cabin was furnished with a number of deep “squushy” arm chairs, several bookshelves filled with detective stories, gorgeous purple curtains covering an opening in the rear, a thick carpet, and cheerful pictures on the walls. Altogether there was a homely touch about the place which makes me feel quite certain that the female contingent from Ealing is very much on the job.

Captain Fortescue gave me a cordial greeting as I came in, and Jennings immediately produced the anonymous letter, briefly explaining how it had reached me. After the captain had read it, he got out a folder from one of the desk drawers. It contained the slip of paper which had been found in Betty Lambert’s bag after her death. For a few moments they compared them in silence.

“No doubt about it, sir,” exclaimed Jennings at length, “you don’t have to be a handwriting expert to see that they were both written by the same person.”

Accepting their unspoken invitation, I looked over Jennings’ shoulder and studied the two letters. Even from that distance I could see that the writing was identical in both cases.

The captain then asked us all manner of questions about the time and the circumstances of the letter’s arrival. When I had told him all I knew, he got out a plan of the ship and we started to study the positions of the various occupied staterooms. By a strange coincidence, Davy, almost all the people who eat at our table are on the same deck as myself and have their cabins literally within a stone’s throw of each other!

So there wasn’t anything very helpful to be got out of that.

“I think, Miss Llewellyn,” said the captain at length, “that  I had better tell one of the stewards to keep an eye on your cabin after this. You have a lock on the door, of course?”

I nodded.

“Well, you can’t be too careful.” He gave me a nice twinkling smile. “What’s this journal, by the way, which our friend Robinson refers to so particularly?”

I quickly explained how I kept this record of the case from the very beginning, adding that, while I had written it all over the ship, I had mentioned the fact only to the people who were most intimately concerned in the tragedies. I also related the little episode that occurred when I left the book in the Social Hall.

As soon as I had finished, the captain smiled at me again, this time quite paternally.

“Of course, Miss Llewellyn, it’s hard for me to remember that a young and pretty girl like you is also a well-known and accomplished journalist, but—”

Well, here was my opportunity, Davy. There’s no need to tell you that it’s impossible to get anywhere in our line of business if you don’t have a good bit of brass in your composition, so I blurted out:

“Oh, Captain Fortescue, won’t you please give a girl a break? Let me send an account of all this to my paper. I’ll promise to be awfully careful. You can censor every word I write. I know it sounds heartless, but it’s such an opportunity in my career. I may never get another chance like this one. And then,” I cajoled, “they might dig up some information that will be very helpful.”

But the captain was shaking his head politely but firmly. “Listen, my dear,” he said, “I have a daughter in Ealing. She’s about your age and she’s ambitious too. You must forgive me if I talk to you just as I would talk to her. I can’t let you do this—for your sake as well as mine. I can’t allow it. You see, we really have no inkling as yet how or why these two unfortunate people died. We have no right even to hint at anything so terrible as murder—that is, to the world at large. Whatever our own private views, we must keep them to ourselves until we know something more definite.”

I sighed and then smiled at him in as daughterly a manner as I could. “I suppose you are right,” I assented meekly.

“I can promise you one thing, however. If we do get to the bottom of this terrible business, I’ll do all I can to help

 you get what you Americans call a scoop. But—”

He glanced at the chronometer on his desk.

“If I promise this, I want you to do something for me in return. I’ve got forty minutes to spare before I have to make my tour of inspection. I want you to let me read that journal of yours. Will you?”

I blushed like a gawky schoolgirl.

“Oh, I’m awfully sorry,” I faltered, “but it’s in the form of—er—private letters. There are things in it that are intended for—for one person only. However—if you are really serious and think it would be helpful, I could read it to you. I won’t leave out anything that’s important—only the personal parts and perhaps some of the descriptions.”

The captain nodded assent and Jennings jumped politely to his feet.

“Can I get it for you, Miss Llewellyn?”

“Oh, no. It’s locked in my trunk. I won’t be a minute.”

I tore down to my stateroom, found the manuscript book, and quickly returned to the captain’s cabin. Without wasting a moment I sat down in the “squushiest” of the arm chairs and started to read. Jennings and Captain Fortescue both produced pencil and paper and made copious notes throughout my recital. They listened very attentively.

Now you can call me fanciful if you like, Davy, but I am perfectly certain that twice, when I lifted my eyes from the page, I saw the purple curtains behind Captain Fortescue’s chair—moving! They were heavy curtains and there wasn’t a breath of air in the room, but something was moving them. I watched them whenever I had the opportunity and I am positive that I was not mistaken.

When I came to the end, the captain jumped up from his seat and exclaimed heartily:


“Capital, Miss Llewellyn! It’s as good as Conan Doyle or Mrs. Rinehart. I got so thrilled that I almost forgot it had all actually happened on my ship. I’m very fond of detective stories, as you can see for yourself—” he waved a hand in the direction of the nearest bookshelf—“now I suppose I must try—indeed we must all try—to put our reading to good account.”

“Talking of reading and mystery stories, Captain Fortescue,” I said as casually as I could, “I wonder if you could explain to me these lines which were written by the greatest American mystery writer—perhaps the greatest one the world has ever known!”

The captain looked at me with a puzzled frown, but I kept my eyes glued on the still-moving drapes. Then I quoted Poe’s marvelous lines:


“‘And the silken, sad, uncertain

Rustling of each purple curtain,

Thrilled me—filled me—with fantastic terrors,

Never felt before.’”



“I’m afraid poetry is rather beyond me, Miss Llewellyn,” replied the skipper, as his eyes followed mine in the direction of the curtains.

“Oh, all right, if you don’t want to tell me who’s behind them,” I said pertly. “Just as long as you know he’s there—or, perhaps it’s a she. Fie, Captain Fortescue!”

He smiled, but not very convincingly, then his face became more serious, as he added:

“Miss Llewellyn, I started talking to you just now as if you were my daughter; do you mind if I go on in that way a minute? You are a very clever young lady, but I advise you, for the present at least, not to know too much. And what knowledge you have is best kept to yourself. Don’t trust anyone and don’t ask too many questions. If you are in any difficulties you can always Come to me. We will count on your cooperation and you can count on ours. We may seem to be rather backward and slow-moving, but we are not going to leave a stone unturned—we are forging full steam ahead in the way that seems best to us. Isn’t that so, Jennings?”

The purser nodded.

“And don’t forget,” continued the captain, “that somewhere in the Atlantic Ocean, not so very far behind us, is the body of a girl, like yourself, who was killed, perhaps, because she knew too much. In a locked stateroom on E deck there is the dead body of a man—and—and somewhere on the ship there is this Robinson—somewhere—”

But here, Davy darling, I interrupted him with an exclamation, jumped up from my seat and almost ran out of the cabin.

I had suddenly found myself with an Idea—a brain wave! It couldn’t wait. I had to be alone to think it over.

And it seemed staggering at first—staggeringly simple. My one and only original contribution to this case, Davy! It was the captain’s last remark that put it into my head.

Can you guess what it was?

Oh, well, it will have to keep for a while because there is the gong for lunch and I am starving.

A bientôt chéri.


Stateroom,

Tuesday, November 17th.

6:30 P. M.



Before I get back to the subject of my Idea, Davy, I must tell you that Mrs. Clapp has taken me to her bosom at last. The unpleasant dinner incident is forgiven and forgotten, and I think we shall be the best of friends in the future.

After I left the captain I decided that I would start my campaign of suspicion and mistrust by avoiding my old friend Adam for a while. Consequently I stuck by Daphne after lunch and finally joined her and Mrs. Clapp on deck.

The ex-Marcia Manners is really a remarkable person. She has a flavor to her like a rare old vintage or the tang of early fall apples. She’s impetuous, temperamental and a trifle peppery, but one of the most entertaining women I’ve ever met in my life. I could make a whole volume out of the anecdotes and experiences she told me this afternoon. In fact, when I get to knew her better, I’m going to ask her if she’ll let me write her biography—a nice quiet job for me after we settle down to married life, darling.

She and Daphne have a strange but rather touching relationship. They met each other during the War while Daphne was nursing and Marcia Manners was “entertaining.” When young Mr. Clapp died last spring, his widow was so broken up that she turned to Daphne for professional help as well as friendship. They have been together ever since, and for all her starry past and triumphs, the older woman seems utterly dependent on her English companion. In fact, my dear, Daphne Demarest is no fool, and she leads Mrs. Clapp by the nose in a thoroughly accomplished manner.

After tea, I began to work on my private plan.

Now, Davy, I told you that it was when the captain made his last remark that the Idea suddenly came to me. He was talking about Mr. Lambert’s body and then in the same sentence he spoke of how Robinson might be in hiding. Well, the whole ship has been combed for him—if he is a living, sentient person he must be somewhere. He cannot materialize and disappear at will. He has to eat and sleep. The question before the house is—where is he?

Now do you see what I’m driving at, Davy? Can you think of the one place on board this ship where a stowaway might be safe—the one place where nobody goes and where no one would think of looking in the ordinary way?

Davy, Davy, Davy, say that you see it too. Please say that you do—

Yes, darling, yes! The empty stateroom where they put Mr. Lambert’s dead body after it had been embalmed by the surgeon. (You remember they are keeping it for a more detailed autopsy at Georgetown.) Of course the door has been locked all the time, but skeleton keys, I suppose, would open it; and while one can’t imagine enjoying life in that particular room, one would be safe there, I should think.

And now, I suppose, you will tell me that I am completely crazy.

And that is what Jennings probably thought when I outlined my scheme to him about an hour ago, though he was awfully polite about it. You see, I decided that I must let someone else in on it and he seemed the most obvious person. He’s so quiet and reliable—so sane. And then, I knew I should never have the courage to carry this thing through by myself. And there are obvious reasons why it would not be advisable to pick on Burr, Daniels or any of the male passengers.

Being a purser, he naturally remonstrated at first after I had told him of my plans and vowed him to absolute secrecy.

“I really don’t see why you need to do this thing yourself,” he said. “I think your idea about Robinson’s hiding place is pretty horrible, but I suppose it’s reasonable. No one else has thought of it as far as I know. I can probably get the keys from Dr. Somers without much fuss. But—why not let me examine the room by myself? It’s not at all a job for a young lady.”

“Mr. Jennings,” I cried, “will you kindly stop being the chivalrous English gentleman. I’m not a young lady. I’m a journalist. And you might as well try and argue a duck out of the water—a cat away from a mouse—as attempt to persuade a newspaper reporter to stay away from the scene of action. Besides, the captain has promised me a scoop if we get to the bottom of this business. This is my one and only brain-child to date and I want to be in at the death. Also, I’d like to go in the middle of the night, because we might catch him asleep. I think it would be more reasonable and less dangerous than during the day.”

Finally he gave in. He is young—too—and adventurous. I think the idea of the scoop appealed to him, and I know he likes me. Perhaps I over-persuaded him. I hope not, because I’d hate to get him in trouble. Anyway, it was decided that he should tell no one of our plans except my steward, who would call me at 1:50 A. M. tonight—or tomorrow morning if you want to be exact. Then I am to join Jennings at about 2:00 A. M. and we are going off together to explore the temporary morgue where Mr. Lambert’s body lies. He will provide a revolver and two flashlights. It was also arranged on his urgent plea that I should go to bed directly after dinner in order to be rested and refreshed for the expedition. I don’t anticipate much sleep after it’s over!

Now don’t worry about me, darling. I’ll be safe as houses with Jennings to look after me. He’s frightfully protective and maternal.…

The steward has just brought me a little note—this time, thank God, it’s not anonymous.



M. L.—Why have you:—

“Divorced old barren Adam from your—ahem! And taken the daughter of the stage to spouse?” Am I what Voltaire would call “the squeezed lemon”? If not, please join me for a cocktail before dinner.

Hopefully,

A. B.



Have you noticed, Davy, how poor Mr. Burr is always suggesting a fruit either to me or to himself? In some previous incarnation, I think, he must have been a market gardener.

Well, there’s just time to accept this invitation to cocktails if I hurry up and dress. Before tonight is over I shall probably need all the artificial stimulants I can get.


Wednesday, November 18th.

In my stateroom,

About 3:00 A. M.*





I’m writing this partly to keep awake and partly to keep sane, so if you ever see it you must bear with me. Somehow I think that if I force myself to go over the horrors that I’ve experienced since I wrote gaily (oh fool! fool that I was!) about needing artificial stimulants—if I can face it all again, and put it down in black and white, then I may be able to exorcise this feeling of impending doom. At least it should keep my mind in the past instead of the present and the even more ghastly future; and I’ll try to be coherent. But if you knew what may be waiting for me—now—outside my very door! Davy, tell me this isn’t possible! Tell me I’m going to wake up in a little while and find it all a hideous nightmare. I’m fairly gibbering now, with terror, and I’m afraid to look in the mirror for fear my hair is turning white. No, I will not look! What wouldn’t I give to be back at home, listening to Aunt Caroline stumping towards the bathroom with her heavy, reassuring tread! How many years of Paradise wouldn’t I forego to have your arms about me, and calm this wild beating of my heart against the steady pound of yours.…


Later.



I feel better now. The thought of you made me cry, and that relieved me. Then I tried to sleep—but, no! There’s nothing for it but to get on with my story and tell it the best I can—quietly, at first, because I was simply sleepy, when Trubshaw called me at ten minutes to two: sleepy, and disinclined to go through with my ridiculous determination. If I hadn’t made such an issue of accompanying Jennings I could have stayed safe in my bed. No one will ever know how fervently I wish all this could be a bad dream—a grisly chimera which I might forget tomorrow and ever afterwards.

But what I tell you now I can never forget, I think—if, indeed, I live to remember it. And since it is quite possible that I may never see you to tell the story with my own lips, I must write it down quickly and trust that these words, at least, may reach you safely.

When Trubshaw’s discreet knocking finally woke me, at  1:50, I lay still for a moment, collecting myself, and cursing my “nose for news.” Then I heard the steward’s whisper through the door.

“Mr. Jennings is ready,” he said. “Ready when you are, Miss. Is there anything I can do for you, Miss, before you go?”

Nothing warned me. Instead, I felt a pleasant flicker of excitement, with only a rather invigorating tinge of fear. I slipped on a dress and tennis shoes and made my way to the purser’s office.

I found Jennings calmly smoking a pipe in his room with two cups of coffee on the table at his side. He greeted me cheerfully, but his cherubic face seemed less pink than usual and there was a serious look in his eye which belied his casual air.

“Sit down and have some coffee, Miss Llewellyn,” he said, pushing a cup towards me and lighting my cigarette. “We can take our time about starting. There’s not a soul waiting for us—unless it’s our old friend Robinson! But I must confess I’m a bit skeptical even about him.”

I took a sip of coffee, but to my surprise I found that my teeth rattled so against the edge of the cup that he evidently heard the noise.

“Look here,” he said paternally, “why don’t you back out of this business now? I can easily go alone and search that stateroom. There’s absolutely no need, for you to come along too.”

“N-nonsense,” I chattered, “I’m c-razy to g-go!”

“Well, there’s no hurry. Here—let’s have something to help the coffee down.”

He produced a bottle of three-star brandy from a cupboard on the wall and poured out two stiff measures. After I had taken a few gulps I felt decidedly better—once more keen to get on with our adventure.

“You haven’t told anyone about this?” I asked anxiously.

“No. I don’t like doing this without the captain’s permission, but you made me promise and I’ve kept my word. I had some difficulties in getting the surgeon to give me the keys to the stateroom without telling him exactly why I wanted them. He seemed to suspect me of the most sinister intentions. And you may be interested to know that you were quite right in your supposition. Although the ship has been searched several times for Robinson, no one has been in that stateroom since Somers locked it up last Saturday. Of course, I don’t see how Robinson could get in and out, but there’s a remote chance that he might be hand in glove with some member of the crew.”

“Whereabouts is this stateroom?” I inquired. “It seems a funny place to put a corpse—surely the neighbors might object!”

Jennings raised his eyebrows and took a sip of coffee before replying. “It’s not the usual procedure, Miss Llewellyn. But then, this whole business is rather unusual, isn’t it? When anyone dies on board ship we generally bury them at sea—as quickly as possible. If there is any objection to that, the body is put in the isolation ward or the hospital. But, it so happens that one of the pantry boys reported a suspicious-looking rash just after we left the harbor. The little rascal wanted to get to Rio, so didn’t say a word until we were out to sea. Dr. Somers is keeping him isolated for observation. Then the ship’s hospital is in constant use. We couldn’t keep a body there for ten days. That’s why Captain Fortescue decided on an empty stateroom.”

“But,” I exclaimed, “it isn’t healthy, Mr. Jennings! A dead body right in among the passengers—ugh—!”

The purser gave me a twisted smile, though inwardly, I am sure, he was cursing me for an interfering woman.

“Oh, come, Miss Llewellyn, it isn’t as bad as all that. Mr. Lambert’s body is right down on E deck, No. 213 to be exact —in a section of the ship that is at present quite unoccupied. Since the trade slump we’ve been running very light and there are lots of cabins that we never need. A number of our stewards have been dismissed and we are keeping the unused sections of the boat shut up to save heat, light and service. This stateroom is a long, long way from your own—or from anyone else’s for that matter.”

Involuntarily I gave a little shudder. Then I picked up my tumbler and drained the last drop of brandy.

“Let’s go,” I said with decision.

Jennings rose to his feet. Then he took a revolver from his desk drawer and handed me a flashlight.

“Are you sure you still want to come?” he asked seriously. “The ship’s rolling pretty badly and you may get bumped about in transit.”

“Lead on, Macduff,” I [mis]quoted* gaily, and together we started off on our journey into the bowels of the Moderna.

At first it was quite fun, Davy. The passages were all lighted, and we caught several unofficial glimpses of the night-life on board an ocean-going liner. One stray reveller evidently mistook me for his errant lady-love and wanted to start a fight with the stalwart Jennings. We heard nocturnal squabbles between husband and wife; we also heard horrible noises which proved—if further proof were necessary—that the ship was rolling pretty considerably and to the intense discomfort of a number of its passengers. Stewardesses were running to and fro with basins and pursed lips.

By and by we left the first class behind us. Corpses, apparently, travel third, Davy—an ironic reflection for rich passengers like Mr. Lambert. And now our journey became somewhat more precarious. We passed down very narrow passages where grimy, half naked engine-room hands stood about in little groups, feverishly inhaling a few puffs of cigarette smoke before going to wash the caked sweat from their bodies. We caught an occasional view of the engines themselves—those huge, smooth giants which were carrying us relentlessly forward irrespective of storm and stress. We traversed evil-smelling areas which reminded me of the garbage cans of yesteryear, and we saw pale shadowy forms hurrying upwards from below the water line for a breath of pure air. It takes all this varied humanity to get a huge liner to its destination, Davy. How little of it we realize as we sit and sun ourselves on the upper deck.



I say a “huge liner.” In reality the Moderna is only about 15,000 tons. Yet it seemed miles long to me last night. I thought we should never reach our destination. At last we came to a heavy iron bulkhead which Jennings rolled back with a harsh, grating noise. Closing this behind us, we stepped into the musty atmosphere consequent upon closed ventilators, shut portholes and the lack of proper cleaning and care.

Up to this point our journey had at least been warm, well-lighted and full of life; but now we had emerged into a dark, airless region, empty and silent as a vault. And not only was it cold and cheerless, but there was a darkness in the atmosphere—a sense of staleness and decay which was almost as oppressive as actual putrescence.

“Don’t be afraid of the gun,” Jennings murmured in a terrifying stage whisper which was meant to be casual. “The first chamber is loaded with blank—so, even if it did go off by accident—”

“I’m not afraid of anything except the cockroaches,” I shuddered, as several ghostly shapes, large as fifty-cent pieces, scudded noiselessly away before our advancing feet.

But as soon as I spoke, I realized that I was lying in my teeth, Davy. I was afraid of something else. I was afraid that we were being followed. Distinctly, as we progressed, I heard faint noises in the dark distance behind us—noises which were independent of the weather or the creaking of the ship. I plucked at Jennings’ sleeve.

“Did you hear that?” I whispered. “It sounded as though someone else had just pushed back that door.”

“Rats,” he answered and, although I could not see his face, I felt sure he was grinning reassuringly.

“That’s worse than anything,” I muttered as we crept onward.

Soon after we had passed a bend in the corridor, the purser began flashing his light on the numbers of the rooms. Suddenly he stopped.

“Number 213. Here we are.”


He produced a key and turned it in the lock.

Then, as the door opened, Davy, my nostrils were immediately assailed by the sickening-sweet smell of formaldehyde—of the embalming fluid which is supposed to arrest decomposition and all its attendant horrors. And, at this moment, I realized that here was one of the things, without my knowing it, had terrified me most about this expedition—the odor of death. It now rushed out at us like a tangible presence; it invaded my hair, my clothes, my whole body; it was almost overwhelming.

But I had hardly braced myself to follow Jennings into that dreadful room, when the door suddenly swung shut with a resounding crash. We staggered back. For a moment we stood in the corridor, speechless and immovable.

“My God, was that the ship or was it—was it something inside that room?” I whispered fearfully.

“We’ll soon see,” muttered Jennings between clenched teeth and gripping his revolver firmly in his right hand, he kicked the door open again and started to fumble with the electric switch. There was a click but no responding illumination.

“Damn it! They’ve taken out the bulbs,” he muttered, turning his flashlight towards the ceiling and then around the room. “But it must have been the rolling of the ship that closed the door. There’s no one here.”

Holding my handkerchief to my nose, I entered the room after him and we proceeded to examine it. A fair sized cabin, it would normally have held about six third-class passengers. But now only one berth was occupied, and, try as I would to prevent it, my eyes kept returning to that white, shrouded figure, rigid beneath its covering sheet. There were heavy curtains at the foot of each set of berths. We pulled them back. There was nobody behind them. Outside, we could see the waves dashing against the porthole. The ship was still staggering and shuddering beneath their blows. I noticed that the Thing on the bed had been strapped in place to prevent its rolling on to the floor. A wise precaution. Suddenly, for no particular reason, I began to think of that most ghastly of all ghost stories—“The Upper Berth.” A strange, uncanny sensation of unreality began to sweep over me.

But just at this moment there was something more tangible —or more audible—to worry us. Jennings’ bent back straightened with a jerk and he stood in a listening attitude. At last he had heard it too. At last he realized that we actually had been followed and that the noises which I had heard earlier were not merely—rats!

No rat in the world ever made that sound. They may do queer things, but they don’t sneeze! And I had distinctly heard a sneeze in the passage.

We both moved hurriedly to the door at the same moment and almost bumped our heads together as we reached the passage. There was a flicker of light just around the bend and I caught a glimpse of a white figure, quickly disappearing in the other direction.

“Wait here,” snapped Jennings, as he started to run towards the light.

For a moment I stood there,—just outside that terrible stateroom, too dazed to move. I had left my torch in the cabin and it was pitch dark in the corridor. The silence was broken only by the faint whisperings of insects,—the occasional scampering of rodents, and the gulp-gulp of waves against the porthole. Jennings was lost to sight. I was alone in the very entrails of the Moderna.

And as I stood there, Davy, I began to be conscious of a feeling of blind, overwhelming panic. I had been frightened before, but it was nothing compared with this new feeling of helpless and abandoned terror. Without clearly knowing what I did, I re-entered the stateroom and started to battle with a new idea which had suddenly crashed through my bewildered brain. A crazy, fantastic notion which was so staggering that it actually made me feel safer in that room—alone with a dead body—than I had felt outside in the passage.

Supposing Jennings himself should turn out to be Robinson!

Supposing he had brought me to this isolated part of the ship where I could scream until I was black in the face and no one would ever hear me—supposing, I say, he had brought me here to do with me as he had done with Betty Lambert. And if he was Robinson, then there was nothing of which he was not capable.

And though I knew of no particularly good reason why he should be Robinson, there was also no earthly reason why he should not be, as well as any young or youngish male on board. In my heated imagination I could see those smooth pink cheeks covered with grease paint to give the appearance of tan; those clear blue eyes masked behind steel-rimmed spectacles and that blond hair darkened to a chestnut brown.

Of course my first thought was to turn and flee—to get away as far as possible from this horrible place. Then I remembered that maze of corridors—those innumerable turns. I had a vision of myself wandering round and round—lost in the bowels of the Moderna. My sense of direction had completely deserted me. I could only stay where I was and wait—and hope.

I jumped up, flashed my light on the door and fastened the bolt securely from the inside. At least he could not get back into the cabin until I was calmer.

All this must have taken about three seconds of actual time. In an effort to regain my composure, I sat down again waiting for footsteps, waiting for anything to break the monotonous roar of the waves which seemed to intensify the awful stillness and solitude of that cabin.

Awful stillness? But was it so awfully still after all? I was beginning to have uncomfortable doubts about my solitude. Somewhere, somewhere in this very room there was a movement. I could swear that there was life other than my own. Or was it just nerves—my heart’s tumultuous beating that I heard?

Was it the measured breathing of a living being, or was it—another wild idea struck me—was it, perhaps, the corpse?

What if that shrouded form on the bed were not Mr. Lambert’s body at all but—but—

I turned my torch on to the opposite berth with a trembling hand. For a few seconds I stared at that awful whiteness.  But, despite the flickering and dancing of my light, I could see no ripple, no faint undulation of the covering sheet. It was as still as death itself.

But I must make sure. True, I had not the courage to pull back the sheet and gaze at what it concealed. But I had hands. I could feel where I dared not look.

Balancing my electric torch on the washstand so that its light was turned away from the figure on the bed, I moved slowly across the room. But, just as I reached the other side, Davy, the ship gave one of those long, trembling shudders that ships give under stress, seeming to falter in her progress as if frightened by what lay just ahead, and throwing me off my balance so that I clung on to the iron-work to support myself. Then there was a thud. My flashlight had fallen on the floor and gone out.

The room was in total darkness.

I didn’t scream, Davy; please always remember that I didn’t scream—at least, not then. I simply put out my arms and groped blindly about to find my bearings. And then—oh, Davy, shall I ever forget it?—my hand touched something soft—something soft and yielding.

It was human flesh!

In the darkness, I thought, I must have unwittingly removed the sheet from the body and now, it seemed, I was holding Mr. Lambert’s hand in my own. But, before I had time to take in the full horror of this contact, I suddenly felt that those fingers —those fingers, which I had imagined to be dead—were slowly closing around my own. My hand was held in a vise-like grip.

It was then, Davy darling, that I thought I must go mad. I opened my mouth to scream, but no sound came except a strangled sob. I suppose I tried to move my hand away but my muscles refused to obey the dictates of my brain. My senses were numb—my legs seemed to have turned to water—my body was limp and powerless. I only knew in a hazy way that I was going to faint. I-hoped that oblivion would come soon.

Apparently it did—


Exactly what happened after that I shall never know, for I did not recover consciousness until I awoke to find myself here in my own stateroom alone, on my berth, with my door shut but of course unlocked. The first thing I did was to lock it, quietly. And no sooner had I turned the bolt than I heard—oh, Davy, this is the part that freezes my blood so that I can scarcely write. I heard Adam Burr’s voice outside my door speaking my name. His voice was quiet, but penetratingly hollow. At the sound—Davy, am I going mad?—doubts and fears came rushing to the surface. What on earth was he doing there at that hour of the morning? It was all I could do to keep from screaming aloud. I pressed, my hand against my mouth, shutting the sound in.

“Jennings has gone for a stewardess,” the voice went on. “They ought to be back shortly. Can’t I—”

“No, no!” I said, almost sobbing. “Please go away. I don’t want anyone. I don’t want to open my door again tonight. I can’t—-”

His voice broke in. It sounded strange and far away—or was it that my senses were leaving me again? He must have asked me a question, because suddenly he spoke my name sharply.

“Miss Llewellyn, are you really all right? You wouldn’t like me to call Dr. Somers?”

“No, no,” I repeated, “just leave me alone—please.”

“All right, my dear, just try to get some sleep. No one shall be allowed to disturb you.”

There was another colloquy outside my door a little later when Jennings and Trubshaw came back with the stewardess, but I would not let anyone come in. I assured them that I needed nothing and then I heard them all tiptoeing away down the corridor.

Yes, Davy, they tiptoed away; but all the long time I’ve been writing this, someone has kept tiptoeing back again continuously. The corridor outside my room is haunted with the sound of footsteps. That is one reason why I’ve been sitting up writing to you instead of taking Adam’s advice to “try to get some sleep.”


Now, darling, once again I see through the porthole that there is a “grey mist on the sea’s face and a grey dawn breaking.” The idea of new day is giving me back my sanity. There have been no footsteps for the last half hour and I am-beginning to feel safe again—safe, at least, behind my locked door. It’s like a release from suffering, Davy, this sudden sense of security after the agony of fear. I feel a little as I did when I came out from under the ether three weeks ago—shaky and sick, but free from the cruelty of pain.

Tomorrow, perhaps, I shall have more courage and be able to laugh about it all. So good night at last, my very dear.


On deck,
 
11:00 A. M.



And good morning,—oh, blessed morning, Davy darling! In this clear, unclouded sunshine, surrounded as I am by laughing crowds of gaily-dressed people, by all the carefree bustle of a ship at play, the terrors of last night seem not only unreal and fantastic—but more utterly ridiculous than anything that ever I have been concerned with!

Will my insatiable reporter’s instinct always hound me into such foolhardy exploits as last night’s expedition to Room 213? Will the irrepressible Irish strain in my somber Welsh blood continue to persuade me into crazy deeds of derring-do? If so, may the outcome be always an object lesson, as last night was; may my essentially feminine and hysterical makeup always betray me. Then perhaps in time, before you give me up altogether, I may learn to check those impulses.

But already, you see, I’ve recovered, physically and mentally. Joy cometh with the morning: my curiosity has been satisfied, and Mary is—to all intents and purposes—herself again.

But now, I imagine, you will be anxious to hear all about what happened last night after I passed out of the picture, and why Adam Burr had left his virginal couch to play sentinel outside my door in the wee small hours of the morning. I’ve just had it from Jennings and believe me it’s some story, my dear, but it’s too bad I should have missed it all by fainting.

My stewardess brought me some tea and toast at about nine o’clock, and I dressed as quickly as I could because I wanted to have it out once and for all with Mr. Jennings. I found him in his office, looking far more damaged than I after the exploits of last night, but he seemed very much relieved at the sight of me and perked up considerably when I told him that I was none the worse for my experience.

After I had told him all that I’ve just told you (omitting, of course, my absurd suspicion that he might be Robinson), the purser proceeded to give me his version of what happened after he left me to follow, moth-like, after the disappearing light.

“I shall never be able to forgive myself, Miss Llewellyn,” he said frankly, “for leaving you alone like that. I suppose I was a bit wrought-up myself, but when I saw that light, I really thought we might have discovered something at last, so I gave chase for all I was worth. I kept catching glimpses of a white figure in the light of my flasher, but I never got near enough to see who it was. But one thing I did know—the johnny I was chasing was just as familiar with the geography of the boat as I was. He led me a merry little dance, but I finally cornered him in one of the unused bathrooms. You’ll never guess who it was.”

“I’m past guessing anything,” I said.

“It was Trubshaw—”

“My steward!”

“Yes. The wretched fellow was terrified out of his wits, but he wouldn’t give me any explanation of his presence except to say that he was there in your interests. Well, this riled me a bit, as you can probably imagine, so I just marched him back to Room 213 at the point of the gun, determined that he should tell his story in front of you. I thought that possibly you might have told him to follow—”

“Good heavens, no,” I exclaimed. Then remembering my mistrust of Jennings, I shut my mouth and waited for him to continue.


“When I got back to Room 213,” he went on, “you can imagine my surprise to find that the door was locked. I listened a minute or two and, hearing noises inside, I banged for all I was worth, threatening to shoot the damned thing down if it wasn’t opened at once. I called your name but you didn’t answer. It was terrible.

“Then all of a sudden, I heard another voice—the door was

 thrown open and I saw a man supporting you in his arms—”

“Oh, my God! Who on earth was it?”

“You may well ask, Miss Llewellyn,” replied Jennings, with a sly little smile. “I don’t know who I’d expect, but it certainly wasn’t the person I saw. It was Adam Burr—! His bald head was gleaming in the light of my flash-lamp and he was almost staggering in his efforts to support you and unlock the door at the same time. He looked so funny in his embroidered bathrobe —doing a sort of strong man act.”

“But why on earth was he there at all?” I asked incredulously. “I’ve never heard of anything so—so perfectly incongruous—to be locked alone in a stateroom with a corpse and Adam Burr!”

“Well,” said Jennings, “before asking Burr for any explanation the first thing to do—obviously—was to get you back to your stateroom.”

The purser then went on to describe how he and Trubshaw carried me through dark corridors and up innumerable companionways. (I can’t help being glad for their sakes that I still have to gain eleven pounds to reach my normal 120!)

“Mr. Burr came along, too,” continued the purser, “and—”

At this moment there was a knock at the door and Adam entered, looking very much the worse for wear and tear.

“Ah, we were just talking about you,” said Jennings cheerfully. “Perhaps you’d like to come in and tell the story of your life.”

Adam looked at me haggardly. “Thank God you’re all right,” he groaned.

“And what have you got to say for yourself, Mr. Burr?” I inquired archly. “Chasing a girl all over the ship that way—locking her into an empty stateroom? Are we going to have an explanation?”

Adam turned from one to the other of us and twiddled his thumbs. “Well,” he said at length, “Jennings has heard it all before, but—if you insist—it’s really quite simple—

“I’d been worried about you, Mary Llewellyn, for the past two days. You’d been avoiding me purposely and you’ve obviously had something on your mind. Yesterday I spoke to your steward about you. Trubshaw looked after me the last time I took this boat, so we are old friends. He told me about your anonymous letter. Well, the long and the short of it is that I promised him something—something pretty substantial—if he’d keep me in touch with your doings. You see,” he added apologetically, “we’ve lost one girl already on this trip—and—I happen to be rather fond of you, my dear. Fellow post-operatives and all that I But I won’t get sentimental. Last night he came to me and told me about your—er—projected expedition with Jennings. I offered him—”

There was an angry noise from the purser. “He shall hear about this from me,” he spluttered.

“Oh, no he won’t,” replied Adam suavely. “I told you last night that you are not going to make trouble for him, poor fellow, because if you do, it will mean awkward questions for you, John Jennings. You yourself might have some difficulty in explaining what you were doing alone with a young lady at 2:30 A. M. in the unoccupied parts of the ship. Now, don’t interrupt me any more.”

Adam came over and sat beside me; then he continued:

“Well, I decided to follow you. Trubshaw had a flash-light  and claimed he knew the way. I’ll admit there was a double purpose in my plan. I wanted to keep an eye on you, my dear, and, at the same time, to be in on any excitement that was going on. Well, we got to the corner without your suspecting that we were behind you. Then, after you got into the room, I was suddenly seized by an attack of sneezing. Trubshaw turned and fled, leaving me in complete darkness. I slipped past the door of No. 213 and heard Jennings go thundering along in the other direction. That gave me my opportunity to see what was going on in the stateroom, so I crept up to the door, slipped in and hid behind the curtains. I sensed at once that you were in a very nervous state, Miss Llewellyn. I decided, therefore, that I would not frighten you by announcing my presence until someone else was with you. I thought you’d just sit down and wait until Jennings came back. Everything was all right until you started to walk towards me. Then the ship gave a roll and your flashlight fell on the floor. Apparently losing your balance, you fell against me and clutched hold of my hand. I did not mean to scare you, but—well, the next thing I knew was that you were lying cold and limp in my arms and Jennings was uttering the most horrible threats from outside the door.” 

“Well,” I said, “you are the first man that’s ever scared me into unconsciousness, but I’ve no doubt you acted with the best intentions. The road to Hell—”

“Exactly,” said Adam, “and I think our expedition of last night was a good example of what we shall let ourselves in for in the next world if we don’t mind our own business in this. Now, is everything forgiven and forgotten?”

“Certainly.”

Then we shook hands all round and Jennings produced some stuff called Amer Picon and we all took an apéritif, pledging each other to silence and secrecy as to the details of last night.

As Adam and I left the purser’s office, he whispered in my ear, “I didn’t tell Jennings that it was you who locked the door, my dear. But I think I know why you did it—”

“Oh, thank you,” I breathed fervently. “It was a wild impulse on the spur of the moment. He’s such a nice boy and—”

Here I heard my name called from the purser’s office. Bidding Adam wait for me on the upper deck, I reentered and found Jennings sitting where we had left him, a mischievous smile playing about the corners of his mouth.

“I thought perhaps you might be wondering why I—in my official capacity—did not take steps with regard to Mr. Burr’s extraordinary behavior last night?”



“I’ve got past wondering about anything on board this ship,” I replied.

“Well, has it ever occurred to you,” continued the purser, “that Adam Burr might be a villain—after all?”

“It has occurred to me, though, on the whole, I’m inclined to think that he is a nice, old fashioned gentleman with practically no vices except a slight and perfectly innocuous tendency toward being a ‘sugar daddy.’”

Jennings smiled, then he started to laugh, rather foolishly. Finally he spluttered out:

“You know, I almost had him arrested last night, but—when Trubshaw and I were carrying you back to your cabin—we had just reached a bulkhead—Burr started to push it back for us—there was a puff of wind—the embroidered robe was blown open—and—and—well, he clutched at it with frantic modesty—but, Miss Llewellyn—”

Here Jennings broke off and cleared his voice. Then he continued:

“At that moment I saw something which will establish his innocence once and for all—something that makes it impossible for me to believe evil of him. Miss Llewellyn—”

He lowered his voice as if to impart some scandalous impropriety,

“—he wears—a—nightshirt!”


On deck.

Wednesday, November 18th.

5:00 P. M.



So now, my dear, my confidence in Adam is completely restored and we are back on the old basis. I am reinstated in my former position as safety-valve and he is once again the father confessor and maiden aunt. It was Jennings’ account of his sleeping apparel that did it, Davy, for try as I will, I am utterly unable to visualize a villain who wears a nightshirt!

But I’ll come back to Adam later on. Meanwhile, I must tell you that I went down to see Mrs. Lambert after lunch.  She is much calmer now and was holding quite an animated conversation with Earnshaw when I entered. Apparently she feels she would like to offer some sort of reward for information leading to the arrest of the criminal. In fact, she has suggested this to Captain Fortescue, but he is still unwilling to let the passengers know definitely that there is a cold-blooded murderer in their midst. The voyage has only just begun to take on some semblance of gaiety and relaxation, which he is naturally loath to disturb in any way.

Earnshaw, on the other hand, looks drawn and haggard. Even his dapper little moustache appears quite wilted and droopy. Several times I noticed that Mrs. Lambert was looking at him in a peculiar way as if she were afraid that he might be contemplating something desperate. I found him, nevertheless, extraordinarily controlled and reasonable, despite his air of dejection.

When I took my leave, he walked a little way down the corridor with me and I told him of my adventures of last night, omitting, of course, my various suspicions of the persons concerned. He listened with absorbed interest. When I had finished he said:

“That was a splendid idea of yours, Miss Llewellyn. I’ve spent a lot of time lately on this Robinson hunt, but I never thought of looking in that stateroom. It was a long shot of course and apparently didn’t lead to anything except—well, I’m bound to say I think Mr. Burr’s presence there was decidedly fishy!”

“Neither you nor Mrs. Lambert is particularly fond of Mr. Burr, are you?” I asked innocently.

“Oh, I’ve got nothing against him,” he said hurriedly. “Nothing whatever. He was a business rival of Mr. Lambert’s—but he seems a harmless old thing. Nevertheless, I hope you are taking care of yourself. When I think of what happened to Betty—I— You keep your door locked at night, I suppose?”

“Invariably; and the captain has told someone to watch my room. Don’t worry about me.”

He held out his hand and I saw him smile for the first time since Betty’s death; smile so almost tenderly, in fact, that I felt my nerves tingle a little bit, just as Betty’s might have done. But really only a tiny bit, darling.

“And you should take better care of yourself,” I added, “you look quite worn out.” Then I disengaged my hand which seemed to be still in his.

After this I went up on deck, where I was soon joined by Adam, who came fussing up to me like a freight train on a siding.

“Well, have you forgiven me?” he asked. “Have I proved at last that, though I am a bald-headed old prune, your safety is very near and dear to me? If I have, there’s a piece of news you might be interested to hear. It concerns yourself, incidentally.”

Of course, Davy, no one in the world can resist that kind of thing, so I quickly assured Adam that I was all ears.

“Well, we have some information about Betty at last. It’s not much, but it’s something. I went to see Jennings after lunch and started to tell him once again what I thought of him for taking you down to that filthy place in the middle of the night. Of course, John Jennings and I are old friends—but there are limits to what one will put up with, even from friends. Finally, he admitted that he had received instructions from the captain himself to let you have your way in everything, because—because apparently you are involved in Betty’s death more than you think.”

I sat up in my deck chair with a jerk. “Involved! What on earth do you mean? I was talking to Earnshaw in the smoking room when the poor child—”

“Oh, no. I don’t mean you are under suspicion. No, no. It would take a man—or at least a far stronger woman than you—to throw an able-bodied girl like Betty over that high rail. But, it appears that she left a message for you on the night that she died.”

“A message for me! I never got it.”

“No, unfortunately it was given to the steward at about nine o’clock and you never went down to your stateroom again. It happened this way, apparently, though no one knows about it yet—that is, none of the passengers except you and me.”

“But, why wasn’t I told? Surely it’s my business if the message was for me.”

“Don’t be impatient, my dear. I’m telling you now. Well, as I was saying, or rather, as Jennings was saying an hour ago—Trubshaw, who is the Lamberts’ steward as well as yours, happened to pass the door of their suite at about 8:15. He heard an argument going on inside and suddenly the door was thrown open and Betty rushed out with tears in her eyes. He heard her parting words: ‘I don’t care what you say, I’m going to do it’ or something of the sort. The steward is positive of that. Then she went straight to her own stateroom and locked the door. About three quarters of an hour later she rang for Trubshaw. She was lying on the bed in the dark and her voice still sounded very tearful. Then she said that she wanted to see you just as soon as ever you came down to your stateroom. She gave him a dollar and made him promise not to tell a soul. At the same time she asked him to get in touch with you at whatever hour you appeared, as it was very urgent. It’s too bad you never got the message—you might have saved the poor kid’s life. She was never seen after that, except by her aunt at eleven o’clock, just before she was murdered.”

“How frightful!” I exclaimed. “I expect she wanted to ask me to go on that date with her. But it’s no wonder Mrs. Lambert was worried and got up to look for her. Incidentally, was she able to throw any light on the earlier incident?”

“Oh, of course, Mrs. Lambert was terribly upset when the subject was brought up. She blames herself for not being more sympathetic with her niece. Apparently she had asked Betty what she was going to do with herself that evening and Betty said that, since Earnshaw was busy, she was going to keep a date which she had on deck. Mrs. Lambert asked if the date was with you, and Betty finally confessed that it was with a man. Her aunt remonstrated pretty strongly, pointing out that it wasn’t exactly the thing for her to make herself conspicuous with strangers so soon after her uncle’s death. At last she (very foolishly) forbade her to go and Betty flung out of the room with the words which Trubshaw overheard.”

“But the man?” I cried excitedly.

“That’s the silly part of it. Betty wouldn’t tell his name or anything about him. Of course most of it was explained in the anonymous letter which was found after her death—when it was too late. But Earnshaw was in the room at the time, and if he’d had any red blood in his veins you’d have thought he’d have insisted on her staying with him instead of letting her go and get thrown over-board by the murderous Robinson. But then, I always did think he was a bit of a gigolo—”

“Gigolo nothing,” I exclaimed indignantly. “How on earth could he have realized the danger? Besides, he was awfully busy working on Mr. Lambert’s papers. He told me so himself.” 

“But that didn’t prevent him from spending quite a long time with you later in the evening.”

“Nonsense. He only wanted to talk about Betty. He was head over ears in love with her and he probably thought she was safe in bed. You are a silly, suspicious old man, Adam Burr. You’re simply jealous because Earnshaw is the most attractive man on board—”

“More attractive than the uniformed Jennings? More attractive than the young man you write your journal to? More attractive than—me?”

Of course there was no answer to such foolish questions. “Um-m-m,” whispered Adam in my ear. “And I’m inclined to think Mrs. Lambert agrees with you. She’s no chicken, of course, but (if you will excuse my mixed metaphors) there’s many a good tune played on an old fiddle. He’s been very attentive since she became a rich widow—very consoling.”

I laughed in spite of myself. Really, Davy, the man is more of an old woman than Aunt Caroline herself.


“Caesar’s wife!” I cried, “I’m ashamed of you, Adam Burr. When it comes to a question of virtue you are as cynical as a Paris concierge. You mistrust Earnshaw simply because his dark hair and moustache make him look like the handsome Villain of the piece. But apart from the fact that he had a perfect alibi in both cases, may I remind you that our particular villain is clean shaven—with brown hair and spectacles? As a budding young detective I am not interested in Earnshaw. I am interested only in Robinson.”

“Well, that lets me out.” said Adam cheerfully. Then he added in a serious tone: “And, as a matter of fact, the authorities are inclined to agree with you about Robinson. They are convinced that he is an impersonation—probably one of the passengers in disguise—and that he and he alone is responsible for the murder of both Betty and Mr. Lambert.”

I gave a slight shiver. “In other words, every time I sit down by a man—at table—on deck—or in the smoking room, my neighbor may be Robinson. That’s a pleasant thought!”

“Well,” replied Adam flippantly. “Here’s an idea to cheer you up. Why not turn tonight’s fancy dress dance into a Robinson party? Make everyone dress as our mysterious ‘thirteenth chair’ and give a prize for the one who looks most like him. We will be the judges. It’s more than probable that Robinson himself would get fourth place the way Charlie Chaplin once did at a Charlie Chaplin party. What are you going as, by the way?”

“I’m going as a newspaper and pray to heaven it won’t be windy. And now, if you’ve no more to tell me, I want to take a nap—in preparation for tonight and in reparation of last night.”

Adam scratched his bald pate. “You are not going to take a nap, my dear. You are going to scribblé in that infernal book of yours. And I have some more news too. What d’you think? Mrs. Clapp—the inimitable Marcia Manners—has promised to give a turn tonight. But, not a word, mind. Jennings told me as a profound secret.”

“Oh, good,” I said, rising from the chair. “If she’s anything like what she used to be, it will be a marvelous treat. Worth our passage money for that alone! Well, I’ll see you at dinner.” 

Then I made my escape and fulfilled Adam’s prophecy by writing all this to you, Davy darling, when I ought really to have been sleeping.

But there’s time for a nap too.

So here goes!



On Deck.

Thursday, November 19th.

9:30 A. M.



Well, Davy, I really felt the depression was over when I saw the passengers decked out in gala array for the fancy dress dance last night. After the terrors of the past few days, the long faces and the mournful expressions, it came as a distinct relief to see everybody looking gay and festive again. And the Veuve Clicquot to which Adam treated our table at dinner was a great help in reviving our spirits. The ship was magnificently decorated and the authorities are evidently doing all they can to make us forget the two unsolved tragedies.

Our old friend Wolcott has reappeared at last after an indisposition of several days’ duration. He was dressed as a medieval monk—a costume which admirably suited his oily smile and unctuous suavity. Throughout the first two courses he did nothing but say “Pax Vobiscum” to every remark that was made, until Daphne, a magnificent Britannia, said that she would stick her trident into him if he said it again. Silvera, in an obvious endeavor to accentuate his pseudo-Spanish origin, was dressed as a toreador, and very dark and dashing he looked. I found myself pitying the bull every time I caught the dangerous gleam in his cruel, handsome eyes.

Little Daniels had blossomed out as some sort of swashbuckling Don Juan or pirate—a costume which only served to enhance his diminutive stature and to accentuate the size and splendor of his Britannia, about whom he fluttered constantly like a hen who has hatched a turkey’s egg.

Some famous psychologist has said that any self-chosen fancy dress is the embodiment of one’s suppressed desires. If so, that gives one a good line on Adam, for he appeared as a very hirsute cave man with a huge mop of horse-hair covering his bald head; an indeterminate garment hiding his pendulous tummy and those spindly legs stained in a manner which hid their whiteness and exaggerated their spindlyness. His line was to say to every available female: “G—rr, grr—I’m Adam, won’t you come and be my little Eve!”

Mrs. Clapp was in plain black evening dress, as usual, though we were given to understand that she would change later for the monologues which she had promised.

Since you are always so sweet and sympathetic about clothes, darling, I may as well describe my own simple costume, which was designed not so much for its beauty as to enable me to refuse dances without going into too many details about my late lamented appendix. For my dress I had sewed a number of old newspapers on to a slip. On my head I wore a saucy little cap cut in the shape of an ink bottle. My swan-like throat was embellished with a necklace of fountain pens intertwined with ticker tape, and my waist was festooned with rosettes of typewriter ribbon and blotting paper. I was a lovely object, as you may well imagine.

There was dancing in the social hall after dinner and it was fun to watch it, if only to see Britannia ruling over her ardent Don Juan—or to watch Adam, the primeval man, hunting out the youngest passengers of the female persuasion and hugging them to his padded chest. Even Wolcott came over and asked for “the honor” of a dance, which was promptly refused. Silvera stood moodily in a corner, smoking a cheroot and scanning the proceedings with smouldering eyes.

After people had amused themselves by bursting a vast number of balloons and hurling multi-colored streamers in their friends’ faces, there was an interval. I was just about to risk my dress on the windy deck when Jennings announced that Miss Marcia Manners, the famous actress, had kindly consented to give two monologues.

We hurried into the dining hall, where a rough and ready stage had been erected. Adam found me a front seat and we eagerly awaited the appearance of Mrs. Clapp—the strange, dark woman who had once held princes and potentates spellbound by her magic art.

Now, Davy, I have seen Cornelia Otis Skinner: I have listened entranced to the performance of Ruth Draper, but I have never imagined that a monologue could be quite as good as this. In a sense it wasn’t really a monologue at all, because, in some subtle manner, one got the impression that the stage was full of people. Without their actually saying a word, one knew exactly what the others were doing and thinking through the superb acting of Marcia Manners.

In the first sketch she was a woman, presumably of forty, who whimsically announces that she has decided to divorce her rich husband. Her friends come to her and beg her to reconsider this rash decision. One of them explains that she needs her on various committees; another, after tenders of undying devotion, is shown up as anxious not to miss the delightful dinner parties which her darling Agatha gives so charmingly and so regularly. Another “dear friend,” after expressing much solicitude, finally is forced to admit that she desires above all things to avoid the breaking up of her pleasant intellectual flirtation with Agatha’s husband.

It was a masterpiece of comic satire—a perfect orgy of clever cattiness.

It becomes a bit more serious—even a trifle pathetic—when her débutante daughter enters and points out in the frank, hard-boiled manner of the very young how she will lose caste in her own particular social set if her parents are divorced. She begs her mother to wait, at least, until someone named Harold has popped the question, or until she has landed a job in Lady Queenie’s newly established hat-shop. There is no word of regret at losing her mother’s company.

After a perfectly charming interlude with her little dog—(Davy, I swear you could see its tail wagging!)—the husband appears. At this point Marcia Manners starts to play the dual role, changing from the wife to the husband merely by altering the inflections of her marvelous voice.

Having admitted to several infidelities of which Agatha obviously has had no previous suspicion whatsoever, he implores her to remain with him—at first for the sake of the home, the children and appearances. Finally he tells her that she is the only woman in the world with whom his life would be comfortable, and things are just about to come to a crisis when she calmly announces that she never had the slightest intention of leaving him, but—and these are her final words, Davy—“There comes a point in every woman’s life when she wants to know exactly where she stands with regard to her husband, her friends, her children. I thought this was the best way to find out. And now, darling, I do hope you’re going to be able to take me to Bermuda next month—it’s our silver wedding, you know!”

She received a terrific ovation. People who remembered her in her prime actually stamped their feet with such enthusiasm that I thought we should all be precipitated into the hold—or whatever it is that lies below the dining hall. Even the younger passengers, to whom she was merely a name and on whom a great deal of her gentle irony was doubtless wasted, shouted their appreciation so vociferously that there was no doubt about their sincerity.

After about two minutes she came back for the second act and gave a delightful little piece about an old lady whose income has been cut by the depression and who cannot decide with which of her numerous relatives to go and live. I won’t bore you with a long description of it, Davy, but she finally decided on a scapegrace son—the worst proposition from almost every point of view—simply because his socks need darning and he always offers her cocktails and cigarettes as though she were forty instead of eighty-five.

I was just marveling at the remarkable way in which she could juggle her age, her voice and her personality so competently, when a familiar voice behind me said:

“My God, to think that anyone who can act like that should have been fool enough to quit the stage and marry a man with the name of Clapp!”

It was Earnshaw. He was staring at the empty stage with shining eyes. Dressed in everyday clothes, he had obviously just come up from his stateroom especially to see Marcia Manners act. It was equally obvious that he had not been disappointed.


“Oh, Mr. Earnshavv,” I said, “wasn’t she grand! I’m so glad you didn’t miss it. How about a breather on deck now the dancing is beginning again?” I turned to Adam. “I know you’re dying to dance, Adam, and there’s a blonde little apple over there that’s just waiting to be picked!”

“Grand!” echoed Earnshaw, as the cool breezes from the ocean fanned our heated faces. “Grand is the word! And to think,” he added reminiscently, “that I once imagined that I could act! That’s the first time for two days that poor little Betty has been out of my head, even for a minute. But she’d make you forget anything, that woman!”

I gave him a sympathetic smile and sat down in the deck chair with much rustling of paper. Earnshaw lifted a fragment of my dress and studied the market reports in the financial columns that went to make up my sleeves. “What’s this costume meant to be?” he asked listlessly.

“A newspaper. But don’t be alarmed if those quotations show that stocks are going down. They may be years old for all I know. I gathered them up from the office before leaving.”

He smiled wearily. “You are a reporter, aren’t you?” he asked politely, though his eyes were looking out over the ocean.

“I prefer to be called a journalist, but I hope I smell as sweet by any other title.”

“Oh, yes, of course, I remember now. Someone told me—I think it was Jennings—that you are keeping a journal about everything that has happened so far on board ship with regard to—er—Mr. Lambert’s death and—”

“Quite right,” I replied, “but it’s a very haphazard sort of affair. I’m writing it to amuse myself and to amuse a friend of mine—the man I told you about the other night—it lays no claim to being either exact or scientific.”

“Amuse” was an unfortunate word, Davy, when you consider to whom I was speaking, but Earnshaw apparently missed its significance for he bent eagerly towards me, saying:

 “You know, Miss Llewellyn, I’ve been so frightfully upset lately that I’ve been almost out of my mind. I haven’t been able to think clearly or coherently, but I do have—or at least I think I have—a theory—quite a workable theory too. As far as I know, nothing has happened yet to disprove it. It concerns Mr. Lambert’s son, the one who is supposed to be in South America, but of course I can’t say anything definite until I’ve thought it over a bit more and tested out certain aspects of the case. I was wondering if sometime we can go through your journal together and see if there could possibly be anything in this little idea of mine.”

I did not reply, Davy, because at this moment we heard something which made us both stop speaking and hold our breath. The orchestra had stopped playing a few minutes earlier and I had noticed that a couple had come out on deck and taken the chairs a little way from us, just behind an awning, where we could not see them. Being unobserved, they apparently did not realize that they could be overheard. The first sentence was enough to rivet our attention.

“It can’t go on. I can’t stand it!”

The voice was Mrs. Clapp’s; the tone agonized. But the reply was inaudible and obviously came from someone who was not trained to make the voice carry across large theatres. Then Mrs. Clapp’s voice continued:

“But, darling, I thought that you would always stand by me. Whatever my faults in the past, I never imagined this could separate us.”

Though both Earnshaw and I were straining our ears, we were still unable to distinguish the voice of the second speaker. Then Mrs. Clapp spoke again:

“You are the only one I’ve ever really cared for. The only person who understands about Alfred and what I went through with him. The only person—”

But at this point the orchestra struck up again and we could not hear any more. Earnshaw had risen quickly from his seat in a vain attempt to see who the second speaker was. When he returned to me, he whispered excitedly:

“I couldn’t see who she was talking to, but the conversation was very, very interesting, Miss Llewellyn. It all fits in with this little theory of mine about which I was speaking just now. It may not surprise you to know that young Lambert’s name was Alfred.”

“And so was old Mr. Lambert’s,” I whispered back, as I saw Adam marching towards me, waving his arms supposedly in imitation of a gorilla.

“I must have my newspaper,” he cried alcoholically. “The safety-valve even of primitive man—”

Earnshaw rose, excusing himself politely, and I went in to watch the dancing for a few moments with Adam before going to bed. Mrs. Clapp, looking about thirty years old, was waltzing around with Jennings. She had kept on her stage dress, of shimmering silver lamé and had seemed to put off her sorrow with her sombre mourning. She smiled gaily to right and left as people called out their congratulations on her performance. It was incredible that she should be the same woman who had gone through the emotional scene which we had overheard on deck a few minutes before.

Daphne was sitting in a corner with Daniels, her trident and helmet discarded, looking rather a hot and wilted Britannia. Mr. Wolcott had given up dancing and was making his way towards the smoking room with three slightly tipsy-looking. business men. Silvera was nowhere to be seen. The party had undoubtedly lost a good deal of its pep. It was stiflingly hot in the social hall.

“Let’s go back on deck,” I said to Adam. “Your fevered brow needs cooling and if I don’t get into the fresh air at once, you’ll have to act up to your costume and carry me off in a fainting condition.”

We went out on deck and took the two seats which Earnshaw and I had just left. Adam lit my cigarette and for a few minutes we gazed up at the starry heavens without speaking. The night was calm and the motion of the boat was hardly perceptible.

“We ought to be seeing the Southern Cross in a day or two now,” he remarked idly. “We get to Georgetown on Sunday.”


“Thank heavens,” I replied. “It will at ieast be a brief respite and we’ll have solid ground under our feet for a while. I’m so sick of all this battle, murder and sudden death—” Then I told Adam about the conversation which Earnshaw and I had just overheard.

“Wait a minute, wait a minute, hold your horses, my dear,” he cried, when I had finished enlarging on Mrs. Clapp’s third monologue. “There’s one little point you ought to remember, before you enter all this into that diary of yours. Marcia Manners’ husband—the late lamented Clapp—was also named Alfred. She is, was or has been Mrs. Alfred Clapp. I’m quite positive about it.”

“Ye Gods!” I cried, “there seem to be a perfectly indecent amount of Alfreds in this business. And what a horrible name it is too!”

But I did not finish my remark, Davy, for at this moment two people came out and occupied the chairs where Mrs. Clapp had been sitting earlier in the evening with her unknown companion. You can imagine my surprise when I realized that they were Daniels and Wolcott, both of whom I had seen a few minutes before very differently engaged. These two arch-enemies were now occupied in earnest discussion.

Whatever your opinion of eavesdropping, Davy darling, you must admit that almost anything was justifiable after our terrible experiences on board the Moderna. All’s fair in love and murder, so both Adam and I pricked up our ears and listened for all we were worth. Fortunately the orchestra was playing very softly.

Mr. Wolcott’s voice was speaking: “You haven’t a scintilla of evidence against me, Daniels, not a scintilla.” (He was evidently rather proud of his long word.)

“Oh, I haven’t, haven’t I?” The little Cockney replied pugnaciously. “I could make things so hot for you, Wolcott, that you’d want to follow Betty Lambert overboard if I started to tell all I know. One word from me and the passengers of this ship would tear you limb from limb.”


“Nonsense, Daniels. You are exaggerating.” Even in the distance I could hear a slight tremor in the oily tones of Wolcott. “You know quite well there’s nothing you can do and, for the sake of the line, you wouldn’t do it if you could. A scandal of the sort you suggest would ruin the reputation of the ship. Heaven knows it must be bad enough now!”

There was a long pause before Daniels replied. “I’ll admit it doesn’t suit my book to tell what I know about you just at present. In fact I might forget it—on one condition. Now there’s a little proposition I’ve been thinking over. It’s dirty business but—”

At this point the orchestra began to play louder and we could hear only fragmentary snatches of their conversation. It was perfectly maddening, Davy, because I distinctly heard my own name mentioned once or twice—and then I caught Daniels’ voice:

“She’s keeping a journal of the whole affair—even the game of bridge—you’ve got to do it, Wolcott—it’s the only way.”

And Wolcott’s: “Too dangerous, Daniels—Miss Llewellyn—a newspaper reporter—crime—horrible.”

And then we heard no more because the dance was over and a number of people came out on deck. Adam and I looked at each other questioningly and then I looked at my watch. It was 11:30.

“Bed time,” I said. “Goodnight, Adam. I’ll see you in a jigsaw puzzle.”

Then I fled. I was too tired to talk over these new developments.

But before going to bed, Davy, I made a decision which I have just carried out. There are altogether too many people interested in this journal of mine. Well, it is now reposing in the captain’s own private safe. I took it there this morning and I’m not going to let it see the light of day until I wrap it up and send it off to you from Georgetown. Neither Earnshaw, Adam, nor Jennings will persuade me to produce it again. I have not said anything about this move of mine to a single soul, but as I finish each installment I’m going to take it up to Captain Fortescue and give it into his own hands for safe keeping.

And that, Davy darling, is that!


On Deck.

Friday, November 20.

2:30 P. M.



At this point of the trip, Davy, I cannot help wishing that Aunt Caroline had adhered to her original intention and come along with me. I need a woman badly: someone in whom I can have complete and absolute confidence. Daphne is too close to Mrs. Clapp and Mrs. Lambert is too close to her sorrow. As for the other women on board, they have held themselves very carefully aloof from all murderous complications and there’s not a nickel’s worth of brain amongst the lot of them anyhow. But there are moments when I feel I shall go mad if I have to spend the rest of my “holiday” hating and suspecting everyone around me.

And then there are so many currents and cross-currents involved that I cannot help thinking that the Moderna will soon start to turn round like a spinning top and be sucked under the ocean in a gigantic whirlpool. And it’s less than three days before we get to Georgetown. After that, the murderous Robinson will probably become a myth, and the ghosts of Mr. Lambert and Betty will wail over the Atlantic—unavenged throughout eternity.

How I dither on! Let me come back to the facts which I learned this morning from Adam, most indefatigable of snoopers. One thing he maintains quite definitely. The authorities hold the theory (this through Jennings) that it was unquestionably Robinson who murdered both Mr. Lambert and Betty; that he is an impersonation; that he is either a passenger or a member of the crew; and that no one, as yet, has provided any decent suggestion as to his motive. Radiograms have been sent to police headquarters in New York, but no information has come to hand.


The possibilities surrounding Robinson’s identity are so numerous that it’s no good even considering them. There are over a hundred men on the boat and I still maintain that “he” might easily have been a woman. The funny part of it is that the people who could not possibly have been Robinson are about the only ones who have acted suspiciously so far. I refer, of course, to Daniels and Wolcott, whose conversation last night is still puzzling Adam and me.

We were talking about these matters in the smoking room this morning when the two of them came in together, as friendly as possible, and started to play bridge with a couple of the passengers—a Mr. Hirsch and a fellow called Stutton, who never speaks a word to anyone. They played for about half an hour and then Wolcott broke up the game and left the room. After about ten minutes he came back and joined Daniels. They talked together for a while in low tones and then sauntered over towards the bar and invited two other men to play. By this time our curiosity was thoroughly aroused, so Adam and I asked permission to stand behind their chairs and watch the game. Daniels and Wolcott were partners and I noticed that, after the first rubber, they managed to cut out together again.

There was nothing unusual in the game itself. One thing, however, struck me quite forcibly. On the night of Mr. Lambert’s murder I distinctly remember Wolcott’s saying that he did not play bridge—or, rather, that it was only the psychology of the game that interested him. Now I noticed that he played remarkably well, better by far than little Daniels, who made so many mistakes that his partner’s white goatee wagged constantly and a gentle “tut, tut” followed almost every hand.

“What stakes are you playing?” asked Adam, after Daniels had failed to make an obvious little slam, and gone several hundreds down.

Wolcott gave a pious smile and leered at me. “I always prefer to play for love,” he said unctuously. “Bridge is such a noble game that it should never be commercialized.”


We watched for a little while longer and then strolled out on deck. There the initial rounds of the various Deck Sports tournaments were in full swing. Rubber quoits were flying about in every direction; noisy couples were screaming excitedly over deck tennis, and a shuffle-board block almost hamstrung me as I walked towards the ship’s rail.

“Beastly sorry!” called Daphne. I might have known that only she could have been responsible for such violence. Smiling, I acknowledged her apology.

“Oh, Miss Llewellyn,” cried Mrs. Clapp, who was dressed in white tailored silk and, through some trick of light and shadow, looked sixteen instead of sixty, “you must enter the shuffle-board contest. Daphne and I are anxious for your blood. We’ve beaten two couples already!”

“I’m sorry,” I answered, “but I lost all the blood I can stand before coming on board and I could no more wield one of those ferocious implements than I could—”

I paused, reflecting that the conversation was beginning to take on an almost sinister turn. But Mrs. Clapp did not seem to notice it. She merely turned back to the game and “shuffled a board” with almost as much vigor as Daphne had done a few minutes previously. Marcia Manners is undoubtedly a remarkable woman, Davy. Her success last night has given her a jaunty, rejuvenated air and she is as different as she can be from the sable-clad, negligible old lady she seemed when I first saw her. And there is fire in those dark eyes, just as there was fire in those words I overheard last night.

What was she talking about and—to whom? So far both Adam and I have been utterly unable to figure it out.

And what is the secret between Daniels and Wolcott? How much do they know? And why have they suddenly become such friends and so keen on bridge? And why, oh why, is everyone so interested in my journal—now safely reposing in the captain’s safe, thank Heaven!

Then there is Daphne. Is she just an ordinary overgrown Englishwoman with a simple soul, large feet, and the strong right arm of a trained nurse? Or is she—as Adam puts it —“not at all the type of iron horse that I should like to see beside my bed of pain!”?

Adam and I discussed this and various other problems as we gazed seaward over the unending stretches of the Atlantic.
 
Then we went down to lunch.


Stateroom.

Friday, November 20th.

6:30 P. M.



While I was at lunch the steward brought me a message—“Mrs. Lambert presents her compliments and would Miss Llewellyn be so kind as to take tea this afternoon, etc.” Of course I said that I would be delighted, and presented myself at her suite at 4:30. I hesitated for a moment at the door because I saw that Dr. Somers and the nurse were there too. It was Earnshaw who bade me enter.

Mrs. Lambert was lying on the couch in the sitting room, fully dressed in a long and rather becoming black gown. Her hair had been carefully fixed but there was no make-up on her face. She looked her age and then some. On the other hand, her appearance is considerably improved by the fact that she must have lost at least fifteen pounds since she came on board.

“Well, Miss Llewellyn,” said Dr. Somers, with the youthful heartiness that will one day develop into a perfect bedside manner, “how do you think our patient is looking?”

I took Mrs. Lambert’s hand and told her how glad I was to see her up again. The nurse, a brisk, efficient young woman, smiled at me as though I had paid her a personal compliment.

“Yes, yes,” continued the doctor, “and I’m packing nurse off too. There’s no more need for her either. Fresh air and plenty of food from now on, Mrs. Lambert; that’s my last prescription.”

The widow gave a wan smile. Then Dr. Somers turned towards Earnshaw, whose pale cheeks were in striking contrast to the ship surgeon’s healthy tan.

“And you, Mr. Earnshaw—the same applies to you too. I shall have you on my hands as a patient if you don’t get out and about more. Try and work up some interest in the activities of the ship. Play deck tennis, shuffle-board, bridge, and take your mind off your troubles. I’m serious, man. You look all in.”

Earnshaw promised to be a little more considerate of his health and then tea was brought in. The surgeon refused to take a cup, and when the nurse had collected her things, they both took their leave. The atmosphere of the sitting room seemed to grow cold and chilly without their professional cheerfulness. For a while no one spoke, but after Trubshaw had passed the teacups, my hostess did her best to be polite. I admired her effort just as I admired Earnshaw’s charming manners, but they could not make me forget the terrible bereavements which they had both suffered.

It was Earnshaw who finally broached the subject which was apparently uppermost in everyone’s mind.

“Miss Llewellyn,” he said, “I told you last night that from the beginning I have had a theory about the death of Mr. Lambert and Betty. I did not mention it to anyone before, but since Mrs. Lambert seemed so much better today, I decided I would discuss it first with her. She has agreed—”

“I have agreed,” interrupted Mrs. Lambert, “to let him tell you all this on one condition. I hope you will forgive me for bringing up the matter of your profession—but you are a journalist—and there are certain details, certain intimate family matters—which I would not wish to have made public. In deference to my husband’s memory—I’m sure you will understand.”

“Of course, I will treat it as confidential,” I replied earnestly. “Only, don’t you think, Mrs. Lambert, that if this theory is going to be of any help in solving the terrible riddle of your husband’s death, you ought to tell the captain, or someone in authority? He’s the nicest man—so discreet.”

Mrs. Lambert passed a hand wearily across her forehead.  “You shall help us to decide what is best,” she said. “But when you’ve heard what Mr. Earnshaw has to say, I think you will agree that it’s the sort of thing that should be kept in the family as far as possible.”

“Yes, but why—”

“I know what you are thinking, my dear, but you’ve been so kind all through this dreadful time. And then, I have a feeling you’ll be able to help us. Jimmie spoke of a journal—a sort of record you are keeping.”

I nodded my head without speaking. Then Earnshaw’s voice broke in again. “Miss Llewellyn,” he said gravely, “Mrs. Lambert was right in saying that some rather intimate family history was involved. I don’t want to be long-winded, but I’ll have to go back a bit—if you don’t mind?”

He fumbled for a cigarette and offered me one. I prepared myself to listen.

“You know, of course, that Mr. Lambert had been married before. His first wife was a Miss Felicia Manners—sister to the Mrs. Clapp who sits at our table. She was a woman of about the same age as Mr. Lambert, and for the last ten years of her life she suffered from some disease of the spine which confined her almost entirely to her room. Mr. Lambert was good to her—very kind and considerate—but in many ways he was a man far younger than his years. His zest for life was amazing. He loved dancing, golf and the theatre, everything where there was movement and excitement. There were many people who said that he neglected his invalid wife. The chief of these was his son, Alfred Junior. I have often heard the old—er—Mr. Lambert say that his son’s face was like the voice of conscience. I never met Alfred Junior, so I can’t say to what extent either of them was justified. In fact, I didn’t even know Mr. Lambert himself till after he became a widower, and by that time his son had gone abroad.”

At this point Earnshaw got up from his seat and threw his cigarette out of the porthole. It was evident that he was coming to the part of the story that was not so easy to tell. When he resumed his narrative, he kept glancing towards Mrs. Lambert, who was lying back in her chair with her hand covering her face.

“You may or may not believe it, Miss Llewellyn, but Mr. Lambert’s interests in the theatre took an extremely practical turn. He put up the money for two of New York’s, most successful comedy hits—‘Watch my Dust’ and ‘Face the Footlights.’ I believe he did extremely well out of these two productions, though in one or two others he was not so successful. It was through his interests in the stage that he met the present Mrs. Lambert. He—er—helped her—”

At this point Mrs. Lambert sat bolt upright and looked me squarely in the face.

“As one woman to another, Miss Llewellyn, I may as well tell you there was nothing between us at that time but friendship. If you want the honest truth, I do believe that Mr. Lambert started to care for me before his first wife died, but I took nothing from him—that is, nothing but what I had the right to take. He saw that I got one or two parts in his various shows, but I had to work for them the same as everyone else. He admired my work. There was no reason at all why his son should have objected to our friendship.”

Right or wrong, Davy, I believe she was speaking the truth. Otherwise I saw no reason for what seemed like a mass of irrevelant detail. I can imagine few things less interesting than the extra-marital infidelities of poor old Lambert.

“The long and the short of it is,” continued Earnshaw, “Mr. Lambert quarrelled very bitterly with his son. Even before his second marriage Alfred declared that he would have nothing more to do with his father. He left home and went to live in Paris with his aunt, Marcia Manners. When she made her ridiculous marriage to young Clapp, a friend of her nephew’s and about his own age, (who died last spring, by the way, of tuberculosis) Alfred Lambert got disgusted again and went off to South America. Nothing has been heard of him for quite a long time—that is, unless Mrs. Clapp has heard. I know Mr. Lambert didn’t.”

Here Mrs. Lambert interposed with: “And you must believe me, Miss Llewellyn, when I tell you that I did all I could to heal the breach between father and son. I urged my husband to write—to send money—. He even offered a pretty substantial allowance, but the letters were all returned marked ADDRESS UNKNOWN. The boy never made a move towards reconciliation. I understand he referred to me, even after my marriage, as ‘the woman my father lives with.’ A business  associate of my husband’s saw him in the Argentine not so very long ago and told us that he still spoke very bitterly.” 

Earnshaw lit another cigarette and turned towards me. “Now perhaps, you are beginning to get a glimmering of my theory, Miss Llewellyn; and at least you will see why it’s not the kind of thing one would wish to tell the authorities. Now here’s another point which is important—” He drew some papers out of one of the drawers of the small writing table. “Here is a copy of Mr. Lambert’s will. The original is with his lawyer in New York, but there is something extremely interesting about it. The bulk of his property goes to Mrs. Lambert. Alfred Junior is not mentioned, but the money is left to Mrs. Lambert in trust for the duration of her life, to go, at her death, to the nearest male relative who bears the name of Lambert. Betty’s father, Mr. Lambert’s only brother, is the executor. He is an old man and has no male children—now, do you see what I’m driving at—if Mrs. Lambert were to die, young Alfred would inherit every penny of his father’s money!”

There was a little cry from Mrs. Lambert. “You oughtn’t to say it, Jimmie. You oughtn’t even to think it. I’m sure that he’s utterly incapable of anything so terrible. Besides, we aren’t even sure that he is still alive himself.”

“Do you know anything about him?” I asked.

“No,” said Earnshaw, “the strange part of it is that neither Mrs. Lambert nor I has ever set eyes on young Lambert. But—and remember this—there are, or there were, three people on board this ship who knew Alfred by sight. One of them was his father, one of them is Mrs. Clapp, the other—” and here I caught a glimpse of steel in his eyes—“was poor little Betty!”

“Good God!” I exclaimed, “if your theory is correct, it would at least explain what to me has always been the most unreasonable, as well as the most terrible part of this whole business. The murder of Betty struck me, apart from being particularly brutal, as being utterly and absolutely pointless unless—!”

Earnshaw squared his jaw. “Exactly,” he muttered, and I noticed that the knuckles of his clenched fists were quite white. “And there’s. another point which everyone has either forgotten or completely overlooked. Mrs. Lambert is quite positive that there was something wrong with the sherry which she had the night Mr. Lambert was killed. Isn’t it just possible—I hate even to say such a thing—but might not Alfred Lambert—as Robinson—have tried to get rid of two people at the same time? Remember there were two obstacles between himself and Mr. Lambert’s money.”

“Then if that is true,” I exclaimed, “Mrs. Lambert is not safe for a single moment. Oh, I don’t want to frighten you,” I added quickly, as the poor widow stirred uneasily in her chair.

“Well, of course,” continued Earnshaw, “there’s been the nurse, and the doctor was always in and out, but even so—I know we shall both be glad to reach Georgetown. But in the meantime, something has got to be done. Now, Miss Llewellyn, let us suppose, just for the sake of argument, that Alfred Lambert came on board this ship disguised as Robinson. He hangs around his father until he gets invited to a bridge game. He has the poison ready. He slips some into his father’s glass and some into Mrs. Lambert’s—”

“That would have been difficult,” I interrupted, “I don’t remember his ever leaving the bridge table.”

“Now that’s exactly where you can really help us,” cried Earnshaw enthusiastically. “I imagined you recorded everyone’s movements that evening. That journal of yours would bring out just such points.”


“I’m not so sure,” I said doubtfully. “It was some hours afterwards that I wrote it and naturally I recorded only what I could remember. And then it’s more or less in the nature of a private letter—”

Here it suddenly occurred to me, Davy, that I had been a little bit over-frank in this chronicle about the Lambert ménage; that I had expressed my opinion pretty freely about Mrs. Lambert’s exact age and I had not always been as kind as I might have been even about poor little Betty. I couldn’t possibly let them read it. I couldn’t even  trust myself sufficiently to read it out loud and expurgate where necessary.

“I’m sure I’ll be glad to answer any questions which I can,” I said at length. “But first I’d like to hear more about your theory—especially where Betty is concerned.”

“All right,” said Earnshaw. “I’ll go on with my supposition. Young Lambert has been successful as far as one of his victims is concerned. He probably hopes that everyone will think Mr. Lambert was poisoned during the second bridge game for which, of course, he had a perfect alibi. He discards the disguise of Robinson and either takes another, or keeps himself concealed somewhere in the ship. From now on we can only draw on our imaginations. Let us suppose that he meets Betty by accident and she recognizes him. Perhaps he is a passenger, perhaps an officer, perhaps he is a member of the crew or staff. He knows at once that recognition spells danger. Betty has only to put two and two together and it’s all up with him. He writes her an anonymous letter giving her a rendezvous. And here comes another point which is important. At one time, while Betty was a mere school girl, she admired her cousin tremendously. When I first met her, she was always singing his praises. I believe there was a tenderness on his side too. That may account for the fact that she did not tell Mrs. Lambert about her suspicions or about the rendezvous. At any rate, as we all know, she went to it and met—her death—poor child!” 

Earnshaw paused for a moment and cleared his throat. Then he continued in a husky voice.


“Mrs. Lambert came up to look for her that night while you and I were talking in the smoking room. She saw her sitting with a man, whom she afterwards recognized as Robinson. Young Lambert must have been desperate. Perhaps Betty had just said she would tell all she knew. Perhaps—oh, we have no idea as to what passed between them, but he had to act fast—before he was seen and his identity disclosed. And then—the cruel devil—”

Here Earnshaw’s voice broke down completely and there was a long moment of silence. We were all thinking of that dreadful night when a single cry rang out across the sea—

“But what can we do?” I cried at last.

“The first thing is to protect Mrs. Lambert,” replied Earnshaw soberly. “If my theory is correct, she is now the only person who stands between Alfred Lambert and his father’s money. He is a murderer, he is more desperate than ever—”

“Yes, of course,” I rejoined, “but if neither you nor Mrs. Lambert has ever seen young Lambert, how are we going to identify him? Isn’t there a photo—or something?”

Earnshaw shook his head. “No. But there are one or two things that may be helpful. Remember that Mrs. Clapp knows young Lambert by sight. Someone might broach the subject tactfully. As you know, she did not approve of Mr. Lambert. She has not come forward as yet to offer a word of sympathy or regret. Neither of us could approach her on so delicate a matter. She’s a difficult woman, I imagine—artistic and temperamental. But she seems to like you. I wonder if it would be possible—”

I thought hard before answering. “I’ll see what I can do,” I said at length, “but we’ll have to be frightfully careful. Remember Mrs. Clapp is young Lambert’s aunt and, from what you say, I gather she was very fond of him.”

“And then,” continued Earnshaw, “I’d hoped we’d get some help from your journal. Betty might have said something to you—something, anything that would give us a clue—however slight—as to the identity of Robinson.”

“There’s no need to go through my journal for me to tell you that,” I replied. “Betty was very reticent with me. She mentioned young Alfred Lambert once, but she spoke as though he was on a ranch in the Argentine.”

“He’s supposed to be,” sighed Mrs. Lambert.

I was now warming up to Earnshaw’s theory very decidedly. Indeed, it seemed to me like the only really constructive piece of thinking that anyone had done so far.

“But don’t we know anything about young Lambert?” I asked. “His age—height—something to go on?”

“Well,” answered Earnshaw reflectively, “we know he’s under thirty and over twenty-five. And I have an idea, from something. Betty once said to me, that he’s fair and smooth shaven.” A tinge of color spread over his pale cheeks and he passed his hand reflectively over his dark chin. “In fact, she made some not altogether flattering comparisons at one time. I imagine he had a schoolboy complexion. Betty never liked my moustache.”

“All the Lamberts have baby skins,” said Mrs. Lambert absently. “Alfred—my husband—hadn’t a hair on his body. At least—,” she paused and looked a trifle embarrassed.

Earnshaw hurried to the rescue. “There are probably fifty young men on the ship to whom such a description applies,” he said.

“But my recollection of Robinson is that he was older,” I answered. “Between thirty and forty, I should have said.”

“Well, we can’t tell. Remember Alfred has lived on a ranch, and then, one can play almost any kind of trick with make-up. I never saw him myself, but—”

“I remember thinking Robinson was about thirty,” said Mrs. Lambert, reflectively. “His back was turned toward me most of the time, but I know he struck me as being awfully healthy looking. So nice and brown—just as though he’d spent his whole life in the open air.”

Well, Davy, we discussed the whole matter a little while longer and finally it was decided that we should keep our own counsel for the time being and not tell the authorities. I am to broach the subject to Mrs. Clapp as soon and as diplomatically as possible to see if I can tell from her manner whether she knows anything of young Alfred’s whereabouts. I don’t expect to get very far because she’s so clever that she could make me believe anything she wanted. However, I’ll do what I can. But I am not very optimistic.

After a final plea from Mrs. Lambert for tact and discretion with regard to publicity, I took my leave and came in to write this all down on paper as quickly as possible.

It may look fine in black and white, Davy darling, but it doesn’t tell us who Robinson is. And who knows that he may not strike again before we do find out?


Stateroom.

Friday, November 20th.

10:30 P. M.



Heavens, Davy, what an evening! Talk of cheap melodrama. I shall never forget it. And there’s so much to tell you, my darling, that I feel I ought to write in shorthand unless I want to sit up all night. But my Gregg is a bit rusty and I shouldn’t sleep anyhow, so I may as well try and get it off my chest, even if it takes me into the wee small hours.

It all started after dinner when I strolled out on the promenade deck by myself to smoke a post-prandial cigarette and think a few pleasant thoughts for a change. It was a heavenly time of the evening, midway between sunset and nightfall and the boat seemed to be plowing its way peacefully onward towards a new world where there is no depression, no Sunday column, to write, and, above all, no crime or fear or suspicion. I had just succeeded in forgetting about the Lamberts and was thinking about our wedding day, our brand new apartment and your nice rugged face, darling, when I suddenly became conscious that someone was standing behind me.

I turned round to find myself looking into the dark, sombre eyes of Señor de Silvera. He looked so lonely and so forlorn that I thought I’d cheer him up with a little Spanish conversation. I proceeded, therefore, to inform him very totteringly that it was a nice night, that the sea was calm and that we should reach Georgetown in a very few days.

“Muy bien,” he said politely, and then continued in execrable English. “Miss spiks well. We will spik togezzer, no?”

Don’t be jealous, darling, when I tell you he’s about the youngest and handsomest president of a corporation that I’ve ever seen. He’s intelligent, too, even if his conversation is more reminiscent of a “First Spanish Phrase Book” than anything else. He is married, he tells me, therefore he is sad. But he is glad, because he is going to his wife. He is bored. He likes not the trip. He was, I am sure, just about to inform me that the cat is on the mat and that the pen of his aunt is in the garden, when Daniels and Wolcott came up and joined us, both eager for bridge.

I asked Silvera if he would like to be my partner. He assented willingly enough, so we all went into the smoking room and started to play. No sooner had the first hand been dealt than Adam came in and started to “kibitz” behind my shoulder. We had decided on a tenth of a cent a point between Daniels and me, and a tenth between Daniels and Silvera. The pious Wolcott still steadily refused to play for money, and even objected to being carried by Daniels. His objections, on this latter score, however, were completely overruled by the little Cockney.

For a while, all went well. I got moderately good hands and Silvera was magnificently if monosyllabically polite, every time I made a contract. Wolcott played brilliantly, and as soon as the luck began to go his way a little, he and Daniels quickly retrieved their losses and were well on the plus side. Silvera’s temper did not improve as we began to go down and he kept growling to Burr in Spanish about his cursed luck at cards. Judging from their bewildered expressions, I should say that neither of our opponents understands any language other than his own.

Now for the excitement, Davy darling. Hold your breath for a moment and read what follows very carefully. Our opponents were one leg on rubber game and we were sitting like this:



[image: Image]


Wolcott dealt and bid a spade. My hand was pretty rotten—nothing but a King of Diamonds and a Queen of Clubs. Silvera bid two diamonds and Daniels supported Wolcott’s spades. Finally Wolcott got the bid for four spades and Silvera doubled. Daniels and I passed.

I wasn’t particularly interested one way or the other, but suddenly I noticed a puzzled expression come over Adam’s face. He kept looking from one hand to the other and started rubbing his chin so vigorously that I thought he must be breaking out in a rash.

I was so busy staring at Adam that it was some time before I noticed Silvera’s face. The others were apparently waiting for him to lead, but instead of looking at his cards, he had laid them down on the table and was glowering at Wolcott with an expression of incredible ferocity. His eyes were gleaming like a trapped tiger’s and his upper lip had come away from his teeth in a manner which made one think he was just about to bury his fangs in the old man’s jugular vein. There was a moment of uneasy silence, broken only by the sound of Adam’s footsteps as he hurried tactfully to the door, closed it and turned the key. Sam Bumstead, the steward, was temporarily absent. The other passengers were playing the races in the social hall. The five of us were alone in the smoking room.

Then, in the twinkle of an eye, I saw Silvera raise his hand above his head and bring it down with a crash on poor old Wolcott’s left wrist. A pack of cards, identical with those we were using, fell to the floor in wild profusion. For one awful moment, Davy, I thought the Brazilian had performed the old western trick of pinning his opponent’s hand to the table with a knife.

But, physically at least, Wolcott seemed none the worse for this act of violence. He sat perfectly still, rubbing his wrist gently and staring with mild astonishment at the cards which lay at his feet. Silvera towered above him, beads of perspiration shining on his forehead.

Then came the big surprise, Davy, and I knew for the first time how Balaam must have felt when his ass turned and answered him in the Bible. Silvera had, throughout the trip, talked either in Spanish or broken monosyllables. Now he burst forth into a torrent of almost perfect English:

“Ah—so! You are cheating after all, Mr. Wolcott! I fancied I saw you conceal the pack of cards about your person. And I thought it strange the way your luck turned so suddenly. Your anxiety during the past few days to play with Mr. Daniels—an indifferent player at best—was, to say the least of it, a trifle odd. You are a rogue, sir—I shall inform the authorities. I shall—”

There was absolutely no doubt about it, Davy. Wolcott had had an extra pack of cards hidden up his sleeve, though why on earth anyone should want to cheat at one-tenth of a cent a point was completely beyond me—especially when it was the cheater himself who had declined to play for money. The old man blinked stupidly at Silvera, but did not say a word in his own defense. Instead, I heard him mutter, in a pathetic little whisper: “I told you it was dangerous, Daniels.”

This remark seemed to inflame Silvera more than ever and his voice became so high-pitched and his manner so threatening that I was certain he was about to resort to personal violence. It was Adam who finally saved the situation, and for the first time I realized that he has a hidden strength and virility which certainly is not obvious to the naked eye.

“Un momento, Sr. de Silvera,” he cried. “Tengo algo muy importante que decirle. Estos señores no hablan Español.”

The Brazilian turned flashing eyes towards Adam, and a spirited conversation ensued. When it comes to talking Spanish, I am a weak sister, as you know, Davy; but I can follow a conversation well enough, and I think I caught the general drift of what these two were saying.

Apparently Adam started to tell him that he knew exactly who he (Silvera) was. He also knew exactly why he was going to Rio and how he hoped to win the Harbor Construction contract for his company. He, Burr, was frank to admit that he was after it too. Adam then went on to point out that Silvera, wishing to travel incognito, had posed as a Spaniard (which he wasn’t) and pretended not to speak English (which he did perfectly). Only the four people in the room knew his secret and Adam gave his guarantee that if Silvera would forget this unfortunate incident, the rest of us would forget his extraordinary lapse into English and any other irrelevancies which had cropped up during the trip. 

At first Silvera listened to Adam with obvious astonishment. Gradually, however, I saw the dark color mount to his cheekbones. His voice was tense and sibilant as he said in Spanish: 

“There is nothing disgraceful in my traveling this way, Mr. Burr. I am doing it for business reasons only. If it were officially known that I am returning to Rio so prematurely, the other construction companies would realize the magnitude of the contract and underbid me before I had a chance to look the situation over. As for my English—if I choose to keep to myself during the trip, that is my own affair entirely.”

Adam gave him a searching look. “Naturally, señor. You did not wish Mr. Lambert to know who you were. I can well understand that. And since you unfortunately found yourself at our table—well, what better disguise could you adopt? And having started the pretence of not speaking English, naturally you had to continue it.”

“It’s my own business,” repeated Silvera angrily.

“But the new breakwater is my business, too,” replied Adam. “A cable to Rio—a little hint as to your movements—” He waved his hand airily.


The anger died out of the Brazilian’s eyes. He turned to Wolcott. “I shall forget it,” he snapped. Then he rose, strode to the door, unlocked it and left the room.

A number of people began to filter in after the door was open. Daniels, Wolcott and I were still sitting in our seats, staring stupidly at each other like wax figures in a shop window. It had all been so quick and so utterly unexpected that we seemed to have been holding our breath for about five minutes. At length Wolcott bent down and slowly began to pick up the cards. Adam was smiling at Daniels in an elfish manner which made his ears stick out.

“I think it’ll be all right as far as Silvera’s concerned.”

“Adam, you linguist, you shaper of human destinies, you big executive,” I whispered. “May I ask you if you are going to give me an explanation of all this or are you going to set a price on my silence the way you did with Silvera? If anyone’s been cheated it’s me. I’m nearly eighty cents down, and—”

“Mr. Daniels is going to explain to both of us,” said Adam in a dramatic stage whisper, as a fat woman bore down on our table with the obvious intention of taking the Brazilian’s place.

Daniels gave a little nod. “Come into the purser’s office,” he said, ignoring the large lady.

“I want to save the hands,” remarked Adam, as he picked the cards carefully from the table.

“I’m not sorry about losing mine,” I said. “It was pretty punk.”

Wolcott did not move from his chair. He looked old and dazed. Adam and I followed Daniels into the purser’s office and closed the door. It was unoccupied. We all fumbled for cigarettes.

“Well,” piped the little Cockney at length. “What do you want me to say?” He looked perkily around. “I apologize for myself—and for Wolcott.”

“We don’t want apologies, Daniels.” There was a steely timbre in Adam’s usually fatuous voice. “What I want to know is why that last hand was identical with the one which was played on the night Mr. Lambert was murdered—the one which, unless I am much mistaken, Miss Llewellyn copied down and put first in her journal.”

Here Adam spread the cards out on the purser’s desk. “Look, Mary. You haven’t your journal with you, but you do have your memory. Isn’t this hand familiar?”

Davy, he was right. I haven’t consulted my journal, but I’m sure that he was right. I had been holding the cards held by Daniels himself on that fatal first night out. Wolcott had Mr. Lambert’s hand and Silvera held the cards and was sitting in the position occupied by—Robinson!* Having copied out that hand so carefully I shall never, never forget it. There was no question but that the cards were the same in the essentials. Whether or not we held the same rags, of course, I could not say.

On me, at least, the effect of this announcement was electric. I had suspected nothing. In the smoking room I had simply been too dazed to think of anything except to hope that no one had a gun handy. Adam, from his point of vantage as onlooker had seen and remembered—a remarkable feat when one came to consider it. Realizing that there must be some method in all this madness, he had saved the situation as far as Silvera was concerned, and now he was hot on the trail of Wolcott and Daniels.

But Daniels did not look in the least perturbed. He was blinking his funny little eyes and smiling in a way that showed he was quite master of the situation.

“Well,” he said, looking amusedly from one to the other of us, “now that you have literally laid your cards on the table, Mr. Burr, I suppose I must do the same. If you’ll pardon my saying so, Miss, you have caught me by the short hairs. I suppose I’ve got to admit that it was me that copied the two hands from Miss Llewellyn’s diary the day she so—er—carelessly left it in the social hall. All that I can say is that I did it with the best intentions.”




“Mr. Daniels,” I fumed, “that is the most preposterous thing I’ve ever heard in my life. What right have you—a private manuscript—and who are you, anyhow?”

At this moment the door opened and Jennings came in. He looked surprised to find us holding a conference in his office and the cards on the table must have made the scene similar to one of those old-fashioned pictures—“Gambler’s Ruin or the Road to Hell.”

“Mr. Jennings,” squeaked little Daniels on a falsetto note, “these two have got me in the dock. Now they are asking me who I am. Will you do me the favor to tell them? Yes, yes,” he continued as Jennings hesitated, “you can tell them the truth.”

The exposure of Daniels as a double murderer would, I am sure, have surprised both Adam and me less than what we now heard.

“Mr. Daniels,” replied Jennings calmly, “is a private detective who has been in the service of our line for the past five years. Before that he was at Scotland Yard. He went over to America on the company’s business and is now going to Rio for the same reason. Although he is a valued and trusted employee, he has been traveling as an ordinary first class passenger because—well, perhaps I had better let him tell you that himself.”

I gasped. Funny, chirpy little Daniels an ex-Scotland Yard detective. It was incredible!

“You look surprised, Miss Llewellyn,” said the little Cockney. “Nothing should surprise an American journalist. Yes, I’m a detective all right, though perhaps not the type that you get in your lurid American thrillers. Captain Fortescue was specially anxious for me to travel as an ordinary passenger because there’s a number of international card-sharpers who work this South American trip. Last time the Moderna went from New York to Rio a party committed suicide on board under very suspicious circumstances. A young man he was. He’d been heavily fleeced—”

“And Wolcott?” asked Adam.

“Right the first time,” said Daniels, grinning. “I recognized Wolcott at once as one of the bunch. Someone must have tipped him off as to who I was, because he wouldn’t touch a card until the night of the fancy dress party. Then, he must have thought I was—er—otherwise occupied, because he inveigled two of the wealthiest men on board into a game. They were just sitting down to play at live cents a point when I called him out of the room. I had an idea—”

“But what’s all this got to do with the murder of Mr. Lambert and Betty?” I asked impatiently. “Surely the solution of that mystery is more important than the conviction of an old card sharper—”

Daniels blinked at me and gave a knowing smile. “Naturally, Miss Llewellyn,” he said gravely, “I have devoted all my energies on this trip to the Lambert case. I have, if I may say so, been more busy than you and Mr. Burr. And, I might add—about equally unsuccessful. Captain Fortescue thought I should get further by continuing to mix in with the passengers as one of them. I’ll admit I haven’t got very far, but your journal has helped me considerably from several points of view—”

“My journal! Then it was you behind the curtain that day in the captain’s cabin.”

He nodded. “Perhaps I’d better apologize, Miss Llewellyn. But I’d also like to express my admiration, if you’ll allow me, for the clear way in which—”

“But you had no right,” interposed Adam, “to read it in the social hall without Miss Llewellyn’s permission. That was ungentlemanly and—”

“I’ll admit it,” said the little Cockney a trifle shamefully, “but I’m sure Miss Llewellyn will accept my apologies when she hears my reasons. I did evil, so to speak, that good might come. We were all looking for this party who calls himself Robinson. None of us remember much about him. He was a pretty ordinary person in every way. There was only one thing that stood out in my mind—the badness of his play at bridge. Why, he was even worse than me!”

Daniels paused, almost as if he were waiting for a burst of applause. We all looked at him stonily.

“Well, Mr. Burr,” he continued, “a man may disguise his face, his voice, his figure and his manners, but it is just about impossible for him to disguise his game of bridge. I decided that if I could get Robinson into a rubber—if I could put those same hands before him—he would probably make the same mistakes as he made before. But, you may see my difficulties. I’m not a conjurer. I’m not even a bridge expert. I’m no good at sleight-of-hand or any other parlor tricks. Then suddenly, luck played into my hands!”

“Wolcott!” I exclaimed excitedly.

“That’s the ticket. I caught him sitting down to play bridge for high stakes. I have a good bit of information against him which—well, that’s neither here nor there. At any rate, perhaps I used a certain amount of—er—persuasion. Finally he decided, though much against his will, to put his card-sharping abilities to good use. We went over the two hands and he pointed out that, in each instance, there was just one possibility of making a fatal error. Robinson made the mistake both times. Well, Wolcott arranged two packs of cards and we have been trying out those two hands on all the people we could get hold of. We wanted to see if anyone would lead the Jack of Clubs the way Robinson did. Silvera was our latest—er—victim, but unfortunately Wolcott wasn’t feeling very well and must have bungled things. Or, perhaps, that Spaniard is especially keen-sighted.”

“But wouldn’t Robinson remember the hands?” asked Adam, and I could tell that he was fascinated by Daniels’ little scheme.

The detective shook his head. “If Robinson murdered Mr. Lambert,” he said sagely, “he had a good deal more important things to think about that night than the play of the cards. But it is possible that it might be sort of instinctive with him to make the same mistakes, if you see what I mean.”

“And no one has made them yet?” asked Adam excitedly.

“No one so far; we haven’t had a chance to try many people, but we’re hoping to get our opportunity at the bridge tournament tomorrow night. The only trouble is that every man is supposed to play with a woman and I shan’t be able to partner Wolcott.”

“Oh, let me help,” I cried excitedly. “I think it’s a marvelous idea. Not conclusive, of course, but it will at least give us something to go on and help to eliminate a number of people.”

Adam gave me a paternal smile which gradually changed into a severe frown. “No, Mary,” he said grimly. “This is a dangerous business. And if Wolcott were found out again, you’d be involved in a nasty scandal. I can tell you a better idea. Daniels will arrange for you to be Wolcott’s partner and then, just before the tournament starts, you must say you have a splitting headache and retire. I imagine Jennings can arrange for Daniels to take your place.”

The purser nodded. “We’re short of ladies anyhow,” he remarked as he lit his pipe.

“But I shall have to go down to my stateroom and miss all the fun,” I said querulously. “However—I’ll do anything you say to help.”

Burr’s proposal was eagerly agreed to by little Daniels. In the meantime he and Wolcott will carry on the good work of trying to lure any possible Robinson (male or female) into a game, and I am to go round cracking up the bridge tournament and getting everyone to sign up for it. So—if Robinson is a first class passenger, he won’t escape our toils.

Needless to say, Davy, my evening was so full I didn’t get a chance to talk to Mrs. Clapp on the subject of Alfred Lambert. And as I have a hard day ahead of me tomorrow I’d better say good night now, darling.

I blow a kiss to you across the waters—


On Deck,

Saturday, November 21st.

Noon.



We’re in the tropics now, Davy, and no mistake. For the past few days it has been warm, but today is a real scorcher—far too hot at least for the emotional scene which I have just been through. There’s not a breath of air and the Moderna seems to be stationary—“as idle as a painted ship upon a painted ocean.” Actually we are making very good time, it seems, and the passengers are all excited over the fact that a record run has just been announced. I say “excited.” As a matter of fact they are lying listlessly about, too hot and lazy to do anything but bore each other.

But I, my lord, have not been idle. Directly after breakfast I decided I must make good my promise to Earnshaw and Mrs. Lambert by interviewing Mrs. Clapp as soon as possible. I hunted around, but I could not find them on deck or anywhere else about the ship. I was told that they have been knocked out of the shuffle-board contest, undoubtedly to their great chagrin, but Daphne (partnered by Daniels) is still a possibility for the deck tennis championship. I made my way to the courts on the upper deck. Daphne was nowhere to be found. As their opponents were waiting for them, anxious to play off the semi-finals before the afternoon heat, I finally volunteered to go and get Miss Demarest from her stateroom.

Accordingly, at about ten o’clock, I knocked at the suite occupied by Mrs. Clapp and her companion. Hearing a noise that sounded like “come in,” I opened the door and entered. I must have been mistaken, Davy, because neither of them could possibly have wanted me or anyone else at that particular moment. Mrs. Clapp was lying on the couch half-dressed in a mauve peignoir and obviously in one of her tantrums. Daphne was standing by the porthole, crying. I say she was crying, my dear. As a matter of fact she was making a noise like a young elephant with a toothache. It must have been one of her snorts that I mistook for permission to enter.

I was just about to state my mission and beat a hasty retreat when Mrs. Clapp sat up on the couch with a theatrical gesture and commanded rather than said:

“Don’t go, Miss Llewellyn. Stay here and try to teach this ridiculous young woman some sense. Apparently I am incapable.”

Daphne had paid no attention when I entered. Hearing Mrs. Clapp’s voice, she turned and faced me. Her nose and eyes were red, her face was streaky and her hair was all at sixes and sevens. Honestly, Davy, she looked perfectly fantastic and even more enormous than usual.


“No bad news, I hope?” I said hurriedly.

“Bad news!” snorted Mrs. Clapp. “Preposterous news, comic news, tragic news—call it what you will! Miss Demarest has just informed me that she intends to get married—in Georgetown of all places!”

Daphne blew her nose into a sopping handkerchief.

“Why, that’s delightful,” I said fatuously. “I suppose it’s Mr. Daniels. I wish you every possible happiness, Daphne.” 

“Happiness, Miss Llewellyn? How can you talk of happiness when the granddaughter of an earl marries a common little Cockney nobody of half her size? Why, Mr. Daniels won’t even tell her his profession—if he has one.”

    “I can assure you, Mrs. Clapp,” I said chuckling inwardly, “that he has a very reputable profession. Far more so than mine!” 

     “I don’t care who he is or what he is,” said Daphne fiercely. “He’s rippin’ to me. I like him—”

“You like him, my dear Daphne,” said the great actress in withering tones, “because he is the first man who has ever made a fuss over you. He’s courted you with cheap presents and mash notes as if you were a servant girl. Look, Miss Llewellyn.” 

She pointed to a small table which contained about six unopened boxes of chocolates, a geranium in a pot (cut flowers being unobtainable presumably in mid-Atlantic), and a nondescript mother-of-pearl box with a hideous effigy of the Moderna on the lid. This latter article was obviously designed for trinkets, though a more useless possession for the tweed-clad Daphne would have been impossible to imagine.

But there was something incredibly pathetic about the little collection, Davy. One could see how Daniels had tried by his gifts to show this plain, large-boned woman of thirty-five that to him she was a young girl, feminine and desirable. One could see how Daphne, accustomed as she must have been to making a fuss over other people all her life, appreciated these little tributes more than a younger or prettier woman might have done. To her, I felt sure, they were neither comic nor pathetic, even though their giver did not come up to her shoulder and was never too sure of his vowel sounds or aspirates. The marriage may not have been made in heaven, but at least it was more suitable than Mrs. Clapp’s last effort. To my mind the actress was the very last person who had the right to mock at any misalliance.

“Well, Daphne,” I said with forced cheerfulness, “if Mrs. Clapp won’t come to your wedding in Georgetown, I’ll be delighted to give you away and act as maid of honor.”

Mrs. Clapp snorted again. “You probably think, Miss Llewellyn, that my objections are purely selfish. I feel I stand in loco parentis to Daphne. The night of the fancy dress she and Mr. Daniels were making themselves very conspicuous. I reasoned with Daphne; I pleaded with her. I know men. I’ve been married myself several times—and—”

“And as you know very well,” interrupted Daphne with some heat, “you are perfectly capable of marrying several times more. Then where would I be! Look at this trip. When you first came on board you swore you’d never look at a man again. You wore all your deepest mourning. You didn’t even ask me to give you face treatments. Now you use a pot of cold cream every night. You’ve got out your Paris frocks, and you make yourself look perfectly stunning—”

Mrs. Clapp preened herself and her ill temper began to disappear visibly. Daphne, you remember, is no fool.

“You can’t blame me for wanting a home of my own,” she continued, seizing her advantage. “A fat lot of good it’s done me to be the granddaughter of an earl. I never got a penny out of it, let alone a husband. Daniels isn’t any Beau Brummel, but he’d never want a great hodge like me if he was. And he’s not so common as you make out, Marcia. His father was a dentist! And I love the little box he gave me and I love him—even if his name is Percy!”

She started to sniff again and I almost felt like joining in, Davy. It ought to have been funny, but there was suddenly something so child-like and defenceless about Daphne that the situation was robbed of its humor and became merely pathetic. And yet, I can understand why the sophisticated Mrs. Clapp, who is genuinely fond of her, wants to save her from making a fool of herself. There’s a great deal to be said for both points of view.

“Daphne, dear,” said Mrs. Clapp a little more gently, “why won’t you trust me more? I’ll give you all you want. You’ll have heaps of opportunities to meet interesting people in South America. Indeed, I am sure a great many men of your own class and—er—size would think you a very fine figure of a woman. Don’t snap up the first man who offers—”

“Nonsense. You know I’m a fright,” snapped Daphne, blowing her nose again and recovering her self-possession with extraordinary rapidity. “And don’t start to tell me I’m a noble character. I’ve heard it all before. And I’m going to marry him, Marcia, so that’s that, tantrums or no tantrums. And now I’m going to play off the tennis semi-finals. We’d have won the shuffle-board yesterday if you hadn’t been flirting with that brown-faced young man from the third class.” Then she added crossly, “Talk about snapping men up. Who has a chance with you about?”

At first I thought Daphne must be pulling the old lady’s leg, Davy, but she was obviously in earnest. Indeed she was just about to stalk out of the room when I remembered that it was her swain who was waiting for her on the upper deck. As her nose was shining like the Pole Star, I begged her, in the name of womanhood and decency, to fix herself up a bit. She retired to the bedroom without a word and finally left, slamming both doors after her. Mrs. Clapp was not to have a monopoly on tantrums!

When she had gone I was invited quite amicably to stay and have a chat. Like most actresses, Marcia Manners is one of the vainest creatures on God’s earth, Davy (not without reason, of course), and I soon had her in the best of humors. We talked about Daphne for a while and then very cunningly I shifted the conversation to Mrs. Clapp’s attraction for men and the brown-faced young man in particular. Suddenly I sprung my bolt.

“There’s a man on board who reminds me very much of your nephew, Alfred Lambert. I met him once some time ago” I added mendaciously. “I wondered if perhaps—”

“Alfred! On this boat!” Her face had gone very pale. “Why that’s impossible. He’s in the Argentine. And how on earth did you know him?”

My reply was evasive, Davy, but she was looking at me so hard and so searchingly that I felt positive she could see through my little strategy. Her tone, however, was elaborately casual as she continued:

“Talking of Alfred reminds me that I really ought to call on Mrs. Lambert. After all, I am in a sense related to her. She’s Alfred’s stepmother, though he’d hate to admit it. And I’m his aunt. I haven’t even offered her my sympathy yet, though I know she knows that I consider her very well rid of that old tomcat. I don’t want the wretched woman to think I’m a hypocrite.”

“Talking of cats,” I expostulated weakly, “I don’t think Mrs. Lambert is a wretched woman at all. I quite like her now.” 

“Oh, she’s attractive enough as a person, my dear, but the world’s worst actress. The very, very worst. And her old noodle of a husband simply used to force her into all the best parts in his shows. It was quite a scandal. Still, I think I’ll go and see her. What’s happened to the rather nice looking man who was her husband’s secretary? The one like John Gilbert or Ramon Novarro or someone? Yes, I’ll certainly go and see her.”

“That would be very kind,” I said. “And you would be just the person to take poor Mr. Earnshaw out of himself a bit. Betty’s death has upset him fearfully. The only time I’ve seen him look like a human being since then was the night of your monologue. He admires you—your acting tremendously.” 

“Yes, that’s a good idea,” she said musingly. “I ought to call on Mrs. Lambert. I’d better get out my black again, I think. Have you seen this little model I got from Lelong? It’s very suitable.”

We talked a bit more, Davy, about nothing in particular, but she resisted my every effort to bring the conversation back to young Lambert. Frankly, I was afraid to press her, as I felt I had already been clumsy in approaching the subject. Marcia  Manners is the most kaleidoscopic of people and you never know which of her many personalities she is going to switch on next. Just as I was leaving, I remembered my second mission.

“Have you entered the bridge tournament?” I asked.

“No, my dear,” she replied, as she performed some mystic operation on her face before the mirror. “The men are all so hideous on the boat that there’s not one I could bear to have sit in front of me for two hours on end.”

“How about the man in the third class that Daphne spoke of?” I asked innocently.

Mrs. Clapp looked very red as she removed a thick gelatinous substance from her chin and cheeks.

“Hardly convenable, my dear. People would talk. Now I wonder if Mr. Earnshaw—or perhaps it’s all too recent.”

“Good idea!” I remarked, “and he is certainly easier on the eyes than some.”

After this I took my leave with the happy thought that, even if I haven’t found out much, I have at least given Mrs. Lambert and Earnshaw a chance to do their own probing with regard to the mysterious young Alfred.

But, I almost forgot to tell you the big news. She’s offered me Daphne’s job if the marriage really comes off at Georgetown. I told her that I had other plans, in which you are intimately concerned, Davy boy. We compromised on my writing her biography the next time she’s in New York. I shall call it, YOUNG MEN I HAVE MARRIED Or BETWEEN BOX OFFICE AND ALTAR.
 
But for all her frivolity and her fickleness with husbands and companions, Marcia is no fool either.

In fact, she’s a very clever woman. Never forget that, Davy dear.


Stateroom,

Saturday, November 21st.

6:30 P. M.



By this time, Davy, I imagine you are just about as sick of theories as I am. Everybody seems to have one and they are all different.


But, at least—as the dear little boy said when he saw the “Sign of the Cross”—“there’s one poor lion that ain’t got no Christian.” For I myself have no theory. In fact, I’m in such a fog listening to other people’s that I really don’t know what I do think about it all. All I know is that everyone seems to suspect someone else, whereas to my mind no one is above suspicion, least of all, perhaps, the most subtle of the theorists. The trouble is that there are too many suspects and all too few tangible clues.

Now, at the risk of boring you I must tell you all about Adam’s theory—and a perfectly startling one it is too. We spilled the beans to each other on the upper deck this afternoon.

It was too hot to do anything but talk, so I got gossipy and told him all about my visit to Mrs. Lambert and Earnshaw. After that I gave him a somewhat exaggerated and facetious account of my interview with Mrs. Clapp and Daphne earlier in the day. He listened very attentively, as though he were balancing my words in relation to some ideas of his own. After I had finished he did not speak for several minutes. Finally he said:

“You know, Mary, for several days now I’ve had a perfectly fantastic notion which I haven’t dared to mention even to you—in the first place, because you are such a lioness in defense of your own sex, in the second place, because I don’t want you to think me more of a nut than you do at present.”

“You’re nutta nutta tall,” I remarked flippantly. “But what has my sex got to do with it?”

“Nothing has struck you as odd about at least two people on the boat? No? Well, let me explain something in your unsophisticated little ear. You’ve been in love, I presume.” 

“Your presumption,” I replied, “is perfectly justified, but we didn’t come up here to discuss love.”

Adam sighed romantically. “Alas, no. But I must remind you that two of our fellow passengers are on the brink of matrimony. Neither of them is what you might vulgarly describe as a spring chicken. Neither of them can be said to exude that strange indefinable something which used commonly to be known as sex appeal. I cannot speak for Daniels’ hidden charms, but as a mere man of normal instincts it is impossible for me to understand how any male under six feet ten can possibly be in love with that armor-plated Amazon who—”

“Rot,” I said angrily, “just because you are crazy about brainless little nincompoops with nothing but curls or curves to recommend them, it doesn’t follow that some men haven’t got enough gumption to like a sensible sort of woman, even if she isn’t any lingerie ad.”

Adam sighed and patted the region of his belt. “I like you, my dear. You have curls, curves and brains, but you interrupt me frightfully, and, like all women, you make things so unpleasantly personal. Look at the thing more judicially. Daniels is a detective, as we know. He comes on board this ship and presumably falls head over heels in love with this great big penniless Englishwoman. Of what does the courtship consist? Billets doux which she shows round to all and sundry; boxes of chocolate which are so large that no one could fail to see them; compliments which are so loud that the whole boat hears them. But have we ever caught them whispering sweet nothings into each other’s ears by moonlight? Have we seen them deliberately trying to escape the public gaze? Have we seen them doing all those hundred and one little things which you and I would be doing if it had happened to us? We have not.”

“When the really big things in life happen to us,” I protested, “we don’t give a damn about the public. And poor little Daniels is far too busy trying to solve two mysteries to have any time for sweet nothings on the upper deck.”

“And then Mrs. Clapp,” he continued, ignoring my interruption. “Why does she make so much fuss about Daphne’s laggard lover? Why does she act as though this young Lochinvar from Scotland Yard had come to steal a pearl of great price? Why does she lay such emphasis on Daphne’s womanhood? Why—because I don’t believe that Daphne is a woman at all and I don’t believe that Daniels believes it either.”


He got up and started to pace excitedly up and down the deck.

“Now,” he continued, “let’s go back to Earnshaw’s theory, which fits in admirably with mine. He suspects that young Alfred Lambert is on board this ship. He says that he and Mrs. Clapp are—or have been—friendly. She is his aunt. Now do you see what I’m driving at? Now do you understand Daniels’ motive in these preposterous attentions towards a woman twice his size?”

“Yes, yes, I see your idea,” I cried, “but you are missing one very important point in feminine psychology, Adam Burr. You are—”


Later,

Stateroom.



The rest of that sentence, Davy, will never, never be written. So many terrible things have happened since I started to write it that my views on feminine psychology must pass into the limbo of things unimportant and forgotten.

My hand is still shaking so that, as you will see for yourself, my writing is almost illegible. But let me reassure you, darling—I’m locked and bolted in my stateroom now and there is a grim-faced guard in the corridor outside. And I am still alive and completely unharmed—that’s something to be thankful for.

I was just finishing up my last installment at about seven o’clock this evening—in a hurry as usual, as it was about time to dress for dinner. And, as usual, I was sitting on the foot of my berth, the writing pad on my knee and my back to the door. The ship was very quiet. Suddenly I heard a faint noise behind my head and, at the same moment, the awful thought came to me that I had forgotten to slip the bolt. Without daring to move, I lifted my eyes to the mirror above the wash basin. Even in the dim light of my cabin I could see that my door was slowly opening!

The minute that followed was so packed with sensation that it seemed to last for hours, and I could go on describing it for pages. I remember shrinking into myself as I huddled against the side of the narrow berth, back of the door which, silently and relentlessly, was opening to give something entrance into my room. The noise of the engines, even the occasional lapping of the waves against the porthole, seemed to have ceased for a moment, as if the ship itself and the very elements were waiting to listen—watching to see what would happen.

There was a bell at the head of my bed—just out of reach. But I did not dare to move a finger towards it. Some deep-rooted instinct, some sixth sense told me to keep perfectly still because I knew it was important that I should see who was entering my room. This instinct (call it curiosity, if you like) must have been even stronger than the thought of self-preservation.

I was gazing into the mirror, fascinated—like a rabbit watching the deadly approach of a weasel. In the gradual widening space between the edge of the door and the jamb I could still see nothing except the dim outline of the stateroom opposite. And then, suddenly—stealthily—the reflection of a face appeared in the glass; a face pressed, listening, against my door. It became more and more distinct, and then—Davy, even now my head reels when I think of it and my heart thumps so hard that it seems to shake the earth.

In the mirror I saw it was—Robinson!

Even in the dim obscurity there was no mistaking him, though either it was too dark or I was far too upset to take in any details that might throw further light on his identity. But all the things I remember were there—the thick glasses, the thick brown hair, and that smoothly smooth tanned face. The features were commonplace enough and yet somehow they inspired a feeling of revulsion and horror that was almost overwhelming. My hands grow cold and clammy as I recall them.

At first I thought he did not see me. He was peering around the room as though looking for something. By now I could tell that he was dressed in a dark suit and wore a black tie. Then I  saw something else. It was the dull gleam of blue steel in his hand. Davy darling, he had a revolver.

I am thankful that I was too petrified to scream. I know that, had I done so, I should not be writing this to you. One sign of the panic I felt—one false move towards the bell—and it would have been all over. But as he stood there behind me and I watched his blurred reflection in the mirror, I lived through an eternity.

Then, suddenly, I felt something that was even colder and more deadly than the numbness of my own senses. There was a slight movement in the mirror and I was conscious of the pressure of cold steel against my left shoulder—a horrible, downward pressure which told me that his revolver was pointed towards my heart.

At that moment, Davy, I felt positive he was going to kill me as he had undoubtedly killed Mr. Lambert and Betty. A thousand thoughts flashed through my head in the split fraction of a second. I thought of you and asked myself, for some absurd reason, whether you would be left saddled with our new apartment. I thought of Adam and the others on board ship who would try frantically to solve this third mystery. Then I found myself wondering whether death would be painful and began to speculate philosophically as to what would come next. I suppose desperation must have lent me a certain amount of courage, or indifference, for I suddenly heard myself saying in a voice that seemed to come from miles away:

“Please, Mr. Robinson, get it over with quickly. Your pistol is hurting my shoulder.” 

There was a fragment of a laugh from behind me: a malevolent little cackle. The pressure of the steel was increased until I felt that he must be boring a hole right through me. Normally it would have been agonizing, but I was so anesthetized by the horror of the situation that I did not really feel the pain. The spot is still livid on my skin.

“Don’t move a muscle and above all, don’t turn your head!” The high-pitched voice, obviously another part of the disguise, was exactly as I remembered it during that fatal bridge party.


I sat perfectly still, but my eyes were still watching him in the mirror.

“I shan’t hurt you if you do exactly what I tell you. I want that journal of yours—get up and get it without turning round!”

Still I did not move.

“Get up,” he repeated.

“Mr. Robinson,” I said in a low voice, “my journal is locked in the captain’s safe with the exception of these two pages. If you would like to come with me I will be glad to go and fetch it—or, perhaps, you would rather wait.”

The pressure of the revolver barrel against my back was somewhat relaxed.

“You swear it isn’t here?”

“I swear it. And I’m afraid you’ve wasted your time.”

Once again I heard that ominous little laugh. “I’ve wasted my time, have I?” he muttered. “Well, it won’t be altogether wasted—”

As he spoke there was a click and the cabin was plunged into comparative darkness. He had turned off the lamp behind me. I could no longer see his face in the mirror, but I knew he was there because I still felt, or imagined I felt, the pressure of the revolver on my shoulder.

Then something happened, Davy, the very thought of which makes me feel sick with horror at this moment. An arm was thrown about my neck and I felt my head tilted backward. Before I realized what was happening, I was conscious of warm human breath in my nostrils and a mouth was pressed against mine in the most loatnsome kiss it is possible to imagine. And even at the time I know why it was so loathsome.

Davy darling, his lips tasted of blood!

Something snapped inside my brain. Let him shoot; let him kill me; let him do anything, but I had to escape from tha hideous embrace—from the horror of those vampire lips. I struggled like a fly in a spider-web but the arm around my neck felt like a steel band. I could not cry out. The pressure of the mouth was stifling against mine. Then suddenly, I caught the faint outline of the bell. My arm was close against the button.  With all my strength I pushed against it, grinding my elbow into the socket.

I don’t quite know what happened next, but suddenly I heard the door slam and realized—with what relief you can imagine—that I was alone. Far in the distance I could hear the peal of the bell. Louder and louder it sounded until it seemed that the whole ship must hear it. Surely Trubshaw would come; surely someone was near at hand to help me. But there were no reassuring footsteps.

I staggered into the corridor. “Steward, steward,” I screamed. But still the ever-faithful Trubshaw did not appear. The passengers were busy dressing for dinner and, though two or three female heads popped out of doors for a moment, no one came to my assistance.

At last (and I suppose all this actually took about three seconds of time) my middle-aged stewardess came bustling up.

“Is there anything I can do, Miss?” she said. “Mr. Trubshaw don’t seem to be here and I was off duty, but—” Then she gave one look at my bleeding mouth and dishevelled hair—“are you hurt, Miss?”

“A man,” I gasped, “did you see a man in a dark suit leave my stateroom?”

“I passed one in the passage just now,” she said. “He went into the gents’ lavatory—”

“Go after him,” I yelled. “Quick!”

The stewardess hesitated a moment while modesty warred with her desire to be helpful. Then, she turned and hurried down the passageway. Within a few seconds she was back.

“He must of gone out the other door,” she said shaking her head. “It leads into the next corridor. All the lavatories have two exits.”

By this time, Davy, a number of people had appeared from various neighboring staterooms and started to make the usual fatuous inquiries.

“It’s nothing,” I said. “I bit my lip. Will you send Trubshaw to me, Mrs. Wilson?” As I spoke the steward appeared looking pale and frightened.


“Miss Llewellyn,” he gasped, “can you come at once? It’s Mrs. Lambert.” He drew me aside. “She—she—oh, I don’t know, but I think she’s dead.”

Dressed as I was in the flimsiest of wrappers, I started to run towards the widow’s stateroom.

“Trubshaw,” I cried. “Go and fetch Dr. Somers. Send him here at once—and Mr. Daniels. I’ll do what I can for her. Only hurry, hurry—”

When I reached Mrs. Lambert’s suite, I stood for a moment in the sitting room. It was empty, except for a frightened young waiter cowering in a corner, but there was an untouched dinner tray on a side table and all around the tiny escritoire was an untidy mass of paper. The drawers were thrown wide open and everything was in wild disorder as though someone had been looking eagerly for something which he could not find.

With fast-beating heart I went towards the bedroom door and threw it open. There on the floor, lying diagonally across the room, lay the body of Mrs. Lambert.

I was at her side in an instant, my head against her left breast to see if I could detect her heartbeat. But, before I could decide whether or not life was extinct, I saw something which made me recoil.

On her white negligée, just above the heart, was a vivid spot of fresh blood, still damp and gleaming—

At this moment the door behind me opened and Dr. Somers came in, black bag in hand.

“Would you mind taking her feet?” he said after he made a rapid examination. “I want to get her on the bed.”

Together we lifted Mrs. Lambert’s prostrate body. Then Dr. Somers turned and started to fumble in his bag.

“Is she—is she dead?” I asked breathlessly.

“Dead! Not a bit of it.” There was the usual professional cheerfulness in his tone. “She’s had a nasty shock, but I think she’ll come to in a minute.”

“But the blood,” I exclaimed. “It looked as though she’s been shot—or stabbed.”

Instead of answering, the ship’s surgeon pulled aside the wrapper and disclosed Mrs. Lambert’s firm white breasts. To my intense relief there was no wound or abrasion on their smooth surface.

“The blood probably dropped from your mouth, Miss Llewellyn,” he remarked. “You’ve bitten your lip quite badly. Let me put something on it for you.”

“Oh, never mind me,” I said impatiently. “I can wait.” 

Dr. Somers was breaking a small capsule under Mrs. Lamberts’ nose. She gave a tiny sneeze and then her eyes opened.

As long as I live, Davy, I shall never forget the look of stark terror in her eyes.

“Robinson!” she whispered. Then she sank back on her pillow.

The surgeon returned to his bag, poured something into a tiny medicine glass and forced it between Mrs. Lambert’s closed lips. A faint tinge of color was coming back to her cheeks.

“She’ll be all right,” he said, “her pulse is strong. Now I want to put some antiseptic on your mouth.”

While he swabbed my lips, there came a sound of voices from the small sitting room adjoining. Daniels and Trubshaw were apparently having a heated discussion. I could hear the steward’s story quite distinctly.

He had been passing Mrs. Lambert’s suite at about seven o’clock, he said, when he met the pantry-boy coming with her dinner tray. (She’s taken all her meals in her room ever since the tragedy.) He wanted to ask Mrs. Lambert if he could do anything for her, so he knocked on the door, but there was no answer. He tried the door and it was unlocked, so they went in. As soon as he entered the sitting room he saw the mess of papers around the writing desk. Growing alarmed, he knocked at the bedroom door; there was no answer. He pushed it and found it locked. Hearing nothing when he called, he went to get the pass key, opened the door, and found Mrs. Lambert lying on the floor as we had found her. He told the boy to stay where he was. He was running for help when he heard the frantic ringing of the bell and saw me standing outside my stateroom looking, as he picturesquely put it, “like she’d just caught the tail-end of a typhoon with stern awash.”

Dr. Somers had now finished painting my lips with mercurochrome, so I went into the sitting room and gave Daniels my version of Robinson’s visit. He did not wait till I got to the end before he turned to Trubshaw and asked him if he had seen anyone answering Robinson’s description anywhere near the Lambert suite.

Poor Trubshaw went white.

“Y—yes, sir,” he stammered, his eyes widening at the sudden recollection. “Just before I got to this room, I saw a gent like that coming away from it, but I didn’t think anything of it because I don’t know all the passengers by sight anyhow.”

“Where did he go?”

“I’m sorry, sir, I didn’t notice,” Trubshaw said. “He turned the corner—”

Daniels turned sharply to the pantry boy.

“Did you see him too?” he snapped.

“N—no, sir,” the kid managed to say; he was shaking with fright. “That is—I saw his back—but I didn’t pay no attention—”

Daniels turned back to Trubshaw; he ordered:

“Go up and the purser what’s happened. The man must be about somewhere. A search should be made at once—now, while the passengers are in the dining saloon.”

“And send Miss Bush to me immediately,” added Dr. Somers, as the steward left the room. “Mrs. Lambert will need a nurse tonight.”

Trubshaw hurried off and Daniels went over to the writing desk.

“Looks as if he’s been here too,” he muttered. “I wonder if anything is missing.”

“Earnshaw could probably tell us,” I suggested. “Let me go and fetch him.”

Daniels nodded distractedly and I went off to Earnshaw’s cabin, which I knew was situated halfway between Mrs. Lambert’s and mine. There was no answer when I knocked, so I  pushed open the door. It was an inner cabin and therefore almost completely dark, but in the light from the corridor I saw a white figure lying on the bed. I could tell it was Earnshaw because the dark blot of his moustache stood out against the white background of his face. He was wearing an open shirt and cotton trousers.

“Mr. Earnshaw,” I cried; but there was no answer.

I must have been in a thoroughly morbid state of mind, Davy, because it flashed through my mind at once that something had happened to him too. As my hand fumbled for the light switch I found myself vaguely wondering what new horror I should see now. The sound of deep, regular breathing greeted my ears like music. Earnshaw was asleep.

I turned on the switch. He stirred and rubbed his eyes. As I moved forward to shake him by the arms I almost upset his dinner tray which lay, untouched, upon a chair.

“Come quickly,” I said. “It’s Mrs. Lambert—”

He jumped up like a flash. “Good God, she’s not—”

“No, it’s not serious, but we think there’s been a robbery. You’re needed.”

As we hurried down the corridor I told him in a few words what had happened.

“The damned swine!” he muttered.

“And he must have gone straight from her room to mine!” I rejoined, as we reached Mrs. Lambert’s door.

We were greeted by Daniels and Dr. Somers, who informed us that Mrs. Lambert could now talk to us. We were only allowed five minutes, however, as he had given her a strong sedative which would, so he hoped, shortly take effect.

Miss Bush, the ship’s nurse, was seated at Mrs. Lambert’s bedside when we entered. The widow was propped up on her pillows, still deathly pale, but she gave Earnshaw a brave smile when she saw him.



“I’m sorry to have been such a fool,” she said in a low, tremulous tone, “but I’ve had such an awful shock and—and—”

“Don’t distress yourself,” said the young surgeon. “The story can wait, if you’d rather.”

“No, no,” cried Mrs. Lambert fiercely. “I want to tell you now because it may help you to catch that fiend. Ugh—” She turned her head as if to escape some painful memory. Then she continued in a calmer tone. “I was in here reading, just before dinner. I am—at least I was—feeling a little better today. I heard someone in the sitting room and thought, naturally it was the boy with my tray. I got up and opened the door. Standing at the desk was a man in a dark suit. His back was turned toward me, and he was busy going through the drawers of the writing table. Then he must have heard me for he wheeled round suddenly. In the light from the reading lamp on the desk I could see his features quite plainly. There was no doubt about it at all. It was my husband’s murderer—the man who called himself Robinson. He looked exactly the same as he did the last time I saw him —just after he had thrown poor little Betty overboard. For a moment we stood staring at each other—then he gave a funny, horrible sort of laugh and raised his right hand slowly and deliberately. In it he held a revolver, which was now pointed straight at me. Luckily I was standing on my side of the door, and I just had the presence of mind to step back, slam and lock it. Then—then I’m afraid I don’t remember any more.”	

This recital had evidently tired Mrs. Lambert, for her head sank wearily back on her pillow. Dr. Somers made a sign that it was time for us to leave. We returned to the sitting room.

“I wonder what he was after,” said little Daniels reflectively, as he gazed down at the mass of papers on the desk.

“Let me look,’’ cried Earnshaw.

Daniels moved aside and the secretary started to go through the loose papers in a thoroughly business-like way. There were a number of private letters, bon-voyage telegrams and the like. These he piled carefully on one side. At length he turned and faced us.


“I thought as much,” he said. “Mr. Lambert’s will is missing. It was in this drawer—”

“Heavens!” cried Daniels, “why on earth should anyone want to steal that?”

Earnshaw turned towards me. “You remember I showed it to you yesterday, Miss Llewellyn? It was only a copy, of course. The original is with his lawyer in New York. It’s no good to anyone, but it does at least help to prove the point I was trying to make to you yesterday. This Robinson must be someone who had a vital interest in the disposition of Mr. Lambert’s property.”

And he appears also to have a vital interest in my journal. In fact he seems to suffer from what Kipling would call “ ’satiable curiosity” about quite a number of things.

And now, Davy darling, I must stop for a while. Trubshaw has just brought me my dinner consisting of soup, toast and—a half bottle of champagne from dear old Adam.

Well, I can do with it—!


Stateroom,
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I drank every drop of Adam’s champagne, Davy, and it fortified me sufficiently to get dressed, to make the most of what Robinson had left me in the way of looks, and totter upstairs to play my modest part in the bridge tournament. It was supposed to start at 8:30.

When I reached the social hall I found everything all ready and the dear old ladies were saying, “Can you please direct me to table number eight?” or “I used to play a great deal of whist in the old days but I’m afraid I haven’t mastered this new-fangled contract yet.” And from the younger people one heard the usual nervous inquiries: “Do you use Lenz or the official system?” “Two forcing bid—you must keep it open,” and, “My dear, Culbertson is not a man, he’s a disease.” Judging the skill of the participants by their conver sation, I was rather glad I was scheduled to have a headache for the evening. And it wasn’t going to take much acting. My interview with Robinson had left me limp as a rag that is temporarily buoyed up on a few champagne bubbles.

I had scarcely time to look around when Adam came over and pounced on me. After thanking him for his most uplifting present, I proceeded to give him some of the highspots of the afternoon’s entertainment.

“You poor dear!” he exclaimed when I had finished. “And Daniels told me that the brute actually bit your lip!”

“Now that I come to think it over, I’m not so sure that he really did,” I said reflectively. “Of course I’d like to pose as a martyr, but, as a matter of fact, I probably bit it myself before he started to maul me. I was so petrified I might have bitten my tongue in two without feeling it.”

“Well,” Adam reassured me, “you look very handsome with that mercurochrome mouth. And there’s an idea for you to make a million dollars, Mary. Why not patent the idea of putting up mercurochrome in a lipstick—hygienic, antiseptic and cosmetic all at once—and permanent too!”

At this moment Daphne entered by another door with her partner, the silent Sutton.

“And speaking of cosmetics,” Adams continued, “have you noticed our Daphne tonight? All dressed up for the final extermination of poor little Daniels. Where nature fails, art has stepped in. And, incidentally, both she and Mrs. Clapp were very late for dinner this evening. So was Silvera.”

I turned my eyes towards Miss Demarest. Indeed she looked, as Mrs. Clapp would have put it, a very fine figure of a woman. Her dress was an epic poem, long and trailing; her eyes and mouth were skilfully made up and she had obviously had the best finger-wave the ship’s barber has to offer. I could even detect traces of a facial in the rosy glow of her skin.

I turned again to Adam. I saw that he was giving me what the novelists describe as a “meaning” look. “Did you hear me say that both Mrs. Clapp and her companion were very late for dinner tonight?” he repeated.


I knew exactly what he implied but I chose to ignore it. “I’m not surprised,” I replied, “those movie effects take time. They are called forth only by prayer and fasting. Wait till you see Mrs. Clapp. I’ll bet she’s a knockout. Daphne won’t be allowed to get away with a thing.”

“If Robinson got into dinner on time, he had to make a mighty quick change,” said Adam stolidly.

I could not longer ignore the implication.

“Look here, Adam Burr,” I said with some heat, “yesterday you expounded a cock-and-bull theory about Robinson being a woman or Daphne being a man—or something. Well, you can forget it. I’ve got two things to tell you that will scatter your little brain-storm to the four winds of heaven. In the first place the conversation which I overheard on the night of the fancy dress dance was between Mrs. Clapp and Daphne. Marcia admitted that she was simply trying to persuade Daphne to stay single for her sake—”

“Nice way for two women to talk,” muttered Adam.

“Oh, you hundred per cent normal he-man, you,” I cried excitedly. “You’ll never see anything that isn’t an inch in front of your nose. Mrs. Clapp is a temperamental creature who likes to dramatize things. Her emotions aren’t really a bit deep so she makes the most of them while they last. I don’t believe there was anything in it at all, except the normal desire of an old woman to keep a useful servant attached to her. And no wonder, seeing all the things Daphne does for her.”

“Well, Mary, I think I ought to tell you something which I’ve discovered, though I must admit I’m not very proud of my discovery—nor of my methods.”

Adam was blushing and looking down like an old-fashioned débutante. I was not going to say anything to help him.

“Yes,” he stammered. “I got—er—Trubshaw to let me have a peep in Mrs. Clapp’s suite yesterday—while she and Daphne were on deck. The first thing—the very first thing I saw was a safety razor lying on the washstand in the bedroom. Now—!” His voice had risen to a crescendo of triumph.  I gave him what is usually called one look. He winced. “Mr. Burr,” I said at length, “you must have been a widower for a very, very long time. Or you must have lived a particularly sheltered life lately. Haven’t you any sisters to explain the facts of life to you? If not, I must inform you that what with sleeveless evening dresses and other modern fashions—women need—er—certain timely aids to beauty which they did not need perhaps when you were a boy. But I would prefer not to enlarge on it, as it is a subject that presents but few attractions.”

Adam turned to me with a puzzled, guilty expression, shook himself and said reproachfully:

“You always sound so positive, Mary.”

“Well, at least I’m positive of one thing,” I replied. “Robinson is a man. That kiss carried conviction. There was strength in that arm. Ugh—! No woman could have done what he did to me. No woman would have wanted to.”

Adam smiled at me and patted my bruised shoulder in a manner that was annoyingly pitying and paternal.

“Sometimes,” he said, “I don’t think you are very subtle, Mary Llewellyn. This afternoon you gave me a long lecture on feminine psychology, now it’s my turn to give you the masculine point of view. There isn’t a male living who would get any kick out of kissing a girl at the point of a revolver that way. Remember, Robinson is a hunted criminal to whom every second is precious. Presumably he is not a Frankenstein or a Dracula. I believe that kiss was a mere gesture.”

“You’re not very flattering, Mr. Burr.”

He ignored my interruption. “And a mere gesture that no sensible man would make, however much he might want to. I don’t mean to detract for a minute from your personal attractions, my dear, but let us look things squarely in the face. A snatched embrace is too high a price for any man to pay who runs the risk of capture and death. A clever woman, on the other hand, might make such a gesture in order to try and put people off the scent. She knows that is the thing which is expected from the villain of the piece—”

“All that I can say, Adam, is that you were not the recipient of the kiss.”

He took a long pull at his cigar and then stubbed the glowing butt in a fern-pot. He looked at me quizzically.

“Mary,” he said softly, “what would be your impression if I were to kiss you now?”

“Rage,” I said sweetly, with some amusement.

“No, no. I don’t mean that. I mean your physical impressions.”

I turned away. “Come, come, we are getting too analytical altogether.”

Adam looked quite embarrassed for a moment, then he stammered out: “Oh, dear, my vocabulary is so weak, but my remark really was quite innocent. Of course, I know my kiss would leave you absolutely cold, but at least you’d get the impression of cigar smoke and Yardley’s shaving soap. If I had kissed you before I shaved for dinner, you would have the impression of whiskers. Now, do you see what I’m driving at?”

“Adam,” I cried, “I apologize. You really aren’t so dumb after all. Of course, I see what you mean, and I never thought of it myself. I’m the only person on the boat who knows what Robinson smells like. Let me think. Well, apart from the blood, which was probably my own, I have a hazy impression that he might have smoked a cigarette within the last half hour. There was a suggestion of cold cream or something faintly scented and there were no whiskers. Definitely no whiskers. Oh, and one more thing. I don’t believe he smokes a pipe because my boy friend in New York does and I’d know that smell anywhere. Now, do you want me to go round kissing every man on board until I find the right combination?”

Adam chuckled. “That’s asking a bit too much, my dear; but no whiskers and cold cream—! Men don’t generally use cold cream, you know.”


“They do if they are disguising themselves as someone else,” I answered. “Or it may have been grease paint. I’m not an expert on smells I’m afraid. No, you can’t persuade me it wasn’t a man and for all your unflattering and ungallant explanations, it was a man who definitely wanted to kiss me, though who on this ship has that desire I can’t imagine.”

“Well, my dear,” replied Adam softly, “of course I don’t want to incriminate myself, but—I can!”

Mr. Wolcott appeared opportunely at this juncture and solemnly wagged his goatee over my hand. “It’s a great pleasure,” said the old humbug ponderously, “to be playing tonight with someone who really has a feeling for bridge.”

For a few moments the three of us stood talking in a corner as we watched the last stragglers take their places. Silvera was playing with the large woman who had burst in upon our momentous game the day before. Jennings had conscientiously volunteered to partner an old whist-fiend with an ear trumpet. Mr. Hirsch was seated opposite his wife. Then Adam left us to join a vapid young thing with a Greta Garbo haircut.

Wolcott and I were just about to take our places when there was a rustle near the entrance and Mrs. Clapp swam into the room, magnificent in a white satin gown whose startling severity was relieved by a heavy silken fringe. She was closely followed by a tired and handsome Earnshaw. A little knot of people clustered around to pay a final tribute to Fame. Every man in the room strove for a glance or a nod of recognition, and every woman present knew that Marcia had made them all look hopelessly dowdy. Wolcott was swept from my side.

I seized my opportunity for a few words with Earnshaw.

“Any news?” I whispered.

“No,” he answered, as he passed a hand over his smooth, dark hair. “There was nothing else missing that I could see and Mrs. Lambert is sleeping soundly. Otherwise, I couldn’t have come tonight. I hate doing it, but—well, Mrs. Clapp might drop a hint about her nephew, and I promised her anyhow. I hope you are feeling better yourself, Miss Llewellyn. You’ve still got a nasty mark on your shoulder.”

“I’m not so hot,” I whispered. “Look out for men with bleeding lips—I hope I bit the brute.”

Then we all took our places and Jennings announced the rules. I dealt the first hand, saw that it was a rotten one, and immediately decided that the moment for my headache had arrived. The purser was summoned; Daniels appeared like magic and the substitution proceeded according to schedule. I was not sorry to get away.

When I came down to my stateroom I saw the guard sitting at an intersection which commands a view of Mrs. Lambert’s suite and my cabin. He has the nose of a boxer and a torso like Jim Londos’, so if Robinson goes on the prowl again tonight he’ll probably meet his match.

None the less, sweetheart, I prefer to trust in the Lord and a good stout lock.


	Later.



I got undressed after I’d finished writing to you and settled down in bed with a novel—a detective story you gave me by that friend of yours, Quentin Patrick.* I found it very nice and restful after the thrills and horrors of his voyage—pleasant milk and water after a steady diet of highballs. And, as I read it, I couldn’t help thinking if your ingenious buddy can make so much out of a synthetic situation in a New York literary agency, what could he not do with a real, red-hot, full-blooded sort of mystery such as we’ve been having on board the S. S. Murder?

Still, I’ll admit the book kept me awake and held my attention so that it came as a distinct shock when I heard people coming down from the bridge tournament at about twelve o’clock. Presently there was a little tap at my door. I jumped up in bed.




“Who’s there?” I cried.

It was Trubshaw’s voice. “There’s nothing to be afraid of, Miss. Just a gentleman wants to speak to you—he says it’s urgent.”

From his tone, my dear, you might have thought I was in the habit of entertaining gentlemen at this hour every night of my life.

“But who is it, Trubshaw? I’m in bed and asleep.”

“It’s Mr. Daniels, Miss. He says, could you—would you mind giving him a minute. He seems a bit upset, but—he’s got a plate of sandwiches for you, Miss.”

Well, Davy, I suppose a detective who’s in love with another girl is safe enough and I was. ravenously hungry anyhow, so I slipped on my wrapper and told Trubshaw to show the gentleman in. I had a shock when I saw his face. He looked so unhappy and perplexed, and so embarrassed at finding me in bed that he was almost inarticulate. In order to put him at his ease, I greeted him with perfect nonchalance and promptly grabbed a sandwich.

“Miss Llewellyn,” he stammered at length, “I must apologize—indeed, I must—for troubling you this way: especially as you are probably tired out after your very—er—unpleasant experience of this afternoon. But I’ve come to appeal to you in the name of the line—you are the only person who can help us.”

“What on earth has happened, Mr. Daniels?” I asked. “Here, have a sandwich. It will calm you down. You’re all jumpy. Didn’t your little scheme work?”

The detective pulled a handkerchief out of his pocket and mopped his face. “Yes,” he said slowly, “it worked—in a way. Then again in another way it’s caused more of a muddle than ever. You see, someone made both the mistakes Robinson made—led the jack of clubs in the first hand and the jack of diamonds in the second. In fact, as Wolcott has just pointed out to me, this same person led a jack, right or wrong, every time there was a jack to lead; they seemed to have a—er—what d’you call it—fixture on leading jacks, just as Robinson did—but the whole trouble is, I’m absolutely certain that this person could not possibly have been Robinson!”

“Good God,” I cried, now thoroughly excited, “who on earth was it?”

Daniels shook his head. “Wild horses wouldn’t drag the name from me, Miss Llewellyn. It’s unthinkable—utterly and absolutely unthinkable. It just doesn’t fit. Nothing fits. That’s why I’m here.”

“Well, you might at least tell me and let me form my own conclusions.”

The little man shook his head sadly, then continued: “Miss Llewellyn, you may think I’ve been idling my time away on board this ship. As a matter of fact I’ve worked like a nigger. It’s been no holiday for me. I know a great many things that are not in your journal. For instance I could tell you—approximately, that is—where almost every passenger on the boat was when Mr. Lambert was poisoned. I have a list of all the people who were up and about when poor Miss Betty was thrown overboard. I have a pretty good idea—though this is a lot harder to establish definitely—which of the passengers might have been in a position to make that attack on you and Mrs. Lambert this afternoon. Of course, I don’t say I know about everyone, but at least I have a list of the passengers who have alibis for these times. It’s meant a deal of work for me, but it doesn’t look as if it’s going to help much, because, you see, the person who made those mistakes tonight at the bridge table is on all three of my lists as having a perfect alibi in each instance. Now, do you see how hopeless it is to fit things in?”

“But, Mr. Daniels,” I said, “you are ignoring two possibilities, surely. Perhaps Robinson really is not a disguise at all. Perhaps he’s a real person still hiding somewhere about the ship—or, perhaps he’s not a passenger.”

The detective gave me a strange look and his voice dropped to a mysterious whisper. “That might be true as you say,  Miss Llewellyn, but it so happens that Robinson was in the social hall tonight while we were playing bridge. He left a—a message!”

As he said this, Davy, a horribly uncanny sensation began to creep over me. For the first time I began to feel that we must be wrestling with something that was not of human flesh—that the powers of darkness were abroad on the Moderna. I shivered and pulled my wrapper more closely around my shoulders.

“Don’t be alarmed,” said Daniels, as he consolingly passed the plate of sandwiches. “It was nothing very terrifying, but it does give us definite proof that he was in the bridge room tonight.”

Here he pulled a document from his pocket and handed it to me. One glimpse showed me that it was the copy of Mr. Lambert’s will which had been stolen from his widow’s stateroom that afternoon. On the back, in the same crabbed printing which I knew so well, had been scrawled:

I’VE SEEN ALL I WANT.

THANKS * * * ROBINSON.

“Heavens!” I exclaimed. “The man is growing more and more daring. He’s positively fresh! If you don’t catch him before we reach Georgetown, there won’t be a soul left on this ship to continue the trip. But how on earth did you get hold of this will?”

“It’s the most amazing thing,” began Daniels, and then he proceeded to tell me exactly what had happened. It appears that, after bringing me my dinner, Trubshaw had gone up to the social hall to help the other stewards arrange the tables for the bridge tournament. He distinctly remembers moving one of the large decorative fern-pots to make room for a table. He stood by it as the people came in and directed them to their places. He is prepared to swear that at this time there was nothing in the pot except the fern. After the play began, he went below to get his dinner. At ten o’clock he returned to the social hall to help pass the refreshments. At some time or other he took up his old position and noticed, to his surprise, that there was a paper sticking out of the pot. He immediately gave it to Jennings, who in turn handed it over to Daniels. No passenger who was not playing in the tournament came into the room during the course of the evening. Everyone must, at some time or other, have been near the fern-pot. The inevitable conclusion is that Robinson is either one of the players or one of the stewards.

“I showed the document to Mr. Earnshaw,” concluded Daniels, “and he has identified it as the one that was lost. He suggested looking for finger-prints, but—I’m not an expert, besides I can’t take the prints of everyone who was there tonight. It would cause no end of a pother.”

“Well, there’s  at least one conclusion to be drawn from all this,” I remarked between mouthfuls of the last sandwich. “Mr. Earnshaw’s theory that young Alfred Lambert is on board this ship certainly seems to be borne out stronger than ever. There’s absolutely no one else who could possibly have any interest in the old man’s will. Find Alfred and you’ll find Robinson—”

“I haven’t heard a word of this,” said Daniels jumpily. “I knew of young Lambert’s existence of course, but—”

“Oh, Lord, and I promised I wouldn’t tell. I was forgetting you hadn’t read the last installments of my journal, Mr. Daniels.”

“That’s just why I came here tonight,” he said eagerly. “Miss Llewellyn, you must give me leave to go through that diary of yours. I may have been all wrong in my deductions so far. Perhaps the party—” here he passed a hand tragically across his brow “—who made those fatal leads tonight really is Robinson. It’s frightful to think of, but we at least have something to work on now. If I could get a clue or the least trace of a clue from your journal, I would spend the whole night in sending radios. I could get information that might back up this—this ghastly possibility. I could arrive at the truth before we reach Georgetown. I said a while ago that  I knew certain things you couldn’t know. Well, you’ve proved by your last remark that you have certain information which it is my duty to know. You must help me.”

Davy, I swear to you that the little man almost threw himself on his knees at this point. He was so worked up that I’m sure he must have burst several buttons.

“Oh, I know what you’re going to say,” he continued in the same impassioned tone. “Your journal is a private communication. You’ve talked about me as ‘that funny little Cockney’; you’ve given your frank opinion of everyone on board; you’ve put in things that have nothing to do with this wretched Lambert business. I know all that. But Miss Llewellyn, this is no time to consider personal feelings. This is a matter of life and death. That journal will never leave my hands. The private parts shall be as sacred as my own dead mother’s memory. I will return it to the captain’s safe unharmed—”

By this time I was doing my best not to laugh. He looked so comic standing there balancing first on one leg and then on the other like a little sparrow. I almost wanted to throw him some sandwich crumbs.

“Mr. Daniels,” I said flippantly. “If you talked this way to Daphne I’m not surprised at her promising to marry you. I believe you’d make a girl promise anything. Of course you can have my journal. I’m only too glad to think that my literary efforts may turn out useful after all. But it’s awfully mean of you not to tell me who led those jacks.”

He wrung my hand. “Oh, thank you,” he said, “I shall never forget this—never. It’s been a beastly business, and—”

“And it will be far more beastly for you if you ever tell Daphne what Mr. Burr said about her in my journal,” I said grimly. “Married people are supposed to have no secrets from each other, but if that ever leaks out I’ll come all the way to England and shoot you. Here are the last two entries, by the way, if you want them, and now I’ll wish you a pleasant night reading it.”


He picked up the pages and moved towards the door. I called him back. “Since you won’t tell me anything interesting, you might at least let me know who won the tournament.” “Miss Demarest,” he answered. “They gave her a silver butter-dish with an enamel picture of the boat on the cover. It’s very handsome—and very appropriate. Good night.” How’s that for a finale, Davy?


On deck,

Sunday, November 22nd.

Noon.



Something seems to be happening at last, Davy, though what it is I don’t rightly know. There’s an air of suppressed excitement everywhere, quite apart from the fact that we reach Georgetown tomorrow. No one has the vaguest idea what it’s all about, but the whole boat seems to feel it.

And the focal point, as far as I am concerned, is little Daniels. I caught fleeting glimpses of him once or twice this morning after breakfast. He was bustling to and from the radio room, but I could not induce him to stop and talk to me. After what he told me last night I was naturally all agog with excitement, but could read nothing from his preoccupied expression. One thing is certain—he is hot on the trail. Where it will lead him remains to be seen.

There are no blue laws on this ship, Davy, and immediately after church service a group assembled on the upper deck to watch the finals of the deck-tennis tournament (mixed)—Daniels and Daphne versus Mr. and Mrs. Hirsch. The latter couple, seasoned old veterans that they are, took the business very seriously and were extremely annoyed at the non-appearance of one of their opponents. They were just beginning to murmur something about winning the championship by default when we caught a glimpse of Daniels in the distance.

“I’ll get him, I’ll get him,” cried various voices.

“No,” thundered Daphne, “I will get him.” And without another word she marched off towards the scurrying form  of  her partner, lifted him bodily off his feet and carried him over to the court. This performance was rewarded with a roar of laughter from the onlookers, in which the little detective joined with good-natured but rather feeble comment about being literally swept off his feet. He insisted, however, that he was far too busy to play; but Daphne was adamant. Other things could wait. Sport must come first.

After a few more half-hearted protests from Daniels, the game began. It was an exciting contest. Mr. and Mrs. Hirsch were faultless players and I was told they had waltzed through the earlier rounds of the tournament without any difficulty. Daphne and Daniels, on the other hand, were erratic, but colorful. They had the crowd with them, probably because it was rumored that another type of partnership was in the offing.

During the first set (which finally went to the Hirsches 6-4) the ship’s messenger boys kept up a constant chorus of “Mr. Da-a-aniels, Mr. Da-a-aniels.” I think at least six radiograms were brought up, and his game began to suffer so badly in consequence that Daphne finally seized the whole bunch of them and handed them over to me with instructions not to let her partner so much as look at the backs of them until they’d won the match. Daniels gave me an anxious glance from the back line.

During the second set things began to get really exciting. Realizing that they were being outplayed by the veteran Hirsches, the English couple adopted entirely new tactics. Daphne stood right up at the net, using all the advantage of her height, caught everything she could get hold of and flicked the quoit back with the wickedest little spin you ever saw in your life. Daniels, in the meanwhile, hopped about the back line like a cricket and gallantly retrieved the very occasional shots which their opponents managed to get past his Amazonian partner.

“The sky’s the limit,” murmured Adam in my ear as time and time again Mr. Hirsch failed to lob high enough to go over Daphne’s head.

“Mr. Da-a-aniels,” sang out the ship’s messenger and two more radiograms were added to my pile.

“Congratulations seems to be a bit previous,” remarked Mr. Hirsch, facetiously, as the second set went to our friends and Daniels stopped for a second to count his envelopes.

“He must be playing the market,” said some wag, as they took their places for the final set.

There’s no need for me to go into every point of the next game, Davy. Suffice it to say that the Daniels-Demarest household will be enriched by yet another useful article in the shape (doubtless) of a silver cruet or a salad spoon. If Daphne goes on winning things at this rate no one will ever be able to say that she went to her husband empty-handed. Seriously though, she played a magnificent game and I shall always think of her in a gym costume against a background of sea and sky, leaping, running and hurling like something on the Acropolis. She was unique—graceful and strangely beautiful. In fact, if you take her away from her surroundings of undersized men and women, she is a super-creature, a young goddess—a thing to be loved and wooed even as Daniels has (apparently) loved and wooed her. I admire his good taste. After all, it is only a thin, niggardly convention which demands that women should be pretty and reasonably small. I have a distinct presentiment that the angels in heaven will be beautiful in the large, sexless and somewhat athletic manner of Daphne Demarest.

But I am digressing, darling, and though the deck tennis was fascinating, it is not half so thrilling as the latest developments in the great game of hunting Mr. Robinson.

As soon as they had won the championship, Daniels left his inamorata, and came over to me to collect his radiograms. We left the spectators who were thronging round to offer their congratulations and retreated to a quiet corner. There I watched him read his messages with a serious, puckered face. After looking them over he gave vent to a long whistle.

“Well?” I inquired. “Am I to be allowed in on things at this point?”


He shoved the envelopes in his pocket before replying. “Miss Llewellyn,” he said seriously, “I certainly owe you a debt of gratitude. Last night I could not believe the evidence of my own senses. Then, as I sat up reading your journal, I began to see daylight. Your account is so clear, and—ah —complete, that I cannot believe that you do not know—that you have not; known all along who is—er—responsible for the deaths of Mr. Lambert and his niece.”

“Mr. Daniels!” I exclaimed. “You are either flattering or insulting me. I have no more idea who Robinson is than the man in the moon. It wouldn’t surprise me if he were Captain Fortescue—yourself or—or—the ship’s cook! I’m waiting for you to tell me.”

He shuffled his feet and looked around him apprehensively. “No, no, not yet. I dare not,” he whispered. “You are still in terrible danger, Miss Llewellyn. In fact my blood runs cold when I think of what frightful danger you have been in throughout this trip. The only thing that has saved you is your ignorance—” he coughed apologetically. “If I were to tell you now the name of—er—this person, your face would betray your knowledge and you might never even reach your stateroom alive. You remember how the captain told you once that it was dangerous for you to know too much. He was right. It is, as I just said, your ignorance that has saved you, because the ‘hunch’ you mention is perfectly correct; you have the fatal clue to Robinson in your keeping. But there is a great deal to know. I myself feel nervous when I think of the amount of knowledge I have unearthed in the past few hours.” He tapped the radiograms in his pocket.

“But aren’t you ever going to make any disclosures?” I cried impetuously. “Are you going to keep us all in ignorance until we reach Georgetown?”

Daniels jumped up to his feet and gave me a disarming smile. “No,” he said, “In fact I’m going to make you a promise, Miss Llewellyn—I promise you that you shall know at least two hours ahead of anyone else. How’s that for a fair offer? But you’ve got to promise me something in return.”


“I’ve got to the stage where I’d promise anything, Mr. Daniels.”

“All right. Then you must do exactly as I say. I want you to stay up here exactly where you are until you hear the gong for lunch. During lunch you will receive an invitation for tea at 4:30. You will accept it. As soon as the meal is over—and without speaking a word to anyone, that is, anyone in private,—I want you to go straight down to your stateroom. Is that dear?”

“Sounds very mysterious.”

“Not at all. I am just taking ordinary care for your safety. Later on you will see why. I don’t want you to be alone with anyone until 4:30 today. After that, there will, so I hope, be no more danger. Do you promise?”

I nodded.

“All right. After lunch go and wait in your stateroom until I come. Lock your door and don’t open it to anyone. I shall rap out ‘God Save the King’ on the panels with my knuckles. You know the tune? Tum—tum—tee—ta—tum—tum—. Whatever happens, be sure you don’t open the door to anyone else. There’ll be no guard in the corridor this afternoon. He’ll be busy doing something else—something for me. As I was saying, I shall bring your journal and I will tell you the name of the—er—party concerned. I want you to spend the afternoon going through your record and checking my theories. I shall mark certain passages that seemed important to me. At half past four I’ll come and fetch you—but, as you value your life do not open the door to anyone—anyone, mind—until I come. Remember ‘God Save the King’—nothing else!”

The little man’s tone was so intensely serious that I could do nothing but acquiesce. Besides, you can probably imagine, darling, that I am not anxious for a repetition of yesterday’s little pantomime. I may be a bit thick but it’s quite obvious, even to my somewhat limited intelligence, that Daniels believes Robinson to be one of us. And so I’ll probably be better off by myself until we know exactly which one of us he is. And I’m afraid it’s equally obvious that he is someone with whom I might, under normal circumstances, spend the afternoon.

All of which opens up vista upon vista of hideous suspicion—


Stateroom,

Sunday, November 22nd.

2:15. P. M.



“Well, Davy, here I am locked in my stateroom, waiting for the sound of ‘God Save the King’ on the panels outside—waiting for my little man like patient Griselda.

It may interest you to know that I’ve been here only ten minutes and yet three people have knocked at my door already, or, to be accurate, someone or other has knocked on three separate occasions. I was a good obedient girl and didn’t say a word. I sat perfectly still, just pretending I wasn’t there, so of course I don’t know who it was. Once the receding footsteps sounded like a man’s—another time I thought I heard a woman’s voice whisper my name—but I couldn’t be sure. I was far too scared to speak or poke my head out. Daniels has filled me with such an unholy mistrust of all my little playmates that I find myself looking in the mirror and asking whether, even I, Mary Llewellyn, am entirely beyond suspicion.

And while I am waiting for my lord, I may as well tell you what happened at lunch time. There was an envelope at every place daintily disposed in the folds of the napkin. I opened mine with trembling fingers. I’ll copy it out for you.


COMMANDER HORATIO FORTESCUE, R.N.R. requests the pleasure of Miss MARY LLEWELLYN’S company to tea at four-thirty

on

Sunday, November Twenty-second 170

Well, that was exactly as Daniels had prophesied. I was just about to slip the card nonchalantly into my bosom, when I noticed some small writing on the corner of the card. Printed in tiny capitals I read the extraordinary legend:


TO MEET MR. ROBINSON

Percy Daniels.



Immediately I hid the thing from sight as though it were something obscene and shameful. Then I glanced guiltily around. The others had opened their envelopes and were looking at the invitations with serene brows. Try as I would, however, I was unable to catch a glimpse of Adam’s card.

Lunch was a tense, hurried sort of affair. We gobbled our food and all looked at each other with furtive distrust while we ate. Conversation was fitful and jerky. Even Adam seemed preoccupied. I was glad to escape to my stateroom.

And here I sit till 4:30. So far nothing has happened except the knocks on the door aforesaid. Patience, Mary—

Ah, there it is!

Tum—tum—tee—ta—tum—tum. Even the British National Anthem barely gives me courage to open the door.

God Save little Daniels!	


An Hour Later,

 Stateroom.



Well, Davy, he’s come and gone, and here I am sitting with my journal in front of me and a maëlstrom of conflicting emotions in my head.

Or, to put my state of mind in plain English—I am simply staggered. I just don’t know what to say or do or think—I only know that my reason still refuses to accept the awful truth which has just come to me through Daniels.

At this point, darling, I want to stop and talk to you a moment. Tomorrow, God willing, I shall pack up this journal and send it off to you. There will be one more installment after this.  That, I hope, will be written tonight and thus ring down the curtain on the fearful tragedies in which we have all been involved. But, as a matter of fact, the full story has been told already in these scribbled pages. Without realizing it, I have placed all the necessary threads in your hands. If you are as intelligent as I believe you to be, you will have guessed long ago the identity of the murderer of Mr. Lambert and Betty. Indeed, as Daniels has just pointed out to me, any person of super-intelligence reading this journal might have reached the right solution on page 19. (I’ve numbered the pages for your benefit.) For, on that page there is one word, one little word of four letters, which must have crept in out of my sub-conscious mind, but which, none the less, gives the key to the whole situation.

And now, my dear, if you haven’t guessed already, go back at this point and read page 19 over four or five times. Then pit your brains against Daniels’.

Of course, Davy, I should have known all along, especially considering the way I pride myself on always spotting the criminal in a detective story. I may be fooling myself this time, but I honestly think that if I had been reading this in a book I should have guessed the solution. Somehow when you’re living in the atmosphere of crime, it is very different from voluntarily steeping yourself in it for an hour or two by your own fireside. Your faculties seem to be alert enough, but in real life the issue is confused in a manner that the cleverest writer cannot imitate in a story. Your impressions of the actors involved, your instinctive belief in other people’s good faith—not constant, heaven knows, but pretty fundamental after all—all such considerations keep you off that straightforward path from clue to clue which the detective fiction always seems to follow.

Then again, one can only believe in the things one sees and hears, and the things which we have seen and heard on board this ship have been no help in arriving at any reasonable solution. Several people have been nearly—so very nearly—correct with their theories. Everyone, however, seems to have missed several big, outstanding points, and a miss in this case has been far more misleading than a mile. But the murderer has taken good care to get us all thoroughly muddled. That was part of the job.

So much so that when Daniels crept into my stateroom an hour ago and whispered a name in my ear, I burst out laughing and told him that love—or something—must have gone to his head. In fact I laughed him out of the cabin and it was only after he had gone, when I gave the matter earnest, sober thought, that I realized there might be some truth in his ghastly accusation.

Immediately I snatched up my journal and read through the passages he had marked (I shall rub them out before I send it off. You are quite clever enough to do without them.) Gradually I began to see the evidence piling up against the guilty party. Little by little I realized what an important rôle my journal will have played in this case; and by degrees it started to dawn on me why Robinson had been prepared to take such frightful risks in order to get the manuscript.

Davy, it is his death warrant!

And the word brings me to the question of my own personal danger. I came on this trip to rest up after my operation. I expected tranquil, care-free days. I expected safety. As a matter of fact I might as well have bivouacked in the most dangerous of New York’s traffic intersections or pitched my tent among a tribe of Polynesian head-hunters. Unthinkingly I have walked on swords and played with dynamite. Death has been my companion every moment of this voyage. As Daniels said, it’s only my blessed ignorance that has saved me. I tremble even now at the thought of leaving my stateroom and going all the way up to the captain’s quarters at 4:30 this afternoon. Luckily I shall have an escort.

For there is still danger, Davy. Every time I hear a sound in the corridor outside I look at my door and reflect how, even though locked, it is a precious thin protection against a desperate criminal. I look in my mirror and see once again the face of Robinson as I saw it yesterday. I feel the loathsome pressure of his lips against mine, and I think now, even at this eleventh hour, if he could get hold of my journal and destroy it, he might be able to save his neck. And then I think of those knocks on the door that I heard earlier in the afternoon. Were they the innocent inquiry of some friend—or were they—were they Robinson coming back?

And now, perhaps, you see, Davy, why I dare not write the name of the murderer until he is safely locked behind bolt and bar. Not even to you, my beloved, will I breathe the secret —at least not yet.

I don’t want to tell you anyhow until the latest possible moment. Isn’t that the correct technique for detective stories? You, as the reader, are supposed to exercise your ingenuity to the penultimate paragraph and then be amazed when you read the name in the last line. And the joke of it is that this journal—which started out as a series of love letters—might be dished up as quite a passable mystery story if one had the knack of arrangement. Not that I’d ever dare to put it out under my own name. I have my reputation to consider as a truthful journalist, and no one would ever believe that the perfectly fantastic happenings on board this ship had even a nodding acquaintance with the truth. And yet, though my climaxes are probably placed all wrong and the writing is perfectly appalling, all the ingredients are here. There have been a few false trails, but I have laid them in innocence and good faith. Yet, through it all, the path of truth has stretched out amazingly straight and steady like the shining furrow behind the stern of a liner. Circumstances have blinded me so that I’ve been unable to see it myself, but it’s been there for all the time, Davy. I wonder if you have seen it—I wonder!

And now, having digressed to this extent, I suppose I should go back to Daniels and his final instructions. It’s nearly half past four and he’ll be here at any minute. I’m to bring my journal with me and be prepared for what will probably be the most exciting hour in my life.

Davy, there is to be a dénouement—an exposé—I can’t think of any more French words to express it (they’re bad copy anyhow), but still, it does sound as though it’s all going to be very dramatic. Daniels says that it will start off like an ordinary tea or cocktail party and that nothing must be done to alarm Robinson or give him any idea that the game is up.

After that—well, it will have to wait. I hear heavy footsteps in the corridor outside. Daniels with two stewards! They have come to act as my bodyguard, and I shall proceed to the captain’s quarters like a European potentate or the Queen of Sheba.

Room for Mary Llewellyn and her journal—!


Writing Room,
 
Sunday, November 22nd.

9:00 P.M.



At last, my darling, there is a period of tranquillity in which I can recollect the emotions of this afternoon. The shouting and the tumult have died. The ship seems strangely quiet. I am alone in this room.

The other passengers are all on deck trying to catch a glimpse of land or lights or some other outward and visible sign that the first stage of our journey is almost done. Ever since dinner the sea has been full of flotsam; strange, exotic sea-fowl have screamed at us as they swooped down on titbits belched forth from the ship’s sides; the water is no longer a clear ultramarine; it is turbid and green—indubitable signs that land is near. We reach Georgetown at 6:30 tomorrow morning.

But the whole uncontaminated evening is before me, Davy, and I will not stint you on the last act of our little melodrama. You shall have it all to the minutest detail. My journalese shall have full rein. I leave you to judge whether or not the subject is worthy.

It seems like a month since I was sitting in my cabin writing to you last. In reality it was less than five hours ago when Daniels came down to take me to the captain’s tea party. A great many people (including myself) must have lived through a whole lifetime since then.


Well, darling, picture me as you last saw me marching solemnly along with three men, my journal under my arm. At the captain’s door it is handed over to the steward and Daniels and I enter alone, trying to look unconcerned. The stage is all set. There are teacups, a cocktail shaker, and highball glasses. The guests are seated and seem to be talking together quite merrily. Mrs. Lambert is being entertained on the sofa by Captain Fortescue. She looks pale and forlorn but is obviously making an effort. Silvera sits on her right—equally obviously making no effort whatsoever. In one corner Daphne is obscuring all the light from a porthole while Jennings plies her politely with tea and toast. Earnshaw is seated with his back to the purple curtains and is talking to Adam, who jumps up as I enter and knocks over the chair which he has vacated for my benefiit. There are rather too many grim-faced stewards (including our old friends Trubshaw and Sam Bumstead) to pass round the cakes and sandwiches, but, apart from that, everything is calm and natural. There is no hint of the storm that is brewing in those peaceful teacups.

But surely someone is absent? Mentally I count noses as Daniels goes off to get what he calls a good stiff double Scotch. Of course—Mrs. Clapp! But she is coming: make no mistake about that.	

There is rustle in the doorway. The rustling grows to a rumbling and the rumbling grows to a miniature whirlwind. The great actress is not to be done out of her entrance. It is dramatic. There is a pause while the press takes note. “Enter Marcia Manners in a trailing gown of black taffeta with which she wore her famous pearls.” It is effective, but it is soon over. The party goes on, now a little livelier, a little more scintillating, thanks to the devastating arrival from the world of fashion.

And so, Davy, we eat, drink and flirt. As a matter of fact, Marcia has the monopoly of this latter activity. She gives all the men a break. She flirts with the captain; she does everything but kiss the purser; she darts amorous glances at Earnshaw; she stirs Silvera to the depths of his sombre soul; she even flings some playful badinage at Adam, which causes him to puff out his chest and look like a pouter pigeon. She is the life of the party on nothing stronger than tea. But the rest of us aren’t so utterly lacking in social amenities either. Indeed, even our guardian angels, taking a bird’s-eye-view of the situation, would never dream that we were gathered together for anything more sinister than cakes and chatter.

But even the cakes and chatter cannot go on for ever. There is a break and Mrs. Clapp rises from her seat—one small ringed hand stretched out in abortive valediction. It is ignored. The captain has also risen to his feet. There is no sound in the room but the tinkling of ice in the tumblers and the velvet pad-pad of the stewards as they clear away the tea things.

“Would you all be so kind as to remain seated?”

Captain Fortescue’s voice sounds like a foghorn across the misty sea of our babble.

“Ladies and gentlemen, I am sorry to detain you, but I have a favor to ask. There is no need for me to tell you that there have been two terrible tragedies on board this ship. Directly or indirectly all of you have been involved. That is why I have invited you here today. It is my duty to tell you some more details about the sad deaths of Mr. Lambert and his niece. Mrs. Lambert will, I am sure, forgive me for bringing up this distressing subject at such a time. She is—as indeed we all are—anxious to get to the bottom of what has seemed like an insoluble mystery. Well, certain facts have now come to light which I think you should all hear. My friend and—er—colleague, Mr. Daniels, will present them to you. I am sorry to say that they bring accusations against a certain person in this room. That person will be given a chance for self-defense. The rest of you will be good enough to act as jury.”

There was a long moment of silence. A dropped hairpin would have reverberated through the room like a pistol shot. Then Mrs. Clapp bent towards me and said in a stage whisper: “I’ve always wanted to be on a jury. When I think, my dear, of what Mrs. Fiske got away with—”

But Daniels had risen to his feet and all eyes were fixed on him. There was a nervous smile on his lips as he picked at a



bunch of papers in his hands. I noticed that a steward had placed my journal on a small table at his side. Trubshaw and the other stewards were standing respectfully at attention in various corners of the room. At length the little man spoke, a trifle jerkily, reading from a paper which had obviously been prepared beforehand.

“I have been asked by the captain to put certain things before you. As some of you. know, I am employed by this line in the capacity of detective or inquiry agent—and, although I was going to Rio on other business, throughout this voyage I have done little but try to solve the mystery of Mr. Lambert’s death and the tragic disappearance of his niece. Let me confine myself for a moment to the case of Mr. Lambert. He was, as you know, poisoned during a game of bridge on the first night out from New York. Involved in his death there was a man who called himself Robinson. This man played bridge with myself, Mr. Burr, and Mr. Lambert, and then walked out of the smoking room and disappeared almost, as one might say, into thin air. Subsequently the ship was searched from bow to stern, but no trace was found of the missing fourth. At length there was only one conclusion to be reached. Mr. Robinson must have been—someone else in disguise.

“But he had done two very clever things with this disguise of his. In the first place he had assumed it on the first night—a time when everyone is a stranger to everyone else—the one evening when people hardly notice each other; and in the second place he had chosen a disguise which made him entirely inconspicuous. Although he sat opposite me as my partner during the better part of the evening—and although detection is supposed to be my business—I found I could remember nothing about him except the broadest outlines of his appearance. Nor could anyone else help me in this particular. Robinson was a clever actor-and he knew how to avoid being noticed, but there was one thing about him that made him noticeable—one thing that he could not conceal. This was the badness of his bridge. He was an awfully rotten player—if he’ll excuse my saying so. Far worse even than me and I’m pretty bad.”


Here Daniels paused and smiled at his audience apologetically. Then he picked up my journal and shuffled the leaves, as he continued extemporaneously.

“Now, it so happens,” he went on, “that Miss Llewellyn, who occasionally writes bridge problems for her paper, noted down two of the hands which Robinson played that night, and drew attention to the fact that he made certain mistakes which were of a rather extraordinary nature. I decided that if I could possibly get him to play them over again he might perhaps repeat his errors. By good fortune I was able to arrange for these particular hands to be repeated during the bridge tournament last night. How I did it does not matter, but almost everyone who took part in the tournament played those same two hands. But one—only one person made the same mistake as Robinson made. That person is in this room now.”

Everyone was staring at Daniels with the strained, uneasy expression with which people used to watch the ticker ’way back in 1929-30. It was Mrs. Clapp who broke the silence.

“Good heavens! Mr. Daniels. You surely aren’t going to take that as conclusive evidence against anyone. My bridge game has always been appalling—I’m perfectly capable of making the most impossible mistakes; I revoke, I—”

Daniels smiled. “I’m no Culbertson myself, Mrs. Clapp, and you’re quite right in saying there’s nothing final about an error in bridge. But it’s going to be very easy for everyone to clear himself. If you weren’t acting as Robinson in the smoking room that night, presumably you were all somewhere else. If you have alibis for, say, between the hours of nine and ten last Friday week, well, obviously—”

A little buzz of conversation had sprung up. Daniels’ voice was like a reedy pipe above the tumult.

“Come, it was the first night out. Surely you can remember what you were doing with yourselves?”

“If you demand the truth,” snapped Mrs. Clapp, again acting as spokesman, ‘T will tell you that I was doing what I always do every first night out—on principle. I was in my stateroom being violently seasick. Forgive the indelicacy, but you asked for it.”

“And I was with her,” said Daphne. “After I’d seen she was sleeping soundly, I came up and joined the bridge party, as you know.”

No one else spoke for a moment. Daniels looked around encouragingly. “I know about you, Mr. Burr, and you, Mr. Wolcott, and Miss Llewellyn and Mrs. Lambert, we were all together in the smoking room. But what about you, Mr. Silvera?”

“Cabin—sick—ask steward,” grunted the Brazilian and then turned his back as though he never expected to speak again.

“I was on deck with Miss Lambert,” said Earnshaw. “Mrs. Lambert came out to fetch us somewhere around ten o’clock.”

The widow nodded.

“And I was all over the ship,” said Jennings. “Trubshaw must have seen me several times if you want to check on my movements.”

“And you, Trubshaw ?”

“I was taking care of me passengers, sir. There was some of ’em as needed me bad. I do remember going in once to Mr. Silvera, sir, but it wasn’t till after ten o’clock.”

You will say that none of this sounded very promising, Davy, but as a matter of fact, Daniels looked perfectly satisfied.

“Thank you, thank you,” he said. “That is very satisfactory. Now, with your permission, I want to talk about the disappearance of Miss Lambert for a moment. No—I am not going to ask you for your movements last Sunday night. I have your statements, made at the time, that most of you were in your cabins. It was fairly late at night and there had been a nasty storm. The idea is that Miss Lambert was thrown overboard by Robinson at about 11:15. Miss Llewellyn was talking to Mr. Earnshaw in the smoking room at the time. These two—and Mrs. Lambert—heard the scream and were the first to run to the scene of action. Those three people—of us all—are the only ones that can be said to have alibis. Now, as I feel certain that the person who killed Mr. Lambert also killed his niece—”


“Oh, Mr. Daniels, please—please be brief,” murmured Mrs. Lambert, with her hand on her forehead. “I can’t bear much more of this.”

“Excuse me, Mrs. Lambert, but I’m coming to the point now. I believe that Miss Betty’s death is the keynote—the crux, as you might say, of the whole problem. Who would want to kill such a nice, innocent young lady—and why? She had not been in the room during that first bridge game when—so we think—Mr. Lambert was poisoned. She could not have seen anything then that would have aroused her suspicions. And yet—and yet this man—this Robinson thought she should be destroyed—and destroyed her in a brutal, cold-blooded manner. He did a thing which—	”	

The voice of the captain cut across this monologue. “I think we’d better stick to the facts, Mr. Daniels.”

“All right, sir. Such as they are—such as they are. But motives aren’t facts and it was the motive that worried me in the case of poor Miss Betty. Then suddenly it came to me from an entirely outside source. It was given me by Miss Llewellyn here. She has, as you know, been keeping a journal of everything that’s happened during this trip. Last night, she was kind enough to let me read it. Have I your permission now, Miss Llewellyn?”

I lowered my head in order to avoid the battery of eyes that were fixed on me. Mrs. Clapp was peering at me through a lorgnette as though Daniels had just denounced me as a scarlet woman. Silvera’s keen glance was like a gimlet. Daniels continued:

“I am going to read an extract from Miss Llewellyn’s diary, just to see if you catch the significance of the point I’m trying to make.”

Here he read the passage on page 19 beginning, “Mr. Daniels left the room with a grunt” (this caused a laugh) and ending with, “Mr. Daniels’ nckey was positively poisonous.”

The detective paused after reading and looked around him. The faces were blank and expressionless.

“Well, Daniels,” said Adam Burr with a fatuous smile, “if you’re trying to work out an elaborate case against yourself, that’s very interesting and original, but—”

“Oh, doesn’t anyone see it? cried Daniels impatiently. “That one word—one little word of four letters which explains the whole thing. I mean the word back.”

The faces were still vague. People were staring at one another with bewildered, half-pitying expressions. Mrs. Clapp went so far as to tap her forehead with an I-told-you-so look at Daphne.

“All right, let me read again what poor Miss Betty said that night when her uncle suggested that she should join the game. She replied and these were the very words according to Miss Llewellyn:

‘I’m far too sleepy to play bridge; just one more turn on the deck with Jimmie, then I’m going back to my stateroom.’ 

“Now, ladies and gentlemen, does one say one’s going back to a place unless one has just come from there? And if Miss Lambert said she was going back to her stateroom, that means she hadn’t been spending the evening on deck with Mr. Earnshaw at all; and that means that his alibi falls entirely to the ground.”

All eyes were now riveted on Earnshaw, who was sitting perfectly still with his legs stuck out in front of him.

“Daniels,” he said, as an angry flush colored his cheek, “I don’t know if you’re accusing me of anything or not. I don’t even care. The whole thing is so utterly absurd and preposterous. Miss Llewellyn is capable of inaccuracies like anyone else. Betty Lambert was on deck with me, but she did not choose to have it known. We were secretly engaged, if you must have the truth. And if you are making the ridiculous assumption that I am—or was—Robinson, let me remind you that I was the loser by Mr. Lambert’s death in every way. I lost my position, the money he promised me—”

“Of course, of course, Mr. Earnshaw,” said Daniels apologetically, “You must forgive me, but I wanted to show you—and everyone else—how easy it is to destroy an alibi. Miss Llewellyn’s journal—”


“Well, even the omniscient Miss Llewellyn is bound to acknowledge my alibi in the case of Betty’s murder,” said Earnshaw indignantly. “I was talking to her when that devil threw her overboard. We had been talking together for the past hour	—”

Daniels turned towards the speaker with a calm, level gaze. “Mr. Earnshaw,” he said slowly, “I have already tried to show you that in this business we can attach no importance either to times or to alibis. If this statement holds good in Mr. Lambert’s death it is doubly true in the case of his niece. I repeat—” here he paused and looked searchingly around the room “—I repeat that nobody had an alibi for the time when Miss Betty was killed, for the simple reason that no one—at least, no one except her murderer—knows … exactly … when … she was … killed. My own opinion is that it was sometime earlier in the evening—probably during the storm.”

Mrs. Lambert was staring at Daniels in horror. “But, but,” she mumbled, “I saw him—Robinson—they were talking together—and then that scream—and the shawl—”

“Yes, yes, Mrs. Lambert.” The detective’s tone was mollifying and polite. “I heard your story at the time. But did you actually see Miss Lambert thrown overboard? No. Did anyone see the crime, committed? No. You said that you saw two people talking together. There was a scream and a scarf floating out over the water. The scarf was seen by several people, including Miss Llewellyn—but did it necessarily prove that the owner of the scarf had—er—just been thrown overboard?”

Earnshaw had jumped to his feet. “Good God, man,” he cried, “do you mean that there’s a chance of Betty’s still being alive?”

Daniels was shaking his head sadly. “No, Mr. Earnshaw. I’m afraid there’s no chance at all—none whatsoever. Miss Lambert is dead. I am merely pointing out that the exact time of her death is unknown. Only Robinson can tell us that.”

I think it was at this point that a steward came in and whispered in Daniels’ ear. I noticed a gleam of satisfaction in his eyes as he replied, “All right. Let them wait outside.” Then he continued:

“I say that only Robinson can supply the details. Well, in a very few minutes I think I shall be able to introduce you to Robinson—brown hair, spectacles, tanned face and everything.” 

There was another long moment of silence following this extraordinary announcement. Then Adam burst out with: “Daniels, I have been given to understand that Mr. Lambert had a son called Alfred who may or may not benefit by his father’s will. Is there any truth in the assumption that he might be involved in all this—that he might actually be on this ship—that he himself might be Robinson?”

But Mrs. Clapp had now risen, stately and majestic. The look she gave Adam would have withered a rhinoceros. “Mr. Burr,” she declaimed, “kindly remember that Alfred Lambert is my nephew. He is a fine, noble young man—a young man of the highest principles. He does not smoke; he does not drink; and he certainly does not commit—murder!”

Adam wilted and Daniels rushed to the rescue. “I was coming to that point, Mr. Burr. And I’m sure Mrs. Clapp will forgive me if I settled it once and for all. Alfred Lambert is not on board the Moderna, although the possibility that he might be had occurred to me—and to several other people. This morning I received a wireless message from the Chief of Police at Buenos Aires. He tells me that he interviewed young Lambert himself last night. He’s running a cattle ranch out there and doing pretty well. The theory of his implication may have been likely, but I think we may now dismiss it altogether.”

“I should hope so,” snorted Aunt Marcia.

“Well, then, as far as I can see,” rejoined Adam, meekly, “we cannot produce anyone who has any possible motive.” 

“Oh, there’s a motive all right,” replied Daniels grimly, “but before I come to that I want to make good to you my promise and introduce you to our old friend—Mr. Robinson.”

He nodded to the steward who had entered last: “All right, Collins.”

The man went out of the room and returned immediately with a small Gladstone bag. There was a whispered conversation during which I stole a glance around the room. The captain was sitting at his desk tapping a silver pencil against his writing pad. Jennings and Daphne were standing together, tall and aloof in the corner furthest from me. Mrs. Lambert and Silvera occupied the couch; the one looking tense and drawn, the other still bored and indifferent. Earnshaw was sitting with his back to the purple curtains, tilting his chair and whispering occasionally to Adam, who was his neighbor. Mrs. Clapp was magnificent in a solitary arm chair. Everyone was waiting. It was all ridiculously like a stage setting.

Daniels had taken certain articles from what appeared to be a false bottom of the Gladstone bag. He spread them out neatly on the table in front of him.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, smiling like a hired entertainer at a children’s party, “allow me to present Mr. Robinson. Here we are, all complete. A brown wig—excellent workmanship. A pair of steel-rimmed spectacles—plain glass, I imagine. A box of Aubrey’s Invisible Suntan. And here—here are two funny looking things.”

He held up a pair of small objects that looked like part of a dentist’s paraphernalia.

“I don’t know what these are called in America, but in England they are commonly known as plumpers. They are, I believe, fixed to the upper row of teeth to swell out the cheeks and give a different shape to the face. Old ladies and actresses use them, I believe;—”

“Why, yes,” cried Daphne from her corner, “I remember reading a feeble book by Elinor Glyn where the old duchess or someone dropped her plumpers in the soup tureen during lunch—”

“Daphne Demarest,” cried her employer, “don’t be vulgar. Duchesses don’t serve soup out of tureens. As the grand-daughter of an earl, you ought to know better than that.”

“But, Marcia—”

“I think,” broke in the captain, “you should explain where these ardcles were found, Mr. Daniels. Also, why there is a  false moustache among these—er—effects. Robinson was cleanshaven—”

He bent forward and held up a small, dark object.

“Perhaps Mr. Earnshaw can explain,” said Daniels mildly. “We took the liberty of searching his cabin while he was up here just now—”

Then, Davy, things began to happen so fast that I was utterly unable to follow them in detail. There was a flash from one corner of the room, followed by a howl of pain, and the next thing I knew was that two men had stepped out from behind the purple curtains and were standing one on each side of Earnshaw’s chair. But it was not the same Earnshaw. The dapper little John Gilbert moustache had disappeared and Daphne—Daphne of all people—was standing in the middle of the room holding it aloft in her hand like the Statue of Liberty.

“Look, Percy,” she cried, “it’s come off and here it is. In books and plays the villain always puts on a black moustache to do his dirty work, but this one is quite original. He takes his off. A new idea, Percy, if ever you write your memoirs.”

Earnshaw was fingering his denuded top-lip with a trembling hand.

“And this one,” rejoined Daniels, as he took the other moustache from the captain’s hand and replaced it on the table, “is what you might call a spare part. Very clever, Mr. Earnshaw. That explains why one hardly ever saw you in the daylight—why you kept yourself so much in your cabin—”

“You’re crazy,” screamed Earnshaw, as he moved his arms in an attempt to avoid contact with the two guards at his side. “And you needn’t bother with all this fuss. I’m not armed.”

“And I think you’re crazy too,” cried Mrs. Clapp, with a sympathetic glance at Earnshaw, who looked handsomer than ever without the moustache. “You’ll need to do a great deal of explaining, Mr. Daniels. In the first place, speaking as one who is an expert in make-up—stage make-up, of course—I can tell you that it would have been virtually impossible for Mr. Earnshaw to disguise himself so that his own employer would not recognize him across a bridge table.”

“That’s another point where Miss Llewellyn’s journal helped me, Mrs. Clapp,” replied Daniels. “Mr. Lambert hadn’t got his spectacles that night. He was very near-sighted. I have no doubt at all that Mr. Earnshaw could have told him where they were.”

“But Betty’s death!” continued the great actress hysterically. “You are surely not going to try and persuade us that any young man would be so completely devoid of humanity as to throw his own fiancée overboard!”	

Daniels did not answer for the moment. Once again he was shuffling his bunch of radiograms. There was a sad expression on his face and I noticed that he shot a sentimental glance at Daphne, who was glaring at Earnshaw as though she were just about to murder him. “A very natural objection, Mrs. Clapp,” he said mournfully. “But what proof have we that Miss Lambert was Mr. Earnshaw’s fiancée? You must remember that he did not mention this interesting fact until after the girl was dead. We cannot prove his claim in any manner. Indeed, I have made inquiries which seem to point to the contrary. Here is a radiogram from the deceased young lady’s father. He mentions a previous attachment which—”

“It’s a damned lie,” cried Earnshaw desperately, trying to jump to his feet. Restraining hands were immediately laid on his shoulder.

“Well, well,” continued Daniels imperturbably, “I think I can show you that Mr. Earnshaw also had a previous attachment. An attachment which caused him to murder the man who had befriended him; an attachment which Miss Betty probably discovered on the night of her death. It was, if my guess is right, this fatal discovery which made it doubly necessary for Earnshaw to get rid of her before her last message reached Miss Llewellyn. Is there any need for me to tell you what was the nature of this attachment?”

“There certainly is,” cried Mrs. Clapp. “The man is talking in riddles. I for one may be exceptionally stupid, but so far nothing has been explained to my satisfaction.”

“The whole thing is an outrage,” said Mrs. Lambert, suddenly galvanized into life. “A perfect outrage—”

“A perfect piece of acting and a perfect piece of timing,” replied Daniels. “Mr. Earnshaw was not alone in this, as you may have guessed. Someone else had to be at hand to see that he got into the game of bridge with Mr. Lambert. Someone had to help him with his alibi for the time that Betty was supposed to have been murdered. Well, here is his alibi—”

He took from the table a flat, round object and placed it in his mouth. A ghastly shriek echoed and re-echoed throughout the room. It was even more eerie and uncanny than the one which we had heard on the night when Betty was killed.

He removed the object from his mouth and held it up for inspection.

“This,” he said, “looks to me like one of the devices used in the theatre to imitate screams off stage. Last Sunday night it was used to make people think they heard the death-cry of Miss Lambert. A scarf thrown overboard completed the illusion. The murder had been committed earlier in the evening—probably during the thunder-storm—but Mr. Earnshaw and his partner were so clever that we all believed that they both had perfect alibis. Later on they deflected suspicion still farther by a fake attack from Robinson; by a trumped-up stealing of Mr. Lambert’s will; and by its equally dramatic return—to a fern-pot. Everything was thought out and timed to a nicety. It was perfect team-work and it took a pair of actors to carry it through. May I offer you my congratulations—Mrs. Lambert!”

The widow sat staring at her accuser as if thunder-struck. Then, slowly, I saw her hand moving towards the black velvet sack which lay at her side on the couch.

But Captain Fortescue had caught the movement too. 

“Quick, Trubshaw—her hand bag.” His voice cut across the room like a cracked whip.


The steward was just in time. A small revolver gleamed in the already opened hand bag.

There was a moment of ghastly silence as the weapon was laid on the table with the other exhibits. It was Mrs. Clapp who spoke. For the first time since I had known her, I noticed that her voice was neither well-pitched nor carefully modulated.

“Mabel Lambert,” she screamed, “I always said you were a rotten actress. I apologize. You are a genius—you—”

But the sentence was not completed, for Mrs. Lambert had fainted—this time, I imagine, in grim earnest.


There’s no need for me to tell you any more, Davy. The case is open and shut. I’ve been through Daniel’s radiograms, but I won’t bore you with scabrous details wrested by the New York Police from all-too-willing chambermaids and other domestics in the Lambert home. The redoubtable Jimmie had been living there, you will remember, some time previous to the trip. They had planned the thing to perfection with Betty as a blind. They would have disembarked at Georgetown, returned to America, and, after a decent interval of mourning, presumably settled down to enjoy poor old Lambert’s money. Certain things, of course, we shall never know. The details of poor little Betty’s death will probably remain shrouded in mystery. We can only draw on our imaginations about what it was that she saw last Sunday night. Perhaps she went into her aunt’s stateroom at an ill-advised moment; perhaps she over heard some conversation which gave her a clue as to their guilty relationship; perhaps—well, what does it matter? They’re under lock and key now and I, for one, am utterly convinced that they deserve it.

But, as Daniels said, what timing—what perfect teamwork! The almost simultaneous visitation from Robinson to me and Mrs. Lambert was a masterpiece. He must have put on the disguise in Mrs. Lambert’s room and, after that, everything was beautifully arranged so that Trubshaw would be absent in case I did manage to get my finger on the bell, and plenty of time was allowed for Earnshaw to go back to his cabin and change his clothes.

And when I think of that hideous brute standing on deck, straining his eyes over the ocean, in mock despair over the “fiancée” he had just murdered—and when I think of Mrs. Lambert lying pseudo-prostrate in her stateroom and gasping out “Robinson!”—then I can only go one better than Marcia Clapp and say with no uncertain voice that the stage has lost two accomplished actors….

Well, there’s a big commotion going on outside, darling. The passengers are all twittering about with happy little squeaks. They’ve seen a lighthouse or something.

I can hear Adam calling me to come and look at it and I’ve just caught a glimpse of little Daniels, arm in arm between Mrs. Clapp and Daphne—snug as a slice of chicken in a club sandwich.

And now, through the porthole, opposite, I can see it for myself—

A light out of the darkness, Davy.





* This section, obviously written under the stress of emotion, was almost illegible.—Q. P.

* Note. The letters between the brackets are mine.—Q. P.

* See page 15—Q. P.

* I presume the book to which Miss Llewellyn makes this not very flattering reference is DEATH FOR DEAR CLARA (Popular Library, No. 8)—Q. P.


THE END



About the Author

Patrick Quentin, Q. Patrick, and Jonathan Stagge were pen names under which Hugh Callingham Wheeler (1912–1987), Richard Wilson Webb (1901–1966), Martha Mott Kelley (1906–2005), and Mary Louise White Aswell (1902–1984) wrote detective fiction. Most of the stories were written together by Webb and Wheeler, or by Wheeler alone. Their best-known creation is amateur sleuth Peter Duluth. In 1963, the story collection The Ordeal of Mrs. Snow was given a Special Edgar Award by the Mystery Writers of America.


All rights reserved, including without limitation the right to reproduce this ebook or any portion thereof in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereinafter invented, without the express written permission of the publisher.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, events, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Copyright © 1933 by Farrar & Rinehart, Inc.

Cover design by Jason Gabbert

ISBN: 978-1-4976-9693-8

This 2018 edition published by MysteriousPress.com/Open Road Integrated Media, Inc.

180 Maiden Lane

New York, NY 10038

MysteriousPress.com

www.openroadmedia.com


[image: Image]



Q. PATRICK

FROM MYSTERIOUSPRESS.com AND OPEN ROAD MEDIA

[image: image]     [image: image]     [image: image]     [image: image]

[image: image]     [image: image]  [image: image]

[image: logo]



[image: Image]

MYSTERIOUSPRESS.COM


Otto Penzler, owner of the Mysterious Bookshop in Manhattan, founded the Mysterious Press in 1975. Penzler quickly became known for his outstanding selection of mystery, crime, and suspense books, both from his imprint and in his store. The imprint was devoted to printing the best books in these genres, using fine paper and top dust-jacket artists, as well as offering many limited, signed editions.

Now the Mysterious Press has gone digital, publishing ebooks through MysteriousPress.com.

MysteriousPress.com. offers readers essential noir and suspense fiction, hard-boiled crime novels, and the latest thrillers from both debut authors and mystery masters. Discover classics and new voices, all from one legendary source.



FIND OUT MORE AT

WWW.MYSTERIOUSPRESS.COM

FOLLOW US:

@emysteries and Facebook.com/MysteriousPressCom

MysteriousPress.com is one of a select group of publishing partners of Open Road Integrated Media, Inc.






[image: Image]

The Mysterious Bookshop, founded in 1979, is located in Manhattan’s Tribeca neighborhood. It is the oldest and largest mystery-specialty bookstore in America.

The shop stocks the finest selection of new mystery hardcovers, paperbacks, and periodicals. It also features a superb collection of signed modern first editions, rare and collectable works, and Sherlock Holmes titles. The bookshop issues a free monthly newsletter highlighting its book clubs, new releases, events, and recently acquired books.

58 Warren Street

info@mysteriousbookshop.com

(212) 587-1011

Monday through Saturday

11:00 a.m. to 7:00 p.m.

FIND OUT MORE AT:

www.mysteriousbookshop.com

FOLLOW US:

@TheMysterious and Facebook.com/MysteriousBookshop

SUBSCRIBE:

The Mysterious Newsletter







[image: Image]



Find a full list of our authors and titles at www.openroadmedia.com

FOLLOW US 
@ OpenRoadMedia


[image: Image] [image: Image] [image: Image] [image: Image]



OPS/images/ebb-backad.jpg
EARLY BIRD BOOKS

FRESH DEALS, DELIVERED DAILY

Love To Read?

Love Great Sales?
Get fantastic deals on
bestselling ebooks delivered
to your inbox every day!

SIGN UP NOW

at EarlyBirdBooks.com






OPS/images/in2.jpg





OPS/images/in1.jpg





OPS/images/in4.jpg





OPS/images/in3.jpg





OPS/images/Patrick_GirlGallows.jpg
GIRL IIN
THE GALLOWS

0. PATRICK





OPS/images/logo.jpg
OPEN(OROAD





OPS/images/Patrick_CottageSinister.jpg
e

s
GOTTAGE
SINISTER

0. PATRICK





OPS/images/mm-backad.jpg
MURDER ' MAYHEM

On the hunt for new
mysteries and thrillers?

Murder & Mayhem delivers
heart-pounding suspense
straight to your inbox. Sign up
for our newletter today!

SIGN UP NOW

at murder-mayhem.com






OPS/images/Patrick_LT_DeathMaiden.jpg
vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv

AND THE

Q. PATRIGK

MAIDEN





OPS/images/MP_copy_logo.jpg





OPS/images/Patrick_GrindleNightmare.jpg
e
NIRHTMART
[ PATRICK





OPS/images/Patrick_MurderCambridge.jpg
- HE
MURD R 4y
CAMBRIp G,

Q Pagrjey





OPS/images/Patrick_LT_ReturnScene.jpg
RETUAN
I, THE
SCENE





OPS/images/Patrick_SSMurder.jpg
5.5 MURIER
L PATRICK





OPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml






		Cover



		Title



		Foreword



		S.S. Murder



		About the Author



		Copyright









    

        

            		Cover



        



    



OPS/images/tlu-backad.jpg
THE LINEUP

The Web's Creepiest Newsletter
Delivered to Your Inbox

Get chilling stories of true
crime, mystery, horror, and the

paranormal every week.

SIGN UP NOW

at the-line-up.com






OPS/images/cover.jpg





OPS/images/end_logo.jpg





OPS/images/logo3.jpg
MYSTERIOUSPRESS.COM

OPEN@)RGAD





OPS/images/pg-10.jpg
thmsu

MR LAMBERY






OPS/images/back_logo1.jpg





OPS/images/pg-14.jpg
NORIH (Burr)
x

pades x
Hearts x
Diamonds. X
ubs..........AQJ xx
WEST (Robinson) EAST (Danicls)
Spades .. 710 x Spades. . Qx'x
Q10 Hearts
CK10xx Diamonds. .
Clubs. .. Club:

xx x s
SOUTH (Lambert)

Spades. ... AK
Hearts..
Diamonds. ........A x x x

" Robinson
Danicls ..
Lambert (optimistically) Robinson
Little Slam in No Trumps

Tase Pace sy

. Pass

Double






OPS/images/pg-13.jpg
NORTH (Burr)

Clubs ..
WEST (Robinson) EAST (Danicls)
des Q Spades. . xxx
Hear K Q Hearts Jxxxxx
Diamonds A Q] 10x % Diamonds. ... K x
lubs. STxxx Clubs Q x
SOUTH (Lambert)
Spades LAT10xx
Hearts PP Y
Diamonds xx
Clul
Lambert and Burr, 80 on game. Lambert, Dealer
Bidding:
Lambert (bidding
to score) pade Robinson .2 Diamonds
Burr ... Danicls . Pass
Lambert Robinson .3 Diamonds
X Danicls ... Pass
bmbzn . Robinson .4 Diamonds

Daniels ..
Lomters (ovey- Robinson ...
optimistic) ...4 Spades
Pass. Pass. Content.






OPS/images/pg-18.jpg
i Q@@m

MR. LAMBERT





OPS/images/pg-16.jpg
Y22Q Ueocg

Rirserts
office

2Funo—

o

%

Passageway

Notate N gooma N





OPS/images/pg-124.jpg
OANIELS

(e
oeen @@M o
&

WOLEOW





