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EKKER was a good businessman. He 
had, at the time of his death, been in 
the South Seas for some twenty-odd 

years. People who had had close dealings with 
him said that he would bear watching. He was 
sharp—which is the commercial euphemism 
for unscrupulous. People, old-timers, who 
remembered him in his early days, said that 
there had been some ugly things whispered 
about him. But then, said other and more 
philosophical people, there are always ugly 
things whispered about every man’s past when 
he succeeds. And who of the South Seas thirty 
years ago was without sins—commercial and 
otherwise? 
 True, Dekker’s partner, a man named 
Weekly, who had had some money and an 
ambition to own a line of ships, had—well, to 
put it most suspiciously— disappeared. 
Dekker and Weekly at that time were 
sandalwood-traders, and getting out 
sandalwood was dangerous work. Weekly was 
killed at Erromango by the natives. Dekker so 

reported when he returned. 
 He told Mrs. Weekly that; and she, 
womanlike, demanded to see the wounds that 
Dekker had received in defending his friend. 
 It is usually impossible to argue with a 
woman—utterly so with a woman of Mrs. 
Weekly’s type. She had a boy baby in her 
arms and she set about gathering together 
whatever assets her husband had left. As it 
was mostly Weekly’s money that gave his and 
Dekker’s partnership motive-power, the 
widow’s unreasoning demands embarrassed 
Dekker. Some people said that he tried to 
marry her and so get control of the money that 
way. 
 However that may be, he did not marry 
her. She died shortly afterward. There were no 
heirs but the baby, Clarence. Dekker married 
and adopted the boy. Some say that he married 
just so he could adopt the boy—respectably. 
Others, that he treated the boy as his own 
child. He had a child, too—a girl, Vila. And 
he loved her—or seemed to. 

D 
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 Dekker branched out as trader and 
became ship-owner. He worked hard, and he 
built up a big and solid business. When he 
heard of a good man, he went after him. His 
captains were the best in the South Seas. Ward 
was the best of these. He had had a hard time 
getting Ward. Ward had been independent as 
only sea-captains are. It was in a way 
impossible to understand why Ward would 
prefer to stride the poop of a half-freighter, 
half-trader, bumping from island to island, 
with an occasional run north to Hongkong and 
once in a while a long one to San Francisco. 
 But Ward was famous for his 
seamanship. Men who had sailed with him sat 
by the hour on wharves and in groggeries 
telling what he had done when “she blew the 
moon out of the sky.” Among business men 
Ward was more famous for his success as a 
trader and “diplomat” with the natives. He 
seemed to have a marvelous amount of luck. 
Anyway, Dekker, whose line of ships were 
used as much to carry his own trade as that of 
any other man, was determined to have Ward. 
And he got him. 
 He sent young Clarence Weekly to 
come to terms with that curious old sea-dog; 
and he had at once showed a liking for the boy 
and agreed to fly the green-black flag of the 
South Seas Company. 
 Ward was a peculiar-looking fellow: a 
silent little man, with a thick, well-trimmed 
beard and one eye. Across his forehead and 
over the blinded eye he wore a black silk 
handkerchief. But the one eye was sharp and 
steady. His voice was hard and grating, loud at 
times when commands were being flung 
forward and aloft, but as a usual thing he did 
not talk much. He paced the deck a great deal, 
looking far away where sky and water met. 
 
II 
 
FOR some time Dekker had not been in the 
best of health. He was a large-bodied, square-

built man, seemingly robust, but he had a bad 
liver and some other things of which the 
doctors were apparently unaware. But 
business was business, and perhaps a sea-
voyage would do him good. He decided to 
make a long trip among the islands and see 
how things were going. So Vila went on board 
the Valance to keep him company. 
 Dekker laid in a large stock of good 
liquor, a package of novels, enough playing-
cards for an army post on pay-day—he was 
continually at solitaire—and was practically 
carried on board. He was that weak—and 
drunk. But he wouldn’t have a doctor with 
him. He knew what was the matter with him. 
Doctors didn’t. To —— with them. 
 Dekker was very nervous and excitable 
at times. He was especially so when he came 
on board. He went to his cabin and to bed with 
orders not to be disturbed. As he took a large 
dose of laudanum with his whisky it was not 
likely that he would be. 
He had given Captain Ward instructions to put 
out at two-thirty. The tug appeared on time, 
but the captain told her to stand off. Dekker 
was asleep and no one else knew what 
instructions had been given. At three-thirteen 
Clarence Weekly, breathless from haste, came 
dashing up the gangway. 
 “Why, Clarence,” Vila shouted at him 
joyfully, “father let you come!” 
 “Must’ve changed his mind the last 
thing. Just got his note a half hour ago. 
Hurried. No name for it. Whew!” 
 Clarence was a good-looking boy, 
though not tall and broad and handsome. But 
his face had a peculiarly honest quality; also it 
was forceful. He was a young fellow of energy 
and eagerness. He had gone to sea early and 
was a good navigator. Also trader. He liked 
the work. And he loved Vila. 
 The tug laid hold of the Valance and 
she edged away. Captain Ward, his arms 
folded behind him in a kind of Napoleonic 
fashion, a megaphone dangling about his 
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neck, stood on the bridge, sweeping fore and 
aft with the solitary burning eye. 
 “Father’s worse,” said Vila. “What is 
the matter with him?” 
 Clarence hesitated, then abruptly: 
 “Oh, look! Isn’t that pretty.” 
 “Don’t! It’s more than just sickness, 
isn’t it?” she asked anxiously. 
 “I don’t know what it is, Vila. Worked 
too hard maybe. He’s been awfully absent-
minded lately.” 
 “Funny that he changed his mind,” she 
said a little doubtfully. 
 She knew why her father had not 
wished her to see much of Clarence during the 
last six months. And it was more than “funny” 
or “queer,” for Dekker, who denied his 
daughter but few things, had almost wrathfully 
told her very recently that she would see no 
more of Clarence unless she put all idea of 
loving him out of her head. 
 The first time—only six months 
before—he had told her that she should not 
think of marrying Clarence it was a good deal 
of a shock to her. For many years they had 
looked upon themselves as engaged. And it 
was only of late that Dekker had objected—
just before he had been sick and so queer. 
 Clarence did not have a suspicious 
nature. He never suspected the import of 
Dekker’s attitude. As long as he could 
remember he had regarded Dekker as a father, 
not a particularly affectionate father, but 
reasonable, and for almost as long he had 
regarded Vila as a sweetheart. 
 Clarence knew the business. He liked 
it. He worked hard. He made no complaint 
when Dekker had suggested that he visit this 
station and that, and was kept much away 
from home. He had not really thought that he 
ought to be invited to go on the Valance. 
There was work to be done at the home office. 
But the note had come telling him to get on 
board at once. 
 

Ill 
 
THE next morning Dekker awoke sluggishly 
and lay quiet for a long while. The soft roll of 
the ship was restful. He felt pretty good 
anyway. He was far from that cursed, haunted, 
home of his. Through the open ports he could 
whiff the fresh morning sea air. He raised up 
to glimpse the water, and put his face at the 
port. It was fine. He was a new man. 
 He rolled over and reached for the 
convenient locker where the Scotch was. His 
hand closed on the bottle and a queer, 
surprised look came into his eyes, as into 
those of one who finds something changed 
about a familiar object. 
 There was something queer about that 
bottle. He had grasped the neck and as quickly 
released the grasp. Then he leaned over the 
side of the bed and peered. 
 There was the bottle as he had left it: 
but around the neck of the bottle was a piece 
of paper tied with a string. 
 Dekker burst into a cold sweat and 
sank back, swearing futilely. 
 He didn’t believe in ghosts. He 
wouldn’t believe in them! It was nonsense. 
And yet go where he would, do what he could, 
sooner or later there would be near him, some 
place, where he was sure to find it, that —— 
piece of paper. Not the same one—no. He had 
burned a score of them. He had torn half as 
many into bits. He had even chewed one in a 
kind of nervous challenge to the demon that 
haunted him, and swallowed it. For months 
the thing had been going on. There was no 
escape. 
 The message was not always the same. 
But it was always something distractingly 
uncomfortable. And there was no doubt about 
it being in Weekly’s handwriting—the elder 
Weekly’s handwriting. And the elder Weekly 
was dead. Surely he was dead. Dekker twenty 
years before had brained him with a war-club 
from the rear. For nineteen years the dead man 
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had been silent, but for six months now he had 
written in that queer scrawl that Dekker not 
only well remembered, but had compared with 
the old faded letters which Weekly used in his 
lifetime. 
 There was no possible earthly means 
by which that piece of paper could have got 
into the cabin that night. Dekker had locked 
the door from the inside. The ship was at sea. 
And the paper was wrapped and tied around 
the neck of the bottle of Scotch. Yet Dekker 
swore, cursing to himself, that the dead were 
dead; and ghosts—well, ghosts couldn’t tie 
paper around the necks of bottles. He knew it, 
but he was shaken. 
 With sudden resolution he tore off the 
paper and tipped the bottle at his lips, and 
before he removed it almost a third of the 
liquor was down his throat. Then, curiosity, or 
maybe the kind of lure that the fearful has, 
irresistibly attracted him. He picked the paper 
up and scanned the message. 
 
 You have one chance, Dekker, and 
only one, to escape hell. Do what you know is 
right. 
      
   WEEKLY. 
 
 That was the longest message ever 
received. Many of them had harped on that 
thing about doing what is “right”; and the 
word left Dekker in a kind of doubtful haze as 
to what was meant. He couldn’t bring Weekly 
back to life. He had often wished that it were 
possible. But “right”—what the devil could 
that possibly mean? 
 He had done nothing wrong in years. 
Murdered one man—and regretted it. No one 
could do more than that. He was honest in 
business. Took what opportunities were 
offered, of course. But do “right”—did this 
unresting ghost of Weekly’s want him to join 
a church or something? 
 “Dead men be ——!” said Dekker 

with stubborn determination and tipped the 
Scotch again. 
 He was not nearly so resolute, so 
unshaken, so unimpressed as he tried to make 
himself believe. Then, as often before, he 
acted with studied indifference, as if for the 
benefit of Weekly’s ghost, as if aware that 
spectral eyes were watching. Dekker was no 
coward in the sense that cowardice is 
generally used. He was resolute, but cunning. 
He thought that he had succeeded because he 
used his head better than other men; and he 
was very cool, reflective, clear-sighted. At 
least he told himself that he was. 
 Having again assured himself that dead 
men could not possibly annoy the living— he 
really tried to believe it—he drank further of 
the Scotch and struck a match to the note. 
 There was a rap at the door. 
 “What is it?” Dekker called. 
 “I heard you up. May I come in?” 
 Dekker almost jumped from his chair 
and a frightened expression, as if he had heard 
a ghost, flashed across his face. 
 “Who—are—you?” he asked slowly. 
 Laughter. Then: 
 “Clarence, of course. I want to thank 
you.” 
 “God, that voice!” said Dekker to 
himself. 
 He had never noticed before how 
much Clarence’s voice was like the father’s 
had been. But what was Clarence doing on 
board the Valance? 
 He unlocked the door and asked that 
question so abruptly that the young man was 
startled. 
 At that moment a thin, noiseless, dark 
man, who had evidently been watching for the 
door to open, slipped up, edged by Weekly 
and Dekker and went into the cabin, where he 
began putting things in order. 
 “Your note—telling me to hurry,” said 
Clarence. 
 “My note? Telling—you—to—hurry?” 
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 “Yes. Here.” 
 The boy went into his pockets and 
brought it out. 
 Dekker looked at it. Certainly it 
appeared that he had written it. 
 “Who—how did you get this?” 
 “Kangivu.” 
 “Kangivu,” said Dekker, turning to the 
lean Malay, “this note—where did you get it?” 
 “You give him me,” said the immobile 
Malay. 
 Dekker pressed a hand to his head. It 
was most uncomfortable. He had taken a good 
deal to drink before he came on board. But his 
memory—surely that wasn’t leaving him? Yet 
this note was in his handwriting. Or was it? 
 At one leap Dekker reached a 
conclusion. Weekly was the ghost. It seemed 
very plain at that moment. Weekly had bribed 
the servant and forged the note, thinking that 
he, Dekker, would have been too drunk to 
remember whether or not he had written. It 
was Weekly who tormented him with those 
ghost notes. And that word “right”—it was an 
effort at a kind of blackmail into giving 
Weekly an interest in the business because the 
father’s money had been used. 
 Perhaps Weekly suspected something 
of what had happened on Erromango twenty 
years before. The rough, tough lumberjack 
sandalwood gang had said some things that 
caused ugly whispering in Sydney; and 
perhaps somebody who remembered that had 
lately been whispering in the boy’s ear. 
 Of course, Dekker never realized that 
if his conscience had not been guilty his 
theory would never have been plausible. 
 “Who’s going to look after business?” 
Dekker asked. 
 “I thought of that, too.” 
 “Why did you come then?” 
 “You sent for me. I thought——” 
 “You thought—you should have 
known that I was drunk when I wrote it. Now 
we’ll have to turn back and let you off. Tell 

Captain Ward I want him.” 
 “But you touch at Wellington. I can 
get a boat back there.” 
 “No. Take too much time. Tell Captain 
Ward.” 
 
THE boy, of course, felt injured and disturbed. 
He had looked forward to days and nights 
with Vila; the full soft moon, the fire-
besprinkled water, the creaking rigging, and 
just the two of them together in the shadows. 
When he went away, Dekker turned to 
Kangivu. 
 “I know you lied. I didn’t give you that 
note.” 
 Kangivu looked at him steadily, 
without expression. 
 “I’ll give you ten pounds to tell me 
how much he paid you to lie. Weekly didn’t 
pay you that much, did he?” 
 Kangivu slowly shook his head. 
 “He pay me no-thin’. You give him 
me.” 
 If heaven is not full of Malays it won’t 
be because they will fail to convince St. Peter 
that their lives were spotless. In the matter of 
lying even the precious Chinaman is as a 
stumbling, stuttering schoolboy compared to 
the Malay. He can convince anybody of 
anything at any time—providing that body 
does not know that Malays never tell the truth 
if a lie will serve. 
 But the odd thing is that, in eighteen 
months service, Dekker had never known 
Kangivu to lie once. He was about the leanest, 
hungriest, most sinister-looking mortal on 
earth, built like a snake and noiseless as a 
shadow, but a perfect servant. 
 “Did I give you that note?” Dekker 
asked, as though almost convinced. 
 Kangivu nodded and murmured. 
 “You’re a liar,” Dekker said definitely, 
and turned to his Scotch. 
 Captain Ward came, half tramping, 
half shuffling, his body slightly bent but with 
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no appearance of feebleness; and he turned his 
eye inquiringly on Dekker. 
 “Come in, captain. Have a drink? Get 
out, Kang. You recommended him, didn’t 
you?” indicating the departing Kangivu. 
 “Not I. Not I,” said the captain acidly, 
as was his manner. “Somebody heard you 
wanted a servant and tole me to tell you o’ 
him.” 
 “That’s the way of it. We have to go 
back, captain, and drop Weekly.” And, 
sampling the Scotch again, he told the captain 
of the note. 
 He did not say that he suspected 
Weekly of having written it, but left that much 
to be inferred. 
 “A son of his father, I’m afraid, 
captain.” 
The captain’s eye rested heavily on Dekker’s 
face as he said— 
 “Would seem kind o’ natural, wouldn’t 
it?” 
 “You knew Weekly—the father?” 
 “Never saw his face, sir, or can’t say I 
ever heard much good about him.” 
 “That’s it. I’ve tried to do the right 
thing by the boy. Treated him like a son. But 
money missing—accounts short—mix-ups 
with women. He has been a trial! Imposes on 
me—like that note.” 
 “Painful,” said the captain. 
 “Has a voice like his father’s, too. 
Hear it sometimes and almost think it’s 
Weekly’s ghost talkin’. What do you think 
about ghosts, captain?” 
 “Lots.” 
 “Do you believe in ’em?” 
 “Believe in ’em? Of course I believe in 
’em.” He spoke as one to whom ghosts are as 
familiar as bushmen to a hunter. 
 “You’ve seen them?” Dekker was 
serious. 
 “Seen ’em? I see ’em all the time. 
Having only one eye it does the work o’ two, 
and is twice as sharp as most people’s. Maybe 

that’s why I see things.” 
 Dekker did not quite understand that 
involved logic, but he nevertheless was much 
impressed. 
“You see them all the time?” 
 “There was Johns, the boatswain that 
murdered the cook on the Mary S. Turner. I 
knew he was haunted. I could see it. Long 
before the ghost pulled him over the rail one 
stormy night.” 
 “What’s that?” 
 “Yes,” said Captain Ward slowly, in a 
matter-of-fact way, “I saw him.” 
 Dekker was impressed. There was 
nothing melodramatic about the captain. He 
spoke almost wearily, as if careless of whether 
or not he was believed. But underneath the 
weariness was a tense, convincing quality. 
 “You believe murderers are — are — 
haunted?” Dekker demanded. 
 Captain Ward nodded, his eye steadily, 
brilliantly fastened on Dekker, who sat across 
the table from him. 
 “Yes,” said the captain. “I know. 
Weekly’s close as I am to you—and waitin’. 
Bad thing—to have dead men waitin’ like 
that.” 
 Dekker sprang up and glanced quickly 
around him. His nerves were jangled. He 
moved as if trying to catch a glimpse of the 
horrid spirit before it could vanish. 
 “It’s gone!” 
 “It hasn’t moved,” said Captain Ward. 
 “Are you joking with me?” 
 “I was never so serious in my life, 
Dekker. And I’m a serious man.” 
 “Put the Valance about! We’re going 
back to Sydney. I have to see a doctor or 
something. I’m going to get rid of that —— 
ghost!” 
 “Easy,” the captain said, without 
moving. 
 “Easy? How?” 
 “Do what’s right by Weekly’s son——
” 
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 Dekker was acutely suspicious, also 
cunning. Now he was half drunk; and 
moreover he did not believe in ghosts, no 
matter how much the idea of them might 
terrify him for a time. He leaped at another 
conclusion: 
 “So that’s your game, is it! You and 
that young whelp are partners to blackmail 
me! You’ve put him up to leaving those ghost-
notes around—and you—you with your one 
eye can see old Weekly! —— you, Ward, 
you’ve guessed wrong. I know what some 
people said, but I didn’t kill Weekly!” 
 Dekker had made a plausible guess at 
the truth, and he had clinched it with a 
statement that would certainly have brought 
confusion upon blackmailers. Captain Ward 
did jerk himself up in a surprised way at that; 
but Dekker did not notice. He continued: 
 “I’m through with Clarence Weekly. 
Done with him. I’ve fed him and clothed him, 
and educated him. And that’s the way he 
repays me! I’ve noticed too how chummy you 
and him have been. I’m surprised at you, 
Ward. You lose your ship; and, —— me, 
Ward, you’ll never get another in the South 
Seas. As for Weekly—I’ll kick him out. 
Ghosts! Blackmailers! You can’t bluff me. My 
conscience is clear. Understand?” 
 Captain Ward raised a hand and 
fumbled at the black cloth around half of his 
head, and a resolute gleam shot from the 
solitary eye. But he said nothing. He did 
nothing. He arose as one who feels the game 
is about over, and he went out, while Dekker 
drained the bottle of Scotch and then, with a 
laugh, a loud triumphant laugh, flung it down. 
 
IV 
 
CAPTAIN WARD and Clarence Weekly were 
talking. As has been told before, the peculiar 
little captain liked the boy. 
 “He said he was going to throw me 
out?” Clarence asked. 

 “His words.” 
 “Then I can’t marry her. It wouldn’t be 
fair to Vila.” 
 The captain cocked his eye 
weatherward. 
 “He has acted strange toward me for 
the last six months,” the boy went on. “I don’t 
understand it. You don’t think it possible, 
captain, that something is wrong—here?” and 
he touched his head significantly. 
 “No. Here!” said the captain, and he 
tapped the left side of his breast. “But women, 
boy, are strange people. Suppose you tell 
her—you’re to be thrown out—and all. Can’t 
marry her. See what she says.” 
 While Dekker was sitting out the 
afternoon and evening in his cabin at solitaire 
and Scotch, and while the Valance with her 
canvas spread before the watchful eye of 
Captain Ward—who, seamen said, could sail 
head on at the wind—Clarence told Vila of the 
ill fortune that had come upon him. 
 “And you’ll go away and never see me 
again?” she asked. 
 He made a helpless little gesture: how 
could a man ask a woman such as she to 
become the wife, or even remain the 
sweetheart, of an adventurer in the South 
Seas? With that recklessness that comes over 
men when stricken by hard luck, he would 
reserve nothing. He would cast everything 
from him. There is a sort of melancholic 
pleasure, the only one that men can possibly 
have at such times, in defying hard fortune 
and voluntarily accepting harder conditions 
than she—Fortune, moody oracle, is a woman 
surely—imposes. 
 “But I thought you loved me!” she said 
in sweet bitterness. 
 “Nothing else.” 
 “And maybe I too love nothing else? 
And you would leave me in a house full of 
plush furniture just because you haven’t those 
things?” 
 “Vila!” 
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 “Clarence!” 
 “But your father——” 
 “If he ceases to be like a father to you 
how can I tell how soon he may cease to treat 
me as his daughter? Oh, Clarence, I have 
never told you—I just couldn’t! But the reason 
he doesn’t want me to marry you is because he 
wants me to marry some old man back there 
that has already buried three wives. And I 
won’t. I didn’t tell him so—I hate rows—
especially when you can’t take part in them. 
And you always can’t do anything but listen 
when father quarrels! That’s been six months 
ago.” 
 “Why didn’t you tell me?” 
 “Why haven’t you told me things that 
you are ashamed of?” 
 “Why I haven’t—” Clarence stopped. 
 “Yes. Haven’t you? Is there nothing 
you’re ashamed of—not serious, I mean. But 
something you just don’t want anybody in the 
world to know?” 
 And so the conversation edged into 
lovers’ nonsense for a time—as it does 
whenever a man and maid stand together on 
the lee of a wind-driven ship just after the sun 
has gone down and darkness and the stars 
come together. Then— 
 “That was six months ago, and you 
didn’t tell me?” he asked reproachfully. 
 “Father didn’t say anything more about 
it. And since then he has been so strange!” 
 “Does any one else know?” 
 “Kangivu—he always listens, I’m 
sure. I’ve caught him. But then servants 
always do. But why should father turn you 
out? He used to say what a help you were. 
He’s told me himself before now that you 
could run the business—and you could start 
one. He doesn’t want rivals. Not father.” 
 Clarence laughed as he hugged her to 
him with a sympathetic gesture that seemed to 
condone the foolishness of such a suggestion. 
He spoke of money and the years it takes to 
build up a business, of the difference in 

running one that is established and of fighting 
to make one. 
 “But mother,” she interrupted, “used to 
say—there were times when she seemed to 
hate father—she used to say before she died 
that he had built up his business with your 
money.” 
 Vila was no longer a daughter: she had 
become the champion of the man she loved. 
 “I know. People at one time and 
another have tried to tell me things like that, 
too. But I didn’t want to hear them. I wouldn’t 
listen.” 
 An hour went by, and they talked on. 
The subjects veered, but love was at the helm. 
Deep shadows lay about them. Voices 
occasionally called back and forth, and now 
and then the watch rushed to bear a hand in 
working the ship. 
 Forgotten was ill fortune. The future 
had lighted a beacon. Together they would 
face the world. 
 “This ring,” he said, “was my 
mother’s. Her wedding-ring. I’ve kept it—
always for you. Some day——” 
 “Why not now?” said a harsh rough 
voice behind them, a voice that was strained in 
an unnatural effort at gentleness. 
 Both wheeled in one movement of 
surprise and fright. 
 Captain Ward was there. Like some 
grotesque being unnaturally summoned—
inadvertently summoned—he stood there. 
 “Yes,” he said with that hard 
unconcerned weariness that marked most of 
his words, “I’ve been here—I don’t know how 
long. I’ve heard. I lose my ship tomorrow, too. 
But I can marry you now. I’m captain this 
night out. The ring——” 
 He held out a commanding hand for it. 
 Clarence, as one almost hypnotically 
invoked, held it out. 
 Captain Ward peered down at it in the 
darkness. It was as if that marvelous one eye 
of his made naught of night as—he had said—
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it made naught of the curtain hung between 
the living and the dead. His fingers sensitively 
played about it and for some time he was 
silent, while they, hand tightly in hand, with 
the sudden daring of marriage thrilling them, 
waited. 
 Captain Ward spoke— 
 “Kangivu!” 
 Another shadow emerged from the 
darkness. The boy and girl felt as if the real 
world had been displaced by one of Faustian 
mystery, where shapes were conjured at a 
word; as if forces of the supernatural were 
playing about them. The sea, anyway, plays 
havoc with the theories and stolidity of land-
dwellers. No one who has been to sea and 
known the mysteries of the watery night, the 
creak and groan of the rolling wooden ship, 
the snap of rigging and flap of bellied canvas, 
wonders that sailor-folk are superstitious. 
 The ocean is primitive, unchanging, 
eternal. When men go to her breast they go to 
the old, old sibyl that taught the ancients 
strange mysterious lore; there is no evading 
her sorcery, particularly not when one’s 
nerves are strained. 
 “Kangivu,” said Captain Ward, “bring 
the boatswain.” 
 The boatswain came; and Kangivu and 
he were witnesses. 
 Low-voiced the captain spoke, and 
when he had finished those who had been boy 
and maid were man and wife. And he placed 
his hands on their heads and held them there, 
but he said nothing aloud, though his face was 
upturned as if pronouncing a benediction. 
 
V 
 
IN CAPTAIN WARD’S cabin Kangivu, 
glisteningly sleek, motionless as statuary, 
stood with arms folded. 
 “You won’t need to slip through the 
porthole tonight. Dekker is a skeptic in spite 
of us. But he will believe in ghosts tomorrow. 

You will have the barrel in the passageway? 
And the candle? And you will nail up the 
door?” 
 At each question Kangivu nodded. 
 “And this book—” the captain 
indicated a note-book before him on the 
desk—“you will take it and do as I told you? 
There is something more to write yet. But slip 
it into his suitcase. You will?” 
 Kangivu nodded. 
 “And there—on top—” he pointed to a 
sea-chest— “is money. Don’t forget it. It’s 
yours. You can go to your own land and be a 
prince. But this book—you won’t forget? It 
contains a dead man’s tale. He must have it, 
Kangivu.” 
 “If I fail, I die!” said the immobile 
Malay with the passionate loyalty of the far 
and savage East. 
 “And we’ll drop anchor where it suits 
us. The harbor-master may have a fit—but it 
won’t last long. Everybody must be off as 
soon as the hook is down. I’ll see to that.” 
 When Kangivu was gone, Captain 
Ward bent to the book in which he had been 
writing. He brushed aside some scraps of 
paper. On them was written the identical 
message which had purported to come from 
Dekker in summoning Clarence at the last 
moment on board the Valance. These scraps 
were experiments in forgery of Dekker’s 
writing. 
 
VI 
 
WHAT remains may be briefly told. 
 Dekker awoke late the next morning 
from a heavily drunken sleep, but he awoke 
with a feeling of elation. He knew he had 
hoodwinked the ghost. He had locked not only 
the door, but the ports. At solitaire he had 
figured it all out. Kangivu had been bribed to 
place those ghost messages. Kangivu, lowered 
over the side, could have come like an eel 
through the port. It was very simple. He had 
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drunk to celebrate his discovery, and slept the 
intense sleep of the bottle-solaced. 
 For a time he lay awake without 
moving, without raising up. Then he noticed 
that the ship was rolling idly on the harbor 
swells. And he smiled. He would fix those 
blackmailers. He reached for the bottle. No 
ghost note was about it this time. 
 He raised up to drink. 
 The bottle fell from his hand. His eyes 
started from under the deep sockets and terror 
blanched his face. Nerveless he shrank back 
and a trembling, furtive hand crept underneath 
his pillow and closed on the handle of a 
revolver, while he continued to stare, stare 
madly, before him. 
 There—motionless—silent—at the 
foot of his bed stood Weekly. Weekly, whom 
he had murdered twenty years before at 
Erromanga. The hideous cavity in his skull 
where the club had struck, breaking the 
forehead and gouging an eye from its socket, 
was exposed. The smooth, freshly-shaven face 
disclosed the features—aged much, but 
undeniably the same—of Weekly himself. 
 Dekker, breathing hard, flashed his 
eyes unbelievingly at the closed ports, at the 
closed door. He had no way of knowing that 
the artful Kangivu had tampered with the lock 
the previous evening when he brought in the 
supper. To Dekker it seemed this apparition 
had come, as the ghosts of murdered men 
were said to come, through solid walls. 
 “Who—who—who are you?” He 
stammered the inevitable question of the 
terror-stricken. 
 No answer: a slow hand raised itself 
and touched the pale side of the battered 
forehead. 
 Then came the sound of the pounding 
at the cabin door. 
 Dekker cried out. He cried out to come 
in, to batter the door down, to break in, for 
God’s sake to break in! 
 But the hammering went on. Kangivu 

was nailing the cabin door fast. He quickly 
finished. 
 There was silence while Dekker 
continued to stare hopefully, fearfully at the 
door. 
 Then, had his ears been more acute, he 
might have heard the scrape and pop of a 
match; and had they been supernaturally 
sensitive, a minute later he might have heard 
the splash of a body as the amphibious Malay 
took to the water and swam rapidly away. His 
was not to question the will of the white man 
who had done him those favors that bind at 
times the men of the Orient to those of the 
West in a blood-brotherhood. Kangivu 
understood vengeance as it is understood only 
in the Far, Far East. 
 Dekker leaped from his bed and threw 
himself against the door. It was fast. He raised 
the gun and stared, crouching, at the silent 
form. 
 It was flesh. He knew it. He saw 
through the whole thing. The bandage gone 
and the beard shaved—and Weekly! 
 Dekker laughed nervelessly but 
defiantly, and, raising his left hand, steadied 
the right, the hand that held the gun. 
 “I’m going to kill you—this time!” 
 He said it slowly, scarcely conscious 
of speaking aloud. It was merely the thought 
that hammered at his brain. 
 “You’ve had your chance, Dekker.” 
 And Dekker knew—how or why, it 
would be difficult to say, but he knew to what 
this half-ghost referred. 
 “I was a dead man. If you had done 
right by the boy—I would have let you alone. 
But I watched you. I hired your servant to go 
away so Kangivu could have his place. I 
warned you again and again. But you 
wouldn’t believe in ghosts. Last night I 
married them—she is your only heir, My boy 
is her husband. You and me. Dekker—we’re 
goin’ out of this world and have it over with. I 
believe God gets impatient at times waitin’ to 
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judge men like you and me. Go on. Pull the 
trigger if you want me to go first—but there’s 

a barrel of powder out there and an inch 
candle burning a-top of it!” 

 


