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CRIME AT CAPETOWN 
By CHARLES S. STRONG 

 
A Slight Case of Triple Murder Plus an Epidemic of Vanishing 

Wheat Cars Brings Jan Pieter Van Bronck into Action! 
 

AN PIETER VAN BRONCK was in 
rather unusual surroundings, as he 
puffed on his long clay pipe, and 

leaned back to look out over the rear rail 
of a railway caboose at the sun going 
down over Piquelberg. He had exchanged 
his familiar voortrekker cart for the 
colorful crew car on the rear end of a 
South African Railways freight. 

The ruddy-faced English conductor 

seated opposite the Dutch detective was 
chatting about doings on the rail line 
between Kimberley and Capetown.  

“That little job you did in 
Bloemfontein attracted a good deal of 
attention at Government House,” the 
conductor declared. 

“Thank you,” replied Jan Pieter 
between puffs of smoke. “But it doesn’t 
settle the problem of the Karoo wheat. 
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That’s what I’m interested in at present. 
We know how the Germans tried to poison 
the beef cattle crop, but now they have set 
out in another direction, or I miss my 
guess.”  

The conductor shrugged. Crime in 
South Africa seldom touched his bills of 
lading and manifests. Lately, though, there 
had been something wrong with the 
shipments of tons of wheat moving all up 
and down the railroad lines. Several trains 
had arrived in Capetown with no wheat 
aboard at all, although the manifests called 
for several carloads. 

The grain cars arrived, but they were 
empty. They had been loaded when 
leaving Grootfontein, Windhoek and 
Bulawayo. 

The problem of the missing grain 
meant little to Jan Pieter personally, but to 
the members of the Karoo Wheat Pool it 
was a serious loss that could not be made 
up until next year’s harvest. Jan Pieter, as 
a good neighbor, and because of his own 
interest in tracking down criminals, was 
investigating the mystery.  

Leonard Stockton, the conductor, 
asked a question.  

“What do you expect to do about the 
wheat thefts, Mynheer Van Bronck?”  

Before Jan Pieter could reply the 
locomotive whistle let out a long-drawn-
out wail. Then a series of short blasts—the 
alarm signal of railways the world over. 
With the darkness of the Cape Colony 
night closing in upon the train from all 
sides a rattle of drawbars and the hiss of 
air brought the long freight train to a stop.  

Hastily Jan Pieter and the conductor 
climbed down from the caboose, the 
conductor carrying a lighted lantern, and 
hurried forward. Brakemen were piling off 
the train. Up ahead the fire from the 
locomotive outlined the fireman and 
engineer. The fireman was alongside the 
cab, but the engineer was still at his 

controls. 
“Where are we?” Jan Pieter asked, as 

he and Stockton hurried along. His deft 
fingers were putting his pipe into a side 
coat-pocket. His other hand closed over 
the butt of an automatic pistol under the 
skirt of his Norfolk jacket.  

“This is the Touwa River trestle,” the 
conductor told him. “The next big town is 
Worcester.”  

The trestle was about two hundred feet 
long, and part of the long freight train was 
on either side of the structure. The river 
flowed through a deep gorge skirting the 
edge of Lang Bergen, southward into the 
Gowritz River near Mossel Bay.  

 
AN PIETER followed as the conductor 
climbed to the top of the train and they 

ran along the catwalks on top of the cars 
toward the front of the freight. The 
fireman ran to meet them. 

“What’s wrong, Paddy?” demanded 
the conductor.  

“A dead man on the tracks,” called the 
fireman.  

The Dutch detective perked up at that. 
The three men climbed down the tender 
ladder and walked beside the puffing 
engine. The engineer waved briefly as the 
trio passed his window, then at a nod from 
Stockton he joined them.  

The conductor motioned for Jan Pieter 
to take charge when they were beside the 
body. Jan Pieter took a flashlight from his 
hip pocket, Stockton held the gasoline 
lantern, and Van Bronck knelt and 
examined the body of a man clad in heavy 
woolen clothing, frayed and torn. The hair 
was unkempt, the whole body a gory sight. 

“Hit by a train?” asked the conductor. 
Evidently an affirmative reply was 
expected, but as Jan Pieter Van Bronck 
straightened he turned and looked off into 
the darkness. “This man has been shot!” 
he declared emphatically. On the horizon 
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his calculating eyes studied a looming 
bulk that was the slope of Great 
Winterhoek Mountain. The foothills of the 
mountain provided many a shrubbed 
hideout where a killer might have sought 
refuge. 

“Shot?” Stockton’s shocked question 
echoed the feelings of the others. 

The Dutch detective pointed to the 
wound in the back of the dead man’s head. 
At first glance it looked as if it could have 
been caused by a projection on a train. 
Obviously the finding of the body on the 
tracks was intended to justify this 
impression. 

“Load him on the train,” the Dutchman 
said. “I’ll be responsible.”  

The conductor ordered several of the 
brakemen who had joined the group to 
take charge of the body. Then he turned to 
the engineer. 

“All right, Joel,” he said. “Let’s go.”  
“I’m in the block now,” Joel replied, 

pointing to the red light, about a quarter of 
a mile down the track. 

“Pull up to the block,” Stockton said, 
“and we’ll key past it. This is an 
emergency.” 

When the caboose halted alongside the 
body of the dead man, the corpse was 
loaded aboard and the train crew climbed 
to their places. But Jan Pieter hesitated. 

“Aren’t you coming with us, 
Mynheer?” inquired the conductor. 

“What time does the morning train go 
through?” Jan Pieter asked. 

“About nine o’clock,” Stockton told 
him. 

“Ask them to stop and pick me up,” 
Jan Pieter said. 

Jan Pieter Van Bronck stood on the 
embankment at the end of the trestle 
watching the train as it pulled past the 
block signal. When the two red lights on 
the rear of the caboose had vanished into 
pinpricks of ruddy glow, he settled down 

in the gloom of the Cape night.  
Half an hour later the overcast sky 

brightened with myriad stars and the 
beckoning glow of the Southern Cross. A 
low-hung moon seemed to be whirling up 
from the direction of Cape Infanta.  

The corpulent Dutchman was at home 
in his rugged native land. Even though a 
murderer might be stalking him, he found 
shelter on the rocky slopes and went to 
sleep. 

Jan Pieter was up at dawn looking 
toward the mist-wreathed peaks. Tangy 
odors from the aromatic woods came to 
his nostrils. The rails below him ran across 
the spiderweb of the trestle, then gleamed 
across the lonely, drab distances leading 
toward the Karoo.  

He still had four hours before the nine 
o’clock train would pick him up. Even 
though Jan Pieter’s well-rounded paunch 
was pleading for food, the grim 
voortrekker plunged into his investigation. 
While examining the body on the railroad 
track, he had learned several things. For 
instance, the man had not been killed 
there. Blood on the rails and ties at that 
point proved that.  

The first task, then, was to find where 
the bullet-torn body had received the lethal 
shot. Jan Pieter drew his pipe from his 
pocket, broke up some tobacco with the 
capable end of his thumb, tamped it into 
the bowl. Then he lighted the pipe and 
clamped it between his teeth. Even as he 
puffed, his throat swelled, his lips parted 
lightly, and he hiked along humming, 
“Pack Your Things and Trek.” 

On the railroad ties he spotted colored 
drops. Most men might have mistaken 
these for oil-drippings from a passing 
train. But Jan Pieter knew they were 
blood. The trail led him to the middle of 
the trestle. There one of the ties was 
marked with a large, gory stain. 

Jan Pieter peered over into the waters 
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of the Touwa River. About fifty feet below 
the trestle was a pool of smooth water. 
Above and below the railroad bridge were 
rapids that carried the stream along at an 
increased pace toward its meeting with the 
Bay and the Indian Ocean.  

The Dutch detective filed his newest 
discovery in a corner of his mind, then 
looked around for the point from which 
the murder shot might have come. His 
eyes settled upon a copse of trees about 
three hundred yards from the trestle on the 
eastern bank. He gritted his teeth, then 
mindful of possible damage to his pipe, he 
smiled grimly, and continued the trek 
across the trestle. 

 
N MINUTES he was in the copse and 
looking through a forked branch that 

might have been the rest for a rifle pointed 
at the center of the railway bridge. Bruised 
bark on the V marked this as the ambush. 

The sharp eyes of the Dutch detective 
located the shiny brass shell ejected from a 
Krag-Jorgensen rifle, where it had fallen 
into a crack between the rocks. Ten 
minutes of digging and rock lifting, and 
the Dutch voortrekker recovered the shell. 

“Something wrong here,” he told 
himself. “The shell is on the wrong side of 
the barked tree. That means that the killer 
was shooting uphill, unless—” 

His song took on a new tone as he 
retraced his steps to the railroad track to 
wait for the Capetown train. . . . 

Jan Pieter Van Bronck was picked up 
at the Touwa River trestle by the through 
express from Victoria West, and the Dutch 
detective took full advantage of the dining 
car attached. He was surrounding a filling 
meal when the train stopped at Worcester. 
From there the express moved up the 
curve toward Ceres, then circled through 
the mountains near Paarl. 

While on this stretch of the line, a tall, 
gray-haired Englishman took the seat 

opposite the Boer farmer. Their eyes met.  
“Good morning, Jan Pieter,” the 

Englishman said. “How are you today?”  
Van Bronck studied his companion for 

a while. 
“South African police?” he asked then. 
“Right,” agreed the Englishman. “I’m 

Inspector Gordon Layton.”  
“Have you discovered anything 

about—er—last night’s incident?” Jan 
Pieter inquired. 

The inspector smiled. “Mynheer,” he 
said, “I’ve heard that you have a habit of 
coming to the point without delay. We 
have discovered a few things. The victim 
was a journeyman carpenter named Larry 
Dryden. Came from Cradock out toward 
Somerset East. Probably stealing a ride on 
the train to get work at Capetown. Jogged 
off on the trestle. Too bad.”  

Jan Pieter Van Bronck weighed this 
information. 

“What about the bullet?” he asked. 
“Might have been a bit of metal 

sloughed off from the wheel that struck 
him in the back of the head. Could happen, 
you know.”  

The Dutchman said nothing about the 
Krag-Jorgensen shell he had located, and 
the blood trail along the wooden ties. It is 
difficult to change an Englishman’s mind, 
once he has made it up. 

“I’m more interested in this wheat 
business,” Inspector Layton declared. 

“Anything new on it?” Jan Pieter 
inquired. 

“Well, the train you left last night was 
carrying four carloads of wheat when it 
left Beaufort West, but when it arrived at 
Capetown early this morning two of the 
cars were empty. How do you account for 
that?”  

“Any of the wheat from the Karoo 
Pool?” asked Jan Pieter.  

“One carload,” replied the Inspector. 
This announcement seemed to please 
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the Dutch detective, for he said: 
“They’ll be sorry they stole that, I can 

tell you.”  
“I hope so,” declared the inspector. 

“The Service of Supply is beginning to 
wonder whether we’re going to have a 
grain shortage here. Great stocks are going 
to England, and they want to have others 
on hand to feed the refugees in Europe if 
the war ends abruptly. You know how it 
is.”  

“Is the stock holding up in 
Capetown?” Jan Pieter asked. 

“Fairly well,” declared the Inspector. 
“Several thousand extra bushels have been 
coming in from Dordrecht and 
Queenstown and other places over toward 
East London and Port Elizabeth.”  

Further conversation on the way to 
Capetown revealed little else. They went 
directly to Police Headquarters, and there 
Jan Pieter asked to see the belongings that 
had been on Larry Dryden’s body. The 
inspector took him into the property room, 
and opened up a package. 

The Boer detective spread out a 
number of small articles—a bunch of keys, 
two handkerchiefs, and several carpenter’s 
tools. These included a brace and bit, a 
screwdriver, a hammer, a small saw and a 
number of wooden pegs. 

“Anything else?” Jan Pieter inquired. 
“He had a wallet, which gave us his 

name, address, and occupation,” the 
inspector replied. 

“Good,” said Van Bronck. “Does 
anyone know, except the members of the 
train crew, Dryden’s body is here?”  

“No,” said the inspector. 
“Don’t say anything about it,” Van 

Bronck instructed. “Now what else have 
we got?”  

Apparently the phlegmatic inspector 
was not accustomed to the dispatch with 
which the Boer detective was inclined to 
handle his cases. 

He studied Jan Pieter for a moment, 
before he spoke. 

“Well, some of the wheat experts are 
here on the other matter,” he said then. 
“They knew you were coming down, and I 
asked them to meet here.”  

“Fine,” declared Jan Pieter. “I’m 
convinced that the two cases are 
connected. Perhaps we can wind them up 
at the same time. Where’s the meeting?”  

The two men, one tall and 
distinguished, the other short and dumpy, 
and proud of his weight, moved along the 
tiled corridors of Police Headquarters. 
Finally they reached a room that served as 
a combination office and conference 
chamber. Four men were gathered around 
a table. One of them was known to Jan 
Pieter Van Bronck, but the other three 
were strangers, except by reputation.  

The friend was Klaus Ryder, secretary 
of the Karoo Wheat Pool. 

He greeted Van Bronck and the 
inspector pleasantly, then introduced the 
other three men. 

“This is George Simpson. He’s the 
manager of the Pool elevators on the 
docks. He makes the last check on the 
grain before it goes into the ships bound 
for Liverpool.” 

 
AN PIETER shook hands with 
Simpson, a short, slightly built man 

with freckled face and thin red hair. He 
liked the man almost immediately. Then 
his glance ran from the one to the other of 
the remaining men. One was heavily-set, 
just under middle height, and bald. Klaus 
Ryder introduced him as Arthur Powers. 

“Mr. Powers has some big wheat farms 
over toward Queenstown,” Inspector 
Layton pointed out. “And our last friend 
here is Rieder Turnblad. He’s port captain 
of the Union Steamship Company, 
carrying grain to Liverpool.” 

Turnblad was a ruddy-looking fellow. 
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The bite of the sea was on his cheeks and 
reflected in the crows-feet about his 
sparkling eyes. He was smoking a short, 
stubby pipe, and the tobacco he used was 
particularly unpleasant. 

Jan Pieter Van Bronck ruffled his nose. 
“Much competition in the grain race?” 

he asked. 
Turnblad shook his head slowly. “No,” 

he said abruptly.  
First impressions the Dutch detective 

formed often were a valuable guide to 
him. They were being borne in on him 
now as he turned his attention to several 
metal containers that stood on the long 
table around which the four men sat. Each 
one contained samples of wheat grains. 
Jan Pieter picked up one can and ran the 
grain through his fingers. 

“Some nice Number One Hard here,” 
he said. “Where does it come from?”  

“That’s some of my wheat,” replied 
Powers, the Queenstown farmer. “It’s 
running very well.”  

Jan Pieter knew enough about handling 
wheat to recognize that these cans 
contained samples of all the grain 
delivered to the bins at the port elevators 
since the last shipment to England. 

Suddenly he paused in front of one of 
the cans and picked it up. Lightness came 
to his heart. He carefully studied the 
kernels that ran through his fingers.  

“Anyone know where this came 
from?” he asked. 

The wheat kernels had a bluish tint in 
contrast to the red, orange and yellow of 
the other grain in the sample cans. The 
five men looked at a handful of wheat that 
Van Bronck held. 

“Hal Foster at the elevator will know,” 
George Simpson finally said. “He marks 
the cans. He can tell by the number.”  

“We won’t need him,” Van Bronck 
said crisply. “This wheat is my own 
wheat! It was shipped from my place on 

the edge of the Karoo. The blue color on 
the grain is a harmless vegetable dye. 
According to Inspector Layton, this is part 
of the grain shipment that was stolen from 
the Beaufort West freight train last night. 
When I’ve found the man who brought it 
to the elevators, I’ll know more about 
these wheat thefts.”  

Jan Pieter studied the faces of his 
auditors. 

“I’d lock up these cans, Inspector,” he 
went on. “Let’s put them in that closet 
over there.”  

He motioned toward a cabinet, and 
picked up two of the cans. The other men 
picked up other cans. Captain Turnblad 
had trouble with his, and one of them 
almost slipped to the floor. 

“All thumbs,” he said. “That comes of 
spending your life at a steering wheel.”  

When the job was done, Jan Pieter 
started for the door. 

“I’ll see you gentlemen again,” he 
said, as he slipped his long, curved 
meerschaum pipe out of his pocket and 
pushed open the door. 

He puffed away at the pipe and headed 
for the cab stand as he left headquarters. 

“The elevators on the waterfront by 
way of Adderley and Dock Streets,” he 
said in crisp Dutch as he climbed into the 
first cab. 

“Ja, Mynheer,” replied the chauffeur. 
The Dutch detective settled back 

against the cushions to weigh the many 
questions surrounding the murder of Larry 
Dryden, the theft of the wheat, and its 
mysterious appearance at the elevator. The 
box of matches he was using to relight his 
pipe dropped to the floor. Jan Pieter bent 
down to pick it up. As he did the hair on 
the back of his head literally stood up. For 
a zip of lead sped past his ear and a 
metallic click marked the spot when it 
pushed through the upholstery beside him. 

“Stop!” he shouted to the driver. 
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The chauffeur pushed on the brakes as 
Jan Pieter whirled around. He caught a 
glimpse of a rifle barrel as it was pulled 
back from the left side of one of the 
windows on the second floor of the police 
station. He couldn’t see the face or figure 
of the person holding the gun. 

The amazed taxi driver looked 
curiously at Van Bronck. The Dutchman 
finally motioned for him to drive ahead. 
As they drove, he was busy with a sharp 
pointed knife, getting the bullet out of the 
upholstery. It was the type of charge that 
came from a Krag-Jorgensen rifle.  

The rifle with its silenced barrel had 
almost snuffed out his life. But failing in 
that, it might give Jan Pieter the final clue 
that would be the key link in the chain he 
was forging. 

Like most Dutchman visiting 
Capetown, Jan Pieter Van Bronck was 
always moved by signs there pointing to 
the traditions of his race. His eyes 
brightened as the cab moved along Strand 
Street and passed the famous Koopmans—
De Wet House.  

Many a time he had been a guest there 
before the death of Mrs. Koopman and her 
sister Miss De Wet. They had talked of the 
famous Dutch families from the time of 
Van Riebeck and Van der Stel. 

But now the Boer farmer was on more 
serious business. His own life had been 
threatened. This meant only one thing—he 
was closer to the solution of this mystery 
than he had any right to expect. Perhaps 
Hal Foster would supply the key to the 
mystery. 

 
HE cab moved down Adderley Street 
past the houses flaunting a mixed 

architecture, modern English and Old 
Dutch—symbols of the past and the 
present. As they approached Dock Street, 
beautiful Table Bay spread out before 
them. The sun’s rays aslant on the bay 

looked like a blazing road to the throne of 
some Oriental potentate. The purple-green 
waters were almost still, except for the 
tiny wavelets that lapped in toward the 
shore. 

The driver swung around the Circus at 
the end of Adderley Street, skirted the 
approach to the Promenade River, and 
headed into Dock Street. Ahead about a 
half mile, tall grain elevators reared their 
heads toward the sky. Portable cranes 
moved on great rollers alongside the 
quays. Steamers from England were ready 
to take on their cargoes and head 
northward through the submarine-infested 
waters. 

Jan Pieter Van Bronck paid off the 
driver before the Pool elevator and walked 
in. The elevator, like others near it, was 
built over the railroad tracks. Grain cars 
were pushed right into the building, then 
were dumped into a pit where the grain 
was “elevated” on a conveyor system into 
the bins on the floors above. There was an 
intricate system of scales and measuring 
devices for getting prompt and accurate 
figures on the grains received. 

As the Dutch detective crossed the 
lower floor, he saw no one about. He 
cupped his hand to his mouth and called: 

“Hal Foster! Where are you?”  
His words echoed up through the 

building, and an answering shout came 
back. 

“I’m checking the bins! I’ll be right 
down.” 

Van Bronck knew something about 
grain elevators, and set out to locate 
Foster. The rifle bullet that had been fired 
at him in the cab prompted this haste, for 
if Van Bronck’s life was in danger, Hal 
Foster’s might be also, and he should be 
warned.  

The paunchy Dutch detective climbed 
a ladder that went up the inside of the 
elevator to the catwalk around the bins. As 

T 
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he reached the catwalk he saw Hal 
Foster’s hunched figure about fifty feet 
away, looking down into one of the bins. 
The air was filled with wheat dust and 
chaff, and breathing was difficult. 

Jan Pieter had started to call a greeting 
to the elevator man when suddenly he saw 
someone on the catwalk beyond Foster. 
The figure was hazy because of the dust, 
but there was something sinister and 
threatening in the attitude of the kneeling 
figure.  

“Look out, Foster!” yelled Jan Pieter, 
but his voice was almost choked off. 

Even as he spoke, two things happened 
before his eyes. Hal Foster toppled into the 
open grain bin, to flounder helplessly in 
thousands upon thousands of bushels of 
wheat. Then there was a flash of light that 
marked the flight of a thrown knife. 

Jan Pieter Van Bronck whirled to one 
side, but the quarters on the catwalk were 
cramped, and he could not dodge the 
missile entirely. The point of the knife 
pinned the right sleeve of his coat to the 
wall. Blood ran down Jan Pieter’s arm. 

Jan Pieter’s assailant laughed harshly, 
convinced that Van Bronck was seriously 
wounded. 

The detective tried to identify the man 
who had just sent Hal Foster to a horrible 
death by strangulation in the grain bin, and 
had almost succeeded in knifing him, Van 
Bronck. But the man was clever enough to 
disguise his voice. 

“You may be aces in your Karoo,” 
came his taunting words, “but down here 
in Capetown you don’t rate at all!”  

Jan Pieter said nothing. He was busily 
working at the knife that was deeply 
embedded in a wooden pillar, trying to 
free his sleeve so he could go after the 
killer. But that killer had no more than 
hurled his taunt than he whirled about and 
climbed through a vent to the outside of 
the elevator. The vent closed, just as Jan 

Pieter pulled himself free, and leaped 
forward in the vain hope that he might be 
able to save Hal Foster’s life. 

As he looked down into the swirling 
bin of grain, a harsh laugh came from 
outside. Then a fiery cigarette came 
through the vent into the dust-clouded bin. 
Jan Pieter Van Bronck threw his arms up 
over his face, knowing what to expect. 

There was a moment’s silence, then 
suddenly the concussion of a violent 
explosion. Jan Pieter Van Bronck tried to 
brace himself on the catwalk, but was 
blown backward toward the ladder he had 
ascended, and he felt himself falling down 
the shaftway to the lower floor. 

Blackness engulfed him, as the entire 
grainery burst into flames and new fuel 
was added by additional explosions of dust 
in the bins. The automatic fire alarm bells 
began to ring, and a sprinkler system went 
into action.  

It was water from one of these nozzles 
on the face of Jan Pieter that brought him 
out of his shock in time to crawl to the 
docks outside. Already the fire engines of 
the dock district were roaring up to the 
elevator. Bay pumpers were pulling in 
close to the blazing elevator, sending 
streams of water into the fire-filled tower 
from their marine pumps. 

A fireman helped Jan Pieter to his feet, 
and steered him through the fire lines to an 
ambulance. While he was being treated for 
shock and burns, Inspector Layton spied 
him and pushed through the crowd. 

“What happened?” the inspector 
demanded breathlessly. 

“Everything,” Jan Pieter said sadly. “It 
looks as though my case has been literally 
blown sky-high.” There was a wry smile 
on his lips. 

 

INSPECTOR LAYTON’S eyes were 
taking in the still smoldering garments 

of the Dutch detective as the two walked 
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to the edge of the quay where they would 
be out of the way of the firemen. The 
burning elevator was sending up columns 
of sparks, and now and then small 
explosions in the bins added to the flying 
debris. The creak and groan of steam 
winches sounded as a grain ship pulled 
away from the pier. Jan Pieter saw Captain 
Rieder Turnblad on its bridge. 

“Didn’t take him long to get here,” 
commented Jan Pieter. The inspector 
followed his pointing finger. “Where were 
Turnblad, Powers, Ryder and Simpson, 
when your men rounded them up for the 
conference at Police Headquarters?” Jan 
Pieter asked. 

Inspector Layton supplied the answer 
immediately. 

“They’d just returned from a hunting 
trip along the Touwa River.”  

Jan Pieter’s eyes sparkled, and in spite 
of the painful experience through which he 
had just gone, a new lightness possessed 
him. 

“Did they all come back together?” 
was his next question. 

“No,” replied Layton. “Ryder and 
Simpson returned together early this 
morning. In fact they were met at the 
railway station and came right to the 
station-house with their guns and 
equipment. Ryder’s gun is still at the 
station.”  

“And I’ll wager it’s a Krag-
Jorgenson!” declared Jan Pieter, again the 
canny sleuth on the trail of a killer. “Have 
you a car here, Inspector?” 

“Right over here,” said the perplexed 
police officer. “Where are you going?”  

“I want to go to Hal Foster’s rooms. I 
have a hunch someone may try to beat us 
there. Do you know where he lived?”  

“Certainly,” replied the inspector. 
They hurried to the inspector’s car and 

headed back up town. 
“Ryder’s gun is a Krag-Jorgenson,” 

Layton said, as they sped along. “How did 
you know?”  

“Deduction,” replied Van Bronck. 
“Larry Dryden was murdered by a shot 
from a Krag-Jorgenson. Someone took a 
shot at me as I drove away from the police 
station. The bullet I dug out of the 
upholstery of the taxicab was from the 
same kind of a gun.”  

“But that means—” 
“That Hal Foster was in possession of 

valuable and dangerous information. The 
killer doesn’t want me to get that 
information. So far he’s been successful. If 
Foster was wide-awake, he may have left 
something at his diggings that I can work 
on.”  

Hal Foster had lived in a picturesque 
Dutch rooming house close to the Old 
Town House, home of the famous 
Michaelis Art Collection. Inspector Layton 
parked his car alongside the many-
windowed museum with its white cupola, 
and walked across the street with the 
Dutch detective.  

The portly landlady recognized the 
inspector immediately, and was properly 
shocked when he informed her of Foster’s 
untimely end.  

“We’d like to see his rooms,” he 
concluded.  

She led them upstairs, and along a neat 
corridor to a large, old-fashioned door that 
must have been hung when Cecil Rhodes 
reigned in South Africa. Inspector Layton 
opened the door and stepped into a big, 
airy room. The dead man’s possessions 
scattered about the room plainly showed 
he had been an outdoorsman.  

After the landlady had withdrawn, Jan 
Pieter went to work. Inspector Layton 
stood watching him. Finally the Dutchman 
picked up a large framed picture and 
looked under one corner of it. He took out 
a thin packet of papers. On top of these 
was an identification card with a 
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photograph on it. The Dutch detective 
showed the photograph to the inspector.  

“Who would you say that was?” he 
asked.  

Layton looked at the picture. 
“Why that’s Larry Dryden, the fellow 

you found on the railroad track,” he said. 
“Do you think he and Foster were 
friends—or acquaintances?”  

“I wouldn’t be surprised,” declared Jan 
Pieter. He exposed the rest of the card. In 
full official form it concluded with the 
statement: 

 
All concerned will therefore give all aid and 

sustenance to Inspector Wilbur Foster of New 
Scotland Yard, London.  

(Signed) Chief Inspector Culverton. 
 
Inspector Layton’s mouth dropped 

open. He held the card gingerly.  
“But we never sent for him,” he said. 

“What do you make of it?”  
“Wilbur Foster must have been Hal 

Foster’s brother. He has probably been 
working on the grain thefts from the 
English end. His brother kept him under 
cover down here while he was bobbing 
around in the back country. But if you 
have a record of a Larry Dryden, and 
someone switched identities, it is obvious 
that our culprit wanted the public to 
believe Dryden was dead.” 

Jan Pieter settled down in the easy 
chair in one corner of the room, took out 
his ever-present pipe, tamped some 
tobacco into it, and lighted up. As he 
puffed away the inspector was fidgeting 
around from one foot to the other. 

“If I had some idea of how this wheat 
was disappearing from the cars, then I’d at 
least have a starting point,” the 
Englishman finally said. 

“Doesn’t the finding of the carpenter 
tools on the body of Inspector Foster mean 
anything to you?” Jan Pieter asked.  

“When I thought he was a carpenter, 
they contributed to the identification. But 
now that I know he was a police officer, I 
don’t know what to think.”  

“That part of it is simple,” Van Bronck 
declared. “Your trains were halted on the 
Touwa River trestle by the red block 
signal. The signal was tampered with. One 
of the thief’s hirelings, a fellow we shall 
call Larry Dryden, was underneath the cars 
with his tools. He would be riding there 
when the train left Beaufort West, the last 
stop before the bridge. During that time he 
would be drilling holes in the bottom of 
the grain cars, and plugging them with the 
wooden pegs. When the train stopped on 
the trestle, he would crawl under the cars 
and knock out the pegs. The wheat would 
have started flowing out through the holes 
as though it were so much water.”  

“And the killer had a barge or some 
sort of a boat in the pool below the 
bridge!” concluded the inspector excitedly. 

“Right,” agreed Jan Pieter Van 
Bronck. “Now that we’ve got that far, I 
think a round-up of suspects is indicated. 
Will you arrange it for me? Ask them to 
come down to the boat anchored alongside 
the burned grain elevator. They say that a 
killer likes to be near the scene of his 
crime. If I can get him in the proper 
atmosphere it may help.” 

 
HE sun was going down over the 
broad Atlantic when Jan Pieter Van 

Bronck, in a new Norfolk jacket and 
corduroy trousers, approached the 
rendezvous on board the grain carrier 
Argentina. He paused at the end of the 
Promenade pier and surveyed the grandeur 
of Table Bay. 

The towering cliffs and precipices of 
Table, Mountain and Lion’s Head were 
like Titan mirrors reflecting the ruddy 
glow, except where dark shadows scraped 
the sides. The gentle slopes of the foothills 

T
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were clothed in shades of green, splashed 
here and there with the red of the roofs of 
Oranjezicht. 

Strollers were already heading out 
along the fifteen-hundred-foot pier, some 
of them to dance in the pavilion, others to 
eat in the restaurant, and still others to 
enjoy the Observation Tower with its 
commanding view of the city and the bay. 
Pleasure steamers, launches, sailing and 
rowboats were darting in and out of the 
secluded cove on either side.  

But Jan Pieter was not lulled into a 
sense of false security by this peaceful 
vista. Farther down along Dock Street the 
glowing embers of the burned elevator still 
flashed red flames when caught by vagrant 
breezes from the Bay. 

The Boer detective knew that 
somewhere in the shadows lurked a 
bloody killer ready to strike again. 

A helmeted policeman was at the foot 
of the gangplank. 

“Is Inspector Layton aboard?” asked 
Van Bronck. 

“He’s in the captain’s cabin with the 
others, sir,” replied the constable.  

Jan Pieter climbed the gangway, and 
started along the dark deck. He was about 
halfway to the lighted window of the cabin 
when he heard someone behind him. As he 
whirled around, strong fingers gripped his 
throat. A gun was pressed against his back. 

“Van Bronck,” a disguised voice said, 
“if you’re wise you’ll leave this boat now, 
and head back for the Karoo where you 
belong.”  

“I’m not frightened by threats,” the 
Dutchman replied. His fingers moved 
nearer to the gun he carried under the tail 
of his Norfolk jacket.  

“You won’t catch any killers,” taunted 
the other, “if you’re at the bottom of Table 
Bay.”  

Jan Pieter said nothing but, with the 
litheness of a cat, he spun on the balls of 

his feet, brought one hand up to break the 
grip on his throat, and with the other 
struck out with his gun. The weapon 
struck his shadowy adversary in the 
stomach, and the killer leaped back. A coil 
of rope caught his heel and threw him to 
the deck. Van Bronck sprawled over the 
fallen figure. 

When Jan Pieter recovered his feet he 
had a brief glimpse of his adversary 
running down the far side of the deck. The 
door of the captain’s cabin opened and 
closed. The killer had joined Jan Pieter’s 
other suspects.  

The Dutch detective resumed his 
interrupted journey to the rendezvous. He 
stepped in, greeted those in the cabin, and 
studied each one steadily. All realized the 
seriousness of the situation. One of these 
men was a killer, and the others knew that, 
cornered, he might prove a dangerous 
adversary.  

Besides Inspector Layton, there were 
five men in the cabin. There was the stolid 
Klaus Ryder, secretary of the Karoo 
Wheat Pool and Van Bronck’s long-time 
friend. Next to him was George Simpson, 
the red-faced manager of the Pool 
elevators. Arthur Powers, the big wheat 
grower from Queenstown, was leaning 
back against a steering-wheel clock. 
Captain Rieder Turnblad was 1ooking out 
upon the dark bay through a bronze-
rimmed port-hole. Leonard Stockton, the 
railroad conductor, was fidgeting on the 
edge of a carpet-covered sofa in the far 
corner. 

Jan Pieter walked past each one of 
them with the mien of a top sergeant 
inspecting his company. He had formed 
his own opinion as to the identity of the 
killer, an opinion bulwarked by tangible 
evidence. But he had to trick the killer into 
revealing himself before witnesses. Van 
Bronck turned first to Simpson.  

“Were the grain elevator and the 
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contents insured?” he asked. 
“Yes,” replied Simpson dully. “But 

that doesn’t bring back Hal Foster.” 
Van Bronck liked this reply. The 

speaker was interested in others besides 
himself. 

“No,” the Dutch detective agreed, “and 
it doesn’t bring back Wilbur Foster, 
either.” 

His eyes darted from one to the other 
of the men in the room. Only Inspector 
Layton’s expression showed a flicker of 
interest. Van Bronck then turned his 
attention to Arthur Powers. 

“Are you bringing your grain around 
to Capetown by barge?” he asked. 

“Some of it,” admitted Powers. 
“Why?”  

“Because,” Van Bronck said slowly, 
“the stolen wheat from the grain cars was 
brought to the elevators by boat from the 
Touwa River bridge. It would have to be 
carried by some one who does business 
with the elevators, to avoid suspicion.”  

Powers agreed to this, but denied any 
knowledge of the stolen grain. Van Bronck 
next turned to the conductor.  

“How many grain trains do you bring 
down from Beaufort West each week?” he 
asked. 

“One a day, six days a week,” replied 
the conductor. 

“And each one of them in the past two 
weeks has lost its grain cargo,” Van 
Bronck pointed out. 

Stockton’s face paled, but Jan Pieter 
strolled past him, puffed on his pipe and 
filled the little room with aromatic smoke. 
Then he settled himself on the bench in 
front of the captain’s navigating table, 
pushing aside the charts. 

“We all know that wheat has been 
disappearing from the South African 
Railways,” he said. “Inspector Layton and 
I know how and why it has been 
disappearing! Two men have died in the 

last twenty-four hours, and two attempts 
have been made on my life. A grain 
elevator was destroyed by fire by someone 
familiar enough with wheat dust to know 
that a spark from a cigarette will cause an 
explosion. The man behind these crimes is 
here now. He’s pretty sure of himself. He 
thinks he has eliminated the only living 
witnesses who might have testified against 
him. He’s wrong! He has revealed himself 
to me three times!”  

 
 GASP CAME from somebody in the 
room and was quickly choked. Jan 

Pieter paused for breath. The room was 
hushed, silent. The click of the anchor 
chain against the metal side of the boat 
came loudly. Wind whistling through the 
wireless rigging made a weird sound.  

Jan Pieter’s pipe was gripped in his 
stubby fingers, and he pointed the long 
stem toward each of the five suspects in 
turn. The slow, droning question he asked 
was always the same.  

“Were you in the grain elevator 
today?”  

All five men answered, “No!”  
Jan Pieter put the pipe back into his 

mouth. He drew his pistol from its holster, 
laid it on the navigating table before him.  

“I’m going to prove one of you was 
there,” he said. “That man is the 
murderer!”  

He started around the circle of men. 
His hands went into the pockets of each. 
He searched Klaus Ryder first, then moved 
to Simpson, Powers and Turnblad.  

“It’s curious,” he said, slowly wearing 
down the nerves of the killer, “but grain 
kernels will stick in a man’s pockets, even 
though he’s brushed his suit well.”  

A quizzical smile came over the faces 
of the men. Captain Turnblad chuckled. 
His pockets were as clean as those of the 
others. Finally Jan Pieter knelt down 
beside Captain Turnblad. His fingers 

A
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caught the cuff of the captain’s trousers. 
He turned the cuff inside out deftly and a 
shower of blue-dyed wheat grains dropped 
onto the floor. 

Captain Turnblad’s left first came up 
to the point of Jan Pieter’s jaw as the Boer 
detective straightened and snatched for his 
gun. The skipper’s knuckles caromed off 
Van Bronck’s cheek. Rieder Turnblad 
turned to dash for the door. 

Van Bronck fell forward, off balance 
from the killer’s blow. But he had his wits 
about him, and he knocked Turnblad’s 
shins with the barrel of the automatic. 
With a whimper, the Port Captain tripped 
and fell to the floor. Inspector Layton 
pushed into the melee and snapped 
handcuffs onto the man’s wrists. 

“Wow!” said Klaus Ryder. “You were 
right, Jan Pieter. I knew it as soon as I saw 
that fist heading for your jaw.”  

Curious expressions marked the faces 
of the others in the room. Jan Pieter looked 
at Captain Turnblad. 

“Nature herself was against you, 
Turnblad,” he said. “A left-handed man 
can seldom mask his oddity. I knew at the 
scene of Wilbur Foster’s murder that the 
killer was left-handed, when I found the 
cartridge shell to the left of the crotched 
bush. Guns used by left-handed hunters 
are specially made, otherwise the ejector 
will throw the shell right into the hunter’s 
face. I tested you at Police Headquarters 
with the grain tins. You had trouble 
picking them up in your right hand. You 
didn’t want me to realize you were left-
handed.”  

Turnblad snarled. 
“That’s right,” Ryder broke in, “and 

you made a mistake, Turnblad, when you 
shot at Van Bronck in the taxi from the left 
side of the big window in Police 
Headquarters. And the position of the 
wound in Jan Pieter’s arm at the elevator 
showed that his assailant was left-handed.”  

“I think the other matters are all clear,” 
Jan Pieter said to the Inspector. “Captain 
Turnblad was the only one who fitted all 
requirements. He had access to the grain 
elevator. He could take a boat up the 
Touwa River and down again without 
exciting suspicion. He was the only one 
who went from here to England and would 
arouse the interest of Scotland Yard. With 
the Argentina tied up alongside the grain 
elevator, it was easy for him to get into the 
bins by means of the boat’s loading gear, 
and to get back onto the deck of the boat 
when the explosion took place.”  

Inspector Layton nodded. “And a real 
Larry Dryden was working for him?” he 
said. 

“Exactly,” declared Jan Pieter. “You’ll 
probably find him alive and well on this 
boat right now. Wilbur Foster must have 
arrested him when he caught him draining 
the grain cars. Turnblad, using his hunting 
trip as a cover-up to account for his 
presence on the Touwa River, spotted 
Wilbur with high-powered glasses, and 
killed him. Then he planted Dryden’s 
identification on the body to confuse 
investigators if the railway ‘accident’ went 
wrong.”  

The Dutch detective started to whistle 
the familiar air of “Stellenbosch Boys”, 
but Inspector Layton was not completely 
satisfied. Jan Pieter walked over to 
Leonard Stockton. The conductor’s face 
was white. 

“If there’s anything that isn’t clear,” 
the Dutch detective said, “I’m sure 
Stockton will explain it to you, Layton. I 
think he’ll be willing to turn King’s 
Evidence for you.”  

“I was in on it,” the cowering 
conductor broke down and said. “But I 
didn’t think there’d be any killing. I swear 
it! I tampered with the Touwa River signal 
block. . . .” 

Back in the car on the way to the 
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police station, Inspector Layton and Jan 
Pieter Van Bronck were filling in small 
details.  

“You were lucky Turnblad hadn’t 
brushed out his trouser cuffs,” said the 
Inspector. 

“Lucky nothing,” replied Van Bronck. 
“I wouldn’t be surprised to find that 
Turnblad wore an entirely different suit at 
the time of the fire earlier today.”  

“But I don’t understand,” said the 
police officer.  

“I had plenty of evidence against 
Turnblad before I came aboard. But it was 
pretty circumstantial. I brought some of 
the dyed grain with me from the police 
station this morning. What you saw spill 
out of Turnblad’s cuff really came from 
my hand. I planted it.”  

Inspector Layton looked at the Dutch 
detective with new respect. Jan Pieter 
waved toward one of the burghers on the 
street, and burst forth with the melodious 
words of “Pack Your Things and Trek.” 

 


