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Three o’clock. The third day at sea. Three men on the bridge, and three men below 

waiting for one to die. A vicious cycle of threes suggested the foreboding evil which was 
to wreak upon U.S.S. NORRIS a ghastly night of horror. 

 
CHAPTER I 

TROPICAL DOOM 
 

HE sweltering ball of torrid heat 
that was the sun drooped in the sky 
like a thirsty monster, drinking up 

ocean water in angry gulps; its stinging 
rays blazed down on the iron deck of the 
U.S.S. Norris as if in a jealous frenzy that 
this navy tanker dared to sail away from its 
Hellish regions of blasting South American 
draught and head toward the Panama Canal 

and its own country. 
Deep in the water, the Norris’ ugly 

little gray nose plowed defiantly forward. 
The sea was like glazed green paper and 
the air was crystal clear, yet even under the 
lens of powerful binoculars no sign of a 
ship could be seen. Ships were never seen 
in this round-about route of travel; just 
barren wastes of that glazed green and a 
snarling brass ball in the sky, resenting 
departure. 

The top decks were deserted and the 
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ship was as lifeless as the sea. Even the 
gulls had long ago lost ambition to follow. 
Inside the bridge, with two electric fans 
droning out in a dull, monotonous buzz, 
there were three men. They wore only their 
undershirts and trousers. One man was at 
the wheel. Another was back at the chart 
desk, while an officer stood by the 
doorway of the wing sucking to get a 
breath of fresh air. 

It was three in the afternoon. 
Below, in the small cabin of medical 

officer Silas Crane, three men waited for 
death. Waited for the Norris’ likeable 
young doctor to take his last gulp of the air. 
He had pronounced his own verdict not an 
hour before. Parrot fever. He had said they 
never lived after getting that. Last year one 
of the mess boys had fallen with the same 
malady. They buried him in the sea and the 
sharks tore him to pieces while the bugle 
was still sounding out “taps.” 

They had gotten underway three days 
ago from the little tropical port and some 
had noticed then the change in the doctor. 
Had watched his flushed face slowly drain 
white; had watched his eyes lose their 
brilliance and become dull—black and flat 
and horrible, sinking back into his head and 
gaping out like a mad man gapes out. Yet, 
until the very end—this end, he had kept 
his mind, held his consciousness. 

Three o’clock; third day at sea; three 
men on the bridge and three men waiting 
for one to die. A vicious cycle of threes, 
suggesting the foreboding evil which was 
to wreak upon the ship a ghastly night of 
horror. 

The sheet just over Silas Crane’s waist, 
his head propped up on two immaculate 
white pillows, he lay now, gasping. Those 
somber black eyes traveled from face to 
face. Took in each of the three. That dull 
stare seemed to say: “I am dying and you 
are all here because your morbid curiosity 

brings you here. You do not care about 
me.” 

But the colorless lips of Silas Crane 
were sealed. His high forehead shone dully 
against a glistening white bulkhead. His 
greasy black hair was matted on his head. 
His heavy eyebrows looked like two 
careless black smudges across a gray 
canvas. That canvas was his face. 
Expressionless now. Expression only in 
those horrible black eyes—some awful, 
unnamed expression. There was nothing 
pretty about it. A young doctor, on a navy 
tanker which was three days out of South 
America, was dying of parrot fever. That 
was all. 

The silence was as heavy as the 
pressure of the sea beneath. The air was so 
dry that no one cared to breathe it. The 
three stood around the bed like mute 
dummies, helpless, waiting. Time swung 
on like a black hearse. But the sands were 
edging closer and closer, getting lower and 
lower. 

It wouldn’t be long now. 
 

EATH was nothing new to those three 
who waited. It had been nothing new 

to Silas Crane. But now it was very new. 
His hand moved weakly at his side. He 
beckoned the three men forward, to stand 
closer. His lips moved and sound issued 
out in a flat tone. 

“Owens,” he rasped, feeling his neck, 
“tell me—I know it’s not customary, but 
when, er, when it’s all over, will you just 
close up my room? Leave my body here 
and when you get in Panama have it 
shipped to my sister?” 

Lieutenant-Commander Carlyle Owens, 
sweating in his white officer’s jacket, made 
no answer at first. His restless blue eyes 
stared down into the black optics of the 
dying man. Owens’ face was red, beefy; he 
had jutting cheek bones. His mouth was 
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straight and his jaw square. 
“Why, er,” his thick fingers tugged at 

his shirt collar and he aired his swart neck, 
“you want me to be frank, eh, Crane? In 
this hot weather—” 

“I know,” Crane gasped from his bed, 
ghastly pale, “the smell—” A cackling, 
mirthless laugh issued from his throat. “I’d 
smell up the whole ship—is that what 
you’re afraid of?” His grayish countenance 
became grim. He jerked more at his neck, 
whispered out the next words, “I gave Ziff 
Boyle the formula for embalming—he can 
fix me up. My sister would be disappointed 
if—” 

Ziff Boyle, clad in immaculate white 
ducks and his sleeveless undershirt, nodded 
to the lieutenant-commander. He was a 
light haired young pharmacist mate. The 
only other medical person on the ship. He 
had burning brown eyes, a very small and 
round countenance. His mouth was tiny 
too, always drawn in. He seldom smiled, 
hadn’t many friends among the crew. 

“There’ll be no odor, sir,” he said to 
Owens. “I’ll take care of that.” Boyle was 
wearing rubber gloves and in his fist was a 
wad of cotton. In the navy they jam cotton 
down a man’s throat when he dies. Crane, 
from his bed, had seen those gloves and 
that cotton. Had recalled the times he had 
stood over men wearing such gloves, 
holding such cotton. 

A fat, flabby-cheeked chief petty 
officer turned to Lieutenant-Commander 
Owens. His eyes were sunken back in his 
head; were sparkling little beads. He wore 
his white linen coat and it was too large for 
him. His white trousers were soiled and 
drooped on him baggily. He was “Sleepy” 
Swanson, Owens’ yeoman. 

“May I suggest,” he said with all the 
dignity that he could muster in his low 
voice, “that I go ask the captain what 
would be the right decision in the matter?” 

Except for the fact that a man was 
dying, executive officer Carlyle Owens 
would have blown up right then. Sleepy 
Swanson always said the wrong thing. 
Imagine a lieutenant-commander not being 
able to make a decision for himself! 

The beefy faced officer looked down at 
Silas Crane. His blue eyes were kindled 
warmly. “Sure, doc, anything you want. I 
just didn’t—well, er, you know how it is.” 

Silas Crane’s gray countenance eased 
into a faint smile. “Thanks—I won’t keep 
you waiting much longer. I can’t go on 
much longer. But—” he hesitated, “there’s 
something that’s been bothering me since 
we left port. Something that has lived with 
me. Taken me as its first victim. Something 
more, Owens, than parrot fever!” 

Beefy Carlyle Owens was Irish. His 
father and mother had been very ghost-
believing. Superstitious. He wasn’t, of 
course. But there was something in the 
young doctor’s voice that chilled his blood. 
And Owens was no coward, nor is a 
boiling, uncomfortable afternoon a time 
when one’s blood is usually chilled. 

“Eh, Crane?” he asked, “you say—” 
The bedridden man’s voice grew softer, 

it hissed out at Owens and Boyle and 
Swanson. “It sounds crazy and 
impossible,” he shrilled, “but this ship is 
marked out for death!” 

“Eh?” Owens ejaculated quickly. 
Sleepy’s flabby face was white, his 

little eyes dancing. 
The small countenance of Boyle was 

motionless. His brown eyes were flat, but 
he was leaning closer. 

“Before you make port,” Crane uttered 
feebly, his black eyes staring out in a dull 
hypnotic manner, “others will have joined 
me!” 

Owens’ thick fingers tugged again at 
his collar. He sponged his red brow with a 
handkerchief. Sleepy’s jaw was gaping, 
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Ziff Boyle’s brown eyes were a little wider. 
Crane sucked in the and air huskily. His 

body tightened. Then suddenly he seemed 
to go all to pieces. Owens sighed when 
those black eyes closed. 

Boyle shook from his stupor and 
stepped forward. He pried open Crane’s 
mouth and jammed in the cotton. 

 
CHAPTER II 

EYES IN THE DARK 
 
HE crimson blood of the sun finally 
gave way to the black shadows of the 

night. The water was ink—black ink, and 
the ship plowed through it noiselessly. A 
familiar lady climbed into the sky, rolled 
across the heavens like a silver dollar. She 
had no tropic luster of yellow this night; 
she was faded and pale and her white 
beams silhouetted the Norris eerily, 
silently. 

That was the trouble. Everything was 
so ghastly still. It was a roaring, awful 
silence. The kind that drove men mad; 
made them want to beat drums into its vast 
emptiness, defy its ghostly quiet. 

Carlyle Owens’ beefy face was grim as 
he paced up and down in the captain’s 
cabin. Just over those two jutting cheek 
bones, his restless blue eyes turned about 
the room. Finally took in the huge figure of 
Captain Morland, held the captain’s blunt 
stare a moment, then slid to the porthole 
where they stared out at that lady in the 
sky. 

“I tell you, skipper, I don’t like it. I 
wish you could have seen him die. Those 
black eyes of his staring; staring straight 
into my face. And his voice when he said 
the ship was marked for death and that 
more of us would follow him before we 
made port. It was awful, like it came from 
the dead.” 

The captain shrugged his massive 

shoulders with a smile. He had warm gray 
eyes and bushy hair that had long ago 
grown white. He wasn’t really a captain, 
his navy rank was commander, but he was 
in command of the Norris and Owens was 
his exec—his first mate. 

“Bosh!” he ejaculated. “You’re still the 
pig-headed Irishman, aren’t you?” He lit a 
cigarette, let the smoke rush out of his wide 
nostrils. “I suppose Crane’s ghost is going 
to come back and haunt us!” 

Owens’ aired his collar. “Damn it, 
Captain Morland, you know I don’t take 
stock in most things, but—” 

“Superstition has you scared to death!” 
the huge man scoffed. 

Owens’ stocky body stiffened. His blue 
eyes narrowed. “You know I’m not afraid 
of anything that ever lived or—or died 
either. It’s not that, it’s just that I’m 
wondering what he’s trying to get at!” 

“Hell,” Commander Morland said, 
draining in on the cigarette, “he was crazy 
with fever. A man would say most 
anything under those circumstances.” 

Owens shrugged. “All right, I’m going 
on deck for a spell. We’ll forget it.” 

Morland hauled out his watch. “You 
knew it was past eleven, didn’t you?” 

Lieutenant-Commander Owens was at 
the door. He turned his beefy face about. 
“Meaning what?” 

Captain Morland sighed. “Oh, nothing, 
except that people usually go to bed at 
night.” 

Owens scowled. 
“See you at breakfast,” Morland 

smiled. 
Owens closed the door behind him and 

stepped out on the boat deck. He walked 
aimlessly to the rail. The ink they were 
plowing through had a lot of phosphorus 
glinting from its smooth surface tonight. 
Phosphorus had never ceased to interest 
Owens. He watched it for a moment, then 
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glanced up at the pale and haggard lady in 
the sky. She was awful, ugly and white 
tonight. 

He began sauntering forward. He 
whistled something, the beginning of a 
tune. It cracked into the silence like a 
Harlem band in a church. It didn’t belong. 
Owens jammed his chubby hands into the 
pockets of his white linen uniform. He 
climbed slowly down the steps to the 
fo’c’stle. 

He kept walking forward until he 
reached the very nose of the ship. He gaped 
absently at the anchors clinging in their 
wide iron holes; at the chains that 
disappeared around wild cat winches. 
Owens puckered his mouth to whistle 
again. He changed his mind and swore 
softly. What a helluva man he was! Getting 
unnerved about a mere death! 

He drew a package of cigarettes from 
his pocket. He put one of the butts in his 
mouth and lit it. This soothed his thoughts. 
Silas Crane’s dying whispers were a lot of 
nonsense! Owens smiled to himself, but the 
smile vanished. The thought of those two 
staring, burning black eyes came back to 
him. 

 
E put the cigarettes back in his coat 
pocket; brought out a string of keys. 

He jingled them in his fingers. Then he 
turned and interested himself in watching 
the sharp bow of the ship cut the ink. 

Eyes! 
Someone was behind him. Owens spun 

about. His hands gripped the rails of the 
ship and his body was immediately tense. 
A bulky figure moved forward through the 
darkness. The man had baggy trousers; a 
chief petty officer’s coat that was much too 
big. 

“Swanson!” Owens snapped, “what are 
you doing up here this time of night?” 

“I—er, I can’t sleep, sir,” the yeoman 

stammered. “I just thought I’d like a whiff 
of air.” 

“You can’t sleep? That’s strange! What 
seems to be the matter with you?” 

Sleepy’s head was askew. “I don’t 
know, sir, but since Crane died this 
afternoon, I’ve—” 

“Bosh!” Owens ejaculated, “you’re just 
superstitious, that’s all!” With cold 
appraisal of the fat yeoman, he started 
forward. 

He gripped the handles of the ladder to 
the boat deck and pulled himself up 
quickly; was walking down this deck when 
suddenly he turned toward a secured 
lifeboat. He was certain he had heard a 
noise as he passed it. 

Owens’ blue eyes hardened and his 
mouth was in a firm and even line. He 
didn’t move; swayed silently on deck 
waiting for more sound from the lifeboat. 
There was none. He stared at it a moment 
longer, then started for it. 

He reached up at the canvas tarpaulin 
that was rigged over it. At that moment a 
door slammed from some place down deck. 
Owens turned. He thought he saw a 
fleeting figure round a corner, but the 
glance had been so brief he wasn’t sure. 

He eyed the tarpaulin on the lifeboat. It 
was fastened down well, not much chance 
of anyone being inside. He commenced in a 
fast gait to where he had heard the door 
slam. Such noises were a blast into this 
calm, too calm, night. 

Owens came to a stop in front of the 
captain’s cabin. The door had slammed 
here. It was the outer door with shutters. 
The strong inside door swung open. There 
wasn’t enough stirring of air or movement 
of the ship one way or the other to cause it 
to move. But it was half open. 

Owens called out softly, “Are you all 
right, Captain Morland?” The skipper 
would laugh at him for this, but Owens 
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couldn’t shake that feeling he had. 
He waited and called again. His answer 

came only in damning silence. Yet, Owens 
had heard the door slam. 

The captain had said he was going to 
bed. Wasn’t likely that he had been called 
to the bridge during weather like this. 
Owens would investigate inside, since he 
came and went through the cabin when he 
wanted to, anyway. Both he and 
Commander Morland used its spacious 
privacy for everything from a card den to a 
chart room. 

He glided swiftly across the smooth 
deck of the outer cabin and into the 
sleeping chamber. It was dark. Slithers of 
light were creeping in through the porthole, 
but they revealed only a chair and a 
uniform thrown over it. 

Owens risked turning on the lights. He 
stared then. Stood very still and stared. He 
was conscious of sweat beading his beefy 
red forehead; of that same icy feeling that 
had chilled his blood when Crane died. 

The captain was lying back on his 
pillow, blood covering his heavy chest. His 
broad face, large nose and mouth, bushy 
white hair— everything about him was 
wrong. His gray eyes were still open. 
Stony. That was why Owens was sure he 
was dead. Was sure without touching him 
or going closer. 

The rasping words he had heard that 
afternoon in Crane’s cabin came screaming 
back into his ears. “Before this ship reaches 
port—” 

“No!” 
Owens shrieked the word. Then he 

caught hold of himself. His fists tightened 
until they were white with pressure. His 
temples began throbbing. 

He looked again at the captain. He saw 
now that the blood had stopped oozing out, 
was beginning to harden. He gazed at those 
glassy eyes. 

And everything was so silent. The 
white witch in the sky. The grime they 
were gliding over. The bulkheads. 
Everything silent; dead. 

 
CHAPTER III 

FACE IN THE PORTHOLE 
 
HROUGH the waves of uncanny 
horror, cold reasoning at last came to 

Lieutenant-Commander Carlyle Owens. He 
was in command now. Was responsible for 
the ship. Whether Silas Crane’s dying 
words had been coincidental to the 
captain’s death, or whether he knew 
something that was about to happen, didn’t 
matter. Captain Morland was dead. He had 
been murdered. That did matter. No ghost 
had stabbed him through the chest. 
Someone on board had crept into the cabin, 
finished the gruesome work and crept out 
again. 

The door had slammed! He had heard 
it! 

Carlyle Owens suddenly felt himself in 
the place of a detective. A naval officer, 
who had faced every type of danger except 
this, suddenly realized that it was up to him 
to crack a murder mystery. Crack it fast, 
before anyone else went down under the 
killer’s hand. 

He made his way to the teakwood desk 
in the cabin and picked up the captain’s 
voice tube to the bridge. He pressed the 
bell. 

“Have Boyle, the pharmacist, come to 
the cabin immediately. Send Lieutenant 
Morgan here also.” He hesitated a moment, 
his voice sounded hollow as it barked into 
the emptiness of the room. “Er, I think 
you’d better send Swanson up, too!” 

He replaced the tube and spun about. 
Those blue eyes set just above the jutting 
cheek bones were deep in the beefy face, 
and they were as hard as marble. His thick 
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fingers tugged open the collar around his 
bull-like neck. 

He waited. 
The first to arrive was Ziff Boyle. He 

stood in the door jamb a moment before 
entering, his white duck trousers, sleeveless 
undershirt etched against the black 
background behind him. His small face was 
still twisted in that constant scowl he wore 
and his dull brown eyes took in Owens 
calmly. 

“You sent for me, sir?” 
Owens switched on the main lights of 

the cabin. He surveyed the blond haired 
pharmacist mate a moment. “Yes—Captain 
Morland has been murdered. You’ll have to 
embalm him too, I’m afraid.” 

“Murdered?” Boyle’s voice was flat, 
almost toneless. “That’s—that’s strange,” 
he managed. He still stood in the door 
jamb. 

“Where were you when I sent for you, 
Boyle? Seems that you got here mighty 
quick. It’s eleven-thirty and—” 

“I had just returned to the sick bay after 
finishing with Mr. Crane’s body, sir. I’m 
sorry to tell you, but I used the last of that 
embalming fluid on him. It took an awful 
lot and I have nothing with which I can 
produce any more until we reach port.” 

Owens stared. “Two weeks more at 
sea,” he echoed. His eyes slid to the body 
of the captain in the sleeping chamber. “I 
guess,” he said, “there’ll have to be a burial 
tomorrow morning—in the sea.” 

“Well, I’m sorry, sir, but—” 
“Examine his body and report the depth 

of the wound and all you observe about it,” 
Owens snapped. 

Ziff Boyle moved forward. He 
slouched past the executive officer with his 
shoulders somewhat stooped. Boyle who 
always worked below, never stood entirely 
erect or straight. 

A huge figure stood outside the 

doorway on deck. A cackling voice half 
sobbed out, “Lord save us, sir! Don’t tell 
me that—” 

“Come in here, Swanson!” 
Chief Yeoman Sleepy Swanson 

shuffled inside. His small black eyes were 
shining. 

“Where had you been before I met you 
on deck?” 

“Below, sir.” 
Owens recalled the slamming door. 

Yet, that might have been fixed. Murderers 
usually thought of many things that would 
throw suspicion off them. Swanson’s 
sudden appearance on deck looked like an 
alibi for what Owens was to find later—
Captain Morland’s body. 

“Were you in the office?” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“Anyone see you there?” 
“Most everyone is sleeping, sir.” 
 

 TALL, thin man framed himself in 
the doorway. He wore a regular white 

officer’s jacket with lieutenant bars on his 
shoulder straps. His face was long, nut 
brown in color. He had deep set gray eyes 
that were blinking now in the sudden light 
of the cabin. His mouth was large and his 
nose was hawklike. He was the ship’s 
navigator. 

“Something wrong, Mr. Owens?” 
“Something damn wrong, Morgan,” 

Owens lipped. “Step inside, please.” 
The tall lieutenant obeyed, eyeing 

Owens strangely. 
“The captain has been murdered,” 

Owens said, “and I have reason to believe 
that whoever did it is out to get a few more 
people.” 

“Captain murdered!” 
Owens nodded. 
“But— Good Lord, sir! What chance 

would a murderer have on a small ship like 
this?” 
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“The question is,” Owens corrected, 
“what chance has a murderer on a ship of 
this size? And that’s why I called you. He 
wouldn’t have committed the crime if he’d 
thought there was any chance of his being 
suspected or caught. He must have some 
reason to believe he can outwit us. I want 
your cooperation, Morgan, because we’re 
going to run this man down tonight!” 

The officer with the hawklike nose 
stepped forward. “You have my pledge,” 
he said sternly. “We’ll fight this thing to a 
finish, Owens.” He went to the entrance of 
the sleeping chamber. Owens heard 
Morgan suck in his breath as he gaped at 
the body. Morgan turned back. “I think I’ll 
go down and get my gun.” 

Owens nodded. “You’re liable to need 
it before we’re through.” 

As Morgan departed, Ziff Boyle came 
in from the death room. “Knife pierced the 
heart, sir,” he reported. “I don’t think he 
knew what was happening until the blade 
had already entered the skin, then he got 
one conscious moment before it was all 
over.” 

Sleepy Swanson hoisted up his baggy 
trousers, his eyes rolling. “God—it’s 
awful! I wish—” 

“Will you close the captain’s eyes,” 
Owens asked softly, “and Boyle, when 
you’ve finished, run over to my cabin and 
get my service automatic and gun belt for 
me.” 

“Yes, sir,” the blond pharmacist mate 
answered. 

Owens turned back to Swanson and 
sized him up carefully. He said nothing for 
his mind had begun churning again in that 
slow, deliberate way it worked. 

Where there was murder, there had to 
be motive. Owens had known the chief 
petty officer for more than three years. His 
relations with the stupid and slightly 
comical person had always been 

satisfactory and Sleepy had always shown 
a great admiration for Captain Morland. 

Ziff Boyle passed through the room 
quietly and made his way out on deck. 

The ship plowed on through the night. 
No breeze rippled over the ink. No clouds 
crowded past the wane and tired lady in the 
sky. A thousand blue dots blinked down on 
the decks of the U.S.S. Norris and bubbling 
phosphorus blinked up. All alone, the ship 
pushed along, deeper and deeper into the 
vast emptiness. 

Ziff Boyle returned to the cabin and 
handed Owens his gun belt. The automatic 
was snug in the holster of it. Owens 
strapped it on. Sleepy Swanson watched. 
The small faced pharmacist mate stood 
against the bulkhead and crossed his arms 
over his chest. 

Presently Lieutenant Morgan came 
lumbering up the deck and turned into the 
stateroom. He had his automatic on now, 
too, and there was a flashlight in his hand. 
Morgan’s gun, although a regulation 
service weapon, had a shiny butt that had 
been made that way with emery cloth. It 
attracted those who saw it. 

Owens tried to show enthusiasm. 
Wanted to instill the hope that they would 
be successful in their hunt. But the 
questions in his mind packed terrific odds 
against him. Why had the captain been 
murdered? Who would dare to commit 
such a crime on so small a ship? What had 
there been in Silas Crane’s dying words? 
Who was going to be next to get a knife 
through the heart? 

Owens’ voice was dead. “I guess the 
first thing a detective looks for is clues, 
Morgan.” 

He turned and entered the death 
chamber. His eyes passed slowly over the 
still figure of the captain. He made a 
routine search around the room. He found 
nothing. He had been certain that he would 
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find nothing. This murder had been 
planned. 

There was no motive. No suspects. 
Owens turned off the small lamp that 

was casting its brilliance over the stiffened 
body of Captain Morland, As the room 
darkened with only a shaft of light coming 
from the doorway, Owens was attracted to 
the porthole. 

His beefy face tightened. His hand 
slipped to the butt of his automatic and his 
mouth was in a firm, hard line. 

There was a face at the port. A square 
face. It had shaggy eyebrows, darting black 
eyes. There was a growth of black whiskers 
on-the chin. Owens knew the man did not 
belong on the ship. Yet, there was 
something very familiar about him. 
Somewhere—Owens had seen him before! 

His revolver leapt into his hand, but 
even as he raised it, the face disappeared. 

 
CHAPTER IV 

“DON’T MOVE!” 
 

IEUTENANT-COMMANDER 
Carlyle Owens rushed into the other 

room. “Out on deck!” he ordered. “Quick!" 
Morgan shot out through the doorway 

as lithely as a cat. Owens was right behind 
him. “Go that way—” He pointed aft. He 
began forward himself. His gun was 
gripped in his hand. 

He raced across the boat deck, around 
the deck cabins and to the other side. The 
space was empty. He saw Lieutenant 
Morgan hurrying toward him. 

Owens’ countenance was redder than 
ever. “I saw a face at the port. Undoubtedly 
a stowaway and probably our murderer.” 

The slithering white beams from the 
sky etched Morgan’s sharp features. “At 
least we have something to go on,” he said. 
“If there’s a stowaway aboard the ship, we 
shouldn’t have much trouble finding him.” 

Owens nodded. “You start up at the 
bow,” he said, “and I’ll go aft. Look 
through the holds, every conceivable place 
there is, and have your gun ready!” 

Morgan nodded. “Yes, sir.” 
When the lieutenant had departed, 

Owens made his way to the lifeboat from 
which he had thought he had heard a sound 
when he was passing it before discovering 
the murder. Since the excitement following 
the slamming of that cabin door, he had 
forgotten everything else. He approached 
the secured small boat warily. 

The tarpaulin had been ripped off and 
its pegs had been spilled about the deck 
carelessly. Owens mounted the rail, caught 
hold of the boat’s gun’nle. He heard 
footsteps behind him and turned. It was 
Swanson with a flashlight. 

“I’ll take that,” Owens snapped. “You 
go below and stay there until I send for 
you.” 

“Y-yes, sir.” 
The beams of the light searched the 

bottom of the lifeboat There was a small 
black box in the corner of it. Scraps of 
bread and other evidence of food lay about 
Owens crawled inside the boat; there was a 
close, body smell in it 

He examined the black box; opened it. 
There were rations inside. Hard biscuits, 
jam, canned beans. The usual set-up for a 
stowaway who intends to spend a long trip 
without being discovered. 

As Owens climbed out, a confusing 
thought came to his mind. If the stowaway 
had been inside the boat when Owens 
passed it, how could he have murdered the 
captain and slammed the door at the same 
time? 

Doors didn’t slam by themselves. 
Owens walked aft in quick strides. His 

head ached with the throbbing questions. 
Where had he seen that stowaway before? 
If it hadn’t been dark, he felt sure he would 
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have recognized him. Yet—who was he? 
Had Silas Crane known he was aboard? 
Was Crane’s death in reality a murder? If 
this were true, at least Crane had died, 
convinced that the ailment was parrot 
fever. Boyle could perform no autopsy to 
prove exactly what had happened. Boyle 
was only a pharmacist mate. 

Owens thumped down a ladder to the 
after deck. He plowed forward more 
slowly. He would start with the chief petty 
officer quarters, search the steering room, 
then the huge engine rooms themselves. 
There were many corners down there; dark 
corners. 

The white witch in the sky was 
laughing now at the turmoil aboard the 
U.S.S. Norris; but the deep, restless body 
of ink was silent, smooth, as if it alone 
understood the gigantic horror that had 
crowded itself aboard to travel along with 
the ship as an ugly, unwanted passenger. 

He had searched the other after 
compartments and holds, and now 
Lieutenant-Commander Owens passed 
through the engine rooms, his thick fingers 
constantly at his collar. With the heat of 
these throbbing, pumping machines added 
to the humid temperature of the night, it 
was almost unbearable. 

Sewing-machine-like pumps jerked 
back and forth. Oil spurted. The beat-beat 
of the motor’s that turned the screw shaft 
pounded in Owens’ ears. He walked along 
slowly, flashing his light first behind 
boilers, in between engines. Everywhere. 
He found only a few men on watch. They 
stared at him with wondering eyes as he 
passed on, the automatic gripped in his fist. 

Carlyle Owens was a slow, deliberate 
type of man. His thoughts didn’t come in 
rapid-fire succession, but came with 
precision, were weighed for all they were 
worth. When in action he moved slowly, 
too, but he was deadly; accurate. 

E was glad when he left the hot 
engine rooms and climbed the ladder 

to the main deck. For a moment as he 
breezed into the still air, he felt almost 
cool. The ship was moving along slowly, 
its top speed was its cruising speed, 12 
knots. 

Owens would join Morgan aft. Perhaps 
Morgan had been more successful. He 
looked at his radium-dialed wrist watch. 
Crane had died about three o’clock that 
afternoon. Captain Morland had died at 
approximately eleven-thirty that night. 

And the killer was still at large. 
Owens swung down a ladder to the 

enlisted men’s compartments. He came to 
the ship’s office. A small light was burning 
and Sleepy Swanson, his baggy coat now 
lying over a chair, was sitting at a desk 
supping a cup of coffee. 

“Have you seen Lieutenant Morgan?” 
Sleepy jerked up quickly. His black 

eyes squinted out into the darkness. “He 
passed here almost an hour ago. He said he 
would come back this way, but I haven’t 
seen him yet.” 

“Hmmm.” 
“And, sir, I saw Ziff Boyle going aft 

and—” 
Owens had already started forward. So 

Morgan hadn’t come back yet? What was 
the matter with him? Owens’ flashlight 
danced along the deck and guided his way. 
He passed through a narrow passageway. 
He turned off abruptly at the small sick 
bay. 

His light traveled over the two rows of 
empty bunks usually occupied by patients: 
Then it spotted on Boyle’s bunk. So the 
pharmacist mate was still wandering 
around the ship! Swanson had seen him 
going aft. For what? 

The flashlight crept slowly around the 
compartment, down across the deck. It 
stopped. Its gleam steadied on something 
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and Carlyle Owens stiffened. He sucked in 
his breath. 

On deck was Lieutenant Morgan. The 
light revealed the hard lines of his face. 
The hawk nose, thin lipped mouth, sunken, 
closed eye. His chest was like the captain’s 
chest had been. Crimson. 

Owens stumbled forward. He turned 
the light switch, but there was no 
electricity. In the enlisted men’s 
compartments the lights were handled from 
a main switch and turned off all at the time. 
Owens hovered over the body of his 
navigator. 

He bent down and felt Morgan’s pulse. 
There was none. His hand was already 
cold. His gun belt was still strapped on 
him, but his shiny little automatic was 
gone. 

He had passed the office an hour ago! 
Ziff Boyle had gone aft, passing the 

office in the other direction, soon after. 
Why hadn’t Owens questioned Sleepy 
closer? But then, he had no way of 
knowing that he was to meet this. 

The second murder! 
Many emotions shoved into Owens’ 

breast. Hate, rage, sympathy, remorse and 
even uncertainty. He suddenly felt very 
much alone. Morgan was gone now. There 
only remained two junior officers, a 
boatswain and the enlisted men. 

“This ship is marked for death!” 
Words rasped by a dying man. How 

true! How horrible! How ghastly! 
A little ship a thousand miles away 

from anyone. Just an old pig iron hulk with 
a few men aboard her, floating in a vast 
glaze of water. Nothing but water. A pale 
moon. Stars. Men had gone insane under 
less harsh circumstances! 

For a moment Lieutenant-Commander 
Owens was undecided as to what to do. 
There was no police to call. No crowd to 
bring in. Everything that was to be done, he 

had to do. The whole gruesome mess was 
his to straighten out. To settle. 

What now? Sound the general alarm? 
Send all the men in search of the 
stowaway? Let men who might be working 
with him be put on their guard? The 
stowaway had Morgan’s gun now. Perhaps 
now he wouldn’t have to use a knife. 

What motive had he in murdering the 
captain, and Lieutenant Morgan? How had 
Silas Crane, poor dying doctor, known that 
all this was going to happen? 

There was a creak at the door. 
Someone was there. Owens felt it; he 

couldn’t see through the darkness. His 
automatic was tight in his fist. He turned on 
the flashlight, and as he did, the figure 
leapt forward. 

Owens fired. He fired straight. 
The figure was on him.. Two powerful 

fists crashed down on his gun hand. The 
automatic clattered to the deck. Owens’ fist 
shot out. 

There was a brittle, hard voice. “I’ve 
got you covered! Don’t move!” 

 
CHAPTER V 

STOWAWAY GUNS 
 

WENS had fired straight. Yet the 
stranger was apparently not hit. Why? 

The cold muzzle of a gun was on 
Owens’ forehead. The man who was 
holding it there had made no move to pick 
up the automatic the lieutenant-commander 
had dropped to the deck. 

“Identify yourself,” the brittle voice 
commanded. 

“Identify—” Owens laughed harshly. 
His body was tense. So he was to identify 
himself. Some stowaway, this. “I’m in 
command of the ship!” Owens snapped. 

“Oh—Carlyle Owens, eh?” 
“You—” Owens struggled to recall that 

voice. He knew it as well as he knew his 
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own. At the same time he knew it was no 
one in the ship’s company. 

“Yes, I know who you are,” the other 
said through the dark, “I’m glad it’s you. I 
have some questions I want answered.” He 
was as far from Owens as he could keep 
and still have the muzzle of his weapon on 
Owens’ forehead. 

That strangely familiar voice was not 
that of a mere stowaway, Owens knew. It 
was the voice of a well-bred, cultured man. 

“Who murdered the captain?” the 
stranger asked. 

“That’s what I was going to ask you,” 
Owens answered through the darkness. 

“You can be assured,” the other said 
quickly, “that I had nothing whatsoever to 
do with it. When you came near that 
lifeboat this evening, I was in it and I was 
ready for you. I heard that door slam down 
deck, the same as you. You left the boat 
and went away. I got out as soon as I could. 
I saw men going into the captain’s cabin. I 
crept down and peeked in. through the port 
That was when you saw me.” 

“Very good,” Owens answered. “How 
many rehearsals did you have before you 
learned to get all that off so smoothly?” 

“Don’t be a fool,” the other snapped. “I 
have no reason to lie.” 

“I suppose,” Owens offered mildly, 
“that you didn’t know that Lieutenant 
Morgan, our navigator, had been murdered 
also?” He was contemplating his next 
move. Owens never acted on the first 
impulse that came to him. Fools did that 
and were killed. Owens’ thoughts and 
actions were slow, deliberate and deadly. 

“Your supposition is correct,” the polite 
stowaway replied thickly. “When did 
Morgan get it?” 

“You should know,” Owens answered 
bitterly, tired of the play. “You came in 
here and killed him. It’s his gun that you’ve 
got in your hand right now. I presume that I 

am next on your death list, am I not?” 
“You talk as if you want to be killed,” 

the stowaway answered, “and I’m sorry 
that I’ll have to disappoint you. If you 
know anything about guns, you’ll know 
that the revolver muzzle I now have 
pressed against your forehead isn’t 
anything like the muzzle of a service 
automatic. I didn’t kill the officer and I 
haven’t got his weapon.” 

“Then tell me,” Owens begged 
impatiently, “why are you holding a gun to 
my head?” 

“Because at the present time I don’t 
care to have you bring me to light. I have 
work to do first.” 

“God—” Owens breathed, “I think 
you’ve done enough work!” 

“Very well,” the stowaway answered, 
“believe me your murderer, if you choose. 
It won’t do you much good nor help you in 
catching the real killer, but—suit yourself!”  

“Why did you come aboard this ship,” 
Owen asked, “and where in the devil have I 
seen you before?” 

“Oh—you recognized the fact that 
we’ve met? I hope I can tell you all about it 
sometime. But right now I’ve no more time 
to waste. Sorry, but I’ll have to tie you up 
for awhile.” 

“Decent of you not to kill me,” Owens 
mimicked. 

The stowaway didn’t answer 
immediately. He took the gun from Owens’ 
head. “Don’t make phoney moves now, 
Owens, or I’ll really get rough. This 
business of binding you will take only a 
moment and—” 

Owens ducked. He had expected a shot 
to follow this. There was none. He dove at 
the stowaway’s legs. The butt of the dark 
figure’s gun crashed down on his head. 

Things clouded. The white sky which 
blended in with the black sea ink. Sick bay, 
office, cabins—they were all whirling. 
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Murder. Death. This was Owens’ turn. 
 
HE first thing Carlyle Owens was 
conscious of was the ticking of his 

watch. This couldn’t be death then—or did 
watches tick in death, too? 

His head was throbbing painfully. 
Everything, all around was blackness. He 
strained his eyes, as he lay back there, to 
see. But there was nothing to see. He lifted 
his arm. The radium-dialed wristwatch 
indicated fifteen minutes to four. 

He hadn’t been out long. Why hadn’t 
he been murdered? Why hadn’t a knife 
been jammed into his chest like it had been 
jammed into the chests of the others? What 
kind of a man was this stowaway who held 
Owens at the point of a gun and professed 
innocence of the murders? 

Everything was in a jamming 
confusion. Owens remembered now. He 
had ducked from the stowaway who was 
backing away. He had dove— tackled the 
man like he had tackled men in his football 
days at Annapolis. But the stowaway’s legs 
had been like iron. Barely they had caved, 
but the swift hand brought down a gun and 
it had hit Owens viciously. 

He felt around him. His hand touched 
something round. It was his flashlight. He 
turned it on, shaking himself and coming to 
a sitting position. 

He spotted the light across the deck. 
His throbbing head throbbed harder as he 
saw his gun lying where it had fallen when 
his shot had missed the stowaway. Some 
hot officer, was Owens. Been bested twice. 
Aimed and fired a mere distance of three 
feet and missed, yet on the range he had 
fired a perfect fifty out of fifty. 

There was something strange about 
that. His hand hadn’t been the least bit 
shaky. But what was the use? He had 
missed and that was all there was to it. 

He crawled over the deck and picked 

up the gun. It was still loaded. 
Grabbing hold of a bunk, Carlyle 

Owens pulled himself to his feet. 
The stiff body of Lieutenant Morgan 

hadn’t been touched. Owens glanced down 
at his watch again. Seven minutes to four. 
It would be getting light at five. An hour 
and seven minutes more and this night of 
horror would be over. Owens wondered if 
anyone else had been killed. 

He danced the light throughout the sick 
bay to be sure no one else was present. His 
light stopped as it came on a small door. It 
was the door to the medical storeroom. He 
had never seen it open, not even during 
inspections. The captain had granted Crane 
and Boyle permission to keep it locked up. 

Now it was open. 
Owens stumbled toward it. His light 

played over the several boxes that were 
inside. The place was built like a narrow 
clothes closet. Jammed with boxes. Boxes 
of supplies. But so many! Oh, yes—Crane 
had said something about taking a load of 
shawls back to his sister who had a little 
shop in New York. Poor Crane, Owens 
would have to send the shawls along with 
his body, he guessed. 

Those boxes would take investigating 
when it got lighter. Might have something 
to do with this, especially since the door 
had been swinging open. 

Owens turned and made his way out of 
the sick bay. He walked up the small 
passageway quickly, swung around by the 
office where Sleepy Swanson was drooped 
over a desk. 

“Swanson!” 
The flabby faced chief petty officer 

shook out of it. 
“Y-yes, sir!” 
There was one little thing Owens 

wanted to content himself about before he 
continued his hunt for the stowaway. 

“You say you saw Ziff Boyle going 
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aft?” 
Sleepy shook his head. “Yes, sir. He 

rushed by here a couple of hours ago and-” 
“Yes—” 
“I think somebody else was with him,” 

Sleepy continued. “I couldn’t see very well, 
though, and—” 

That’d be the stowaway! Then Boyle 
was working in with the polite extra 
passenger! 

“Another strange thing happened,” 
Sleepy said. “It was after you’d passed here 
and I was waiting for you to come back.” 

“What was it?” 
“The buzzer rang down here. When I 

looked up to see what room it had come 
from, thinking maybe the bridge might 
want me, the indicator pointed to Doctor 
Silas Crane’s room.” 

“Crane’s room?” Owens echoed. 
“Good God, that was locked up long ago! 
Didn’t you go and investigate?” 

“Well, sir, I,” Sleepy gulped, “I was 
waiting for you. I don’t like to be around 
dead people and—” 

Owens rushed aft. He swung up the 
ladder and onto the top side deck. He 
hurried into the officer wardroom. He 
walked aft swiftly down the inside corridor, 
his automatic in hand. He came to a stop in 
front of Crane’s room. The room he had 
seen the man die in this afternoon. He tried 
the door. 

It wasn’t locked. 
He swung it open. He stared at the sight 

that met his eyes. He had seen too much 
horror this night. Somehow, he couldn’t 
believe this last—more gruesome, more 
ghastly than the other two deaths put 
together. 

The cabin lamp was on. A rope had 
been thrown over a beam in the corner and 
hanging on the end of it was Ziff Boyle. 
His face was blue. Those shining brown 
eyes were open; but they weren’t shining 

now, they were glassy. The blond hair was 
mussed. There had been a struggle. 

On the bed, his hands crossed over his 
stomach in peaceful repose, was the corpse 
of Doctor Silas Crane. The eyes were 
closed, but the grayish face was the same. 

Suddenly, as Owens stared, the hand of 
the corpse moved. The eyes popped open. 
Dull, black eyes, staring. 

The corpse leaned up slowly to a sitting 
position. Was stiff. The eyes gaped out 
blankly. 

Hair rose on the back of Owens’ neck. 
 

CHAPTER VI 
THE CORPSE THAT MOVED 

 
IEUTENANT-Commander Carlyle 
Owens who was afraid of no living 

man, could only stand, frozen in his tracks 
as he watched the eerie looking corpse of 
Silas Crane. 

For a moment Owens’ heart stood still. 
The body of Ziff Boyle, hanging in the 
corner of the cabin, was very still. 
Everything was still. Owens’ saw a knife at 
the side of Silas Crane’s corpse now. It was 
bloody. Strange that he hadn’t seen it 
before. 

The dead man remained in the sitting 
position, staring; deep set black eyes 
looking through Owens. Colorless lips 
drawn in, the greasy hair matted on his 
head. Suddenly the dead man sucked in his 
breath. 

Carlyle Owens remained where he was 
standing. 

The arm of the corpse raised slowly and 
pointed a shaky finger straight at Owens. 
The mouth of the corpse gaped open. Then 
suddenly there were words. Dead, lifeless 
words, that was true. But words. Spoken by 
a dead man! 

“I warned you, Owens. Now it is your 
turn!” 

L



Corpse Number 4 
 

15

Carlyle Owens’ popping eyes watched 
as Silas Crane picked up the blade at his 
side. It looked like the size blade that had 
killed the captain and Lieutenant Morgan. 

Captain, Morgan and now Boyle. Just 
three. 

Slowly, stealthily, the legs of Silas 
Crane swung out over the side of the bed. 
He was garbed in his blue trousers. He had 
died in his pajamas. But maybe Boyle had 
dressed the body after the embalming. 

Dressed the body! Embalming! 
Carlyle Owens suddenly knew. 

Thought he knew—that Silas Crane was 
not dead at all. Was very much alive and a 
murderer! 

Crane was on his feet now. He came 
forward slowly, knife in hand. His black 
eyes were drinking in Owens’ figure. One 
hand was clutched at his side. His cheeks 
were sunken, lips pursed out a little. What 
eyes! Mad eyes! Black; seething. 

Owens’ hand slipped to his gun holster. 
The automatic leapt into his hand. He 
aimed straight. Very straight this time. He 
pumped the trigger. Pumped out the 
remaining shots. 

There was smoke and fire and 
explosion. But Silas Crane didn’t even 
waver. 

He had taken five shots! Was still 
coming forward! 

“God Almighty,” Owens breathed. Was 
this thing coming at him alive or wasn’t he 
alive? Dead men didn’t walk. Somehow his 
eyes were lying to him. 

The knife was closer. This man-corpse, 
that bullets didn’t phase, was closer. The 
staring black optics, that were like shiny 
chunks of coal burning in that gray 
countenance of Silas Crane, were wider, 
more horrible. 

Suddenly Owens struck out with all the 
punch he had. His goggling eyes saw the 
knife slip from the dead man’s hand and 

fall to the deck. He saw Silas Crane 
stumble back and whip open a drawer. 
Suddenly there was an automatic in his 
hand. It was the weapon that had been 
taken from Lieutenant Morgan, for that 
unmistakable shiny butt glinted in the 
lamplight 

Silas Crane was very much alive now. 
He spoke again, but his voice wasn’t 

dead like it had been before. It was harsh. 
“You almost let me go through with it, 
didn’t you?” he rasped. “Almost let a dead 
man stab you because you were so 
surprised that a dead man could kill” 

Carlyle Owens didn’t answer. 
“I thought you would go through with 

it. I wanted to see for sure. But this 
automatic will do just as well.” He threw 
back locks of his matty black hair. His 
black eyes were slitted. 

“What’s the game, Crane?” 
“Wouldn’t you like to know?” 
“Inasmuch as you are going to kill me,” 

Owens said, “naturally I would.” 
“I hate to see you go out with so many 

questions in your poor mind,” Crane 
sneered, “so I will tell you.” He jerked his 
thumb toward the corpse of Ziff Boyle. 
“That punk and me have been smuggling 
dope in from South America for more than 
two years. That’s what we used the medical 
storeroom for. It was profitable. This was 
to be our last trip, but things went wrong.” 

“Evidently,” Owens said, his beefy face 
very red now and his blue eyes flaming 
from their place just above those jutting 
cheek bones. 

“Someone was getting wise,” Silas 
Crane went on, “and to be caught on a 
charge like that in the navy would mean 
twenty years in the service prison and 
twenty years from the federal government. 
Forty years in the can altogether. Boyle and 
me already had the stuff aboard when we 
got the tipoff. Our agent ashore gave it to 
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us, but it was too late to do anything about 
it. Someone was in the know, and if they 
pinched down, they had us red-handed. 

“I was sure it was the captain,” Crane 
continued, “but he never said anything. 
Morland was like that, a silent, careful sort 
of guy. So Boyle and me got a wise idea. 
We decided that if I died, the suspicion 
would be thrown off, and if the stuff was 
found, Boyle could say it was entirely my 
work and get off, while you clucks would 
ship my body to a friend in New York who 
was supposed to be my sister. Since Boyle 
and me were the only men in the medical 
department, it was easy enough to fake the 
symptoms of parrot fever. As for the 
embalming, Boyle didn’t even know what 
the word meant. That was framed so you 
wouldn’t throw me over the side.” 

 
ARLYLE OWENS listened as the 
other went on. 

“The only flaw in this as far as Boyle 
went was that when I went through the 
phony death, I decided I might as well 
make the best of it. Since the captain was 
the only bird in the know, I’d knock him 
off. You would never suspect a corpse of 
murder. But then things got hot Boyle got 
scared because he didn’t want any part in 
the killing. Lieutenant Morgan ran into the 
sick bay and found me and Boyle there 
talking. Naturally, I had to knock him off.” 

Owens eyed the automatic Crane held. 
“Go on,” he said tonelessly. 

“Well—that’s about all, except when I 
bumped Morgan right in front of Boyle’s 
eyes, he began wilting. Pulling a lot of soft 
stuff on me. I was afraid he was going to 
squeal, so since I had killed two men, one 
more couldn’t be any worse. I knocked 
Boyle out and hung him there—he looks 
pretty with his face all blue that way and 
his little brown eyes popped open, doesn’t 
he?” 

“That explains everything,” Owens said 
flatly, “except how I could fire at you five 
times and not kill you.” 

Silas Crane smiled faintly. His slitted 
black eyes were tightening on Owens. 
“You might know that I’d have Boyle go 
around and change all the cartridges in the 
officer’s automatics to blanks, just in case 
something like this did happen.” 

So that was why Owens’ shot in the 
sick bay had missed? He had fired a blank 
and wondered why it hadn’t been effective. 

“Now,” Crane said harshly, “your mind 
should be cleared up, Owens. I’m a big 
hearted guy to tell you all about it, but I’ll 
enjoy seeing you die, knowing how smart I 
am. In a minute you’re going to be corpse 
number four!” 

“Very clever,” Owens said, “to have the 
cartridges changed in all the officers’ 
weapons!” 

“Certainly!” 
Owens leapt forward. 
Crane jerked the trigger of the 

automatic. 
Owens knocked it from his hand while 

it was still exploding. His heavy fist 
smashed into the pasty face of the doctor. 
His bulky arms lifted Crane’s thin body. 
He slammed him back against the bulkhead 
brutally. 

Then Owens moved forward slowly, 
like a locomotive. His knotted fists were 
plowing forward, tearing into Crane’s face 
and body. Suddenly he grabbed the man’s 
neck. His finger pressed in mercilessly. 
Crane slumped, choking, unconscious. 
Owens released him, throwing him on the 
bed. Methodically he jerked out the sheets 
and rolled them into ropelike folds. He 
strapped Crane’s arms and legs. Secured 
the murderer in tight seaman’s knots. 

He was just finishing when Crane 
opened his eyes, moving his neck 
uncomfortably. 

C 
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“You changed all the cartridges,” 
Owens said quietly, “so what made you 
think that Lieutenant Morgan’s gun would 
shoot any better than mine?” 

Suddenly Carlyle Owens was conscious 
of a stinging sensation in his brain. Where 
did the stowaway fit into the picture? 
Everything Crane had confessed involved 
him and Boyle. 

Then he knew. It was all clear. Crane 
had said that someone was in the “know.” 
If Captain Morland had known about the 
dope, as Crane thought, he would have told 
Owens. But the captain hadn’t known. The 
navy department had, somehow. They 
knew that officers were involved. The 
stowaway had been sent aboard to check 
up; he couldn’t make himself known to 
even the captain, because he didn’t know 
which officers were guilty. He was a 
member of the Naval Intelligence! 

Silas Crane, tied up tightly now in the 
sheets, was about to speak when a voice 
broke in. 

“We meet again, Mr. Owens!” 
Owens spun about. The ugly snubbed 

nose of a black revolver was leveled on 
him. The holder was the man whose face 
he had seen at the porthole. A muscular 
man, he was, with square shoulders and 
darting black eyes. 

Owens smiled as he saw the man’s full 
view in the light of the cabin. He knew 

now where he had seen him before—what 
had been so familiar about the shadowed, 
unshaven face in the porthole and the polite 
voice in the dark of the sick bay. 

“Lieutenant Duke Sutton,” he said. 
“Damn it, we played football together at 
the Academy, don’t you remember?” 

“I’ve known all along,” the other 
answered, “but—” 

“The smuggler and murderer is here,” 
Owens broke in, “the whole thing makes 
quite a story. If you want to wait until I 
ring for the bridge and have someone take 
Crane and lock him up, we’ll have 
breakfast and I’ll tell you all about it.” 

Lieutenant Sutton stared a moment at 
the corpse hanging in the corner. “I was 
chasing him down, but—” His darting eyes 
returned to Owens. “A good breakfast 
would seem nice for a change from the 
hard tack I’ve been munching.” 

A gray dawn was breaking over the still 
water as Owens and Button made their way 
along the deck to his cabin. A crisp, fresh 
breeze swept over the sea and everywhere 
on the horizon there were dancing, vicious 
little white caps. The wane moon had 
vanished and heavy black clouds were 
sweeping closer from a distant sky. 

“Thank the Lord for that,” Owens said. 
“What?” 
“There’s a storm brewing. We’ll have a 

little peace now!” 
 


