
Short Stories, January 10, 1947 

Codes and Murder Are Hardly Comparable—So How Does 
Naval Intelligence Get Off With a Bit of Homicide? 

 

FOUR BELLS FOR MURDER 
By WALBRIDGE McCULLY 

 
I, LIEUTENANT, 
who’d ever expect to 
meet you here!”  

turned. “Irish!” h
hell are you doing 

Michael Hilton 
e exclaimed, “What in 
in that uniform?” 

Bob Irish grinned, a grin that suited his 

freckled face. “And I might ask what 
you’re doing out of uniform. When I left 
the office you were still going strong and 
talking of staying on in the service.” His 
eyes were taking in Michael’s brown 
tweeds approvingly—a change from navy-
blue. 

“H
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Michael shrugged. “I changed my 
mind. But what about you?”  

“You see, sir” –and the “sir” was 
spontaneous and force of habit as from a 
noncommissioned officer to his superior—
“I hadn’t saved up much when 1 got my 
discharge and I still had the travel bug in 
my system. It seemed the easiest way to 
ship out as steward and here I am on the 
Cape Amapala.”  

“And the Cape Amapala has a damned 
good man,” Michael said, with the easy 
camaraderie that had made him popular 
with the rank and file. “Well, I’d better get 
on board.”  

Michael hurried up the gangplank, his 
pulses quickening. The first call for 
“visitors ashore” was dinning in his ears to 
amplify his pleasurable excitement. 
Joining the navy to see the world had been 
just one of those pleasant delusions, of 
course, Michael having spent his entire 
four years of service attached to Naval 
Intelligence and cooped up in New York. 
The very nearest he’d come to treading the 
boards had been watching ships sneak out 
to sea from a window in his office at 67 
Broad Street. Now, with peace, he was at 
last trying out his sealegs. Michael had 
recently passed his exams for the newly 
reorganized diplomatic service, his first 
assignment being vice-consul attached to 
the American Embassy in Mexico City. 
Naturally, he was making his way there by 
sea, with Vera Cruz the port of call. 

Michael’s quick glance appraised the 
passengers lined up along the rail as he 
reached the top of the gangplank and 
stepped aboard the Cape Amapala. There 
were a couple of those nondescripts who 
always appear on passenger lists and who 
sink into obscurity for the rest of the 
voyage. Both of these characters were 
wearing new plaid caps pulled well down 
to resist sea breezes and both were the 
type who’d appear later on, when the 

weather got warm, without coats and 
sporting mauve suspenders. Michael’s 
glance, uninterested, flicked by to light on 
the women next to them. First came a 
curvaceous blonde with heavy makeup on 
her eyelids, but it was the girl beyond who 
stirred Michael’s imagination. 

Michael got a first striking impression 
of enormous eyes and elfin eyebrows set 
in a piquant face. The first impression 
steadied down to seeing that the girl was 
slender and dark, dressed in a black suit, 
postilion style, and wearing orchids. Her 
hair was shoulder-length with curling ends 
and she held a small black hat carelessly in 
her hand. Warmly gray eyes didn’t turn 
cold, feigning lack of interest, as they met 
Michael’s for an instant and then passed 
on. He was glad to remember the Cape 
Amapala carried only a small passenger 
list of twelve and with a possible six days 
before landing at Vera Cruz. The girl 
intrigued him. 

Behind him, Irish asked, “Shall I carry 
your bags to your cabin, sir? And what is 
the number?”  

“Fine, and the cabin number is eight.” 
Michael lowered his voice. “Tell me, Irish, 
who’s the girl with the eyes and the 
orchids?”  

Irish glanced towards the rail. “Oh, 
she’s class. Her stepfather is Ambassador 
to Mexico and Miss McInnis is on her way 
to join her family in Mexico City.”  

“McInnis?” Michael said, his tone 
inquiring. 

“Nancy McInnis.”  
“And the hard blonde next to her?”  
The steward’s eyebrows lifted. “Rita 

Leroy and they’re not together,” he 
explained unnecessarily. 

“Don’t be a fool,” Michael said, 
frowning, “I could guess that! Any idea 
what takes her to Mexico?”  

“Sure. Leroy’s a singer and on her way 
to Ciro’s in Mexico City. She’s a tough 
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babe, if you ask me.”  
“Check,” Michael agreed, grinning. 
 

E PREFERRED to stay on deck 
while Irish took his luggage to the 

cabin. Michael found keen enjoyment 
watching passengers arrive and 
speculating on them, also a thrill from the 
bustle and preparation that attends the 
sailing of even the smallest ship. As the 
last call for “visitors ashore” sounded, 
Michael methodically counted the 
passengers along the rail. If there was to 
be a full passenger list, either two 
passengers were in their cabins, or there 
were two still to come. As he made these 
calculations, two men pushed their way 
through the crowd at the foot of the 
gangplank and came hustling on board. 

Michael, by the gangplank, got a good 
look at the man who came first. 
Admittedly, he was a dark, handsome 
devil, though slightly on the heavy side, 
and with an indefinable air of being a gay 
dog—a designation which, no doubt, 
would appeal to the women. Following 
him, a struggling porter carried luggage, 
several new and very expensive-looking 
bags, all marked with the initials, J. Y. W. 

The beige little man following was 
obviously a foreigner, or of foreign 
extraction, with a dash of Latin in his 
make-up and flashing black eyes that 
instinctively singled out Rita Leroy along 
the rail. A Mexican or Puerto Rican would 
naturally go for a lush blonde of that type. 
There was luggage, too, but not new and 
of a rather peculiar construction. Michael, 
in guessing him to be a salesman, had hit 
the bull’s-eye. 

Arturo del Rio turned out to be selling 
champagne and making the rounds of the 
Caribbean and adjacent Latin American 
countries with his samples. He also turned 
out to be a Latin from Manhattan and a 
good scout. If it had not been for Arturo 

and his champagne in the days to come, 
the Cape Amapala would have had a very 
dry trip indeed. Fortunately for the 
passengers, the dapper salesman had extra 
samples on board. It was discovered too 
late that the ship carried no bar and, except 
for those psychic few with a bottle in their 
suitcases, the Cape Amapala was as dry as 
a W. C.T. U. meeting. That is, would have 
been without Arturo and his champagne. 

Michael met Nancy McInnis at dinner. 
He had wangled a seat next to her through 
Irish but hadn’t counted on the man with 
the new suitcases. J. Y. W. turned out to 
be James Y. Walters and he’d been 
equally as smart as Michael. Walters had 
tipped the dining room steward 
handsomely and was seated between 
Nancy McInnis and Rita Leroy. Arturo del 
Rio was on Rita’s other side and then 
came a thin-lipped man named Abner 
Colton, associated with the American 
Museum of Natural History in New York, 
and on his way to collect bugs in Mexico. 
Captain Crooks, the square, florid master 
of the Cape Amapala, completed the 
group, while the remaining passengers 
were seated at another table, along with 
several junior officers. It was Captain 
Crooks’ table, however, that was 
noticeable for an incongruous assortment 
of people—a queer mixture that 
conceivably might not blend. 

Michael turned to Nancy McInnis. 
“May I introduce myself, Miss McInnis?” 
he asked. “I’m Michael Hilton and we 
should know each other. You see, I’m to 
be attached to the American Embassy—a 
vice-consul.”  

Her eyes, Michael decided, were as 
exciting as he’d suspected and with 
dancing lights that showed she was not the 
blasé, sophisticated type he abhorred. He 
might have guessed it from her hair which 
remained as she’d worn it on deck. Nancy 
had not changed to the modish upsweep 

H 
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even with more formal attire. 
“How nice. And how did you know 

about me?”  
Michael laughed. “One of my buddies 

in the navy is deck steward. I asked who 
you were?” 

“Muchas gracias, Señor.” Gray eyes 
were laughing at him. “However I’m 
beginning to doubt your success as a 
diplomat—the devious is the thing, you 
know. Perhaps I should warn my 
stepfather!”  

“And ruin a promising career when 
perhaps I’m just what the diplomatic 
service needs,” Michael suggested lightly, 
“new blood and that frankness which leads 
to better understanding.” He wasn’t 
exactly pleased to have Walters break in at 
this point from Nancy’s other side to end 
an aimless but pleasant chit-chat. Michael 
turned courteously, however, to make 
conversation with Captain Crooks on his 
left.  

Arturo del Rio had gone violently all-
out for Rita Leroy, soft black eyes 
worshipping, hands gesticulating 
expressively. Michael noticed 
mechanically that Rita was playing up 
well, though with an eye on Walters. After 
all, the gold-digger type would naturally 
gravitate towards Walters who had the 
earmarks of easy money. Michael decided 
it would be to his advantage to foster 
Rita’s yen for Walters, if he could, leaving 
Nancy free for himself. An old trouper like 
Rita should be able to handle both the 
champagne salesman and Walters 
simultaneously. Michael surmised, a smile 
behind his brown eyes, that the voyage 
would not be without interest. 

“Oh, yes, Miss McInnis,” Walters was 
saying importantly, “I’m in the textile 
business—factories all over, but my main 
office is in New York—the J. Y. Walters 
Company. The reason for my trip to 
Mexico is to start factories—cheaper 

labor, you know.”  
“How interesting,” Nancy said, and 

she really did look interested Michael 
thought disconsolately. 

He said, “Certainly, Captain,” 
absentmindedly, hoping it would be the 
right answer. 

 
ITH such a small group it was 
natural that talk would become 

more or less general. It was Arturo who 
started the conversation that included 
everybody. 

“But you must all have a little drink 
with me this evening—champagne,” 
Arturo said, leaning across the table 
expansively. “We must start this voyage 
right—make it the great success. My cabin 
is large and I will expect you at nine. And 
you, too, Capitan.”  

Captain Crooks shook his head. 
“Sorry, but I can’t make it—my duties, 
you know. It sounds like a great idea, 
though,” he admitted genially. 

Arturo’s eyes were on Nancy, 
inquiring. Michael wondered whether 
she’d go high-hat. It would be, he thought, 
about as silly as refusing to speak to one’s 
raft-mates when shipwrecked at sea. To 
his delight, Nancy accepted, and. the wind 
caught the sails of his already high opinion 
of her, ballooning them out. 

“It should be great fun,” she said, “and 
you are very generous with your 
champagne, Mr. –er—er” 

“Del Rio,” Arturo filled in, beaming. 
“Mr. del Rio.”  
“And which is your cabin, del Rio?” 

Abner Colton, the entomologist inquired. 
“Cabin six.”  
“And mine’s seven,” Rita Leroy stated, 

“and I hope it’s good luck. It should be.” 
“I will make this the most wonderful 

trip of your life, Señorita,” Arturo stated 
fatuously, with an adoring look. 

Rita shrugged, looking at Walters, her 

W
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eyes slightly narrowed and speculative. It 
was easy to see she had other plans and 
not connected with the champagne 
salesman. However, the party in his cabin 
later proved an amazing success, with 
everyone spontaneously gay, even though 
Rita turned on the charm only for Walters. 
Arturo, however, didn’t sulk but placidly 
made a play for Nancy, who found the 
effervescent little Latin amusing. This left 
Michael only Abner Colton to turn to but 
not minding since Arturo could hardly be 
considered a dangerous competitor and 
there was plenty of time—five or six more 
days, varying according to the weather—
and Mexico City later on. 

Arturo’s party was the first of many—
champagne cocktails before dinner, 
champagne late at night after watching a 
tropical moon over the water, and Rita 
usually contriving to keep the gatherings 
table affairs and avoiding twosomes with 
Arturo, which made Michael wonder. 
There seemed no doubt, however, that she 
was equal to managing the two men and 
that Walters was being angled for 
carefully. There were times, of course, 
when Waiters proved a nuisance with his 
demands on Nancy’s time, but Michael did 
fairly well for himself and wasn’t too 
worried. The weather continued fair and 
each day Michael spent basking in the 
nearness of Nancy and wishing Vera Cruz 
at the ends of the earth. 

Everything seemed calm and peaceful 
on the Cape Amapala until the second 
night before they were to land at Vera 
Cruz. Rita Leroy’s cabin was next to 
Michael’s and she opened the door of her 
room that night as he was turning the key 
in his lock, looked out, fingers on her lips. 
Rita was sexy in a thin chiffon negligee 
that clung to her figure and with little left 
to the imagination. However, a frown 
etched her forehead and there was no 
invitation in her eyes. Michael relaxed. 

“Look,” she said, speaking in a 
whisper, “you’re connected with the 
government, aren’t you, Mr. Hilton?”  

Michael said deprecatingly, “I’m a 
very minor vice-consul at the American 
Embassy in Mexico City.”  

“Oh, well, that will do. You see, I’m in 
need of advice—that is, I don’t know what 
to do. Could I—could I turn over a man to 
you—a man wanted by the police?”  

“Good heavens, no!” Michael 
exclaimed. “I’ve no connection with the 
police.”  

Rita Leroy said, “Hush! I hear 
someone coming. See you in the 
morning,” and slid into her stateroom, 
leaving Michael in a state of complete 
bewilderment. Shrugging, he finished 
unlocking his door, went in and was soon 
asleep. 

 
ICHAEL was aroused the next 
morning by a hand on his shoulder 

and an urgent voice in his ear. 
“Lieutenant,” it said, “Lieutenant, for 
God’s sake, wake up!” It was Bob Irish. 

 
OR a moment, Michael was back in 
the navy—training. Then he came to. 

For that short time the steward’s blue 
uniform had fooled him. 

“What’s all the excitement, Irish?” 
Michael yawned and opened both eyes. 
Originally, he’d only opened one, 
experimentally. 

“Leroy murdered—in the next cabin,” 
the steward said. “I just found her and 
came to you first. My God, she’s a sight!”  

“What!” Michael bounded out of the 
bunk. “Good God, man, then that’s what I 
heard! I remember the ship’s bell had just 
struck four and, at least, that gives the 
approximate time of the murder.”  

“You heard something?”  
Michael was dressing hurriedly. He 

nodded. “Yes. It sounded like a suppressed 

M
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scream but nothing more happened and I 
turned over and went to sleep. I thought 
Miss Leroy had someone with her—was 
doing a bit of playing. She was all dolled 
up when I saw her last.”  

“There was someone with her, all 
right,” Irish stated practically, “and I 
wonder who the bird was. But you said 
you saw Leroy, sir. When was that?”  

“She came to the door of her stateroom 
last night when I came down from deck.” 
Michael had no intention of telling Irish 
about his conversation with Rita. It had 
taken on far different proportions now and 
he was saving that choice bit for Captain 
Crooks. Michael slipped into shoes and 
started for the door. Turning, he asked, 
“How did you happen to discover the 
body, Irish?”  

“I had orders to bring coffee and rolls 
to her stateroom every morning at nine. 
There was no answer to my knock, so I 
tried the door. It was open and I went in.” 
Irish shuddered, his eyes blank and 
shocked. 

“Well, let’s go,” Michael said, opening 
the door carefully. “I hope we can slip in 
next door without being seen.”  

Irish lurched as the ship took a sudden 
roll, then was catapulted after Michael into 
the open door of stateroom seven. It 
looked as though bad weather for the Cape 
Amapala was to follow in the wake of 
murder. Michael closed the door, locking 
it, then looked around. He wanted to see 
things before making a report to the 
captain. 

Rita Leroy was not a pretty sight. 
Makeup had done a lot for her in life and 
without it her features were nondescript, 
and lack of eyebrows gave an unfinished 
impression. In addition, death by 
strangulation had left her face distorted 
and a ghastly color, with glazed eyes that 
bulged like those of a fiddler crab. 
Michael felt a little sick, remembering Rita 

the night before, seductive in her filmy 
robe. 

Nothing had been disarranged on the 
dressing table – rings, jewelry were just 
where they should be, and robbery was 
evidently out as a motive. The key to the 
stateroom was on the dressing table, too, 
and Michael picked it up, weighing it in 
his hand contemplatively. 

“I think this had better go to Captain 
Crooks,” he said finally, “after we lock the 
cabin.”  

“The Old Man is going to take this 
hard,” Irish surmised. “Homicide at sea 
isn’t so easy to handle. You can’t pick up 
a phone and call the police station.” 

Michael nodded. “And it’s an uneasy 
feeling to have a murderer loose on a ship. 
Well, let’s go.” Against his will, he took a 
last look at Rita where she lay on the floor. 
Vengeance was burning hot in his heart as 
he left the cabin. 

The captain was in his stateroom when 
Michael and Irish went topside, having 
just come from the bridge. His heavy 
eyebrows peaked upward in surprise. 

“Well, Mr. Hilton, what’s this,” he 
said, “a delegation?”  

“Not exactly, but the steward made a 
discovery and came to me first.” Michael 
was apologetic. “You see, sir, I was his 
superior officer in the service and . . . ”  

Captain Crooks nodded. “All right—
all right,” he said impatiently. “Get to it, 
Hilton.” 

“I’ll let the steward do that. Tell him 
exactly what happened, Irish, how you 
found the body.”  

“I was taking Miss Leroy her coffee 
and rolls, sir, at the usual hour. When she 
didn’t answer my knock, I tried the door 
and it was open. That’s happened before 
and my orders were to bring the breakfast 
right in and wake her up. However, when I 
got inside the cabin, I almost dropped the 
tray. Miss Leroy was lying on the floor 
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and dead as a door nail.” Irish gulped and 
went on. “Lieutenant Hilton was in the 
cabin right next door so I got him up.”  

“Suicide?” Captain Crooks inquired. 
“Hell, no,” Michael said bluntly, 

“she’d been strangled.”  
“Good God! I can’t believe it!”  
Michael nodded sympathetically. He 

was longing to get rid of Irish so he could 
go on with his story—tell of his midnight 
conversation with Rita. Captain Crooks, 
unknowingly, managed it for him. 

“Better lock Miss Leroy’s door if you 
haven’t already,” he ordered, “and give me 
the key, steward. Then, go back to your 
work and, remember, not a word to anyone 
yet about this affair. I want to think what’s 
to be done.”  

“Very good, sir, and here’s the key,” 
Irish said, Michael having dropped it into 
his hand after locking Rita’s door. “The 
stateroom is already locked.” 

 
S THE door shut after Irish, Captain 
Crooks asked, “What chance do you 

think there is of hushing this thing up—
keeping it from the passengers?”  

Michael shrugged. “Not much. 
“There’s bound to be talk when Miss 
Leroy doesn’t turn up. Del Rio has fallen 
for her and wouldn’t be put off probably.”  

“Even if she’s reported ill,” Captain 
Crooks suggested, then added an 
inspiration, “with a contagious disease?”  

“You might get into trouble with the 
officials at Vera Cruz if they got wind of 
it—be quarantined,” Michael warned, 
“but, of course, you could try it. However, 
in my opinion, it’s the wrong steer if you 
want to catch the murderer.”  

“Sit down, Mr. Hilton,” the captain 
said, waving to a chair. “I’m badly in need 
of help, and perhaps your experience. . . . ” 

“Good Lord,” Michael interrupted, 
“I’ve no experience.”  

“But I thought you were Naval 

Intelligence during the war.”  
“So I was, Captain, but codes and 

murder are hardly comparable. However, 
I’m in possession of information that 
might be helpful—a clue. Also, I know the 
approximate time of the murder.” Michael 
explained what had happened during the 
night. 

“Hmmm, very interesting and, as you 
say, it gives a definite time of death. Too 
bad we carry no physician, but in this case 
it doesn’t much matter. Now, what about 
your clue?”  

Michael went on to tell of his 
conversation with Rita. “And you see,” he 
added, “it’s likely the man she was after is 
the murderer. And I have a theory about 
that.”  

“Ah,” Captain Crooks looked 
interested. “And what’s that?”  

“I’d rather not say at the moment.”  
“You realize, of course, that the 

murderer could even be a member of the 
crew,” Captain Crooks said. 

“I know,” Michael said, smiling, “but 
even so, it doesn’t make a large field.” 

“Two days and we reach port, Hilton. 
Do you want a go at the murderer? I’ll 
give you a free hand. What with a storm 
blowing up, my ship comes first and I 
haven’t time to spend on police work. Use 
your own judgment and if you wish to tell 
of the murder, do so.”  

Michael hesitated. “The idea is 
intriguing, but . . . ”  

“That’s settled then.” Captain Crooks 
smiled and held out his hand. ‘‘I’m having 
a bite of breakfast before going back on 
the bridge.” It was his dismissal. 

Michael decided during his own 
breakfast that he would tell the passengers 
of the murder one by one to get individual 
reactions and pledging each to secrecy. As 
he made this decision Nancy arrived, slid 
into her place beside him at the table. 

“Hello,” she said brightly. “I see the 

A 
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racks are on, probably worse weather 
ahead. It’s quite rough now.”  

“Yes, the captain is looking for 
trouble, but it’s more than weather that 
worries him. We’ve had a tragedy on 
board.”  

“We have! What’s happened?”  
“Rita Leroy murdered.” Michael was 

watching Nancy’s shocked, unbelieving 
face. “You’re the first to know, aside from 
the captain and steward.”  

“But it simply doesn’t make sense,” 
Nancy protested after a moment, shaken, 
“Who’d want to murder Rita?”  

Michael shrugged. “Someone was 
evidently not too fond of her,” he 
understated. “But tell me, Nancy, did she 
ever say anything to you about some man 
on board who is wanted by the police? I’m 
asking you this in confidence and don’t 
want it broadcast.”  

Nancy shook her head. “No. Rita and I 
were friendly, of course, but with little in 
common.”  

“I know. It was only a bare hope. 
Captain Crooks has asked me to take 
charge of the investigation and I’d like to 
turn up with the murderer before Vera 
Cruz.” 

“Heavens! Be careful! You know what 
they say, one murder leads to another.” 
Nancy shivered. “I wish it was fair 
weather. This storm, on top of the murder, 
gets me down.” 

 
ICHAEL, too, was aware of a 
feeling of oppression. The ship was 

pitching heavily and shipping huge waves 
as the wind whined through the 
superstructure. There was, also, the sound 
of breaking crockery from the galley and it 
was a gruesome job he had ahead. Now it 
would be necessary to get the key to Rita’s 
cabin again and go through her effects 
more carefully, since Nancy had nothing 
to contribute towards the identity of the 

man Rita had mentioned. The only hope 
now would be through Rita, herself. It 
would be foolish, of course, to make 
inquiries among the other passengers. 
Anyone of them might be the man wanted 
by the police—the man Michael firmly 
believed was the murderer. Such an 
inquiry would at once put him on guard, 
besides being foolhardy. 

“Remember, Nancy, don’t mention 
what I’ve told you,” Michael said as he 
finished his bacon and eggs, got up. “I’ve 
a job to do before I tell the others of the 
murder.”  

“Poor Señor del Rio,” Nancy said, 
“He’ll be sunk, and Mr. Walters, too. By 
the way, where is the—the body?”  

“In her cabin and that’s where I’m 
heading now. Remember, don’t talk,” 
Michael warned as he left. 

Michael was thorough but first he 
lifted Rita’s body, transferred it from the 
floor to the bunk and pulled the curtains. 
He could not stand the sight of her open 
bulging eyes staring at him as he worked, 
her body moving in a life-like manner with 
the roll of the ship. 

There was nothing in the dressing table 
drawers, nothing in the accumulated 
papers in Rita’s suitcases—old letters for 
answering, a checkbook, address book, 
and travel literature on Mexico. Her small 
dressing case carried only an assortment of 
creams and beauty aids. The wardrobe 
trunk was all that was left and Michael 
opened it with hope almost gone. It was in 
the trunk, however, that he finally found 
something, perhaps not actually a clue to 
the man he was searching for, but rather a 
clue to Rita’s character, and that was a 
help. Some women travel with a social 
register among their belongings—the 
socialites’ bible—but not Rita. To 
Michael’s amazement, however, she was 
lugging along something much more 
bulky—something securely packed in one 

M 
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of the drawers of her trunk. It was a Dun 
and Bradstreet! 

“Well, I’ll be damned!” Michael 
muttered.  

He took the book from the drawer and 
glanced through it. There were a couple of 
pieces of paper acting as bookmarks, but 
so far as he could see from a casual 
inspection, nothing else and the slips of 
paper were blank. Baffled but interested, 
Michael sat on the edge of the bunk and 
considered. He’d had a vague idea 
already—the idea he’d refused to discuss 
with Captain Crooks because it was so 
vague—and the finding of the Dun and 
Bradstreet had given the idea impetus, 
clinched it and brought with it the desire 
for action. 

 
ICHAEL took the Dun and 
Bradstreet with him when he left the 

room, leaving it in his cabin for further 
investigation later. He then made for the 
radio operator’s small room near the 
captain’s cabin, where he dispatched a 
message to Deputy Inspector McArdle of 
the New York police, asking for the names 
and descriptions of men wanted in the 
metropolitan area and for whom a reward 
had been offered, anything over a 
thousand dollars. Michael asked that an 
immediate answer be sent collect. He had 
given the amount of one thousand dollars 
because he hardly thought Rita would 
have been interested in less. What gave 
him hope was, from his reading of her 
character and clinched by the finding of 
the Dun and Bradstreet, that he considered 
Rita to have been completely mercenary. 
He was convinced she would never have 
bothered with apprehending a criminal 
merely from civic duty. There seemed a 
good chance his inquiry would bear fruit. 

After sending the message, Michael 
struggled out on deck, searching for Irish. 
He found him busy with the steamer 

chairs, lashing them to the rails. The force 
of the wind was still mounting and the 
ship hammered and beaten by the tail-end 
of a hurricane. 

While it did occur to Michael that Irish 
couldn’t quite be counted out as a suspect, 
he’d have to trust someone. He asked him, 
therefore, to take a look in all cabins with 
an eye to anything looking out of the way 
or suspicious. Irish agreed readily, 
suggesting meal hours as the best time to 
make the search, while passengers who 
weren’t affected by the storm would be 
away from their cabins. 

Michael went to the lounge searching 
for Arturo del Rio after leaving Irish. He 
wasn’t looking forward to the interview. 
There was also the thought in his mind 
that Arturo might be a definite suspect, if 
for instance, Rita had thrown him over for 
Walters. There was always the 
unpredictable Latin temperament to 
consider and Michael had been so 
wrapped up in his pursuit of Nancy that he 
had paid little attention to Rita’s love-life 
in the last few days. 

Arturo made it easy for Michael. He 
was in the lounge, immersed in a 
magazine, but with one eye on the door. 
His mien showed disappointment as 
Michael walked into the lounge. He had 
evidently been watching for Rita. 

“Have you seen Mees Leroy?” Arturo 
asked eagerly, as Michael approached. 

Michael glanced around. They were 
marooned in a corner with only a few 
passengers on the other side of the room. 
He found himself unexpectedly tongue-
tied. “Er—er, I’m afraid you’re in for a 
shock, Señor,” he said hesitantly. “You 
see, there’s been an accident. Miss Leroy 
died suddenly last night.”  

“Madre de Dios!” Arturo whispered. 
“But what could have happened. She was 
gloriously well last night.”  

“To tell the truth, Miss Leroy was 
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murdered—strangled.”  
“Impossible! I can’t believe you!” If 

Arturo was a murderer, he was also a good 
actor. His ravaged face showed only 
surprise and shock. 

“When did you last see Miss Leroy?” 
Michael asked. 

“We were on deck until about eleven-
thirty. I left her at the door of her 
stateroom, went to my own cabin.”  

“Hmm, and did she seem uneasy or 
any different from usual?”  

Arturo wrinkled his brow. From beige, 
his complexion had turned a dingy white 
and his eyes appeared blacker and harder 
than usual. “No,” he said slowly, “not 
worried but a little—what you say in 
French—distrait. Yes, that was it—
distrait. But who has done this 
unspeakable deed, Mr. Hilton?” 

“I wish I knew.” Michael was 
disappointed. There was nothing 
suspicious in Arturo’s reception of the 
news and the only thing gained was the 
knowledge that Arturo and Rita had 
apparently spent the evening together—
been on good terms. “And, by the way,” 
Michael continued, “please do not mention 
this matter, Señor. It is important for 
security reasons. There is a murderer on 
the ship and we do not want any more 
murders.” He left it all very vague but 
Arturo seemed impressed. 

The next person Michael sought out 
was Walters. He found him in the galley 
getting a cup of coffee. 

“Quite a storm,” Walters said affably. 
“I overslept and couldn’t get served in the 
dining room, so came to the galley. I 
understand we’re all locked up for the day, 
nobody on deck because of the weather.” 
He swayed as the ship took a header and 
the coffee in his cup slopped over. 

Michael clung to the doorway until the 
ship righted itself. “Yes,” he said, “so I 
understand. If the weather hadn’t taken a 

bad turn I wouldn’t have had this job 
wished on me—looking for a murderer.”  

Walters said, his tone puzzled. “Did I 
understand you to say a murderer?” His 
voice held, Michael noted, exactly the 
proper bewilderment and shocked 
incredulity. 

Michael said, “Yes. Miss Leroy was 
strangled in her cabin last night about two 
o’clock.”  

“Good God!” Walter said, “Who did 
it?”  

So far the reactions had been the same, 
calling on the deity in one form or another 
and asking for the name of the murderer. 
And it seemed exactly right. Michael 
remembered that his own reaction had 
been similar. 

“That is a matter we hope to clear up 
within a few days,” Michael said, 
answering Walters’ question but with less 
conviction than he expressed. 

“Ah,” Walters looked interested, 
“there are clues then?”  

“None at all,” Michael lied cheerfully, 
“but, still, with a crew of only thirty and 
twelve passengers, something should turn 
up by the law of averages.”  

“I certainly hope so. Miss Leroy was 
an attractive girl and I’m shocked by the 
tragedy. But just what is your connection 
with the case?”  

“It’s all due to the storm. The captain 
is pretty busy and he asked me to conduct 
an investigation.” Michael, seeing Abner 
Colton, the entomologist, passing excused 
himself hurriedly and not bothering to 
pledge Walters to secrecy. Colton was the 
last of the passengers at the captain’s table 
and who had known Rita best. Michael 
didn’t much care now whether the murder 
was broadcast or not. After Colton was 
taken care of, he’d let the news travel as it 
would. 
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OLTON’S reaction was exactly 
similar to the others. He showed 

merely natural surprise and horror. There 
was one thing, however, that was different. 
Colton continued by saying venomously, 
“You should not have far to look. It’s del 
Rio, of course, and probably a lover’s 
quarrel.”  

Colton’s words seemed unnecessarily 
acrimonious, causing Michael some 
surprise. He’d always thought the 
entomologist and del Rio were on good 
terms. Could it be that Colton was the 
murderer and trying to cast suspicion on 
someone else, offense being the best 
defense? Still, what possible reason could 
he have for such a crime? Could Colton be 
the man who was fleeing from justice? 
After all, how did they know he actually 
was Abner Colton—only from what he 
himself had told them. Michael took 
another squint at Colton’s rather grim face 
and thin-lipped mouth. It might be just as 
well to check on Abner Colton. Michael 
put this idea quickly into effect, sending a 
radiogram to the American Museum, 
asking for information on Abner Colton, 
also a description. By this time, Michael 
was even toying with the wild idea that 
Colton, the real Colton, had been disposed 
of and with a bogus Colton taking over his 
papers and steamship ticket. 

It took Michael until lunch to round up 
the remaining passengers and tell them of 
the murder. Some of them were seasick in 
their staterooms and too unhappy to have 
any interest in what had, happened to their 
fellow traveler. After that, Michael 
checked on the crew and the length of 
their service on the Cape Amapala. All 
had a record of several months or more 
and the likelihood of there being a hunted 
man among them seemed doubtful. 

There was nothing remaining for 
Michael to do, except await the report 
from Irish and the expected radiograms 

from the New York police and the 
American Museum of Natural History. He 
went down to lunch with the feeling he’d 
done all he could but had actually 
accomplished little. Nancy McInnis was 
already at the table, also Walters, del Rio, 
and Abner Colton. The table was complete 
except for the captain. 

Nancy said to Michael in a low voice, 
“Any progress?”  

Michael shook his head. “No, but I 
have out a few lines. By the way, the 
murder is no longer a secret and I’ll be 
interested in anything you may pick up.”  

“I’ll let you know of anything, of 
course.” Nancy was busy looking at the 
yawning place on the other side of 
Walters. The space between the racks had 
not been set but still it was a silent 
reminder that the vivacious and opulent 
blonde was not among them. Walters and 
Colton were already discussing the murder 
and the rest of the meal was taken up with 
that subject. Michael, listening keenly, 
heard nothing, however, of interest and 
that he didn’t already know. 

It was after lunch that Irish made his 
report. It was not too encouraging. 
Nothing had been discovered in the 
staterooms except a newspaper clipping—
a picture of Rita Leroy as she’d appeared 
at Le Ruban Bleu. This was discovered in 
the stateroom of a passenger named John 
Gregory. Gregory was an independent oil 
man on his way to Mexico on business. 
The picture might mean something or 
nothing. 

 
ATTERS were in this state towards 
evening when Michael received the 

radiogram from the New York police. He 
had just discovered he would be unlikely 
to get returns from the Museum of Natural 
History until the next day since it was 
Sunday and presumably officials would 
not be available to answer his message. 

C 
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Michael tore open the yellow message 
hastily. It was long and detailed. There 
were, however, only two names of 
fugitives from justice given. The first was 
Honey Boy Hines, wanted for grand 
larceny and with a reward of $5,000.00 
offered by a bank. The other name was 
Alfredo Rodriques, wanted for murder, 
with a reward of $2,000.00 offered by 
relatives of the murdered man for his 
apprehension. As Michael read over the 
descriptions, he was frowning. 

The police offered the following for 
Honey Boy Hines; five feet eleven, 
approximately 180 pounds, brown hair and 
eyes, and no identifying scars or 
birthmarks. It was, unfortunately, a 
description that would fit at least three of 
the passengers of the Cape Amapala—
Colton, Walters and Gregory. Also the 
description of Alfredo Rodriquez, wanted 
for murder, was Arturo del Rio to a tee! 
Could it be possible that del Rio was 
handing around champagne so generously 
merely as a red herring and that he was a 
two time murderer? 

Michael was considering these things 
objectively in his cabin after dinner when 
his glance settled on the Dun and 
Bradstreet. On a sudden inspiration he 
picked up the book and opening it at the 
page where a slip of paper acted as a 
bookmark. It lay among the G’s. Michael 
looked along the closely written lines for 
Gregory. There it was—John Gregory 
Company, with a very fair rating. Also, 
beside the name was a small penciled 
check as made by Rita Leroy. Michael felt 
a sudden thrill of excitement. Why was it 
that Rita had neglected to act on this 
information for, so far as he knew, she had 
made no play for Gregory. Was it because 
she had discovered that Gregory was 
Honey Boy Hines and was after the 
$5,000.00 reward? It was something to 
ponder over. Meanwhile, time was running 

out and practically only one day more 
before Vera Cruz. 

Michael took his perplexities to the 
lounge and Nancy. He had thought of 
consulting Captain Crooks but the weather 
suddenly took a change for the better and 
he was reported by Irish as taking a much 
needed rest. 

“But,” Nancy objected, after hearing 
about John Gregory and the checkmark by 
his name, “if the man on board is actually 
John Gregory, how can he be this Honey 
Boy Hines?”  

“Perhaps he isn’t Gregory,” Michael 
said hopefully. “Perhaps he had visited Le 
Ruban Bleu as Honey Boy Hines and had 
been pointed out to Rita. Remember he 
had her picture in his cabin.”  

Nancy shook her head. “Want to bet? 
I’ve talked to John Gregory several times. 
He knows the oil business from start to 
finish. Did your message say anything 
about Honey Boy knowing the oil set-up?”  

“N-o. It merely said he specialized in 
bogus stocks and had taken the client of a 
well-known bank for $100,000. The bank 
is offering the reward for his 
apprehension.”  

“Well, I’m sure he’s not your man. But 
you said there were two bookmarks. What 
did the other cover?”  

“Good Lord! I was so excited about 
Gregory I forgot to look,” Michael 
admitted ruefully. 

Nancy’s eyebrows lifted. “You make 
me very, very curious. Do you mind 
finding out?” 

“Of course not.”  
“I’ll go along with you.”  
“But the Dun and Bradstreet is in my 

cabin,” Michael objected. 
“Oh, I don’t mind,” Nancy said, with 

the savoir faire of the younger generation. 
“Go on down and I’ll follow.”  

Michael was hardly inside his cabin 
when Nancy knocked. He had already 
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taken the Dun and Bradstreet from a 
suitcase and laid it on a table. Nancy stood 
by him as he flipped the book open at the 
second bookmark in the W’s. Michael 
consulted a passenger list and Walters was 
the only name starting with that letter. His 
finger traveled down the column trying to 
place James Y. Walters. There was a tiny 
mark in pencil where the name should 
have been but no such person or company 
was listed! 

Nancy had been following Michael’s 
finger, fascinated, and they both came to 
the same conclusion at the same moment. 

“There is no James Y. Walters!” 
Michael exclaimed. 

“Walters is Honey Boy Hines!” Nancy 
cried. “I’m sure of it. Remember how he 
brags about himself. If he was as big a 
man as he claims, Walters would be AA1 
in Dun and Bradstreet.” 

“Rita must have recognized Walters as 
Honey Boy Hines and given herself away 
in some manner. Perhaps we’ll never 
know all the ins and outs but it was 
certainly stupid of Walters not to have 
picked a real character for his 
impersonation,” Michael said. 

“I don’t think so at all. There would be 
the chance of one of the passengers 
actually knowing the man. After all, 
who’d ever expect to find a girl traveling 
on the Cape Amapala with a Dun and 
Bradstreet in her effects.”  

“True, of course, and just one of those 
million to one chance that will send Honey 
Boy Hines to the chair, no doubt,” Michael 
agreed, elated. “Well, I guess the navy had 
better take over. I’ll get Irish to back me 
up.”  

“Walters might have a gun!” Nancy 
warned. 

“And what do you think I pack in my 
suitcase?” Michael inquired. “When I got 
that little notice from the steamship 
company limiting a passenger to four guns 

and 500 rounds of ammunition for import 
into Mexico, I compromised for one gun 
and 500 rounds.”  

Nancy laughed. “I got a notice, too, 
but wasn’t exactly interested.”  

“You stay here,” Michael ordered, 
getting up. 

Nancy had expected that. “You’ll let 
me know what happens at once?”  

“Of course,” Michael said, burrowing 
in a suitcase for his gun. His face was grim 
as he left the stateroom. 

 
ICHAEL found Irish on deck and 
explained the situation. Together 

they slipped quietly down to Walters’ 
cabin. Michael, his gun out, knocked on 
the door and it opened a crack after several 
seconds. 

Walters’ voice said, “Is that you, 
steward?”  

“Yes,” Irish answered, his foot in the 
door, “and the lieutenant would like a 
word with you.”  

“What in hell!” Waiters said 
belligerently, opening the door further. 
“Oh, is that you, Hilton? What are you 
after?”  

“After you, Hines, and taking you into 
custody for Captain Crooks—a little 
matter of murder. Also, I believe there’s 
another charge against you back in the 
States,” Michael stated. It was, of course, a 
long shot but it worked. 

“What do you mean!” Walters 
protested, but Irish was already going 
through his pockets while Michael held 
him covered.  

“Ah,” Irish exclaimed, “the gent’s 
keys. I tried to open one of his suitcases 
when I searched the room and no can do.” 
He pointed to a suitcase near the door and 
went over, the keys in his hand. 

Michael exclaimed, “Good God!” as 
Irish threw back the lid. The suitcase was 
filled with nice, crisp greenbacks. “Well, 
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I’ll be damned,” he continued, “No 
wonder the bank was willing to offer 
$5,000 for you, Hines!” It looked like a 
nice haul. 

Walters only glowered. 
It was after Walters, or Honey Boy 

Hines, had been turned over to Captain 
Crooks that Michael returned to his cabin. 
He wasn’t sure Nancy would be waiting 
but she was. 

“Let’s go up on deck,” he suggested, 
“It’s cleared off and the moon is out. You 
see, it will take time to settle how we’ll 
spend that reward of $5,000. It will be 
divided, of course, as it was your thought 
to look at that second bookmark in the 
Dun and Bradstreet.”  

“How ridiculous,” Nancy protested. 
“You just hadn’t got around to it yet.”  

“Hmmm,” Michael said, ignoring the 
remark. “Now I suggest that you spend 
some of your share on a trousseau, while I 

buy an engagement ring and all the 
fixings. What do you say?”  

Nancy smiled up at his six feet 
impishly. “I’ve changed my mind about 
you, Mike. You’re going far in the 
diplomatic service. If that’s a proposal, it’s 
about as devious as it possibly could be. 
You don’t even mention whether the ring 
is for me or not. Is it?” 

Michael grinned. “That’s the idea, 
darling.”  

He was remembering Nancy’s warm 
gray eyes as he’d climbed the gangplank 
of the Cape Amapala back in New York 
centuries ago, eyes resting on his for a 
second and passing on. Now, those same 
eyes were clinging to his satisfactorily. 

“Muchas gracias, Señor,” Nancy said, 
sparkling. “Make it a large square emerald 
set in diamonds and you’ll find just the 
thing in Mexico City.” And she didn’t 
ward off Mike’s arms gathering her to 
him. 

 


