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A duck drowned in the water of the moat. A man died there—unmarked. 
And yet pure water filled this ditch of death encircling the killer’s castle. 

 
HEN “The Senator,” late in the 
afternoon, eased into Penn Station, 
Phil Drake stepped briskly from the 

parlor-car. He shooed the redcaps away from 
his bag, and took the stairs in long-legged 
strides. Two puffing fat men, whom he 
overtook at the landing, blocked his passage 
momentarily, but Drake’s slender, compact 
body knifed expertly between them. 
 “Sorry,” he murmured, and flashed his 
quick, disarming grin. 
 In the nearest phone booth he dialed 

his office. After three days’ absence in 
Washington, to clean up the records on the 
recent Luigi Palini case, he knew that 
Stoughton, the local chief, would want him to 
report back with the least possible delay. But 
he hardly had a chance to bark his name 
before Dickson, on the switchboard, broke in: 
 “Orders, Phil. Chief wants you to meet 
him down at the morgue. Right away.” 
 “Morgue?” The slim agent whistled. 
“Say! What did you lugs cook up while I was 
gone?” At the other’s silence, he snapped: 
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“Well?” And when still no answer came, his 
mouth tightened apprehensively. “Spill, damn 
it!” 
 “Listen, Phil—” Dickson fumbled, 
obviously at a loss for words—“you better get 
it straight from the chief. We don’t know 
much here. He’ll wait for you—where I said. 
And here’s a tip, fellow—keep your eyes 
open!” 
 The line clicked. Dickson had cut off 
further questions. For a moment, Phil Drake 
stared into the mouthpiece, framing in his 
imagination a picture that turned him sick 
inside. Then he clapped the receiver back in 
place, and bolted out of the phone booth. 
 Through a hard, driving rain that 
sheeted down from leaden skies, a cabby 
shunted him cross-town and down to Twenty-
ninth with a recklessness that showed real 
talent. But, to the haggard-eyed G-man, the 
ride seemed endless. Before his inner gaze 
swam blurred images of Jim Kingsley; Happy-
go-lucky Jim—his lifelong pal, and for the 
past few months his brother-in-law. If 
anything had happened— 
 He groaned. It was his fault, he felt, 
that Jim had given up a budding law practice 
to join him in the dangerous G-hunt for killers. 
How could he face Roberta if— 
 “Keep your eyes open,” Dickson had 
said. 
 That cryptic warning could mean only 
one thing. Nick Palini! That greasy 
underworld rat had made wild talk when his 
brother, Luigi, was sentenced to Atlanta for a 
thirty-year stretch. Phil Drake and Jim 
Kingsley. It was their work that had made the 
case, their evidence that swung the verdict. 
And it was against them that Nick Palini had 
sworn vengeance. They’d laughed it off, but— 
 

HE chief’s car wasn’t in sight when the 
tall special agent, worn-looking and old 

beyond his thirty years, paid off his driver in 
front of the gray, dismal building near the East 
River. But even as he strode to enter that 

gloomy place of death, a Department of 
Justice car whisked around the corner, and 
Chief Stoughton piled out. 
 Phil Drake shot him a direct, searching 
look. Voice husky, he asked one word: “Jim?” 
 The stocky veteran, grizzled by long, 
hard years in the service, mutely nodded. With 
heavy steps he trudged in out of the rain. He 
led the way through the morgue office and 
into the storage room, while an attendant 
followed wordlessly. 
 As the chill, damp air struck full in his 
face, Drake shivered. He felt the chief take his 
arm and, without looking at him, press it hard. 
He steadied. Chin high, he marched stiffly 
between long rows of sheeted forms, cold and 
stiff on drainage tables. 
 “They’re just now bringing him in,” 
the older man said. “The ambulance came in 
at the back.” As they passed into the receiving 
room, he added consolingly: “There’s not a 
mark on him.” 
 Stretcher-bearers had deposited their 
grim burden on a steel trestle. Several 
uniformed cops, holding their caps awkwardly 
and apparently feeling much in the way, stood 
against the far wall. The slim special agent, 
stiffly erect, stalked across to the white-draped 
figure, gently uncovered the head, and gazed 
dry-eyed into his dead friend’s placid face. 
Then, having replaced the cover, he took his 
superior aside. 
 “Tell me,” he demanded. 
 In low tones, dry with suppressed 
emotion, the chief gave him what few facts 
were known. “Jim, you know, had earned two 
days’ leave—yesterday and today. So he 
hadn’t been in touch with the office since 
night before last. First I knew anything was 
wrong was when police headquarters buzzed 
me about an hour ago. That’s when they found 
Jim’s shield and knew from that he was a 
federal. They held everything till I could get 
there.” 
 “Where?” 
 “An abandoned pier in Brooklyn, not 
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far from the bridge. The harbor patrol spotted 
Jim’s car there this morning, almost 
submerged. They didn’t get Jim out and find 
out who he was till a while ago.” 
 The younger man’s tortured voice 
demanded: “But didn’t Jim try to get out? Did 
he just sit still—and drown?” 
 Stoughton shrugged. “Maybe the 
plunge knocked him out. Or maybe he was out 
already. I’ve ordered an autopsy and—” 
 Drake’s eyes had a fevered glow. He 
gritted out, between set teeth: “Nick Palini!” 
 The chief eyed him sharply. “I’ve 
ordered Palini picked up. But, so far, we 
haven’t got the ghost of a case. If you run into 
Palini—”  Stoughton’s gaze bored sternly into 
the younger man’s— “don’t try any short-cut 
to justice.” 
 The special agent laughed harshly. His 
eyes wandered wretchedly back to the still, 
white figure on the morgue trestle. “Does 
Roberta know?” 
 The chief shook his head. “I thought 
it’d be better if you told her.” 
 Drake nodded. “It’s going to hit her 
hard, chief. She—” He turned away his head 
as his voice choked. 
 Stoughton held out a key-ring. “Take 
the car I left outside. I’ll handle routine here. 
As soon as I can, I’ll give you a ring.” He 
added gruffly as Drake turned to leave: “Don’t 
take any chances, boy. I’ll need you more than 
ever now. And if you find Palini—remember, 
the law says he deserves a trial.” 
 

HIL DRAKE left his car and trudged with 
heavy steps, unmindful of the rain, up to 

the door of the little house that Jim had taken 
for his bride. Roberta’s glad cry of welcome 
died in her throat as she caught sight of her 
brother’s sorrow-stricken features. She took 
two jerky steps in his direction, her blue eyes 
wide in a face gone suddenly white. 
 “Not—Jim?” she whispered. “Dead?” 
 The G-man nodded miserably. He 
caught her to him, pillowed her blonde head 

against his chest, while harsh, dry sobs racked 
her girlish figure. After a time she stiffened, 
Lifted her firm little chin resolutely, and 
guided Phil to a couch. There, as she clung 
fast to his hands, she listened silently to his 
jerky statement of what details he knew. 
 “Maybe it wasn’t Palini,” she ventured 
when he had finished. “There was something 
else. Last night Jim got a hunch, while we 
were eating wild honey that—” 
 Startled, Phil Drake looked at her 
closely. Had the shock been too much? 
 “Yes?” he encouraged her softly to go 
on. 
 “He borrowed a boat, you see, and 
went sailing by himself on the Sound 
yesterday,” the girl rambled on. “He found a 
bee-tree near the spot where he ate his lunch. 
So he made a smudge-fire and got some of the 
honey. He brought it home.” 
 “And what was his hunch, sis?” her 
brother asked gently. 
 “The honey tasted queer,” she said, 
“and made us feel funny. So Jim did 
something to it with chemicals—and then got 
all excited. He said he’d have to go back out 
there. Somewhere on Long Island, it was. I 
don’t know just where. He took what was left 
of the honey, said he’d drop it at the lab when 
he came back.” The blue eyes brimmed with 
tears as she added brokenly: “He said, Phil—
he «aid he’d be back sure tonight.” 
 The special agent patted her hand 
clumsily, and tried to swallow the lump that 
rose in his own throat. “Didn’t he tell you 
anything else, sis?” 
 The girl tried hard to remember. 
“Yes,” she replied, “he said, if his hunch 
worked out, it wouldn’t be an F.B.I, case, but 
something for the Treasury boys. But he 
didn’t want to call them in till he knew he was 
right.” 
 “It’s an F.B.I, case now,” Drake 
muttered grimly. “The F.B.I, avenges her 
men.” 
 The girl thrust a small, white hand 
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across her eyes, as if to brush aside an 
obstructing veil. “There was one other thing. I 
can’t seem to—Oh, yes! He said if his hunch 
was right, the Treasury men would be calling 
on Carter Bascombe before long.” She spread 
her hands. “That’s absolutely everything. Tell 
me, Phil—” her eyes were pleading— “does it 
help?” 
 “Sure does, sis,” he assured her. 
 What she had told him threw an 
entirely different light on the case. Not that it 
cleared Palini by any means, but it did furnish 
a new lead to follow up. Mention of Carter 
Bascombe’s name gave Drake a pretty good 
notion of where Jim had gone to check up on 
his hunch. 
 Bascombe was, or had been until a few 
years ago, a fairly well-known hunter and 
explorer, and the rumor was that he owned a 
gold mine in Peru. From his trips to South 
America he had brought back live animals and 
plants, a number of which he had presented to 
zoos and botanical gardens. The others had 
been used to stock his estate near Rocky Point 
on Long Island. 
 The estate itself was a curiosity. To 
keep his wild animals from escaping, 
Bascombe had, at great expense, transformed 
his estate into an island by surrounding it with 
a narrow circle of water, fed from artesian 
wells. Further protection was provided by a 
high, strong fence along the outer rim of the 
water. The whole arrangement was situated 
some distance from traveled highways, and, so 
far as the special agent knew, visitors either 
were not welcome or kept away of their own 
accord for fear of the animals that were said to 
roam the place at large. 
 

 CALL on the telephone from Chief 
Stoughton cut short the G-man’s 

musings. Eagerly, Drake reported new 
developments and was somewhat taken aback 
when his chief seemed unimpressed. 
 “I can’t make anything out of that 
honey business,” Stoughton grunted. “If this 

were a warmer climate, it might give me 
ideas. But, as it is— Nope, it doesn’t mean a 
thing to me. Of course,” he admitted, “you’d 
better check on Bascombe. You can reach 
him, maybe, at the Travelers’ Club. He keeps 
a suite there, so I’ve heard.” His voice 
chanced as he added: “I got a preliminary 
report on the autopsy. It proves Jim didn’t 
drown in the East River at all. The water in his 
lungs wasn’t salt—it was fresh!” 
 “That’s something,” the younger man 
exclaimed. “Rules out any chance of accident. 
Jim had to be dead before they ran him off the 
pier. How soon can you get an analysis of the 
water? Might give us a line on where death 
took place.” 
 “Not before morning,” the chief 
replied. “By that time maybe we’ll pick up 
Nick Palini. Connors and Bailey have checked 
his usual hangouts, but haven’t located him. 
You make your check on Carter Bascombe 
and then report for further instructions.” 
 Roberta was at his elbow when Drake 
turned from the phone. “What is it?” she 
demanded eagerly. 
 He told her, and added: “You better 
hop in your coupe, sis, and run over to the 
chief’s house for the night. Mrs. Stoughton 
will go with you to see Jim as soon as they 
take him to the chapel.” 
 “Isn’t there anything I can do, Phil—to 
help you?” When he gravely shook his head, 
she whispered earnestly, lip trembling: “Do be 
careful. You’re—you’re all I’ve got left.” 
 It was dinner-time when the special 
agent, grim-jawed and chilled by the persistent 
rain, stalked into the sumptuous lobby of the 
Travelers’ Club. Not until he identified 
himself was he admitted reluctantly into 
Carter Bascombe’s luxurious suite. 
 A sullen, dark-faced servant led the 
way impassively down a corridor to the 
master’s study. As he stood aside to let Drake 
pass, the G-man stared curiously at the 
fellow’s black, glossy hair and his peculiarly 
flat, unfathomable eyes, with pupils no larger 
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than pin-points. 
 “He’s a full-blooded Carib Indian,” 
announced a well-modulated voice almost at 
the agent’s elbow. “I brought him back from 
the Amazon to be my body-servant.” 
 Taken by surprise, Drake jerked 
around to face the bronzed, impressive-
looking man who stood just within the 
doorway, a quiet smile on his thin, rather 
bloodless lips. Without offering his hand, he 
politely gestured his visitor to a deep leather 
chair, seated himself, and imperturbably 
waited for the G-man to speak. 
 Phil Drake’s alert glance swept the 
room. Many of the decorative objects were 
mementos from South American jungles. The 
polished wood of native blow-guns, complete 
with brightly-feathered darts, glistened from 
racks on the walls. Stuffed animals crouched 
in realistic attitudes, and here and there potted, 
fernlike plants lifted spreading fronds to the 
moist, overheated air of the room. 
 The G-man was at a loss. Instinctively, 
he felt keen dislike for Bascombe. There was 
something fundamentally repellent in his 
manner something that aroused distrust. Even 
the little mannerism he had of pulling a 
handkerchief from his breast pocket and 
rolling it between his hands, as if his palms 
were moist, Drake chalked up against him. 
 For the G-man to announce point-
blank the object of his visit might be, if 
Bascombe was implicated, to tip his hand to 
the enemy and reveal how hopelessly weak it 
was. But he could see no other course. Briefly, 
he told what had brought him, watching 
alertly meanwhile for any tell-tale change of 
expression in his host’s narrow, sharp-featured 
face. But all he got for his pains was a mild, 
faintly scornful smile. 
 “I really can’t see, officer, what this is 
all about,” Bascombe drawled. “The only man 
who could help you is, unfortunately, dead. 
Might I suggest—” His knife-thin lips quirked 
mockingly— “that you obtain the services of a 
spiritualistic medium and—” 

HIL DRAKE rocketed from his seat, his 
fists clenched. Bascombe scrambled to his 

feet. Then Drake controlled himself, sat back 
down. 
 As if nothing had occurred, the ex-
traveler smiled amusedly at Drake’s still 
tightly clinched hands, “Hasty action—early 
death,” he murmured sententiously. “I’m 
afraid you misunderstood me. I intended no 
offense. Myself, I am a firm believer in 
mediumistic powers.” 
 “Maybe I was hasty,” Drake clipped 
out. “But I don’t like your face—and I don’t 
like your manner. And if you had the least 
thing to do with the murder of Jim Kingsley, 
you’ll mighty soon have a chance to test the 
mediums from the spooky side of the fence.” 
 He strode from the room and stamped 
through the corridor. He might receive a 
knife-thrust from any of the lurking shadows, 
but if he did he’d be found with a hunk of 
mighty dead Carib meat close by. He gained 
the lobby without mishap, and a moment later 
was at the curb, sniffing his nose full of good 
clean wind and rain. 
 His first impulse was to leap into his 
car and drive like fury out to Bascombe’s 
estate. Whatever Jim had found there, maybe 
he, himself, could find. Of course, Jim had 
possessed the clue of the wild honey to guide 
him, but Drake, too, by this time had made a 
pretty shrewd guess about that. If he was 
right— 
 But Chief Stoughton had told him to 
see Bascombe and then report for orders. 
Those orders, he was sure, would not be to 
dash for the mysterious estate along the 
Sound. In the morning, perhaps, if every other 
trail went cold—but Phil Drake was in no 
mood to wait till morning. 
 He glanced at his strap-watch. It was 
just about the time that the chief, when he was 
working late, dashed out for a sandwich and a 
cup of coffee. If nothing delayed him, he was 
pretty regular in this habit. Drake located a 
phone booth, waited a few minutes longer, 
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then rang the office. 
 Dickson, still on the switchboard, told 
him: “Chief just ran out to grab a bite. Didn’t 
leave any message for you. Are you on your 
way in?” 
 “No!” Drake fairly shouted. “Tell the 
chief there’s nothing definite on Bascombe, 
but I’m running out to his place on the Island 
for a look-see.” Before Dickson could offer 
any possible objection, the young G-man 
broke the connection. 
 After a quick check of equipment in 
the back of the car, he threaded his way 
uptown, zoomed across the wet-glistening 
expanse of the Tri-Boro Bridge, and gunned 
his motor out Long Island. 
 As he turned into the dirt road that led 
through matted scrub oak straight to the island 
estate, he switched off his lights. But not 
before his quick eye had noted tire tracks that 
weren’t more than half an hour old. 
 As he proceeded almost blindly, he 
was thankful that no ditches were alongside. 
Otherwise, he would have wrecked the car or 
bogged it hopelessly down. As it was, he 
narrowly missed disaster when, several times, 
he grazed the telephone poles that bordered 
the road. 
 

 LOW structure loomed up suddenly 
ahead and seemed to form the end of the 

road. Phil Drake got out and approached it 
cautiously. Before he had gone five feet, he 
brought up with a jolt against the heavy wire-
netting fence. The dim outline he had seen 
was on the far side of the gate, and was, he 
supposed, Bascombe’s garage. He knew that 
the only access to the estate was by water. 
 He drove his car off the road a little 
way into the brush. Heavy rubber gloves 
slipped quickly over his hands. Then, from the 
rear of the car, he hauled out a small, 
collapsible rubber boat. Wet as he was, he 
might as well have swum the channel. 
Nevertheless, he fastened a line to the boat 
and carried it with him to the fence. 

 Just a moment he hesitated. The fence 
might easily be rigged to an alarm system, 
which would announce his presence as soon as 
he touched it. There was, he decided grimly, 
one sure way to find out. He seized the iron 
hook that was fastened at the end of his line, 
and flung it boldly to the top of the fence. 
Several tries were necessary before it caught. 
Then, hand over hand, he drew himself up. 
Gingerly, he balanced himself on the top, 
thankful that Bascombe had not strung it with 
high-tension wires as a final guarantee of 
isolation. 
 He pulled his boat slowly up and 
lowered it inside the fence, then slid down the 
line to the water’s edge. At this point he knew 
he could not be seen from the house on the 
island, for it was built on the slope that faced 
Long Island Sound. So he risked the use of his 
flashlight while he opened up and braced his 
tiny boat. 
 As he slid the small craft into the 
water, a half-submerged object caught his eye. 
With a stick he fished it ashore. It was a dead 
duck, curiously heavy. He pressed its body, 
and water gushed forth from its bill. A 
shuddery chill swept down the G-man’s back 
as he stared at the limp bird. The duck had 
drowned! 
 Just as Jim Kingsley’s body had borne 
no mark of injury, neither did the duck’s. Was 
this, perhaps, the same place where Jim had 
met his death? Had he, last night, tried to 
swim this sinister channel? And had he, like 
the duck, been powerless to resist its dread, 
mysterious power? 
 Phil Drake was aware, as he bent 
toward the water, that the breeze off the lake 
was amazingly warm. Puzzled, he dipped his 
hand beneath its muddy surface. The 
temperature, he judged with surprise, was ten 
or fifteen degrees warmer than the 
atmosphere. 
 He turned this over in his mind. It 
might be the answer to one of the things that 
had baffled him most. Eager to put his theory 
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to the test, he climbed carefully into the frail 
boat, unshipped the oars, and rowed 
noiselessly toward the island. 
 Halfway across the narrow channel, he 
caught the gleam of headlights along the road 
he’d traveled a few minutes before. He 
shrugged grimly. It was too late to turn back 
now. 
 Intense relief surged through him when 
he reached the bank and knew he’d crossed 
that treacherous water in safety. He dragged 
his tiny boat into a clump of bushes. For a few 
minutes he huddled there, listening intently to 
the slap of rain on water. 
 Holding his automatic in hand he 
abandoned his shelter. Bit by bit, he worked 
his way up the slope, poised for instant flight 
if he met man or beast. Finally he stopped, and 
groped with his hands in the shrubbery. His 
questing fingers found some berries and 
pulled them off. Although it was too dark to 
see them, he was sure they were red. 
 He plucked a leaf, chewed it slowly. A 
warm, pleasant sensation tingled on his 
tongue. A thrill of triumph coursed through 
his veins. His hunch—and Jim’s—was right. 
He pulled more of the leaves, crammed them 
into his pockets. Then he headed back for his 
boat, eager to return to town and show Chief 
Stoughton the reward of his unauthorized 
prowling. 
 Ducking hastily into the bushes where 
he had concealed his little craft, he was, 
totally unprepared for what followed. Amid a 
sudden guttural howling, many hands laid 
hold on him. His gun bucked twice in his hand 
as he fired without direction. Then it was 
wrenched away. Roughly, he was hurled to the 
ground, held there, while his hands and feet 
were securely bound. 
 Not a light was struck, but Phil Drake 
could dimly make out a number of shadowy 
figures that worked over him. Helpless as a 
sack of meal, he felt himself lifted to the 
shoulders of his attackers, and then carried off 
in the direction of Bascombe’s house. 

HEY lugged him into the big, rambling 
house, down a flight of stairs, and into a 

room that was half laboratory, half aquarium. 
There they dumped him at the feet of Carter 
Bascombe. 
 “Hasty action—early death.” 
 Bascombe’s tone was mild as he 
repeated the line he’d spoken earlier. But this 
time it contained an undercurrent of grim 
menace. 
 When he grunted something in Carib, 
two stalwart Indians stooped quickly, and with 
sharp knives slashed through the captive’s 
bonds. Drake scrambled to his feet. 
 “Do not attempt to approach me or—” 
Bascombe indicated three dark skinned 
fellows who stood with blow guns ready at 
their lips. “A nod from me will send the darts 
pricking through your skin. The tips are, of 
course, treated with curare to make death a bit 
more interesting. In the meantime—” he 
bowed graciously in the manner of the perfect 
host— “please put yourself at ease.” 
 Drake sank obediently into a chair that 
was thrust behind him. 
 “You have displayed a certain measure 
of intelligence,” Bascombe conceded, 
condescendingly. “You surmounted the hazard 
which proved too much for the fellow last 
night. So you will pardon my pride, no doubt, 
when I display the means by which you were 
so efficiently captured.” 
 He halted before a panel set with a 
myriad tiny bulbs. “This signal-board,” he 
explained, “told me exactly where you were 
from the time you touched my fence. Hidden 
contacts are everywhere. With such an 
elaborate device it was, naturally, a very 
simple matter to set an ambush for you.” 
 “Very clever,” Drake grunted 
sarcastically. 
 Bascombe smiled indulgently. Noting 
the leaves that protruded from the G-man’s 
pocket, he pulled them out. 
 “This is my greatest work,” he 
announced. “Too bad I could not report my 
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experiments in the horticultural journals. By 
nature a tropical plant, I adapted it to 
withstand this colder climate. The heated 
water in the moat helps, of course, but the 
heated water is primarily for another purpose 
and is not essential to the life of my coca 
plants.” 
 He paced back and forth in front of the 
prisoner, rolling his handkerchief between his 
palms. 
“One of the most ironic things is that my coca 
plant looks very like the American 
blackthorn,” he went on. “Enough so, at any 
rate, to fool the stupid government inspectors. 
For three years the Narcotic Division has been 
tearing its hair over the cocaine supply that 
floods the country, when all the time a 
considerable portion of it is being produced 
right here in my own little rendering plant.” 
 

HIL DRAKE knew his time was short. 
Bascombe was playing with him like a cat 

with a mouse. Yet the G-man was determined 
to stall for time as long as he could, hoping 
desperately that something might turn up to 
free him from his plight. And, despite his 
desperate straits, there were still some points 
about which he wished to know the answers. 
 Remembering the dead duck he’d 
found on the water, the G-man asked, “What 
is there in the channel water that kills without 
marking its victims?” 
 Bascombe shook a reproving: finger. 
“Hasty, again, my friend. That information is, 
for you, the final chapter. But since you wish 
it—” 
 He motioned to a watchful Carib, who 
immediately pressed an electric switch. 
Instantly a huge, glass-sided tank, which 
Drake had noted before without being able to 
ascertain its contents, became brightly lighted 
from cunningly placed light bulbs at the 
bottom. Within the tank, lazily twisting in the 
greenish water, was a dark, snakelike creature 
fully six feet long and almost a foot thick. 
 The G-man could not repress an 

involuntary shudder. Bascombe laughed 
delightedly. 
 “That is one of my watchdogs,” he 
chuckled. “There are forty like him out in the 
moat. Electric eels, my friend, from the 
Amazon region. Each one, if startled, is 
capable of generating a strong current of 
electricity, sufficient to stun a horse. Normally 
that is how they live, by shocking their prey 
unconscious and then eating it. When a man—
for instance, let us say a G-man enters the 
water with them, they will, with their repeated 
shocks, render him unconscious. Then, of 
course, he drowns.” 
 Drake stared at the smiling man in 
incredulous horror. “That—that’s how you 
murdered Jim Kingsley!” 
 Bascombe shrugged lightly. “That’s 
how he died. But murder? Oh no! When 
anyone climbs a high fence, without a search 
warrant, to trespass on private property, it is 
not murder if he meets with accidental death.” 
He laughed complacently. “You see, my 
friend, I think of everything.” 
 The G-man’s eyes, were glowing coals 
of fire. Legally the fellow was fiendishly 
correct. Even if Stoughton followed through 
and broke the case, probably a few years on a 
narcotic charge would be the only punishment 
this devil would receive. 
 “You can understand now,” Bascombe 
said dryly, “why it is necessary to run heating 
coils under the channel. These fellows look 
robust, but they’re from a much warmer 
place.” 
 He picked up Drake’s automatic from 
the spot where he had negligently laid it. “You 
are now—” he smiled sardonically— “about 
to meet accidental death. Please keep calm 
about the matter, and don’t force me to shoot 
you. A piece of lead in you would spoil the 
artistic finish of the job.” 
 He waved his hand to the eager, 
grinning Caribs. They seized the ashen-faced 
G-man and hoisted him, struggling helplessly, 
to the edge of the tank. Bascombe approached 
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to close range, so that he might have the best 
possible view. At his nod, the panting Indians 
heaved Phil Drake into the loathsome water. 
 Before he could even rise to the 
surface, he felt the paralyzing jolt of the eel’s 
electric shock. His brain spun, while his body 
stiffened spasmodically. It was the end, he 
knew, but he fought stubbornly with almost 
superhuman effort to keep control of his 
senses. And suddenly, the terrible current was 
shut off. He could move. He broke surface and 
grabbed desperately for the edge of the tank. 
As he caught it, the eel discharged again. 
 The current froze Drake’s fingers tight 
around the rim of glass. Dimly, for his head 
this time was above water, he could hear 
Bascombe swearing, could feel with vague 
sensation the blows of the pistol barrel against 
his fingers, as his tormentor strove to smash 
them loose. 
 A second time the current ebbed. A 
second time he could move. One of 
Bascombe’s hands held the edge of the tank, 
to lift him high enough on his toes for striking 
at the G-man’s fingers with his pistol. While 
he still could move, Drake quickly shifted his 
grip, clamped his fingers hard over 
Bascombe’s. As the third shock came, Phil’s 
captor screeched in pain when the current 
swept through the G-man’s body into his own. 
 

HE fingers of the hand that held the gun 
constricted. The weapon leaped as he 

pressed the trigger. The slug crashed through 
the tank’s side panel, shivering it. The weight 
of water gushing through the opening swept 
Drake, Bascombe, and the slimy six-foot eel 
out onto the floor in one squirming heap. 
 Drake disentangled himself, and dived 
for the fallen gun. As he did so, the howling 
Caribs let fly with their deadly blow-guns. He 
made a poor target as he plunged. Most of the 
feathered darts struck too far behind, though 
one plucked at his coat sleeve and clung there. 
 Then he had the gun. His first shot 
knocked over an Indian who was aiming 

pointblank. His second caved in the chest of a 
poised knife-thrower. When his magazine was 
empty, he’d be finished. But until then— 
 A wild fusillade of shots rang out 
suddenly outside the house. Sounds of fierce 
fighting, howling of the Caribs, general 
commotion, swept steadily nearer. The 
Indians, who had been pressing Drake hard, 
abandoned him and their master, and raced out 
to the new scene of battle. The G-man, not 
knowing what had happened, but taking full 
advantage of it, covered Bascombe, who had 
struggled to his feet. 
 The fellow’s face was a mask of terror. 
“How could it happen?” he wailed. “There 
was no warning, no signal!” 
 Phil Drake eyed him grimly. “One of 
the few little things you didn’t think of, 
master-mind,” he gritted, “was when you let 
me sit right in front of the lead-in wire. There 
was a taped place where it had been spliced. 
While you were telling how smart yon were, 
behind my back I was picking that tape away 
and squeezing the wires apart.” 
 Catching sight of the poisoned dart 
that still clung to his sleeve, the G-man pulled 
it carefully out. He held it gingerly in his 
hand, as if not knowing a safe place to put it. 
 A couple of men, wearing the uniform 
of the New York state troopers, burst suddenly 
into the room. 
 “Didn’t know whether we’d make it,” 
panted the one with the sergeant’s stripes. 
“The young lady—” 
 Two more troopers hurried in. 
Between them, wide-eyed and gasping for 
breath, was Roberta. 
 “Phil!” she cried, running to him. 
“You’re all right? When I heard the shots, I 
was afraid—” 
 The special agent stared at her in utter 
amazement. “Sis?” he gasped. “Where’d you 
come from?” 
 “I followed you, Phil, in my coupe—
from the time you left the house. I thought 
maybe I could do something.” Her face was 
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flushed, fevered with excitement. “I saw yon 
row across to this place and then, a little later, 
I heard the shots. I didn’t know what to do. 
But I remembered the telephone cut-in set you 
carried in the car. You showed me how to use 
it last winter when our car froze on the high-
way. Remember? So I managed to climb a 
telephone pole and—” 
 When she stopped for breath, the 
sergeant finished for her: “She called the troop 
barracks. We were pretty close by in a patrol 
car when the flash came over the radio. So we 
grabbed the first boat we could find, lashed it 
to the roof, and came tearin’ hell for leather. 
That gate in the fence’ll never be the same, 

but—” 
 A sharp cry from Bascombe turned 
every eye upon him. He was holding his 
handkerchief in one hand and gazing panic-
stricken at a drop of blood in the palm of the 
other. He shook the handkerchief, and, before 
his bulging eyes, a brightly feathered dart 
tumbled out to the floor. 
 “That man,” Phil Drake told his sister, 
“was responsible for Jim’s death. He had a 
curious theory that it was all quite legal. 
And—“ his eyes burned with terrible intensity 
into Bascombe’s— he had another curious 
notion that curare makes for a more interesting 
death.” 

 


