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Death is a Stowaway 

 
by Walter Walker 

 
Death struck swiftly, silently, on the Iron Castle. It left no sign, no clue—only the corpses. For 

Death was a stowaway on that gory passage to an uncertain destination. 
 

USTY SWADE flicked his cigarette 
over the port rail, watched it arch like 
a firefly into the swirling fog, then 

turned and trudged up the companionway to 
take over his watch. 
 The Iron Castle rolled listlessly 
through the muggy night sea, and the air was 
damp, clammy. As Rusty climbed up toward 
the bridge he could feel the warm fog collect 
on his face, and he ran a hand across his 
cheek, trying to wipe it away. 
 “All right, First,” he called out, as he 
reached the top bridge and moved toward the 
wheel. 
 But the first mate did not move. 
 “First—” 
 Rusty’s words died out, and he ran to 
the officer at the wheel. Abruptly he stopped. 

His breath came in an agonized jerk. The hand 
that he was about to place on the mate’s 
shoulder froze in mid-air. Rusty felt his 
stomach twist over and grow cold. 
 The first mate was slumped over the 
wheel. His hand clasped the spokes but he was 
not steering. He couldn’t steer. He had no 
head. 
 For seconds, Rusty stood there, 
unmoving. Then, automatically, he placed his 
call-whistle to his mouth and shrilled for the 
relief watch. It was then that he first thought 
of the lookout. Where was he? 
 Rusty hurried to the wing of the bridge 
where the man should be stationed, but no one 
was there. Then Rusty gripped the rail with 
quivering hands and peered down into the oily 
blackness of the night sea. Overboard. The 
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lookout must have gone overboard. 
 Rusty ran back to the bridge house and 
snatched up a flashlight. He returned to the 
rail and shined the pencil of light down along 
the black hulk, then along the rising, falling 
water. Nothing. Only a chance in a thousand 
for a man to survive a fall overboard. A bare 
chance that he might grab the metal bar that 
guarded the scupper outlets. But no one clung 
to the side of the Iron Castle now. Only the 
fog, like a ghostly white hand, gently caressed 
the smooth black hulk. 
 “Aye, sir.” 
 Rusty turned. It was Pops Hannigan, 
relief man. 
 “The first mate, Pops—” Rusty didn’t 
finish, for Pops had seen the headless corpse, 
and had suddenly turned to the rail and was 
sick. 
 Rusty waited. Then he said, “Pops, get 
the third mate to take over—and tell the 
captain. We’ll have to get the body away from 
here.” 
 Pops left, and Rusty went over and 
pried the dead hands from the wheel spokes, 
then checked the ship’s course. It seemed 
hours before the relief men came. 
 

HE ship’s officers sat in swivel chairs 
around the table in the dining salon. 

Captain Schwartz, his bald dome gleaming 
with sweat, hunched uncomfortably at the 
head of the table. His piercing blue eyes 
scanned the worried faces of the men about 
him. 
 O’Brien, the third mate, showed a 
slight pallor under his swarthy skin. Rusty 
Swade was gulping hot black coffee, trying to 
steady hands that still shook. Young Drake, 
radio operator, was chewing nervously on his 
under-lip. Only Old McAffee, the chief 
engineer, seemed calm. He puffed on his black 
briar pipe and stared unwinkingly back at the 
captain. 
 “You’ve heard Swade’s report,” the 
captain said. “We know it wasn’t an accident. 

It was murder. And we’ve got to do something 
about it.” 
 He glanced from face to face, seeking 
an answer. “Well?” he said. 
 “It don’t make sense,” Drake said 
jerkily. “Why—why was his head—” His 
words died out and he hid his face in quaking 
hands. 
 The chief engineer jabbed his pipe 
stem at the table cloth. “We’ve got a deportee 
on board,” he said. “That damned Brazilian. 
Tell me why he hasn’t been kept locked up. 
You all know that he’s been running loose on 
ship. Maybe it was him.” 
 The captain stared at the chief. “But 
that little fellow looks so harmless. And 
why—” 
 “Yes, why?” the third mate spoke up. 
“Why murder? And why—why mutilation?” 
 “Call the Brazilian,” the chief said. 
 The captain called to the messboy and 
sent the frightened youngster scurrying aft. 
 Rusty Swade looked up. “No one 
seems to have thought about the lookout. He’s 
missing. Either he went overboard or—” 
 “Or,” cut in the third mate, “he killed 
the mate and then hid out.” 
 The captain gasped. “That’s possible,” 
he said. “We’ll have the ship searched.” 
 The door opened, and a dark little man 
wearing an undershirt and faded dungarees 
shuffled in. He peered nervously at the men, 
then looked at the captain. 
 “What’s your name?” The captain 
barked. 
 “Yes, sir,” the little man ducked his 
head. 
 The radio operator tittered. 
 The captain scowled. “Well, what is 
it?” 
 “Juan Perez, sir,” the deportee 
managed. 
 “Brazilian?” 
 “Spanish, sir. I was born in Brazil, 
though.” 
 “Then you’re a Brazilian.” 
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 “Yes, sir.” 
 Rusty Swade looked up. “What did 
you do for a living in America?” 
 The little fellow smiled. “I was on the 
stage, sir. A magician.” 
 The chief engineer grunted. “You 
didn’t do a knife-throwing act, by chance, did 
you?” 
 “Yes, sir,” the little man said softly. 
 There was a long lull of silence. All 
eyes were on the little Brazilian. He stared 
helplessly back. He looked like a pitiful little 
dog, Rusty Swade thought. 
 “Perez,” the captain said, “the first 
mate was just killed. Murdered with a knife.” 
 The little man’s hand flew to his 
mouth and his spaniel eyes grew wide with 
fear. “I never done it, sir,” he mumbled. 
“Honest, I never.” 
 “Where have you been this last hour?” 
the chief asked gruffly. 
 “In my bunk, sir. I was reading a 
magazine. Honest, I never—” 
 “Was anyone in the cabin with you?” 
the captain cut in. 
 The little man stared at the captain. 
Then his glance turned to Rusty. “Please, sir,” 
he mumbled. “I never done it. I was by myself 
all night because I didn’t have any money to 
play poker with the crew. Honest, I never—” 
 “Put him in the brig!” the captain 
broke in. 
 The third mate stood up and grasped 
the little man’s arm. The fellow cringed as the 
third led him off. 
 “Take over your watch, Mister 
Swade,” the captain ordered. 
 With a backward glance at the scared 
little Brazilian, Rusty left the salon and 
hurried toward the bridge. 
 “He didn’t do it,” Rusty said to 
himself. “I don’t know why I know. But he 
just didn’t.” 
 Pops Hannigan looked up from the 
wheel as Rusty came out on the steering 
bridge, but neither spoke as the ship wallowed 

listlessly on through the midnight sea. 
 

T seven in the morning the sun poked its 
dirty red face over the mist-choked 

horizon. The water was an undulating iron-
gray. No other vessels were in sight as the 
Iron Castle luffed through the swelling sea. 
 Eight bells. The third mate appeared 
on the bridge to take over. “Everything going 
all right, Mister Swade?” he clipped. 
 “All right,” Rusty answered, and 
hurried from the bridge. 
 He meant to talk to the captain about 
the little Brazilian. Entering the chart house, 
he walked over to the door of the captain’s 
quarters and rapped softly. No answer. He 
knocked again, sharply. The door swung open. 
Rusty peered in, then stood as though his 
blood had frozen. 
 Sprawled over the chart table was the 
captain. And sticking from his broad back was 
a knife. Only the handle was visible. The long 
blade was hidden within the crimson wound 
that stained the captain’s shirt near the neck-
line. 
 Scarcely breathing, Rusty tiptoed into 
the room. The captain’s head lay in his arms 
peacefully, but the frozen expression on his 
face was an agonized one. He had died like 
that, Rusty thought. Without seeing his 
murderer. Without warning. Peering over the 
charts—then a sudden burning stab in the 
back. Pain and darkness. Then he was dead. 
Dead. The second of the ship’s officers to die 
by a knife within twelve hours. 
 Rusty shook his head and ran a hand 
across his smarting eyes. Stumbling, he made 
his way back to the steering bridge. 
 O’Brien stared at him. “Swade! 
What—” 
 “The captain. He’s dead.” 
 O’Brien stood rooted by the wheel, his 
face blank. Without meaning to, it seemed, he 
repeated, “The captain’s dead.” 
 Rusty swore, softly; then turned to go. 
He said, “I’m in charge of the vessel now, I 
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guess. Keep on the course. I’ll round the crew 
up. Somehow, we’ll stop this.” 
 He climbed down from the bridge, 
made his way aft. He wondered whom he 
could trust. Pops Hannigan? Yes, but Pops 
was so old, it wasn’t fair to ask him to face 
danger. Sparks? He knew little of the radio 
operator. It was young Drake’s first trip on the 
Iron Castle. The third mate would have to 
stand double watch—he would be little help. 
And the chief engineer had always been 
unfriendly toward Rusty. 
 Without quite knowing what he was 
doing, Rusty made his way to the radio cabin 
amidships. Sparks wasn’t inside. Rusty 
glanced over the radio desk. His gaze fell 
upon the report sheet there, and he read: 
 
 Deliver goods to Porto Blanco, Isle of 
Hermosa. Need vessel. Instruct. 
 
 Rusty gasped. These couldn’t be 
official orders for the Iron Castle. She was 
bound for Val Verde, Colombia, and Porto 
Blanco was seven hundred miles off the coast 
of Columbia. Besides, Porto Blanco was little 
more than a watering station, and the Iron 
Castle was carrying a cargo of food which 
was desperately needed by the besieged 
government of Colombia. A revolution was 
eating at the little country and the Iron Castle 
was rushing foodstuffs to the government 
forces. No, this strange radio message 
couldn’t be officially for the ship. 
 “Sparks!” Rusty shouted. 
 

HERE was an answer from the bridge-
house, and Rusty saw the radio operator 

running across the deck, face white, eyes 
glittering with fright. Rusty moved to meet 
young Drake. 
 “The captain—” Drake’s voice was 
nearly a scream. 
 “Yes, I know.” 
 “But he’s dead. He’s—” 
 Drake’s voice rose, and then Rusty 

gripped his arm and shook him. “Quiet down,” 
he ordered. “Hysterics won’t help.” Then he 
saw the radio report in the operator’s hand. He 
took it, scanned the scribbled lines. 
 
 Val Verde in rebel hands, proceed to 
Bio with cargo. 
 
Rusty whistled. The entire cargo of the Iron 
Castle was billed for Val Verde. And with the 
government out of control, delivery was 
impossible. It meant a terrific loss to the 
company. Rusty kept his hold on Sparks’ arm 
and guided him toward the dining salon. The 
two sat down, and Rusty called for coffee. 
 “Drake,” he said. “I just saw a message 
on your desk. What is it?” 
 Drake looked blank. Then he said: 
“That one about ‘delivering goods to Porto 
Blanco’?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “I don’t know what it means,” Drake 
said. “It’s been coming in all morning on our 
frequency, but without any call letters. I don’t 
know what it means.” 
 Rusty gazed at the young man for a 
long time. 
 “I’m not lying,” Drake said, returning 
the stare. “I took it down because it kept 
coming over and over. It doesn’t mean 
anything to us, does it?” 
 “I don’t know,” Rusty admitted. 
Bart, the huge Negro cook, brought in the 
coffee, and also two plates of oatmeal and 
milk. 
 Rusty said: “Drink your coffee, we’ve 
got work to do.” 
 Drake gulped down the steaming black 
liquid. Rusty stared blankly at nothing, 
wondering. Something brushed against his 
trouser leg, and he looked down and saw 
Trouble, the ship’s cat, looking expectantly up 
at him. He picked up his plate of oatmeal and 
set it on the floor. Trouble purred and began 
lapping up the cereal. 
 Then, suddenly, the cat yowled and 
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began circling and squirming crazily. Drake 
jumped up. Rusty tried to grab the frenzied 
animal, but couldn’t. Abruptly, the spewing 
cat flopped onto the floor. It shook for a 
moment in pitiful convulsions, then went 
limp. It was dead. 
 Rusty looked at Drake. He said, 
“Poison.” 
Drake broke then. His voice rose from a 
babble to the strident pitch of hysteria. Rusty 
stepped up to him and slapped him a terrific 
blow across the face and the young man sank 
into a chair, sobbing. 
 Like a man in a nightmare, Rusty 
turned and walked into the galley. “Bart.” 
 The big Negro turned his glistening 
black face from the stove and looked stolidly 
at Rusty. “Yes, sir?” 
 “That food you just brought in. It was 
poisoned.” 
 Without changing expression, the cook 
said: “Now, I wonder how that happened.” 
 Rusty caught a quick gasp of breath. 
“So do I,” he said. “Have you been out of the 
galley?” 
 “Not since five o’clock this morning, 
sir. I comes on then. The galley boy is here an 
hour earlier.” 
 Rusty stood silent for a moment. Then 
he said: “I guess I’ll have to lock you up, 
Bart.” 
 The Negro turned to the tap and 
washed his hands. With enormous unconcern 
he said: “Yes, sir, I guess you’ll have to.” 
Then he turned and walked aft, with Rusty 
following. 

A cabin in the sailors’ fo’c’sle served 
as a brig for the Iron Castle. Rusty turned the 
key in the lock and pulled the metal door 
open. Little Perez looked up at him with 
hopeful eyes, but the light in them faded as he 
saw Rusty motion the big Negro inside. 
 Rusty said: “We may be making a 
mistake, but you two will be safer in here than 
outside, anyway.” 
 The little Brazilian nodded, and the 

cook said: “Yes, sir, thank you.” 
 Rusty locked the door and walked with 
heavy feet toward the bridge. He paused for a 
moment at the bo’sun’s cabin and learned that 
the searching of the ship had produced no 
results. After telling the bo’sun to see that the 
bodies of the mate and the captain were 
properly stored, Rusty went on up to the 
steering bridge. The third mate asked the 
question with a glance. 
 Rusty told him of the poisoned food 
and about the message that had come over the 
ship’s frequency but with no call letters. 
 “What does it mean?” asked O’Brien. 
 “Quien sabe?” Rusty said. “But we 
have new sailing orders.” 
 “New orders!” 
 “Yes. We’re not putting in at Val 
Verde. We’re going straight on to Rio. The 
government forces have lost the port and if we 
docked, our stuff would be confiscated. 
There’s nothing else to do.” 
 “I guess that’s right.” 
 

HE day seemed interminable. The crew 
was sullen, afraid. Once Rusty had to 

threaten two A.B.’s with the gun he was now 
carrying to get them to search the paint store-
house in the fo’c’sle head. He and O’Brien 
doubled up on watches. And even the leaden 
sky and slate-colored water seemed to promise 
danger .... 
 Dusk fell early, bringing again the 
swirling, murky fog. Only the red and green 
riding lights blinked disconsolately in the 
darkness. And the empty silence soon gave 
way to the mournful hoots of the fog-whistle. 
Over and over, at minute intervals, the whistle 
moaned—like a phantom owl mourning at a 
wake. 
 Rusty patrolled the ship from stem to 
stern, but found nothing to excite suspicion. 
He spent an hour hidden on the boat deck, 
watching the radio cabin, wondering about 
Drake. Old Pops Hannigan helped him check 
through the cabins amidships, and the chief 
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engineer reported that the engine rooms had 
been searched thoroughly to no avail. They 
could find nothing, yet every man aboard 
knew that death rode as a stowaway on the 
boat. 
 Rusty took over the watch at midnight. 
With an A.B. as a helmsman, he held the ship 
on her altered course. The fog grew thicker, 
murkier. Rusty went into the chart room and 
whistled through the speaking tube. 
 Through the communication tube came 
the chief’s surly voice: “What?” 
 “Better slow her to half speed, chief,” 
Rusty said. 
 “Why in the hell don’t you use the 
engine telegraph for speed orders? Why do 
you have to talk to me, huh?” 
 Rusty laughed nervously. “Sorry,” he 
said. “Just wanted to hear a voice....” 
 But that wasn’t the reason. The reason 
was to check on the chief engineer—to find if 
he was on duty. 
 Rusty returned to the steering bridge. 
He stood in the wing, peering unseeingly into 
the fog and listening to the measured groans 
of the fog-whistle. 
 “She’s turning to pea soup,” Rusty 
called. “You’d better signal for—” 
 His words trailed off as he turned to 
address the helmsman—for the helmsman 
wasn’t there. The steering bridge was 
deserted. Only Rusty and the skeleton wheel 
were there. 
 For a moment, Rusty stood rooted. 
Then he ran over to the wheel and set the ship 
back on its true course. He was fixing to 
signal for relief, when it happened. 
 From nowhere, it came. A swish, then 
the sickening smash against his head. His 
fingers slid from the wheel spokes, and his 
face slammed into the moist deck floor. And 
as his brain swirled drunkenly, he felt his body 
being lifted. Felt it bobble as it was lugged 
across the bridge deck. Then he knew. Knew, 
but it was too late. 
 He was hurtling through space. The 

black wall of the boat rushed past him. With a 
breath-taking impact, he struck the water. 
Strangling, gasping, he went under. 
 Down .... down . . . down, until it 
seemed that time had stopped and life hung 
suspended. Only the black pressure of sea-
water and the warm blood in his mouth and 
nose and the noises that beat like devil’s 
hammers on his aching temples. Then air. 
 He gulped in a great breathful and his 
eyes saw the huge black hulk of the ship 
sliding by. His hands could almost touch the 
towering iron sides that hurried by. He kicked 
desperately and his palms touched the smooth 
metal. The water made a swirling gurgle, and 
the tow banged his body unmercifully against 
the hull. 
 

IS mind became clear, then, and he knew 
he had one chance. Desperately, he took 

it. Kicking with a fury born of desperation, he 
slammed his body into the rushing ship, his 
palms out flat against the metal. The first time 
he missed. 
 Praying, hoping, cursing, he fought to 
hold himself against the gliding wall of metal. 
One more chance. A chance to grab at a tiny 
bar of metal, no bigger than a pencil, which 
guarded the scupper-outlets at the water-line. 
 Now! 
 He clutched. Fingers slipped, caught 
convulsively, held, pulling at his arm-sockets, 
tearing ligaments. But they held, held to the 
tiny bar no bigger than a pencil. And he felt 
himself being dragged along through the 
swirling black waters. 
 Desperately he tightened his grip, 
hanging there like a tiny sucker-fish to the 
great black body of the boat. He could breathe 
now. And think. He waited seconds that 
seemed hour-long. Then he looked up and saw 
that he was hanging to the hull at a point 
under the aft well-deck—three quarters of the 
ship had slid by before he caught. 
 His fingers were paralyzed and his 
arms ached and in his chest was pain like a hot 
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knife. He had to yell. Perhaps a cry would 
bring death, but not to cry would mean only a 
short pause before the end. So he shouted. 
 Softly, at first, so that the cry would 
carry only to the point on the deck directly 
above him. Then more loudly, gradually 
increasing until, after a torturing wait, he 
heard an answer. Faint, but unmistakable. 
 Then a white platter of a face peered 
over the rail and disappeared so suddenly that 
Rusty wondered if he’d actually seen it. 
Waiting then—for life or death, and hardly 
caring which. Caring only for speed .... 
 The face appeared again, and a line 
snaked down and brushed against his face. He 
freed one hand and grasped the knot at the end 
of the line. He threw a hurried half-hitch 
around his wrist, then let go his held on the 
ship and clutched the line with his other 
aching hand. 
 “Heave!” the word did not carry more 
than a foot or two but the figure on deck 
understood, and slowly, painfully, Rusty’s 
dripping body rose jerkily upward, swaying, 
bumping, rising, pausing, but upward, upward, 
till hands reached out and caught his arms and 
flopped him roughly over the rail. They 
sprawled there in a tangle. Rusty and the man 
who had rescued him. 
 “All right sir?” 
 Rusty recognized Pops Hannigan’s 
voice, but he had no words to thank the old 
seaman. Somehow he reached out and touched 
the old man’s hand, saying with a gesture a 
thing too deep for words. 
 Finally Pops said: “You want to go to 
your cabin?” 
 “No. I’ve got to stay out of sight for a 
while,” Rusty whispered. 
 “Where?” 
 “Help me down in ’tween decks.” 
 Pops lifted Rusty to his feet and 
supported his weight as they went in under the 
midship housing and climbed down into the 
cargo space above the holds. Here, more 
fragile cargo was carried. Crates of food. 

Cases of canned goods. 
 When Rusty regained his breath, he 
said: “Find Swanson, the A.B. He was at the 
wheel just before I was thrown overboard. He 
disappeared.” 
 “Aye, sir,” Pops said. 
 “Wait, Pops,” Rusty said. “Watch 
Swanson. But don’t let him know it. He may 
be dangerous.” 
 “And you, sir?” 
 “I’m going to rest a minute and try to 
figure this thing out. It doesn’t add up anyway 
you take it. Suppose Swanson is the killer. We 
still don’t know why. And I don’t think 
Swanson has sense enough to plan three 
murders so perfectly. Report back to me here 
as soon as you learn anything. And come back 
at the end of two hours anyway.” 
 “Aye, sir,” Pops said, and was gone. 
 

USTY sat dawn on a packing case to 
think. He stared blankly into the gloom 

and finally his eyes were able to pierce the 
dim light and, without meaning to, he read the 
label on the boxes stacked in front of him. 
Jumbo Canned Grapefruit. He must have read 
a dozen of the labels before the thought struck 
him. 
 “I’ll be damned!” he gasped, and 
jumped up. 
 Grapefruit! Why take grapefruit to a 
country that raises twice as much of that fruit 
as it can possibly use. Rusty realized, then, 
that the labels were fake, that whatever these 
boxes contained, it was not grapefruit. 
 He went over and tried to lift one of 
the cases. It was heavy—too heavy for canned 
goods. As he reached into his pocket for a 
knife, he realized that he had lost his pistol 
into the sea. But that didn’t worry him at the 
moment. He was feverishly prying the top 
boards from the grapefruit box. 
 A board came loose. Underneath was 
excelsior. Rusty jerked the stuff out. A layer 
of canvas next. He split the tough cloth with 
the knife. He gasped. 
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 Neatly stacked inside the “grapefruit” 
box were cases of rifle shells. 30-30's. Rusty 
stared at them in utter amazement. The Iron 
Castle was carrying contraband cargo, 
dispatched to a warring country. And the U. S. 
had an embargo on ammunition export. Did 
the owners know? Rusty thought not—they’d 
hardly risk their shipping license in such a 
shady deal. 
 Who? And how did the deaths tie up 
with this cargo of war material? Rusty was 
running up the ladder toward the deck as these 
questions burned through his brain. 
 In the shadows, he slipped along 
amidships, heading for the bridge-house. He 
had to see one thing. He had to see the charts. 
He had to know if the Iron Castle was holding 
on the course to Rio. He slipped into the 
officers’ mess, up the narrow companionway 
into the chart room. It was empty. Under the 
green-shaded lamp, the chart lay flat on the 
desk-top. Rusty leaned over it, then began 
cursing softly. 
 The Iron Castle was not headed for 
Rio. It was steering a course for Porto Blanco, 
Isle of Hermosa. 
 And the mysterious radio message, he 
recalled, addressed to no one, had read: 
 
 Deliver goods to Porto Blanco. Need 
vessel. Instruct. 
 
 Rusty kept staring at the chart with 
unblinking eyes. Who the devil .... 
 “All right. Turn around.” 
 The words exploded like tiny bombs in 
the stillness. Rusty turned slowly. When he 
faced the speaker, his mouth tightened to a 
thin line. 
 The man who stood there behind the 
blue-steel Luger was O’Brien, the third mate. 
O’Brien’s face was parchment white, but his 
gun hand was steady. “How you’re here, I 
don’t know,” he whispered. “But this time I’ll 
make sure.” 
 He moved silently forward and Rusty 

edged back against the bulkhead—helpless 
before the deadly weapon. O’Brien crept 
nearer—nearer. He didn’t speak, but the cold 
glint of his eyes spoke the threat of death. 
Rusty raised his hands to his shoulders and, 
pressing against the cabin wall, waited. 
 “Turn your back to me,” O’Brien 
ordered. 
 

USTY stared at him a moment, then 
turned. He knew that it was a matter of 

seconds until the gunbutt would slam into his 
skull. But he had to turn. He was powerless. 
He could hear O’Brien’s footsteps whispering 
across the carpet, nearer—nearer .... 
 He said: “O’Brien! You can’t get away 
with it.” 
 O’Brien’s laugh was mirthless, soft. 
“My good friend, I already have got away 
with it. In twenty-four more hours, we’ll put 
in at Porto Blanco. The rebel forces will 
confiscate vessel and cargo. They can do that 
in a state of war. All the crew will be arrested, 
including myself. But friends will bail me out 
and give me thirty thousand dollars pocket 
money. You see—” 
 “Yes, I see,” Rusty muttered. “You’ll 
kill three times for that lousy money.” 
 “Kill as often as necessary, my friend,” 
O’Brien said. “Not many men could steal a 
ship single-handed away from a crew of 
twelve. I have done it. With you gone, I am in 
command. The ship goes as I order her.” 
 “You planned all this?” 
 “No, not all. The plans were to unload 
the cargo at Val Verde as canned goods. The 
rebels are in control there, you know.” 
 “Then why—” 
 “I never ask why,” O’Brien said. 
“Perhaps they are afraid of losing the port. 
However, I have my orders and I will carry 
them out.” 
 As the last word was spoken, Rusty 
knew the end was here. He bunched his 
muscles ready to whirl. But a calm, surly 
voice clipped: 
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 “Drop the gun, O’Brien!” 
 Rusty spun around, saw O’Brien 
turning to face the intruder. Then Rusty dived. 
His shoulder caught O’Brien in the small of 
the back and slammed him spinning across the 
floor. Rusty was dazed. He was trying, 
somehow, to hit O’Brien with his aching fists, 
when the calm voice said: 
 “That’s enough, Mister Swade. I’ve 
tapped him on the head severely.” 
 Rusty looked up then and grinned 
wearily into the surly face of the chief 
engineer. 
 “Thanks, chief,” he whispered. “Just 
made connections, didn’t we?” There was a 
sputtering voice in the doorway, and the two 
men turned and saw young Drake, the 
radioman, standing there staring at them. 
When he could get his tongue straight, Drake 
said, “Gosh! Gosh, Mister Swade, it’s a good 
thing the chief happened in.” 
 The chief grunted. “Sparks,” he raid, 
“people never just happen in at the right time. 
Remember that, so if you’re ever in trouble 
you’ll do something about it instead of waiting 
for some one to just happen in.” 
 Drake’s mouth hinged open. “Sir? 
Then what—” 
 The chief was stuffing his pipe with 
shaggy tobacco. “Mister Swade here,” he 
explained, “had presence of mind enough to 
open the speaking tube from this room to my 
office in the engine room. I overheard enough 
of the conversation between him and our 
friend O’Brien to know which side I was 
fighting on. After that, I merely stepped up 

and took part in the battle.” 
 Rusty laughed. “This morning you got 
sore when I called you on the speaking tube, 
chief. But I’m damned glad you didn’t get too 
sore to listen in on my S.O.S.” 
 

RAKE started to babble again, but he 
was pushed unceremoniously out of the 

doorway as Pops came in ushering Swanson, 
the A.B. who’d disappeared from the bridge 
just before Rusty was thrown overboard. 
 Pops said: “I seen him hiding a 
hundred dollar bill in his money belt, sir, so I 
brought him to you.” 
 “Good, Pops,” Rusty said. Then he 
turned to Swanson: “You anything to say?” 
 “Naw,” growled the sailor. 
 The chief engineer raised his gun, 
pointed it at Swanson’s stomach, cocked the 
hammer. “Shall I shoot him, sir?” 
 “Go ahea—” 
 “No, no!” Swanson yelled. “I’ll talk. 
O’Brien give me this hunnerd to leave the 
bridge at one o’clock and not come back till 
one-thirty. That’s all I know. So help me, 
that’s all.” 
 “That’s enough,” Rusty said. “You’ll 
testify against O’Brien?” 
 “You blimey right I will,” Swanson 
said earnestly. “I never knowed I was dealing 
with no murderer. You blimey—” 
 Rusty turned to Pops. “You better go 
unlock the cook and tell him to get a feed 
ready. I’ve been scared to eat all day, for fear 
I’d have arsenic in my soup.” 
 Pops grinned; “Aye, aye, sir,” he said. 

 

D


