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JIMMIE LAVENDER WAS ON HIS VACATION WHEN HE STEPPED ABOARD ONE OF
THE BIG ATLANTIC LINERS, BUT EVEN THE VACATIONS OF FAMOUS DETECTIVES
MAY TURN UP MURDER, ROBBERY AND SUDDEN DEATH

HE military-looking gentleman produced a
thin, expensive watch from his waistcoat
pocket, and put it away again.

“The bar,” said he sagely, “will be open in half
an hour.”

I acquiesced with a smile. He flicked the end of
his cigarette overboard, and idly watched its
descent until a wave took it. Then, as if the action
had removed a weight from his mind, he turned
briskly and continued. “Do you play bridge, Mr.
Gilruth?”

“No,” I said thankfully, “I don’t.”
Where the devil, I wondered, had he got my

name? We had been hardly an hour at sea. He was
excessively friendly—much as, I understood, were
the professional gamblers against whom the
company had thoughtfully warned its passengers.

“My wife will be disappointed,” said he. “You
and your friend are about the only eligibles she and
her sister have discovered, to date. I can play—but
I won’t.”

I resented his easy assumptions. My
acquaintance with Jimmie Lavender had not been
without its practical value, and I had learned to
distrust plausible strangers.

“That, I believe, is my friend’s situation, also,” I
replied stiffly. “However, he must answer for
himself.”

“Of course,” said he with a courteous nod. “My
respects to him, please. His reputation is well-

known to me. My name is Rittenhouse,” he added,
handing me his card. “And now I must run along
and see what has become of my women.”

He turned away, and I watched him for a
moment as he threaded the crowded deck before I,
too, turned and went in search of Lavender. It was
Lavender’s vacation, I mused, and I was in a sense
his nurse—at any rate, his companion—and I did
not intend that he should be bothered, if I could
prevent. Not that Lavender was ill, but certainly he
was tired; and even if the plausible Mr. Rittenhouse
were not a professional gambler, bridge was no
game for a man who needed rest.

I circled the promenade deck in my search, and
at length climbed to the boat deck, just in time to
see Lavender appear at the top of the aft
companionway, closely followed by a deck steward
dragging a couple of chairs. The detective indicated
a spot amidships, somewhat sheltered, and
balanced on either side by a giant air funnel.

“Dump ‘em down here,” he ordered. “Hullo,
Gilly! This looks like as good a place as any. A
quiet spot on the aft boat deck is always to be
preferred to the chatter and publicity of the
promenade. I’m sick of crowds!”

“See anybody you know?” I asked casually.
“Nary soul,” said he, “and don’t want to. I’ve

seen the purser, however, and the dining-room
steward. We’re to sit at the purser’s table—all men.
It’s rough on you, Gilly, but I haven’t enough small
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talk to be good company for the women.”
“There are two of them looking for you,” I said

grimly, and told him of my meeting with
Rittenhouse, at whose card until that moment I had
not troubled to look. It revealed that the military-
looking man’s name was Joseph, and that he was a
Major, retired, in the United States Marine Corps.

Lavender snatched the card, as if to verify my
assertions, then chuckled delightedly.

“By George!” he cried. “It’s Rit!”
“You know him, then?” I asked somewhat taken

aback.
“Know him! Why we’ve hunted men together!

He served two terms as police commissioner of Los
Angeles, where I met him. A better man never held
office. And you thought he was a crook!” He
chuckled again with great happiness. “Where is
he?”

“Looking for his wife and her sister, I believe.”
“I must hunt him up. I hope you weren’t rude,

Gilly! Anybody else of interest on board?”
“I’ve looked over the passenger list,” I replied

airily. “There’s a British lord—Denbigh, I think; a
Sir John Rutherford; Betty Cosgrave, the screen
actress; an Italian baroness whose name I forget,
and the Rev. Henry Murchison of Cedar Rapids,
Iowa.”

“Good!” laughed Lavender. “You have them
pat. The baroness, I fancy, is the dark woman who
looked me over carefully as I came on board. She
was standing at the rail, and I thought she looked as
if she knew me, or believed she did. She looked
Italian, anyway, and she was romantic enough
looking to be a baroness. I thought for a moment
that she was going to speak to me, but if she was
she thought better of it.”

“Confound it, Jimmie,” I said, “I hope you’re
not going to be bothered by baronesses or Majors,
or Majors’ wives, on this trip; or Majors’ wives’
sisters, either. Your nerves are all shot to pieces.”

“And you are an idiot,” was the amused reply.
“However, I’ll promise not to play bridge.”

“It would be just our luck to blunder onto
trouble of some sort,” I went on morosely.
“Jimmie, if anybody robs the ship’s safe, you are
not to interfere. Let the Major run down the thief,
since he’s such a good man.”

He laughed again. “All right,” said he, “I’ll go
and see him about it now.” And off he went, to
hunt up his erstwhile crony, the retired Major and
man-hunter, whom, I suspect, he discovered in the

smoking-room (which was also the drinking-room),
for the bar had been open for several minutes.

And that is the way it all started, the memorable
voyage of the trans Atlantic liner, Dianthus, which
added laurels to the reputation of my friend
Lavender, and began his vacation in a manner—
from Lavender’s point of view—highly satisfying
and successful.

Actually, it was the evening of the second day at
sea that the first whisper of the trouble I had
predicted reached our ears. My sardonic prophecy,
however, was not accurate in its detail. The ship’s
safe—if it carried one—remained unmolested.

The day had been warm enough, but the evening
called for wraps. The promenade deck was a scene
of some activity, what with the hustling stewards
and the eternally tramping Britons, who toiled
around the oval like athletes training on a track. An
Englishman is never happy unless he is walking or
sitting before his fireplace; and the ship had no
fireplaces. The boat deck, however, was
comparatively deserted, and Lavender and I,
wrapped in our rugs, looked out into the windy
darkness and smoked contentedly. Our nearest
companions were a spooning couple some yards
away, half hidden by funnels, and wrapped in
blankets and their own emotions. Major
Rittenhouse, a likeable fellow, as I had rapidly
discovered, had surrendered at discretion, and was
playing the amiable martyr in the card room.

An occasional steward drifted past, and once the
second officer of the ship stopped for a word and a
cigarette, but for the most part we were left to
ourselves.

“Indeed,” said I, “I believe we have the choice
of locations, Lavender.” And at that instant the
Italian baroness hove into view.

Her name, we had discovered, was Borsolini—
the Baroness Borsolini. She came forward
uncertainly, wavered in passing, passed on, and in a
few moments came back. She was quite alone, and
obviously she wished to speak to us. On the third
trip she had made up her mind, and came swiftly to



THE MID-WATCH TRAGEDY 3

our side.
“You are Mr. Lavender?” she murmured. “I

must speak with you. May I sit down?”
“Of course,” said my friend, and rose to his feet

to assist her. “Something is worrying you, I fear.”
“You are right,” said the baroness. “I am very

much afraid.”
Her English was perfect. Her manner was pretty

and appealing.
“Something has frightened you?” asked

Lavender encouragingly.
She bent forward and studied his face closely in

the darkness.
“You are a good man,” she said at length. “I can

tell. I think you are a poet.”
Lavender squirmed and feebly gesticulated.

Before he could deny the amazing charge, she had
hurried on.

“Yes, I am afraid. Last night—after I had
retired—someone was in my cabin!”

“A thief?”
The words came eagerly from the detective’s

lips. In his interest, he forgot her preposterous
notion about his profession.

“I think so. But nothing was taken away. He did
not find what he sought.”

Lavender’s interest deepened. “What did he
seek?” he asked.

“My jewels,” said the baroness. “What else?”
“They are valuable then?”
“They are very valuable, my friend. They are

valuable because it would cost a fortune to replace
them; but they are priceless because they are my
family jewels. I speak of replacing them, but
believe me, they could not be replaced.”

My friend’s cap came off to the breeze. “Tell
me how you know there was someone in your
cabin,” he said.

“I awoke suddenly—I don’t know why I awoke.
I suppose I felt someone there. There were little
sounds in the room—soft, brushing sounds—and
breathing. Light, so light, I could scarcely catch it.
It was only for an instant, then the man was gone. I
must have made some little sound myself that
alarmed him. As he went, I almost saw him—you
understand? He seemed to glide through the door,
which he had to open to escape. He made no sound,
and what I saw was just black against gray as the
door opened. I only half saw him—the other half I
felt. You understand?”

“Yes,” said Lavender, “I understand perfectly.

But how can you be sure it was a man? Probably it
was—but are you sure?”

“I think so—that is all. It is my feeling that tells
me it was a man. I cannot explain—but if it had
been a woman, I think I should have known.”

Lavender nodded. “No doubt you are right,” he
said. “Whom have you told of this, Baroness?”

“I have told no one but yourselves. You will
advise me whom I should tell?”

“You had better tell Mr. Crown, the purser. He
will, if he thinks best, tell the captain, I suppose, or
whoever handles investigations of this sort. At any
rate, Mr. Crown is the man to whom the first report
should be made. I am sure he will do whatever is
necessary. Probably he will have his own way of
getting at the man who did this. I would see the
purser at once, Baroness, if I were you.”

She rose promptly. “Thank you. I am sure your
advice is good. I shall go to Mr. Crown at once.
You are very good.”

“Meanwhile,” said Lavender, “we shall, of
course, say nothing. Good night, Baroness, and I
hope you will not be disturbed again.”

We rose with her, and watched her as she
tripped away to the companionway. With a wave of
her hand, she descended the steps and vanished.
Lavender shoved me down into my chair.

“Stay here, Gilly,” he said. “I’ll be back
shortly.”

A moment later he, too, had disappeared in the
direction of the lower deck.

Well, it had come! My unthinking prophecy had
borne fruit, and Lavender already was involved.
Where would it end? I lay back in my deck chair
and earnestly consigned the baroness and her
family jewels to perdition. It occurred to me that it
had been nothing less than criminal for her to come
on board our ship with the infernal things. She
could just as well have waited for the Maltania!
And Lavender might then have been allowed to
have his vacation in peace.

In ten minutes, the subject of my paternal
flutterings was back.

“She went, all right,” said he laconically.
“I should hope she would,” I retorted. “Did you

think she wouldn’t?”
“I wanted to be sure, Gilly,” answered Lavender

kindly. “I’m wondering why she didn’t go to the
purser first; why she singled me out for her
attention; why she didn’t put her blessed jewels in
the purser’s charge when she came on board—it’s
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the thing to do. I’m also wondering how she knows
me. For I’m convinced that she does know me, in
spite of her assertion that I was singled out because
I look like a ‘good man.’ I am more than ever
convinced that she recognized me when I came on
board. She wanted to speak to me then, although
she had no attempted jewel robbery to report
yesterday. Really, it’s all very interesting.”

“Yes,” I admitted, “it is. Do you think there will
be another attempt, Jimmie?”

“I wouldn’t be surprised,” said he thoughtfully.
“In fact, I would almost bet on it.”

II

N THE dining saloon, the next morning, the
company had perceptibly thinned out, for a stiff
breeze and a choppy sea had sprung up in the

night. At the purser’s table, however, we sat six
strong, as we had begun the voyage. Crown, the
purser, pink complexioned and almost ridiculously
fat, beamed good nature upon his charges, from his
seat at the head of the table. He was in jovial
spirits.

“If there were a prize offered for the table that
showed no desertions,” said he with a chuckle, “I
think we should win.”

Beverley of Toronto, who sat at my left,
growled humorously. “There are several days
ahead of us,” he significantly observed. “I, for one,
do not intend to crow.”

Lavender, who had been the last one to sit
down, was looking around the room. The Major’s
wife, thinking him to be looking in her direction,
raised her brows and smiled, and he caught the
gesture and smiled and nodded back. He spoke to
the purser, beside whom he sat.

“Two of the notables have not materialized,” he
remarked casually. “The baroness and the
clergyman are missing.”

The purser looked startled.
“Yes,” he answered, “I noticed that. Murchison

is ill, I hear; but I don’t understand the baroness’
absence. She looked to me like a sailor.”

He seemed worried for a moment, and looked
back at Lavender as if longing to confide in him;
but the presence of the others at the table
prevented. Lavender himself, having given the
officer the hint he intended, devoted himself to his
breakfast. From time to time, however, during the
progress of the meal, he glanced toward the

baroness’ seat at a neighboring table, as if hoping
to see that it had been occupied during the
moments of his inattention. But the breakfast hour
passed away and the object of his solicitude did not
appear. The purser, too, continued to be worried,
although he kept up a lively flow of conversation.

Outside the saloon door, the detective and the
ship’s officer paused while the passengers
dispersed.

“She may be ill, of course,” said the purser, at
length. It was almost humorously obvious that he
would have been relieved to hear that the baroness
was very ill indeed.

“Of course,” agreed Lavender, “but we had
better find out. She told you, I suppose, that she
came to me first?”

 “Yes,” said the purser, “one of my assistants
tried to look after her, but she insisted on seeing

me. I’m glad she was so
cautious about it.
Usually, a woman gets
excited, tells everybody
her difficulties, and then
in loud tones demands
to see the captain. As a
result, the trouble—

whatever it is—is all over the ship in no time, and
everybody is nervous. I suppose I’m a fool, Mr.
Lavender, but somehow I’m nervous now, myself. I
hope there’s no further trouble.”

“What did you do, last night?”
“Spoke to the night watchman. He’s supposed

to have had an eye on her cabin all night. Of
course, he couldn’t watch it every minute, and do
the rest of his work, too; but he was ordered to
notice it particularly every time he passed, and to
hang around a bit each time. I fancy he did it; he’s
a good man.”

“And the baroness herself?”
“Refused, in spite of all my persuasion, to place

her jewels in charge of my office. Of course, in the
circumstances, if anything does happen to them,
it’s her own lookout. Just the same; that sort of
thing, if it gets out, gives a ship a black eye, so to
speak.”

“Well,” said Lavender, “we’d better have a look
at her cabin. Nobody seems to be interested in our
movements. Come on, Gilly!” He started up the
stairs to the cabin deck. “Who is her stewardess,
Purser?”

“Mrs. King, a nice old soul. I spoke to her, too,

I



THE MID-WATCH TRAGEDY 5

but all I said was that the baroness was nervous,
and to do what she could for her. We’ll see Mrs.
King at once.”

He sighed and rolled heavily away, and we
followed closely at his heels, down the corridors of
the lurching vessel to the stewardesses’ sitting
room. Mrs. King, however, had nothing to tell us.

“She didn’t call,” said the woman, “and I didn’t
go near her.”

“She wasn’t down to breakfast this morning,”
explained the purser, “and we thought perhaps she
was ill. You haven’t been to her cabin yet, this
morning?”

“No, sir,” replied Mrs. King, “having had the
lady’s own orders not to wake her if she didn’t
choose to get up.”

“I see. Well, you must go to her now, and see if
she needs you. She may be ill, or she may just have
missed the breakfast gong and be sleeping. Give
her my compliments, and say that I was inquiring
for her.”

The woman seemed reluctant, and hung back
for a moment; then she moved slowly off to the
door of the cabin numbered B.12, where she paused
uncertainly.

“All right,” said the purser impatiently, “knock,
and then go in!”

Mrs. King timidly knocked, and again stopped
as if in apprehension.

“What’s the matter?” asked Lavender, in his
friendliest tones, seeing that the woman was
frightened.

The ship lurched heavily, lay over for a long
moment, and came up again. We all braced our legs
and clung to the nearest woodwork.

“She doesn’t—answer,” said the matron faintly.
“Open the door!” ordered the purser.
Thus adjured, Mrs. King turned the handle, and

with a terrific effort put her head inside the door. In
an instant the head was withdrawn. The woman’s
face was pale and scared. The purser looked angry.
Lavender, however, knew what had happened.
With a quick frown, he pushed past the motionless
woman and entered the little cabin, the purser and I
at his heels. We filled the place.

There was no particular disorder. The port stood
half open, as it had stood through the night, to
allow ventilation. On the upholstered wall bench
stood the baroness’ bags. Her trunk half projected
from beneath the bunk. The curtains blew gently
with a soft, swishing sound.

Even in the bunk itself there was small disorder.
Yet beneath the white coverings, with tossed hair
and distorted features, the Baroness Borsolini lay
dead.

For an instant, we all stood in silence. Then,
from the corridor without, sounded the frightened
whimper of Mrs. King, the stewardess. Lavender
beckoned her inside, and she docilely obeyed.

“Stay here until we have finished,” he quietly
ordered.

“Good God!” said Crown, the purser, in awed
dismay. Then he continued to stare, without speech,
at the bed.

Lavender bent over the silent figure of the
woman who, only the night before, had whispered
her trouble to him.

“Strangled,” he murmured softly. “Killed
without a sound.”

“Good God!” said the purser again.
Once more the stewardess’ scared whimper

sounded.
“Don’t, please,” said my friend, gently. To me,

he said, “Gilly, can you say how long she has been
dead?”

Anticipating the question, I had been examining
the body, although without touching it. Now I
stepped forward for a closer examination.

“Six or seven hours, at least,” I said at length.
“The ship’s doctor—Brown—will tell you better
than I.”

“We’d better have him in,” said Lavender,
“although you are probably right. Excuse me, Mr.
Crown,” he added. “I don’t mean to usurp your
position in this matter.”

The purser shuddered. “Go ahead,” he said. “I’ll
be glad to do whatever you suggest.”

“Then get the doctor here, quietly, and ask
Rittenhouse if he cares to come down. What else
there is to do, you will know better than I—that is,
I suppose you will have to report to the captain, or
something of the sort. You’d better take Mrs. King
out of this, too, Crown. I’d like to talk to her a little
later, though.”

He looked keenly at the frightened, shaking
woman, but his touch on her arm as he uttered his
last words was gentle. I knew that he was
wondering about her hesitation before opening the
door. I, too, had been wondering. Was it merely a
woman’s uncanny prescience, or something more
significant?

When the purser and the matron had gone away,
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he turned to me.
“A queer, unhappy case, Gilly,” he quietly

remarked. “Do you sense it? The beginning, if I am
not mistaken, of something very curious indeed.”

Without further words, he turned from the bed
and began a swift search of the cabin. His nimble
fingers flew as he worked, and under his touch the
possessions of the murdered baroness came to view
and disappeared again with skillful method.
Apparently he found nothing to guide him.

When he had finished, he said, “The question is,
of course: did he, or she, or they—whichever may
have been the case—find what they were looking
for?”

“The jewels are gone?” I asked. “You don’t find
them?”

“They are not here,” he replied, “unless they are
very cleverly hidden. The second question we are

bound to consider, Gilly,
is: were there any jewels?”

That startled me. He
answered my surprised
glance.

“We have no proof that
she ever had any jewels. She was vague enough
about them, when she spoke to us—vague about
their value—and she refused to deposit them with
the purser, which was her proper course. We have
only her word for it that she possessed the jewels,
and that she carried them with her. None the less,”
he added firmly, “she may have had them, and they
may have been stolen. Certainly she was not
murdered as a matter of whim.”

“I think you suspect something that you are not
mentioning, Jimmie,” I remarked, with another
glance at the dead woman.

He followed the glance. “Yes,” he replied, “you
are right. I believe this all began somewhere on
shore. Almost the most important thing to be done,
is to establish the identity of this woman.”

“You doubt that she is—?”
“The Baroness Borsolini? Well, yes and no. She

may have been just what she claimed to be, and yet
nobody in particular. Baroness, in Italy, means
nothing of importance. The last Italian baron I
knew was floor-walker in a Chicago department
store. And, of course, she may not have been a
baroness at all. My doubt of the poor woman, I will
admit, goes back to the fact that she seemed to
know me. However, if we are fortunate, we shall
know all about her before long.”

Again I looked a question.
“Last night,” said he, “I sent a wireless, in code,

to Inspector Gallery, in New York. I was curious
about the baroness and her tale, and suspecting
further trouble, I tried to anticipate some of our
difficulties.”

“You anticipated—this?”
“No,” he flared quickly. “Not this, by Heaven!

If I had, Gilly, I’d have stood guard myself all night
long. I anticipated another attempt on the jewels,”
he added in lower tones. “Another attempt on
whatever it is this woman had that her murderer
wanted. We must have a talk with that night
watchman, too, before long. I wonder who
occupied the cabin across the way?”

“We can soon discover that,” said I; and at that
moment the purser came back with the doctor.

Brown, a fussy little man with a beard the color
of his name, had heard the story from the purser,
and was prepared for what he saw. He conducted a
swift and skillful examination that proved his
ability, and verified my statement as to the time the
woman had been dead.

“Let us assume seven hours, then,” said
Lavender. “That would fix the murder at about two
in the morning—possibly a little earlier, possibly a
little later. Where the devil would the watchman
have been at that hour? No doubt he had just passed
on, for certainly the murderer would have been
watching for him. By the way, Crown, who
occupies B.14?”

The baroness’ cabin was at the corner of an
intersecting passage, and its entrance was off the
smaller corridor. B.14 occupied the corresponding
position across the passage, and was the opposite
cabin to which Lavender had referred.

“I’ll find out for you,” answered the purser; but
the doctor replied to the question.

“A clergyman,” he said. “Murchison, of some
place in Iowa. He’s ill. He had me in, last night.”

“Last night?” echoed my friend.
“Yes,” said the doctor, “and it can’t have been

very long before—before this happened! About one
o’clock, I think. It’s not nice to think that this may
even have been going on, while I was just across
the way.”

“How is he?”
“Oh, he’s sick enough, but it’s the usual thing. It

was new to him, though, and I suppose he thought
he was going to die. The poor chap is pretty low.”

“He may have heard something, if he was
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awake,” suggested Lavender. “Can he be
questioned?”

“Oh, yes, but I doubt if he heard anything but
his own groans. Somebody’s with him now. I heard
talking as I came by.”

“I told Major Rittenhouse,” volunteered the
purser. “He said he’d be right down. He ought to
have been here by this time.”

“We’d better go to my stateroom,” said
Lavender. “There’s nothing further to be learned
here, I think. I shall want to talk with the night
watchman, Purser, when I can get to him. I suppose
he’s asleep now. Doctor Brown, would you care to
speak to your patient across the way? Ask him if he
heard anything in the night, you know; and press
the point. Any trifle may be important.”

The door opened and the tall figure of Major
Rittenhouse entered softly. He closed the door
quietly behind him.

“I heard the last question,” he remarked, then
glanced at the bed. For just an instant, his eyes
rested on the dead woman, then without emotion he
continued. “I’ve already questioned Mr.
Murchison, Lavender. It occurred to me as a good
idea to look up the nearest neighbor. In a case like
this, time is of considerable importance. Murchison
was awake most of the night, and had the doctor in,
once. About four o’clock he got up and staggered
around his room a bit, then opened his door. He
saw someone leaving this cabin, and supposed the
baroness to be ill, too, for he thought no more about
it.”

“Four o’clock!” cried Lavender. “And if he
thought the baroness was ill, he must have seen—”

“Mrs. King!” gasped the purser, with new
horror in his voice.

“I don’t know her name, and neither did
Murchison,” said Rittenhouse; “but the woman he
saw was one of the stewardesses.”

III

AIN fell heavily throughout the afternoon,
filling the smoke-rooms and lounges of the
floating hotel with animated conversation;

but in Lavender’s stateroom, as the great liner
shouldered through the squall, a grimmer
conversation went forward, unknown to the
hundreds of our fellow passengers. It was feared
that, soon enough, the ill tidings of death would
spread through the ship, and throw a blight over the

happy voyagers. Meanwhile, the task of
apprehending the murderer of the unfortunate
baroness had to move swiftly. It is probable that no
shipboard mystery ever occurred more fortuitously;
that is to say, with two more admirable detectives
than Lavender and Rittenhouse actually on board to

handle the investigation;
but it is equally probable
that no more mysterious
affair ever engaged the
talents of either
investigator. We were a
little world of our own,
isolated from the rest of
civilization by hundreds

of miles of salt water; our inhabitants were
comparatively few in number, and there was no
opportunity whatever of escape. Somewhere in our
midst actually moved and ate and slept a man or a
woman guilty of a hideous crime of violence; yet
not a single clew apparently existed to the identity
of that individual, unless Murchison’s testimony
had supplied it.

Mrs. King, the stewardess, was reluctant to an
extraordinary degree, when for the second time she
was questioned about her murdered charge. At first,
she denied point-blank any knowledge of the
events of the night, then, as Lavender continued to
probe, she burst into a storm of hysterical weeping.
Confronted with the purport of the clergyman’s
information, she made a statement that only added
mystery to the case.

“I did go in there at four o’clock,” she said
tearfully, addressing the purser, “and, so help me
God, Mr. Crown, she was already dead!”

The purser’s astonished glance went round the
cabin and settled on my friend; but Lavender only
nodded.

“That is what you should have told us at once,”
he said. “You were afraid of compromising
yourself, but you only compromised yourself more
deeply by keeping silent. You see, Rit,” he
continued, turning to the Major, “the time element
remains unconfused. The murder occurred at about
two o’clock, as the body indicated. Now, Mrs.
King, let us have no more evasions and no more
denials. If you stick to the truth, no harm will come
to you that you don’t deserve. Tell us exactly why
you went to the baroness’ cabin at four o’clock in
the morning.”

“She—she called me!” whispered the woman, in

R
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a voice so low that we caught the words only with
difficulty.

“That, of course, is nonsense,” said Lavender,
severely; but Major Rittenhouse had caught a
glimpse of the truth.

“You mean that the call board showed a call
from her room,” he interrupted. “But you didn’t
hear the bell ring, did you?”

The woman shook her head.
“She was probably asleep, Jimmie,” continued

the Major. “She didn’t hear the bell, but when she
awoke, some hours after it had rung, the board
showed the baroness’ number up. She answered—
and found the body!”

“Is that what happened?” demanded Lavender
of the woman.

Again Mrs. King responded with a gesture of
the head, this time affirmative. The purser was
angry.

“You are the night stewardess,” he cried. “You
have no right to be asleep.”

“Nevertheless,” said Lavender, “she was asleep.
It doesn’t help matters now to scold her. What
happened is this: the murderer entered the cabin
about two o’clock, and the baroness woke—
possibly she had not been asleep. She heard the
intruder, and sat up. Before she could scream, his
hands were at her throat. There was a struggle,
sharp but brief, and somehow the victim managed
to reach and touch the call button. The ringing of
the bell in the passage alarmed the murderer and he
fled. Mrs. King was asleep and did not get the call.
Two hours later, she awoke, saw that a call had
come from the baroness’ cabin, and responded.
Murchison, across the way, opened his door and
saw her leaving the room. A pity he didn’t open his
door at two o’clock!”

Rittenhouse nodded and took up the quiz.
“You saw nothing in the room when you

entered?” he asked. “Nothing that would give you
an idea as to who did this thing?”

“No,” answered the woman faintly.
“Was there a light in the room?”
She shook her head.
“Then how did you know the baroness was

dead?”
“I—I turned on the light.”
“Why did you turn on the light?”
“She had called me,” answered the woman,

somewhat defiantly. “I spoke when I went in, and
she didn’t answer. I thought maybe she had got up

and gone out—I thought maybe she was ill. So I
turned on the light, and then I saw—I saw her!”

Rittenhouse nodded again.
“And then you turned out the light, and went

away?” Lavender finished. “Why didn’t you tell
somebody what had happened?”

“I was afraid,” said Mrs. King simply. “I was
afraid they would think I had done it.”

“Hm-m!” said Lavender. He looked at the
Major, who shrugged his shoulders.

“I guess that’s all, Purser,” said Lavender, at
length. “Let’s have the night watchman in.”

But John Dover, the night watchman, an ex-
sergeant of the British army, could tell nothing. His
story was straightforward enough.

“Yes, sir,” said he frankly. “Hi passed that room
many times, sir. There was no trouble that Hi could
see, sir, hat any time. Hif there ‘ad been, Hi’d ‘ave
looked into it. There was no light in the room, sir,
hat any time.”

This, after an hour’s questioning, was still his
story.

“It’s probably quite true, too,” observed
Lavender, when the man had been cautioned to
keep his mouth shut, and had been dismissed. “The
murderer wouldn’t be fool enough to attract the
watchman. Well, Rit, where are we?”

“Just about where we began, Jimmie, I should
say,” answered the Major.

“You believe the stewardess’ story?” asked the
purser dubiously.

“There’s no earthly reason to disbelieve it, as
yet,” frankly responded Lavender. “She could have
done it, I suppose, but so could a dozen others.
Extraordinary as her statement is, it has many of
the earmarks of truth. I believe she did exactly what
eight out of ten women would have done in the
circumstances. We can’t leave her out of our
calculations, of course, but certainly we must allow
her to believe that we accept her story in toto. In
point of fact, I do accept it.”

It was not long after these developments that
tidings of the death of the Baroness Borsolini were
all over the ship. Exactly how the news was started,
nobody knew, for everybody with direct knowledge
had been sworn to secrecy. It is a difficult thing,
however, to hush up as serious a matter as murder,
particularly on shipboard; and no doubt the leak
could have been traced to the night watchman or
Mrs. King, or the clergyman of the ship’s doctor, or
possibly even to the Major’s wife or her sister. It is
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not the sort of knowledge one human being can
possess without telling to another.

The purser, Crown, was deeply annoyed, for he
was worried about the good name of the ship; but
Lavender only grunted and said it could not be
helped. As a matter of strict accuracy, it was the
very revelation of the murder that brought us one of
our strongest and strangest clews. It brought to
Lavender’s stateroom, the Hon. Arthur Russell, of
Beddington, Herts., England, son of that Lord
Denbigh whose name I had discovered on the
ship’s passenger list.

All over the ship the rumor of tragedy flew,
once it had started, and the passengers gathered in
groups to discuss the fearsome occurrence. In the
smoking-rooms, the male passengers bragged and
told each other what they would do to apprehend
the murderer, and in the lounges the women
twittered and hissed like the gaudy birds of passage
that they were. Many were frankly alarmed at the
thought that the assassin was still at large, walking
among them. They stated their fears audibly, and
the purser was stormed by brigades of them,
seeking information and assurances of safety.

“We may all be murdered in our beds,” said
they, in effect, so vehemently and in such numbers
that Crown probably wished in his heart that many
of them would be.

“Idiots!” said Lavender to me in privacy after
the harassed purser had told him what was going
on. “They are, if anything, safer than before. The
murder of the baroness was not a result of blood-
lust, nor the beginning of wholesale assassination.
The selected victim has been killed, and for the
murderer the episode is over. Quite the last thing he
would do, unless he is crazy, is kill someone else.
What he wants to do now is keep himself a secret,
not to advertise himself by further crime. People
are funny, Gilly; they don’t think. Most murderers
are really very safe men to be near, after they have
committed their murder. They have it out of their
system; their hate or their vengeance has been
satisfied; the one who stood in their path has been

removed, and in all probability they will never
again commit that crime. The way to stop
murder—philosophically speaking—is not to lock
up or kill murderers, but to prevent the
accomplishment of crime, or even the desire to kill,
by scientific, educational methods. This, however,”
he added, with a smile and a shrug, “is not a
doctrine that I often preach, and never in public. It
would land me in the insane asylum!”

I was inclined to agree with his last assertion;
but Lavender is a queer fellow, and his philosophy,
as he states it, is very plausible. I merely smiled
politely, and at his suggestion rang the bell and
asked that our tardy luncheon be sent to the
stateroom. As it happened, the Hon. Arthur Russell
came in with the tray—that is, he was hard on the
heels of the waiter who bore it, and he apologized
profusely for interrupting. He was a mannerly
young Briton, handsome and likeable, and we
asked him to sit down and have a cup of tea.

I supposed him to be spokesman for his father,
or for some group of the passengers, but his
mission, it developed, was quite a different one. He
was not seeking information; he had it to impart.

“I say, Mr. Lavender,” he began, “is it all true,
this that I hear? That the Baroness Borsolini is
dead?”

“Yes,” replied my friend, “quite true. She was
found dead in her berth, this morning.”

“And that she was”—he boggled over the word
“murdered,” and substituted another one—“that she
was killed?”

“Yes,” said Lavender again. “There is not a
doubt in the world that she was murdered, Mr.
Russell.”

“Good Lord!” said the boy. He drew a long
breath. “That’s what everybody is saying. I
couldn’t believe it!”

“Why?”
“Because—well, I couldn’t, that’s all! It seemed

too horrible. Why, only last night, sir, she was with
me on deck—full of life—and happy—why, I may
have been the last person to see her alive!” he
finished.

“The individual who killed her was the last
person to see her alive,” said Lavender coolly.

“Of course!” cried the boy. “I didn’t think of
that. Say, that’s clever!”

Lavender smiled a little, not displeased by the
boy’s quick admiration.

“I think perhaps you have something to tell us,
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Mr. Russell,” continued my friend. “Don’t hesitate,
if you have. Any information is very welcome.”

The Hon. Arthur Russell gulped his tea,
suddenly and convulsively, then put it aside.

“Well, I have!” said he. “Not much—but I’ve
got her address!”

“Her address?”
“Yes, sir. She gave it to me last night. You see,

we had struck up an acquaintance, and we liked
each other. We sat out on deck and talked, pretty
late. I told her about my school life, and she told
me a lot about America; and when we were parting,
I said I’d like to write to her. So she gave me her
address. Wrote it on a piece of paper and gave it to
me. Here it is!”

With something of the air of a conjurer, he
produced the paper. His youthful face was alight
with the excitement of his news, which he believed
to be of the highest importance. He could have
been no more than twenty, while the baroness had
been all of thirty-five, although pretty enough.
Apparently, the boy had been greatly smitten. It
was rather amusing, and rather pitiful.

As he spoke, he handed Lavender the scrap of
paper that he had taken from his pocket.

“That’s it,” he concluded. “Florence, Italy. The
Hotel Caravan. That’s her writing, sir!”

Lavender rose to his feet and carried the paper
to the light. The boy too rose, and followed him.
The interest of both was profound, although for the
life of me I could see no reason for excitement in
the discovery of the dead woman’s address.

“Interesting,” commented my friend, at length.
“Very interesting indeed! And, if I’m not mistaken,
very important, too. I’m really very much obliged
to you, Mr. Russell.”

“I’m glad if it’s a help,” said the boy, flushing.
His eyes sparkled. “I’d like to think that I had—”
Suddenly he broke off, and his eyes bulged.
“Why,” he cried, “you’re looking at the wrong
side!”

“No,” said Lavender, with a little smile, “this is
the right side. I saw the other side too, and it’s
interesting also—particularly as there is no Hotel
Caravan in Florence, that I ever heard of. But it is
the reverse that interests me most. You say that she
took this paper out of her bag?”

“I didn’t say so,” answered the boy accurately,
“but as a matter of fact, she did. Tore it off a large
piece, and wrote on it. That’s her handwriting!”

He was still stupefied by Lavender’s curious

action, and still certain that in a veritable specimen
of the baroness’ handwriting he had furnished us
with a sensational clue. But Lavender continued to
study the reverse of the fragment. At length, he
handed it to me.

“What do you make of it, Gilly?” he asked.
I looked, and saw nothing but a fragment of

what apparently had been a printed form of some
kind, for there were upon it several words in small
print, and a perforated upper edge. The words were
quite meaningless, removed from their context.
Above the small print, however, was the one word
“line” in larger type.

“A ship’s form of some kind?” I hazarded.
“Torn from a book of similar forms?”

“Exactly,” agreed Lavender. “The word ‘Line,’
of course, is the last word of ‘Rodgers Line.’ The
rest, at the moment, means nothing. If we had the
whole form, it might be very illuminating.”

There was a tap on the door, and a moment later
Major Rittenhouse entered the stateroom.

“Jimmie,” said the
newcomer, “there’s a
message coming in for
you, upstairs. One of the
wireless boys just told
me, and asked me to let
you know. What’ve you
got? Something new?”

“Yes,” said Lavender. “What do you think of it,
Rit?”

Rittenhouse turned the paper over in his fingers,
and at the baroness’ written name and address, he
blinked.

“We are indebted to Mr. Russell for it,”
explained Lavender, and repeated the young
Briton’s story. “But what do you make of the other
side, Rit?”

After some cogitation, the Major made of it
exactly what I had made.

“Well,” said Lavender, with a sigh, “I may be
wrong; but I thought I saw more than that.” His
eyes narrowed. “I’ll tell you what, Rit,” he added
suddenly, “take it to your wife, or her sister, and
ask either one what it is. I’ll gamble that one of
them will tell you.”

The Major appeared surprised.
“Are you joking, Lavender?” His tone was a bit

indignant.
“Not a bit of it. I’m intensely serious. Will you

do it?”
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“Yes,” said Rittenhouse. “I’ll do anything you
say, Jimmie; but I’m damned if I know what my
wife has to do with this thing!”

“Meanwhile,” continued Lavender, “let’s see
what New York has to report on the Baroness
Borsolini. I’ve a feeling that another revelation is at
hand.”

“May I come?” asked Arthur Russell eagerly.
“If you like,” smiled Lavender, “but I’ll be right

back. Better stay here, all of you. We don’t want to
parade about the ship in groups, and start a new set
of rumors.”

He hurried away, and we sat back in our seats
and impatiently awaited his return. In a few
minutes he was back, with a small square of paper
folded in his palm.

“Another interesting document,” he observed.
“This is Inspector Gallery’s reply to my request for
information concerning the baroness. It is in code,
but I have translated it. Bear in mind, Rit, that he
didn’t know when he wired that the baroness was
dead.”

He began to read the message.
“Baroness Borsolini probably Kitty Desmond,

well-known adventuress and international
character. If she has a small mole at left corner of
mouth it is—”

“She has!” interrupted Arthur Russell, in high
excitement.

“Yes,” said Lavender, “she has.” He continued
to read: “—it is almost certain. Jewels probably
famous Schuyler jewels, worth half million, stolen
here two months ago. Have cabled Scotland Yard
to meet you at Quarantine. Gallery.”

IV

T THE purser’s table that evening, the
murder of the Baroness Borsolini was the
sole topic of conversation. We still sat six

strong. Besides Lavender and I and the purser,
there were Beverley of Toronto, Dudgeon of New
York, and Isaacson of St. Louis. The latter three
were acquainted with all the rumors, and they
questioned Lavender and the purser diligently. That
Lavender was a famous detective, and had been
placed in charge of the case, was a piece of news
that had circulated with the rest of the reports. Our
fellow passengers at table felt themselves very
fortunate indeed, to be so fortuitously placed with
reference to the fountainheads of information, and I

fancy they were vastly envied by passengers at the
other tables. Throughout the meal, heads were
turned constantly in our direction.

The rotund Crown, who, by virtue of his office,
had been harassed even more than had Lavender,
was inclined to be reticent and a bit short. Lavender
merely smiled coldly, and replied with scrupulous
accuracy to all questions leveled at him. The facts,
he admitted without reserve, but he declined to
indulge in speculation.

“It is obviously a case of a falling out of
crooks,” he concluded. “I have received a wireless
message from New York, which positively
identifies the baroness as a well-known and, if you
like the term, a high class crook. The stolen jewels,
if they have been stolen—and apparently they have
been—are said to have originally disappeared in
New York, some two months ago. I have no doubt
that the baroness was on her way to Europe with
them, and that the division of spoils was to be made
there. Possibly she was to sell them. Her
accomplices in the original theft, I should imagine,
are for the most part on the way to Europe on other
vessels. One, however, it would seem—or, any
rate, somebody who knows the truth about the
jewels—is on board this vessel. There is no cause
for alarm. The decent passengers are quite safe.”

“She would have had to smuggle then in,
wouldn’t she?” asked Beverley of Toronto. The
remark was more of a statement than a question.

“Yes,” replied Lavender, “but that plan was
probably worked out to the last comma. Smuggling
offers no great difficulties to a clever person.”

At the close of the meal, we were surrounded by
interested questioners; but not even the wiles of
Betty Cosgrave, the screen star, could shake
Lavender’s reserve. We heartlessly left the purser
to answer all interviewers, and hurried on deck. On
the way up, we passed the captain, a pleasant-faced
Englishman somewhat past middle life. He had
something on his mind.

“Er—Mr. Lavender,” he observed, “Mr. Crown
has been keeping me informed, of course, of this
extraordinary business. Nasty—very nasty indeed!
Sinister! Mr. Crown, of course, acts for me and for
the company. I have no wish to interfere with what
is in better hands than my own; but you will
understand that I am deeply affected by it all. May
I ask whether you anticipate a—a successful
conclusion?”

“Entirely successful, Captain Rogers,” replied

A
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Lavender seriously. “It is the sort of case the very
simplicity of which makes it difficult; but I believe
it is yielding to treatment. I believe, quite honestly,
that before long I shall be able to present you with
the murderer of the Baroness Borsolini, and to turn
over the stolen jewels.”

“Thank you,” said the captain with a nod. “I
have every confidence in you. And in Major
Rittenhouse, too. Crown tells me you are both quite
famous men in your field. I am sorry I could not
have you at my table. If I can be of service, please
command me.”

We finished our journey to the boat deck,
without further interruption, and found our long
unused deck chairs awaiting us. The night had
cleared, but a cold breeze was blowing over the
sea, and we wrapped ourselves in rugs to our chins.

“You seem pretty confident of success,
Jimmie,” I ventured, when our pipes were going
strongly, and the moment seemed propitious.

“I am confident,” said he. “It is beyond
credence that this fellow can escape. I am working
privately on an idea of my own that, I confess, may
not work out; but it looks promising. Frankly,
Gilly, it has to do with that fragment of paper that
the baroness gave young Russell; but that is all I
dare say about it, at present. And I will ask you to
keep that much a secret. What I want, of course, is
the other piece of the paper—the larger piece.”

“Did Mrs. Rittenhouse identify it?” I asked
curiously.

“She did,” replied my friend, almost grimly.
“She identified it in a moment, because both she
and her sister have papers exactly like it. Rit is
working with me in this, and I may hear from him
at any minute. He is less of a figure than I, in this

thing, and can snoop
about with less
attention.”

We sat in silence for a
few moments, listening
to the throb of the ship’s
great engines, and the
rush of water beyond the
white line of the rail.

Then I spoke again.
“Gallery was a bit previous, wasn’t he, Jimmie,

in cabling Scotland Yard to help you?”
“No, it was all right,” replied my friend, with a

little smile. “Don’t be jealous, Gilly. I know
exactly why Gallery did that. He thought that I

might, at the last moment, feel some
embarrassment in using the wireless; that is, that I
might find myself in a position where I could not
use it without betraying my suspicions, whatever
they might be, to the person suspected. He
anticipates that my use of the ship’s wireless, if my
actions are being watched—and, rest assured, they
are being watched—may alarm the murderer. It
was a piece of clear thinking on Gallery’s part, a
resourceful man’s safeguard against chance or
probability.”

I nodded, and again we sat without speech, until
a step sounded along the boards, and the tall figure
of the Major hove in view. Rittenhouse seated
himself without a word beyond a greeting, and for a
few moments we all smoked in silence.

“Murchison is still ill,” he said, “but he’s
coming around. I’ve seen him again. He has
nothing to add to his first statement. He saw no one
but the stewardess last night; he is willing to swear
to that. I’ve had another whirl at Dover, the
watchman, too. He now remembers seeing the
doctor leave Murchison’s cabin. The incident made
no impression on him, and he didn’t think of it
before; it was just a part of routine to him, to see
Brown in attendance somewhere or other. All in all,
Jimmie, there is no escaping your conclusion, and
I’m prepared to accept it.”

“Yes,” replied Lavender, “it’s pretty certain; but
the fellow must be made to betray himself. We
haven’t enough to go on, as it is. It’s dangerously
near being guesswork. You asked Crown about the
baroness’ papers?”

“I did. He has them in safekeeping. Not a thing
in them, he says, that gives us a clue.”

Lavender smiled. “There wouldn’t be,” he
rejoined laconically. “Anyway, I’ve been through
them twice, myself.”

“However, I told him of the fragment of paper
Russell gave you,” continued Rittenhouse. “It
startled him.”

“When are you going to tell me?” I demanded,
at this juncture. “Where do I come in, Jimmie? Can
I do nothing?”

Lavender turned to me very seriously.
“The fact is, Gilly,” he said, “you will be a

much better witness in all that is to follow, if you
know nothing for a while. You can do one thing,
though; you can keep an eye on me! I mean it. The
fat is in the fire, if I’m not mistaken, and from now
on, I shall be a marked man. I shall go calmly about
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my business, as if all were well, and it is up to you
and Rit to see that I don’t get a knife in my back, or
something equally unpleasant. Rit and I know the
murderer. The question is: does he know that we
know? I don’t think he suspects Rit; but he may
suspect me. And the more innocent you appear,
Gilly, the better it will be all around. But keep your
eyes open.”

“All right, Jimmie,” I replied obediently. But I
was horrified by the turn the case was taking, and
for a long time I sat and thought deeply, while the
two curious fellows who were with me actually sat
and talked about baseball.

Who, by any chance, could have committed the
crime? Who had the opportunity? I faced the
problem squarely, and admitted that there were
plenty of persons who could have done it. In
addition to the great numbers of obscure
passengers, first and second class, who had not
even been named in the inquiry, there were
undoubtedly half a dozen principals who might
very well be definite suspects. The second class
outfit, I was inclined to disregard, for a second
class passenger surely would have been noticed by
one of the stewards, if he trespassed on holy
ground. And yet, as I came to think of it, was there
so much difference between a first and a second
class passenger? Actually, I was forced to admit,
there was none, so far as appearance was
concerned. Of the principal figures, however, five
at least, as I now numbered them, stood forth
clearly as possibilities. All had been, or could have
been, near the scene of the murder at the time it
occurred. And with something of a thrill, I realized
that I must add young Russell to the list. I did not
for a moment suspect him, but for that matter I
hardly suspected any of the others.

And Lavender was in actual, active danger of
one of them! Clearly, there was only one thing for
me to do, and that was to watch everybody. I
resolved to watch the entire ship from the captain
down, not excluding Rittenhouse himself. Since I
was to be Lavender’s guardian, by Heaven, I would
suspect everybody!

In this frame of mind, I went to bed and
dreamed a mad, fantastic dream in which the
captain of the liner, which curiously had become a
pirate ship, stole into Lavender’s stateroom and
stabbed him with a fragment of paper, while the
Baroness Borsolini joined hands with Rittenhouse
and danced around them. Waking with a start, I sat

up and listened. Finally, I knocked three times on
the wall of my cabin, and listened again. After a
pause, there came back to me Lavender’s reply, in
similar code. And after this performance, I turned
over and managed to get to sleep.

The morning of the fourth day broke clear and
fair and cold. I went at once to Lavender’s room, to
find him already up and gone. He did not appear
until breakfast, and I had no opportunity to ask him
where he had been; but it occurred to me that he
was not playing fair. If I was to guard him against
assassination, he ought at least to keep me posted
as to his movements. So I thought.

Breakfast passed with the usual chatter about
the uppermost subject in everybody’s mind, and at
a table not far removed from ours sat Murchison,
the Iowa clergyman, eating his first meal in the
saloon. He looked pale and thin, but happy to be on
earth and able to eat. Later, I saw him in
conversation with the purser, and still later with the
captain. Was he, then, the heart of the mystery, and
were the coils beginning to tighten?

Lavender too had a brief talk with the captain,
after which they vanished in company, while
Rittenhouse and the purser talked in low tones at
the door of the latter’s office. Obviously,
something was afoot, and I felt strangely out in the
cold. Then Mrs. Rittenbouse, and her sister, Miss
Renshaw, corralled me, and for an hour I was
forced to sing the praises of my friend Lavender to
their admiring accompaniment.

After this, however, the suppressed excitement
seemed to loosen up, and for an entire day the
routine of ship life went quietly forward with only

casual mention of the
crime. Some gayety was
even apparent in the
lounges and smoking-
rooms, and I reflected
sardonically on the
adaptability and the
callousness of human
nature. The fifth day
would be the last on
board, for the sixth
morning would bring us

into port. It was this knowledge, I suppose, that
cheered the passengers, although the Lord knew
that the voyage had been anything but boresome.

When I asked Lavender what progress had been
made, he answered merely that he was “waiting.”
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On the fifth morning, I suddenly remembered
that the day was the anniversary of my birth—not a
particularly significant occasion, Heaven knows,
but at least a subject for trivial conversation.
Lavender, however, greeted the tidings with
singular enthusiasm, and promptly ordered a
splendid dinner for the evening; Rittenhouse
ordered wine during the afternoon, to drink my
health, and Mrs. Rittenhouse and her sister
embarrassed me immensely by presenting me, with
ridiculous speeches, with tiny bottles of perfume
and post-shaving lotion, purchased of the ship’s
barber. The dinner went off with gusto, with
everybody ordering champagne and making idiotic
addresses, to which I lamely responded. My
humble birthday, indeed, was made an occasion for
strained nerves to relax and for worried men to
forget their problems. To cap the climax, when I
went to my cabin in the evening, there was a
gorgeously wrapped and tied box of cigars and
cigarettes, with the captain’s card attached to it, and
a huge box of candies, with the purser’s
compliments similarly presented. I felt excessively
guilty about these latter gifts, feeling as I did that
they were intended to show appreciation of
Lavender’s services. Lavender, however, only
laughed and was pleased that my birthday should
have passed off so well.

“Any occasion is good for a celebration, at sea,”
he observed.

Late in the afternoon, we had dropped anchor in
the outer harbor of Cherbourg, while a tender took
off our passengers for Paris. Then, with a fresh
breeze, we had headed for England and the end of
the voyage. I had noted that, during the transfer of
passengers for France, Lavender stood at the
gangplank stretched between the steamers, and
carefully observed every person who went aboard
the tender. For a time, I had looked for fireworks,
but apparently there was no call for his
interference.

We sat late that night, upon the deck, the three
of us, and for a time the purser made a quartette. It
was with reluctance that Crown took his departure.

“We dock in the morning,” he said, as he
prepared to go. “I’ve a nasty report to make to the
company, Mr. Lavender. You haven’t anything to
tell me that will make it easier?”

“The report will be full and complete,” replied
my friend. “The murderer will be apprehended at
quarantine, by Scotland Yard officials, and the

jewels will be turned over at that time.”
Crown was startled and amazed.
“You don’t mean to say that—that you’ve got

your man!”
“Not yet,” said Lavender, “but I shall certainly

get him. Crown, he is one of the officers of this
ship.”

The purser’s jaw dropped; his fat cheeks
sagged. His eyes searched the eyes of Lavender.

“My God!” he said. “I’m almost afraid to ask
you—who he is!”

Suddenly he got to his feet. “Will you come to
my cabin?” he asked. “This is no place to discuss
what you have to tell me.”

Lavender nodded his head and stood up. They
moved off together in the direction of the forward
deck.

“Ready, Gilruth!” said the Major, sharply, and I
saw that his face was hard and set, his limbs
braced. “After them quickly.”

The sudden intelligence seared my brain like a
hot iron, and then I went cold. But Rittenhouse was
already on his way, and mechanically I followed
him.

We were none too soon. Lavender and the
purser had barely disappeared beyond the cheek of
the wireless cabin, when the huge criminal fell
upon his companion. There was a shout, and then a
scuffling of feet and the sound of blows. The next
instant, Rittenhouse and I were on the scene.

In the deep shadow of the piled lifeboats, a
desperate struggle was in progress, with the rail and
the water dangerously close. Even as we reached
them, the wrestlers pitched toward the edge; the
great bulk of the purser was forcing the slimmer
figure of Lavender back over the rail. I heard the
cold rush of the water, and the heaving breathing of
the combatants. The wind snatched away my cap,
and tingling spray beat upon my face.

Then Rittenhouse was upon the purser like a
wolf, and with cleared wits I was beside him,
aiding.

The powerful Crown fought like a maniac, but
the odds were now against him, and slowly we
wore him down. Haggard and disheveled, he
struggled to the last. At length, Rittenhouse tripped
him and brought him down with a thud that seemed
to shake the deck. Kneeling on the great heaving
chest of the beaten man, the Major forced the
purser’s wrists together, while Lavender snapped
on bracelets of steel. As the struggle ended, Captain
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Rogers and his first officer ran up out of the
shadows.

“Mr. Crown, Mr. Crown,” panted the captain,
“what is the meaning of this?”

But as the purser could only glare and foam,
Lavender, slightly breathless, replied for him.

“It means, sir,” said he, “that Mr. Crown has
just been frustrated in an attempt to throw me
overboard. Major Rittenhouse and Mr. Gilruth
prevented him. As I explained to you, our actual
evidence was slight, and it became necessary to
force Mr. Crown to incriminate himself. The
attempted murder of James E. Lavender will do for
the present charge. Later it will be changed to
something more serious.”

The first officer was incredulous.
“Do you mean,” he began, “that Mr. Crown had

anything to do with—?”
“I believe the murder of the Baroness Borsolini

to have been accidental,” answered Lavender.
“None the less, it was Mr. Crown who committed
the crime.”

Suddenly the fat face of the prostrate man
wrinkled like that of a child, and the great frame
began to heave. Then sobs of anguish broke from
the lips, and incredible tears rolled down the
massive cheeks.

“I didn’t mean to kill her,” sobbed the purser. “I
swear to God, Captain, it was an accident! I never
meant to kill her. So help me God, it was an
accident!”

V

ITH the purser safely locked in his
room, under heavy guard, Lavender, in
the captain’s cabin, repeated the tale as

chronologically it should be told.
“The Baroness Borsolini,” said he, “was really

Kitty Desmond, a well-known adventuress. Crown
has made a full confession to me and to
Rittenhouse. Miss Desmond was made the
repository of the stolen Schuyler jewels, and sent to
England with them, where they were to be sold, I
imagine, and the money divided. She recognized
me when I came on board, and wondered if I were
on her trail. It worried her, and she made the bold
play of coming to me with a cock-and-bull story of
attempted theft, in order to find out what I knew
and, if I knew nothing, to gain my sympathies. I am
convinced that there was no attempt on her room,

the first night.
“Crown, however, recognized her. She had been

a frequent voyager on the Atlantic, and many men
knew her. She had been pointed
out to Crown, a year ago, on
another ship. He knew only that
she was a police character, and
probably up to no good. When I
sent her to him, to test her story,
she was obliged to carry the
thing through, and tell him the
same story she had told me. She

trusted Crown’s office, as she had every right to do,
and actually deposited the jewels there, and
received the usual receipt.

“But the temptation was too great for Crown.
He was desperately hard up—deeply in debt—back
home in England. It looked to him like a sure thing.
He would keep the jewels himself, steal the receipt
which had been issued to Kitty Desmond, and defy
her to say anything. He was, of course, in a position
to fix the records in his own office, and being a
matter of routine no one else likely to remember
the issuing of that particular receipt. There could be
no appeal for the woman; her story would be
laughed at, if she reported it, for her reputation was
against her. Probably she would accept the
inevitable and make no outcry.

“Crown’s slip occurred when, on the second
night, he stole the receipt which had been given
her. She woke up, and to keep her from screaming,
he choked her. His reputation depended upon his
silencing her, at least until he could talk to her. If
he had not killed her, he would have offered her—
when she caught him in the act of theft—a share of
the profits. Unfortunately, she died under his
hands; he is stronger than he suspects. He got the
receipt, however, and fled. No one saw him; he had
timed everything very well.

“As it happened, in giving young Russell a false
address, the night before, the Baroness—so to call
her—had torn off a fragment of the receipt, the
only piece of paper that came to hand in the
darkness. Whether she knew what it was, or not, we
shall never know. Perhaps she did, for she tore off
only a small piece; not enough to spoil the receipt.
But there was enough of the print on the reverse of
the written address, for me to guess what the entire
paper must have been. If then, she had deposited
something with the purser’s office, the purser had
lied when he told me she had not. In the

W
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circumstances, the logical conclusion was that she
had deposited the jewels.

“Crown is a bold man, and he played his part
well, once he was forced to it. But in the end, I let
him know, through Rittenhouse, the importance I
attached to a certain fragment of paper. As he had
the rest of the paper himself, he knew very well
what it was that I had, and what I probably
suspected. He tried to bluff it through, even tonight,
for he wasn’t positive that I knew, and he had
destroyed the rest of the receipt. Nevertheless, he
was badly frightened, and he had already resolved
to get rid of the jewels, and try to clear his skirts.

“As for me, my case was purely circumstantial,
and would have been difficult to prove in law; I had
to force Crown to incriminate himself. I told him
point-blank, just before he sprang upon me, that he
would be arrested, told him where the jewels were,
and asked him what he intended to do about it. You
know the rest.”

“And a wonderful beginning of your vacation it
has been!” I said bitterly, looking at his lacerated

hands.
“Don’t be silly,” said Lavender. “I never

enjoyed myself more in my life. This has been just
what I needed. And I’m sure the sea air, as a
background, has been very beneficial to my
nerves.”

“But where are the jewels?” asked the captain
suddenly.

“I asked Gilruth to bring them with him,”
replied Lavender with a smile. “As a last resort,
Crown tried to get rid of them, as I said, and so he
palmed them off on Gilly. The birthday gave him
his chance. The jewels are at the bottom of the box
of candy, which was the purser’s gift to my friend.”

Whereupon, I emptied the box onto the table;
and the chorus of exclamations that followed were
Lavender’s reward for his efforts, and the final
proof of the truth of his deductions, even though
later the suicide of Albert Crown made legal proof
unnecessary, and made unnecessary the prosecution
of that unfortunate man.


