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By B. E. COOK 

 
HE cargo was in her, the hatches 
sealed, all set for the first decent 
wetting down in months. We 
were Argentina bound and I 

could smugly watch the Old Man while he 
fussed over delays and anticipate. For 
done we were now with the cautious, 
eelgrass routes, sneaking alongshore with 
an eye out for periscopes. The broad 
Atlantic presented its far reaches again and 
our old Edgemont, perky in fresh paint and 
minimum repairs to her worn innards, was 
ready for any cargo to any port. 

By this hour tomorrow, the towering 

skyscrapers would be down over. Instead 
of their attendant din we’d have the slop of 
seas to her sides and the steady pulse of 
power, the smell of rubbish and exhaust 
pipes replaced by ocean wind, salty clean. 

And this time no summons from 
Bayle. I’d be my own man. First on the 
Edgemont. Nothing else, by cripes. 

Our new skipper was one of those 
Johnnie-jump-ups, product of the recent 
shortage of mariners. True, I myself rated 
his braid, but going master would have 
hampered my work for Bayle. Nor did it 
matter; I don’t need the money, so why 
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assume the worry? Yes, the Edgemont was 
a headache for any cap’ n and this 
youngster would need plenty of bucking 
up from an old hand like me. 

While I’d been ashore this trip to 
drydock, her roster had changed a lot; only 
a couple of the old sea dog type remained 
in her fo’castle—and of course myself. 
Now came Cap’n Lynn with a helpless 
shrug to complain, “No use, Mate, I can’t 
possibly get her to sea till tomorrow noon. 
One thing after another. If this ancient 
tramp was that important I’d think 
someone deliberately put things in our 
way to hold us here.” 

“Suspicious,” I chuckled. “Still got the 
war on the brain? Nobody’s plotting 
against the Edgemont, Cap’n.”  

Ah, but the laugh was actually on me; 
somebody was deliberately delaying us. 
Harden Bayle. He was senior partner 
among the owners of the fleet which 
included the Edgemont. Though some of 
these ships had gone down, the rest had 
paid high dividends like most of Bayle’s 
investments. It might appear that he’d 
maneuvered to give the Edgemont special 
considerations, the oldest one of the fleet, 
but there was no sentiment in Bayle. She 
made less heroic runs because of her drab, 
inconspicuous appearance which made her 
a natural for his missions and the mate 
who carried them out. 

He sent for me early in the evening 
when I was poised to go ashore and fix up 
my own evening. I found him waiting 
alone in his office and for once he did not 
stage that usual preamble. 

“There’s postage stamps in Argentina 
that I want,” he said crisply. 

Philatelist? Bayle? Butterflies’ll 
probably come next! 

“They came on a V-boat last summer,” 
he went on, “soon after Germany 
surrendered. Just who brought them, I do 
not know, but I’m sure of who has them 

now—a small sheet of uncancelled 
stamps. They’re the only ones in the world 
like them and there’ll never be any more 
issued.”  

Aha, up to his old tricks, leading me 
on to make me ask. Okay. I did. 

Reply: “They’re German, designed by 
the famous paper-hanger himself, a 
universal postage stamp good for use from 
any conquered country.” 

“And no damned good now,” said I, 
“but I can see what a collector’s item they 
will be.” 

“Some have been used,” he went on, 
ignoring my interruption. “From every 
conquered country two letters were mailed 
bearing these stamps. From Warsaw one 
was sent to a high English official, another 
went to a French leftist politician, another 
from Copenhagen to a New York banker, 
still another to a statesman in Australia. 
Yes, and from Paris one to a Roman 
Catholic bishop in Brazil—and from 
Athens, so they say, one went to Stalin. 
Get the picture?” 

“What was that, psychological warfare 
or something?” 

“Exactly,” he replied. “Tons of paper 
was consumed for that purpose as we all 
know and most of it was turned over to 
experts for analysis. Naturally some of 
those stamps were thrown away or lost, 
but there are seven, possibly eight, in 
existence. The rumor that one went to 
Russia is unverified. Ere long will appear 
an article in a periodical of wide 
circulation telling the story of these 
stamps, who received them, when, and the 
message which went with each. All 
messages were about the same, saying in 
effect that another capital had fallen and in 
time these stamps would be carrying a 
letter from any capital in the world. 

“So all this information has been dug 
up to be publicized. Do you recognize the 
setup?” he asked. “No sooner is that article 
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published here in New York than the 
uncancelled stamps will go on sale—
through a certain dealer here. Think of the 
price they’ll bring! Only recently a stamp 
sold for ten thousand dollars merely 
because an error in the printing got the 
picture of a plane upside down. Then 
imagine the market price of Hitler’s own 
universal stamp—a sheet of them! The 
only uncancelled ones in the world!” 

 
OO many possibilities came to mind; 
resolutely I cast them aside until some 

still, monotonous watch at sea. Now I 
must be alert, for Bayle had no patience 
with bungling. 

“Remember how the countries fell?” 
he continued. “Multiply them by two and 
you’ll have the number Hitler used, and 
most of them accounted for. Now on that 
sheet in Argentina are ten stamps for use 
in the five countries Hitler felt must be 
subjugated to assure his conquest of the 
world. Washington, Moscow—what 
others? Maybe Tokyo?” 

I rose to leave. “So you want the 
stamps. Who’s the man in Argentina?” 

“Sit down, there’s more to this. 
Somebody else may covet them too.”  

Aha. Enter the villain. “He’ll have to 
be a smart one to out-villain a pair like you 
and me,” said I. 

“He is.” Bayle handed me an envelope 
from a drawer. In it were ten stamps in 
waxed paper, the like of which I’d never 
seen, about the size of our special delivery 
issue but done in multiple colors and 
shades. I gave Bayle a frankly bewildered 
look. 

“Counterfeits,” he explained brazenly, 
“but very good copies by a master 
engraver from the stamp loaned me by a 
friend, the banker who received it from 
Hitler. Superficially they so closely 
resemble the genuine that an expert would 
go some to prove them false. Only the 

paper they’re printed on could give the job 
away and even it is a splendid copy.” He 
laughed maliciously to add, “But in time it 
will all come to light when the fakes are 
put on sale here in New York.”  

So, I concluded, it wasn’t the stamps 
that mattered with Bayle; as usual he was 
laying for some one. 

“Your assignment is to replace the real 
.stamps with these. The real ones will go 
in my museum; these will go on sale in 
New York. Naturally it must be cleverly 
done to make suspicion impossible— 

“But the man who did the engraving 
job is what I want to discuss with you. 
Let’s call him Smith. He was an 
exceptionally fine engraver until, one day, 
the law caught up with him. But for my 
helping hand, Smith would be serving time 
now.”  

Harden Bayle’s helping hand! How 
well I’d come to know it and how brutally 
it could snap the whip. Then I wasn’t the 
only man in Bayle’s toils? Right there I 
felt a degree of sympathy for so-called 
Smith. 

But he read my thoughts, as usual. 
“Don’t waste sympathy,” he sneered, “he 
happens to be the villain of this 
assignment, the one you’ve got to get the 
best of—together, of course, with that 
fellow in Argentina who has the real 
stamps. Smith, ah—disregarded my 
explicit orders by making more than the 
ten specified counterfeit stamps. How I 
caught him doesn’t concern you, but it put 
me on my toes and I set a man to watch 
him. Smith delivered me the ten yesterday 
noon, in time for me to contact you before 
sailing; but after he left this office he 
vanished. I felt it necessary to know more 
about it before calling you in so I had 
supplies for the Edgemont held up.” 

“What did you find out?” 
“Nothing, so I decided that you must 

be told about Mr. Smith. In some way or 
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other, he is double-crossing me. As I said, 
he’s a smart man. And that is all I can tell 
you except that the dealer’s name, in 
Buenos Aires, is Jan Kreug, He seems to 
be a Hollander. Anything else?”  

“Yes. Smith knew the stamps of which 
he was making copies. How much more? 
How much more did he know about 
them?”  

“Not much. I’ve never mentioned the 
dealer in Argentina nor the one here in 
New York But don’t forget, he’s smart.” 

“What does he look like?” 
 
ROM his filing cabinet Bayle drew it 
paper showing front and side views 

and fingerprints. “Used when the law was 
after him. Good likenesses at the time but 
not as he looks today because a job of 
plastic surgery really made him over. His 
features are very regular, eyes brown, hair 
light brown, height five-ten and weighs, 
say, one sixty-five. Nothing outstanding in 
his appearance now; that’s how he could 
risk staying in New York, Wears glasses 
but doesn’t need them. Of his personal 
habits I know little; I’ve seen the man only 
about half a dozen times. He’s well 
educated and accustomed to work; he used 
to work for a firm which published best 
sellers.” 

“Why these counterfeits?” I asked. 
“Have you something against the 
Hollander you want to settle?” 

“No; something against the dealer here 
in New York who is promoting the sale 
here, a top-grade dealer who wouldn’t sell 
a glass sugar bowl if it were counterfeit—
not from honesty but because once his 
reputation is smeared, he is done. That’s 
why I want the counterfeits substituted for 
the genuine stamps. I want their sale to 
come about. Then, mister, a rumor will 
start that will blow the works. This dealer 
has seen the stamps in Argentina, knows 
they are the real thing and these copies are 

so excellent that I doubt he’ll recheck on 
their genuineness. That is all.”  

As usual, I left Harden Bayle with 
mixed emotions, with a resentment that he 
could order my life, and with an eagerness 
for the adventure ahead. 

There was a certain stiffness in the 
skipper’s greeting when I found him up 
and prowling around at that late hour, I 
wondered what manner of man he was 
going to be. Was he censoring the private 
lives of his crew? If he expected us all to 
be lilies in port, he was in for 
disillusionment. 

We got to sea before noon; by and by 
the stars and the sea were the Edgemont’s 
world. Thought I—one of these times I 
shall collect my savings just before 
leaving New York, jump ship in some 
foreign port and start living my own life. 

Thus did routine affect me when only 
monotonous things mattered—the throb of 
the screw, the clupping of the helm, how 
she handled what the steward would dish 
up, whether any bugs had come aboard 
with the new men, and the little 
idiosyncrasies of one another—for a ship 
is a narrow but complete world in herself. 

I sensed a hostility in Cap’n Lynn. He 
was a nervous, irritable, fretty number; 
from the way he went about his work, I 
doubted his ability. The ink was fresh on 
his license and probably none too 
seasoned on his papers as mate. What any 
man needs, I mused, is all kinds of 
experience before he attempts a skipper’s 
responsibilities and in all kinds of ships. 

After some spit-and-polished new 
vessel, doubtless our old Edgemont looked 
worm eaten to this young fellow. I think 
the prospects of managing her on his own 
judgment scared him. True, I could help 
him because I knew the old tub in all 
weather with whatever crew, but my offer 
to do that got me a figurative slapdown. 

“Okay,” says I, “if that’s how he wants 

F 



SHORT STORIES 5

it.” I had other matters, you know—I 
chuckled over that Smith getting the drop 
on Bayle, but what was his racket? Would 
he put his surreptitious fake stamps on the 
market or did he, too, know a promotion 
campaign was in prospect that would 
rouse greedy collectors? 

How could he know anything about 
that angle? There was one possible 
answer: friends in his ink-splashing 
brotherhood with whom he might still 
maintain contacts. He might know the 
magazine article was to be published. If 
so, he d be Johnnie-on-the-spot the day it 
came out and cash his stamps in, of 
course. 

However, his fraud must come to light 
eventually. 

Then the Dutchman in Argentina 
would be extra careful about his stamps 
and I might not be able to get hands on 
them—or if I did, every single one of that 
“universal stamp” issue would be under 
scrutiny so minute that Bayle’s game 
would be up So I was timed again in a 
mission for Bayle; everything depended 
upon completing my work before the 
magazine article came out. When would 
that be? Bayle hadn’t said nor had I 
thought to ask. I must find out. 

Soon as that watch ended I went below 
to word a cable to Bayle and it had to be 
right. Always I deal with him cautiously. 

The instant I stepped inside my room I 
sensed that it had been disturbed. Many 
experiences had taught me to observe such 
matters. My pulse swelled in my throat—I 
had left my ten fake stamps in that room. 

 
Y FEET seemed to drag me to that 
drawer in the little desk. My fingers 

felt huge and thick when I hauled it out 
and loosened the false bottom, but they 
were there and I laughed in utter relief. 
Doubtless our new cabin boy had merely 
pawed over my things in that curiosity 

some of his ilk have. 
With my reading glass I examined the 

stamps closely. Intricate work, this, in two 
shades of red, blue, yellow, and possibly 
three shades of green. Hitler held the 
forefront with his belittling mustache and 
in the background was the almost 
unbelievable detail of mighty 
manufacturing plants and green fields 
framed in flowers at the sides and top. 
How characteristic of the man! No United 
States of Europe such as Briand and others 
had planned, no brotherhood of man the 
world over, but a superstate under its so-
called master race. 

And it might have come to pass. A 
nightmare of possibilities flooded my 
thoughts. What if his planes had 
concentrated on England’s public utilities 
instead of mistaken horror bombings? Or 
if Rommel had not found his match in 
eastern desert Africa? Or if Russia had 
collapsed and we’d faced the enemy solo 
before we were ready? Aye, Hitler’s 
universal stamps might have been in use-
including the ten I was after in Argentina. 

Enough of imagining things. What of 
the stamps? Who had brought them to 
Argentina as passenger on a U-boat? 
Could it have been Hitler himself? That 
still was a possibility in some men’s 
minds. Had he escaped after all, despite 
the evidence in Berlin, to persist in his 
universal postage idea and the world plan 
behind it? Well, more likely some 
henchman got out of Germany before its 
collapse and, realizing the immense value 
of the stamps, had brought them along for 
personal profit. 

 
Y runaway fancies were yanked 
back to the reality of a bug running 

across my desk. Damnation! So we did 
have bugs aboard—and the last trip I’d 
been in her we’d fumigated. Every port 
meant renewed vigilance, now some one 

M M
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had got careless. I smashed the thing with 
my fist and thought of all the splendid new 
ships and their reputed cleanliness, but 
deep inside me I realized I wouldn’t have 
traded this old Edgemont for the best of 
them. A man must have something he 
loves. 

So I set myself to work on my 
prospective cable to Bayle, using the code 
I could resort to only in emergency, then 
burning what 1’d composed. For any 
message I’d send must mean nothing to 
anybody except myself and Bayle. 

I brushed off the dead insect and 
picked up my stamps. That smashing fist 
had only by the merest chance not smeared 
the stamps—or had it? The reading glass 
did reveal just the minutest mark on the 
right edge of one, scarcely visible to the 
naked eye. Well, after all it was quite 
reasonable to discover some sort of 
markings on any stamps which had been 
where the universal issue had been. Only a 
minute mark, but I lost a heartbeat to think 
what a really big smootch could have done 
to my commission. I returned them to their 
hiding place, reproving myself. I mustn’t 
let myself become a timid old fool. 

I concocted a message designed to 
oblige Bayle to make Bayle do some good 
brainwork ere he’d figure it out, but he’d 
get the idea in time. Hang him, he had but 
few occasions to exert himself in most of 
these missions, simply say “go” and “do” 
and the grief was mine afterwards. 

My message said only: “ADVISE 
TRENCHMAN’S PUBLICATION.” True, 
this man Trenchman had been dead ten 
years but he’d been editor of the magazine 
in the university we’d attended. Bayle 
would get the connection. 

When I took the message to the radio 
op., he gave it an impish grin. Like myself, 
he was an old-timer and we always hit it 
off okay. “I was expecting this,” he said, 
“but I didn’t know who would send it.” 

While the sending machine got going he 
explained, “The skipper we’ve got now 
wants a copy of all messages sent.” 

Was I hot? “It’s none of his damned 
business,” I objected and saw by his 
manner that he thought no better of the 
man than I did. 

“Come on, Mate, let’s fix up some fast 
ones to keep him guessing. Make a phoney 
and an answer to it also and I’ll give it to 
him. That’ll serve him right for getting 
tough on his first trip along of us. What 
say?”  

So we sent “CLOSE DEAL STOP 
NEW ROCHELLE STOP” and the reply 
should be, of course, “DEAL CLOSED 
STOP.” We let the skipper have that one. 
What he made of these versions of my 
radiograms I don’t know, but the reply I 
got to mine from Bayle was splendid—
“PUBLICATION TWO MONTHS OR 
MORE STOP.”  

Then for once I wasn’t crowded for 
time—or was I? What of the man called 
Smith? What if he, too, was on the trail of 
the genuine stamps? I’m sure Bayle must 
have considered this possibility else he 
wouldn’t have warned me. 

 
ELOW Hatteras it came on to blow—
and how! Right away I had a problem 

on my hands, as quick and as stiff as the 
southerly; the Edgemont was too old to be 
handled like a tanker or nifty fruit boat and 
her skipper was both green and rather 
young. When he got stubborn and held her 
to her course it was bad enough, but when 
he insisted on crossing the Gulf Stream 
despite the weather, I ran afoul of the 
Chief and he was fit to be tied. 

No mate makes a practice of telling 
any skipper how to operate, but I was 
reduced to talking with Cap’n Lynn or 
leaving him to the fury of the Chief and 
that gentleman aft could break the best 
youthful skipper afloat merely with his 

B
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system of psychology and persistence. He 
never let up. So I got the skipper into the 
chart room when great seas were booming 
onto the decks, the frames complaining 
and the helm barely holding her up to it. 

I expected hell from him; not, 
however, the torrent of abuse he poured 
on. It smacked of hysteria, I thought, so I 
made another attempt, concluding with 
something like this, “Cap’n, if you don’t at 
least slow down, she’ll take you to bottom. 
I know exactly what she’ll stand—”  

No use. I could have swept the 
wheelhouse with him—I went aft instead. 
It’s an old dodge that many a stubborn 
skipper knows enough to listen to his 
Chief; maybe this one would but I must 
put the words into the Chief’s mouth. 

Believe it or not, Lynn rang for half 
speed before I got there. Then maybe I 
could influence this fellow, even though it 
had to be so indirectly. Which was worth 
bearing in mind. 

The southerly soon spent itself. 
Relieved of the concern for the safety of 
the Edgemont, I recalled some of that 
skipper’s ravings, especially one hot 
remark. Allowing something for anxiety 
and rage, he may not have realized the 
implications in saying, “I know your game 
aboard here. I’m onto it and don’t kid 
yourself; those cables haven’t fooled me!” 

Meaning what? I was an open book 
except for my past and my mission for 
Bayle. Since my past couldn’t matter to 
this man, he must have had those stamps 
in his mind. Did he realize, then, that he’d 
given himself away? What was his part in 
the stamp matter? Was he Smith? Nah, he 
was too small and getting bald and Bayle 
would have mentioned anything so 
conspicuous as this. 

Was he working for Smith? That could 
be; in fact, it looked quite possible the 
more I weighed it. Smith himself wouldn’t 
attempt the Argentina trip on one of 

Bayle’s ships; he might indeed work 
through another man on the same ship 
with Bayle’s agent. Maybe my usual good 
luck had tipped me off to this skipper. At 
any rate I’d certainly stand by, on the alert, 
for anything from now on. 

Bugs! The storm worked them out of 
the woodwork. All hands groused about 
them. The skipper had to recognize it. 
Time was when bugs and roaches were 
accepted irritations aboard ship, but the 
war had brought to light some deadly 
dopes for vermin, so the skipper ordered 
the ship cleaned. He had been very short 
and stiff toward me since our scenes in the 
wheelhouse; now he came just this side of 
insult. 

Never mind, says I, we all feel the 
same toward him. The helmsman jerked 
his head toward a seaman who’d tossed his 
lunch in the storm and still looked pea 
green about it. The skipper had held the 
kid up to ridicule but Marsh said, “Hell, 
plenty’s at sea today that heave up; 
some’re old-timers at that.” 

“How’d the cap’n take that?” I asked 
Marsh. 

He ducked a direct reply. “You mean 
Waite,” he said. “He made no back talk, he 
was ashamed to have made such a fool of 
himself, I guess.”  

But that skipper got so irritable and 
unreasonable and unfair about everything 
that I wondered what would happen if 
eventually he pushed somebody less meek 
than Waite too far. Which became 
something further for me to watch; I 
wanted no trouble aboard the Edgemont 
this trip, I had enough on my hands. 

N
 

EXT thing I knew, the mess boy was 
smarting under Lynn’s tongue 

lashings enough to tell me that he’d seen 
the skipper enter my room on several 
occasions when he was making up the 
skipper’s room and I was on watch above. 
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I passed it off, but it fitted in with the 
evidence of things disturbed in that room. 

Just how safe was the false bottom in 
that drawer? Nor could I think of any 
better hiding place. Certainly not on my 
person where sweat or sea water could 
ruin the stamps; or worse if something 
“accidentally” dropped on my skull in the 
dark! Yes, my room had been entered 
more than once but so far the stamps were 
still safe there. So I got on with the job of 
exterminating bugs and I made it 
thorough, flooding every seam and crack 
throughout the living quarters of that 
ship—and not one bug did I see! 

But I got the surprise of my life—a 
small parcel in paper so carefully 
concealed that curiosity made me undo it. 
Carefully folded in wax paper inside it was 
the ten universal stamps. Mister, you could 
have floored me with a feather. I’d have 
sworn they were safe in my room—the 
crafty devil! By obliging me myself 
instead of leaving it to the bosun, by 
ordering me to do the fumigating, he had 
given himself the opportunity to comb my 
room thoroughly, probably while I worked 
aft in the fo’castles and engineers’ 
quarters; and here was the result. He had 
found my stamps and hidden them in this 
locker in the ‘thwartships alley up in the 
bridge where we kept only emergency 
items such as a few fuses, an extension 
lamp and odd things almost never used. 
Why I opened the locker is to be explained 
only by the fact I was so cussed mad to be 
doing my bosun’s work that I fumigated 
everything in sight. 

Of course, I reasoned, the skipper 
couldn’t hide them in his own cabin, at 
least not until I’d finished this job there; so 
now he was on the bridge, having his big 
laugh at me. To hell with him. I, too, could 
laugh, but only by reason of good luck and 
my temper. Henceforth, I’d have to keep 
these stamps on my person and that meant 

continuous super caution against sweating 
and getting wet down. We were not far 
from port, however, and I could stand the 
ceaseless tension of watching the skipper’s 
tongue, handling myself dry and, 
incidentally, fulfilling my duties as mate. 

I got done and climbed to the bridge in 
high spirits, knowing what was under my 
shirt. I found Skipper and Third red-faced 
and red-hot. The Third turned to me to 
unburden himself but I waved him no; I 
wanted no rows at this late stage of the 
voyage. Waite, waiting to take the wheel, 
stared at the cap’n with hate-filled eyes 
and that was something—an ally in the 
fo’castle if I should need one. And I 
remembered what the after gang thought 
of Lynn since the southerly. But I must 
keep up appearances because after all any 
cap’n’s position has to be upheld. 

After four hours to think, I went below 
to my room with regrets for that false-
bottomed drawer. It was back into place 
and I looked at it, thinking: how could 
Lynn have discovered it? So snugly did it 
fit. Too bad, for it had served as 
concealment for many a false passport, for 
coded charts, certified checks. Now, for at 
least as long as Cap’n Lynn stayed aboard, 
it would be useless to me. 

“Hell!” I grunted and pushed down on 
a spot—and the bottom fell out! I scarcely 
believed my own eyes, but there they 
were, the ten counterfeit stamps exactly as 
I had left them! 

But I had them in my pocket or—oh, 
of course. These on my person must be the 
ten which Smith had made in defiance of 
Bayle’s strict orders. Well then, Mr. 
Smith’s stamps also were on their way to 
Argentina. 

 

I PONDERED the new situation, trying 
to fit together the pieces of the puzzle. It 

didn’t seem probable that some other man 
was along with a mission identical with 
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mine, for Bayle coveted the original 
stamps to carry out a grudge. Nobody else 
could possibly want them for the same 
reason, then why were these other ten false 
stamps being brought along? Had Bayle 
leaked some inkling of his plan to Smith? 
Ah, no, Bayle wasn’t the babbling kind. 
Nevertheless, Smith must have realized 
that Bayle had good reason for having the 
stamps made. He was smart, Bayle had 
emphasized that point. 

Smart. Then was he out to steal the 
originals and market them himself? A 
daring venture for a “wanted” man. 
Another thought carne to me: what if 
Bayle was behind all this? Would he pit 
Smith and me against each other? Why? 
Was he trying to put me in my place since 
I’d questioned him at length? Or because 
I’d had many a private laugh on him while 
carrying out these commissions? The case 
of the senorita’s portrait, for instance, the 
god with the open mouth, the golden horse 
with unmatched eyes. Doubtless, I’d put 
his mission in temporary jeopardy while 
working out my own angle of each case, 
but he’d got what he’d coveted, hadn’t he? 
And if now he was getting back at me, 
why had he tipped me off about Smith at 
all? 

I concluded that I knew Bayle well 
enough not to credit him with the kindness 
to grant me a sporting chance. Bayle is 
tough on everybody. 

Thinking all this through, it seemed 
best that I return the newly found stamps 
to their hiding place for awhile. So long as 
we were at sea, it could do no harm; on the 
other hand, missing them, he’d be out for 
my scalp in a big way, and a cargo ship is 
too small for maneuvering. And although I 
hadn’t the slightest idea what he could use 
them for, I would reclaim them just before 
we entered port since they were important. 

Waite, that abused sailor I’d pitied, 
was painting close by the locker, so I sent 

him aft on an invented errand. It was just 
by chance, then, that I saw Cap’n Lynn. 
He’d come up the midship stairway that 
silently; now he gave me a frankly 
suspicious eye. 

“Just what were you and that Waite 
talking about? You should know what it 
leads to when a mate hobnobs with 
common sailors—or don’t you?” he 
growled.  

I stared at the man. Was he insane? 
“Cap’n, don’t be a fool,” I replied. By then 
he was fighting so obviously for self 
control that I moved away to let him get it. 
The last thing I wanted was an open row 
with Cap’n Lynn. But Waite returned, 
resumed his painting and the skipper 
vented his fury on that hapless lad. I’d no 
estimate of how much the fellow would 
stand. I vowed I’d keep out of it regardless 
and hoped they’d take it to hell out of the 
alley and leave me the chance to put the 
stamps back into the locker. 

Luck was not mine. A sudden 
ejaculation and a sharp curse brought me 
around on my toes. The skipper was 
berating the paint-bedaubed, shame-faced 
sailor. He made a threatening move so 
quickly that Waite dropped his pail of 
paint and it flew over everything within a 
fathom—including the locker which 
spoiled my chance to return the stamps 
that hour. That day, in fact; so in late 
evening I turned in, determined to wake up 
half an hour before time to go on my 
Morning Watch. After three a.m. my 
chances would be easier. 

It was broad daylight when I came to. I 
brushed something off my face. My head 
was foggy. A queer smell . . . h’isting my 
head from the pillow I saw my duds 
scattered over the room. Even my shirt lay 
next to the door. No wonder I was chilly. . 
. . I came out of a doze with a start. How 
come all this? I’d planned to get up about 
3:15. Never before had I overslept and I’d 
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laid those clothes carefully over my desk 
where I could get into them fast and return 
the other ten— 

The stamps! Now I understood. 
Someone had doped me and rifled my 
clothes and it wasn’t hard to guess who. 
No use now to look in that inside pocket of 
the shirt; stamps were no longer there. 

 
HE Old Man o’ the Edgemont was on 
edge the rest of that voyage as we 

kept sharp, covert watch on each other. He 
did the poorest job at docking I have seen 
yet, evidently too eager to get her tied up. 
Well, of course, his other business ashore 
with stamps would be his uppermost 
concern right then. 

I kept out of his way for the sake of 
discipline aboard us, but when he lit into 
Waite again I was there. Strange to say, 
the fuss was over a letter brought by 
messenger, air mail and special delivery 
sort. Boy, they’ll crack fists, thought I 
when the mess boy passed behind me and 
said, “Letter for you, sir, better snatch it 
‘fore they tear it.” 

I walked into the row with hand 
reaching and the skipper yielded the 
envelope with poor grace, then stalked 
away. Said Waite rather ruefully, “Aw, I 
shouldn’t ‘ave horned in on ‘im but I knew 
‘twas yours and I only offered to deliver it 
to you, sir.” 

“Fine mess over somebody else’s 
affairs,” I told him. 

“Well, somehow, from the way he 
grabbed for it I didn’t think you’d ever get 
to see that letter—and a special messenger 
brought it.”  

No, Waite was nobody’s fool and he 
despised the skipper. 

Bayle wrote: “Before delivering the 
stamps to me, Smith called on a person 
who happens to be a die-hard Nazi. Today 
they found Smith’s body down at the river. 

Skull fractured. No knowing what 
happened to the stamps.” 

It was getting dark when I tore that 
letter to bits, threw them into the wind and 
looked up. Cap’n Lynn was watching me 
from the bridge, me and the man Waite, 
and somehow that sailor gave me a warm 
sensation. Could I use him? I rarely work 
with another man, preferring my own 
ways, but from Bayle’s letter I knew I was 
up against something tough this time. 

So the Nazis still were with us, still to 
be dealt with, still at it. Didn’t they realize 
they were licked or were they standing by 
as they’d stood before, letting us become 
occupied with our own affairs and our 
guard down? So Smith had gone to them 
with his stamps? What he had hoped from 
that contact will never come to light, but 
the stamps were here, aboard the old 
Edgemont, and Smith’s corpse—why were 
those stamps being brought to Argentina 
anyway? Surely they would have sold at a 
better figure in New York. 

I figured it out this way: they could 
serve as an identification card for the 
person bringing them—to the Dutchman 
Jan Kreug? And why would such 
identification be necessary? What the 
connection between Kreug in Argentina 
and that group in New York whither Smith 
had gone to peddle his stamps? 

I knew I must be the first to get to that 
dealer; there’d be no dallying among 
opponents so ruthless. Doubtless Cap’n 
Lynn also would get there as soon as 
humanly possible. If only he could be 
delayed, even one hour; that was all I 
asked and if only I had an ally—Waite still 
leaned to the rail only fifteen feet away, 
looking at me. 

I jerked my head toward my room. 
His white teeth showed a rare smile. 

“Okay, sir, I’m with you,” he said. 
 

T 
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OMETHING happened to me during 
those few steps to my room inside the 

bridge, something which a landsman 
might find hard to comprehend. It could 
have been the way Waite said “Sir,” but 
‘twas something deeper than that. Cap’n 
Lynn cheat though he might be and enemy 
of yours truly, was also the master of the 
Edgemont. He might even be a tool of 
unwhipped Nazis, yet he wore a sailing 
master’s braid and his license hung in the 
wheelhouse and something inside me 
could not connive with a fo’castle hand 
against the skipper. 

Get me? I’d handle this matter alone.  
Waite looked his surprise when I sent 

him on his way and I’ve since wondered 
how things would have turned out if I had 
asked him to delay the cap’n’s going 
ashore. Had I been reasonably certain of 
one hour, or even a dependable half hour, I 
might have been less hurried, less alert in 
getting to that Dutchman. 

As it was, I forfeited supper and had 
the satisfaction of seeing the skipper in the 
wheelhouse when I went ashore. Whether 
he saw me go, I couldn’t tell, but my own 
ten stamps were tucked away inside my 
shirt and the usual weapon nestled in its 
usual pocket, in case. 

Some time was lost in locating Jan 
Kreug’s shop—one against me since the 
person with the other stamps might know 
exactly where to go. But I have my own 
technique; a well covered palm will effect 
miracles in any country. Which led me 
into a poor street with mean shops, just as 
I’d expected, wherein their proprietors live 
on the premises. 

A light burned weakly behind closed 
shutters. The door was locked. I rapped 
and got no response. I pounded until a 
small window overhead went up 
cautiously and I stepped backward to look. 
A man said something in Spanish so 
garbled that my waterfront vocabulary 

made no sense of it. “Come down here. I 
want to see you.”  

Back came some English with a heavy 
foreign accent: “I do not open my shop no 
at night,” and he was shutting his window. 

“Hey, you,” I said roughly, “I’m from 
New York. I’ve got to see you about 
stamps—” 

“Hush,” he interrupted sharply. 
“Somebody might und’rstand English—I 
come down. 

Wooden stairs creaked. The door 
opened quickly, was fastened behind me. 
He was old and thin and bent with years, 
but those eyes were keen and questioning 
in a manner of dignity which could be felt 
rather than seen. The shop cried poverty, 
its few articles being objects of art not 
valuable. To collect my wits, I looked at 
them; none of my preconceived notions 
fitted here. For a man handling priceless 
stamps, this setup obviously was a blind. 

What else did it conceal? Was Kreug, 
too, a die-hard Nazi? And his place a spot 
in the worldwide organization at which 
Germans were so adept? If so, Jan Kreug 
was tough despite his looks and there’d be 
just one way to deal with him. 

If I was clumsy fishing out my stamps; 
it was because my right hand had gone 
where it would serve me best in case. 
“Look at these,” I said. 

Dumbfounded, he examined the 
stamps under a light, then turned 
incredulous eyes upon me. “They cannot 
be,” he exclaimed. “Where did you get 
them? There are only ten—” 

“And you’ve got them here,” I 
finished. 

His eyes burned upon me. “Where? 
Where?” 

“Maybe from the same place you got 
yours.” 

“Impossible!” 
Which got me nowhere, wasting time. 

I itched to get the business over with. 

S 
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Should I trade or threaten? I’d trade first; 
if it failed, then threaten him. “I’m here to 
trade with you. My stamps are counterfeits 
but so good it’d take an expert to detect it. 
I’ll swap you these for the genuine ones 
and give you something substantial for the 
accommodation. You can forward these to 
the fellow in New York; he won’t know 
the difference, he’s satisfied that you have 
the originals, he won’t suspect. And what 
if he did find out? Long beforehand you’ll 
have the money, it won’t matter to you. 
How about it?” 

Slowly he shook his old head. “I shall 
have to refuse,” he said so softly that I 
scarcely heard it. 

I pulled my gun. He viewed it without 
a trace of fear. “Maybe you don’t 
understand, I’m offering a trade,” I 
warned. “You can’t help yourself, I can 
blink you out and search your place. I’m 
an old hand at this, I don’t often miss.” 
Which, of course, was bluff for, even so 
and I found the genuine stamps I’d not be 
carrying out Bayle’s orders. The stamps 
would mean nothing to Bayle unless the 
New York dealer became humiliated. Aye, 
he always exacted his pound of you 
know—plus the blood that came with it. 

Kreug never flinched. Almost he 
invited force and force would get me 
nowhere but perhaps he still didn’t get the 
idea. “You lose nothing,” I repeated. 
“You’ll make more money this way. 
That’s what you’re in for, isn’t it? Or are 
you working for that Nazi gang in New 
York?”  

Fire flecked in the old eyes. “No, not 
that. And the money is not important; a 
month ago, yes, but not now.” 

“Hell, it’s always important. Come on, 
out with your stamps.” 

He looked tired and spoke with an 
effort. “I try to make you understand. A 
long time my family were diamond 
merchants in Holland. Always we had the 

reputation for honesty, never we sell 
inferior stones for fine cuts. For that we 
were known the world over, and trusted. 
You ask am I Nazi; no longer I have to 
keep up the lie. When they came into 
Holland, everyone of my family was 
killed, all but me and grandson Hans. They 
took everything we had, money, stones, 
everything. Me, too old to fight with our 
allies but there were other ways. 

“To their shame, many helped the 
Germans; others appeared to. It helped the 
cause. I was one of these, hating the work 
because we have always been honest, but I 
served my Netherlands and Hans. You see, 
they took Hans for hostage. How I 
deceived them! But they trusted me 
completely. Strange people, Germans; kill 
my family, steal our property but because 
they have my Hans, they own me. So they 
send me here, I obey orders, they put great 
trust in me.” 

I suspected he was dragging out his 
tale to consume time. “Cut it short.” 

Sorrowfully he resumed: “You cannot 
understand, I see. Family pride, our honor. 
I knew the value of the stamps when they 
came. Knew where I could sell them; 
selling has been my business for years. 
With the money I would return to Holland, 
build the business again for Hans. Yes, a 
month ago I would have sold them to 
you—now I have word that Hans is dead, 
been dead for two years and they did not 
tell me. I am old and tired now; no use to 
build the business again. Shameful things I 
have done; before long I die. This is why I 
cannot deceive the dealer in New York 
with your counterfeits; for the little time 
left to me, I am an honest man again.”  

Fancy that. Honor and family pride 
after all he’d suffered? His words got 
under my skin, for my family had enjoyed 
its pride too and all its men had been 
honorable—all save myself. For the 
moment I was stumped; up against the 
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intangible, I could not see my way out. 
Silence deepened between us and fortunate 
that it did or I’d not have heard a car stop 
outside, then go on—and somebody 
walking to the door! My time had run out. 

Gun in hand, I hid quickly behind a 
long, cloth curtain hanging just off a wall 
and discovered that it concealed the 
stairway to the floor above. Fine. I always 
like a way out. 

By pushing aside the curtain a hit I 
could keep an eye on Kreug, saying softly, 
“I’ve got you covered.” Though he looked 
straight ahead, I knew he heard me. Now a 
rap on the door, a splintering crash as it 
yielded to force. I couldn’t see the door, 
but the old man’s face turned ashen and a 
mean laugh was followed with: “Caught 
up with you, Jan Kreug. You knew we 
would. Hein?” 

So Kreug understood German for he 
replied, “Yah wohl,” he knew. 

But that German’s voice. Aboard ship 
Cap’n Lynn had talked in a high-pitched 
nervous manner. How savage it sounded 
now, in German. I heard him step forward, 
still out of my range of vision. Again that 
explosive laugh. Missing what he said, I 
concentrated on Kreug and he was still 
holding my fake stamps in his hand! And 
nary a show of resistance when a hand 
shot into view, snatched them and its 
owner jeered: “Had them all ready, hein? 
Expecting somebody? Not me. Yah, saves 
me the trouble of using my identification 
sheet, my own stamps.” Excitedly shifting 
to broken English: “Your som’body, he 
com’ too late; all he vill findt iss your 
corpse, Herr Kreug.” 

Though his eyes closed, Jan raised his 
head bravely to say, “Get it over with.” 

I checked my spring only because the 
voice resumed taunting him. “These 
stamps vill be used, all in goot time. Von 
day our universal stamp it vill mail a 
1edder in Vashington as it vas plan—und 

from odder capitals. Ve’re nodt beaten 
thees time either aber you won’t be here to 
see it. You know vy I kill you, Kreug?” 

“I know. It has been worth it.” 
That brought a blood-curdling yell. 

Out a from hiding I sprang— 
Our shots sounded as one but mine 

must have tallied first because his bullet 
holed the ceiling. Lucky I fired instantly or 
utter astonishment might have unsteadied 
my hand, for the form curled up on the 
floor, trickling blood, was not Cap’n Lynn 
at all. It was Waite. 

I was so shocked that I clean forgot 
Kreug until he plucked at my sleeve to 
say, “You can see. I am no Nazi. Now you 
must get away; the police will come.”  

My head now clear and working fast as 
usual in crises. I decided that Kreug must 
not be caught here either. But that 
wouldn’t get me the stamps so I rushed 
him, trusting that in confusion he’d not 
resist. “I’ll set fire to your place,” I 
declared. “We’ll leave before the police 
come.” 

 
 DIDN’T watch him get out the stamps; 
I was too busy over Waite’s body, 

reclaiming my stamps he’d pocketed and 
searching his wallet for the ten he must 
have brought to identify himself. I’ve 
often cursed the lethargy of the Spanish, 
but not that time because it saved our 
necks. We were out by back lots and 
several blocks distant when we did hear 
the tumult of arriving police and saw the 
flames shoot skyward from Kreug’s 
tumbledown shop. Its pinkish walls were 
turning black in soot. 

The numbed old man followed along 
meekly until I found him a lodging nearer 
the waterfront. But, despite these 
considerations, I firmly smothered my 
regrets for having gypped him. Hadn’t I 
saved his life anyway? 

Playing up geniality, I staged an act, 

I
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telling him I didn’t need the stamps any 
longer since the shooting back there had 
wiped out my real quest. No, it was the 
man I’d been after and the gang he 
represented; I had to make sure they’d not 
get those stamps.  

Since my tactics lowered his guard, 
what I mean, we joked about the stamps 
and at my suggestion he got out his 
genuine ones. We compared them with my 
fakes. “Here you judge them, then tear up 
mine,” I offered. “I’ll need them no more.”  

Remember now, I had both my own 
and Waite’s sheet of ten stamps each. Old 
Kreug with his magnifying glass, pointed 
out this flaw, that irregularity that would 
give them away to an expert. Thereupon I 
worked a variety of the old shell game—
thanks to P. T. Barnum—but of course 
there were still two sets of stamps before 
him when he’d finished inspecting. 

Finally he tore up my fakes from 
Waite, see, and tucked what he supposed 
to be the ten genuine ones carefully into a 
pocket. He protested a bit when I offered 
him money but eventually accepted it as 
from a brother-in-arms. 

In parting, I asked that man one 
question and his reply will intrigue me as 
long as I live. “Was it because you’d 
pulled the wool over his eyes so well that 
he came to kill you?” I asked. 

He looked puzzled. “It has nothing to 
do with wool. It was because of one 
German, the man who came in the U-boat 
bringing the stamps. I was expected to 
hide him away. I killed him.”  

Waite wasn’t the only man who 
surprised me that night. Cap’n Lynn was 
pacing the deck, waiting for me when I 
went aboard. He led me into his cabin to 
say, “Mate, this game is up. I’m through. 

You win. Take over. I’ll go north by plane. 
I’ve had my fill of this tension.” 

And what was back of all this? He let 
me have it. All the way from New York 
he’d carried the conviction that I was after 
his job, that I was watching him for some 
error big enough to put his license under a 
cloud. He thought some one higher up was 
backing me in this. My summons ashore 
before we left, my radio messages, my 
objections to driving her in the storm, it all 
added up. Some one had warned him that 
this was my build-up to supplant him. 

Some one? Aye, that insidious bit of 
propaganda had originated in Waite. 
Cap’n Lynn came clean then; he’d come 
up fast during the war, too fast. He’d seen 
tough going that had left his nerves a bit 
twangy. He realized he lacked both 
experience and confidence; suspicion of 
my intentions therefore had warped his 
better judgment. Smart guy, that Waite, a 
dealer in such stuff, what? 

“Cap’n, I could have had this old tub 
years ago. I don’t want to go master of any 
vessel. But if now you can accept advice 
from an old hand and add it to your book 
learning, you’ll bow to no other skipper, 
given some time.” 

He offered his hand. We shook on it. 
The wine was an old vintage. 

 
 READ in the papers of the sale of those 
“universal stamps” and the price paid 

was a king’s ransom, but all that was out 
of my hands by then. I knew Bayle had the 
genuine stamps in that room up the 
Hudson; knew too that the ones sold bore 
a small smear from the bedbug I’d crushed 
aboard ship. Bayle himself would finish 
the story when he got good and ready. But 
yes! 

 

I


