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CHAPTER I. 
 

IN THE STOLEN SHIP. 
 

HE Zigana had been renamed as well 
as refitted. She lay off Montevideo, as 
spick-and-span a vessel as ever 

gladdened the eyes of a sailor, her paint 
glistening in the sun and her new name, 
Zigzag, outlined in red. 

Captain Crash turned his eyes to her as he 
disembarked from the motor boat and climbed 
up the steps of the jetty. Arkwright, who 
accompanied, followed his glance. 

“Of course, she’s hybrid,” murmured 
Crash, “and apt to create a lot of unwelcome 
interest; but, by Harry, she’s a poem!”  

“And cheap, too.”  
Crash looked at him. “I’m not so sure 

about that, Pip. She’s going to be a big 
expense. She swallows coal by the hundred 
tons. We may have to pawn something to 
maintain her. But I’ve an idea she’ll pay her 
way later. The old Cormorant did, anyway.” 

The remark caused Arkwright to reflect 
deeply. Crash was still a baffling mystery to 
him. One half of his life lay completely veiled. 

To Arkwright he was nothing but a sea rover, 
an outlaw wanted by almost every government 
in the world, an amazingly successful man at 
his calling, for which piracy was the only 
word.  

What lay in the past and what had sent him 
on this eternal quest of adventure were 
problems that suggested no solution. By this 
time the accumulated spoil must have been 
gigantic; yet Arkwright possessed no inkling 
of where this was hoarded. It naturally 
aroused in him a certain curiosity. 

“You ought to be rich enough to maintain 
a fleet by this time, Crash,” he said. 

The skipper seemed to freeze up. “It may 
interest you to know that I am at my wit’s end 
to know how to pay that lazy, good-for-
nothing crew their next month’s wages,” he 
returned. “Then there is coal and food. A sea 
adventurer has a terrible lot of obligations 
these days, Pip. I shall have to cut down my 
subscriptions a bit this year.”  

Arkwright laughed incredulously. “Why 
not start with the Cats’ Home?” he jeered. 
“You can save a guinea there. Then there is 
the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 
Ships’ Engineers.”  
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Crash frowned as the significance of the 
last words dawned on him. “You’re a funny 
animal at times, Pip,” he snapped. “As for 
MacIntosh, I warned him twice, and the fool 
persisted in going his own way. That’s the 
worst of Scotsmen; they’re first-class 
engineers, but the sea air tickles their palates. I 
don’t mind Mac getting drunk ashore and 
fighting the police, but I won’t have it in the 
engine room. He’s a tough specimen.” 

Arkwright recalled the incident to which 
the conversation had reference. MacIntosh 
was a new member of the crew, a huge, 
angular Scot with a fiery red beard. His two 
joys in life were machinery and whisky. In his 
sober moments he was a well-disciplined man, 
but spirits upset his equilibrium. A quantity of 
the poems of Robert Burns, taken with an 
injudicious amount of whisky, created a fierce 
argument between Mac and his second in 
command, also a Scot. They fought it out in 
the engine room, with the result that one of 
Crash’s signals was totally ignored. 

Suspecting the trouble, the skipper went 
down to the engine room and found the 
triumphant Mac sitting on the chest of his 
well-beaten antagonist. Crash’s bitter tongue 
stung the Scot to the quick. “Mon,” he hissed, 
“it’s weel for you you’re the skipper, for I’m 
no the mon ta tak’ sic things quietly.”  

Crash thereupon invited Mac up on deck 
and informed him that for the space of five 
minutes he could disregard discipline. The 
scene that followed was like an epic—never to 
be forgotten. Mac, with all his brawn, was like 
a child to Crash. The affray lasted less than 
two minutes, during which time the chief 
engineer saw more constellations than ever 
existed in the heavens. 

Later, the engineer, his head covered with 
bandages, confessed to Arkwright: “I was the 
champion fighter of Aberdeen, where I was 
born, the most beautiful city of Scotland, but 
I’m no seekin’ trouble with the skipper any 
more.”  

Arkwright surveyed Crash’s figure. It was 

trim and well proportioned, with an almost 
feminine waistline. He wondered whence 
came the amazing strength which he 
possessed. There seemed to be some 
extraordinary vitality about the man that came 
rather from mind than from muscle. He was 
walking now with all the ease of a panther. He 
turned and met Arkwright’s eyes. “There’s an 
opera house here, Pip. What do you say to 
some music?” 

“What’s on?”  
“ ‘Madame Butterfly.’ Ever seen it?”  
“No. Have you?”  
“Twenty-three times. But it’s worth seeing 

again. We ought to be able to crowd it in. I am 
sailing at midnight.”  

As usual, he refrained from mentioning 
their destination, and Arkwright knew how 
useless it would be to inquire. They took a box 
at the opera and then repaired to a restaurant 
for dinner. The place was packed with a 
motley crowd, from wealthy planters to 
gaudily dressed women. A dark-skinned 
orchestra played airs that had been popular in 
Europe two years earlier, and were scarcely 
audible against the incessant babble of 
conversation. 

Sitting close to Arkwright’s table were 
three men in evening clothes talking together 
intently. Two of them failed to interest him, 
but the third caused him to rack his memory. 

Crash noticed his perturbed countenance. 
“What’s up?” he asked. 

“I’ve seen that man before, somewhere.”  
“Well, that’s not extraordinary. One is 

constantly knocking against the same men out 
here.”  

“But I’ve seen him in peculiar 
circumstances. I wish I could remember 
where.”  

Crash finished his coffee, and the man in 
question left the table with his two 
companions. Arkwright gazed at him as he 
passed and was treated to a look which made 
it clear to him that he, too, was remembered. 
The sinister glance brought back the past. 
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“By Jove!” he muttered. “It’s Miguel!”  
“Who the dickens is Miguel?”  
“I don’t know, except that he’s a fiend 

incarnate. It was out at Santa Cruz one night 
when I went ashore to get the crew back. I 
found Miguel there, molesting a girl named 
Dolores.”  

Crash shot him a swift glance. 
“I hope you are not getting interested in—

females, Pip,” he said, with a curl of his lip. 
“Females!” snorted Arkwright. “That girl, 

she—”  
“I know. She was like a dream. Her lips 

were carmine, her eyes were like silent pools. 
Her hair was raven black and scented as the 
jasmine. Her voice was music. She came to 
you in trouble, prevailed upon your young and 
tender heart, and heroically you gave her a 
helping hand.” 

“Do you know her?” gasped Arkwright. 
“Know her! I’ve met her thousands of 

times—in novels. I’ve seen her in pictures, 
with her amorous swain yearning in the 
background. It’s the old, old story, Pip. I 
thought you were a different type of man.”  

Arkwright flushed angrily and stood up. 
“Is it your business?” he snapped. 
“Yes. I don’t want my mate filling his 

head with all kinds of nonsense about women, 
their beauty and virtues. Don’t forget they’re 
at the back of every crooked game that has 
been played on this earth. Why, if it wasn’t for 
them I shouldn’t have to rob people to earn an 
honest living.”  

He laughed, but Arkwright kept a sober 
face. He could forgive Crash for his cynicism, 
but he could not rid his mind of the memory 
of Dolores. Why had Miguel left Santa Cruz? 
Why had he turned up here in Montevideo, 
which was but a short distance from Buenos 
Aires, where Dolores had expressed a desire 
to go? It looked as if Miguel was after the 
secret which the girl possessed. Yet 
Montevideo was not Buenos Aires! He 
followed Crash into the street with his brain 
throbbing. 

It was almost dark when they reached the 
street leading to the opera. On the corner 
Crash hesitated and looked out to sea. The 
Zigzag could just be seen, but that was not the 
object which Crash sought. Arkwright was 
about to interrogate him when the lights of a 
ship hove into sight. She appeared to be a 
large boat and was taking a northerly course. 
A little whistle escaped Crash. 

“Our quarry, Pip,” he said. 
“What!”  
“Bullion, Pip-half a million pounds in 

solid gold bars. That stuff is never going to 
reach port. Come on, let us have some music. 
After music, business!”  

“But if you mean—”  
“I can’t hold her up almost in harbor. We 

can afford to give her a little run. She’s got 
exactly four hours. Mac will have steam up at 
midnight and I guarantee she puts up her 
hands before daylight.”  

They entered the opera house a few 
minutes later. 

 
CHAPTER II. 

 
COULDN’T LOOK PLEASANT. 

 
HE opera held Arkwright. It was superbly 
sung and acted and had the effect of 

causing him temporarily to forget Miguel and 
his friends. Crash, too, was like another 
person. His whole being seemed to be 
drinking in the exquisite music. The first act 
finished amid a burst of applause in which 
they both joined; then the lights went up. 

“That was worth coming to see, eh, Pip?”  
“Splendid!”  
“It puts new life into me. I need it to-night. 

I am going to land that bullion if I have to sink 
the blessed ship and dive for it.”  

Arkwright winced. It was like awakening 
from a glorious dream to bitter realities. Then 
his attention was suddenly attracted to the 
seats below. In the second row sat three 
figures that caused him to give vent to a low 

T



TOP-NOTCH MAGAZINE 4

exclamation. 
“Miguel!”  
“You’ve got Miguel on the brain,” 

grumbled Crash. “Why shouldn’t the man 
come here? We haven’t bought the place.”  

“I’m certain he means no good.”  
“Neither do we—and we’re here. For 

Heaven’s sake get him off your mind and look 
pleasant!”  

The second act started soon after, and it 
was toward the end that Arkwright got the 
shock of his life. At Kate Pinkerton’s first 
appearance he gripped the chair in which he 
sat. It was impossible to mistake that 
beautiful, dark face—it was Dolores, the girl 
from Santa Cruz! She performed her 
comparatively small part gloriously, and once 
she glanced up at the box in which he sat. He 
thought her voice quavered the merest bit, and 
to give ground for his suspicion, Crash turned 
and looked at him curiously. Miguel was 
leaning forward and the two men beside him 
whispered to each other. Arkwright felt his 
heart thumping madly. 

“Crash!”  
“Don’t interrupt!” snapped that worthy. 

“You’ll have everyone looking at you.”  
“I don’t care a hang. Miguel has got some 

game on; I’m certain of it.”  
“Pip!”  
“Don’t Pip me.”  
“It fits you well. You’re just like a pip 

squeak—one of those nasty little shells that 
used to explode in France without warning. 
You’ve spoiled everything. Thank goodness, 
there’s the curtain! Come outside. I’ll never 
take you to the opera again.”  

He strode off and Arkwright followed him. 
At the same time the three men downstairs 
disappeared. Crash looked round for a 
conveyance to the harbor, but Arkwright’s 
interests lay elsewhere. A car passed them 
slowly, and inside he saw the figure of 
Miguel. He watched it move up the street and 
stop just beyond the stage door. That settled 
Arkwright. 

“I’m not coming, Crash,” he jerked out. 
“Eh!” 
“I’m wanted here at once.”  
Crash opened the door of a taxi. “Get in!” 

he said. 
“No.”  
“Pip, don’t be mad. The Zigzag sails at 

midnight—one hour from now. If you’re not 
there I sail without you.”  

“Do as you please. This is where our 
interests clash. You are after plunder and I am 
after something much more precious.”  

Crash gripped him by the shoulder. “You 
are going to make a scene, and I hate scenes. 
Get inside!”  

“Let go!” said Arkwright. “Take your 
hands off. There are things more important 
than gold or discipline.”  

Crash let his grip relax and Arkwright 
shook himself free. “I’ll get back if I can,” he 
said. 

Crash made no reply. He stepped into the 
taxi and banged the door. He looked for all the 
world as if he had seen a ghost—something 
out of the past that he thought was banished 
forever. Perhaps it was the fierce, indomitable 
passion of youth so clearly manifested in 
Arkwright’s eyes. He gave a queer little choke 
as the taxi moved away, and looked almost 
tenderly at the lean figure of Arkwright as he 
strode up the pavement. 

Before Arkwright could arrive at the stage 
door Miguel had put his plan into operation. A 
figure emerged and walked rapidly up the 
street in the direction of the waiting car. 
Arkwright recognized it as Dolores and 
shouted as he ran. She turned her head, and in 
a second two men leaped from the car and 
caught hold of her. She uttered a sharp cry and 
the next instant was pushed through the open 
door of the car. Instantly it started forward. 

Arkwright set his teeth and put every 
ounce of energy into his limbs. He caught the 
back of the vehicle as it was rounding a corner 
and managed to support himself on the 
luggage grid. A voice, apparently from the 
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window, growled in Spanish, “It’s all right—
he’s gone!”  

The car moved at great speed through the 
back streets of the city. No sound came from 
inside. Ten minutes elapsed and still the pace 
was kept up. They were now in a desolate 
region, close to the sea. The car slowed down 
as a house loomed into sight. A gateway led 
up to it. 

Near the house was a large tree, its 
topmost branches overhanging the northern 
end of the building. Arkwright dropped off the 
back of the car and made for the tree. He 
reached it just as the car stopped and the party 
alighted. Dolores was still in the grip of her 
abductors and evidently aware of the 
uselessness of calling for help. The car turned 
and made down the drive while Miguel 
produced a key and unlocked the door. A 
moment later all had entered. 

 
CHAPTER III. 

 
FROM TEMPLES OF PERU. 

 
RKWRIGHT slipped from behind the 
tree and made for the door. He tried the 

handle carefully, but found that means of 
egress barred. He crept round the house and 
came across a second door. This, too, was 
locked, and all the windows had shutters. He 
was making his way back to the front entrance 
when a thin beam of light came from an 
upstairs window. The shutters were slightly 
open, revealing a small part of the room 
behind. He saw the cunning face of Miguel 
pass the slit and, a little later, the distraught 
features of Dolores. 

High above him was a veranda, at the far 
end of which a lofty branch of the tree 
overhung. He decided to use that means of 
admission. He ran down the drive toward the 
broken-down fence and succeeded in tearing a 
thick paling from it. The ascent of the tree 
proved a difficult task, for his improvised club 
got in the way, and he dared not relinquish it. 

At last he sat astride the big limb and 
moved along it. By hanging with both arms 
his feet came within two feet of the veranda 
floor. He feared to drop lest the noise should 
bring the men out. His coat solved the 
difficulty. He clambered onto the branch again 
and took off his coat. Folding it neatly he 
dropped it onto the veranda. Then he followed 
it and alighted without a sound. 

He reached the window and peeped 
through it. Dolores was sitting at a table, her 
hand clutching the corner, and Miguel was 
leaning over her, his face convulsed. The other 
two were standing a yard away, watching. The 
conversation came to his ears faintly. 

“I said I would track you down if you ever 
left me. This time I mean to get what I want. 
Give me the paper and I swear I will leave you 
in peace,” said Miguel. 

“I have told you there is no paper.”  
“You speak falsely. Do you recognize 

this?”  
He produced a frayed document from his 

pocket. Dolores’ eyes flashed indignantly as 
she saw it. 

“You low thief!” she exclaimed. 
“Shall I read it?” he said mockingly. “I see 

there is no need. Your father here mentions 
another piece of writing.”  

“Then find it,” she retorted. “For ten years 
you have tried to find it and failed. You will 
always fail, because no other letter exists.”  

“Then you have destroyed it.”  
“I have never possessed it.”  
He gripped her by the arm and pulled her 

toward him. 
“You little liar! Your father was dying 

when he wrote that and set you on a raft down 
the river. You were only six years old then. To 
have given you the location of the treasure he 
found he must have done so in writing. Where 
is it? Where is it?”  

He shook her violently until she almost 
swooned. Then he released her, and she 
dropped inertly into the chair. He waited until 
she was recovered and then thrust his head 
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forward. 
“I give you one chance more. Speak, and 

you may leave this place at once. In addition 
I’ll give you a thousand pounds.”  

“Do what you wish, but I will give you no 
information. You scoundrel!”  

Miguel seized her. His lean, muscular 
hand went round her throat. She screamed in 
agony and made frantic but futile efforts to 
break his grip. 

Arkwright could stand it no longer. He 
gripped his club, and with a yell smashed the 
window. In a moment he was through the 
hole, gashed and bleeding. He brought the 
weapon down with all his strength on 
Miguel’s arm, and a cry of pain came from the 
fellow. The whirling paling met heads, arms, 
and bodies with awful thuds. 

“Run!” Arkwright cried to Dolores; but 
the girl was too dazed to do anything but 
crouch in the corner and stare at the fearful 
fight that was in progress. 

Miguel’s confederates produced knives. 
They leaped like cats about the figure of 
Arkwright. One of the knives found his 
shoulder, and then the wielder howled from a 
broken wrist. The second man, losing his 
knife, lifted a chair and hurled it. It missed 
Arkwright and shattered a mirror on the wall. 
With a bound Arkwright reached the door and 
swung it open. 

“Dolores! Get out of here! Come!”  
She stood up and was making for the door 

when Miguel, who had been waiting an 
opportunity, dived and caught Arkwright’s 
ankle. Arkwright came down with a crash and 
three heavy bodies fell on him. He looked up 
to find Miguel holding a knife in his uninjured 
hand in close proximity to his heart. 

“So it’s you—you dog!” snarled Miguel. 
“I have a long memory, as you will find out. 
Get a rope, Juan!”  

The man called Juan went outside and 
came back with a length of rope. Arkwright’s 
legs and arms were firmly bound. 

“Now the girl. They seem so fond of each 

other it would be a pity to separate them.” 
The pair were carried downstairs to a large 

basement room with very solid doors and 
barred windows. They were flung on the 
stone-flagged floor side by side. Miguel 
grinned fiendishly as he surveyed them. 

“You can shriek until doomsday and no 
one will hear. I’ll come each day to watch you 
die. You can both win your freedom by one 
means. She knows what that means is.”  

“So do I, you infernal ruffian!” said 
Arkwright. 

Miguel administered a heavy kick and left 
them in absolute darkness. A door slammed 
and silence reigned. 

A few minutes later Dolores’ form 
touched him. 

“Oh!” she exclaimed. “I was just seeing if 
I could move.”  

“Don’t move any more, please.”  
“So it was you I saw at the opera,” she 

murmured. “I dreamed that one day we should 
meet again. Isn’t it strange?”  

Her voice was sufficient to set his physical 
pain at naught. “Dolores, have you seen that 
rascal since you left Santa Cruz?”  

“No. I thought I was free. I went to 
Buenos Aires and found that my poor sister 
was dead. I taught music for a time, and then I 
sang in a cabaret. A man heard me and offered 
me a place in the chorus of a touring opera 
company. I worked my way up to a small part, 
and only last week I was given the part you 
saw me in last night. And now—”  

She stopped as she reflected what this 
incarceration would mean to her future. The 
company was moving on the morrow to 
another town. 

“If I do not go with the company they will 
engage another singer,” she said. “It will mean 
starting all over again—if I live.”  

“Live! Dolores, we are not finished yet. 
But Miguel, is it worth all this trouble on his 
part? Is the treasure he mentioned so 
valuable?”  

“Yes. It was stolen from the temples in 
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Peru centuries ago, and hidden by a robber 
who subsequently met his death. My poor 
father found a clew and set out to find it. My 
mother had died but a few months before, and 
my elder sister had just been married. I was a 
child of nearly six and he couldn’t bear to 
leave me, so I accompanied him. 

“I can remember some of the awful 
adventures up in the interior,” she went on. 
“Fever came and took off nearly all those who 
accompanied us. The rest died one by one. 
The river boat got lost, and my father and I 
were left alone in a huge forest. But he went 
on, and I believe he found the treasure. At 
least, I can remember seeing golden vessels—
hundreds of them—in a sand bank. Then fever 
took my father. He was dying. He lashed me 
to a raft and set me down the river. Two days 
later Miguel found me. He had heard of my 
father’s quest and knew he was the kind of 
man who never failed. He believes I know 
where the treasure is, and that is why he has 
hounded me all these years.”  

“And do you know?”  
There was a brief silence, then she 

murmured, “Yes; but there was no other letter 
than the one Miguel found.”  

“Your father told you—until you 
memorized it?”  

“No. My father was a clever man. I did not 
even discover his instructions for some years. 
Shall I tell you where those instructions are?”  

He was on the verge of making an 
affirmative reply, but he remembered his 
peculiar position. In a way he felt bound to 
Crash. What good could it do to become 
possessed of the secret which she so zealously 
guarded? 

“I would rather you did not,” he said. 
“But why? You are my friend, are you 

not?”  
“Yes, but— Dolores, there are many 

things I cannot tell you. Don’t ask me 
anything about myself. Keep your secret until 
you can find an honest man who can help 
you.”  

“But are you not honest?”  
“Don’t ask me. If I were, I could not help 

you.”  
She was evidently greatly perturbed. He 

heard her soft breathing, in the darkness, and 
knew she was thinking of him and of his 
strange words. A little later he felt her head 
fall on his shoulder. 

“I’ll never believe you are not good and 
true,” she whispered. 

He said nothing, but a few minutes after he 
heard her breathing deeply. She was asleep! 
And soon he, too, was wrapt in slumber. 

 
CHAPTER IV. 

 
TO PASTURES NEW. 

 
RKWRIGHT awoke with a start. The 
sunlight was penetrating the shutters of 

the window and illuminating the room. Two 
plain and startling facts burst upon him. 
Dolores was gone and he was free! He looked 
in blank amazement at the pile of rope at his 
feet. It had been cut with a sharp knife. 

He scrambled to his feet and examined the 
doors. The one leading apparently to the 
garden was locked, but the other, through 
which he had been carried the night before, 
was unfastened. Amazed beyond words, he 
crept upstairs and eventually reached the room 
near the veranda. Dolores must have gone that 
way, but how and why were unanswerable 
problems. 

He climbed down the veranda into the 
garden. Not a soul was to be seen, and the sun 
was fairly high in the heavens. He looked at 
his watch—nine o’clock! If Miguel had taken 
her, why had he gone that way? If she had 
managed to escape on her own accord, why 
had she not awakened him? He felt that a new 
danger threatened her, and berated his folly at 
falling asleep.  

Undecided what to do, he at last set off for 
the town. It proved to be more than six miles 
distant, and it took him the best part of an hour 
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to get there, walking and running alternately. 
Passing a mirror in the main street he was 
appalled at the sight he presented. His face 
was covered with blood and dust, and his 
collar was a piece of dirty rag. He removed 
the worst by means of a pocket handkerchief 
and made for the opera house. 

The attendant at the box office had just 
arrived and was sorting letters. He stared hard 
at the disheveled figure of Arkwright. 

“The lady who played Kate Pinkerton last 
night—can you tell me where she is lodging?” 
asked Arkwright. 

“Senorita Castille? Oh, she’s gone by 
now.”  

“Gone!”  
“The company left by the nine-thirty 

train.”  
“Was she with it?”  
The man gazed at him in blank 

amazement. “Of course she was,” he said. 
“How do you know?”  
“I saw them off.” He shot Arkwright a 

swift glance. “You don’t happen to be Mr. 
Arkwright?”  

“Yes, yes!”  
“Are you sure?”  
“Of course I am!”  
The attendant produced a letter from his 

pocket. “She asked me to give you this, in 
case you called.” He coughed. “You will 
understand, sir, I scarcely expected to find you 
like—er—”  

“That’s all right. Give it me.”  
He took the letter and sat down on a 

lounge. He slit open the envelope and read: 
 
DEAR FRIEND: It breaks my heart to leave 

you like this. Early this morning a man came and 
released me. He cut your bonds while you slept, 
but would not permit me to awaken you. It is all a 
mystery to me, but he said he was your friend and 
bade me join the company before it was too late. 
He was tall and dark and wore a long black cloak. 
I would have stayed with you to the end, but he 
forced me to go with him. I pray you are safe, and 
that one day we may meet again.         DOLORES. 

Arkwright put the letter in his pocket and 
left the place. His brain was swimming. Who 
was this unknown friend who had acted so 
mysteriously? The description fitted Crash, 
but Crash could not have got back from his 
exploit in time. 

He meandered down to the harbor, at his 
wit’s end to know what to do. It was unlikely 
that Miguel would let matters lie where they 
were. If he had come all the way from Santa 
Cruz to find Dolores he would certainly 
follow her again and persecute her. 

He looked out to sea and started violently 
to behold the Zigzag lying at anchor. She was 
exactly where she had been the night before. 
He called to a longshoreman. 

“Put me across to that boat!”  
The man nodded and led the way down the 

steps. In half an hour he made the Zigzag, and 
Arkwright climbed aboard. One or two 
members of the crew were at work on the 
decks and touched their caps as they saw him. 
He found Crash in his cabin reading a book. 

“Morning!” he said bluntly. 
Crash put the book down and swung round 

in his chair. “So you’ve come back, after 
deserting me?” he snapped. 

“You can put me ashore if you don’t want 
me.”  

“I’ve a good mind to.”  
“I don’t care. I only put across to you to 

know how you got back so soon.”  
Crash laughed harshly. “Oh, I got back all 

right. That’s pretty obvious, isn’t it?”  
“Not a bit. If you got the bullion you 

wouldn’t come back here to get arrested.”  
“Your improvement is slow but certain,” 

drawled Crash. “It’s wonderful how you arrive 
at such conclusions.”  

Arkwright was silent a moment, then he 
said: “Where were you last night?”  

“I’ll tell you,” replied Crash. “I was 
chasing a quixotic person called Arkwright. 
He got himself into a dickens of a hole, and I 
got him out.”  

“You!”  
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“Yes, I. When you rushed off like a 
whirlwind I followed you. The car waited 
farther up the road, and I climbed the tree and 
stayed there until your friends had left the 
place. I couldn’t do much, Pip, until you had 
gone to sleep.”  

“Why not?”  
“I didn’t want you butting in.”  
Arkwright bit his lip in anger. “You took 

the girl away?”  
“I did. You didn’t want her to lose her job, 

did you?”  
“It was no affair of yours.”  
“Wasn’t it? Do you think I would have 

given up half a million of money if it wasn’t 
my affair? That’s the cost of your romantic 
adventure—half a million.”  

“Romantic adventure! You—you haven’t 
the heart of it cat. That girl was in great peril. 
What have you done? Nothing. Miguel will 
follow her and persecute her. The thought of it 
is torture to me.”  

Crash lighted a cigarette placidly. “I’ve 
fixed it all for you, Pip. Miguel won’t get out 
of jail for at least three months.”  

“Jail!”  
“Precisely. He was foolish enough to rob 

the Marquis D’ Alby and was run in by the 
police.”  

“Rot!”  
“Thank you. But I ought to know, I 

handed him over to them myself.”  
“You—what have you got to do with it?”  
“A lot, my dear Pip; for I am the Marquis 

D’ Alby. At least, I am known in certain 

places as such.” 
Arkwright frowned, then laughed. 
“That’s better, Pip. You are really nice 

looking when you laugh. It was rather hard 
luck on Miguel. I happened to drop across him 
making his way from his hotel. I collared him 
and we wrestled on the pavement. Would you 
believe it, Pip, my watch and note case were 
found in his pocket? He swore he was 
innocent, but it didn’t work. That was rather 
fortunate for you, wasn’t it?”  

Arkwright’s face brightened. I meant that 
Dolores would be free from persecution for 
several months. He felt grateful to Crash, but 
his gratitude was diminished when he 
reflected that Crash had ulterior motives. His 
motive in this case was to get Dolores away. 
Crash broke in suddenly. 

“What’s the use, Pip? That girl’s path in 
life and yours lie far apart. You’re an outlaw, 
a robber like me. We’ve got our work to do 
and she has hers. Forget her.”  

“I wish I could.”  
“I’ll make you forget,” said Crash grimly. 

He flung a newspaper across the table. “Have 
a glance at the social news. Who’s leaving 
Buenos Aires next sailing? Who’s got any 
money? Mrs. Deltimore? She’s got no money, 
only credit. Pip, I want half a million by next 
Friday. Somebody has got to disgorge. What’s 
that—Russian gold leaving Riga? Sounds 
healthy, but it’s a thundering long trip. Hand 
me that chart, and run and tell MacIntosh I 
want steam up in an hour. An hour, mind you, 
and not a second longer!” 

  
 


