S. . Monotony
Mr. Stinky Pendarvis has a black eye. Stinky has nothing to do with this story;

but his eye is another matter. It is a tribute to heroism in a heat-ridden hole,
and a slight memento of the hero’s reward

By CARL RATHJEN

Author of “Fairweather Skipper,”
“Crash Man,” etc.

Bayonne, New Jersey
September 15, 1939
Mr. John Stewart,
- Tanker Cabello,
Oranjestadt,
Island of Aruba,

South America.

DEear UNCLE JOHN:

I saw in the papers how you and Cap-
_tain Brandwine and Mr. Williams from
your tanker was all heroes and are going
to get medals from the oil company.

~ And me and the gang that swim together
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Suddenly flame whipped over the ‘‘Bonaire’s”
forward deck. | had a brief glimpse of Brand-
wine’s eyes at that moment

in the Kill van Kull and hang around
the oil tanker docks here in Bayonne
would like to knew all about it because
we want to grow up and be like you.

You see the reason I want you to write
a letter and tell he how you was heroes
is because Stinky Pendarvis (he’s in my
class at school, I'm in the sixth grade now)
is always belittling and he says you ain’t
real heroes because you ain’t real sailors.

Real sailors he says are always going
to differunt ports all around the world like
his father does who is on a rusty old boat, -
and Stinky says you and Captain Brand-
wine and Mr, Williams can’t be sailors
because you always are in one place.
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Your letters and birthday presents for
me (thanks for the catcher’s mitt you sent
me the last time, I'm hoping Ma or some-
body “will give me a catcher’s mask to go
with it for Xmas) always come from the
same place, Oranjestadt, Aruba.

So Stinky says how can you be sailors
“or heroes at sea- when you never go sailing
anywhere,.

So T'll be watching for your letter,
Uncle John, and the gang too, so we can
tell Stinky he’s all wet and that we ain’t
crazy in wanting to grow up and go to
Aruba and be heroes like you and Captain
Brandwine and Mr. Williams.

Your neffew,
‘ - ALBERT

P.S. Ma read this and said I shouldn’t
always hint what I want you to send me.
I wasn’t hinting about the catcher’s mask
even though I would like one. I'll be watch-
ing for your letter. Tell me all about the
medal and what you did.

Oranjestadt, Aruba
September 30, 1939
DEeAr ELLEN:

I’'m writing this to you in care of your
brother in Brooklyn because I don’t know
how to answer Albert’s letter. He’s a ‘good
kid, any boy of yours and my dead

brother’s would be, and I don’t want to do.

anything that would hurt or. disillusion
him.

This hero business, for instance. 1 know :

how important such things are to a kid
his age. A growing kid like kim has to keep
his aims high, so if I told him the truth
of what happened down here at Aruba . . .

That’s why T'm writing to you, Ellen.
Maybe you can pick out the good from
the bad and give Albert a story that ¥ill
“satisfy him.

E’VE never told you much about Aruba,
“have I? It’'s a port of lost seamen,
Ellen. Men like me who lost good berths
when the depression hit the shipping busi-
ness,

All we do aboard the tankers, there are
twenty-eight of them here, is sail at dusk

with full tanks from Maracaibo in Vene-
zuela out to the Dutch island of Aruba
where there’s the world’s largest refinery.

We arrive at Aruba at dawn. At dusk
we sail empty for Maracaibo, arrive at
dawn. At dusk we leave again for Aruba.
Just a lot of lost seamen, marking time on
an endless track while we wait for better
times to come again so we can get better
jobs with a future.

That’s why I've never come home,
Ellen. Why I’ve never sent for you and lit-
tle Albert the way I promised I would when
I left two years after Al died.

It might have been a different story if
I were a refinery engineer like some of the
men on Aruba. They’re doing something,
building, progressing. They’ve got their
wives and children, some of them, and
that’s partly one of the reasons why T
can’t write and tell Albert about this here
business.

You see, Ellen, for every twenty men on
Aruba there is only one unmarried woman,
and she doesn’t stay unmarried for long.
That’s how the trouble started with Jack

"Williams and Captain Brandwine.

Brandwine had sent for a girl he’d
known in better days to come here and
marry him. He’s British and he’d last seen
her ten years ago in England, but he’d
heard recently that she’d taken a position
as governess with an American family
who had brought her to New York and
then changed their minds without giving
her passage money home.

So Brandwine had asked her to marry
him and sent her passage money to Aruba.
The oil company would provide them with
a six-thousand-dollar stucco bungalow and
supply all their needs. It was an offer
Brandwine’s girl accepted readlly

I was down on' the wharf in the glar-
ing afternoon sun with Brandwine when
the tanker from Bayonne arrived with his
bride-to-be, The tanker, by the way, also
brought fresh water, the only way we can
get drinking water on Aruba.

And it also brought Jack Williams who
was to be the new first mate a board the
tanker Cabello under Brandwine,
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T was doubtful about Williams before
I ever met him. He was American, and
Americans don’t seem to be able to stand
the monotony down here unless they have
the high posts like captains of a tanker

or an important post in the refinery. Most -

of the men afe British. There’s something
in the stolid British make-up that sults
them to the tropics. '

Well, the tanker arrived and I went up
the gangplank with Brandwine. The girl,
rather good-looking for the usual bony
type of English girl, was waiting on deck
to meet us, and nearby was a lean tall
fellow with a devil-may-care look in his
black eyes. I assumed he was Williams,
for he wasn’t in uniform like the crew and
he appeared to be the only passenger be-
sides the girl, .

“Hold on,” he said as Brandwine stepped
toward the girl. “She’s my wife.”

Ellen, I didn’t know what to expect from
Brandwine. Ten years in the monotony of
Aruba and its hellish sun is a long.time
for a man to_be thinking of the woman
he loves and then to get a blow like that.

-JUST stood there, waiting and watch-
ful. There was a sultry haze over the

'sea, a poised cloud of smoke over the’

gleaming aluminum-painted works of the
big refinery, and a glassy glare from the
water around us.

Brandwine never moved. His blue eves

were as glassy as the sea. His big ruddy
face was as motionless as the sun-baked
_coral island. He never so much as twitched
a finger.

The girl looked scared.

“I’m sorry, George,” she .stammered.
“But—but ten years is a long— I—I
didn’t realize I’d—changed until coming
down on the boat I-—" :

- “She met me,” said Williams. “I know
just how you must feel, Captain, but—
well, these things will happen you know.”
He extended an envelope. “Here’s the
passage money you sent. . . . -

He became a bit uncertain himself, the
way Brandwine just stood there.

“Can I buy a drink or—"

»”

Brandwine stopped looking at the glrl
then and turned to Williams.

“You'd best be getting your things
ashore,” he said. “We sail for Maracaibo
in two hours if you expect to be aboard.”

He turned expressionless and trod down
the gangplank. Williams stared at me.

“Is he my skipper?” he demanded.

“Yeah,” 1 answered curtly. “I'm
Stewart, chief engineer of the Cabello.
There’s a tanker sailing back- to Bayonne
in just—"

He turned and handed the girl a bill.

“Will you give this to the steward,
hon,” he said; and when she had gone he
turned to me,

“I know you hate my guts, Stewart, but
things are as they are, and there’s no use
moaning about them. I feel kind of guilty

about this myself, but there are some

things which just take. a grip of a guy
and make him act without stopping to
think matters over.”

“Yeah,” T said. “Brandwine’s had ten
years to think, and now—"

“Forget the tanker to Bayonne,” Wil-
liams interrupted: “I haven’t got a cent of
dough to carry me back to New York.
T’ve been on the beach too long.”

He looked along the wharf after Brand-
wine, then turned to me and held out his
hand. “Well, what’s the setup down here?”

“If you mean what kind of a future,
shuttling a tanker,” I said, “T'll give you
just about three months. You're an, Ameri-
can.’

“So are you,” he said, “so where’s the
difference?”

“My job keeps me busy. T'll never be -
moré than-a chief engineer. But you're a
guy who likes to be going places, doing
things in a hurry. T'll give you three
months, wife or no wife, before you chuck
it all up, thlnklng you can do better else-
where.”

“I just came off the beach,” he snapped,
pulling back his hand: “So you and Brand-
wine think I’ll crack by myself, is that
it?” ~

“It's happened before,” I remarked.
“We sail in"two hours. So you’d better get
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your wife settled ashore if you’re stay- -

ing. The company hasn't any hotel.

There’s not much in San Nicholas that’s

outside the company compound, so un-

less you find someone wholl put her up

temporarily youw’ll have to take her to
one of the Dutch hotels in Oranjestadt.”
He looked at me. “Two hours isn’t much
time. You wouldn’t—"
“I live in the bachelor quarters,” I said,
and left him there in the midst of his
luggage.

E WAS aboard at six bells when we
cast off for the run in to Lake Mara-
caibo. I stayed up on the bridge, just in
case, leaving my assistant, a big Dutch-
man, in charge of the engines,
- Aruba isn’t so far from the Line, and
as we went out the sun dropped from
sight with a flash of red that tinged the
turbid waters. Nearby, a big sea-going
tanker, loaded with the world’s best avia-
tion gasoline, was casting off for Bayonne.
Williams met my gaze briefly.

“Steady as she goes, Mr. Williams,”

said Brandwine impersonally and left the

bridge. His eyes caught mine slightly. I
sauntered down to his cabin a little later.
He handed me his revolver. “Take care
of this for me, will you, John?” he said.

I paused a moment. “Williams is wear-
ing a gun, or didn’t you notice?” I said.

“Goodnight, John,” was his only answer.

“You'd better keep this,” I tried to in-
sist, “because there’s no telling what he'll

do when Edith has time to think and realize~_

she was talked into—"

“Goodnight, ]ohn ” he said sharply

I left, swearing’

. I was standing the engineroom watch
trom midnight to four. Along about three,
-Hans, my big Dutch assistant who came
from Pennsylvania and whose lost name I
never could remember or pronounce, came
down.

“You’re an hour early,” I said.

He nodded. “Maybe you better-go the
bridge up. Villiams is there still, yet, und
the captain he soon goes the bridge up to
take the ship the bar over.”

“We’d never get over the bar if he sailed
the way you talk,” I remarked, and Hans
chuckled.

I went up to the bridge. It was-hot
there; "the northeast trade was behind us
and 1t didn’t cool things off much. The
second mate was on watch and Williams
lolled against the rail of the port wing as
the Cabello steamed through the dark Gulf
of Venezuela.

“It doesn’t pay to learn your job too
quickly in this country,” I remarked. “It
doesn’t give you enough to do.”

He lit a cigarette and looked at me.

“Is that advice or a hint?” he asked.
“You still think I won’t last three months,

‘eh?”

“That’s up to you,” I said.

“Is it?” he demanded.

I didn’t answer, but I thought of that
revolver in my cabin. I didn’t know how to
answer for the moment, )

There were the running lights of a ship
approaching ahead to port.

“The Caracas,” 1 said. “Tanker just like
this. In a few minutes we’ll pick up the
lights of the Maracay, then the Asuncion,
after that the Ocumare, and then—"

“Just like clockwork,” he said.

“And as devilishly monotonous,” T de-
clared, thinking of Brandwine, “until" it
gripes you inside and you’re ready to tear
things apart unless you’ve someone, or a
thought of someone, to hang onto to keep
your head steady.

“Williams,” T said suddenly, “I’ve got a
little dough socked away that I haven’t
been sending up north. There’ll be a cruise
ship putting in at Aruba in a couple of
days and—" :

“You’ll finance a honeymoon,
it?” he snapped.

. “Tll pay your passage with something
extra to boot,” I said, “if youwll go.
Alone.”

He swore and swung at me. I hadn’t
expected that and I caught the blow hard
and hit the deck heavily, I was charg-
ing to my feet when—

“Belay that!” barked Brandwmes
voice. -

is that



38

The three of us stood snlently a mo-
ment.

“You’d better go below, John,” said
Brandwine, .

Williams flicked ashes from his ciga-
rette.

-“Mind if T stick around?” he drawled.
“I’d like to learn the passage over the bar.
It must be tricky if you need shallow
draft tankers like this.” -

. DIDN’T get a chance to speak to Brand-
wine alone until morning when we were

moored by the oil wells in Lake Maracaibo.
Some of the wells are out in water a hun-
dred feet deep. -

“You shouldn’t have broken it up last
night,” T said.

“T’ll have no brawls aboard my shlp,
he said.

“What does that mean?” I demanded
“What are you going to do about—"

Another tanker captain was coming on
our bridge. Conningsby of the Bonaire.
Sloppy Edward we called him. He was the
_opposite swing of the usual Britisher you’ll
find in the tropics. His chest had sunk to
his beltline. His clothes always looked as
if the cook had used them to mop up the
galley, and they reeked of every cantina
in San Nicholas and Maracaibo. S

He hadn’t yet been caught drunk on
duty, but he’d been up on the carpet more
than once for letting his crew slop up the
Bonaire’s decks with oil. Hé’d been a good
skipper though, before he’d got caught in
this endless track of lost seamen.

“Say, Georgie, old boy,” he said thickly -

to Brandwine, “what’s the inside on this
blarsted double-cross of your bride-to-was?
I mean, 'old boy, about Williams. How long
do you' give him?”
* Brandwine’s eyes were stony. . _
“Better get back to your ship, Edward,
and sleep it off,” he said curtly. “But be-
fore you go below, stop your crew from
messing up the deck or you’ll find your-
self blown sky-high one of these days.”
Sloppy Edward scowled.
“Listen,” I said, “you’d better get back
to the Bonaire and—"

ARGOSY

He swayed and caught Brandwine’s coat.
“It’s this way, old boy. Some of us're
layin’ bets. Y’know. A bet on anythin’ to
kill the blarsted monotony of this blarsted
® hole. Some're bettin’ five months for Wil-
liams. Mine isn’t down yet, and—well,
Georgie, old boy, I been thinkin’ you might
drop a tip if you’ve any personal plans
tO‘—'”

Sloppy Edward was a big man, and
heavier than Brandwine by a good forty
pounds;* but Brandwine grabbed him by
the collar and the baggy seat of his pants
and literally carried him off the bridge
and tossed him on the narrow pier. Brand-
wine stalked back and faced me. ,

“Does that answer your questions too?”

I suddenly decided it would be a lot
more comfortable at the moment down in
the blistering furnace of the engineroom.

Hans was out on deck for a bit of air
when I went aft. He shook his big blunt
head.

“Worse it gets yet, even. No?” he mut-
tered. “Two years ago when the captain
three months vacation got, he should in
England married her then.”

“In the first place,” I growled, “she
wasn’t in England then. Some place down
around the Mediterranean. In the second
place, instead of taking time to go and
see her, he spent all his time in England
trying to land a better berth because he
didn’t think it right to ask her to come
down here to live. But it was different
when he heard four weeks ago she was
stranded in New York.”

Hans grunted. “Very different it wvus
yet, even. No?”

We sailed.at dusk for Aruba, and ar-
rived at dawn,

E KEPT on sailing at dusk, arriv-

ing at dawn. Back and forth. A
dozen times a month. And the next month
a dozen more. Aruba to Maracaibo. Mara- -
caibo to Aruba. Dusk. Dawn.

No new ports. No new peculiarities of
tide and current to be bucked. Just Aruba
and Maracaibo. The same faces. The same
orders from the same men until you knew
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what those orders were going to be be-
fore they were ever spoken.

No variation to break up the monotony.
‘Not even in the weather. Always it was
those cursed northeast trades. No matter
where or when you stepped out in the
open you always knew just which side of

your face the wind would strike. Even the -

trees of Aruba reminded you of how the
wind. blew. Every last ‘one of them was
bent sharply in the same direction. They
were like warped, stooping old men.

Williams had gotten his wife and him-
self settled in one of the company bunga-
lows inside the compound. He was pretty
well set; a married man usually is on
Aruba. No bills to. worry about if he goes
along content to let the company supply
him with the things he needs. And there
are always parties and socxal affairs among
the married set.

But after about six weeks I noticed he
was beginning to get a bit grim about the
eyes, He was brooding, -snappish. There
was the evening we cast off for Maracaibo.

“Slow astern,” Brandwine ordered, and
Williams manhandled the telegraph and
jangled the bells as if it were an emer-
gency. )

“Half ahead,” said Brandwine when we
had backed clear of the slip. And again
that manhandling by Williams. I saw the
helmsman glance at him briefly. Brandwine
said nothmg

Then Williams rang for full speed ahead
before Brandwine gave the order. Still
Brandwine said nothing, though it was a
bad breach on Williams’ part.

I surmised then that Brandwine was
playing a waiting game, avoiding open
- trouble while he wanted for the monotony
to break Williams who was beginning to
act just like the American crews that once
manned these. tankers, The company had

to.can them and put in the Britishers. The
same monotonous routine day after day-

in the blasting heat had too often given
the Americans the inclination to fly off at
tangents.

A man’s got to do something to break
the monotony here. Take, me for instance.

_D've made engines my life. There isn’t a

sweeter running tanker in the whole out-
fit than the Cabello. And it takes most
of my spare time to keep her that way.
I’m always taking something apart and put-
ting it together again. At first Hans used
to get sore at me.

“Dammit,” he’d say, “you the pump
take part to see if the pistons they are
there still.”

But he knows now I do it to keep from
taking myself apart. A man’s got to have
something like that down here. I have my
engines. Sloppy Edward has his binges -
and gastric ulcers as a result. Brandwine
had his hopes for the future, until Wil-
liams came along and destroyed them. .

Or were they destroyed?

That’s what none of us knew. Had
Brandwine put Edith out of his mind?
At first it seemed so. He had plunged
deeper into one of his hobbies.

It seemed strange that a burly two-
fisted man like him—1I saw him once sin-
gle handed break up a six-man brawl in
a Maracaibo cantina, scattering men like
ten-pins—should have reading as a hobby.
He was an avid reader, subscribing to half
a dozen magazines and always getting
books from New York.

If you could get him started there
wasn’t a subject he. couldn’t talk about
with an air of authority. He would have
fitted in swell on a big luxury liner where
it pays for a captain to know more than
seamanship when he sits down at mess
with the passengers; but here he was on
this endless track of lost' seamen.

And how endless was it for him now
without Edith? Had he put her out of
his mind? He hadn’t attempted to see her.
Or was it part-of the waiting game he
was playing with ‘Williams. -

1 ! YHEN one day he met Edith outside

the post office when he had gone there

to get a new shipment of books. I wasn’t

near enough to hear what was said, but

my glimpse of her wistful expression was
enough.

Williams appeared He gave Brandwine
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a sharp look, but said nothing. He and
Edith went off together toward their bun-

_ galow. Brandwine started for the Cabello,
then he saw me. . X

“John,” he said kind of thoughtfully,
“toss-these in my cabin for me, will you?”

He handed -me the package of books
and turned away before I could say. any-
thing. He went back inside the post office
and I saw him starting a letter.

I wondered about that. And I wondered
more when it suddenly dawned on me
more than a week later that every time
we were at Aruba he ‘was going ashore
and disappearing for a good part of the
day. I overheard island gossip that Edith
wasn’t always at home either, though her
name was carefully not mentioned with
Brandwine’s.

Then one evening when we sailed from
Aruba 1 caught Williams several times
staring hard at Brandwine when Brand-
wine wasn’t looking. I made it a point to
stay on the bridge. Later that night Wil-
liams got me alone on the port wing dur-
ing his watch. He spoke like a desperate

" man, .

“Stewart,” he said abruptly, “you made
me an offer once to pay my passage away
from here.”

“Yeah. You were broke then,” I said.

“I still am,” he snapped. “I've been
paying off some debts up North, If your
offer to lend me the money still holds, I'll
take it.” 3

I didn’t answer him right away.

“You’ll go alone?” T asked.

“Did T ask you for passage for two?”
he retorted. ,

I scowled at him in- the starlight. To
tell the truth I was disappointed in him.
He didn’t seem like a quitter to me. I
know, T’d said I’d give him three months;
but that was because I was sore at him
and wanted to side-track trouble between
him and Brandwine,

I'd had a feeling all along, which I
wouldn’t. admit to myself, that he had it
in him to lick the tropics and the monotony
of this job; but now I saw I was wrong.

“Well?” he demanded.’

“All right,” T said. “I'll give you the
dough when we get back to Aruba.”

I didn’t say anything about it to Brand-
wine. That was a mistake: I should have
told him.

HEN we got back to Aruba, I was

busy on board for awhile helping
Hans get hooked up with the pipe lines to
the refinery. _

In the next slip across the narrow arm
jutting at right angles from. the pier was
the Bonaire, and Sloppy Edward’s crew as
usual was messing up the decks again with

-crude oil. They weren’t getting their con-

nections tight enough.

Finally T left Hans to watch things
aboard the Cabello and beat it ashore to
get the dough for Williams. There was
a cruise liner that would stop by the next
morning and he could take it if he didn’t
sail with us that night. Brandwine and
Williams had gone ashore almost as soon
as we got in.

I saw Brandwine coming out of the
post office with some 'letters and I still
didn’t tell him what was afoot. He paced
past me as if he didn’t see me. I went on
through the hot sun to get the dough.

I telephoned Williams, I didn’t want to
go to his house. He said he’d meet me in
half an hour in San Nicholas. T strolled
out of the compound in the hellish sun.

In San Nicholas a half-hour went by,
and no sign of Williams. I went looking
for him, thinking I’d been mistaken about
our meeting place. I bumped into Sloppy
Edward and his first mate, a young Brit-
isher. The mate was grinning like a
Cheshire cat.

“C’mon, Stewart, old boy,” invited
Sloppy Edward. “Join the farewell party.”

“What farewell?” I asked.

“Mine,” grinned the mate. “Just got my
three-month vacation. Four months ahead

of time at that. 'm flying up to Miami

at noon and sailing for England from
Jacksonville tomorrow. Three years I've
been here. Boy, am I itching to get out
of this damn clear weather and get myself
lost in a London pea-soup!”
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“C'mon, Stewart, old boy,” said Sloppy
Edward.

“I’'ve got a farewell party of my own
to arrange first,” I said.

Sloppy Edward stared at me. “Didn’t
think you thought that much of Williams,
old boy, to give him a party When ‘he
transférs from your ship to mine.’

“What!” T exclaimed.

The mate grinned. “Williams is taking
my place aboard the Bonaire.”

“That’s what Willidms - thinks,” 1
snapped. I started grimly for the com-
pound and Williams’ bungalow.

I’d gone only a short distance when I
came face to face with him.

“Never mind the money, Stewart,” he
began, “I won’t be—" .

“You're leaving tomorrow just as you’d
planned,” T told him.

He shook his head. “I never had any
intention of leaving.”

T hit him then and I hit him hard. He
went down and rolled over and stared up
at me blankly.

“You're a worse rat than T thought you
were,” I snapped. “So you were just going
to take my dough-when all the time you
knew you weren’t going to leave. Well, get
this, guy. T’m seeing to it right now that
vou're leaving tomorrow. Tried to' pull
a fast one on me, eh?

"“Maybe you’ve got plans for Brandwine
too. If you try anything against him be-
tween now and tomorrow, so help me, T’ll
_'_’[)]1___”

LEFT him still -lying there dazedly

rubbing his jaw. I. went looking for
Brandwine. He wasn’t in his bachelor
quarters ashore. On his desk I saw an
envelope with the return address of a New
York detective agency.

I remembered Williams had come here
from New York. There wasn’t any letter
in the envelope: Brandwine had taken it
with him, wherever he was.

I beat it up to the bungalow where Wil-
-liams and his wife lived. She was alone.

“Do you know where Brandwine is?” T
asked her.

“1 haven’t seen him since that one time
we—"

“We'd better find him then,” I inter-
rupted hurriedly. “He got a letter from a
New York detective agency this morning
and—"

She just stared at me with big frightened
eyes. :

“Did you talk Williams out of leaving
the island?” I asked her.

“I?” She stared at me.

“No, you wouldn’t have reason to,” 1
said. “If you see Brandwine, tell him your
husband’s up to something.”

I started for the Cabello.

The refinery hulked over the inlet like
a big mass of white-hot aluminum in
the glaring sun. I ran out on the pier and
turned down the narrow arm that reached
between the Cabello and the Bonaire.

. Williams was standing there, scowling
up at the oil dripping down from the
Bonaire’s scuppers. He started to go
aboard. 1 called to him,

“I know now why you're planning to .
stay,” 1 warned h1m “Brandwine knows
too much and— -

“Knows too much?” he snapped.

“Yeah, Take a tip.” I started bluffing.
“I saw that letter Brandwine got this
morning from the New York detectives.”

“What the devil are you talking about?”
he demanded, glaring at me.

“You know as well as I do,” I retorted.
“So if you try anything you’ll only be
sticking your neck out because Brandwine
isn’t the only one who knows about you
now.’

I turned my back on him and crossed
the narrow pier and went aboard the Ca-
bello. 1 saw Brandwine pacing up on the
bridge.

“What in tarnation are you up to,
Jobn?” He frowned, staring across at the

. Bonaire where we could see Williams

pointing at the messy decks and laying
down the law to Sloppy Edward’s men.

“Listen,” I said. “Williams was going
to take an offer of mine to leave, alone.
He changed his mind suddenly this morn-
ing. He must have found out about that
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letter you got and now hes out to get
you.”

Brandwine stared at me.

“Letter? How do you . .
his coat pocket.

“I only saw the envelope,” I said. “
bluffed him on the rest of it.”

" “Bluffed more than you thought,” he
muttered. “He doesn’t know a thing about
it. He couldn’t.”

“Well, he knows now,” I stammered
finally. “What’s in that letter? Can we use
it to make him leave alone and—"

“There’s nothing in it we can use against

.’ He felt

him,” Brandwine muttered, staring across

at the Bonaire’s oily decks

“This changes everything around,” I
said, scowling. “If he didn’t know about
“the letter . . . Then the only reason he
could have for staying is that lucky break
he got getting transferred to the Bonaire
where he’ll be as good as in command.”

» RANDWINE still stared at the

Bonaire. Heat shimmered from her

decks and you could smell the dangerous
reek of oil fumes.

“I had him-~transferred to the Bonaire,

this morning,” Brandwine said slowly.
“You had him transferred!”
Brandwine nodded. I looked uneasily
across at the Bomnaire’s sloppy decks just
waiting for something to touch them off.

Williams was hazing some of the crew to

work cleaning up.

“Why?” 1 asked softly.
Edith?”

He looked at me quickly. “You know?

I didn’t think you—" '
- “T wish I didn’t know now,” I muttered
uneasily. “Brandwine,” I said reluctantly,
but firmly, “you can’t do it.”

He frowned at me. “Do what?”

1 motioned hurriedly toward Williams
on the Bonaire’s oily forward deck.

“I know how anxious you are to get
. rid of him. But you should know murder
won’t gain you anything, And it will be
murder when the Bonaire-blows herself

tn__n
TN

“Because of

"Edith arrived married to Williams.

there now, Brandwine.

ARGOSY

“You don’t know what you’re saying,”
he cut in. ,

“Good Lord, Brandwine,” I said
wretchedly, “you don’t think I'd say this
to you if—""Y grasped his arm. “You've
got to go over there and stop whatever
you’ve—

He braced against my pull on his arm.
He stared at me.

“You've been working too hard How
long is it since you took a vacation?”

“You're thé one who’s let things get
you,” T insisted, trying to make him come
with me. “Ten years you’ve been planning
and hoping. Then you got that blow when
You
thought the monotony would break him,
but it didn’t. You thought you’d get some-
thing on him in that letter from New York,
but vou didn’t.

“And now you’re making a last attempt
to . . . I'd probably try it myself if I
were in your shoes, but I'd want you to
stop me. You've got to hsten to me and

go over there.”

He wouldn’t budge. He just stood there
and stared at me. I was tempted to yell
a warning to Williams and his crew, but
that would incriminate Brandwine, I didn’t
want that. . ~

I wanted to save him. I wanted him to .

save himself. My voice rose frantically as
I tried to get him into action.
* “Look,” I pointed at the pier where
Edith was hurrying aboard the - Bonaire.
“Even Edith,” I pleaded, “knowing she
was wrong in marrying Williams, suspects
what -you're doing. You've got to get over
Snap out of it,
man. I'll go a long way with you agalnst
Williams, but not this way.”

He scowled at me and grabbed my arm
in a grip of .iron.

“You don’t understand,” he began.

“I'do, and you know it, » I said. “Don’t
you realize what you’re domg? Edith is
over there. You don’t want to include her
with Williams when . . . For the love of
Pete, Brandwine, come on before it’s too
late.”

He shook me. His eyes were piercing.
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“Give me a chance to explain,” he
snapped.
But it was too late.

HERE was a sudden shout from the

Bonaire. It sounded like Williams. The
next instant there was a hollow boom, a
sheet of flame over the whole forward deck
of the Bonaire.

I saw Edith’s dress flaring and Williams
grabbing her as she fell. He dragged her
back and wrapped her in his coat; Men
shouted. Others cried out in pain. Several
with flaming clothes dived off the far side
of the ship.

Brandwine let go of me and grabbed the
rail for support.

“Pm sorry, damn sorry for you,” I
shouted at him over my shoulder as I slid
down the ladder from the bridge. .Hans

"came dashing along the deck and followed

me across to the Bonaire.
A seaman carried Edith’s limp form
down to the pier. A panicky guy with a

seared face all but bowled me from my-

feet as he fled from the flaming tanker.
The refinery whistle was shrieking.

I saw Williams barking orders at the
pitiful handful of men he had aboard. His
cap was gone. So were his eyelashes and
eyebrows. His hair was singed white.

Williams grabbed me and yelled in my

ear above the din. o

“If she blows up here she’ll set off the
whole refinery. We've got to take her out
of here. My engineer and his man dived
overboard. Will you—"

“Cast off. Get to the wheel 7 T told
him. “I’l] tend to the engines.”

Hans was beside us. His big bland face
looked like a mass of melting candle
grease,

“I go,” he called to me. “You on the
decks stay. Get someone the valves to
shut.” .

I’d been thinking of those myself. Any
tanks that were open would have to be
closed off. 1 wasn’t worrvine e
~about the full tanks. It was the empty
ones full of gas that would r1p the snip

apart.

mirh

The forward mooring lines had burnt
through. Williams was ordering a man to
cut the afterlines.

“And when you finish that,” 1 shouted,

check all valves on your way forward
again.”

He raced aft. Williams scrambled up to
the bridge. I beat it into the nearest cabin
and yanked open some lockers. I jammed
my legs into a couple of pairs of trousers,
bundled myself into all the coats I could
find.

Coming out on deck again I saw Wll-
liams had the Bomnaire clear of her berth.
Out beyond the breakwater I glimpsed
some shark fins. Black smoke swirled
about me. I ran clumsily to the men with’
the fire hose.

“Douse me with that and keep it on

“me,” T yelled.

I picked up a wrench, covered my nose
and mouth with a wet towel and started
forward through the fire. Roaring flames
licked about me. The deck underfoot was
like a hot griddle.

_ I didn’t expect to save the tanker, I

. don’t think any of us did. All we could

hope for was to delay the inevitable ex-
plosion long enough to get the tanker away
from the refinery, and long enough—-I
hoped—so that we could all get off alive.

I could hardly breath through the towel
in the heat as I stumbled over the deck
pipelines. Everything blurred before my
watering eyes. Flames battled the spray
from the fire hose.

I remember kneeling at the main valve
for the forward tanks. Swearing at the.
wrench in my clumsy hands. Swearing at
Sloppy Edward. Cursing Brandwine . . .

After that memory staggers the way I
staggered about the burning deck until a’
grinding jolt from the tanker’s keel pitched
me headlong. I couldn’t seem to get my-
self up.

I remember Williams charging through
the black smoke and flame. He lifted me.
I saw the skin on the back of his hand
puff and split. T heard him shout as he -
carried me back.

“Everyone aft. Lower the boats.”

-
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Suddenly I felt him stop. .
. fire’s spread, cut us off from the

boats,” a voice yelled
. “Overside, swim for it,”

ordered.

“No, don’t! Sharks!” We were trapped.

T heard swearing, then. cheering. I forced
my eyes open, A tanker was edging Tn
toward the. Bonaire to take us off. It was
a risky chance for that plucky tanker
captain, If the Bonaire blew up before he
could pull away, or if hlS tanker went
aground .

W_illiams

The tanker was the Cabello! 1 saw »

Brandwine on the starboard wing of the
‘bridge. He was bellowing through a mega-
_phone. No matter what he did now, I
thought, he’d done his damage,

But I didn’t think about that long. I
was wondering who the devil was down in
my engineroom on the Cabello, and would
he treat my ‘engines with care. Then I
passed out.

CAME to in the company hospital on

Aruba. The next week was just a blur
as I hovered between painful conscious-
ness and deep blackness. In one of my
- waking moments I learned that Williams
was still confined to his bed in another
~room. So was Brandwine who had been
struck by a piece of flying metal when the
Bonaire blew up.

And this morning Albert’s letter, arrlved,
asking me to tell him how we had been
“heroes.” _

Heroes! Williams, a man who practically
stole” another man’s sweetheart. Brand-
wine, an attempted .murderer. And as for
myself—I haven’t yet corrected the im-
pression that the fire was an accident. So
that makes me an accessory after the fact.
‘Heroes!

How can I try to explain a story like
that, Ellen, to a growing kid like Albert?

But I knew you’ll understand my part
in this, Ellen. You'’re pretty swell that

way, and if I hadn’t become marooned on

this endless track of lost seamen I could
have tried to be to you what my dead
brother was. o N

You'll notice there’s a bit extra in the
monthly amount I'm sending you this
time. Get Albert that catcher’s mask for
me, will you? Maybe it will side-track his
disappointment at my not telling him the

- story of what happened here. I don’t know

just what I'm going to do, how it will all
turn out, when we're well enough to face
an 1nvestlgatlon
As ever,
John

Oranjestadt, Aruba
QOctober 1, 1939
DEear ELLEN: |

I wish I hadn’t had my other letter
posted so promptly yesterday.

I was wrong in all my assumptions.

Briefly, this morning I was wheeled into
another room to find Brandwine and Wil-
liams occupying it on the best of terms.
And here’s what I learned after a decidedly
awkward and embarrassing time for me.

The entire cause of all that happened
was not Brandwine, was not Williams. It
was Edith!

It was she who proposed marriage to

Williams on the way to Aruba. He didn't
know till after, the ceremony that Brand-
wine would be waiting for her.
_ And Biandwiné hadn’t been as disap-
pointed as I’d thought, but he’s not one
to let on much what he’s thinking. He'd
given me his revolver though, because he
thought Williams, expecting trouble, might
try to goad him mto action to get matters
out in the open and settled.

Then he began to have his suspicions
about Edith after that first time he met
her on the island. From slips of the
tongue she made he suspected she was
paying too much attention to other men
on the island..

So he not only began watching her every
chance he had, but he’d also written to
the detective agency in New York to check
up regarding her dismissal from the govern-
ess job. The wife of her employer had
fired her. The reason is obvious "after the
above,

Meanwhile who

Williams, thought



S. §. MONOTONY

Brandwine had been pretty square toward
him, was also on to Edith and knew she
was going to make a play for Brandwine
again. So Williams, by borrowing money
from me, planned to pay her passage from
the island to prevent her causing any more
trouble for himself and ‘Brandwine. But
she wouldn’t go. :

And Brandwine, when he received the
tetter from New York, was in a spot. He
wasn’t sure whether or not Williams sus-
pected Edith, so he decided to play safe
and let Willlams speak up first, if at all.
He liked Williams, so he had him trans-
ferred to the Bonaire to give him a better
post and to give him more work to keep
his mind off his troubles if he were on to
Edith.

And as for the fire, you remember I
mentioned the letter to Edith. She sus-
pected Brandwine had been checking up
on her. She knew she was finished on the
island then. |

She came down to the tanker to tell
Williams she had changed her mind, she
would leave. Before he could warn her,
she struck a match to light a cigarette.
When the fire burst into flame, she must
have inhaled some of the flames . . .

Sloppy Edward has been discharged, and
Williams will get command of the new
tanker that will replace the Bonaire. He'll
make good at it too.

Everything seems back to normal now,
the normal monotony of our jobs. I hope
times get better soon, Ellen, so you and
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I can enjoy them together while we are
still young. As ever,
. John ~
Bayonne, New Jersey
October 15, 1939
Dear UNCLE JOHN:

Thanks for the catcher’s mask. Ma got
your two letters, but all she said was that
you was a hero and she wouldn’t tell me
any more. Know why?

You’re soon going to ‘tell me yourself.

1 mean, Ma and me are coming fto
Aruba. We're going to live with you in
one of those stucko houses.

1 wondered why Ma made up her mind
so suddenlike, and she said something
about you’re only. young once whether
yvou’re in Bayonne or Aruba and that it’s
time people stopped waiting for better
times and tried to make each other happy
right now.

Gee, am I happy. | can hardly wait
until the tanker bringing us sails from

_ Bayonne next week, and Ma acts the same,
and when she asked me if I'd like to have
you for a pop 1 told her she didn’t have
to ask.

We'll be seeing you Uncle John, I mean

Pop. '

Albert
P. S Stinky Pendarvis, he’s the one who
said you wasn’t a hero because you wasn’t

a real sailor, says you are both now. And

he said it w1thout me having to blacken
his other eye.

WOMEN KNOW WHY THIS FREE OFFER Eﬁé@ﬁ%“

FREE SHAVING CREAM
SAMPLE? WHATS THE IDEA?

WELL,WHY NOT 7YOUR
ALWAYS GROUSING ABOUT HOW
SHAVING HURTS YOUR FACE .

—THIS LISTERINE SHAVING
CREAM MIGHT BE THE ANSWER

HONEY, YOURE A GENIUS!
THIS CREAM'S THE NUTS !
MY FACE FEELS LIKE A MILLIO!
—smgeysu AND COOL AS A

BILL TELLS HIS FRIENDS

M TELLING YOU ! ~ YOU CANT
BEAT LISTERINE SHAVING CREAM!
~SAVES CASH TOO~ ONE 35¢
TUBE LASTS THREE MONTHS.
LISTERINE, EHP-UNDER=
STAND THEY MAKE A SWELL
BRUSHLESS CREAM TOO

Name.

Lambett Pharmacal Co., Dept. 117, st. Louis, Mo. Please send me free and
ple tube of (J Listerine Shavxng Cream; {J Listerine Brushless Cream. (Check whxchcver is dcsxrcd.)

Address.

City.

—_State.




David t.owe brought up the gun
and sighted at the Messerschmidt

Dark Thunder

By ROBERT CARSE Count Maxim Spelke, a high Nazi officer;

he warns David Lowe to cease his attentions
to Margett, and finally Spelke’s Storm Troop

ES

Start now this powerful novel of sinter- - thugs beat up the American. .
national intrigue in the Caribbean , :
. . . LOWE returns to Spain for a.few months,
. ] : and then he goes to New York. There,
DAVID LOWE, foreign correspondent, in a bar frequented by Falangisr Spaniards,
comes to Paris, exhausted from the hor- he meets Margett once again, with her brother
ror of the Spanish War. But.in the days fol- and Spelke. But this meeting has been engi-
lowing his nervous tension and despair are neered—by Lowe’s two friends, Brick Hane-
miraculously relieved; he meets a beautiful gan, his managing editor, and John Folsom,
German girl, and he finds himself swiftly fall- a major in Army Intelligence. They know
ing in love with her. She is Margett Von why Spelke is accompanying the Von Rud-
Rudvig, whose family has lived for several vigsto Haiti; and they must use David Lowe.
* generations in Haiti; her brother Ernst, a- That night Lowe has only a word or two
Condor pilot, has been wounded in Spain, and  with Margett before he gets into a fight with
she has come to take him home to Haiti. Her  Spelke, which eventually becomes a barroom
admirer and constant attendant is Colonel f{free-for-all.
’ This story began in last week’s Argosy ) .
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