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ONE

IT dl started on Monday the fourteenth of August
nineteen hundred and thirty-nine. | had just returned
from a short vist to Copenhavn, and was staying in
Half Moon Street. My flat there served as an anchorage
to my somewhat amless ramblings. It was a bachelor
flat, situated on the fifth floor of athin brick building,
sandwiched between a lawyer and a small hotel. The
owner of the house, an Irishman caled Patsy, was an
earnest pot-bellied little man whose sole eccentricity
was an apparent didike of coats and jackets. During
our meetings | never saw him in anything but shirt
deeves. He was not untidy, however, for his blue
waistcoat and linen shirt were of the finest quality,
while his ties, although gaudy, were aways faultlessy
tied and showed no uncomfortable gaps, twidts, or
glimpses of an unpolished stud.

He suited me well, for he was quiet and discreet, and
kept everything clean with the help of a successon of
pretty but white-faced maids, who appeared slently
and obediently from the radio-echoing basements at
the first touch of a bell.

The flat jtself conssted of a gtting-room full of.
leather armchairs, heavy curtains and bronze ash-trays,
a comfortable bedroom with a bathroom attached, and
a smdler guest-room. Meds were brought up by the
white-faced girls, and with breakfast and tea came the
mail and papers.

My mail was usudly smple, three or four faithful old
bills, an bccasiond receipt and a few private letters. It
was, therefore, with something of a shock that | saw a
neat buff-coloured envelope with the words: " On His

-
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8 SUNSTROKE

Majesty's Service" printed across the top. It bore no
stamp, being a generous gift of the tax-payers. In the
left-hand corner was printed : " If undelivered please
return to the Under Secretary of State, the War Office."
- 1 ignored the bacon and eggs and opened the letter.
It was short and terse. Would | cdl at the War Office
at my earliest convenience and bring thisletter with me ?

| was very surprised, for until that date had had
nothing to do with any Government Office, beieving,
like a true Briton, that the governing of my country
was no affair of mine. | wondered how they knew
about me. | studied the signature at the foot of the
letter. | was, of course, unafole to decipher it. Then |
saw with a start that the gentleman who was writing
to mewasa" Colond for Genera, Director of Military
Intelligence” It was a horrible shock, amost as bad
as indigestion.

The words " Military Intelligence” immediately
conjured up a series of pictures that filled me with
horror. Masked gentlemen with steaming pistols,
soft-eyed vamps, random shots on murky nights and
ghostly cars screaming through the mists chased each
other rapidly through the idle fertility of my brain.

Next, a more frightening thought occurred to me,
Perhaps, during my many vigts to the Continent, my
movements have given rise to suspicion 1 Perhapsin dl
innocence | had been in contact with International
Spies who, themselves under observation, put Al
newcomers under the same* scrutiny ? | began to recall
feverishly the places | had vigted during the past
twelve months. Chrigmas and the New Year in
Switzerland, June and July in Paris for the Season,
and the first fortnight of August in Denmark, from
which country | had just returned. All this might

appear suspicious, especidly as Germany and Poland
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were a loggerheads and war was expected every day.
| had met hundreds of people and any one of them
might havebeenanything. It wasan unpleasantthought.

When | returned to my breakfast | did not enjoy it,
for it had grown cold and the coffee, doubtless under the
influence of my imagination, tasted strongly of arsenic.

| dressed very carefully. After dl, agood appearance
is aways helpful, and if 1 were to be shot at dawn |
wished to go down as eegantly as possble. | chose my
grey flannel suit, a quiet tie and a white poplin shirt.
A red carnation, supplied by Patsy, and a corner of my
handkerchief appearing out of my breast pocket
completed my preparations and with a feeling that |
was going to the dentist | s&t out for the War Office.

| chose the route by the Green Park, the Mali,
Admiralty Arch and Whitehal, for the trees were
pleasant and shady, and the glimpses of London sill
beautiful, in spite of the excavations and preparations
for the coming war.

¥

It is strange how a simple walk can be distorted by
imagination. Every tree seemed to hide an agent;
every od gentleman in high-winged collar was a
desperado ; every nursemaid a spy, and even the police-
men seemed to eye me with long-searching looks as if
to say: "Ahl Ah! We know dl about you, Mr.
Roberts, you're for it, you ain't ‘df,” An old woman
shouting " Violets" and holding up a bunch became a
secret harbinger of an encoded warning; while the
tramp of feet behind me were shadowers, and the
idlers hiding behind their newspapers could be nothing
but disguised palice officers watchful of my step.

| consequently arrived a my degtination in a very
low state of morale and crept reluctantly into the court-
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yard of the War Office, convinced that the only way
I'd emerge again would be feet first in an oblong box.

| stated my business. The door-keeper in blue
uniform looked disparagingly at me, read my letter,
took down my particulars, gave me aform to complete
and turning to a one-armed minion told him to
" take Mr. Roberts to Room 1026" He then stood
sback, shook his head sorrowfully and |eft me.

| followed my new jailor (I somehow could not look
upon him as anything ese) through the famous Rabbit
Warrens of theWar Office. | wasat first amazed at the
complicated system of passages, but dowly redised
that its purpose was as dreadful as it was effective:
no stranger once indde could ever emerge again with-
out the help of ajailor: there was therefore no hopefor
the would-be evader!

" Wait here," said the jailor as he knocked at a door.

| waited patiently. My self-confidence, already badly
shaken, ran away atogether. The door opened pre-
sently and thejailor, who now seemed both pleased and
relieved, said:

* Come in, please.”

"Comein,p |l ease." Icameinandthedoorwasshutbehind

The room was smdl and bare. There was no carpet
on the worn and dusty floor-boards, no pictures on the
wdls In the far corner was a desk of old wood, upon
which stood a line of big trays overflowing with docu-
ments. Behind the desk sa a little dried-up man
with a bald head and thick glasses, dressed in a faded
blue suit, and looking more like a Civil Servant than
a Civil Servant himself.

He stood up with embarrassed speed.

" Ah, Mr. Roberts, |, believe ?" he asked in * very
pleasant tone of voice.

| nodded.
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" Please St down.”

He waved to an old leather armchair placed a an
angle to his desk. | sat down carefully, pulling up the
legs of my trousers so as not to spail the crease, then
tweaking my tieout of place in an effort to improve it,
| coughed loudly in a mixture of uncertainty and
NErvVousNess,

In the meantime the little man had sa down again
and had pulled a large, pae cover towards him upon
which my name was scrawled in pencil. He opened it
and | was amazed to see it full of letters and memos of
various shgpes and Szes. | concluded that the whole
story of my ingpid past lay between thoseanaemic covers.

The Colone—for | presumed him to be such—turned
over each of the pages carefully, giving vent from time
to time to a consdered " Hem!" Eventuadly he
looked up and placing his fingers carefully together
leant back in his chair and looked thoughtfully a me.

Unnerved by thisslent scrutiny, | only managed with
difficulty to suppress the desre to stand up and scream.
However, with the knowledge that | might as wel put
as bold a face upon it as | could, | stared back at him.

He relaxed, grinned, and pushing a flattened packet
of cigarettes at me said: " Have one"

His voice was pleasant and soft.

| took one, lit it and sat back thankfully.

" Fed better ? " laughed the Colond.

| sat up and said: " Er—yes, gr."

"Good1l I'm afraid you must have a very poor
opinion of me by now. Shocking manners, | know,
putting a guest ill at ease.  Shocking, but | wanted to
study you awhile before we spoke. | always go by first
impressons. They are the truest. One's subsequent
judgments are always dimmed by knowledge and habit.
Do you agree ? "
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" Yes" | answered, adding, a little too eagerly—
" What was your first impresson of me ? "

He laughed; did not answer, but sad instead :

" | expect you are wondering why you were asked
here?"

"Yes" | answered.

" I'll ten you."

Instead of telling me, however, the srange little
man looked down at his papers again and said:

" | seyou trave alot.”

" Yes"

" Travelling is great fun, isnt it ?"

"Yed' | answered, " | like it."

" One ss 0 many angles of life. It's a fascinating
pastime. | suppose you are a student of human
nature?"

"Yes" | answered again, feeling that truthfulness
was my only hope, " | write"

"Youdo!l Howinterestingl What sort of things? "

" Novels”

" Do you publish under your own name ? "

| shuffled awkwardly.

" Er—no—I'm &fraid I've never had anything
published, but I will one day. I've been trying long
enough.”

" I'm sure you will and, of course, you are gathering
such useful data from your travels.

" That'sit,” | sad eagerly, happy to be on familiar
ground. " I donot think awriter can be any good until
heisthirty,"

" You are twenty-five."

" Twenty-four.”

" Of course, 0 you gill have six years to go,"

" | want to collect as much materid as possble
People think I'm lazy and rush amlesdy about from
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place to place intent only on pleasure, but in redity
I'm accumulating a great field of experiences. I've
dready lived in a Benedictine Monastery, a Nudist
camp, the Latin Quarter and with the White Russian
Colony in Paris. Not bad for a beginning ! "

| stopped, alittle ashamed of my outburst.

The Colond was nodding pleasantly. | found that
| liked him. Hewas so sympathetic and understanding.
He was unlike any colond | had met before. | felt
that we could become friends.

" Surely your people do not approve of dl this
wandering about ? "

" | have no parents. My father was" killed in the
last war and my mother died soon afterwards."

" Oh, I'm so0 sorry to hear that."

" | have a guardian who has been very good to me,
but as long as | keep out of trouble he does not inter-
fere with my life."

" Very wie | wish more parents were like that. |
expect, however, that you make up for this by being
tiedtoagi i—afiances? A young chap like you must
be mter&sted in women, en ?"

" | am not engaged and not likely to be, either/' |
sad shortly.

" A sore, point, eh ? Sorry to have mentioned it."

" Not at dl,” | answered quickly, afraid that he had
taken offence ; " asamatter of fact, | wasvery attached
to agirl acouple of years ago but she threw me up for
a big banana merchant, and since then women have
never meant very muchtome. | believein freedom and
safety in numbers! "

" Excdlent, excellent,” beamed the Colond. " With
dl this freedom you have doubtlesdy some very
origina views on life and such things ? "

| laughed and said:
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" I'm afraid not. 1 have not yet had time to form
any definite views. | don't believe that a man should
accept a certain view merely because he has been
educated to that view, nor that he should embrace
another just because it is in direct oppostion to the
one he has held up till then/'

" Very rightly too, you are, therelore, receptive."

"Yes inaway. | try to asamilae good pomts
and reject bad ones It doesn't always work though.”

“1 e | suppose that with dl this travelling you
must find much good in the countries you have visited
and much bad in your own ?"

" Have you travelled much, sr ? " | asked.

" Quite a hit," answered the Colond " Why ? "

" Have you found that while travelling broadens the
mind and induces tolerance, it degpens at the same time
the attachment to one's own country ? The best part
of my travels has always been the moment | land in
Dover, climb aboard the London train and find every-
thing so cam, quiet and efficient. No more smels,
no more shouts, and no more noisy rocking trains.
Instead, there is a bel above your seat which you
know will be answered the moment you ring it and will
bring an attendant with that blessed cup of tea and
plate of buttered toast 1 It is then, with London
round the corner, that ' Home Sweet Home' redly has
some meaning.”

" | entirely agreg' cried the Colond with enthusiasm.
" 1 know the feding so well but there is a better one.”

" Oh?"

" Yes—when you've done a good job of work for
England.”

" For England ?' | cried blankly. It sounded strange.

" Yes, some of uswork for our country."

"Redly t " | cried, vaguely surprised that one could
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serve ones country when it was at peace. " Of course,
everyone gives up everything during awar, but in peace
it seems SO unnecessary.”

" Why do you say ' give up everything' ? | assure
you that nothing is given up but, on the contrary,
much gained. An idle life becomes important, am-
lessness directed, and there is no little voice to upbraid
one when the papers rant against ' the idle rich." "

| felt that this was in some way a veiled reproach at
my form of life.

" I'mnot' the idle rich/ " | cried indignantly. " As
| told you before | am collecting material for future
publication. My books, | hope, will one day bring
pleasure to many. My conscience is quiet.”

" My dear Roberts, | was not referring to you in any
way. | merely remarked that personaly | knew a deeper
satisfaction than arriving home from the Continent.”

" Sorry," | said; then remembering that | had been
summoned here and that the reason for my appearance
could not be for the sole purpose of discussing the re-
lative means of attaining contentment, | sad :

" You dill have not told me of the reason for asking
me here."

" I'm coming to that," sad the Colondl.

He turne'd over the loose leaves of the ledger.

" You were in Corsgcain May, weren't you ? "

"Yes" | answered with an uncomfortable feeling
in my stomach.

" You stayed at the Nord-Sud Hotdl."

* "Yes| did" | answered in surprise.

" You spent much of your time divided between
Yetty's Bar and The Little Corporal ? "

" The evenings—yes—everyone did, unless they went
up to the night club at Bishop's Pdace"

" And during the day you bathed ? "



16 SUNSTROKE

" | wrote, too—occasondly."

" Yes | bdieve you did."

" And admired the flowers. The ntaquis is beautiful
in May. Purple, ydlow and green climb up the sSdes
of the mountains and vanish into the foress™

" S0 | understand. You met many people ? "

" Hundreds. Everybody was very friendly."

" Do you remember John Buckingham ? "

" John Buckingham ? Of course, we went about a
great ded."

" What do you think of him ?*"

" John" | replied. " He was amusing. Rather
pompous and inclined to lay down the law. Quite a
good egg.  He wrote, | belieVe, but not very serioudy.
He seemed to have money. | don't know what he did
for aliving. The quedion never aos2. Why are you
asking this? "

" He wants you to go out to him."

"Wants me?" | cried, anazed " Why doesnt
hewriteto medirect ? Why go this round-about way ?
Is he a relative of yours? ™"

" Ohno. He wants us to send aYOU out officially.”

"You. . snd. .me.. officialy ?"

" Yes" sad the Colond, drily. " You s he is
one of our agents out there." '

"Agent?"| gagped. "John! Anagent? Aspy?"

"We prefer the term agent. Spies are generaly

rofessiond gentlemen who sdl their information to the
ighest bidder. Agents Work for their countr?/."

| was too astounded to spesk. | was recdling dl
that | could remember of John Buckingham, his ways
and his manners, in the hope of discovering some item
that mi?ht have given me a clue to his red activities.
| could find none.  Even now that | knew that he was
in the British Intdligence Service | retained the same
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impresson of him. He was such an ordinary sort of
felow. Someone like me. Spies were aways rather
sniger. He was anything but sniger !

He wanted me. At first 1 had not paid much atten-
tion to that part of the Colond's words. Now they
came forcibly back to me and the more | thought of it
the more puzzled | became.

| looked at the Colond and found that he was beam-
ing hopefully at me. It was amost asif he could read
my thoughts and was laughing at me.

" What does he want me for ?"

" We do not quite know."

"Oh!"

" He was sent out to Paris on an important misson.
It has apparently taken him to Cordca  He is doubt-
lesdy on the track of something big, for he informs us
that he needs help. Instead of sending one of our usud
men he has asked us to send you, because, as he says,
" Anthony Roberts has been here before and hisarrival
would cause no suspicion.  Besdes his conduct here
in May has left everybody with the firm conviction
that he is the typicd English fool with too much
money to spend V

"What 1" | burst out indignantly. This was redly
too much! e

" He goes on to say, ' | am convinced that he is no
fool, and is the very man for the job out here, where
any of your regulars would be spotted at once V

"Oh1" | sad, mollified but ill smarting.

" Then he adds that he beieves from conversations
he has had with you that you would legp at the oppor-
tunity, as it would give you excellent copy and an
insight to anew way of living. We were very doubtful
at firgt of the advisahility of employing an outsider on
ajob of this nature. However, John isone of our most
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religble men and we immediately took stepsto . . . er
... check uponyou. This. . ." heflicked the leaves
cadedy, "... is a complete record hour by hour of
your movements snce your return from Denmark/'

" How did you find me in the first place ? "

" John gave us your address and the talkative Mr.
Patsy of Half Moon Street gave us the rest/'

" Do you mean tosaythatl have been trailed for the
Iast wesk or 0 ?"

" Every minute."

| felt hot and moist under the collar It is not a
pleasant thing to discover that one€'s movements have
been observed and noted on paper as if one were a
microbe under observation. | searched in my mind
and was thankful tofindthat there had been no events
regrettable enough to make me ashamed of my own life.

" It must have been amusing reading."

" It was very encouraging, | assure you."

| was relieved.

" Wéll," added the Colond, " we had checked up on
you from other sources and redised that John was
correct in his surmise. We then decided to act and
consequently sent you the letter.”

"1 s8" | answered.

There was a brief pause. The Colond; an under-
standing man, was in no way forcing me to a hasty
decson. Strangdly enough, my mind was empty. |
felt that |1 was no longer the same person as he who
had entered the War Office’ Under the influence of
this strange man | had changed. | had no longer a
persondity of my own but sedped to have alowed this
Stranger to sHp into my mind and direct it. | wanted
time to think done.

" Itisdl very sudden™ | sad very tamely.

" Just what the maiden sad," laughed the Colond.
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| was stung.

"It will upset my plans.”

" You were heard to express at the Embassy Club the
other night that the great advantage of the life you
lead you never had to make any plans”

" Damn! " | sad, then added: " Anyhow, I'd be
no good asa spy—agent, | mean. It'stooridiculous! "
| tried to laugh but failed.

" Young man," sad the Colond and his tone was
now fatherly, " | have had much experience of thissort
of work, and know the supreme value of long training.
Is it not sufficient that you have managed to convince
me that you are capable of undertaking this misson ? "

" | see what you mean,” | muttered. There seemed
to be no way out of it. Now that the first surprise had
worn off | began to look at the proposition more closdly,
and the more | considered it the more it appealed to me.
The Colond was, of course, right when he referred to
that inner voice. It had rebuked me often enough,
but | had generally managed to quell it. Now that it
had been, so to speak, brought out into the open |
knew that the task of subduing it would be infinitely
harder. What really worried me mog in the whole
business was my monumental lack of self-confidence,
but the Coléne had confidence in me! Surely that
was enough.

"Of coure" sad the Colond dowly, "I do not
wish to force you into anything; we only want willing
workers and if you will give your word of honour not
to say a word of what has been sad in this room the
whole matter will be forgotten

" No," | sad very firmly, ™ | never ssid | would not
do it. | was only doubtful of my own capabilitiest If
you think | am capable of carrying out the work | am
only too willing to hdp."
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" Good !" sad the Colond briskly. " Then that is
settled.”

"Yed' | sad.

" Excellent ! " hesaid. | noticed at once achangein
his voice. It was brisk and businesslike, arid | knew
that from now onwards | would have to take and
obey his orders. At the same time | redised that dl
that had gone before had been carefully planned and
that the insignificant looking little man behind the
desk knew exactly what he wanted and how to get it.
| felt happy and confident.

" There are many details to be arranged. Trains,
boats, money, means of sending back reports and the
res. Well arrange al that for you. | want you to go
home, pack, and make whatever excuses you think
necessary to explain your sudden departure. | want
you back here to-morrow morning for final instructions.
| need hardly say that no mention of thisisto be made.
Are you quite clear on that ? "

" Quite, gr," | sdad. "Whendo | start ? "

"Within the next few days" sad the Colond,
standing up and going over to the door. " We have
not much time left as the war is due to begin in a
fortnight's time.”

" What ? " | gesped.

" Never mind! Forget it! Have a good time and
he back here to-morrow. If you take the first corridor
on the left you will find a flight of stairs that will lead
you to the entrance hall."

The door shut behind me. | waked confidently
down the corridor. It impressed me no more. It was
dark and dingy. | hit thewall with my stick and cried :
" Herés to Anthony Roberts and his new mis
adventure !"
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VICTORIA — Folkestone — Boulogne — Amiens —
Paris — Dijon — Lyons — Masalles — Toulon —
Hy&res — Le Rayol — La Foux — S. Raphad —
Cannes and at ladt, thank God, Nice.

The long journey was almost over, the last |ap about
to begin, and | gill had no idea of the nature of the
mission upon which | had been sent.

The Mistral, that insistent wind from the Alps, was
blowing dl aong the Riviera, arid at Nice it sent the
dust flying and the palm trees moaning as it screeched
monotonoudy hour after hour through the crowded
streetswhere the scent farmers and olive growers mixed
with the eager tourist or indolent habitui.

" Damn! " | thought, as | entered the taxi for the
harbour. " A rough crossing! "

There was a crowd of people down by the harbour.
They lined the main road and gathered beneath the
treesin the square. They were waiting for something:
| wondered what it was. | peered up and down the
street and saw a van. It was painted bright yelow
and had an enormous chromium loud speaker on the
roof. It cruised up and down, shouting unintelligible
words in a metdlic falsetto at the crowd. | tried to
pick up what it said but failed. Then suddenly at the
far end of the street a regiment came into view. The
men in dusty boots and ill-fitting uniforms douched
into view, followed by a line of jingling horse wagons,
strange archaic constructions, high off the ground, that
shone with spit and polish. So this was the reason for
al the fuss? A battalion moving up to the line that
faced threatening Italy ? But the people were quiet.

2!
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A few jokes were exchanged between those who
marched and those who watched, but there were no
shouts and no cheering. | was puzzled. Then came
the tirring in the crowd, a mounting volume of noise
that rose to a roar and swept past me along the whole
line as, zigzagging in amongst the troops, cheered by
soldiers and civilians alike, a solitary racing cyclist,
covered in mud, begoggled and crouched low over his
handlebars, came peddling in fierce, swaying jerks
up the hill. A cycle race was in progress | Here comes
thewinner! Rah! Rah! Rahl

| turned away and boarded the Isle de Beautt.

We soon weighed anchor and steamed out to sea.
As Nice, sitting like a broody hen on her hills, dis-
appeared and as the snow-covered heights of the Alps
rose up behind, so did the motion of the ship become
increasingly uncomfortable.

The Migtrdl, as| have said, wasblowing. The seawas
rough. There was a storm in the Mediterranean and
we were ploughing through it. The swaying mast-head
raced across the deep, heavy blue of the sky, while
the bows cut through the darker hue of the sea, and
the screaming wind tore the white smoke away from
the funnel and tossed it among the crested waves.
People, like frightened spiders in a fibraing skein of
wooh clawed their way among the lashed cars and
wind vents. So high did the waves sweep that the
fourth dass passengers were evacuated from the bows
and ordered to take refuge among their superior first-
class companions. It was worse than the Channel
at itsfiercest and yet the sun was so strong that it bit
mercilesdy into exposed face or body.

| am a good salor, asarule, but having unfortunately
drunken a glass of sickly beer before setting off | felt
some discomfort beneath the points of my waistcoat. |
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therefore spent most of the time clawing my way goe
like around the almost deserted decks.

It was on one of these journeys that | ran |nto her—
or perhaps | should say did into her. | had seen her
once or twice on the journey out, an attractive-looking,
well-dressed girl, who had sat doof and unapproachable
in her sedt, reading a new novel most of the way from
England. Though | had never so much as spoken to
her or even caught her eye | felt that after fifteen hun-
dred miles of reading books a each other we could
claim a certain bond of companionship. Conseguently
when | saw her lose her grip of therail and come diding
over the wet deck'towards me, | shouted urgently.
"1 sy, look out, you'll hurt yourself." It may not
have been a very intelligent thing to say, but rea
people, unlike the characters of a play, cannot keep
up an eternal string of clever back-chat. Needless to
say my remark had no effect on her and | noticed with
trepidation that, if anything, her speed was gathering
momentum.

| had to act. Wkh an Englishman's true disregard
of his personal safety | launched mysdlf across her
path with a frantic shout of:

"Hold on! I'm coming."

| was—and out of control too, for that she-devil of
a ship decided at the very moment of my setting out
that she had rolled far enough and with a shuddering
jar began to right herself. The result was disastrous,
for | had launched mysdf with great force and now
losing my balance completely, fell headlong at the girl's
feet. She unable to check hesdf and waving
frantically with both hands, kicked me sharply in the
ear, tripped, fel over me and, with me as a human
dedge, did rapidly back to her point of departure.

We managed to cling to a rail sufficiently to prevent
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ourslves being borne across the deck when next she
rolled, and on her second recovery pulled oursaves to
our feet.

" | "ay, I'm dreadfully sorry " ! cried. " Are you
hurt?"

" No," answered the girl shortly.

" Have you log anything ? "

"No," she answered again, tightening the tri
coloured scaf at her neck, " but whatever made you
do such a crazy thing ? Did you lose your baance or
your head—or both ?*"

- Thetone of her voice was o biting that | was roused
to righteous indignation. After dl I'd risked my life
for her safety and though | might havefailed | felt that
some congderation should have been pad to my
atruism.

" | was trying to save you !" | cried.

"Save me" de sorted, "I was doing it on
pupose”
" What, diding ?"

"Yes | wanted to get over to the ral. Tha was
the best way. I'd have made it before the roll was over
if yoliJ had not interfered. 'Y ou've ruined my stockings.
Look! " :

She turned dightly and pulled up a fraction of her
skirt. A long white ladder was running gaily down in
the direction of the knee. | am afraid, however, that
| was paying more attention to the shape of her leg,
for it was one of those legs desgned by nature for
collaboration with svimming-suits.  She must have
redised that her spontaneous gesture might be mis
congtrued, for she pulled her skirt down angrily and
good squarely before me, holding on to the ral for
support

For the firgt time | sudied her with some care. She
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was of medium build, dim in her fur coat and very
steady on her feet. Her eyes were blue and virginal,
her skin soft and white, and her hair, which fell to her
shoulders in what | beieve is termed the page-boy
style, was slky in its fair loveiness. She had a firm
little chin that gave character to a face that might
otherwise have been too davishly conventional. To
me most girls look alike, and seem to conform to a
sandard pattern. She was no exception. It was only
when closer scrutiny revedled the determined look in
her eyes and the hopefulness in the shape of her lips
that the difference could be seen. This girl had
character and a sense of humour. Of the former |
had aready had proof in the series of rebukes with
which | had been met. As for the latter | was soon
to discover its existence, for she suddenly began to
laugh with great enjoyment.

| grinned faintly in the manner of those who do not
understand the reason for another's mirth; fear that
they may be that reason and fed that, in order not to
appear a bore, some form of facial expresson is

necessary.

' Sorry," she laughed. " It is funny, you know."

" | suppose " | answered gloomily.

" Oh, now- don't be angry. It was sweet of you te
come to my rescue.  I'm sorry if | logt my temper, but
ladders aways make me angry.”

| was about to make some suitable reply when two
passengers came hurrying past, a man and a woman of
uncertain age.

" Are you certain you can see Corsca? " sad the
woman.

" Yes, it won't be long now." answered the man.
" Cometothe. . ." Theres of hiswords were log in
the moan of the wind.
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" Cordca ? " cried the girl. " Let's go and s

Her tone was excited. She was like a child who has
been promised a toy. We left the raill and made our
way carefully against wind and sun to the forward rail
of the first-class deck.

" If we are near," | shouted, " the wind will soon die
down."

" Why ? " she asked.

" Cordca has her own weather. She scomns the
Migrd. She has her own wind."

" How do you know ? "

" I've been here before.”

" How wonderful | " she cried. " What isit like ?"

We had arrived at the rail by now. We clung to it
and looked ahead. Though the ship was till rolling
as heavily as ever, the sees were quieter. The white
horses had vanished. The waves were flatter, more aily,
and the horizon was distant and clear.

" There" | sad pointing ahead.

Almogt above the prow of the ship could be seen a
dark smudge on the horizon.

" Thet is Cdvi," | sad.

" Calvi! " she whispered.

" Our destination,” | explained. " It isarock sitting
on a peninsula. Calvi dts on the rocfk. The bay
stretches round the left and that painted smudgeover
there is the Monte Cinto. There is aways show on the
Monte Cinto, evenin August. It'soneof the few places
in the world where eternal snows are visble from the
sashore.  Even the Riviera cannot boast of such a
sight.”

" You spesk like a guide.”

" | should like to be yours" | sad gallantly.

She laughed. " Tel me some more about Corsica/'
she sad.
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" Later," | sad, " when we get nearer. In the
meantime tell me something of yourself.”

" If you will tell me about yourself,” she answered.

"Good! " | cried. " We are in for a long sesson.
My life story is extremely interesting. Let's go to the
saloon, there's too much noise up here”

" What about Cavi ?" Shelooked longingly at the
smudge.

*' We've il two hoursto go. Thereisplenty of time."

So down we went and presently found a quiet corner
where no one was being sick, and where the vibrations
of the turbines were less pronounced and where dl we
could s of the Mediterranean was a stretch of seathat
rose and fell alarmingly outside a closed porthole.

We had tea and it was over our rattling cups that
she told me her story. It was very smple.

Her name was Ann Wheatherton. Her age she did
not say, but she had not long come out, and was dill
at a finishing school. | put her down as nineteen,
but she may have been younger. Her life had been
pleasant and sheltered, and this was her first vigt to
the Continent. She was apparently joining her nncle
out in Cavi. This uncle was a strange and nebulous
creature who led a wild, roaming life on board a yacht.
His name was-Ned, Uncle Ned Stone. He was very
rich and literally had " money to burn " as he was
reputed to light his cigarettes with hundred franc
notes. He thrived on eccentricitiess was officialy
unmarried but was never seen out of the company 0!
a red-headed woman caled Nona, who had been the
toast of Paris some years back. As Ann was an
orphan and was responsble only to a deepy old
guardian she did what she liked, and having located the
whereabouts of this strange uncle had invited herself
tojoin himin hisyacht. And here she was.
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| then told her the story oi my life, or a leest that
portion of it that | hoped might interet hen The
conversation then drifted hither and thither, covering
such absorbing topics as the English summer, Hitler
and David Niven.

Taking with her was very pleasant for her voice was
even and well modulated. Though educated it never-
theless had character, and like the look in her eyes
placed her well above the usua run of debs, society
hostesses and self-made daughters.

She wes, in fact, dtogether charming.

So charming in fact, that we crept unnoticed into
Cavi, and the first we knew of it was the sght of the
purple mountains through the porthole.

“Werein! " | cried. " Come on! "

We raced up on deck, tripping over those prudent
souls who, gathering suitcases and bundles, were
making for the gangway in order to be the first to
dither ashore. We went forward, however, and
gazed upon the scene.

Cavi was dl around us, colourful, bristling with life
and as beautiful as an exotic dream.

" Cavi! " shecried. " Tdl me, guide, what arethose
plants? "

She pointed to the steep dopes of -the rock upon
which the town was built, and where a dark green
foliage hid the red rock.

"Prickly pear,"l answered. " Nothing can climbit.
Cdvi was a fortress town, built by Genoese pirates.
You can se the old wall running dong the top of the
rocks and coming down there by the quay to form a
bagtion by the tower. Look at the town. Perfect, isnt
it ? with the church in the middle, at its highest point.
Look at the golden cross shining in the sun. On it*
right is the house in which Columbus was born."
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" t thought it was Genoa"

" A the Cordcans They dam both Columbus
and Nagpoleon. Therés even a marble dab to com-
memorate the fact.”

" Then there can be no doubt" laughed Ann.
" Exactly. On the left we have the new town," |
continued in my best guide's voice

" Doesn't look very new."

" Cdvi cessed to grow two centuries ago—except
for the hotels, of course™

" What swvegt little baconies on the houses  What
are those huts on them ? "

" As a matter of fact they are dl purpose closetsl”

" What ? "

el XousRaREREth mear™ 5 h v "Redly?HC

" Each little hut is one, you can see somebody going
in now. Sanitation is very rudimentary here.  You
have to be careful in the street.  They just empty their
dops over the Sde and it runs down the centre of the
dret. Cdvi srdls high. You can ardl it now."
- She laughed. " Look a the pam-tress. | never
knew they grew so fat/'

" They do here. That is the 'Quay Kitchener”
cdled after Lord Kitchener who used to bring hisyacht
here regularly/’

There were yachtsin now. Large and smdl. They
shone in the sun as they rocked sde by sde or stood
out in the bay tugging a an anchor-line.  There was
a segplane, too, gtting like a dull dragon-fly on the
cam water"

" Look ! Salors aren't they ?"

A long boat was pulling out across the bay, oars
beeting in rhythm to the strong pull of white-vested
men.
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" Convicts' | answered. " There is a naval peni-
tentiary behind the town. A werd mixture here of
vice and beauty. Cavi is like an over-ripe pear,
rotten and exotically beautiful. Everything is strong
here. Love, hate and life. It's like the sunlight.
Merciless. By the way, be careful of the Corscans
Never let one dance with you."

"Why not ?"

" You beong to him then. You will see that the
men dance together and the women dance together.
Only those who belong to each other either by marriage
or. other ties dance together. They are very hot-
tempered, epecidly if they fed themsdves insulted
and will whip out a ' dtiletto corse’ and stick it into
your arm-pits for no reason at dl."

" You frighten me"

" Good—Kkeep away from them. Keep to your own
race and they tolerate you. Interfere and they Kkill
you."

" Youre exaggerating/

" Not a dl. Cese the other day of a Corgcan who
fell inlovewith agirl. Her parents did not approve of
him, so the son of the housefilled him with lead. It's
their way of saying' scram V

" Very effective.  Anything dse here 2"

" Everything. Smugglers . . ."

" Red ones?"

" Yes. Tobacco and dope mostly. There is no tax
on tobacco here.  Cigarettes are a cod price, 0, of
coursg, it's a good-business to import the stuff here and
ship it over to France where you can get a good price.”

" But what about the police ? "

" Police ? Oh, they'red| paid off. Thereisonly one
thing they hate, and that is progress and civilisaion.”

"Why ?" :
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" It means more work and they hate work as much as
innovations. See that little train puffing aong the
beach in front of those pine-trees? It only runs about
ten miles but the building of it nearly cost arevolution.
The French had to send a whole battalion to protect
the engineers who were building it."

"Why ?"

" It was cutting out the mule, taking away its value.
The Corsicans looked upon the engineers as robber-,,
s0 they shot them and tore up the tracks whenever
they could."

" How pleasant. What about the famous bandits ? "

" Not many left. Occasiondly aman will taketothe
maqui s to escape punishment. However, as everybody
is more or less inter-related he is usually supplied by
the people in the town and has a very pleasant life.
As long as he behaves nobody bothersto look for him.
It is the laziest place in the world. 1t is Cavi. It
get you like it gets everybody ese. Look at these
mountains, look at the clouds racing round the peaks,
look at the forests, the sea, the beach and just smel
the amdl.”

It was coming off-shore very powerfully now, that
dry, voluptuous, tantalisng/ indescribable and yet
never-forgottfensmell of thevast maquis, that stretched
in stunted trees and dry shrubs across the arid
plains to the mountains. Putrid, exotic, a thousand
blends in one it was everywhere, like the continuous,
monotonous cry of the crickets.

The ship was dmost stationary now while ropessailed
through the air to be dexteroudy caught by the crew.
We were sidling up to the quayside where rubber tyres
dangled 'to receive the ship's rusty belly. The quay
was crowded, for the arrival of the ships from Nice,
a twice-weekly event, was a break in the even passage
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of idle days. They were dl there : sadeyed Cordcan
girls, lively menfolk, idle tourists, superior yachtsmen,
uncouth campers and thin artisss. They moved and
waved and taked. The jabber of their conversaion
floated dimly towards us. Ther colours contrasted
sharply in aliving kaeidoscope.

The reception committee was up to its usua standard.

" What about spies ? " sad Ann suddenly.

| swung round and stared aghast into her blue eyes.
Her question gave me adouble shock. Firg it brought
back to my wayward mind the fact that | was here on
business, and, secondly, it made me wonder what the
hel a sweet, if somewhat dumb, girl wanted with
agents ? (I, too, had abandoned the use of the word
“Spy " now.) o

"“'Why ?" | asked, endeavouring, vainly, | fear, to
appear unconcerned.

" You sadthere were dl sorts of people. There must
be suies too."

"1 don't know," | replied shortly. " They wouldn't
be sies if we knew who they were, would they ? "

| looked anxioudy at her and at once the thought
passed through my mind that perhaps she was in a
secret sarvice of some kind. It was absurd, | told my-
sdf, but surdy not so absurd as the fact that | was
one? " Oh dear," | thought peevishly. " I'll never be
able to trust anyone again. They're dl agents.”

| recapitulated my conversation with the girl, fearing
| had dready given mysdlf away, but as | had tempor-
arily forgotten my misson my conversation had fitted
in perfectly with my role. Nevertheess, | made anote
of kegping a careful check on mysdf.

" Let's get our bags"' | sad, meaning, of course,
that 1 would overladen mysdf with heavy suitcases’
get suck in the gangway, curse, make everybody
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Impatient with me, and finally dide down onto the hot
quayside, swesating and angry to find a porter asking
for atip for the luggage he should have carried.  All ot
which happened, and we found oursalves presently
on the quayside looked dazedly at each other.

" Where are you staying ? " | asked.

" With my unde" she replied.

"Whereishe?"

" Don't know. He has a yacht."

She looked out across the bay. There were a dozen
yachts sitting on the water from a small ship flying the
white cross of Switzerland to a two-funnel schooner
lying serenely out by the segplane.

" Which one?" | asked.

"1 don't know," she answered puzzled, " I've never
seen it

" Does he drink ? "

" My uncle ? | expect 0."

" Well find him at Yetty's Come on."

We left our luggage in the care of an attendant from
the Nord-Sud where | was staying and pushed a way
through the brown and chattering crowd, past the
tower, past the bobbing yachts and the rocky bastion
to the thick palm trees that tower above Ignace's bar
to the balcony of Yetty'a We passed between thin
narrow houses and entered precipitously by a smal
door. It wasdark and codl indde, and relatively empty
in the early afternoon. The walls were painted crudely
with pictures of Cavi yachts, Cavi houses, Calvi pdm
trees and Cavi mountains executed by an impoverished
Russan in payment of a bottle of vodka, a shirt and a
hat. A gramophone was giving vent to the tune
" The Three Little Fshes" while through the bacony
doors in the background could be seen a curtain of palm
leaves and the blue waters of the bay beyond.
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Y etty, strong armed and full bosomed, stood behind
the bar, whistling " The Three Little Fishes" and
shaking a cocktail for a stout fair-haired Englishman,
and an attractive woman in trousers.

She caught sight of me and dropped the cocktail
shaker.

" Anthony darling! " she screamed. " You're
back | "

" Lo, Yetty," | answered.

She issued forth from behind the bar and flinging her
heavily scented arms about my neck, kissed me
noisily on both cheeks. Then she saw Ann.

" Whoisthis? No, don't tell me. | know | Your
wife! Oh Anthony, why didn't youtell me? Havea
drink ? "

" This is Miss Wheatherton. She is looking for her
uncle, a Mr. Stone."

The Englishman and his wife were beaming at us in
the cheerful inconsequentia way of cultured people
who, though not included in a conversation, feel some-
thing is expected of them. My interest, however,
was centred on the man who now legpt up from a
teble of a poker-school in the corner by the window.
He was a fat fellow with the repulsive face of one
who has indulged too much in too many vices too
often. .

" Looking for Mr. Stone, miss ? "

" Yes' sad Ann.

"I know 'im," sad the other.

" How nice for you both,” sad Ann.

" Everybody knows Ned Stone™ cut in Y etty.

" Guess you must be his niece™ sad the man.

He looked thoughtfully a her and nodded his head
appreciatively. ,

" Wa," he drawled at last, " hell be aong, shortly.



SUNSTROKE 35

My name's Vernon Rudge, Vernon D. Rudge; I'm
touri ng Europe waltlng for this little war of yours to
Start."

Whereupon Mr. Vernon D. Rudge grinned amiably
upon us both and returned to his poker-school.

"A drink ?" | asked Ann. " Yetty overcharges
but has ice, a distinct advance on The Little Corpora
run by Ignace, her rival downstairs.”

" Brandy and soda ? " asked Y etty happily.

" Two," | answered ; then to Ann, " Or would you
like an aguaviva? It's the loca killer."

" Catch ! " said the Englishman, suddenly coming to
life and throwing a plate at me. | caught it with some
difficulty and handed it back to him. He laughed
uproariously.

Yetty pursed her lips. " He's broken three plates
aready to-day. Can't you stop him ? "

"Me? | don't know him."

" Hes a doctor. Very nice man, but will - throw
plates.”

The Englishman continued to laugh.

" Aquaviva," he cried throwing a plate at Yetty.

" You're as bad as Toby," she cried crosdy, as she
caught themisslewith difficulty.

| remembered Toby, a well-dressed man in white
who Dbrought gramophone records and cash to
Y etty.

" Whereishe?"

Yetty pointed to the floor in disgust.

" Gone over to Ignace” she snorted.

" Very wise, t0o," grinned the Englishman winking
a Ann. " He only charges a franc for an aqua-viva ;
this old she-devil rooks you for five"

“I'll fix him" snorted Yetty, and turning to me
sad : " Put on that record, ' | get dong without you



-~

3 SUNSTROKE

very wdl,” and open the window. Hell hear it and
understand.”

| changed the record and as | did so sad casually:
" 1s John ill hanging about ? "

" John ?° asked Yetty. " Do you mean John
Buckingham ? "

" That's it,” | assured her.

| sensed a change in atmosphere immediately. It
was as if somebody had made a tactless remark about a
decessed husband in the presence of a new widow. |
wanted to swing round and read the faces for a reason
of the oppressve silence, but | continued to change the
record.

" ThenYetty ooke. "He's about somewhere, "she said.

The poker-players brightened.

" Sill staying at the Nord-Sud ? " | asked.

" No. He has a flat next door."

" Oh. Nice chap | seem to remember. Is he till
writing ? "

"Yes" sad Yetty awkwardly. " Here are your
drinks,” she added in a brighter tone.

| found Vernon Rudge standing by the bar. The
poker players looked peeved.
~ "You know John ?" he drawled.

"1 met him when | was here lad May. We com-
pared notes as one writer to another.”

Wats it my imagination or did | notice a fleeting look
of reief in the other's eye? It is SO easy to spot
the villan in a nove, but, in red life it is to me,
amost impossble

Radge returned to his table.

"'Who are they ?" | asked Yetty nodding to the
cable.

" Philips you know."

" The gangster ? " | asked.
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" Retired,” she laughed

Philips was a strange character, He was reputed
to have run ajoint in San Francisco and to have dead
men to his credit. He had blue, child-like eyes that
were never gill, and a quick pleasant smile as thin as
anidde

" And the others ? "

" Count Boris Bouganoff and Vserolov. They run
the night club up in the town. They play here every
day. Then, of course, there's Rudge who pretendsto be
an American."

Boris was thick and handsome with curly hair.
Vserolov thin and miserable. He looked like a wet
umbrella.  Boris was gaily dressed in pale blue and
rust, Vserolov in dark striped trousers and short coat.
They were immersed in their game.

" What about a bathe ? " sad the Englishwoman
presently. She was a good-looking girl with dark eyes
and darker hair. She wore pae grey trousers and a
sriped jumper.

" The beach or the rocks ? " asked her husband.

" Rocks. We can spike then,” she added in a mean-
ing tone.

| took sudden interest. What did she mean ? Spike ?
A codeword ?*

" Heh | " laughed the Englishman as if in answer to
my thought. " Don't look so puzzled," he added.
" Catch."

And another plate saled towards me.

| dmost missed the catch for the door opened again
and afat man in a dean, white suit tumbled in.

" How are yer ? " he nodded to Y etty.

He was followed by a dim woman with red hair,
upon whose face the lines of vice and drink were
heavily cut.
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Vernon Rudge legpt up.

" Your niece," he cried.

" " Whereis she ? " cried the fat man, beaming at the
pseudo-American.

" Right here! " )

Ann walked forward cautiously. " Areyou . . . are
you Mr. Stone ?" she asked.

"Yep! that's me Uncle Ned! So youre Ann!
How areyer ?"

He flung out a thick hand.

So thiswas Uncle Ned! He did not come up to
my mental picture of him, but then so few of my mental
pictures proved right. Besides being fat he had no hair
at al, nor eyebrows for that matter. His head glist-
ened in its pink nudity and folded itsdf in layers on
to his collar. His eyes were clear and blue, his jowl
heavy with asmall pouting mouthinit. Hishandswere
clean, with nails freshly manicured,

" Meet Nona" Uncle Ned waved to his companion.

Her great mouth broke into a smile of golden teeth.
She shook her red hair and extended athin hand to Ann.

" Pleased to meet yer," she muttered.

Ann. seemed displeased.  The contrast between her
neat breeding, and the coarseness of her relatives was
darting.  She seemed disappointed in them.

Sad Uncle Ned: " We wanted you to stay with us
in the yacht."

" That would be lovely,"” said Ann. .

" Unfortunately we are full up. Beddes it's no
place for a girl. Boring, you know. Nothing to do.
So I've reserved a room for you at the Nord-Sud.
Lovely view. Youll like it. Plenty of young people.
Care to come dong ? I'll take you there."

He dammed a panama on to the badness and
looked suddenly normal and even genid.
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" Nice girl' he sad appreciatively. " Well become
great friends. Got any luggage ? The chauffeur will
look after it."

" It's down by the quay,” sad Ann.

"Good. Well fetch it. Good-bye dl." He nodded
cheerfully and made his exit.

Ann smiled hopelessy at me.

" See you at dinner,” | laughed.

" Who's that ? " grunted Uncle Ned turning round
as he reached the door,

"Mr. Roberts,” replied Ann. "We crossed to-
gether."

" Good work, Ann! " beamed the little man. " No
need to worry about you, | see”

There was something of an anti-climax after their
departure. The room seemed dulled, the inmates of no
importance. Even Yetty lost much of her sparkle and
washed glasses in absent-minded abandon.

" Catch," cried the Englishman urgently. | braced
myself, but no plate came saling through the air. The
Englishman burst into a fresh roar of laughter, then
cried:

" Haveadrink ? "

" Thanks," | said.

" What's yours ? "

" Brandy-and-soda."

" Thelast resort. Yetty," he cried, " a brandy-and-
soda and two aguavivas. Youll have another,
Diana? "

His wife nodded.

Yetty poured out the drinks.

" Introductions, plesse ! " grinned the Englishman.
" | don't know the young man."
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" Dr. and Mrs. Frant—Mr. Anthony Roberts"

" Ary reaion of John Roberts? " cried Frant.
" Up at Oxford with him."

" Roberts is quite an ordinary name" | answered.

" Of course, old man, | just wondered. John was a
great friend of mine. Now dead, slly fool. Waell,
here's to us, bungho! "

Hedrank. | studied him. Hewastal, big and fair.
He had a strong pleasant face, very blue eyes and a
quantity of fine, amost golden hair.

" Bathe," he shouted. " Come on, Diana, the water
has been waiting long enough. See you later, Mr.
Roberts, until then—catch ! " He threw me his hat,
a soft panama, while his wife gpologised profusely and
explained that doctors off duty were like overgrown
children.

They trailed dowly out, sure of step as is the way of
English people on the Continent.

The poker-players remained unmoved.

"I could kill that man at times" muttered Yetty

“ Bresks everything. However, he spends well."

She washed out a few glasses

| had another brandy and st out to find John
Buckingham.

Following her instructions | turned left in the high
street and presently came upon a smal door in the
uneven walls. Having carefully avoided a naked child
egting a large onion, | knocked loudly. There was no
answer. | pushed open the door and found a dark
passage leading to an open room at the far end.

"John! " | cdled. There was sill no answer.

| walked into the Sat. It was a strange place. It
conssed of two rooms which were redly one, for the
dividing tine was merely an archway. The wals were
heavy, and the whole place looked tike a converted
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wine-cellar. In the first room stood a large bed upon
which was flung a tiger-skin while on the floor by the
bed was a further skin, that of a polar bear. A chair
held an untidy assortment of men's clothes, flung
cardesdy down while changing. On the opposite side
of the room dood a wash-basin with a basin half-full
of dirty water. Beyond was the other room, comfort-
ably furnished in amixture of syles. Wicker screens,
rush mats and Moorish ornaments contrasted vividly
with deep armchairs and a heavy chest-of-drawers
In the centre of the room good a plain table with a
typewriter, an untidy pile of papers, a few letters and
the remains of breskfast for one on it.

Of John Buckingham himsdf there was no sgn.

| was disgppointed. | wanted to see him very badly,
for | wanted to know, now that | had reached Caivi,
what | was supposed to do. My present ignorance was
a danger, not only to mysdf but to Buckingham aswell.
| may have aready missed aclue or given myself away.
What was | looking for ? What was the nature of my
work ? How much had Buckingham accomplished ?
Where had he begun ? Where fhould | begin ?

These questions and many others filled my mind as
| sood in the flat, and | began dmost unconscioudy
to tern over the papers, in the hope of finding a clue.
It was my busness, after dl, to be inquistive.

| was disgppointed again, for there was nothing but
the script of his unfinished nove. | noted with amuse-
ment that it bad not progressed by one page since
May.
| had dmogt given up hope when | picked up a shest
of paper covered with names and doodes The lig
ouust have given John Buckingham much to think
about, for some were cossd out and others were
followed by quesion marks, | looked down the
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column. Some of the names were familiar, for dl the
habituts of Cavi were there, and two names new to me :
Smart and Tchistovsky.

At the bottom of the pagewasanote. It ran, " See
Madame Francois” It was underlined three times.

WSo was Madame Francois? And why did John
attach such importance to her ? | decided to find out
formyself. Inasmal placelike Cavi everybody knows
everybody dse. A few questions would soon lead me
to Madame Frangois.

Leaving'the flat | turned left and soon found mysdlf
a the Genera Store where American cigarettes are
chegper than postcards. | walked in.

" Packet of Camds” | sad to the shopkeeper.

Ashewent to the glass-pandled door of the cupboard
| asked : " WhoisMadame Fracois ? "

He looked at me blankly asif he had not understood
my question, but hiswife, standing gravely beside him,
watching himfind my cigarettes, sad brightly :

" Y ou wapt Madame Francois ? YouareEnglish? "

| nodded.

" All English want her. Y ou, too, want to know the
future? | do not beieve it. It is rubbish Madame
Francois tels. She makes much money. You will
find her in the little red house by the Calvi Pdace."

" Here are your cigarettes,” sad the husband.

| paid ; thanked them both and left the shop.

The Cavi Pdace was the biggest hotel in the town.
It good on the farther edge of the new Cavi by the
railway station and a little back from the beach. It
was a big, thin hotel and because of its Sze attracted
the greater portion of the tourist trade.

| found the house without any difficulty. It was
andl and neat. A stone and iron staircase, reminiscent
of afire-escape, led up to the firg floor, at the door of



SUNSTROKE 43

which played three dirty children. Jhey stopped their
%gme and stared intently at me as | stood uncertainly
ow.

" Madame Francois ? " | asked.

" Up here, first door on the left," sad the edest
child, obvioudy accustomed to such questions.

| mounted the stairs and found the first door on the
left. | knocked. The door was opened by yet another
child with dark hair and a thin consumptive face. He
sucked a pencil. He looked enquiringly a me.

" | am looking for Madame Francois," | said.

" Sheisout,” sad the urchin. " If you like to stay
she will attend to you when she comes back."

He, too, was used to visitors. He stood back and
let me in. The room was smdl and overcrowded.
Besdes abed and the usud paraphernalia of adrawing-
room-cum-living-room it was full of those weird
objects so dear to the fortune-teller. There was a
stuffed bird of ominous mien, three glass bowls, three
or four packs of cards of normal sze and one of extra-
ordinary sze upon whose face was a series of crude
pictures. | picked one up at hazard. It represented
two Roman soldiers busly daughtering each other on
a sandy battlefield littered with corpses !

" What does this mean ?" | asked the child.

He gazed solemnly at the card.

" Youareasoldier,” hesad. " Soon you will beona
battlefield fighting for your life. Many of your friends
are éjead Y ou, too, come near to death. Take another

| took one. Just a bunch of crossed gticks.

" Bad," sad the child. " Take another."

More crossed gticks.

" Worse ! " crisd the child happily. " Another.”

Before | could the door was suddenly flung open
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and a man came running into the room. He was
panting heavily. His wild eyes shone extravagantly,
hIS untidy hair flopped over his eyes.

" Where is your mother ? " he shouted to the child.

The child nodded laconicdly to the next room.

" Martha! Marthal " cried the man in aloud voice

A big woman in black came running into the room.

" What isit ?" she cried.

* Your sister... Madame Franjois ... sheisdead ! "

The woman screamed.  The child stared thought-
fully at the grown-ups. | leagpt to my feet.

"Dead?" | cried. "How? When? Where?"

"Onthebeach . . .just now . . . sunstroke | " cried
theman.

" Take me to her,” cried the woman. " It's not
possble not possble” She drew a shawl about her
head and with her dippers flapping on the wood,
ran out of the room. The man and | followed hastily.

The child came running out after me.

" Your hat," hesad. " She drew the degth card this
morning,” he added and without another word this
grange, unmoved infant returned to his deceased
aunt's room.

A smdl crowd of bathers and two or three grave-
faced Corgcan women told us where .the body was
lying. Aswe approached apoliceman in blue uniform
and black gaiters was pulling off his collar and tie
because of the heat His companion, a fat, red-faced
man who seemed about to burst out of his uniform,
was busy with note-book and pencil. | edged near to
him hoping to hear something of interest. He was only
taking the particulars of a young Russan who, in his
hagte to rescue the woman, had run on to the beach in
nothing but atowd ! | moved away and looked at the

corpse
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It was naked. It looked heavy and usdess It
was half buried in the soft sand as if desirous of going
back to earth as soon as possible. The face was purple,
the eyes staring, congested and crosseyed. A little
blood and some foam were on the lips.

Somebody threw a few sacks over it and a little man
in black who had been kneeling by it stood up.

" Well, doctor ?" asked the policeman who had
removed his collar and tie by now.

" Death was due to congestion brought on by sun-
FLOKG' You can take the body away as soon as you
ike"

He brushed the sand from his knees and prepared to
move away. | caught up with him.

" How long has she been dead ?" | asked.

" Only afew hours, if that,” he answered. " Rigor
mortis has not st in yet."

" How did it happen ?"

" Imprudent sunbathing.” ‘

" Isn't that strange for a woman of the Idand ? "
| asked.

The doctor pursed his lips thoughtfully.

" Yes" he admitted, " it is | never saw her either
bathe or sunbathe ; she generdly dept during the heat
of the day; the siesta, you know. She was lazy. |
wonder what made her change her habits."

" You think she must have received a sudden, cdl
and run out into the midday heat without a hat ? "

" Possbly."

" But, if that is the case why has she been found in
thesea?"

" She may have had the stroke and falen intp the
" Rather a coincidence, don't you think ? "
" It could happen and it did! "
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" Another thing. Surdy a woman who has lived
here dl her life is immune from sunstroke ? "

" Nobody is"

" One more thing: how does the current run from
here ? "

" Current ? "

" She has been dead a few hours. If she had col-
lapsed on the beach somebody would have seen her fall.
She must have fallen in from a more secluded spot and
been brought here by the current.”

" | see what you mean. The current flowsin from
the direction of the Nord-Sud and then round the
bay."
" Then she must have been walking about those
rocks."

" Possbly. | do not seewhy you are so interested.”

" Author's curiogity. There is a poignancy in the
sudden death of a fortune-teller. Who knows but she
may not have foreseen it in her cards and committed
suicide to avoid it ! "

The little doctor looked at me asif he thought that I,
too, had a touch of sunstroke, pursed his lips im-
patiently, shrugged his shoulders and hurried away
down the soft sand like a smdl cockerel looking for
a hen. .

| looked at the body again. Strange that the woman
whom John Buckingham wanted to see so badly was
now dead. Death ssemed natural enough but one or
two of the details were puzzling. What was it that
had made this woman break the routine of a lifetime
and ignore a precaution that must have seemed second
nature to her ? Again, what was she doing on the
rocks by the Nord-Sud when she never.bathed ? Why
did John Buckingham, engaged in Secret Searvice
work, want to ssee her ? Had she gone out to meet him ?
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If so, where was he now ? Yes, where was he? |
should have run into him by now. )

It wasworth probing alittle further into the fortune-
teller's death. | was not quite convinced that every-
thing was as smple as the doctor had said. A stroll
around the rocks behind the Nord-Sud might give me
the answer | was looking for.

As | walked towards the rocks another thought came
to me, and acting on its impulse | went back again to
her house. The grave-eyed boy was ill there.

" When did Madame Francoisleave here ? " | asked.

" Early this morning,” said the boy surprisingly.

" Early ? Didn't she come back for lunch ? "

" No."

" Did she leave in ahurry ? "

" She didn't appear agitated or upset ? "

" No, she only went out to shop,"

"Toshop!" I cried. " Did she wear a hat ? "

" Of course! " sad the child derisvely. " She was
frightened of the sun and never went without a hat or
shawl. She took a basket, t00," he added gratuitously
and condescendingly. " To put the vegetables in,”
he added, as if he thought so little of my intelligence
as to expect another query.

" Thank you," | said and left him.

My mindwasin aturmoil. Thefactsdid not fit. The
woman had |eft calmly to shop in the morning, properly
dressed to face the strong sun and yet was found in the
late afternoon dead from sunstroke on the beach.
Where was her hat ? Where was her basket ? The
sea had probably taken them both as it had taken her
clothes. But if she was wearing a hat (and there was
no reason to suppose that she had log it on the way)
how had she been smitten with sunstroke ?
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| gave it up and hurried instead up the road, past the
trees where a game of bowls was in progress and, leav-
ing the long concrete body of the Nortl-Sud on my right
picked acareful way down among the rocks.

| don't know what | expected to find, perhaps John
Buckingham in person or the missing basket. | found
nothing, however. The cam blue of the Mediterranean
spread in an unbroken plane to the horizon.

The water was very clear. The fish that the doctor
and his wife loved to spear swam sedatdy to and fro
againg a background of coloured rock and sea flowers.

Lod" in a day-dream | dmog failed to hear the
trickling of sand on rock that comes when ether is
digplaced. | locked round sharply at the rocks be-
hind me. There was nothing in sight, | clambered
hastily up over the hot stones until the town came into
sght again. | looked down the road. It was amost
empty in the glare of the sunshine. | wondered whether
| had imagined the sound.

Then down among the trees | saw a figure moving
rapidly. | recognised it & once as Vserolov, the
Russian from the night club, the poker player, the man
under whose name on the lig John had drawn a thick
line, and with a fedling of sck excitement | saw that
he was carrying astraw shopping basket t

THREE

THE shock of my discovery was so grest that for a
moment | was " bereft of aU movement,” a peculiar
and extremely unpleasant sensetion.  Then | came to
with a start and with a great cry of " Stop him ! * |
caezred down the dreet towards the man. The
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sudden rupture oi the peaceful Cavi amosphere by my
vociferous shout dartled a mule into an agitated trot,
made the Nord-Sud vigtors turn round in aarm and
even interrupted the political argument of the men hi
the pub on the coiner. | ran on indifferent to the
sensation | was creating.  Vserolov, hearing the shout,
looked round. | shouted again. Instead of running
away, as | expected him to do, he stopped ill and,
turning towards me, awated my ariva in polite
amazement. .
| came to a dusty standgtill in front of him.

" Where did you get that basket ? " | cried, pointing
toit.

He lifted his eyebrows in surprise.

"This?" he sad eadly. " At the dores. If
Monsieur desres one he can easly purchase one for
himsdlf. It only codts twenty sous"

His words cut my enthusiasm dead. | felt the fool
| must have looked.

" Has Monsieur log his basket ? " asked Vserolov.

" No. What do you use it for ? " | asked.

" Shopping,” said Vserolov, with agmile " | an a
bachelor, and, das, have no woman to do the shopping
for me”

" Oh!" | Sad, now a a complete loss

" If Monsieur would care to come with me| can show
him the shop."

" No thanks," | sad shortly.

" Good day, Monsieur."

He walked jauntily away, leaving me standing be-
neath the trees cursing mysdlf for being such a foal.
If the basket realy had belonged to the dead woman
then my outburst could only have warned the Russan,
and if he were indeed up to some funny business then
my actions most ha\_/e placed me under suspicion.  As
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a beginning to a life of Secret Service work | was not
doing so well.*

A voice broke into my thoughts.

" Would you like a lift into Cavi ? "

| looked round and saw in the road beside me one of
Ignace's big touring cars, and in the car, surrounded
by luggage, sa¢ Ann Wheatherton.

" Where are you going ? " | asked.

" Cavi," she answered. " Jump in."

| did so and the car moved forward. As we passed
him Vserolov waved amicably to us. Ann smiled back.
| scowled. |

" Areyou leaving ? " | asked, looking at the luggage.

" No," she cried in great excitement, " I'm taking a
flatl"

"Why ?"

" lsn't it thrilling ? "

"lsit?"

" All on my own. It hasalovely view of the harbour,
| am told. Much better than being in a hotd. Uncle
Ned arranged it dl. He's a nice old man once you have
got over the first shock of meeting him. He sad he
was sure I'd be much happier on my own. More
romantic, he said. So he arranged this flat. 1sn't he
Swveet ?" '

" Whereisit ?"

"l don't know. In the town. The chauffeur knows.
Uncle Ned is there dready.”

The taxi in the meantime had reached Calvi and
nosed its way carefully between the tal houses of the
high street, passd Yetty's and stopped by a small
door, which | recognised at once. So this was Calvi's
idea of a block of flats ?

Uncle Ned came towards us. '

" Here we are! " he said. " Let me show you in.”
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He threw open the door and walked straight into
John Buckingham's flat! Ann and | followed"

" Wdl ? " said Uncle Ned.

" But this ... | cried in amazement.

Ann, however, interrupted my cry of astonishment
by saying:

" "Uncle! How perfectly sweet!"

| stared about me, hardly able to believe my eyes.
This was the same flat. Of that there was no doubt.
The bed was the same, the furniture, the archway, the
living-room beyond, al were the same. And yet aH
was now tidiness where before had been lived-in
cenfusion. No more clothes, no dirty water in the
basin, no breakfast cups, no typewriter, no pages,
nothing but atidy flat!

| felt suddenly very wesk and sat down with a groan
on the nearest chair available.

This was too much. I'm sent on a misson | know
nothing about. | am to be given instructions by a man
who cannot be found. Helivesin afljtt that he doesnt
livein. A woman who might know something of him
dies from sunstroke with her hat on and my only
suspect offers to buy me a basket for my shopping !

Fate might have made my first case esger.

During the* course of these gloomy observations,
Ann and her uncle were examining the flat like children
taking a new toy to pieces

Ann came past me.

" Tired, Anthony ? " she asked.

| shook my head and sood up. " No," | said, " just
the sun.”

" Dont get sunstroke like that poor woman on the
beach,” sad Uncle Ned.

" What wonmn ? " asked Ann.

" Dunno,” sad Uncle Ned cadesy. " Everybody
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is running down to the beach to find out—according
to Ignace."

| looked a Stone thoughtfully. A little cross
examination would do no harm.

" However did you find such a delightful flat 2"
| asked, asif in astonished admiration.

" Been after one for days. Always thought Ann
would prefer a flat to a hotdd. Hotdl life not suitable
for girls. Don't you agree ? "

" Quite. Then it suddenly appeared on the
market ?"

" Told Y etty to keep meinformed. Just as we were
installing Ann in the Nord-Sud, cal from Y etty:
flat now available. Gave address. Immediate posses-
gon; and here we are! "

It sounded reasonable enough. | knew that if any-
one wanted anything in Cavi they turned either to
Yetty or Ignace. Where did Yetty hear about John
Buckingham's flat becoming vacant ? | decided to
question Yetty at once and, leaving uncle and niece
to continue their tour of inspection, | covered the
short lap to the bar.

Yetty was aone, for it was that dack time of the
day when people have just finished tea and are not yet
ready for their evening drinks.

" Ann Wheatherton is taking John Buckingham's
flat, 1 seg" | observed.

" Yes" sad Yetty. " It was her unclésidea. He
chinks shelll be safer on her'own than in the dubious
precincts of the Nord-Sud ! A crack a you, Tony
darling."

" But doexn't John want his flat any more ? "

" He's left."

"What? Calvi?"

" Yes"
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"When?"

" This morning apparently.”

" How do you know ? Did he tell yon ?"

" | got anote from him telling me that hewas off to
Ajaccio and that the flat was now empty."

" Have Kou dill got that note ? "

"1 think s0."

" Could | sit?"

Y etty rummaged through a pile of hills, telegrams
and notebooks until she found a scrap of paper, which
shehanded tome. On it was scrawled in pencil:

" Dear Yetty,—Am off to Ajaccio. In an awful
hurry.  Sorry | couldn't see you. Hat is now
empty,

"JOHN BUCKINGHAM."

| turned the paper over but there was nothing on the
back.

" Can | keep this?" | asked.

" Of course, Anthony." She looked queerly a me.

| laughed. " Guess youd like to know why ?"

" Hes a friend of yours? "

"Yes | want to pull his leg about this" | Bed.
" Hes a dickler for good manners, says you can
sacrifice everything but them.  He ssamsto have gone
agang his own principles”

| hoped the excuse was more convincing than it
sounded.

Conversation lagged.

" Tdl me" | asked, as | put the paper away, " whois
Smart ? Andwho is Tchig-something-sky ? " | asked
remembering the two new names on John's vanished
ligt.

" James Smart is an Englishman. He lives in a
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shack on the Plateau des Anglais. He is a hit crazy ;
keeps cats and goats, and dances to the Gpddess of the
Moon on bright nights, . He adso writes articles for a
newspaper in London, He hardly ever comes into
Calvi."

"AndTchist?" ,

" Tchigovsky ? A Russian painter. He livesin a
tent a mile down the beach with his half-sster. Hesa
Yogi, and is alittle queer.”

" Like everybody here ? "

" That isn't avery nice thing to say of us, Anthony."

" Sorry.  Brandy-and-soda, please”

| dpped my drink in an uncertain frame of mind.
Should I go to Ajaccio in the hope of finding Bucking-
ham ? Ajaccio was a relatively large town and | had
no clue to John's destination. Anyhow had he really
gone to Ajaccio ? | was not certain.

" What time did this message arrive ? "

" Thisafternoon. Just after you left,” replied Y etty.
" If it had come earlier |1 could have told Mr. Stone
about it when he met his niece, and there would have
been no deay."

John Buckingham's message had arrived while | was
in his flat. The message said he had gone to Ajaccio,
and yet his pyjamas were dill in Cavi!  An hour or
S0 later, however, there was no trace of him at dl. It
did not make sense,

Everything seemed to lead to a dead end. None of
the habitufs were of any use. Perhaps this man
Tchistovsky might help. It was worth investigating
and the walk dong the beach would do me good.

| found thetent after some delay. It was Situated on
the reverse dope of adune. A strong fence of maguis
screened it from wind and view. Rough steps led up
to it from the bekch. | climbed up and saw a small
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man, with a face like a monkey sitting back on
his haunches painting. His canvas was the tent, his
subject a gtiff St. Michael brandishing a fiery sword.
He wore asatin cloth around his middle and had placed
on his head a saucepan, with the handle pointing like a
stiff pigtail down his back. A few yards away sat a
tall blonde woman dressed in aflowery evening gown
that clung suggestively to her body. She was busy
chopping garlic, carrots, lettuce and tomatoes into a
pot of olive oil and lemon.

" Welcome" grinned the man, on catching sight of
me. " You arejust in time for dinner ! "

He did not seem in the least surprised to see me.

He dropped hisbrushesand, picking up apail, dashed
in an agile fashion down on to the beach, across the
shingle and into the sea, where he scooped up apailful
of sea water and returned as rapidly as he had gone.

On arriving back he tipped the seawater into alarge
pot, placed it over a petrol heater, and then poured
in a packet of noodles.

" Always use sea water," he announced with awise
nod of the head.

"' Why ?" | askedin surprise.

He legpt up from the cooking and, squatting down in
Iront of me" motioned me to do likewise. Then,
drawing a bottle of brandy from a pail of water,
poured out half a glass for each of us.

" Man," he said, spping his brandy, " was built to
live two hundred and fifty years"

"Was he?" lcried in amazement. " Then why
doesnt hedo it ?"

" Because" sad the painter, " he lives on corpses | *

" Corpsss ? "

" What d<e are dead animals, en ? "

" How does that shorten his life ? "
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" He eats decomposed food. It decomposes his
flesh, too. It kills him | "

" You are a vegetarian then ? "

" Exactly."

" No meat ?"

" No animal produce at al. No milk, butter or eggs
gther. They are the frmts of decomposition. | eat
raw vegetables and noodles cooked in sea water. |
drink pure brandy and nothing ds= | shdl live to
be over two hundred, | hope. If my mother had not
fed me with corpses when | was a child | could have
reached two fifty." He sad this very serioudy.

" But why sea water and why brandy ? "

" All other water is impure. Fresh water contains
corpses. Only ssawater ispure. Besdesit economises
st. Brandy? Becaus| likeit."

He laughed uproarioudy as if this explanaion were
sufficient.

In the meantime the woman continued to prepare the
vegetables. | watched her smooth actionsin fascination.

" A lovdy woman-," sad Tchistovsky, following my
gaze. "Perfect body." Then aloud: "Take that
dress off, Helen."

The woman nonchaantly dipped the dress down and
reveded a brown body of such fineness knd clean-cut
lines that | felt for a moment that here was Pygmalion
dive.

" Took me a long time to find her," confided the
Russian, " and now | spend my whole time keeping
her perfect. The body need not grqw old. Two things
age it: corpses and sex.  We've cut out both.  Look
a my body. Thin and ugly, because | was reared on
corpses, but it has not grown one day older in the last
twenty years. No hair, you notice, not one, | pulled
them dl out one by one”
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"Why ?"

" Hair decomposes the skin by admitting impurities.
Is dinner ready ?"

Helen nodded and, pulling her dress over her
shoulders, s&t the pot of noodlesin front of us. It wasa
srange and very plessant meal. The ingpid noodles
were a foil to the strongly flavoured vegetables, while
the neat brandy, drunk like wine, stimulated appetite
and mind.

" There was a corpse on the beach this afternoon,”
sd the painter with digaste. " | hid my face and
hurried past it. Such things should be forbidden.”

| pointed out that the wretched woman in question
had probably not chosen to become a corpse.

" She should never have been on the beach," added
the little man irritably.

" Sunstroke may strike you anywhere,"

" Nonsense.  She died in the hills”

| looked a him in surprise.

" Whatever makes you think that ? " | asked.

" | saw her going that way this morning,”

" To the hills? "

" To Bonifatio. She never came back.”

" How do you know ?"

" There is only one road and | was on it dl day,
painting a line of dlive trees by a ruined farm. Bright
tones, deep shade, a touch of purple in the foothills.
Always make large compogtions.  People will dways
buy. The ideal: aline of trees, afarm, along sweep,
hills and a high caling. Never fals”

" Tdl me more of this woman."

"'Why should |1 ? She is nothing now,"

" I'm interested. There should be no death here."

" Death is everywhere. It was walking with that
woman in the road. She feared it then. It wasin her



58 SUNSTROKE

eyes and she turned her head this way and that as she
went towards the hills."

Idremembered the child's words concerning the death
card.

" She gpoilt the view. | was glad when she was out
of sght in the maquis,” added the painter.

" If she didn't reappear weren't you surprised to find
her dead on the beach ? "

" Not my busness. She did it to annoy me. Knew
it would upset me, as it has. She shouldn't do things
like that. She was evil, casting her net into the future.
She knew too much."

My thoughts were racing around this new piece of
information.

" Was there much traffic on the road ? "

" Much too much. Filled my eyes with sand.”

" Can you remember anything in particular ? "

"Just cas and carts and hicycles. Much too
much.”

" Could you recognise any of those cars again ? "

" I'm a painter not a mechanic."

" What about the drivers ? " :

" Never saw them. | hate people. | hid in the
maquis until they had passed. Why should they spail
my work ?"

He drank again at the brandy.

" Only Sant Michael and Helen are my friends."

He nodded at the flap of the tent. The colourful
image of the sant stared in round-eyed incredulity
a the sea  His coat of mail shone brightly. His fiery
sword had a mass-produced look about it. -

| glanced at Tchistovsky. Helooked angry. If only
he could remember something more about those cars.
One of them might have been the murderers, for | was
now convinced that Madame Fran$ois had not died
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naturaly. He would not or could not see the import-
ance of such trivid ddalls.

" Helen," he cried, " that corpse has depressed me.
We need drinks, and the company of our fellow-men.
| am going to Ignaces”

He dived into the tent and presently returned,
attired for thetripinto Cavi. He now wore a soft satin
shirt, a pair of white linen trousers, sandals and a big
Straw hat.

" May | come with you ?" | asked.

" Certainly," he sad, grasping along stick. " Come
Helen."

And s0 we travelled back to Cavi, | very hot and
envious between my lightly dad companions. | tried
once or twice to swing the conversation round to the
painter's vigil on the road. He was not interested in
the subject, however, but told meinstead how he hoped
Yogisn would make up for disadvantages given him
by his mother, so that he might perhaps live to be two
hundred and fifty after dl. i

On arriving in Cavi | went to the Nord-Sud and ate
a seoond dinner.  This one conssted of roast duck,
Corgcan wine and chees, for though wholesome
Tchistovsky's medl had left me as hungry as before.

It was past ten by the time | went down to Yetty's.
The place was packed. The gramophone was saying
something about " getting along without you very well,"
and Toby, the one-time deserter, was drinking Y etty's
health. Doctor and Mrs. Frant were up by the bar, he,
very red in the face, tdling Toby along story of arag
up a Oxford, she ligening with her patient amile In
their usual corner Philips Rudge, Vserolov and Boris
were playing poker. Next to them at a smdl table sat
Uncle Ned (a little drunk), Nona (a little amorous),
and Ann (a little bored). In the middle of the floor
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danced a few of the young people from thE Nord-Sud
and the yachts, while out on the bacony | could see,
through the open windows, a young honeymoon couple
"dagped comfortably in each other's ams.

| danced with Ann. She was pleased to se me.

" 1 spent the whole afternoon looking for you," she

i SRRy wihy drsly Bl aiahRRdon, 4 remedsobu

get in the way,"

" Never mind. Youre back uow. Isnt it romantic
here ? Look at the moon.”

It was an obviousinvitation. | could feel her trembl-
ing aswe danced. The hot ar of Calvi, the pam trees,
the new moon over the Monte Cinto were too strong for
her. 1 knew what she was feding. | led her to the
bdcony We looked out across the bay.

It's beautiful/! she whispered It was.  We could
just s the range of hills across the water with the
eterna snow of the Monte Cinto ghodt-like in the moon-
glow ; the water lapped softly adong the three miles of
beach, unruffled by the night breeze.

There werelights everywhere : on the swaying yachts,
on the quayside, where young couples danced, on the
|sle de Bcaute, dueto sall in the morning, and far away
in the villages half adegp agans the sombre flank of
the mountain.

Hollywood could not have improved on it.

Her hand touched mine. It was dry and hot She
was young, beautiful and in love with the night She
wanted to be kissed. It was her right on a night like
this. It wasvery easy. She did not attempt to resst
Her lips were very soft and warm.  She was not very
good a kissng, but made up in zed what she lacked
in  experience  We both felt very happy in that
moment
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" Bravol Bravo!" cried a voice from beow us

We looked down, startled by the interruption* -

Tchistovsky was legping about in the light of Ignace's
cafe, clapping his hands wildly and jumping up and
down. Heen sood by gravely watching over him.

" I'm coming up to you," he cried. " Go on kissng.
Don't dop. You do it beautifully.”

Upon which he vanished with Helen in tow.

" Better go ingde" | sad.

Ann made up quickly and we danced our way back
to the floor. Tchistovsky burst into the room. He
was very dated.

"Lovely! Lovey!" he cied, shaking us by the
hand. " Beautiful! Just like this!" He turned to
H?Ien and mimicked our embrace. " Romeo and
Juliet,"

Everyone was watching him, laughing not at our
unnatural confusion, but a his antics which were
amusing.

" Do it agan. Pesse yes pleee” he indsted,
pushing ustogether. Toby, however, intervened with :

" Haveadrink ? What'il it be ?"

" Brandy. Pure brandy and no dirty water, pleas="
This severdly to Yetty, as she poured out the drinks.
They climbed on to the high sools at the bar and there
she sat very upright sipping her brandy while he talked
incessantly to Yetty, Toby and the room in generd,
about Yogism.

Ann and | danced. Occasondly we heard the ex-
cited voice of the painter arguing heatedly some point
that nobody contested, but most of the time we were
too interested in each other to pay much attention to
him.

It was some time later that he came up to us with a
doleful expresson on his face, and his hat in his hand.
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"1 amgoing," hesad. " They insult me™

"How ?" | asked.

" They have been talking about that corpse. They
sy she fdl into the sea | tell them no! Didn't | see
her walking towards the hills? Didn't | see her not
comeback ? Aremy eyes, my painter'seyesmistaken ?
They sy | imagine it. | did not. If only | could re-
member .. . but | cannot... | was not interested, but
| saw her walk up the road because she poiled the view.
| anvery angry. | gotobed. Come, Hden."

The little man bowed to us and, followed by that
beautiful woman, left theroom. Weadl laughed alittle
and returned to our interests.

Though we did not know it, it was the lagt time that
we were to see them dive. ...

It was not until eeven next morning that | caled on
Ann at her flat.

| found her busily packing a picnic basket.

" We are going aong the beach to-day,” she an-
nounced.

| agreed avidly. | felt the need for relaxation. |
wanted to forget for a few hours the problems facing
me here,

Lunch was a success and it was past five before we
packed up the picnic basket and turned once agan
towards Calvi.

Wewerearrying the basket between us, pushing our
feet through the soft sand and talking loudly and
eanesly about nothing in particular, when Ann
suddenly stopped and, in a frightened voice, cried:

" Anthony! What's that ?" She was looking at
the ssa | followed her glance. Down on the shore,
where the smal wavees broke slently, something,
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a big coloured bdloon it seemed, was being toyed by
the water.

| dropped the basket and raced towards the object.
| could hear Ann running behind me. As| ap, roa:hed
the swirling waters they receded and reved
a human body—a woman, a brown limbed and beautl-
ful woman—lightly clad in a colourful eveni ng gown.
It was Helen. | grabbed at the inert form. It was
heavy and cold. It dipped from my grasp, the sullen
head with water-plastered hair faling gtickily into the
sand. | heard Ann moan, behind me. | dragged again
and pulled the body out of the water. It lay there,
the water dripping away in rivulets back to the sea
She had died in the same way as the fortune-teller.
The symptoms were the same.  The staring, bloodshot
eyes, the foam at the mouth, the congested features.
al spdt sunstroke.

" Oh God! Oh God!" moaned Ann.

" Get away from here)" | sad angrily, turning round
on her. She was not looking any more at the woman
a my feet but out to sea | followed her new glance.
A few feet out, just beow the surface, face down,
floated another body, lazily tumbling in towards the
beach.

The andl limbs, with the harless skin, were un-
mistakable.

" Tchlitovsky ! " | cried, and wading out propeled
the body on to the beach.

They lay together, asif adesp, with the water flowing
from them, they who were o dive. | could dmogt
hear the painter shouting: " I'll live to be two hundred
and fifty." | could see him jumping up and down,
waving his hands, on the quay with Helen gravely by
his 9de.  This was no accident; there was something
evil in this beautiful idand, like the Sun that killed
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beauty as indifferently as it kindled life. A surge of
anger againgt the force that killed these two mounted
within me. | felt like choking. | turned to Ann.
She was very white.

"Il kiU them," | cried. " | swear I'll kill them,"

Ann nodded absently.

" Come away," | sad, " we can do nothing for them
now."

We shuffled dowly away, eyes staring and unseeing,
each immersed in thoughts that ran monotonoudy on
the two bodies drying in the sun that had killed them.

" WElIl have to inform the police” | sad.

Ann nodded.

Suddenly | hated the sun. It hung so merciledy
strong in the sky. 1t mocked us. | hated it and with
it the shadow it cadt, the hard sharp shadow that cut
across the land like a knife from the cactus stumps to
the mountains on the horizon. | looked at the moun-
tains and felt drangely drawn to them.

Therelay thesolution. Madame Fran?oishad walked
towards them to her death. Tchistovsky had died
talking about thiswalk of hers. What mystery did the
mountains hide? What evil lurked a Bonifatio ?
Wherewas John Buckingham ? What wasmy misson?
Somehow | knew that therewasakey to it dl and that
key lay hidden in the hills about Bonifatio.

"Anthony,” sad Ann, of a sudden, "who are
they? "

"God knows! " | replied. " Fends, to murder
people like them,"

| forgot that Ann knew nothing.

" Murder ? " she puzded. " Wasn't it sunsiroke ?

| did not answer. Should | take her into my con-
fidence ? | needed help, but could | trust her ? How
much should | tdl her ? All or nothing ?
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In the end | compromised and told her about every-
thing except my misson and my search for John
Buckingham. | let her believe that | was taking
gf?thl ng more than an amateur's interest in the whole

ar.

" What areyou goingto do ? " sheasked, when | had
finished.

" Go up to Bonifatio and find out."

She looked a me with afrightened glance.

" Be careful, Anthony."

"1 will, I'm an awful coward. Don't worry."

" How will you go?"

" As atourist in one-of Ignace's taxis."

" Oh good, | thought you would walk."

" | don't see why you are so pleased,” | remarked.

" | hate waking."

"IYou are not coming with me," | retorted very
[rmly,

" Ohyes| am," shereplied cdmly. " | am part of
your diguise. You and | have been flirting ddlight-
Jolly snce we arrived here. What more natural than
a romantic trip to Bonifatio? By the way, what is
Bonifatio ? "

" A collection of fresh water pools formed by melted
enow. People go up there to bathe. It is very coo]
and refreshing,” | replied sulkily.

" Excdlent. | love bathing in Icy pools When
ghdl wego?"

" You—my sweet—are not going."

"Why?"

" | have no dedre to fish you out of the Mediter-
ranean.”

She laughed shakily.

" Tha won't happen to in."
" You are quite right, you're not going.”
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She would not give up, however, but produced a
gring of extremely conclusve arguments with great
sed. | fet my-resstance (never extremely strong
agang girls, of Ann's type) weakening and was findly
overcome when she pointed out that, as the niece of so
powerful, rich and wel-known a man as Ned Stone,
the murderer or murderers would, even if they con-
templated it, fight shy of anything redly dradtic.

Knowing that further argument was merely a waste
of time, | submitted as gracefully as | could and
together we made our way, via the police gation, to
Ignace's cafe, the Little Corpora.

» L L &* * L]

Bonifatio lies, | suppose, less than ten miles from
Calvi, but during those ten miles the traveller is taken
into a new world. As Ignace's open car trailed dong
the road the coast soon fell away to reved the rugged,
boulder-strewn waste of maquis, this in turn vanished
and gave place to a vida of steep gorges, studded with
trees and jagged rocks pointing to the eterndly blue
sky. The car, so important in the plain, becomes a
beetle cregping round the rocks. All is ill. Human
beings become rarer and rarer, only now and then are
rough wooden huts seen nestling to the edge of a predi-
pice and occasondly (very occasondly, for the
Cordcans are fundamentally lazy) a wood-cutter is a
work, his saw idle while he deeps in the shade of the
doomed tree. A last magnificent glimpse of Cavi is
seen.  From so high up the town and citadel look like
a panted toy s¢ in a sea of blue paper. It is seen
through a receding funnel of crags and spires which
gives one the weird impresson of looking a it down
the wrong end of atdescope A turn in the road and
Cdvi isgone. The mountains grow morerugged. They
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creep in doser to the roadl  Nothing seams to live
there, except an occasond wild mule, scurrying down
the hillsde*

We reached Bonifatio at lagt. It was a collection of
wooden huts and tebles. As we arrived a grave faced
woman placed a bottle of wine, and a collection of
glasses on one of the tables.

" The pools are up there," sd the driver. " I'll
come back for you at Sx."

Thetaxi turned round and made an essy way towards
the coad.

We approached the table gingerly. The Corsican
woman gmiled encouragi ngly

"You mugt b« thirgy,” she sad. " Drink,"

We sat down and the red wine was poured out for
us into thin tumblers.

" Water ?" she asked.

" No,” | answered. " It will spail the wine."

"The wine is poor, the water is good here. The
wine spails the water."

She placed the jug on the table and, picking up two
pals, waked away down the road.

We drank. Then looked at each other.

" What next ?" whispered Ann in a shilant stage
whisper that wasfearfully loud.

" Don't know," | sad. " Ask questions, | suppose.”

" Them?" She nodded dightly towards the nearest
hut.

There, leaning agangt the rough wood, were two
Cordcans, puffing quietly at huge pipes. They seemed
as immovable and impassve as the mountains behind
them.

| smiled weakly a them. They ignored me. | was
sung. " Have adrink ?" | sad.

They conddered this
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" Yes" they sad, and gpproached us, glass in hand,
as if only waiting for this sgnd,

| poured the wine,

" Water ?" | asked.

They looked disgusted.

" The water is bad. It has no iron. It kills you to
drink it."

" But the woman sad .."

" Tourists don't matter,” sad the talest, derisvely.
" Your hedth,” he added as an afterthought, spping
dowly a his glass

| felt that now contact had been established it might
be judicious to begin my own cross-examindion.

" Lovely place” | sad.

" Ah" sad the smdlest and mogt villainous looking
of the two.

" Londy, though,"

" Ah!"

" But | suppose you get many vigtors ?

" Ah—Ah !I"

" What do they come for ?

"AhlI"

" The water ? "

"Ah!"

" Anything dse ? "

" Ah!"

Wewerenot getting very far.

" What ds=2?" | asked boldly.

" Cocane" sad the talest laconicdly.

| gulped.

" Thereisalot here ?"

"“Ahl"

"Who gets it ?"

"Aaah|"
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They looked at the trees as if to say that it grew on
the spidery branches of the pines..
" Have you had many vidtors lady ? "
The expected " Ah | " was given.
" A Cordcan woman ?"
There was a Slence
" A Cordcan woman with a shawl, about forty, a
fortune-teller from Cavi."
" Ah-ah! " an enlightened one this time.
" She came when ?™"
" Yeserday,"
My heart began to beat faster. We were getting
somewhere a last.
" Did shecomedone ? "
" Ndﬂl,"
" Who was with her ?"
They shook their heads.
"Aman?"
Two they sad, " inaca,”
“ What were the men like ?"
They shook their heads again.
" Can't you describe them at dl ?
n Nah,"

"W BB b nah,"

" Smdl ?"

" Nah-ah."

"Dak ?"

" Ah—nah,"

This was uHess

" Did e leave again ? "

They shook their heads

So that wasthat. | tried anew angle.

" Did a smdl man with long hair and white legs,
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aooompanied by a woman in a long, flowery dress
come too ?"
"Ah!"
" When ?"
" This morning."
" Did you see them leave ?
" Nah."
" Did they come done or with the same men ?™
" The same."
After this there was sSlence.
| dpped pensvely a my wine. The trail was
clearing. My hunch had been correct. A new thought
cane to me. John Buckingham, whom | felt was
mixed up in dl t{iis might have come, to this spot.
| began questioning them again, but it was to no
avail. A depressng saries of doubtful grunts were dl
| regped. | fel again to Spping.
" He is here now," sad the talest man vaguely.
| nearly choked, and when | had stopped coughing,
| asked: " Why ?"
" He often comes here”
" Was he here yesterday 2"
" Nah, day before."
" Have you ever seen him in company with the men
who came yesterday ?"
" Yah, often."
I jumped up in excitement.
" Whereishe?" | asked.
They pointed up the road in the direction of the
S L J

" Come on," | cried to Ann. " We're nearing the
answer &t lagt."

We st off at aquick wak up the road, but our pace
soon dackened for the road was rough, and the sun
very hot. As we turned each corner we expected we



SUNSTROKE JI

knew not what, something exciting at any rate, but
there was nothing of interest to seg, nothing but the
quiet trees and the brailing rocks.

" Thisis glly," sad Ann.

" | agree" | retorted.

" How far are we going ? "

" Just the next corner.”

But after that corner there was another, and after
that gill another, so we went on—nhot, ill-tempered and
wet with sweat—until we saw on our left a line of
poolslying snugly among grey polished rocks. A water-
fall of slver droplets and a stream joined each of the
poolswhich were about thirty or forty yards long.

We left the road and scrambled down to the pools
They were very beautiful. The water was so clear that
a times it was dmogt invisble

" Beautiful,” sid Ann in ome disgus. " But
hardly helpful. What next ?"

" A rest/" | replied.

There was a ledge dove the biggest pod. We
climbed up to it. We lay down. It was dangeroudy
peaceful there. The strong wine, the warm sun and
the heavy dillness overtook us. We felt degpy. Ann
wriggled closer to me and laid her head on my shoulder.

" Wake me when the murderer arives” e
mumbled deepily.

She dosed her eyes. | watched her as she lay there.
She was very dedrable. To hel with murders and
soies and dl the complications of life, | thought. Here
I am in a romantic oot with an attractive girl and
Instead of busying mysdf in the natural way of young
men with girls | must belabour my poor mind with
endess conundrum”® for which there seems to be no
ansver.

,  Some time passed in this manner! and | had begun
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to grow resless and wonder whether Ann were redly
adesp or not when | began to sniff suspicioudy at the
air. A faint smdl of burning had reeched me. | s up.

"What isit ?" asked Ann, drowsly.

" Smdl of burning” | replied.

She st up and sniffed.

"Yes" she answered. " What isit ? "

" A fire," 1 answered fatuoudly.

We good up, peering here and there. There was
no dgn of a fire, but neverthdess the faint amel of
burning ill pervaded the air.

"It Is coming from there" | sad, pointing to the
buff of scrub and trees above our heads.

" Let's se what it is" replied Ann.

We began climbing and as we did so the amdl of
burning became more intense until on reaching the
top of the knoll we saw a thin column of smoke, risng
up into the clear air.

" Your firet" laughed Ann.

We walked forward again, now on the flat, and of a
sudden saw the land doping down again away from us
towards the column of smoke. We pushed on eagerly,
intent on discovering the reason for the fire. | was a
little ahead of Ann, so that when with a dartling
rapidity a full view of the scene in front of me was
laid bare, 1 stopped so suddenly that she bumped into
me.

" What ?" she began.

| motioned her to be quiet and to kned down. She
did s0, and peering eagerly around my arm saw what 1,
too, saw.

Below us was a hollow. The Sdes were covered in
scrub and smdl stunted trees whose branches were
outflung in al directions. The hollow itsdf conssted
mainly of a large dab of rock, that danted gently
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southwards, but what had held our attention was the
sght of athin man in a black suit bent diligently over
thefire.

It was Vserolov !

He was throwing objects into the fire, and it was the
recognition of these articles that had made me crouch
down so suddenly. | watched fascinated as in quick
rotation Vserolov threw on to the mounting blaze, dl
those clothes and papers that | had seen in John
Buckingham's flat. Aseach articlefell on to the flames
the fire grew, and | stared in fascination as shedts, paper
towels, hats and letters fluttered to the flames.

" Look,” | whispered. " Tchistovsky's hat,”

It, too, fluttered into the blaze dong with a shawl
that a Corgcan fortune-teller might fancy and Helen's
straw sombrero.

" What are dl those books ? " whispered Ann.

"1l tdl you later," | answered.

We dtared again as Vserolov, now warming to his
work and obvioudy anxious to finish it quickly, seized
a large suitcase, which | remembered seeing in John's
bedroom, opened it and emptied its entire contents
bodily into the blaze. The result was startling. The
fire, as if overcome by the sudden burden died, then
gathering new'strength, sprang into such violent life
that Vserolov backed away from it, shieding his face
from the blaze.

" If he isn't careful...”" | began, but before | could
finish the sentence the fire did the very thing | was
about to predict. Vserolov had not been too careful
in the choice of a gte. It was too near the tnaquis
scrub that separated him from us.  The renewed
blaze sporead suddenly to a smdl bush which flared
up in a shower of sparks to a height of five feet. This
was immediately followed by another bush and another.
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until within a few seconds ten square yards of magnis
was ablaze. Vserolov seemed suddenly frightened.
Picking up a branch he began to beat madly a the
flames. His puny efforts were usdess. The flames
spread.  The clouds gathered in strength and began to
roll lazily above the flames.

The Russian was becoming frantic now. The fire
had become serious. A tree had gone up. The flames
seemed to leap straight up the trunk and burst into a
firework display at the top. Sparks and cinders began
to fall about us. Another tree screamed to destruction,
writhing and struggling with the licking foe. ;

Vserolov, haf hidden in smoke, had stopped his
useless flaying. He stood watching the blaze in fascin-
ated horror. Then, as the whole maquis seemed sud-
denly to burst into fire, he ran hurriedly away, casting
now and again aterrified look behind him.

" Pah," sad Ann derisvely, " what's the hurry ? "

The hurry soon became apparent, for now that the
maquis was well ablaze it began to move fanwise in a
strange manner.  We gazed in fascination. A wall of
flame some six feet high with here and there volumes of
higher heat advanced with extraordinary rapidity
round the edge of the rock, and then, asif with a de-
finite purpose in view, it began running up the hill
towards us

" Look out” | shouted, as the crackling enemy
belched a us. We legpt up and began running away.
At first we ran at a dignified trot, but as the fire behind
us gathered speed and strength we broke into a panic
scramble. :

The way back seemed infinitely long, the obstacles
grew larger and more treacherous, the heat of the fire
swept over us and scorched our backs.

We were very out of breath by the time we arrived a
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our ledge, and there we saw something that brought us
to ahalt. Thefire, by arapid turning movement, had
outflanked us to the right and had admost reached
the road we were making for. No wonder Vserolov,
with his knowledge of such maquis fires, had fled so
hurriedly.

We looked at each other grimly.

" What now ? " shouted Ann above the roar of the
furnace.

We looked at the pool beneath us. How cool and
cam it seemed. How inviting.

" Jump,” | sad. " Jump and make for that over-
hanging rock by the waterfall. WEell be dl right there.”

Wejumped. It wasalongjump. The water closed
over our heads and we sank without resstance to the
deep tranducid bed. The cold water knocked dl the
breath out of my body. As | came up to the surface
a large cinder crashed and szzled to smoke by my
sde. | saw Ann, her sodden dressclinging to her figure,
swimming strongly for the waterfall. | followed. We
were just in time. Hardly had we ducked under the
watery protection than the fire devoured the ledge
and like a monkey swinging from branch to branch,
swvept over our heads. We shivered from cold and
fear. Pieces 6f burning wood fell about us and once or
twice we had to duck to cool our faces from the in-
tolerable heat, while gusts of choking smoke threatened
to smdl us out like rats.

For three quarters of an hour the fire crackled above
and around us, athough the leading flames had long
since swept beyond us.

At last it ssemed safe enough to abandon the icy
protection of the Water, and with shivering limbs and
numb fingers, we crawled on to a flat rock in mid-
stream.
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Here we dried and warmed oursdves as bet we
could, and when once again capable of moving fredly,
turned our attention towards the distant road.

With the help of the water, and by leaping with the
agility of the proverbia cat on hot bricks, we managed
to make the road, and soon neared the huts of Boni-
tatio, which by some miracle had escaped the effect
of the fire

We limped to the table, footsore, weary and smedling
ot burnt cinders.

The Corsicans eyed usin amazement.

" Thought you were burned/ sad the tallest
laconicaly.

"Youll be needing a drink,” sad the woman
comfortably. " Piedro, fetch the wine."

Pedro grumbled, so the cam faced woman (was she
sder, wifeor migress of al or any of them, | wondered)
did it hersdf. The wine, the food and the warm sun-
shine soon restored us and we began to giggle stupidly,
and talk in loud, hysterical voices, until the sun began
to go down and Ignace's taxi came up the mountain
road.

The driver was happy to find us dive. He had seen
the smoking trail of the fire and had wondered if it had
touched us. He had dmost not come up to fetch us,
fearing that a torn of the wind might sweep the fire
back across the road, but Vserolov had roared into
Cdvi with definite and reassuring news about its
direction. He had, therefore, decided to risk the
journey, though he was in a hurry to get back. Forest
fires were worse than angry women, he assertedj he
should know as he had very unwisdly married the
angriest of al angry women.

This mention of Vserolov brought the purpose of our
vigt to mind.
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" Did you tdl him we were here ? " | asked.

The driver looked surprised. " | said that | had some
tourists in the hills" he remarked.

" You did not mention our names ? "

" | do not know them," said the man, opening the
door for Ann. " Let us hurry, pliss? "

| turned to the woman and asked how much we owed
her. She shook her head gravely and said : " Nothing."
The two Corscans nodded and gave me a smile.

" But | must pay you for the wing" | sad.

" It is nothing,” they said. " Nothing at dl."

They continued to smoke and to Sp their wine.
" Hurry, pliss" sad the chauffeur again. Further
persuasion was usdess | clambered in besde Ann
and sank thankfully back on the hot leather seets of
the open tourer.

FOUR

THE next day, Sunday, the 25th of August, wasaswarm
as ever, and after deeping comfortably, bathing and
generdly putting away the effects of the shocking
events of the previous day, Ann and | met on the quay
a teatime.

We did those things expected of us, even to flattering
Kiki, Ignaces tame boar, as he fought the mongrels.
We walked up and down as everybody ese was doing
and listened to the odd scrgps of their conversation.

The usua flow of inconsequential subjects had given
way that day to something graver and words like
Dantzig, Poland, Hitler, Chamberlan and Chasseur
Alpins, mingled uncomfortably with the tall pam trees
and the lapping of the placid Mediterranean wavelets.

The news from the mainland had been troubling.
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Cdvi affected to ignoreit, but it hung about like a bad
andl, and carefree sun-brown faces would grow
serious until a shrug of the shoulders or a quick
jest turned the conversaion into more profitable
paths.

Growing tired of walking, we came to a halt by
the water's edge, in front of the Little Corporal.
The crowd passed to and fro like mannequins on duty.
Behind them in the cafe we could see Vserolov and
Rudge gitting together at one table, while Nona and
Uncle Ned sat at another.

" Just like being on location! " | exclamed.

"What ?" asked Ann.

" Might be a set. Perfect. The crowd walking
amledy about; the principds a their seats, the
character sudies, Ignace and his little maid Emilienne,
busy in their menid work and . . . look! Thereis
Y etty on her balcony above the Little Corpora to give
thelocd touch and sing perhgpsan aria! ™

Instead of an aria, however, Yetty sang out:

" Come and have a drink, Tony ? "

It was her eterna love-cdl.

" Damnit," | cried, " it is a s, aframe up, cdl it
what you like, but theres something very artificial
here.  Nobody is what they gppear tobe. They're dl
crooks, every one of them."

“All ?" cried Ann anxioudy. " Even Uncle Ned,
the sweet dld thing ? "

" | don't trust anybody,” | replied.

"Not even me?"

" Not even you, my darling," | laughed gally.

Though | sad this in a bantering tone of voice, it
was nevertheess true. | could trust nobody. It was
an unpleasant feeling. The only person with-whom
| could spesk in complete confidence was John
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Buckingham, and he was as illusve as bananas in
war-time.

| shrugged my mental shoulders took stock of the
postion and redisng that Vserolov was a snister
beacon inthe maelstrom of conflicting events, | decided
tofollow him and await devel opments. )

It was with this thought in mind that | turned to
Ann and said:

" To-night well go dancing.”

" Where ?" asked Ann.

" The Citadd. That is where Vserolov works. He
may lead us to something."

" Shdl we tdll the police ?"

" All we have are suspicions. Nothing concrete.”

" What about Vserolov burning those clothes yester-
day ?"

" Our word againg his. We have no proof. If that
fire had not started we might haveretrieved some of the
aticles™

" Even so our suspicions would put the police on the
aert."

"My dear,” | sad sententioudy, "you do not
know the Cordcan police If there is some funny
business they are probably in it, so they would hardly
help us. Anyhow theirmottois' laisserfaire They!ll
do anything to avoid trouble.

" Sorry | spoke.  You needn't bite my head off. |
was only trying to help,” said Ann ruefully.

Youdo. Youae" | cried.

" An invisble co&k ? "

" A fird-rate excuse for putting my nose into places
that do not concern me : for example the Clubto-night."

" I'm sure | shdl look very guilty."

" | hope not."

" | shdl talk out of the coiper of my mouth like this."
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Seddit. A horriblesght.  She continued:

" | shdl smoke along cigarette and everything | say
will have a double or even treble meaning. | shal wear
something black. I'll do my hair up and ail it down.
I'll cover my eyes in mascara. |..."

" Will be left a home™" | cut in, " if you threaten
me any more."

A smdl boy in pink bathing drawers full of moth
holes through which his brown skin could be seen,
came up to us and sood daring in the mute fixed
fashion of children who wish to be noticed.

" Hullo," | sad, " who are you ? "

The young Corsican said:

" Are you Mr. Roberts ?"

"1 am,” | nodded.

" Mr. Buckingham gives you this" As he spoke he
drew a piece of paper from the corner of his drawers
and held it out to me.

| stared dumbly at him. To hear on the lips of a
grange child a name that has been begting in your
mind for days is something of a shock.

| took the envelope g ngerl?/.

The boy, his errand completed, turned away, but
having recovered somewhat from my initid surprise |
cdled after him. He stopped and looked uncertainly
a me.

" Money," | sad, fumbling in my pocket.

He lespt eagerly forward.

| pulled out afive franc coin.

" Wherewere you given thisnote ?" | asked, holding
up the cain. .

" In the dreet," he nodded towards the high street
that ran behind Yetty's bar.

" A man gave it to you ?"

"Yes"
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" What sort of man?"

The child shrugged his shoulders.

" A Codcan ? "

The child shook his head.

" A foreigner ? "

The child nodded.

" What was he like ? "

" Very dd," sad the child solemnly.

" White hair 2"

" N-no."

" How old ?" The sudden appearance in this drama
of an aged man was puzzling.

" Over thirty," sad the infant in awe.

| began to understand.

" You cant describe him ? "

" N-uo."

" Nor his clothes ? "

"'N-no. Can | have my money ?"

| hesitated. If only the child could be more explicit.
| opened the note. It was brief. It was in the same
handwriting as the one sent to Yetty. It ran:

" Nothing doing here, Anthony. | don't need you.
Better go home before you run into trouble—Y ours,
JOHN."

| looked at the message intently.  If John Bucking-
ham had gone to Ajaccio the day before, how did he
know that | was standing on the quay at this moment ?
A confederate ? But Buckingham was working aone.
It did not need much to convince me that this note was
afake. If s0, then the one to Yetty was ds0 a fake.
Where, then, was John Buckingham ? »

The same old question. | looked a the note again.
Who had written it ? | looked around the quay. No
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change. The same s&t. | suddenly felt that the whole
scene had been built up merely to puzzle me. They
were al hiding something. Everybody except me was
in the secret.  That was why there was so much
laughter. They were laughing a me fumbling in the
dark like the stooge in Blindman's Buff |

At this stage | noticed a movement in Ignace's cafe.
It was an indgnificant and perfectly harmless move-
ment : Vserolov was lowering himsdf into his chair.
Nothing strange in that surely—or was there ? Where
had he been ? There was, of course, the posshility that
the cdl of nature had cdamed him, but then agan
there might have been another reason. It was adender
chance but | took it. | began to describe Vserolov
to the child.

" Was that the man ? " | asked.

"Yes. Yes" nodded the child, holding out his hand
for the money.

At last we were getting somewhere. But were we ?
What vaue could be attached to the evidence of such
achild asthis? Hed agreeto anything for a five-franc
piece. .

" If you've finished your ruminations,” sad Ann,
" give the child its money. It is getting postively
restless”

It obvioudy suspected a trap, as an expresson of
doubt and chagrin now came over its face.

" Here you are" | sad, handing him the big, bright
coin. The child snaiched a it and was away in a

"Widl," said Ann presently. " May | congratulate
you?" .

" Thank you,"! grinned.

" So it isour friend Vsarolov again ? "

" Looks like it," | acknowledged.
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" What do we do about it ?"
" That,” | answered, "is a question | cannot
answer."
| looked at the cafe again. Vserolov was lighting a
cigarette, while a newcomer lowered himsdf into the
seet behind him.
" Damn,” | sad, " it mlght have been him | "
" | beg your pardon ?" «d Ann mildly.
" Oh, nothing,® | replied. " Let's go to Yetty's."

The Citadel night dub a Cavi must be the only
converted Bishop's Pdace in the world. The Bishop,
of course, is no longer in residence. When he fled is
not certain.  His mansion, however, remains and faces
the bay with thin, high windows, and doping walls
gleaming yelow in the sunshine, and dlver in the
moonlight. To reach it along climb up the ramparts
of the citadel must be undertaken, and this when the
maoon is bright is an ecdtasy of ethica perfection.

| wish | could evoke the beauty of that town. | am
no writer, however, and must leave you to sdect the
words to evoke the scene Thebest | can do is to tell
you to search back in your minds to the fairy cagles
and dream dcities of your youth; that is what Cavi
looks like in the moonlight.

Once the Club had been reached and we had pased
through bright, narrow doors, dl the outer frailty was
forgotten in the sudden immersion into the up-to-date
atmosphere of a dance floor. All the trappings were
there. Except for the glimpse of the cam waters
of the bay through the open windows one might be in
London.

We were bowed gracioudy to a seet by a window.
The codl evening breeze curled over our foreheads and
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the lights twinkled aong the waterfront as if keeping
time with the music which was produced by Vserolov,
with his vialin, and a pianist who was none other than
the man who had joined Vserolov and Rudge at the
Little Corpord that afternoon.

A waiter bowed. We ordered brandy. It would
probably be doped, like dl the drinks there. We
would, however, drink very little.

There were only a few people in the Club as it was
dill early. A party from a yacht that had weighed
anchor that morning formed the nucleus of the noise,
while two rigid English spingters, a formal group of
black-coated French people and the usual smatter of
honey-mooners (including the couple from the Nord-
Sud) looked on in fish-like wonder at the noisy antics
of the yacht folk.

We dpped our brandy* It was heavy and swedt,
and had a dight back taste that warned us of the
dope.

Vsrolov continued to fiddie away. His thin white
face portrayed a mystica somnolence. It was hard to
reconcile this picture of him with that of the man
stoking the fire a Bonifatio.

He moved over to the yachting party and bowed
gracioudy to them. One, along flaxen haired girl with
a supple figure, stood up, glass in hand, amid an out-
burst of clapping. Vserolov adjusted the violin beneath
his chin and began to play a great speed. The girl
put her Mps to the glass and drank down the whole
contents in a gulp. When she took the glass away
from her mouth Vserolov stopped playing. The
girl was panting. Some of the liquid spilled out of her
mouth and drippd on to irr dress. She was flushed
and was giggling foolishly. Her party was clapping
merrily. Vserolov held out a saucer.  She turned the
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glass upsde down over it. A further outbreak of
clapping occurred. The girl rocked fuzzily, broke the
glass on the table and sat down abruptly.

" What are they doing ?" asked Ann.

" Initiating," | answered. " Supposed to be an old
Russan custom, exploited here as a means of sHling
drink. As long as the drinker drinks the vidlin plays.
Assoon as the glassis empty the saucer is held under it
to make sure that it has been drained to the last drop,”

"Andif itisnt?"

" Then the ceremony starts dl over again. They do
it to dl new members”

" Any other new members ? " cried a thick voice to
the room in generdl.

| felt Ann clutch my hand. " Will | havetodoit ? "
she asked.

" Dont know," | replied. " Wait and s="

Vserolov amiled thinly, bowed to the party and
shuffled towards our table. The yacht crowd peered
over each other's heads in our direction. There was
much capping and shouts of " Goon!"- " Good."
" Here's fun."

Vserolovbowed.

" Monsieur has never been initiated,” he said.

| good up angrily. " Course | have" | retorted.
" You know that,"

" Monseur has never been initiated. Is his glass
ready ?" Vserolov smiled.

" Come on!" urged the yacht party. " Drink it
up.” " It won't kill you,"

| shook my head.

" The pendty,” smiled Vsarolov, " is expulson from
the Club, immediate expulson,” He dressd his words.

" Out with him," cried the yachting party, " he*
no fit companion for us"
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Therewould soon be arough house. | had seenthem
before. | looked a my glass | knew it had dope.
All the drinks there had dope. | had to stay, yet if |
did not drink | would be kicked out and if | did drink

. ? | picked up my glass Up came the vialin to
Vsroov's chin. | saw Ann staring anxioudy at me.
| could fed the eyes of the rest of the room on me.

" I'm a damn foal," | thought. " Still, here goes'

| drank. Now I am unfortunately not one of those
happy mortas who can pour great tankards of liquid
down ther throats. | 9p my drink. 1 like to take
my time and besdes the mocking, ingstent note of the
violin confused me, | coughed and spluttered as |
drank. Some of the liquid splashed. | felt dSck.
| finished the glass with a gulp.

Three drops fell on to the upturned saucer.

There were whoops of joy from the yachting party.
Thiswasfun| Here wasavictim! The consequences
were often highly entertaining and the exit, hand over
mouth of a novice aways a pantomime.

" Another gass” sad Vserolov evenly.

" Don't," cried Ann impulsively,

A waiter was bowing obsequioudy at my Sde, carafe
in hand. | suddenly hated the place, with a deep
thrilling hatred that stuck in my throat: The shallow
music, the shaded lights, the greeny black of old
dinner-jackets and the dyed har of women dl
repulsed me. There was something evil and crud
here, something that the emusc covered, that the
jaded amiles endeavoured to hide. There was some-
thing here that could kill artigtic innocence in the
sunlight without a tremor.

| felt a strange shudder of revolt go through me.
Why did people have to torture eech other ? What
more did they gain by killing each other than by
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wearing a gardenia in ther lgpe ? Killing each
other ? Nonsense! It was, of course, dl nonsense
It was like a nightmare weaving invisible and tenacious
threads around me. If I shouted loud enough | would
wake mysdf up.

| braced mysdlf. My head was spinning. | Steadied
my gaze and, looking Vserolov straight in the eyes,
sad dowly and clearly:

" Where is Mr. Buckingham ? "

The man looked coldly a me. His face seemed to
fade, grow blurred and then become so dear that |
could see each stump of hair on his chin. The blood
sang in my ears.  The damn drink had been strongly
doped. | feltiaint. Only the unreasonable fury that
had made me want to smash the coal face in front of
me kept me up. Subconscioudy | knew | was making
a mistake.

"1 do not know Mr. Buckingham, gr," he sad.
" Monsieur does not wish to drink any more, | takeit ? "

"No. Certanly not. Get out.”

Vserolov bowed and moved away. The exuberant
party from the yacht losing interest forgot me.

| sa down. My head was dizzy and an aching
headache sat across my eyebrows. | wanted to go back
to London, back to my essy life and away from the
maddening puzzle about me.

No doubt | deserve nothing more than complete
contempt, but before dismissng me as afool it iswell
to remember that in red life, as opposed to fiction,
events do not dways fall out according to plan.

It was, too, remember, my first taste of such peculiar
people, and | was Hill-too much of an Englishman
to take it redlly to heart.

The gloominess of the Stuation was not unproved
when Aon, having asked me who Mr. Buckingham
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might be, received a curt " mind your own business "
for answer.

She naturally took offence and one of thostf uncom-
fortable dlences heavy with hurt fedlings, descended
upon us and we st in sulky slence at our table as if
expecting to be photographed for the Tatter.

| sood up, Ann looked up expectantly.

"No" | sad, " I'm not going to ask you to dance.
I'm going to find out what is going on here."

" It will look very obvious.

"It will Vey wdl, let's dance"

So dance we did, quietly around the floor until we
came to the exit door behind the band. | looked a
Vsolov. He wasfiddling dreamily away, his back to
us Thelights were dim. Nobody was looking.

" Now" | whispered.

We passad through the door. It was dark outside.
Hand-in-hand we felt our way forward.

" Stay here" | whispered to Ann.

"I'm coming with you," she answered.

"No" | sad. " Tdk to the policeman.”

| pointed to a figure ahead of us who stood by a
tudded door let into the sSde of the wal. He was a
young Cordcan, handsome in a dark bull-necked
fashion.

We gpproached.

* Not this way" he said, looking keenly a Ann.

She gmiled.  He sduted.,

"' Why not 7" she asked.

"These are the private apartments of the dub.
The public are not permitted to enter”

" Am | the public ?" ghe pouted.

"Mademoisdle” he bowed gdlantly, even for
your beautiful eyes | cannot let you pees,
And you must stay here afl night 2"
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"Alas, yes Mademoisdle™

" With nothing to drink ?"

The Corgican smiled. " No one sad s0," he grmned

" You must bethir May | get you something ?"
e sl sty. May | gety g

" Brought by your fair hands, Mademoisdle, it will
taste doubly sweet."

She held out her hand

" Come" shesad. " Thepassgeisdark andl don't
want to fall."

The gdlant policeman was only too eager to oblige.
His fat eyes gleamed. He pulled a his cheagp tunic.
Don Juan could do no better. Agreed ? He smiled
with a row of golden teeth. The fair English Made-
moisdle was easy prey. A little too easy, perhaps, but
then these Northern girls were crazy about Latins|
And could one blame them ? Not he!

| hugged the wdl. As Police-constable Cassanova
passed he looked at me in scorn. Not much of alover
this Englishman; but the opposition was pretty over-
powering, wasnt it? He grinned and felt very
important.

| looked back after they had passed. The policeman
was gill quaking with confident laughter. Ann dill
held his hand. | dipped up to the door, opened it and
queezed my way in. | came upon a spird darcase
It was of cold stone, white and dim in the moonlight.
| began to climb. There was a door on my right. A
dit of light showed it to be haf open. | sood listening.
Not asound. | peeked through and saw awindow and
a dressng-table. | put my head round the door. My
heart was dl het up. The room was empty. A large
double bed, canopied d la Louis XIV dood opposte
the dressng-table.  Thick mats lay on the floor. The
wadls were bare except for the paintings of a santly
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nature encased in thick gilt frames. The Gothic win-
dows and vaulted spaces gave the room a deeply
religious appearance. His lordship the Bishop dept
here once. Who dept here now ?

Therewas afurther door. | tip-toed across the room.
| felt large and cumbersome. | reached the second door
and peered into the room. It was a dressing-room.
There was a divan againg the further wal, and on it
A dtrange assortment of clothes. | counted at least
seventeen pairs of trousers varying from deep black to
white, and as many coats, shirts and ties, besdes an
assortment of pull-overs, hats and scarves. It was like
a Petticoat Lane gdl. To the left of the divan stood a
dressing-table with a powerful light shining down upon
amedley of topees, beards, moustaches and small post
of cream. Any actor would have been proud of such
possessons.  Pins, tape, tubes and mirrors mingled
with whiskers, glue and smal black patches.

At that moment | heard water splashing. This
sngle sound was more blood-curdling than any hysteri-
cd scream.  Until then | had imagined | was alone in
the apartment. Now someone was having abath. There
was the sound of soapy hands rubbing a wet body.
| suddenly felt an unguenchable desire to laugh. I'd
caught the murderer (for who ese could it be?) in
his bath ! | tip-toed into the dressng-room and saw
adoor at the far Sde gjar from which a billow of steam
eddied into the room.

A sudden bellowing voice burst into song.  The deep
notes rose and fell ecdaticdly from the warm interior.
The words were German. | could not understand the
meaning, but the tune was vagudy familiar, like tunes
one has heard on the wirdess. The proud, boastful
voice belowed on. | crept nearer and was dmogt
a the door when dl the lights went out. The snging
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sopped. The bather shouted something in German.
From the direction of the door from which | had come
a woman's voice screamed a reply, of which |
understood two words " Englander " and " Roberts."
| crouched behind a chair. There was a sound of
cursing from the bathroom. Then a great splashing
of water as the man heaved himsdf out. The
bathroom light went out and there was no more
noise. It was very dark. For the first time | noticed
that the windows of that room were closed and shut-
tered. | felt for thewall. It was soft. Padded! No
wonder the man bellowed so brazenly. | listened.
Not asound. It was asif the light switch had whisked
the intruders away. | stood so ill 1 began to fee a
cramp growing in my legs. My hands were shaking.
| began to move dowly round the wall towards the
door. There was only awoman there. | might be able
to rush her and get out of the room. With my hands
extended in front of me | moved inch by inch. In spite
of the thick carpet my tip-toed footfalls screamed in
my bursting ears. My breath came in short gasps

Crash!

| threw myself on the floor as a vase burst and rolled
about the carpet. A beam of strong white light fell
upon me. It ckme from a torch three feet from me.
All 1 could see was its dazzling heart weaving towards
me. | legpt up with a ydl and rushed towards the
door. As| leapt the light leapt too. A warm, steam-
ing figure still smelling of soap, seemed to envelop me.
| felt something hard and irresigtible hit me on the back
of the head.

" How slly " | thought, as | fell forward and logt
CONSCIOUSNESS
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FIVE

"1 WONT," | screamed. " | won't,” but | knew that
cries were usdless and that | would have to do it. |
did not know what it was but it was something dreadful
that filled me with disgust. | struggled and groped in
the blinding inferno that was about me, but the more !
struggled the more | knew that | would have to do it.
"1 won't," | whimpered. " | won't,"

" Of coursg, you won't, old boy," said a distant and
reassuring voice. " Take it easy. Youll be OK."

| felt a solid hand holding mine. | grasped it
feverisnly. It was the first solid thing 1'd touched for
centuries. Theinferno subsided. Now al was spinning
like theingde of atop and yet through it | could sse a
dim, rea figure bending over me. | concentrated
grimly. The spinning thinned out. It ceased. | sat
up with a tremble and found mysdf looking at John
Buckingham. -

"Wheream | ?" | groaned.

" In ajam," replied John, " but everything will be
OK."

| looked about.

| waslying on straw. A hard stonefloor fledto dark
corners, while rose-coloured wals rose in arches above
me. A smdl, barred window, high up, let in a long
bright dit of dust-dancing light. There was a door,
S0 tightly dosed as to be dmod invisble againgt the
Wall oppogite me, while besde me stood a round table
with aplateand atin mug onit. For the rest the room
was empty.

"Wheream | ? " | asked again.

" In the dungeons of the Bishop's Pdace, I'm afraid,”
replied John. " Plessant spot.  Feding better ? "
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" Yes" | replied. " How did you get here ? "

" Tdl you later. Have adrink, We only get water
here, Tin afraid.”

John sood up. | naticed then that his clothes were
soiled and dirty. There was no shape to his trousers.
His coat hung loosdly over his aertex shirt.  His shoes
wereMusty. His portly figure showed sgns of wear
and tear.

He brought me the water and noticed my look.

" Can't keep smart desping in ones clothes" he
sad apologeticaly. " They dlow me to shave, how-
ever."

«*Who—they?"

" Mr. Vernon Rudge—among others. Drink this."

| drank and felt better.

"Whodse?"

" Mogt of the people in the Club. They are tacit
participators only, however. As long as they receive
money they affect to ignore the ret. It is one of
Corgcds falings” He sad this in a supercilious and
bored manner.

" What is dl this about ?" | cried, " I've been
groping in the dark so long I'm al mixed up."

" | know," laughed the other, " you were not very
cunning, dill (or an amateur . . ." He waved a dis
paraging hand. | felt very smal.

" Do you know anything about me then ? "

" Almogt everything, | should say. Vernon Rudge
has a sense of humour of a sort. He made a specid
point of keeping me inJfonnued of dl your movements-"

" The devil he did! "

| shivered.

" But how did you land up here?" | hoped there
Was no spite in my voice.

" Let me hear your Story firsi."”



94 SUNSTROKE

So | told him al that had happened snce the fateful
day that | had been cdled to the War Office.  He ligt-
ened intently, his eyes hard on me. Sometimes he
nodded. Sometimes smiled a my mistakes. It was
ardief to be able to talk.

When | had finished he seemed to ponder.

" Yes> it fits" he sad. " You are wrong About
Vserolov, however. He is working for the Deuxi&me
Bureau."

" Vserolov ? He was my main suspect.”

" Possbly. Nevertheless there it Is"

"'Why was he burning your clothes and those of
Madame Fran?ois, Tchistovsky, and Helen ? ™

" Weweredead. We would not need them, Hehas
been here many years and has posed as one of those
who will do anything for money. He believes that in
this manner he can get nearer the red trouble makers.
He is what you might call a permanent member. By
relying on an unpleasant character carefully built up
he hopes to get closer to the roots of whatever syndicate
Is a work. There have been many in Cavi. Thisis
just another case for him, with an Englishman to
compete with. He doen't think much of us Profes-
sond jeadousy, you know."

" Didn't he give me that note when | was on the
qQuayside ? "

" You sad that the violinist sa down too | "

" What a fool I've been! " | cried bitterly.

" As amatter of fact, old boy, for an amateur you've
done exceptiondly well. You've only been here a few
days and yet you amost caught our man | "

“In his bath ! "

"What better place?"

We both laughed.

" What isit that you are after ? " | asked presently.
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" The leader, magter-mind, organiser, cdl him what
youlike."

"Whoishe?"

" The gentleman who sang in the bath."

%S0 | gathered, but do you know bis name ? "

" Mr. Ned Stone if I'm not mistaken,”

I gagped in amazement. " Stone?' i cried.
" Stone ? Uncle Ned Stone? Then the woman who
switched off the lights was Nona ?"

" If it wasn't your charming Ann."

" Ann ?" | yelled. Thison the top of the revelations
of the last few minutes was too much. " Ann?" |
mumbled increduloudly.

"Why not ? She knew that you were prowling.
What more easy than to follow you ? "

"It can't be Ann," | muttered. " It doesnt fit.
She is s0 young, so very much the sweet young girl,”

" To you."

"But...but.. )"

There were a thousand objections | wanted to make,
but as they presented themselves | knew that they
could be answered. She was Stone's niece. | knew
nothing more of her than what she hersdf had told me.
| had met her casualy on the ship. She was aware of
my movements Then there were her questions. Was
it just curiosity or not ? Her actions assumed a new
ggnificance.  And yet it could not be | refused to
believeit. But she was Ston€'s niece and her story was
grange and infinitely dadic. No parents. A vague
guardian who dlowed her to roam at will. Her decison
to join an unknown uncle. It dl fitted in. It might
be her and yet | 4ill would not believe it. No woman
could have eyes so blue and innocent as hers unless
she were innocent, could she ?  No woman was such an
actress wasshe ? Oh hell. | did not know what to think.
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" Have another drink," said John with a smile

| drank.

" Tel me your Sde of the story,” | asked.

John began his tde.

" There are in England a number of German agents.
They have lived there for many years, building up their
lives and becoming so English that no one would ever
suspect them of being anythingdse Many of them are
known to us, some are not. What is unknown at pre-
sent is the method by which these agents receive their
orders from abroad, and egpecidly the manner in
which such orders wil operate once the war begins
Once the channdl of information is discovered then a
two-fold object is achieved. First such agents as are
unknown to us will be reveded and secondly fake
information can be sent to the enemy.

"' The link in this chain is somewhere on the Riviera
That much we knew. That and very little dse | was
sent out. | started in Paris, and following various
clues ended up here, for it is under the cover of this
Club that the final plans are being made. The Deux-
itaie Bureau knew something of it. Hence Vserolov's
interest  Here it was that people like Veraon Rudge
collected. You remember the pianig a the Club ? "

" Yes, an indgnificant looking man," | replied.

" His bet disgguiss he is known to be a German
agent” '

" Why isn'tliearested 2"

" Wecan bring no definite charge againgt him.  How-
ever, that is nelther here nor there. When | arrived |
began my enquiries | soon discovered that Vernon
Rudge and the pianig were involved. Vserolov was
helpful in this matter. | a0 redised that the Bishop's
Pdace was being used as a blind | knew that in a
corrupt place like Cdvi dl were open to bribeyl
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knew, too, that men like Rudge and Entofen, the
pianist, were merely tools for someone higher. They
were not the kind to work on their own.

" From rumours, conversations overheard and com-
munications intercepted | soon discovered that the
fina arrangements were being completed and that the
boss was supervising the whole business himself. | ill
did not know, however, what this busness might be,
but felt that once the chief had arrived my task would
be esser.

" It was then that Stone and Nona arrived.  Instead
of making things easer, however, the fact that they
lived on a yacht complicated the issue.  Their rapid
comings and goings, ostensbly to vist the beautiful
scenary of the idand, but in redity to complete their
preparations and edtablish the necessary contacts,
made my task even harder. It was then that | decided
to cdl you in.

" | was taking a risk, but | did not want one of our
usua men. ! figured that an innocent face (and yours,
Anthony, is nothing if not guildess!) would arouse
no suspicion, and while you watched Stone and his
party | could do some useful snooping around in the
yacht.

" It was while | was waiting for you that | met
Madame Fra”ois. Now she is or was, poor soul, a
very dever woman. How much of her forecasts were
in truth based on clairvoyance | do not know, but |
do know she was both observant and rationad. She
a0 knew everything that was going on in Cavi, and
on top of dl this was intensdy patriotic.

" | remember going to her one day and ditting in that
room of hers  She was turning her cards, looking in-
tently at them and spesking to me without looking up.
She tod me so much about my activities. that |
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redised “he knew the truth.  Then, ill looking at her
cads, she sad in a low, evenly balanced voice:

" ' There is danger coming to Cavi. Danger that
threatens dl that you and | love. We must work
together if that danger isto be avoided. The evil men,
| s are cunning. They plot and plan in a house of
God, a house where the steward of God once lived.
They cover their plans with music and drink.'

"1 ligened intently to her. She continued in the
same tone of voice.

" 'There are mountains, high mountains where
pools of water gather. The water is as clear as crystd.’

" | knew she was spesking of Bonifatio."

" '] see the evil shadows of these men huddled on
the waters. It is peaceful there.  None but the wild
mulesroam. They gather there, in a glade where there
is a flat rock, to make their plans. They wait there
the arrivad of their leeder. He will go to them soon
and the fina plans will be made.’

" | was ligening with great interest now, as you can
imagine. | had never connected Bonifatio with the
activities of these men. | had always imagined that
they operated from the Pdace. That the Paace itsdlf
might be a blind never entered my head.

" | pressed her for more details but she had nothing
more to tell me at that time. She had only just stumbled
on the plot. She would communicate with me as soon
as she had more detalls.

" A few days later | recalved a further message from
her  She asked me to look her up as she now had
definite information. | went to her house immediately.
She was not there. | asked after her from a boy.
* Gone to the mountaing he said, and showed meanote.

" It was written in French and was a passable imita-
tion of my handwriting. It asked her to meet me at
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the Smdl House immediaely. The Smdl Hotise lies
On the Bonifatio road about two miles out of Calvi.
She was not to know that it was a forgery."

" So that is where she was going when Tchistovsky
saw her ?*"

" Probably, | never saw her again. | followed after
her as quickly as | could, but though | roamed up and
down the Bonifatio road she never gppeared. The
Smdl House was empty. They were probably killing
her a that moment."

" How ?"

"I don't know—yet."

That significant" yet " sent ashiver running through
me. | knew only too well what he meant.

"Why haven't they—er—doneit toyou yet 7' | asked.

" Don't ask me" replied John. " Probably because
they dont want to litter the beach with too many
corpses.  They probably have a private daughter house
by the Nord-Sud and dip their cold victims into the
s from there. Well see soon enough.”

Again that shiver came over me. | am no braver
and no more cowardly than anyone dse, but to st
quietly in a dark and musty cdlar with the knowledge
that some dreadful unknown death issoon to come upon
you needs greater courage than | posess

" How did they catch you ? " | asked.

"Inmy flat. | returned from Bonifatio about lunch
time, just before your ship hove to and went straight
tomy flat. Somebody must have been standing behind
the door. | was off my guard for | suspected nothing.
The next thing | remember is waking up in this cdlar
three days ago."

" So | dmost caught you >after dl 2" | cried. " |
must have been in your flat while you were here,
and |eft before they returned to tidy up ! "
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" A dose ahave, young felaht™

" Not the only one ether —poor Tchisovskyt He
thought hed live to be two hundred and fifty, yoti
know. It wasntfair on himand Helen. They did not
want trouble. They did not redise that they were
condemning themsdlves to desth when they spoke that
night. Weknow therisk weare taking, and are willing
(I hope ?) to take it, but they ... if | ever find that
swine agan ..." | fel into an impatient slence

"Yes It was hard on them. The murderer or
murderers could not take the risk however. They had
0lved a great problem, for whereas the disgppearance
of a person arouses suspicion, the discovery of a body
apparently dead from natural causes awakens none.
If Tchistovsky had ingsted al their planning would be
in vain. Suspicion would be aroused and then God
knows what might not happen They had to act
qwckly Asyou know they did.”

"Wasn't it arisk ?"

" Why should it be ? Nobody except us have felt
the leest suspicious. Even the doctor was convinced,
and the police, traditionaly lazy would never go out
of their way to find trouble,”

There was a pendve slence

" Seems to me that the murders must have taken
place in the mountains” | sad at lag.

"Why 2"

"Madame Francis was heading that way. The
clothes were burnt up there”

" How do the bodies get to the sea ? "

n By w.’ll

" In the daylight ? " contemptuoudy"

" It could be covered up, driven to some place by the
Nord-Sud and dipped into the ssa Has Stone got a
car?"
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" Not as far as | know."

" Doesn't that let him out ? "

" Vernon Rudge hasone. A Ford V.8 Cariolet,”

" Just thething. Then thereis Ignace and his taxis”

" Ignace may be a smuggler, but he is not a mur-
derer,” replied John Buckingham forcibly. " Too
wily for that game. He has built up afirst-class bus-
ness here, and would hardly wish to destroy it,"

" S0 it must be Rudge's car ? ™

" Unless" sad John thoughtfully, " they used the
yacht, Stone's yacht."

"How ?"

" The coadt is wild to the south-west. They could
easly put in a a lonely bay and pick up the bodies
brought down there by Rudge, then dip them overboard
when turning the point by the Nord-Sud. Was Stone's
yacht out at any time prior to the discovery of the
bodies ? "

"1t was in the bay when | arived a Cavi. |
remember seeing it with Ann."

"It may have just anchored. Madame Francoiss
body was washed up about the time you arrived. It
would take at least a couple of hours to wash ashore.
Stone would have had ample time to depost it and
weigh anchor before your ship arrived. What about
the time Tchistovsky and Helen were found ? "

"1 can't remember."

" Did you noticeit inthe bay ? "

| puzzled back to the time of the picnic with Ann.
Then | remembered.

"It wasn't there a dl. | remember Ann teling
me that Uncle Ned was making a trip to a monastery
up the coast. She had dedined the invitation to go,
preferring to picnic with me"

" A cover."
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"1 suppose 0, but if the yacht wasnt there
how...?"

" Stone only had to sal past the Nord-Sud. He did
not have to come into the bay."

" The thing that impresses me," | sad, after afurther
pause, " is the spead with which they work. Take the
case of Tchistovsky and Helen.  They blurted out their
tiesth warrant in the evening, and were dead by three
the next afternoon. In that time they had to be caught,
killed, dipped into the sea and washed up. It amost
looks as if they were caught that very same evening,
or a the very latest early the next morning."

" Quite possibly; what are you driving at ? "

" The gang, or whatever you cal it, must either have
an exceptionaly wel-developed system of inter-
communication, or esetheleader himself wasat Y etty's
a the time"

" You were there. Who dse was there ? "

" About thirty people”

" Stone ? "

" Yes" | replied uneasily, " yes. He was there with
Nona and Ann."

" lsn't that sufficient proof ? "

" There were others. Vernon Rudge was playing
bridge with Vserolov, Phillips and Eiitofen the piano
player. What about Phillips ? "

" An ex-gangster from San Francisco. Smal fry,
given to exaggeration. He is fundamentally honest.
His sole ambition is to be left done to play poker with
people not quite so good as himsdf. Who dse was
there ?"

" Dr.andMrs. Frant."

" That bore! Poor woman ; she has her hands full.
He practises at Canterbury. Been there for the last
twenty years. Overworks, had a nervous bresk-
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down gx years ago, from which only a prolonged
world tour restored him. Since then does little work,
having brtmght in a partner, and spends much of
his time travelling, working off the reslessness due to
the breskdown."

" A Canadian cdled Toby."

" Too rich. Bad case of wanderlust and dallars.
Promotes art and takes the dilettante's interest in it.
A nonentity. Who dse?"

" A man cdled Smart was there, though | did not
see him."

" Smart! The usua crazy Englishman who loves his
country but cannot livein it; but has to love the moon,
keep cats and dance with mountain goats instead."

" There was dso the usud yachting crowd and a
few French people; oh, and a honeymoon couple living
a the Nord-Sud—and Yetty, of course”

" Of course”

" That was dl."

" Did you notice Ston€e's actions while Tchi sIovsky
was talking ?"

" No. My attention was concentrated on the pai nter.”

" A pity—you might have understood, and been
forewarned."

" And not iii this mess!"

We laughed wryly. There did not seem much dse
to do.

" How about agame of noughtsand crosses ? " | said
brightly.

" Exsnpered " ves' \

| produced a chewed stump. John Buckingham
poked fingers into poekets. A piece of paper fell out.
"1 forgot dl about this, they must have over-
looked it when searching my pockets,” he muttered.
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He sared at the sheet of paper and handed it to me,
saying : " What do you make of this? "

| took the paper. It was soiled, torn and crumpled.
It had the tired look of paper that has been sitting too
long in a pocket. On it was printed the following:

25  Sunkig 3B 45
26 9im A 3
27  Sand-washed 40 35
28  Youth 37 40
29  Crepe 32 63
30  Lovdines 0 50

" What the hell doe$ it mean ?" | cried.

" Ask me" grinned John.

"1 am."

" What is your first impresson on reading it ?" He
looked at me as a schoolmagter might look at an eager
pupil.

| scraiched my head.

" It has afamiliar ring in it. Something to do with
adMttisements in women's newspapers. ' Sunkist for
that superfluoushar. Youknow | Something of that
sort!"

" What do you make of thefirst column ?"

"A lig of figures. Serid numbers or cadogue
numbers."

" You will note it gops at thirty. Isnt that sgni-
ficant?"

"Thirty? Thirty?"

" Thirty days have September,
April, June and November ! 2

" The datei What month ? "
" Unknown," shrugged John.
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SUNSTROK E105"Whatdoestherestmean?Cree
What of the two other columns? Compostions ?
Numbers? Prices?"

" Might be" doubtfully.

" What has this to do with our unpleasant friends ? "
| asked. -

" It is some form of code. | found it in Paris after
aburglary. The unexpected return of the owner upset
my plans. In the brief but hectic struggle that followed
| escaped with my life—which was lucky—and this
scrgp which was unlucky ! "

" Has it anything to do with the case ? After dl it
might be a shopping list ? " | asked sceptically.

"Is it usua to keep a shopping list in a locked-up
portfolio buried in a safe among papers of so
confidential a nature that most of them are written
in code ? " asked John, with heavy irony.

"You couldn't get anything dse ? "

" As| sad before, there was astruggle. It was dark.
| grabbed the case. It was wrenched from my hands.
| grabbed again, clutched a sheet of paper, pulled,
heard it tear and legged it! "

| stared again at the paper. 1t made no sense to me.
I've never been good at crossword puzzles, acrogtics or
Intelligence Teds

John Buckingham gmiled as | gave it back to him.

"How about our noughts and cosses?' he
grinned.

| was leading saventeen points to fourteen when there
was a sound of gpproaching footsteps. A key jangled
and the door swung open to reved Vernon Radges
smiling and cynica countenance.

He entered our cdl, and with a polite " Good-
morning, gentlemen,” removed his hat and beamed
benevolently at us from across the room.  ~
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SIX

VERNON RUDGE looked at his watch.

"It is seven-thirty,” he sad, pleasantly, " and |
guess it's not too early to start.”

He was an unpleasant sight. His thick face was
blotched and netted with vivid veins while under his
chin the badly shaven skin hung loose.  His cold eyes
gtared at us from under thick black eyebrows, and on
his mouth was a cynicd leer. In the dim light of the
cellar he appeared even more menacing than in Y etty's
bar. One hand was in his coat pocket and | knew that
"he wasfingering a pistal.

" Where do we go ?" asked John.

"To your death,” replied the other, laconicaly.
" On this day, Tuesday the twenty-second of August,
1939, a roughly three p.m. British Summer Time your
bodies will be gently washed up on the beach. You
will have died of sunstroke. People will shake their
heads. So cadess, these English, to go out sun-
bathing in the hot Corsican sun, so cardessl Geg,
| think yer very dlly, what d'yer say'? "

We sad nothing. It is not pleasant, to have desath
forecast s0 concisdly. The conversation in any case
was one-Sded, to say the least of it.

" Y'know, people often wonder when they will die.
Will it be in June or September, this year or ten years
time, or more ? It worries some people Sck. At least
you're spared that."

He broke into aroar of laughter.

" Geg" he cried, " | sure am glad I'm not in your
shoes—not that you'll be in them long yoursdves'”

This latest effort at humour tickled him so much that



SUNSTROKE 107

his laughter increased until the room swam in it. He
began coughing and spitting and the tears came run-
ning out of his pouchy eyes.

"Nice little fellow, isnt he?" remarked John
pleasantly.

| nodded dumbly. There was a hot fegling about
my eyes. " Oh God."! was praying, " just let me get
my fingersinto that neck, please, dear God, just for a
littte while. | don't ak many favours, but just a
. little while, please 1 "

Vernon Rudge, however, never let hiseyes stray from
us nor his hand from his pocket.

Two other men entered the room. They were
Cordcans.  One was Piedro, the other the tdl, slent
man that had stood behind me while Ann and | drank
their wine up at Bonifatio. Piedro was an agile little
man. His head was shrunken into his shoulders. He
held two pieces of rope in his hand.

" The time's up,” sad Vernon.

Piedro jumped nimbly towards us. He was seon
behind my back twisting my arms together. | could
fed his strong fingers weaving and bracing the rope
together. His bresth came in excited garlic-laden
gasps. His companion stood slently besde John
gazing gravely at him as a fanner might sze up a pig
on its way to the daughter house.

Piedro had soon finished With me.  He turned next
to John. | tested the rope that bound me. It did not
hurt. Though srongly tied it did not bite into my
flesh. There was room for the movement of my
muscles " | suppose they do not want to leave any
marks," | thought.

"It is done” sad Pedro proudly a lagt. His
companion nodded a grave approvd.

"OK." sad Vemon, " let's go. Just a warning*
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We shall be pasing, pretty rapidly | admit, through
Cdvi. You might be tempted to shout. It would
probably be usdess. Anyhow | shdl be with you.
The dightest cry and I'll drill you through the stomach.
An unpleasant death, they say."

" Look a bit weird being washed up with a bullet
ingde, won't we?"

" We have the means of getting rid of bodies The
sunstroke method is the best. It solves the question
ng[emly, but don't worry there are other ways. Now,
gi

We left the chamber and mounted the steps until
we reached the leve of the street. Piedro opened a
door and we were pushed out into a smal endosd
courtyard, A derdict and barren fountain stood in the
middle. A lemon tree struggling for life in a dusty
corner endeavoured to reach the clear, blue sky above
our heads. A large grey sdoon car stood by the door.
Vernon Rudgewaved usin.

We got in. Rudge took the driver's sest with
Fedro besde him. The glent one scrambled in with
us Piedro twisted round in his seet leaning over it
like a schoolboy. The other Corsican stared pensvely,
hIS gaze from us. Vernon started up the motor.

" Comfortable ? " he asked.

" We are being taken for aride, aren't we ? " asked
John. " That is, | beieve, the technical term used in
America, or perhgps you wouldn't know ?*

" In Germany too," grinned Vernon as the car moved
forward with a powerful swaying movement. " In-
teredting car," he added in a talkative manner, " been
in use quite a lot lately, you know. Double journey.
Alive there, dead back. Cooks Tours aren't in it.
Wish you could seeit theway | do. Hew am | driving
you two away and in a few hours Til be driving you
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back, You will then be dead. Youll be dtting to-
gether just as you are now, but your eyes will be white.
There will be a little froth in your mouths. Your
expresson will be changed, but you'll be just the same,
dl the same—dumb! "

He roared with laughter again.

"Youd have died if you could have seen that
Russian painter and his girl. When we took them up
they clung to each other like young lovers. He was
telling me that | could not kill art ! She had her arms
about him so sweet.  When we had finished with them
we tried to put them back in the same position, but
their mouths hung open and their tongues lolled out.
There they lay arm-in-arm making faces at each other.
Laugh! Jeese I've never laughed so much in my
life! "

He laughed again.

We were bumping through Cavi now. The in-
habitants were busy washing down the dreets, they
duiced the cobbles with big pails of water, then chased
the dudge away with bristle brooms and vigorous
drokes. Vernon blared on the horn and the black
dressed women pressed back on each side, while the
big car swept past. It rocked gently and the vibration
of the coachwork set up atingle in my ears

We could see the beach now to our left. | looked
out a it. The sea was cam. Not a ripple on the
whole bay. Just the long streaks of darker water where
the current flowed braking the uniformity of its surface.
| shivered as | thought that one of those very currents
would soon be washing us ashore. | looked at the
beach. In afleeting second | saw Ann.  She sood on
the sand, feet apart, her young body braced, her bath-
ing dress dlinging to her wet body. Her hands were
above her head. Sha was engaged in some sort of
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physca exercise A great feding of londiness and
regret swept over me at that moment.  She peraonifled
so adroitly youth, life and beauty that the redisation
of what | was about to lose swept over me in a torrent.
| did not want to die. It was not fear that fought in
me. It was love of life. It seemed such a shame to
go out on such a lovely day in such a lovely place
with such a lovely girl doing her morning exercise
on the warm sandy beach! Vernon saw her too.

" Our little Ann/* he whispered. " A very useful
little person. We aways knew where to find you.
A very useful little person indeed.”

| suppose Stone won't be accompanying us ? "
sad John.

" Stone ?" queried Vernon.

" We know dl about him,” sad John.

" How very nice for you," laughed Vernon. " Wish
| could say the same. | like men with girls like Ann
in tow."

He laughed again and said no more.

The car lurched and swayed as it gathered speed on
the straight white road that led to those blue mountains
whose summits were logt in misty clouds,

Weflashed *padt a pink farmhouse. |

" Picked up Madame Francois there. She thought
you, Buckingham, were in the car. Got the shock of
her life when she saw us. Began screaming her head
off. Tough customer, smely, too. Fought dl the
way she did. Took time to die too. These Corscan
women are the devil."

" Shut up, you swine cried John.

f- Vernon Rudge meredly laughed doud and drove
ager.

The road soon began to cKmb.  We lurched over
bridges that spanned dry watercourses. We swung
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round corners.  We passed beneath overhanging rocks*
We twigted in and out of cork trees and umbrella pines.
We were leaving Calvi far behind. A last look and the
town was hidden from our view. The mountains reared
up on dl ddes. It was colder here.  The sun filtered
through the trees and between the peeks in blotches
There were patches of mist. The coolness of the night
dill lurked beneath the dopes

We reached Bonifatio in what seemed a very short
time. The woman was 4ill there. She looked a me
with an expressonless face as | got down from the
car. She greeted the exuberant Piedro with anod, and
his companion with aglass of wine.

" More drink, Carmen,” said Vernon.

The woman inclined her head and went to the hut.
They stood about in a drde saring a us The
dlence of the forest lay heavily on us. We stood
together hands bound, the centre of interest.

The woman reappeared. She carried a tray upon
which were a line of glasses and three bottles. She
st it quietly down on the rough wooden bench.  She
uncorked a bottle and poured the red wine into two of
the glasses

We watched. .

" You will now drink," said Vernon.

The woman came to me. She put the glass to my
lips and tilted the glass gently. The cool wine entered
my mouth. Fearing a drug | spat it out and turned
my head away.

Vernon came dose to me.

" Soyouwon't drink, eh ? Youmust drink ! Helen
refused to drink—at first. We had to hold her down
on this table. Pedro held her mouth open while
Carmen poured the wine into her somach with a
funnel. Poor Helen coughed a little, but she drank.”
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" Why dowe havetodrink ? " | cried. It seemed so
sndes

"It is necessay,” replied Vernon camly. " What
will it be? Forced or not ? "

" Better drink it up," said John. " After dl we are
their guests”

Carmen cameto me again. Her hands were soft and
gentle.  So carefully did she force the wine down my
throat that | might havebeenaninvdid. She was very
doseto me; her head dightly bent her eyesontheglass

Between gulps | whispered, " What money to help
me ecape ?

She shook her head and tilted the glass alittle more.

"l am rich,"l lied.

" Drink," she sad.

" I'm damned if | will," | cried, poking my head
away and knocking the glass out of her hand with my
shoulder. " You she-devil, how can you help these
men with the murder of a sranger who has done you
no harm ? "

She stepped back and watched me with a smile. It
wasadull, contented smile. As| watched it | shivered.
All the cruelty of the Moorish blood which ran in her
veins was in that smile. She was as ruthless as the
swarthy Vernon himsdf.

' Trouble, eh ? " sneered Vernon. " On to the table
with him."

| struggled wildly, kicking at them, buffeting them
with my shoulder, tripping them up with my feet,
but with my hands bound | was hdpless They hit
me over the head with the pams of their hands
gid caried me hdf dazed to the table. Piedro hed
my mouth open while the woman, a bright light
in her eyes and a amile upon her lips, poured in the
drink, gently, oh so gently in my mouith.
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| drank. The wine wanned me. My head was dizzy,
my eyeswere tired. All | could see were the sky and
the trees and againgt them the brown-faced woman
giving me wine.

" Enough,” sad Vernon.

| st up. The wine was srong. My head was 4l
dizzy. | stumbled off the table and felt sck. Fedro
held me up.

" Come" sad Vernon.

We wereled back to the car and thrown insde. Our
captors resumed their seets and we were on the move
again. The woman they caled Carmen sood serendy
by the roadsde, just as she had sood when Ann and
| had taken the taxi back to Cavi.

" Thisis not true," | muttered to mysdlf, " thisisa
nightmare, I'll wake up soon. This cannot be true.”
| looked a John. He lolled back besde me. Hisface
was white and his teeth were clenched. | could s
the ridge that his jaw-bones made benegth his skin.

The car stopped. | looked out and saw the pools
where Ann and | had shdtered from the fire. The
waterfall fell monotonoudy. The black, charred re-
mains of tree and bush reflected their ugliness in the
cdm waters.

We were pushed out into the road and led down the
dope, across the water and then in snglefile round the
buff until we came to the hollow in which lay the
flat rock that had held our attention once before.

Here we hated. The wine was having some effect.
| felt dazed and aHttle drunk. My eydids were heavy.
| wanted to go to deep.

We stopped. It was shady and cod in the hollow.
The sun was behind the peak. We could see it shining
on a clump of trees above us

" Here we are" sad Vernon. | noticed few the first
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time that he carried a parcd. He must have taken it
fromthe car ashegot out. Heundid the string.  There
were two bathing drawers ingde. Blue, woollen
drawers, with a white belt and cinnamon clasp.

" Untiehim." Vernon pointed at me. Piedro undid
his work promptly, then stood dose to me as | worked
my cramped wrig.

" Put this on," he sad. " You can do it aded or
unaided,” he grinned.

| felt very weak. The potency of thewinewasin me.
| began to undress dowly. They ood by watching,
waiting for a move on my part. Vernon wasin front,
his hand in his coat pocket. | could see the outline
of the muzzle of hisrevolver. It was pointing a me.
Piedro stood on my right, his companion on my |eft.

| was soon dressed in the swimming suit.  They
piled my clothes in a heap. | stood shivering in the
cod air; the rock was cold beneath my feet. The
fedling that it was dl a nightmare increased.

Piedro bound meup. When | had been rendered in-
capable of movement they turnedtheir attention to John.

Soon we were both ready. Vernon surveyed us.

"OK." he sad. " Tie them up one a a time"

They took me first. They led me to the centre of the
sone. They bent down and removing four rough
covers pulled from out of the holes thus displayed four
ged ringsthat were attached to a chain plugged to the
bottom of the dark hole. The rings had a coating of
blue Sorbo rubber on the insde and were fashioned
like handcuffs. They lad me on my stomach and
dipped a ring round each of my wrists and my ankles.

Tliey sood up. | was now lying with outstretched
Hmbs like a frog on the bisecting table.  The rock was
hard and cold on my chest and stomach. It was hard
to my cheek; | lay shivering from cold.
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They turned to John and did the same to him, laying
him outstretched besde me.

Vernon sood near us.

" Let me explain,” he whispered. " It is now eight-
thirty-five.  You are lying in the shade. At ten past
nine the sun reeches the lower extremity of this rock.
At nine-thirty it will have risen sufficiently to have
chased the shadow to your feet. At nine thirty-five it
will be at your knifes. At nineforty-five at your waig,
and at nine-fifty on the back of your neck. There
it would stay until five-fifteen to-night. Note that |
sad it would stay, but this hollow gathers dl the heat
and the sun in August is very strong. Seven hours
and fifteen minutes of this sun on those immobile white
necks of yours is more than they or you can stand.
With that strong wine inside of*you your chances of
lasting out becomes even more dender. How long can
you last ? How long will you want to last when your
neck isfrying and the pains are quivering through your
brain ? It varies with individuas. Heen was un-
conscious within ten minutes, raving a the end of
thirty, and dead within the hour. Her boy friend
lasted two hours. Madame Francois five and a half.
She gave us a great dedl of trouble and worry, she did.
But then she Was a native, and in some measure im-
mune to the sun. But even she ceased to struggle an
hour and three-quarters before the sun was tired.
That good old sun. The mogt religble, stedfast and
discreet murderer in the busness. No awkward bullet
holes, strangled wind-pipes or lacerated bodies to be
explaned away. Just sunstroke! It could happen to
anybody I Neat, ant it? Note the Sorbo on the
A\iff-links. No awkward marks on wrists or ankles.
Note the bathing drawers. Just the thing you English-
menwear. A perfecttandl over. Andif inyour agony
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you crash your face againg the rock as you probably
will do, well there are rocks in the sea againgt which
bodies hit and nobody will look further than that.
Neat and fool-proof ain'tit ? "

| ligtened in atrance. So that was how it was done.
And now it would happento us| | jerked at therings
that hed me, but they were drong. The coolness of
the lock segped into my skin. | shivered again. |
dossd my eyes | was so tired. | wanted to curl up
and go to deep, but the spread-eagle pogtion of my
body gave me pain.

| looked a my companion. He was lying quietly
besde me, eyes dosed.

| heard Vernon Rudge-talking again; this time in
French to the two Corgcans. He was leaving us.
He had to have an dibi.

" I'll be back at twelve" he sad. " They'll be dead
by then. Have the bodies ready."

| heard his footsteps receding. | twisted my heed.
Fedro and his companion sood besde us. They were
lighting up clay pipes

" Piedro !" | cried.

" Comg" sad his companion, " you take the first
watch. I'll take the next."

They moved away. | twisted my head and watched
them climb the buff. They bent forward as they
climbed. Ther voices became inaudible. | saw the
taler turn and wave afarewell to Fiedro. | saw him
standing on the hill where Annand | had lain. Hewas
dlhouetted againg the face of the mountains behind.
He was brooding over us like a carrion bird waiting
for hisvictim to die

| rlaxed. | forced my braintothink. " There must
be some way of excgpe” | sad to mysdlf. | looked at
my watch. It was eght-forty. What had Vernon
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sad? " At nineten the sun will reach the rock."
Nine-ten. In haf-an-hour's timet At nine-thirty it
will be a my feet! Fifty minutestogo! Nine-fifty
on my neck ! An hour and ten minutes and hell will
have begun! What will it be like ?

| thought of the hours that | had spent sun-bathing
in the morning or evening sun. | remembered how
intolerable it was at midday. You could not wak on
the sand without shoes Y ou had to wear a hat. People
collgpsad and died as they waked. It was hopdess
" Dont think about it" | urged. " There must be a
way out. These hand-cuffs may give. | may be able
to dip my hand out."

| began to tug and twitch desperately. The rubber
was pressed hard againgt my skin. It would not give
any more. The ged hdd inflexibly. Anyhow there
was Piedro, armed and watchful on the dope above me.

" Never matter,” | mumbled, " better be shot than
die like this. There must be some escape. Someone
will missusand start asearch.  Yes, but who ? Georges,
the proprietor of the Nord-Sud ? They will bring me
my breakfast a nine. | won't be there. They'l just
think I've made a night of it down in the town." I'd
been away before and Georges had never been to the
Police. Why should he go now ? Why should he look
for me up here? At nine-thirty the sun will be on my
feet. Even if he knew where | was he would hardly
have time to reach me.

" What about Ann ? Surely my failureto return last
night has worried her ? Did she s.e me this morning ?
But Ann is Ston€'s niece and Stone has condemned us
todie! Annknowsdl about it, of course. God, what
afool I'vebeen. Why did | trust her ? But she seemed
0 innocent. Her eyesare o blue. They say blue eyes
never lie Damn her eyes| Damn her ! ™
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The blood throbbed in my head in a spasm of
impotent anger. | cursed her in the foulest language
I-could find, and as | cursed her the memory of her
kises swelled my frenzy.

" Thiswon't do," | thought to myself. ™ Pull your-
odf together. Don't cry out ! You're an Englishman |
You play cricket | You're on a sticky wicket, that's
al! They haven't bowled you out yet."

| laughed weakly. Cricket | It wasn't cricket ! How
oftenhad | laughed at that expresson and now herewas
| bolstering up my courage with the very same expres-
gon| | usadtoplay cricket. | wasinthefirst devena
my preparatory school. Those days of practide.
Remember the fielding practice? Standing around
the master in a drde while he crashed the ball hard
a you. How your hands stung! How you hated
him at those moments! How you longed to be batting
like the others; but you had to stay out there in the
hot sun onfielding practice. But that catch that won
the match! What a hero you were! At tea they al
gave you their jam and the headmaster gave you
your colours!

" Anthony," It was John. His voice had log its
norma rasp. | twisted my head round until | was
able to see him. ’

"1 ...er.." he seemed to hestate. " It's aglly
thing to say, but | want you to know how sorry | am
to have dragged you into this™"

| felt a sudden and greet liking for him. It was that
strange spontaneous feding that only men who face
death together have experienced. | felt dmost happy.

" That'sdl right,” | replied. " Not your fault, John.
| knew what to expect when | dtarted out. I'm sorry
to have made such a mess of it."

" Funny what people think of at moments like this.
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Youll never bdieve it but | was actualy thinking of
crickal ;

"Sowas |," | replied. "1 used to be in the flrst
deven a my Prep. Schodl.”

" S0 wes |—at H|IIbr0w

" Hillorow ! " | cried. " We used to play you! "

" Where were you ? "

" St Stephens”

" When ?"

" 1924-27."

"Sowas11"

"Then we played against each otherl Do you
remember that match in May 1927. We went in and
made ninety-six or seven, then you came in and were
ninety-four for nine?"

Y es”

" Then one of your men sent up a cow-shot into the
deep and ran two for it and was then caught out ? "

" Of course | do. | was that boy !"

" You werent ? | caught you out !"

We laughed weakly.

" What a bloody coincidence | "

" Who would have thought then that we would end
up like this ? ‘Do you think they'd rdesse us if they
knew'?

" They wouldn't understand. Only an Englishman
would do such a crazy thing. Have you got the
time?"

| looked a my watch.

" Five to ning" | sad quietly,

" Oh, thanks," replied John.

There was a slence.

" They'll be bringing my breskfast in five minutes
time" | sad hurriedly. " The little maid at the Nord-
Sud will think the worse !"
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" The damnable thlng Is to know that weVe failed,”
muttered John. " We're dill as far away from the
solution as ever,”

"Someone d<e will tumble to it," | sad in consola
tion.

" There issudi a little time left. Even Cavi, when
it can gpare the time is talking of war,"

" Well, we would probably have been killed in it,"

"Yes, but a least we would have done some good.
Is there no way out ? "

" Can't make any impresson on these rings and no
one has yet been able to arrest the sun in its flight.
Even an edipse would only postpone the end for a few
minutes,"

" Damn! " muttered John and said no more.

The minutes passed dowly. | could hear my watch
ticking agang my wrist. Fve past ninel The
invisble enemy was cregping up behind us. In five
minutes time it would touch our rock, in twenty-five
our feet. Sweat came to my forehead.

| forced my mind away from it. | looked back on my
life. The whole panorama passed through my brain.
| lingered lovingly a certain sages The minutes
passed owly.

Ten past nine.  The sun was on our rock.  Its bright
light was already warming the hard stone. How Sweet
was that first kiss She stood under the chestnut tree.
I was seventeen then. | kissed her three times. The
ecdasy of that secpnd kiss, ill remained with me.
WEéIl meet to-morrow, but we never saw each other
agan. | waited dl night at the cafe and went away
in disgust. It was only later that | learnt that she,
too, had waited dl night for me a another cafel
Copenhavn bright with lights.  The Tivadli dl clamour
and noi:2  That birthday cake made of flat pastry.
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The omdettes we cooked & home. Joan! She taught
me alot; to laugh at mysdf and judge women by the
taste of their lipsick. Rosemary, Barbara, Claire,
they dl came bringing their fleeting haf-forgotten
memories, each a pectre with a plethora of pictures.

Nine-twenty! Thg hands must have jumped. It
was only ten past when | last looked.  Ten minutes to
go. Like a sports meeting. The egg and spoon race.
Thesack race, feverishly clutching sack to tummy with
onestoes pressed firmly into the corners.  The baloon
race. | wonit. My baloonhadalesk. 1twassubsding
gently. | reached the tape only just in time. Its
dhriveled body lay in the palm of my hand. | kept it
many years. It was logt in the end, of course, and |
never even noticed its disappearance.

Nine-thirty ! God, how the minutes crawled

Suddenly a drop of water splashed on the rock.
This was followed by another and then ancother. The
moist circles forming in the dust fascinated me.

"Ran!" cied John in agonishment. " Rain in
August ?"

| twisted my head to the utmogt, straining at the
muscles in my neck and back. The whole sky was
blue, not sky blue, but lead blue, the dark leaden blue
of sorm douds. Even as | looked the isolated splashes
came down faster and nearer. A wind sprang up with
aroa asif from nowhere. The trees shook and bent;
the maquis rugled asif dive with snakes and the rain
came pouring down in an unending torrent.

| twisted back. The water jumped and splashed
in my face. It ran in trickles between my ribs and
across my somach. It beat upon my bayre kin.  The
noise was deafening. | peered to my right. AH vison
was a an ad. There was nothing but a curtain of
gleaming water. To my left the same. | wondered
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what our guard was doing. The water rushed madly
in a torrent down the rock, lapping against my body.
| had to hold my bead up to avoid the rush of water on
my face.

" Looks as though well be drowned and not fired,"
gasped John above the roar of water.

Thenthelightning came. Great jaggedflashesforked
acrosstherain, followed by the cracking of the thunder
claps. The world was no longer human. The lightning
ghone on the rain.  The thunder drowned the crash of
the wind. The trees moaned, shedding leaves and
branches. One cracked and fell to destruction fifteen
yards from where | lay. The world had gone crazy !
It was the Judgment Day!

It went on and on and on. | was shivering and
panting trom the cold. My fingers were numb, my
ear-drums weary. | looked at my watch. Nine-forty.
The sun should have been on my waist, but instead
there was nothing but water!

Time passed unnoticed and unfelt in the unending
torrent.

The next time | looked a my watch it was ten
odock. The sun should have been on my neck for
ten minutes. It was then that my greatest fear began,
for if the storm passed the sun would dart its work.
| began to imagine bresks in the storm.  Yes, the rain
was lessening ! There was not so much thunder now !
The wind was dying. The sun would soon break
through. No, then came the wind, redoubled
in violence, hissng and screaming through the
boughs.

" How long will this last ?" | shouted.

" God knows," cried John. " I've never known this
happen before. A tropicd storm. It may go asquickly
as it darted.”
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Ten-thirty. | looked a the hands of my watch in
fascination. If time passed dowly before, its passage
was infinitely dower now. Hope increased my misary.
A little voice kept saying : " It may last dl day. The
aun is gone a five-fifteen. You'll be safe for another
day." That wasthe snag. For™another day. It would
not rain for ever and we were ill prisoners. But as
long as there was life there was hope, wasn't there ?
Yes, butfive-fifteenwas along way off and Helen had
died within the hour. | began to make calculations.
It was ten-forty-five now. Sx and a haf hours to go !
Suppose it rained for five hours. That would leave an
hour and a half. It would take half an hour to dry our
bodies, the sun would be weak then. Tchistovsky
had lasted two hours. Madame Francois five. The
effect of the wine would have worn off. The sun's
rays would have to pierce layers of moist air. The
steaming land would protect us. If only the rain would
lagt five hours. It had lasted dmost an hour and a
half now. We might last out if the rain lasted another
fivehours. . .

It was while | was engaged in these caculations that
| saw something that made me beieve my mind was
going. In the limited field of view granted me there
had suddenly appeared a par of women's feet! The
feet were encased in sandds.  Coloured, sodden, muddy
sandals, but real sandds dl the same. | blinked
uncertainly. '

" Anthony | Anthony !" cried a voice above me, an
agonised voice full of the terror of the unknown. |
twisted my head up. The feet moved and Ann bent
down to me.

" Are you dl right ?" ghe cried. The ran was
dashing a her face and had beaten down her hair in
long dark coils about her heed. A thin mackintosh
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was gleaming with water. There were tears or ran-
dropsin her eyes

" Thank God! " she whispered as | looked at her,

" What are you doing here ?" | gasped, my mind
fuzzy with uncertainty.

" Vserolov brought me here. How can | get you
free 2"

| jingled my fetters. She began to work on them.
| remembered the guard.

" Theré's a man on guard on the hill. Look out,"
| cried.

| heard another voice. That of Vserolov. It was
deep and cam,

" He has been removed,” he sad quietly. " He got
inmy way." Thento Ann: " Canyou free him ? "

" | think s0. Thesethings are not locked, just clipped
together.”

My left hand wasfree, then my right. | brought my
arms together and twisting round sat up. Ann was
bending over my legs working quickly at the shackles
about them. The luxury of bringing my arms to my
Sde again was dmog unbearable. | braced my face to
the rain and dretched my body. My legs ware free.
Very gently and very gingerly Ann helped me to my
feet. To my feet aganl dutdhed hen | was
trembling with relief. | attempted a few deps. My
joints cresked reluctantly.

" Anthony, Anthony | " cried Ann. " Thank God
youre sife”

She held me tight. She was crying now. Her face
was turned towards me. Her blue eye$ were full of
love. | held her dose and kissed her. Her face was
wet and cold, but her lipswere warm. They seemed to
give me aew life.

. " Fnished ?" sad a cheerful voice betiind me.
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It was John. He was walking gingerly up and down,
jerking his legs and exercigng his muscles.  The rain
dill poured down but none of us noticed it until
Vs=rolov, who looked very wet and miserable, said:

" Wego home, yes? "

" Where are your clothes ? " asked Ann.

" Over there” | pointed to the place where we Jad
been forced to undress.  There was no sign of clothes.

" Vernon's got them,"

" Come, please come quickly,” said Vserolov. " The
car isin the road and those devils' may be back at any
time."

Redlisng the wisdom of this statement we delayed no
longer but made our way to theroad. It wasahilarious
journey. Thereaction was setting in and we laughed at
everything: at our appearance, at the thorns that
attacked our bare feet, a& Ann's damp hair, and at
Vsrolov's doumess.

The car, one of Ignace's taxis, complete with shining
hood and mica sSde curtains, sood quietly in the road.
The same chauffeur that had fetched usfrom Bonifatio
once before sat at the whed.

Helooked at usin astonishment. His thoughts must
have been amusing. These clients of his did the oddest
thing. What could two Englishmen find amusing
sitting in therain in bathing suits ? However, we were
not concerned with his possble thoughts as we filed
into his car. Sests, red seets and now no more rain!
Ann began rubbing my shoulders with one end of the
car rug while | dried her face with the other.

The car started up and was soon picking a careful
way through the rain down the road again towards
Cdvi. We were coming back as Vernon had sad, but
we were coming back alive—and very angry.
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SEVEN

WE had been travelling a few minutes when Vserolov
remarked: " Where do you want to go ? "

The roar of the rain rose above the clatter of the
engine, though now that we were on the lower hillsthe
lightning which circled the peaks was behind us.

" Where can we go ?" muttered John.

" My flat,” sad Ann.

" With Ned Stone ligble to walk in at any moment ?
We ae not that crazy.” The old superiority had
returned to his voice.

" What's the matter with Uncle Ned ? " asked Ann.

Therewas an awkward Slence.  In the excitement of
the rescue we had quite forgotten that our rescuer was
the niece of our prospective murderer, and might
hersdf, be involved in the game. This latter theory,
however, could now be dispeled. No one takes dl
the trouble to plan an intricate death and carry out a
rescue at the la moment, do they ? Or do they ?
Wasthis some further refinement ? Were they playing
cat-and-mouse with us ?  These suspicions entered my
head. One of the disadvantages of being a Secret
Savice Agent is that you can never redly trust
anyone, and are incined to se the most cunning
and devilish intentions in the mos innocent of
actions.

" Have you both log your tongues ? " asked Ann,
with a laugh. '

John licked his lips and in his best foreign office
manner inclined his head towards the girl and asked
with evident interest:

" How long have you known your uncle ? "

" He's been that way ever snce | was born," replied



SUNSTROKE 127

the girl. There wes just a trace of teasing in her
voice.

" That is what you think. However, have you been
with him very much ? "

’ " Oh, no. This is the firs time | have ever seen
Im."

" What makes you so sure heisyour uncle ? "

" His name is Stone. He received the telegram |
sent him.  He seemed to know dl about me, I've never
thought twice about it."

" So that for dl you know he may be—shdl we say—
an impostor ? "

" Uncle Ned ? He's such™a swet old thing. Why
should he be an impostor ? "

" A digguise to cover another sdif.”

" Why be s0 sweet to me? He could easly have
ignored my telegram if he were—an impostor.  Anyhow
what is dl this talk about impostors ? Why should
anybody want to be Uncle Ned ? "

This, knowing Uncle Ned, sounded very reasonable.
John merely frowned and, gazing fixedly at the girl,
began in a patronising tone of voice::

" My dear young woman . . ."

" I'm not dear and I'm certainly not yours," retorted
Ann.

John inclined his head in acknowledgment and
continued: " There have been three murders and two
attempted murders.  If it had not been for you and
Vsrolov we would have died as soon as the rain
stopped.”

" A pity we turned up."

" Thank you. The point is this, however. Someone
planned these murders and that someone was your
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‘Uncle Ned/ Now | cannot but help remarking
Lhat there is a great difference between you and

im."

" lsn't he dever ? " sad Ann to me.

"It is in fact, hard to believe that you are the
same family. If he is not your uncle, who are
you?"

"Me? Me, | suppose, and heishim! '-

" This is important,” frowned John.

" Sorry, inspector.  I'm listening.”

" Have you ever seen a photograph of your
uncle ? "

" My guardian has one”"

" Isit like him? "

" It's a locket. You know the thing: ova-shaped
with a blue-eyed, golden-haired boy looking wistfully
a you. As a likeness it is poor."

" S0 that there is no reason to suppose that Uncle
Nedis infact, UncleNed ? "

" Nofce, except that | know heis! "

"How ?"

" Woman's intuition."

" Bah! "

" Bah to you." She made aface a him.

"Riss! Hiss!" cried Vsrolov. " Where do you
want to go?"

" The Nord-Sud," | suggested.

" Be spotted a once. Well have to keep out of
Cavi forabit and ssehow thelandlies. Vernon Rudge,
if only to mention one, will'be feding uncomfortable
when he finds we have escgped and when men of his
type feel uncomfortable sparks fly. We've got to go to
ground! "

" Where ? " | asked.

" I'm thinking," replied John shortly.
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| looked out through the mica at the steadily flowing
rain. So short-lived and ungrateful is human nature
that | was already forgetting that we owed our lives to
it and wishing angrily that it would top.

"What about a nudist camp ?" suggested Ann
brightly. " Nobody would ever find you there."

"In theran?" | muttered with a shiver. " Give
me clothing.”

" Gotit! Smart!" cried John suddenly.

" The crazy Englishman ?" | asked.

" Just the very man. | know where he lives. Tdl
the driver to make for the Plateau des Anglais. He has
a shack up there.  WEell be safe there and can think
things over in peace and warmth. Nobody goes near
him except children. He may be crazy, but he is
English and patriotic enough. It tickle him to death
to fed that he is involved. Hell probably write an
article about it for Home Joys for whom he is their
Continental  Correspondent.”

As the car did down the road the storm dackened
until by the time we had reached the plain it had
developed into nothing more than a steady downpour.
The rolling thunder could till be heard roaming around
the mountains and flashes of lightning 4ill lit the
horizon} but in the plan it was merdy raning,
seadily and apparently without a break.

The taxi turned off the main road took to a track,
bumped uphill, passed a monastery lad in ruins by
Nelson, and reeched at lag a drip of levd ground
studded with stunted maquis bushes. This was the
Pateau de Anglais, so cdled because it was here the
British force beseging Cavi had pitched camp.

"1 never knew Neson came to Cavi," sad Ann
after the origin of the tableland's name had been
explained to her.



130 SUNSTROKE

" It was here that he logt hiseye" IrepliedL " Didn't
| tell you that in the ship coming over ? "

We moved forward a few hundred yards until a
wooden shack, st in a wide open space came into view.
It was a miserable looking place in the rain, and
conggted of a long low bungaow, with a crooked tube
for a chimney pointing from it, and an outbuilding
which gave the whole place the appearance of a none
too prosperous chicken farm. There was an open
verandah in front, on which lay two wicker chairs
and a faded deck-chair sodden and overturned by the
gorm. There was no Sgn of life.

The car squelched to astop. A rickety door squeaked
open and a thin man in shirt deeves came running out,
followed by three black cats

" Did you come across there? " he cried in grest
trepidation pointing to the open space in front of the
bungal ow.

"Yes" sad Ann. "1 hope we havent done
wrong."

The extraordinary man did not bother to answer, but
ran headlong out into the rain as if unconscious of its
wet embrace.  We watched him in fascinated slence
Every now and then he bent down and peered a
the ground upon which the tracks 'of our car were
visble

" Whatever is he doing ? " asked Ann.

" Sekrch me" | replied.

Smart returned presently.

" Thank God you've donfc no harm,” he sad.

" To what ? " asked John.

" The pitch,” sad Smart smply. " I'm having a
hdl of a gruggle to Oet it going. Thisrain should brlng
the grass up nicdy.”

" Pitch ? " | cried.
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SUNSTROK E131"Yes,crickety'’know," sad
the game. I'm the presdent and founder of the
RSP.CA. you know."

| could not understand what cricket had to do with
prevention of cruelty to animas They were the only
things that did not suffer, unless he had in mind those
horse-drawn rollers one sees at times. He said it too,
as if he expected us to know what it meant. We did
not dare ask him for an explanation. -

" Comein" hesad. " Comein. How many of you
are there ?"

He began counting us. " Four and the chauffeur.
Stay for lunch | hope? Plenty of food in the house.
Delighted to see you. My name's Smart."

Without more ado he turned and, tripping over the
cats, re-entered the bungalow.

We scrambled out and ran hastily across the rain-
soaked strip that separated us from the verandah,
then beckoned by our unusua host we entered his
home.

We found oursdves in alarge and dim room. It had
so many doors, curtains and screens that it seemed
endless. One could dmogt imagine it extending in-
definitely to every corner of the world, where English-
men like Smart lived free from woman's interference.
Photographs formed the only mural decoration in a
room that was sparsdly furnished in poor taste. The
photographs, however, made up in their number for the
lack of other ornaments. Each was a portrait group
and Smart gppeared in dl and each. There were the
schoal groups with Smart, asmadl thin boy in spectacles,
gazing hopefully at the photographer. There were the
cricketing group with Smart in pads, Smart out of
pads, Smart holding (uncomfortably) a woman's (his
mother's) hand, Smart happy, Smart serious, Smart
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bored and findly Smart being presented with a slver
pot.

Then came Smart grown up, Smart in the local cricket
eleven, soccer team and rugger fifteen! A busy man'!
Findly there came the newest of the photographs:
Smart as Presdent of the Rightful Society for the
Propagation of Cricket Abroad! So that was what
R.S.P.C.A. meant to Smart. The emblem of the Society,
crossed bats, was enclosed in its motto:

" Permanendo Vincimus,"

which seemed very apt, though | could not help fegling
that he would have to persevere along time before he
conquered the youth of Calvi.

Smart came and sood besde me.

" Cregtion,” hesad, " is df-satisfying.  Three-years
ago cricket was unknown in Cavi, now the younger
geheration a leest are cricket-conscious! Do you
aways walk about in bathing trunks ? "

" No. We've log our clothes”

"How?"

" Solen.”

" What a pity. Let me #l you mine? I'd give
them away, but money makes life. | could hire them
out of course, but mathematics was never my strong
suit. Take 'em. Quite chegp. Much warmer. Come
and se"

| beckoned to John and together we entered Smart's
bedroom which beUed its name and presented to us an
extraordinary confusion of dothes biscuit ting, beds,
chars, doves tinned foods bread and unwashed
plates.

"Bovis has gone on drike agan,” sad Smart
sadly. :
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" Who is Bovis ? "

" My bulling hand-maid or cat's man. Depends how
you look at it. A Parisan, unfortunately. Used to
be a taxi-driver. There was a lockout and he came
down here rather than live on the dole at eight francs a
day up there. | offered him the job of looking after
me. He accepted, but you know what taxi-drivers
are like. Always on dtrike! A nuisance! "

As he spoke he rummaged about the room and having
discovered the chest 6f drawersto be full of corn flakes,
English suet and plum puddings, turned his attention
to the meat safe from which he produced a couple of
coloured shirts; the bread bin gave up two pairs of
beach trousers; ties he pulled up from the wine carafes
and sanddals from a smal mediaeva chest lying under
a pile of rotting cider apples.

" You can change here) he sad gracioudy. " I'll
attend to the young lady and the taxi-driver."

He left us to the disorder of this fantastic room.  No
room could ever live so completely up to the name of
living room asthis. Bedde the beds, food, frying pans
thick with congedled grease, stumped candles, clothes
and petrol tins full of water, there sood two washing
basns full of hairs and sogp, while in a corner lay a
couple of rabbit hutches in which crouched white
rabbits with pink eyes

| took off the bathing drawers and as | disengaged
my feet from their folds | suddenly noticed the name
tagged to the ingde of the woal. It was " Sunkig."
Something familiar about that name, | thought. Then
it came to me.  Sunkis was on that scrap of paper
forming pat of the codel "Johnl" | cried.
" John!™

| waved the bathing drawersin hisface. John looked
datled. Perhaps he felt that | had gone mad ! After
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al naked men waving bathing shorts excitedly in &
crazy room is, to put it mildly, unusual Then he, too,
caught sight of the name and ripped the clothing from
my hands.

" Sunkist | Sunkig 1" he muttered as if it were
the name of a long log sweetheart, " Wher€'s that
list?" .

The lig unfortunately had gone with his clothes.

" Never mind,” he sad, " | remember mogt of it.
A line of dates on the left. Then a lig of names.
Sunkigt, Slim, Crepe, Lovdinessand afew more. Then
two more ligs of numbers. One the Sze, the other the
pricel Tha must beitl So it was bathing dresses
after al! A shopping lig? It can't be! Why a
shopping ligt so carefully prepared placed among docu-
ments so important that the recovery of them leads to
murder ? 1t must be a code of some sort, But what
isit and how the hdl doesit work ? "

" If we knew where these things came from," |
answered, " wed know everything."

| began to ingpect the bathing dress.  Except for the
words " Sunkist" the only other printed matter was
atagwith" Madein France" printed on it, and asmdl
number. There was no maker's name.

" Except that it was made in France" | said, " there
is nothing to help us. | do not see how this can be a
code, unless .. unless .."

"Yes" cried John, " what isit ? "

" Doesn't seem possble and yet . . "

"Wdl out with it cried my companion
impatiently.

" Wdl, if these things were made for the English
market and their codt, their name and the fact that
they have ' Made |n France' printed on it Sems to
point that way .
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"Many aticles which never leave France have
"Made in France' on them. It's a cach-phrase like
' English Spoken' or ' Ici on parle Francas meaning
nothing at dl."

" Possbly. But let's assume that these articles are
intended for the English market. Right. They are
put together in a factory in France. Right ? "

" Right."

" Then shipped to England under contract with a
firm for sde in England. If our friends the enemy
agents owned the factory what is to prevent them
sewing messges into their goods ? ™

" What do they gain by that ? "

"Remember that lig ? How did it run? The first
line?"

My voice was cracking with excitement.

" Thefirst line ran as far as | can remember:

25 Sunkist H 4"

| wrote it down on a piece of blotting paper with an
eyebrow pencl that Smart had collected somehow in
his rambling. )

" On the twenty-fifth of the month the agent walks
into the shop and buys a Sunkist bathing dress, Sze
thirty-five, price forty-five shillings and takes it home.
He then finds the hidden message which he knows this
particular model will contain. Remember, each de Luxe
a1|cle is unique !"

" Where is the message hidden ? "
"I don't know," | looked a my bathmg dress

" Probably behind the tag."”

| wrenched away the Sunkist tag on the swim-suit.
A thin roll of paper, carefully folded, fell out. | picked
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it up and opened it. It was covered with writing. |
began to read dowly: '

" The sde begins on Sept. 1. Whether your friends
intend to participate or not al preparations will be
completed by that date. Communication will continue
as at present, the new system proving satisfactory.
Y our Mr. Jones has visited the factory and will report
further on his return. As the Italians are not now
expected to join us the factory will not suffer from
competition and will operate normally. If change of
location is required, dternative Stes have already been
sdected and no breskdown is anticipated. Reports
are urgently required on the following subjects, 1. The
number and type of slk shirts our rivals intend putting
on the market. 2. Further particulars of the slk
shirts that are being made. 3. The market value of
Blue Dressng Gowns in your neighbourhood with a
view to a possbleflooding of the market with our own
type. An early answer on the above subjects will be
appreciated.”

There was a brief slence when | had finished,

" What doesit dl mean ? " | asked.

"Plenty,” replied John. "Weve stumbled bang
into their syssem of communications, thanks to you.
Not bad for an amateur ! "

" But why is it sawn in my bathing-drawers ? "

" Probably by error. A blank message was sent to
England. When they decided to murder us and make
the murder appear natural they took a couple of their
ordinary garments, or what they thought to be ther
ordinary ones. A bresk for us"

"1 dways thought messages were in code."

" They probably felt the method to be fool-proof If
the message did go astray and was discovered by the
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ordinary man in the sreet ft would seem to him to be
nothing more than a business message”

" |s there anything in yours ? " | asked,

John ripped off his bathing suit, but it had neither
name nor messge hidden in it. This confirmed
Buckingham's theory of a dip-up somewhere.

There was a knock on the door.

" May | come in?" sad Ann from the other sde

"Good Lord no,” shouted John, hagtily covering
himsdf with a bedspread. " We ae only hdf
dressed.”

" That's putting it mildly !" | remarked. " Better
get into these things of Smart's.”

" Hurry up," cdled Ann, " | can't get lunch ready
as the stove is in with you."

We began dressing hurriedly and were soon able to
appear, tramp-like to the amusement of Ann.

" You have taken enough time over it she com.
plained.

" Got mixed up with the furniture,” laughed John.

" It is abit of amess in there, | admit,” sad Smart
with a rueful grin. " The cats, you know! "

He looked at the half dozen or so cats that dipped
about as if motivated like a radiometer with perpetual
motion. They, however, merely arched their backs and
refused to acknowledge guilt.

" Show me where it dl is" sad Ann while she and
Smart vanished into the bedroom.

John and | moved over to a corner from where we
could keep the whole of the overgrown room under
Observation.  Gusts of wind and rain rattled the
windows. The taxi dood outsde gleaming in the-
soaking ar.

A sad figure passed the window. It was the,taxi-
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driver. He ssemed to brighten when he saw us. " Do
you require me any more ?" he sad hopdedy. Life
had obvioudy log dl its glamour for him. " Mr.
Ignace will be worried. He said that | must be back by
lunch-time, as the Army are commandeering his taxis
at two o'clock.” i

" You can go."

" Thank you, gr."

A few splashing footsteps brought him to his car, and
soon the noise of his engine grew loud. Vserolov
sauntered in.

" Isit wise sending him back ? " he asked, nodding
a the spluttering car.

" The Army need him," sad John. " Things are
beginning to move. Weve made an important dis
covery."

We showed him the message.  He read it quietly,
asking us every now and then the meaning of a word
which escaped the understanding of his limited
vocabulary.

After John had explaned to him the method of
transmisson, and our theories on how the system
operated Vserolov became, for him quite enthusiastic.
f " If we can find that factory,” he sad, " weve got

" | know I'm afool,” | sad, " but could you explain
the meaning of this messsge ? What is this sde that
begins on the is September ? ™

" Germany's attack on Poland/of course”

Then John went through the message giving it a
literd trandation. For the convenience of the reader
| shdl give this message again with Buckingham's
interpretation aongsde though | expect most of you,
having superior mental powers, have dready under-
good its purport:
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Germany invades Poland on
September 1. Whether England
intends to fight or not dl” pre-
arations will be completed b
hat date.  Communications will
continue as_at present, the new
sysem provm%gﬂtls‘acto . Our
murderer and chief agent (Stone)
has vigted the factory (and
diminated opposition) and will
tel you in person of this when
he gets back to England. As
Itay is_not ex to declare
war on Francethefactory (which
must therefore be near the
Itdian frontier) will not suffer
from hodtilities and will operate
normdly. If Italy doesfight and
a new’ location is required,
dternative dtes have aready
beg1€0tmosa1€d IS\nd n%) breakdowrhls
ex . rts are urgen
required on ?ﬁg foIIowing subBf
jects. 1. The number and type
of anti-tank guns

s (or ofher
wegpon) England intends send*

ingF with a posshle B.EF.
2. Further particulars of the gun
(or other weapon) that England
is manufacturing.” 3. The fear
that gas (sheling or bombs)
indils™ in your neighbourhood
with a view to a possble em-
Plg%/ment of these ‘weapons in
that area. A damn quick answer
isrequired, or dse ... !

139

The sde begins on Septem-
ber 1. the%e_r your friends
intend to participate or not

dl preparations will
completed by that date.
Communications will con-
tinue as a present, the
new system proving sais-
factory. Your Mr.” Jones
has visted the factory and
will report further on his
return. As the Itdians are
not expected to join usthe
factory will not suffer from
competition and will oper-
ate normaly. If change of
location isrequired, dtern-
dive dtes have dready
sdected s0 no bresk-
down is anticipated. Re-
ports are urgently required
on the following subjects.
1. The number and type of
slk shirts our rivasintend
utting on the market,
. Further particulars oi
the new silk shirts that are
being made. 3. The market
vaue of Blue Dressng-
Gownsin your neighbour-
ood with a view to a
posshle flooding of the
market with our own type.
e

An ealy answer on
above &ubjects will
appreciated.

" What interests us most,” sad John, " are the
references to this factory. Asyou can se it is Stuated
within range of an Itdian atack. Now nobody has
any great confidence in the Italians so it must be very

near the Itdian frontier.

| would suggest three pos

sble places. Savoy, the Riviera or Corsca Let's
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take Corsica fird. You, Vserolov, know this idand
wdl. Are there any such factories ? "

" None" sad the Russan decigvely. " The Cors-
cans are too lazy to bother about factories, yes? "

" Good, what about Savoy ? "

" Possble, but unlikely owing to the mountainous
nature of the country. Industrial enterprise in Savoy
congsts mainly in the electric plants, the slk and the
scent. It would be possible to establish afactory of this
kind, but I've never heard of any. The Riviera would
be my choice”

" | agree,” sad John.

" Factories on the Rivieral " | cried. " Sounds
imposshle

" There are, of course, a number in Nice" sad
Vserolov, " of the luxury trade, and | bet mysdlf your
factory isin or near that town."

" We can make sure very easly,” sad John.

" How ?" | asked.

" By avigt to Siones yacht as soon as possble*

" It might be fruitful,” nodded Vserolov.

" How areyou goingtodoit ? " | asked.

" That is where you and Ann can hep. She must
get Stone and his woman to Yetty's Bar as soon as
possble, preferably to-morrow night, and while you
keep them under observaion Il make the yacht.
It is near shore and a night swim will do me good.”

" Won't my reappearance in Cavi cause something
of a surprise to our enemies ? "

" Naturdly,” said John, " but if you remember to
keep wdl in the crowd and never let yoursdlf be caught
done they will not touch you. They have no more
desire to cause a gir than a hushand coming home at
night has. Just remember that there is safety in
numbers. Don't you agree, Vserolov 7
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" Explicitly."

" What about Ann?" | sad. " Do you trust her
now ?"

" That gl is on the levd," sad Vserolov with
conviction. " | notice you disappear from the dance.
She wait for your return until dl had gone but she and
me, and the English doctor and his wife. They were
talking with her, to cheer her up as they see she was
depressed over something, but for dl their encourage-
ment and for dl the drinks they offer her she would
not be consoled. | follow her when she left, and was
s00n in conversation with her.  She was frightened of
me and | think believe me to be one of your enemies,
for she suddenly burst into a passionate plea for your
safety, demanding to know what had happened to you
and why was your life threatened ? She grew SO
animated, offering what she could for your safe return,
arguing that you meant no harm, that you were this
and that and the other ! Ohlal la! quite the young
hero, | can assure you. | could not help her, bat
promised that | would do dl in my power. | believe
she thought she had kindled a spark as you say in my
breast for she went home happier. Next morning she
came running to me to say that she had seen you and
another young man being driven away towards the
mountainsin agrey car of such great speed. | redised
at once that John was the other young man and that
no time was to be wasted. | got Ignace a once,
but his taxis were busy taking reservists to the barracks
and we were delayed. At last we got ataxi and came to
Bonifatio knowing we would find you there, dive we
hoped, dead we dreaded! As you know we were.in
time and you owe your lives to Ann,"

" And therain," added John.

" You need have no fear of her betraying you. She
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ismuch too much what you say, in love with Anthony."

| do not know if any of you have been in the same
pogtion as | wasin then : to learn from athird person
of a love that one did not suspect, but that one had
hoped for in moments of reverie. | felt at thesametime
humble, happy and embarrassed. | smiled weakly and
wondered what | would say to Ann when next we met.

" Wel, that's that," said Buckingham comfortably*

" WEll return to Cavi as soon as our friend Smart has
cooked what will undoubtedly be a monstrous med,"

" Not if Ann hdps him" | sad soutly, going

towards the bedroom.

| calledout " Ann! " in acheerful voice, but getting
no reply entered the room. It was empty. There was
no dgn of either Ann or Smart, Nothing had been
touched. No food was even in the first stages of pre-
paration. The room was depressingly naked,

“Ann!" | cried. " Where are you ? "

No answer.

| stared over my shoulder at John.

" Theré's nobody here!" My voice was shaking
though | endeavoured to keep it on acam level.

" Nonsense" sad John, " we'd have seen them if
they had come out."

| looked around the room. The window opposite
was open. It had been shut when we left the room.
Now its dingy curtains flapped melancholily in the
gustsof wind. | wormed my way to it and saw the note.
With trembling fingers and a poundlng heart | jerked
it open and read:

' Dear Clever Ones—

" You aregetting alittletoo hot. Astherearetoo
many of you to be successfully liquidated | have
removed Ann ingead. Checkmate, | think you will
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agree? As long as you behave no harm will come
to her. One false step and the sweet child isa goner.
Get me ?

Sgned, ADOLPHUS SMART.

For a brief second the world turned grey and unreal
while | dung to the table for rapport, then turning
again towards the living-room | stumbled towards my
companions.

The horror ingde of me must have been visbleon my
face for John legpt to hisfeet, and withacry of " Good
God, Anthony, have you seen a ghost ?" helped me
into a chair.

| handed him the note. He whigtled ind whispered:
"Sohesinittoo?"

Vsrolov who had been reading over John's shoulder
cried, " Impossble! He never moves! Couldn't be
him! Altogether impossble !"

" What's the meaning of it ?" | cied. " What has
Smart come into the picture for ? "

"Working for Stone, undoubtedly,” replied John.

" Why must Stone kidnap his own niece ? --

"To keep us guessing!" replied John,

"Howdidhedoit?"

We went into the room again. The window swung
backwards and forwardsin therain.

" Overpowered her here” sad John quietly, " and
dragged her through the window."

"Where to ?" | cried.

We looked out of the window. There, nesling
agang the dde of the house, was a large garage or
lean-to shed. The doors were wide open and visble
even now on the strip of dry concrete were the fresn
marks of tyres.

"Smart obvioudy hadacar afteral! "murmuredJohn.
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" But he had no ca," retorted Vsarolov. " Never
havel senhiminacar! Neverl "

" Nevertheless there are the marks of acar.  Of that
there can be no doubt.”

" Where's he taken her ? "

" To the yacht."

" But it doesn't make sensef'! cried, " she would be
returning there on her own accord in the evening |
Stoneis her uncle! "

" He might have feared she had turned completely
agangt him,"

"How? How could he know ?'

" Don't ask me/" said John petulantly.

"1 do not wish to intrude," interloped Vserolov.
" But isn't it just possble that we are on the wrong
track ? Why must it be Stone ? Why not someone
de?" ,

"Yes" | cried excitedly, " | know Stone seems the
obvious choice, but then | thought Vserolov was on the
otfter 9de for along time. Nevertheless heisn't! * It
must be somebody dse.  That's obvious."

"Who ?" asked John implacably.

" | don't know," | cried desperately, " | don't know.
Anybody ! That'swhat we've got to find out. That's
why we are here. We're on the wrong track | tell you.”

" You may beright," conceded John. His voice was
flat and discouraged. " Then who the hdl was it ?
Who wasit you heard Snging in the bath ?  If it wasn't
Stone who was it ? Was it Rudge ? | give up."

There was a slence, a heavy slence during which
each was searching in his mind for a solution that
would not come.

"Oh God, Ann, Ann," | cried to mysdf, "why
couldnt you keep out of this poor sweet darling.
Ann, who was it? Who wasit?"
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stood up and began pacing the room.
+ " I tear Cavi down, stone by stone” | cried, " I'll
not rest until I've found her. [I'll tear the throat out

of the man who has hurt her."

My eye caught the Sght of one of Smart's many
photographs of himsdf in cricketing clothes.

" Damnyou,” | cried. " Damn you."

| picked up a bronze ashtray.. My intention was
undoubtedly to relieve my fedings by hurling the
object at his picture, but something stopped me in the
very act. That something were the words " Summer
1934. Adolphus Smart,” scrawled across the photo-
graph.

The handwriting on the photograph was not the same
as that on the note !

" Give me that note," | cried.

" What's the matter now ? " asked John. .

" That note! The handwriting is different and yet
the same man is supposed to have written both ! "

" He is right” sad Vserolov comparing the two,
" They are nothing dike."

" And what exactly does that mean 7' asked
John.

| was getting annoyed with Buckingham's superior
and pensve remarks, egpeddly as they rardy made
sene or led anywhere.

" One of two things," | replied. " Either that note
or the writing on that photograph are faked."

"1 can vouch for the photograph,” sad Vserolov.

" Then the note is faked | Did Smart disguise his
own handwriting ? Surely no one can do such athing
0 effectively as that at such short notice ?  If some-
body wrote that note in Smart's name, then where is
Smat? Whereishe?"
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| looked wildly about the room as if expecting the
little man to bob up behind a chair and say: " Here
lam!™"

" There are only these two rooms in the bungaow,"
sd Vserolov.

" Thegarage! " | cried and made a dash tor the door.
The rain had amost stopped now and the sun was
pointing a few wet beams to the south over the hills
| splashed to the garage followed by the other two.
The doors were open. The place was empty. A large
bin such asis found in dables for the storage of oats
dood on one sde. | rushed to it and lifted the lid.
There, squatting uncomfortably, a gag in his mouth
and dl tied up like a Chrigmas tree, was Smart
blinking apologeticdly at us.

We heaved him out of his prison and aswe did s0 a
shower of beans fell about him. | noticed then that
the floor of the bin was carpeted in white beans.

We removed the little man's gag and undid the ropes
that bound him.

" What happened ? " | cried impatiently.

Smart worked his mouth backwards and forwards
to ease the cramp that had < in.

" Very uncivil young devil," he muttered. " Very
uncivil indeed.”

" Who ? " asked Vserolov.

' " Chap cdled Rudge" replied Smart, We gasped.
He continued. " Hardly cricket you know. Felow
lends him his garage for a mere pittance, because his
car is too big to be housed in Cavi and the cad hiffs
him over the heed."

" So thisiswhere Rudge kept hiscar ? " | asked,

"Yep. | never sad much about it. Vernon asked
me to keep it dark. Fear of thieves, he sad. | was
only too willing. Gives the impresson I'm so poor
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I'm willng to accept any means of making a little
extra cash; which of course | am, but don't like to have
it broadcadt,”

"How did it happen ? " asked John.

" | sent Ann over here to get some beans.  For lunch
you know. When she did not regppear thought she
could not find them so went in search of her,"

" Through the window ?*"

"Always use the window." replied the little man.
" It discourages the oats from following.  Arrived at
the garage. No dgn of Ann. Just the big car and
Rudge grinning dl over hisface. ' Seenagirl ?' | asks
him. " Why, yed he replies, ' she's just behind you.'
| swing round and the next thing that happens is a
pan in the head. Nothing more remembered until
| came to and found mysdf in that uncomfortable
position in the bin. Thank goodness you came al ong.
The ar was getting stuffy,”

" You'd better 5t down and take it easy a home"
sad John kindly. " WEéIl prepare lunch.”

We trudged slently back to the bungalow.

"This only makes things more crazy,” | com-
planed. " Why make it seem asif the little man had
pulled off the coup ? "

" To divert suspicion from Stone, of course” replied
John immediately. " | did not need much convincing,
but now | know Stone is in this busness. What was
the first thing that happened after reading the note ?
We abandoned our suspicions of Stone. It didn't fit,
0 we looked for another explanation. Just what
Stone wants. Hes damn dever that man. If it
hadn't been for the fact that you spotted the difference
in handwriting Stoné's name would never have come
up again,”

" And where is Ann now then ?"
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" On board his yacht in al probability, waking up
with a splitting headache."

" What are we waiting for ?" | cried. " Uncle or
no uncle I'll board that yacht to-night.”

"It needs a little careful thought first,” said John.
" | suggest lunch and while we eat we may be able to
think out a plan of campaign,”

Wewere hungrier than weimagined for we had had
nothing to eat since the night before. Smart cooked
up an excellent meal which he produced in asuccesson
of strange plates and tins from the darker corners of
his bedroom and these, with a bottle of strong red
wine, soon put us into an optimistic mood.  So much
so that by the end of the mea | was confident of
rleasng Ann at an early date, and had even con-
vinced mysdlf that she wasin no danger. The thought
of what Rudge must have done to overpower her sent
the cold swest of fury to my forehead, and as | drank
my wine | swore I'd get even with him one day.

We st off for Cdvi immediately after the med,
having thanked Smart for his assistance and accepted
his invitation to look upon his home as our head-
quarters.

The sun was shining again athough menacing
clouds dill lurked about the horizon.

" If you see any kids wearing the RSP.CA. badge
tel 'em to come up," cried Smart, as we trudged
towards Calvi," we can get in abit of fielding practice’

We sad we would, and laughing uproarioudly at the
eccentricities of the little man, passed away the time on
the way to Cavi with reminiscences of his peculiar
habits.  We spoke excitedly and though we did not
mention it our thoughts often Strayed to that rock up
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by Bonifatio, and to the yacht that lay gently rocking
on the cam, blue-waters of the bay.

We had only been away for one day but Calvi pre-
sented an entirely hew face on our return. It was
amost a new Calvi that greeted us, a severe, busy and
worried Calvi that was full of men in khaki. They
s in lumps at dl the cafes. They paraded up and
down the dtreets. They stood in groups arguing and
discussng. Most of them were Chasseurs Alpins.
They were smal and tough. Ther uniforms were
ilI-fitting and coarse (" our best uniforms went to the
Spanish Civil War," sad onein disgust). Ther puttees
crept in irregular spirds up their legs, and their large
black berets pulled far down over one ear gave them a
lopsided appearance.

We waked dower, saring at this unfamiliar influx
of uniforms. At one table a coin clattered. " Heads
for war, Talsfor peace” sad somebody. Berets bent
over the fallen coin. " Heads! " they cried glumly,
" heads for War! Another drink | " Further on sat
a man under a chestnut tree. His blanket, his rifle
and a andl suitcase were piled besde him while he
held in along, unending kiss a woman whose body was
shaking. They never dirred as we walked by and on
looking back later, 1 saw them dill gtting there, kiss
Unchanged. A clatter of hoofs drew my attention to
the main dreet.  Threading his way carefully between
the hurrying crowds of bathers, soldiers and children,
came an od man with a large rifle dung over his
shoulders  He was greeted enthusagticdly by a party
gtting a a smal marble table.

" Cdled up my mules they 'ave™ cried the old man.
He winked. " Got any ammunition ? " he asked.

" Not yet," replied the others.

"1 ‘ave" replied the mountaineer. " Plenty of it
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up there” He pointed back towards the maquis.
" I'm waliting for the Italians| Therell be fine shoot-
ing then, very fine shooting indeed | ™

He cackled appreciatively.

A commotion higher up the dreet held our atten-
tion. A drangefigure, sitting plumply on the back of
an unwilling mule, was racing towards us. It was
Frant! His face was wreathed in amiles as he Waved
his right arm and shouted : " Taly-ho! Tdly-hol "

He pulled up on catching sight of us  He seemed
surprlsed a seeing us.

" Aren't you going ?" he cried.

" Going ?" weasked. " Where ?"

" Back. Haven't you read the papers ? "

" No,” we sad.

He leant down from the mule and in a confidential
whisper said: " The news is bad, very bad. They're
cdling back the doctors. To pass men fit or unfit for
sarvice, y'know, I'm off in the Isle de Beaute this
afternoon.  Ignace goes to-night too, up to the barracks
a Corte. Hes got his pgpers. They've taken his
taxis too. Hes as sck as mud, standing drinks all
round with aface like an undertaker's. Clases 2,3 and
4 have been cdled up. You can see the notices on 4l
the walls."

He looked gravely at us for a few minutes, then
broke into a sudden laugh.

" Seethismule ? " he sad. " I've just bought it !"

" Bought it ?" | cried.

" Yes, for thirty pounds, not guiness, pounds. To
be cdled for after the war when it and | are both
demobilised! Quite a bargain, en ? The old felow's
tickled to death over the whole thing and is drinki ng my
hedth in ﬁernods up at the market !"

Welaughed
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" Rather optimigtic, aren't you ? " asked John.

" Nothing to lose. | pay on delivery ! "

Another laugh from the fat man.

" You may have to wait years," | remarked.

" Not on your lifel " cried the other. " War will
be over by next summer ! "

_;dWiII Germany coollapse as quickly as that ?" !
cried.

He looked at us queerly.

" Germany is very srong,” he said, then hesitated
asif about to say something ese, but obvioudy chang-
ing his mind repeated loudly and confidentialy: " The
war will be over by the summer.”

He dug his hedls into the flanks of the beast, and
with bellowsof encouragement and much back dapping
with his hand managed to get the animal into ajogging
trot.

" See you some day | " he cried galy. " Mustn't
missthe boat! Cheeriol Tdly-ho! Taly-ho! " and
thus, with much brandishing of arms and shouts of
warning made his way up the Strest.

We now passed the tourist bureau and herefound the
road amost blocked by a hot, anxious crowd, that
jostled and swesated for pogtion. From the indde of
the building came abuzz of agitated voices, while above
it a thin man with a long, white beard waved his arms
desperately crying: " But | tdl you there is no room
onthelsledeBeautt. Shehasfour timesher number of
passengers already! We cannot take more.  Wait
for the next boat. The Cyranos will be sailing on Sun-
day. The Cyranos will be salling on Sunday.” There
was a long, drawn out " Ah" of disappointment.
The Cyranos on Sunday ? This was only Thursday !

A woman besde me tugged at her husbhand's arm.

" Let's try to get out through Badtia™ she sad
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" No good," replied the man, " Badia is cosed.
There are no more sallings from there."

" My God," cried the woman, " what do we do ?"

" Wait till Sunday," sad the man.

" The Itdians will be here by then. They'll snk
every ship. The French Navy blew up a submarine
only this morning. Weve got to get back. What
about Ajaccio ?"

" Might get something. Might not." He brightened.
" There's a plane sarvice"

" Come on let's go. It's better than waiting."

They rushed off together, she dragging him im-
patiently by the hand as if they had discovered some
secret they did not want to share.

We waked on till we came to Yetty's Bar. The
hubbub of talk was so loud there that the familiar
noise of the gramophone could hardly be heard. Every-
body was having a last of something or other: a last
drink, a lagt dance, a last exchange of gossp, a last
handshake or a last look at the mountains. Y etty was
in tears. The season was ruined.  The Isle de Beaute
hooted sadly from the bay. There wasawild scramble.
Drinks were gulped down, couples separated and in a
flurry of picking up codas, rugs and smdl make-up
bags, everyone departed with gill cries of " Good-
bye! Goodbye! Seeyou next year!"

We went to the bacony and looked at the quay
gde. It was an extraordinary dght. Every inch of
goace was packed with a resless shouting, waving
crowd that pressed continuoudy againgt the gangway
where khaki-dad soldiers sood solidly holding them
back with gleaming bayonets. We could see the little
party that had had last drinks at Y etty's pushing their
way like a coloured bal through the brown and black
crowd. They reached the gangway and after a little
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delay were dlowed on board, much to the annoyance
of the crowd who screamed and shouted more angrily
than ever. It was no use, however, the Isle de Beaute
was a smdl ship and was dready overcrowded. It
looked more like a pleasure ship on a day trip than one
which might have to face the sudden storms of the
treacherous Mediterranean Sea

" They're on the verge of panic," said John. " Yet
there is no danger! The war won't break out this
Sunday!"

" What are they dl so afraid of anyhow ?"

" Words of course. They've heard so much. Don't
forget Mussolini has been screaming for Nice, Corsica
and Tunisia for God knowshow long. Naturally they
expect him to make a grab a the idand. They're
frightened of starvation too; most of the idand's food
comes from France by steamer. They want to get
home before their husbands and sons are cdled up.
They're frightened. They want to get awvay to where
it is quiet and peaceful.”

The Isle de Beaute began to pull out. There were
shouts and cat-cdls and even some community singing
from among a group of students. The little ship
pulled hersdf reluctantly away. She was ligting to
sarboard as the mgority of her passengers were
collected on that Sde waving good-bye to Cavi. The
blue water parted without a ripple, and the little ship
headed for the open sea

It was only some time later that the object of our
vigt to Cavi came back to me. | stared guiltily out
of the window for a sght of Stone's yacht. With a
feding of gckness | noticed that it was nowhere to be
s in the bay.
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EIGHT

THE next day, Friday the 25th August, 1939,! woke up
late. The sun poured into the room and across the
mudlin mosquito net. | did not fed very wel. When
we discovered that Stone's yacht had sailed we returned
to The Little Corporal in amood of depressed thwarted
anger. Ann would never return, the enemy agents
would never be caught, and we were nothing but a
couple of fools left high and dry ! The rain began
pouring down again in the evening, and every cafe
was full of soldiers endeavouring in loud voices and
exaggerated gymnagtics to hide the gloom and anxiety
that the mobilisation orders had produced. Everybody
was drinking and singing feverishly. The deep toned
war songs of the men went echoing across the rain-
lashed bay, while the clinking of glasses mingled with
the cheap notes of a gramophone.

Ignace was in a state of drunken gloom as he was of f
to the barracks early in the morning, while Emilienne,
his little (and usudly cheerful) waitress, went from
table to table snuffling and gulping as if she had a
cold in the head.

" What's the matter ? " | asked.

" It's war this time" she answered, " me husband
has been cdled up. He wasn't cdled up at ether of
the lagt two mobilisations. It's war this time.

She sniffed.

" What does Monseur want ? " she continued.

The rain fell continuously and the thunder crashed.
At each crash dl the lights in The Little Corpord
flickered on and off. People were saying that such rain
had never been seen in Cavi a that time of the year.
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It was taken as an evil omen. There was no sgn of
Vernon Rudge or his accomplices.  Vserolov declared
that the whole gang had departed. We had failed!

It was therefore not surprising that | went to bed in a
state of muddlie-headed depresson. -

But this morning it was clear and sunny again, and
after a breakfast of coffee and brioches, and a swim
from the warm rocks | felt refreshed enough to vist
John, who | felt certain had-solved the whole ques-
tion by now.

| walked down the chestnut avenue from the Nord-
Sud. Khaki soldiers were dready seated at the cafes
while lines of mules tethered together stood uncer-
tainly beneath the trees. My movements were watched
with angry eyes from the soldiers, and | overheard one
man sy with a laugh: " Well, a least our precious
dlies don't seem to be getting the wind up.”

| walked on fedling dightly uncomfortable though |
was probably trying to do more for my country than
he was for his. All these thoughts, however, were
instantly banished when, on turning a corner, | ran
sraight into Ann|

The shock of seeing her was so great that | could
only stand in the middle of the road, aams hanging
as loose as my open mouith.

On seeing me she ran forward.

"Tony! Oh Tony!" dhe cried in a high and
dightly hysterical voice. " Thank God, it's you."

I %rhasped her hands and held them tight for fear she'd
vanish. "

"Ann!" | gasped, " Where have you come from ?"

" I've had a dreadful time" dhe cried, " and even
now | don't understand."”

" What happened ? Is the yacht back ? "

"Which yacht?"
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" Your undes. Weren't youonit ?"

" No, Tony, no. | spent last night here in Cavi, in
adark sort of cdlar with a skylight high up in the wall.
The rain dribbled in dl night, and there wasn't an
inch of dry straw to lie on."

" You were in the Bishop's Pdace | Tdl me every-
thing that happened. WEell see Buckingham at once."

" | don't remember much,” replied the girl, " except
that as | went into the garage at Smart's place to get
some beans something hit me on the back of the head
and | log consciousness,”

" Did you see acar in there ? "

" Yes abig grey sdoon. | was just thinking how
srange it was that Smart should own such a big car
when | was knocked out,"

" It was the murderer's car."

" | redised that later on thinking things over in the
cdl. It was the car that took you up to Bonifatio's.
Smat inittoo ?"

" No," | replied and told her our Sde of the Story.

" Tdl me" | sad presently, " how did you escgpe ? "

" That is the mogt extraordinary thing of the whole
cae | managed to fall adegp eventualy last night,
and woke up this morning fedling wet and hungry.
| expected somebody to bring me something to eat.
Nobody appeared so | went to the door. It was un-
locked! | pushed it open. | crept out of the room
hardly able to beieve my eyes and went up aflight of
deps At the top was another door. It too, was un-
locked. | opened it and found mysdf in acourtyard of
the old town. | logt no timein going to the flat, having
breakfast and tidying up,”

" Where are you going now ? " | asked.

"To Dr.Frant," .

"Frant? Hes gonel”
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" Gone ? Tha's impossble" sad the girl.

" | assure you he hes" | replied " Left yesterday
in the Isle de Beaute with his wife. Got recdled or
something.”

" That's impossible" sad Ann again.

" My dear girl," | retorted gently but firmly, " | saw
the ship sal mysdlf."

" He couldn't have finished his work here"

" Work ? He was on a holiday."

" He was a British Secret Service Agent and | have
been working for him for the last week! "

"What ?" | shouted.

" Don't shout. You heard," retorted Ann.

" Come with me, young woman,” | sad firmly.
" | want you to tel al that to John Buckingham."

"'Why ?"

" Never mind why. Judt tel him." .

We found John sipping a cup of ice-cold coffee on the
verandah of Yetty's bar.

" We have news" | cried. " Come to Ann's flat.
We can tak in safety there”

Ann retold her tale in the flat. 1t was gratifying to
e the expresson of bewildered anger that swept over
John Buckingham's face when he learnt that Frant was
a British Secret Sarvice Agent.

" They cant do this to me" he cried indignantly.
" | told London not to send anyone dse Damn therr
eyesl *

Ann was gazing a him in open-eyed wonderment.
" Areyou in the Sarvice too ? " she cried.

" Of course" he answered brusquely. " Why do
you think Anthony and | have been the centre of such
Interest of late ? "

" Anthony, too ?" Her blue eyes extended to an
even gredter Sze -

6
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" Only an amateur,” | replied modestly. " Sort of
roped in by John. Hes a professond,”

" How thrilling ! " cried the girl.

“lsnt it! " retorted John gloomily. " Bang goes
my chance of promotion. Frant will report most
unfavourably on me, | know." Then looking keenly
a Ann cried: " How do you know hes an agent,
anyhow ? Did he tedl you s0 ?"

" Not exactly. It dipped out," replied the girl.
" Just like it dipped out of you just now. He seemed
very worried and busy, and asked me to keegp my eyes
open and report anything unusual.”

" What did he call' unusual’ ?"

"What Venon Rudge was doing. Arriva of
drangers, gossp. We used to meet every evening, but
| don't think that | was of much use for he never
seemed redly satisfied, though he dways thanked me
for what he cdled my enthusasm.”

" Did he mention us? "

" No, not particularly, though, of course your names
came up in the conversations” .

" Well, that just about puts the lid on it. I've a
damn good mind to wire London and ask them what the
hell they mean by playing such a trick on me. Can't
I(;)se by it. Pogtion is pretty bad anyhow. Yes, Il

oit!"

He sat down and wrote out a telegram. It was curt
and cool, and couched in commercid terms.

" Come on," he said when he had finished, " let's go
to the Pog Office. " .

The Pogt Office was full. People were writing out
telegrams dl around the wals and clamouring for
letters at the wire meshes over the counter. The clock
ticked loudly againgt the whitewashed wals.

" Sorry," sad the postmigtress to the crowd about
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her, " officid telegrams only accepted. No, there is
no mal. Has been none for two days. To-morrow
perhgps. Or on Sunday when the Cyranos is back.”

People muttered and complained. The thin mouth
of the pogmidress remained tight. There was a
determined, if weary look in her eyes

" Officid,” sad John smartly, handing in the
completed form.

The telegram- was accepted. " No reply till to-
morrow,” sad the podmidress. " Everything is
delayed, even officia correspondence.”

" Suits me" sad John cheerfully.

We left the pogt office.

" What next ?" sad Ann.

" A bath, no, adrink at The Little Corpord, then a
bath at the Nord-Sud, a good lunch, a deep ; in fact,
dl those things that make life here so pleasant,” sad
John pleasantly.

" What about Stone and his crowd ? "

" Gone! Stolen amarch on us! WEell catch them
a Nice, however, at the factory. But well have to
wait till Sunday for the Cyranos. There's no other
means of transport, so we might as well enjoy the last
days of peace” .

" There must be some way,"

" We might hitch-hike a lift in ayacht. Well keep
an eye open. If those French segplanes return we
might get alift there. Doubtful though. The Cyranos
looks our best chance.”

" A pity Uncle Ned isnt here" remarked Ann.

" Quite" sad John sarcadicdly, " but hes not
very likely to come back just to suit us”

" He might for me | " sad the girl sweetly.

" I'm afraid, my dear," replied Buckingham, " that
your safety and wheresbouts do not concern Uncle
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Ned in the leest. He had you quietly locked up in
Cavi while he made his get-away and, very obligingly,
left the door open for you to save your throat getting
sore shouting your way out. You're on your own."

Ann looked downcad.

" Never mind," | sad gdlantly, " well look after
you."

" Spesk for yoursdf,” retorted John morosdy.
" We're not even cgpable of looking after ourselves! "

"Thanks for the offer,” sad Ann warmly to me.
" To be honest, I'm petrified. My inginct is to fly.
| hate this air of distrust and tension here. Everybody
is saying that it is England's fault.”

" Never mind, have an aqua viva" cried John cheer-
fully as we entered The Little Corpord. " Nothing
like dcohal, y'know."

The cafe was comparaively empty. A few soldiers
lounged in corners drinking yellow pernod. The
dance floor was being swept by a smal boy. Kiki,
thewild boar, snuffled around the gramophone but was
soon shoo-ed out into the sunshine again.

It was warm and pleasant. The pam trees were
motionless above our heads. The blue water of the
bay did not stir. The brown bodies of the sunbathers
lay on the warm sands. An occesond hand or leg
moved indolently. Conversation came dimly asthrough
a curtain. The mountains were unred.

" Yes, gentlemen,” sad a quiet voice.

We turned. It was Ignace! He stood grinning
down at usin his usua dothfes, an old shirt and black
trousers, instead of his uncomfortable going away
clothes of the night before. His ox-head gleamed with
pseudo-honest sweat. His pae eyes twinkled and dl
the weariness of the night before had left his face.

" | thought you had been mobilised! " cried John.
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"1 had been, but"—and here Ignace soread his
hands eoquently—" they've los my papers and sent
me back."

" Good old Ignace cried Buckingham. " Have a
aqua viva with us ? " :

When the old scoundrel had trotted oft to the bar we
burst out laughing.

"1 wonder how much it cog Ignace to have his
papers logt ? " asked John.

" Same thing happened to Georges from the Nord-
Sud," | replied. " They've sent him back to his hotel
because they haven't got a uniform to fit him! Hes
dill making out the bills ! "

The aqua viva arrived. We drank. We felt much
better.

Suddenly | gripped John's arm.

" Look | " | cried, pointing out to the bay. " Stone's
yacht 1"

There she was coming round the point of Cavi. Her
clear white lines stood out boldly againgt the dark blue
of the s;ea Her bows cut cler and white into the
water. She was reducing peed gently as she ap-
proached her mooring-place. We could see Nonas
flaming red hair on the bridge.

"Wdl, I'm damned ! " cried Buckingham. " What
the hell does this mean ?"

" Perhaps they forgot something ? " | suggested.

" Me?" sad Ann hopefully.

" Tched ! " cried John angrily, " what the hdll does
this mean ? "

He drank hisaqua viva at agulp.

"I'm boarding that yacht to-night,’ he sad de
fiantly.

“If its dill here” | added. "lt's a dippery
customer.”
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"You and Ann will help in the manner aready
suggested.  You'll keegp Stone and his girl-friend here
as long as possble  Ann can suggest a farewd | party,
y'know, before the war dats. Suggest the crew be
dlowed a last drink. Anything, as long as you keep
them off that yacht for three hours after dark."

" OK." we sad.

| felt excited.

" To-night's the night,” sad Buckingham with a
grin. " Another drink for the occason.”

It rained again that night. The water came down in
an dmog transparent rush of liquid againg which the
lights of Yetty's bar shone wanly. It rustled through
the giant pam trees and clacked againg the canopy
of The Little Corpora, whose common waltzes com-
peted with the Americanised swing of Y etty's music.

| went to the window with Ann. We stared out into
the taring rain and howling wind.

" Nice night for a swim,” | said morosdy.

" Do you think helll do it ? " asked Ann.

" Probably. Sad hewould. Anyhow, were keeping
our Sde of the bargain."

| glanced back into the room as | spoke. There was
Uncle Ned (I till could not ook upon him as Stone, the
murderer and master-mind) dpping with immense
satisfaction his fifth champagne cocktail while Nona,
the wicked woman, was engaged in a story of extreme
length and, from the manner that she kept doubling
up with laughter, amazing humour to which no one
was paying the dightest attention.

. Stone saing me staring at him, lifted his glass and
cied : " Storm abating ? "

" No," | replied, and asif in confirmation there came
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a crash of thunder and an increase in the downpour.
The window banged and a hurried breezé swept through
the room, lifting indifferently skirts, papers and play-
ing cards.

" Shut thewindow," sad Stone. " Damn the storm !
WEIl never get off at this rate.”

He spped his champagne peevishly.

Annand | danced. " Inaway,” | sad, " the storm
is helping us. It's ddayed Uncle Ned."

" And John."

" Perhgps. Bt if it had not been for the rain you'd
dl have gone. Hes very anxious to be off."

" Thinks the war will start any moment now."

" That's his gory," then gravely; " I'm worried
about you." -

"Me?"

" Going with him,"

"What can | do? Hes dill my uncle. He says |
must return to England at once and hell take me over
to Nice to catch the train. | can't refuse, can | 2"
o " But he'sacrook, murderer, spy. God knows what
"

" Do you know, Tony, | dill can't believe it of him."

"Nor can I,” | answered honestly, " but then |
remember once travelling in atrain opposte amurderer.
He was a charming little man. Offered me a cigarette
and told me dl about his kitchen garden.”

" How do you know he was a murderer ? "

" Before parting he gave me his cad. Saw his
photograph and his name in the paper afew days later.
He was actudly making a get-awvay when | saw him.
Had only finished carving up his family an hour before.
Gave me a shock. Never go by gopearances™

" Let's have another drink,” said Ann.
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Less than an hour later the air was dear. The
gars were bright and the show on the Monte Cinto
good out like an ermine cgpe agand the ky. The
pam trees dill dripped and the lights shone messily
in the puddles but the wind had died down, and the
taut, wet ropes were slent in the night air.

" Come, Aim, come, hurry up,” cried Stone urgently.
" Your luggage is in the launch, so you've nothing to
worry about.”

Nothing to worry about | Both Annand | werein a
state of pardonable anxiety. Not only was an acquaint-
anceship that we both enjoyed about to be severed,
perhaps for ever, but there was Buckingham's fate to
congder. According to our caculations, he should now
be approaching the yacht, with the whole of hismisson
ahead of him. He had asked for three hours. We were
giving him three-quarters. Decidedly the gods were
agang usl

What to do? Throw afit ? Ann would be aboard
immediatey. Vanish into the night ? Stone would
sl donel Refuseto go? What a scene and to what
advantage ?

" What shdl we do ?" cried Ann anxioudy.

"1 don't know," | replied.

" What shall we do ?" she cried again.

" Don't keep saying that," | cried angrily, " you give
me .a headache." ‘

" So do you," snorted Ann.

" Come dong, Ann," cried Stone, from the quay-
:’Ide "Say good-bye to the young man and come

ong! "

We could hear the engine of Stone's launch chugging
impatiently by the quayside.

It was only then that we redised that this was
good-bye.
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"Ann," | cried, gripping her hands in mine, " we
are... we are going to meet again, aren't we ?"

" Of course, Tony," she cried.

"When? Where?"

"In England. You have my name and address.
Let me know when you arive”

" But in England it will be so aid. WEell revert to
L\]/Iister and Miss Ther€ll be so many people.  Stay

ere.”

" Loveto, but howcan| ?*

Again came Stonesvoice. " Come on, Ann."

" Well look after you."

" You've 4ill got your work. It may take you—
God knows where. | shdl only get in the way."

There was truth in her words. Work and play don't
mix. Work firdt, play after. We had mixed the two
with disastrous results.  England had mixed the two
and was now on the brink of war again.

" Finish your work and then well cdebrae”

| nodded, then brightened.

" As Stone isour work, well meet again.”

" He's putting me on the Blue Train at Nice."

" Then, au revoir, Ann."

We kissed briefly, bresthledy in farewell. In the
years that followed brief farewell kisses such as these
were to become very frequent, but then and there they
held a romantic poignancy that was not atogether
unpleasant.

" Ann! " Stone sounded redly angry.

"Good-bye," she cried, tearing hersdf away and
running out of Yetty's bar. | went to the bacony.
She ran aoross the lighted quay. Her dim body was
the only red thing in the drange light. | had the
impresson that she was running out of my life. "Won-
der if M ever s her again," | muttered. :
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The noise of the launch's engine increased. Voices
cdled indigtinctly in the gloom and through the
leaves of the palm trees | saw the phosphorescent glow
of the wake of the departing launch.

| sat staring out to sea. Somewhere in the bay John
was busy " investigating,” looking for proof of the
guilt of the man who, at that very moment, was
approaching his yacht with the girl | loved |

A most unfortunate postion for one such as me who
could but stand and stare, dill a postion not so un-
comfortable as that of John Buckingham's. This
thought, | regret to say, gave me some comfort for, to
be honest, John's professona arrogance towards
" the amateur " was gdling, especidly when it became
evident that his efforts had been crowned with as
little success as mine.

"Oh, Tony," drilled Yetty reproachfully from
behind me, " you've abandoned me completely ! Come
and have a drink. You'll see her again, besdes there
are plenty of other women in the world."

So | turned my back on the bay and had a few
drinks before going sadly to bed.

- L] - - L] -

| suppose | imagined somehow that dl would end
happily and that my fellow-agent would extricate him-
«f from the unfortunate postion in which he found
himsdf. | certainly expected to sse him on the
morrow, having failed in his misson perhaps but as
tenacious and hopeful as ever. When, after wandering
fruitlesdy around Cavi for a number of hours, | saw
no sign of him and again when on looking at the bay |
saw no sgn of the yacht, the awful truth dawned upon
me. John Buckingham had been, voluntarily or not,
whisked away by his enemy ! The redisation of this
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caused a spark of remorse. | knew that | should have
done more the night before to help him, but it was not
in my temperament to do 0. Twenty years of peece,
good living and the sunny sde of the street had so
dackened me mentaly that even when faced with a
red emergency | felt, subconscioudy that | would
muddle through! Someone would sse to it Who ?
Oh, | don't know. Never bothered to find out the
hall porter at the Dorchester perhaps or that solicitor
fellow who did my income tax or one of those men in
bowler hats who caught tubes and buses, and aways
seemed in such afrantic hurry.

| am not trying to excuse mysdf. | am merely
sating facts. Tha was my menta outlook. Yes |
agree, | was a worm, a wishy-washy worm, in fact,
but wereyou, dear critic, so perfect ? Isthere no weak-
ness in you ? Be honest like me and admit that at
times, perhaps, you too, have behaved like, well—a
worm—perhaps not a wishy-washy worm, but a worm
al the same!

With thoughts of self-accusation spoiling my enjoy-
ment of the sunshine and with a genuine anxiety for
the safety of my self-assured companion in my mind,
| hurried about the town on that Saturday in resless
uncertainty.

As if in sympathy with my mood Calvi, too, pre-
sented adisordered appearance. Owing to the mobilisa
tion of further dasses the dust-bins stood neglected in
streets, a fact that afforded Kiki, the wild boar the
greatest satisfaction, for there was no one to prevent
him from tipping over the big, gdvanised bins, and
scattering the contents delicioudy al over the streets.
In the hotels, too, life had changed, for the sudden
departure of the male Sde of the staff obliged vigtors
to do their own serving and washing up, but perhaps
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it was in Cavi's barber's shop that the coming war
made itsdf mogt felt: for here dl that were left to
sarve the multitude of soldiers was an old man and a
young boy. The boy busly lathered the line of
waiting men, chatting gaily with each in order to pass
the time, while the old man, his razor trembling in his
fingers, passad from soapy face to soapy face as if he
were aworker in achain factory.

With' dispirited steps and morose eye | noticed Al
these things and eventually found mysdlf outside the
pog office. | entered. | did not expect any corre-
spondence but it was something to do.

" No, monseur." sad the postmidress, " there is
nothing for you; but we have areply to your friend's
telegram.  Will you take it ?'

| did not hestate. " Certainly."

She handed me the white form on which were stuck
the typed strips.  In spite of the distortion given to the
English words by the faulty telegram system the
following message stood out clearly:

REF YOUR ENQUIRY NO TRAVELLER OF
THAT NAME WORKS FOR THIS FIRM STOP
SUGGEST HE MAY BE SELLER FOR RIVAL
CONCERN.

| gazed at the words ; then the truth broke ! Frant !
the Englishman, the typica ass of a fellow, was the
German! Not Sonel Not Nona! Frant and Mrs.
Frant ? | saw them clearly-in my mind's eye. He
laughing uproarioudy over some fecble joke, she
gpologisng sweetly for his behaviour. And dl the time
they were play-acting. The doctor from Canterbury
who had had a nervous breskdown and had gone to
Switzerland to recuperate!  Of course | He travelled
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for hishealth| Of course! He did not practise much
ashehad apartner! Obvioudy ! But such alikeable
man redly, afool, but a pleasant fool and so English !
Naturally! He was there when | first asked after
John Buckingham in Yetty's bar the day | arrived t
He was there when Tchistovsky talked !  He was with
Ann in the night-club after | had disappeared ! What
more easy than to dip down after | had been disposed
of ? So it was he who had sung in the bath and she
who had turned off the lights. Not Uncle Ned and
Nona, bless their hearts. Thank God not they ! Ann
was completely cleared now. But Frant! Amazing !
And he posed as a British Agent to Ann!  Of course.
Did it not keep him informed of our movements?
What had Rudge said of Ann aswe had driven towards
the mountains? " Our little Ann," he whispered,
" avery useful little person. We always knew whereto
findyou! " Of course.

| sat down on a hard bench and laughed. It was a
weak, nervous laugh, an excited laugh. | was not
particularly amused by anything as far as | can
remember.

As | sa there new redisations came upon me and
\t/)vith them anew Anthony Robertswas, | truly believe,

orn.

John Buckingham was chasing after an entirely inno-
cent man, while the real culprits had blithely boarded
the 1de de Beauti two daysbefore. Two days!| Inthe
meantime only one man knew the truth about Dr. and
Mrs. Frant and that man was Anthony Roberts and
he, " unfortunate amateur,” as John Buckingham
cdled him, was done, virtualy marooned on an idand
with, as far as one could gether, very few days l€ft in
which to thwart the agent in his desgns

| sad that a new Anthony Roberts was born, or
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perhaps it was the old one who, showed under by
pleasure, complacency and foolishnessfor somany years
had been dmog log to sSght. Whatever it was |
found mysdf of a sudden taking an active rather than
a passve paticipation in events.  Until then | had
been content to let my opponent hold the initiative
while | strove with varying degrees of success to ward
off his blows. Now it was my turn. | would hunt
himdown! | would attack him when he least expected
it 1 wouldruin hisplan. A pleasant thrill pervaded
my bod% | felt confident, happy and very anxious to
be on the .move.

It was therefore more than gdling to discover after
much enquiry that it was quite impossible to leave the
idand until the Cyranos saled next evening.

No, there were no yachts. No, no aircraft. No, no
other ports were sending out ships  Monsieur could
swim of course. Eighty kilometreswasit ? Or Mon-
geur might cross over to Sardinia, but Sardinia was
Italian and Italy... well, Monseur could choose.  But
there was not so much hurry that Monsieur could not
walit till to-morrow. Monsieur was English (long live
England! God blessour dlies!) but surely Monsieur
could wait for the Cyranos and perhaps in the meani-
time have a hot bath, yes? And some of our best
wine with asmdl lobgtar, yes?

Yes, 30 Mongeur did.  Somehow those lagt twenty-
four hours a Cavi were solemn. There was afeding
of findity inevery act. Thelast glass of wine ; the last
rub of the towel; the last touch of the sun on bare
skin; the last drop of sea water running down ones
legs and collecting in a pool a one's feet, and in the
evening the last twinkling lights over a darkening
world, for though war was not to be declared fér a
further week, the moment the Cyranos was boarded
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that Sunday evening the odld life died and the new,
rushing turmoil of action bailed up on every sde . . .

The Cyranos throbbed through the night. The sea
was very cdm. The ship was crowded. All Cavi
except for a few optimists were on board. People lay
dretched out in the tate rooms.  There was no dass
digtinction for the first time for years ; the approaching
war was adready breaking down the bariers. It was
cool up on deck. Thenight wasvery dear. The moon
and three stars hung bright and low on the horizon.
The ship throbbed and the engines seemed to chant:
" We're going to war, we're going to war,” to the night
ar. | st on deck. [ was happy. Action at last!
Frant, you're getting what is coming to you, what is
coming to you, what... is ... coming ... to ... you
. . . The refrain sang monotonoudy in my mind. The
pictures became jumbled and soon, with drooping head
and dosng eydids | fell asleep....

NINE

EVERYTHING was much cdmer a Nice. That ar of
suspicion that had made Calvi so dose and threatening
was not to be found in the spaciousness of the town
and the lofty hills behind. There were, of course,
sgns of the coming war and even as we drew into dock
a long dusty trail of mules and khaki figures dribbled
dong the road in the sunshine towards the Itaian
border. The men were cheerful, however, and the
tinkling jingle of the polished harness pleasant in the
ar. There was an increase in uniforms from proud
Spahis to miserable looking objects who, because of

the shortage of equipment, wore blue football stockings
in lieu of puttees
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| however, tense with the eagerness and excitement
caused by my misson, did not pay much attention to
such details but scanned the waiting crowd anxioudy,
fearing and yet hoping for aglance of Rudge's swarthy
face, Entofen the pianist's pdlid features or even the
jovid amile of Frant himsdf. There was, however,
no Sgn of either friend or foe, but to make up for this
disappointment | noticed with pleasurable excitement
Uncle Ned's yacht lying up in the harbour.

Immediately the formdities of disembarking had
been accomplished | hurried over to the yacht and
picking a careful way over calls of rope cdled out,
" Hey | Isthere anybody at home ? "

There was a clattering noise, and a sound of voices
cursing from below decks  This was followed by the
appearance of a Chinaman wearing an enormous white
cook's bonnet.

" We no want to-day | " he shouted in a hrill tone.
" We no want to-day | "

He waved awooden spoon a me.
| stepped forward. | was not going to be thwarted
by a wooden spoon.

" IsMr. Stone here ?" | shouted.

" No," sad the Chinaman.

" Where is he?"

" No," sad the Chinaman in the same tone of voice

" Damnyou!" | cried. " Did an Englishman come
over with you, tdl chap with fair hair and educated
accent; probably naked.”

" No," sad the Chinaman, waving his spoon.

" Cant you say anything but 'no' ?" | dormed.

" No," answered the Chinaman.

At this moment a girl's voice cried: " Hasn't he
goneyet ? " '

| recognised it immediately.
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“Ann! " | ydled, legping for the yacht. " Ann!
It's me, Tony | "

| migudged the stretch of water that separated the
yacht from the quayside, and landed on the gunwaes
like a hopeful crab. It was, of course, in this disress
Ing postion that Ann found me and, being Ann, burst
into laughter. However, with the Chinaman's help
| was pulled aboard and no sooner was | on my feet
than Ann and | fell into each other's arms.

The Chinaman took up his spoon and scratching his
head dolefully with it went below.

"Wdl," sad Ann a lag, " you see weve met
agan |"

" Wherés John ? " | cried.

" Buying dothes

" What ? "

" We were half-way across before he was discovered
wearing nothing but bathing shorts| There was
something of arow but he told Uncle Ned that he had
been for a night swim, got cramp and just managed to
pull himsdf on board before collgpsing. Uncle Ned
took it badly. It was just before breakfast and he told
him that if he had done it for a bet or because he was
drunk, why didn't he say s0, and would he like eggs or
fish for breakfast ?"

" What did he have ? "

" Eggs two of them., He wore one of Nona's flowery
cregtions. What an agent does for his country is
beyond words| What have you been doing ? "

"Me?" | replied nonchalantly, " 1 have discovered
the red murderer! That's why | am here !"

She looked a me queerly.

" What do you mean ? " she sad.

| then told of the ariva of the telegram and its

conseguence.
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The relief in Ann's tace was very visble " I'm 0

glad" shesad.

"Why ?" | asked.

" Asthey left Cavi two days agh you haven't a hope
glflflndlng them so0 they won't bother to kill you, after

" My dear girl," | began.

" You're taking like John," warned Ann.

" Wedl, | mean, that isnt very patriotic, isit ? "

" On the contrary, you have been saved from
evident suicide to fight for your country | | ought to
get a meda."

" You will, before the week is out."

"Why ?"

" Because you are going to help me find Frant."

"Me?"

" Yes, you."

"Why ?"

" Because if we dont,” | sad grimly, " when this
war does start it may be through him that the ship
that is carrying me to the front will be torpedoed !
That is why. Any objections?"

" None," replied the girl. " | am with you. What
dowedo?"

" Find John firgt."

We are meeting for cocktails a the Ruhl.
Uncle Ned and Nona will be there, too. We are all
staying there. | only came down here this morning
to clean up the yacht a bit. After the cocktails, what
next ? "

" Weve got to find that factory. It's our only link
with Frant."

" And how do you propose doing that ? " she asked.
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" By enquiring a the locd Tourig Information
Bureau. Are you ready ? "
" Quite! Let'sget ataxi.”

The Ruhl bar was melancholy in its gilded splendour.
It was like an old rich woman wearing the latest
fashion in an effort not to be left behind. The pillars,
the shrubbery and the deep chars gave the lobby
hal the appearance of a church. Even the long bar
at the far end was a venerable bar, not one of your
chromium and marble affairs tucked away in a corner,
but a long, substantial affair that had no fear of
corpulent customers. Behind this bar stood Peter the
barman. He, too, was meancholy, a thin, sad-faced
man who shook amixer in deep depression.

"It is war," he sad with conviction, " and what a
war itll be. Yearsof it."

He shook the mixer again.

" What a pity," he sghed.

" Is Mr. Stone here ? " | asked.

" Yes" sad Peter the barman, " but he won't be
here for long. Nobody will be, except the Itdians”

" Cheer up,” sad Ann.

" Yes Mademoisdle" replied Peter without showing
theleast Sgns of doing so, " certainly ; that is very easy
to say but look a the season! Ruined! Gonel
Smashed! And what about this winter with the
[tdians in Nice ? Of course, I'll cheer up! What is
yours ? "

We ordered and presently Uncle Ned and Nona
came into the heavy shade of the bar. Now that Uncle
Ned was cleared of dl suspicion the very presence of
which he probably ignored, he assumed the amost
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angedlic appearanceof aninnocent manwrongly accused
From villain he became saint.
" Haveadrink, dr," | sad.

He cagt a suspicious glance a me.

" Gin and lemon,” he said thoughtfully.

" And what will Madame have ?" | asked.

"Me?" cried Nona. " Same; and say, Tony, cdl
me Nona. Why dl thisMadame of asudden ?"

| ordered the drinks.

"Youre a friend of Buckingham's, aren't you ?"
asked Uncle Ned suddenly as he spped the cooling
drink.

"Yes" | replied. " Why ?"-

" Ishe abit—er—queer ?"

"Queer? No. Why ?"

" Wdl, it's rather hard to say this, but theres
something awfully wrong with that young man. Just
now he got a wire from England. Hed -sent one off
yesterday after his—er—journey aboard my yacht.
This must have been areply. Anyhow, he read it and
let out a shout. Then he turned on me and said:
"I've got to go. Been recdled. God knows why, but
don't think you'll get away with this. We know all about
you in England and the moment you set foot on English
soil you'refor it" With that he strode away and |
haven't seen him snce! What was he talking about ?
Income Tax ? "

Ann and | were shaking with suppressed laughter.

" Probably,” | answered gravely.

" But | haven't hidden a penny. They can't prove
a thing. I'll sue them for libd,” sad the little man
with immense indignation.

" Perhaps the excitement of being recalled for mili-
tary duty was too much for him," | laughed.

" And another thing. That trip on my yacht in—
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in—bathing drawers! | dunno. You young people
havemebeat. Thank Godhée'sgone! "

" Gone?" | cried. Thefull meaning of Uncle Ned's
words came forcibly to my mind. If Buckingham had
left there would only be Ann and | to carry on the
work. Every reinforcement counted. He must be
stopped!

“ Wheredidhego ?" | criedin great alarm.

“ To the gtation | suppose” sad Uncle Ned.

“When?"

* About a quarter of an hour ago."

* Comeon, Ann," | cried, " weve got to stop him."

Whereupon | legpt off my ool and followed by
Ann, threw mysdlf across the quiet spaciousness of the
Ruhl. Uncle Ned started to say: " But look here ..."
but hiswords were drowned in the agitated yapping of
aPekinesewhovery unfortunately happenedtobeinmy
way. Thisinturn, st abgjewelled lady shrilling indig-
nantly and the hotel personnel scampering soothingly.

The sun was shining brightly on the asphated sur-
faceof thePromenadedesAnglaiswheresoldierswalked
up and down in groups much asthey did before putting
on uniform. Instead of Blum, Herriot and La Rocque
they -gpoke of Hitler, Mussolini and Chamberlain;
instead of " Croix de feu," the regiment; and instead
of their migresses their wives.

" Taxi,” | ydled, " taxi! " But, of course, no taxi
came, for they were very scarce as most of them had
been commandeered by the Army.

We had therefore to run for the station which was
some distance away. It wasvery hot and the sun shone
with a blinding glare on the white wdls of the houses.
We passed across a shady square where line upon line
of gaily coloured Riviera excurson coaches $ood wait-
ing to sarve their country.
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We reached the ddion a last. There was a great
turmoil and a coming and going of agitated people
looking for each other. Porters sweated under the
weight of Englishmen's golf clubs, while the few re-
maining taxis buzzed into the station yard like bees
returning, honey laden, to the hive.

We ran into the booking-hadl. The nearer we
approached to the platform the denser became the
crowd. It was ahot, swesting crowd, a nervous short-
tempered crowd, that was on the verge of panic.

A train ood in the platform, but the crowd was so
thick there was little hope of reaching it. The jagged
corners of suitcases banged into us, and the crowd
swvayed backwards and forwards like a living being
lying uncomfortably in bed. The train itself was
packed. We could see the corridors three degp with a
red-faced angry crowd. Women, men and children
dung to their space desperately while at the doors
stood railway officids endeavouring vainly to stem the
pressng crowds. It was like the tube at the maddest
peak of the rush hour.

Therewas somewhigtling. Thetrain withitsbulging
load began to cresk out of the dtation. A woman
gorang at the overcrowded door of a coach. A porter
legpt after her tearing her fingers from the brass rails
of the coach.

"Let megol Let mego!" screamed the woman
hysericdly. " My husband! My children! | must
gettothem! I must| | must!"

The porter was stronger than her, however, and
pulled her back on to the platform where she began
screaming in an unearthly way that sent shivers down
my spine. .

" Let'sget out of this" | muttered, " Buckingham
ether caught the train or is log in the crowd. Our
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chances of finding him are about a million to one; I'm
afraid welll have to see this thing through'on our own,"

" How do we start ? " asked Ann.

" By having a good lunch."

" Where ? "

" At Reynards" | replied, taking her arm. " They
have the best fish in Nice.  You'l like the place”

So there we went.

Thus, sitting quietly a Reynards, and eating a sole
meunitre, to the accompaniment of white wine, and
waving pams, Ann and | drew up bur plan of action,
and having done so paid the bill and ventured into the
quiet streets of the old town.

Our firgt vigt was to a gunsmith. There were quite
anumber in Nice for the inhabitants of that town, like
al good Frenchmen, enjoyed killing the sitting bird and
puncturing the coloured cap. The shop we entered
was a small arsend in itself. There were displayed
casss of shot, sacks of gunpowder, boxes of cartridges,
and an intriguing sdection of arms from a rusty
Napoleonic cannon (gl in perfect condition, sad a
notice) to a battered Thompson sub-machine gun (late
property of Al Capone, said another notice).

" Good afternoon, Sr and madame,” said a diminu-
tive Frenchman, dressed in a white smock, which gave
him the appearance of an amaemic dentist. " Lovely
afternoon.”

We agreed.

" And what can | do for you ?" he added, rubbing
his hands hopefully. -

"Wdl," | sad, " we want a couple of pigtols and
some ammunition; with dl thistak of war, spiritsare
bound to be excited."
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" Quite, gr," replied the man pleasantly. " | never
go out unarmed. Now, let me see, what have we in
stock ? "

He turned and gazed thoughtfully up at the drawers
behind the counter.

" Ah, ah! " he sad, pulling out one of them. "I
think you'll find what madame wants here, and as for
rrPonsieur, well, | think he will find what he wants in

ere."

Helay two of the drawersonthe counter. Both were
filled with pigols of various Szes and shapes. As |
probed about | was strongly reminded of the many
times | had sdected tiesin dmost smilar condltlons in
Bond Street.

" For mongeur,” sad the shopkeeper, " | would
advise something in this nature. As monsieur can'see
it isan automatic, not too heavy but with amagnificent
stopping power. It isfed with clip-fillers”

I felt the weight.

" With it I'd suggest the arm-pit holster, latest
American design. It straps on like this, under the arms
and across the body. Like that. Completely invisble
and yet you can draw in asecond. Try it."

Although the belt was uncomfortable it was, as the
man said, excellently placed for aquick draw.

" Very popular modd," sad the little man. " The
last onein stock.”

"Il take it," | nodded.

" And I'll have this one" sad Ann, who had been
searching among the pistals shown to her. She held
up adiminutive thing with a mother of pearl butt, and
a ddicady chisdled chromium body. " Isn't it
sweet ? " she added. " Just matches my compact ! "

" Canitfire?" | asked dubioudy.

" Oh certanly, gr," sad the shopkeeper, " a very
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effective little wegpon and, as madame says o very
attractive.  Now for some ammunition, en? . . ."

The transaction was soon completed and two very
sef-conscious individuals walked out of that shop.

" Fed like a gangdter,” | muttered uneesily. " Are
you sure it can't be seen ? Fedslike S. Paul's Cathe-
dral under my arm."

" Can't see a thing," replied Ann. " | fed like a
murderess you know, on my way to kill my lover or
my husband or the judge who sentenced me to a year's
imprisonment ingtead of dismissng the cae as he
should have done."

" Remind me to take out a licence when we get to
England,” | said, " and now on to the next part of our
work."

The young woman at the Enquiry Office of the
Bureau de Tourism, in the rue Garibadi had been
asked many strange questions in her time, but the
request that | put to her on that hot Monday was
unusual even to her.

" | want," | sad gravely," apair of bathing drawers,
a least | want afactory that speddises in the de luxe
model svim-suits.”

" | beg your pardon ? " asked the girl, opening her
eyes in bewilderment,

" Granted, granted,” | replied arily. " Perhaps |
ought to explain. " My name is Chubb, and | am a
partner in Jacob Chubb Ltd., shirtmakers and hosers
of Regent Street. You have doubtlesdly heard of the
name?"

The girl looked bewildered but feellng it her duty
nodded politely,

" We intend to open a new department: the swim-
suits and beach wear department. Now | know that
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Messs Pesbody & Pinners, Shuffles & Noralinen dl
purchase their de luxe models in Nice. |, in the name
of Jacob Chubb Ltd., am here to establish contact with
such afactory. Could you oblige ? "

The girl said: " Just a minute, I'll have to ask the
manager,” and left us

" Tony," cried a voice beside me, hdf muffled in a
handkerchief, " where did you get these names ? "

" | dunno,” | replied airily," just came to me, genius,
| suppose! Do you think it went down dl right ? "

" Well soon see. I | were the girl I'd cdll the police.
There must be plenty of lunatic asylumsin France."

The girl, however, did not cdl the police but re-
turned ingead with a very important-looking little
man with apot belly, ablack suit, and awhite gardenia
in his buttonhole.

He told us that he was ddlighted to see us, ddighted
to think that the artistic creations of his country found
such favour on the English market, delighted that we
were delighted with our vist, and confided finaly that,
of course, there was only one factory that did the red
de luxe stuff, and that was Bernard Lafont in the rue
Henri Quatre. They supplied many shops in England
and specidisad in fact in the English market. -

Having obtained this information we thanked the
manager profusely and, having assured him again and
again of the dose ties that bound England and France,”
and having lisened to a short dissertation on the
higoricd significance of the momentous days in which
we were living, we were able to tear oursaves away and
re-emerge into the sunshine of the street.

" Some care will now be needed,” | sad thoughtfully.
" Asarranged | will go doneto Bernard Lafont'swhile
you, my guardian angd, keep watch without."

" Without what ? "
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" Without me, darling! Oh dear, how witty | am
to-day ! " So on we went with the misadventure.

L] » L] L]

The rue Henri Quatre was one of those dusty, un-
tarred gtreets that abound in French provincid towns.
A few meagre trees had been planted on the pavements
in the forlorn hope that eventualy the " rue" might
turn itsdlf into an " avenue," but even the trees realised
the futility of this, and wilted away in the dust and
sun.  The houses on each Sde, solid buildings in dusty
white stone with permanently closed shutters and high
walls, gave the street a cadaverous appearance that was
heightened by the amost complete lack of pedestrians.

Bernard Lafont was on the left. It conssted of a
long white wall behind which could be seen the pae
roofs of the factory sheds. A large archway broke the
regularity of the wall. Over the arch hung a wooden
awning. Although sun, rain and dust had done their
best to obliterate the letters the name " Bernard
Lafont" was dill visble,

With an uncomfortable feeling of tenseness insde
of me, | walked as boldly as | could through the arch-
way and made straight for a glass door marked
" Office"

| pushed open the door. A tinkling such as ponies
sometimes make when drawing children's carts came
to my ears. A paefaced girl wearing a grey ink-
smudged smock leapt off a high stool and came hurry-
ing towards me.

" Yes, gr?" she asked.

" Mr. Lafont, please ?"

" Mr. Lafont ?" gasped the girl.

" Yes, ples=  I've come dl the way from England
to see him."
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" But Mr. Lafont died eighteen years ago, Sr. You
want Mr. Dupont."

"Dol ? | replied. " Perhaps, if he is the manager.”

" He is the chef de sarvice, ar. Will you wait a
moment ? What name shdl | give?"

" Mr. Anthony Chubb of the firm of Jacob Chubb,
of London. | would give you my card if | had not
very unfortunately dropped it in the Channel coming
over. Mog cadess of me, | agree. Mos cadess”

The girl vanished and | looked hadtily around the
office in the hope of picking up a clue. | could not,
however take more than a cursory look at the books
for the office was entiredly enclosed in glass and was
easly spied upon from dl quarters, which was dl for
the best of course, as the employees could thus be kept
under strict observation.

" This way, please” sad the girl.

| was ushered into asmall room, which was peculiar
for its pungent odour of dye and its solitary inmate, a
harassed looking man of about fifty with grey hair and
a nervous twitch in his mouth.

" St down, gr, 9t down," sad the manager.

| removed apile of bathing suits from the only other
chair in the room and sat down.

"You are Mr. Chop ?" asked the man nervoudy.

"Chubb,” 1 replied galy. "Anthony Chubb,
partner in the firm of Jacob Chubb, of London, shirt-
makers."

"Yes?" The little man looked a me with doubt-
ful eyes. There was something so shifty, restless and
unhappy in those eyes that | felt | was truly on the
right track.

" Owing to the extraordinary popularity of bathing
in my country and the congruction of swimming
pools here, there and everywhere, my firm has de-
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cided to open a new department, that of swim-suits
and beach wear. We naturally desired the very best,
and hearing that the Riviera was renowned for its taste
in beach wear | decided, with the approva of my firm,
to come South and combine busness with plessure.
| might add that | am on my honeymoon."

Here | gavethe repulsive snigger of salf-consciousness
that the real Anthony Chubb would have given.

" | see, dr, but how did you come to visit Bernard
Latent ? We do not advertise oursdves” replied the
manager.

Agaln that suspicious look came |nto his eyes.

" Easy," | replied cheerfully. " Your Bureau de
'cli'ourlsm in the rue Garibadi is nothing if not up-to-

ate."

Was it imagination or did the little man dgh with
relief ? He certainly relaxed. He even amiled, and the
tenseness went out of his eyes.

" In that casg, dr," he replied politely, " | am afraid
that you have come dl thisway invain. We are quite
incapable of accepting a dngle other order at the
present. We are dready behind hand on our commit-
ments and have had to refuse work to our regular
customers. So you see ..." He soread out his hands
in gpology.

| dlowed mysdf to appear disappointed.

" That's too bad," | muttered. ™ Oh, well, perhaps
later, when the rush of work is not so great, you might
care to do busness with us? If you do not object |
shdl ingtruct our head office to drop you a line every
now and then. In the meantime, | wonder if | could
have a quick look over your works? | should be
interested to compare your methods with ours”

" Certainly, gr," sad the little manager, jumping off
his chair with dacrity. " Will you follow me ? "
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" The de luxe modds would interest me mogt," |
murmured.

It was indeed an interesting place, and had | not
been searching so intently for clues | would have found
the looms and the gradua building up of the various
types of bathing suit fascinating in itself. As it was,
however, my attention became most marked when we
came to the bench where name-tabs were being sewed
in.

The tabs were identical in shape, Sze and colour with
the one containing the secret messsge. Here at lag,
was definite proof. To hide the excitement that this
discovery had engendered in me, | picked up one of the
finished articles and, holding it up, exclaimed: " Re-
markable, truly awork of art! Hand sewn, tabbed and
belted ! All ready for the English market. | do hope,
Monseur Dupont, that you will reconsider your
decison one of these days. We could el thousands
of these."

| threw the garment down, and then cried :

" And now | must be going. You know what a
young wife is like on ahoneymoon, eh ?" Here again
| gave the awful Chubby leer and followed it up with a
wink and a dig in the ribs. " Had trouble enough to
persuade her to let me come and see you this afternoon.
Ha! Ha!"

The manager did not demur. He seemed only too
pleasad to see the last of me. He promised to consider
my propositions but added that they had aready had
to disappoint a great number of prospective customers.

Upon which we shook hands and said good-bye.

Once again | was out in the sunshine, hurrying down
the road to where Ann was waiting for me. There was
exhilaration in my voice as | took her by the arm and
cried: " Wereon theright track ! We're getting dos.
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Frant's getting what is coming to him,” then more
quietly, " and now for the next stage.”

The next stage conssted in finding a suitable area
near the main gate of the factory from which al com-
ings and goings could be seen. This necesstated a
degree of trespassing in other people's gardens and,
though there were some dhrill protests, the production
in dignified silence of the invitation cards of the " 400 "
and the " Embassy" coupled with a few gravely
spoken words had the desired effect and we were soon
inddled in the loft of a smdl garage. From here
we could see not only the factory but most of the rue
Henri Quatre.

" And what, if anything, are we doing here ? " sad
Ann, carefully dusting away a space on thefloor beside
me.

" Heard of acat ?"
" There is no need to be msultlng,
" The cat walits for the mouse."

" You being the cat, | takeit ?"

| nodded in agreement.

"And the Rudge-Entofen-Frant gang being the
somewhat overszed mouse ? "

" Exactly," | replied. .

" My money's on the mouse"

I'f" Thank you," | replied. " Tdl me the story of your
ife"

" Why ?" asked the girl suspicioudy. -

" We're likely to be here for many hours. | want
something sufficiently lurid to keep me awake."

She made a face, a poor retort | considered, but |
kissed her and she kissed me, for she was very fond of
kissng, and from time to time we squinted out at the
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factory in the hope that Rudge or Frant would arrive,
but the white street remained bare.  The only sgn of
life were two dogs who raced happily from tree to tree
and kicked up the dust in their gambol.

The sun began to go down and we felt extremely
hungry. In making our plans we had forgotten the
question of food! There was obvioudy "room for
improvement " if we redlly wished to attain the status
of agents, Secret (British) Firs Class!

A clanging bell brought the factory day's work to an
end. There was immediately a scurry and a jabber of
voices as hicycdes and women streamed out of the
factory.

" Do we go now ?" asked Ann, stretching her body
and rubbing one leg that had gone to deep.

" Not yet," | replied, " I'm waiting for Monsieur
Dupont.”

The little manager was the lagt to leave. He came
scurrying out of the factory like a smal black rat
emerging from its hole. He glanced up and down the
street, then quickly closng the factory doors turned a
key and st off up the road at a great pace.

" Comeon," | cried, " we mustn't lose sight of him."

We did not have to wak far. A hundred yards
beyond the factory stood a smal white house with a
very dean appearance, a bright blue roof, and shutters,
door and railings to match. It had a minute garden
congigting of two beds of zinnias, a border of pinks, a
central flagged path and two side paths running round
to the back of the house. It reminded me of those
model houses seen in the windows of wily estate agents.

It was into this house that the little manager hurried.

"Chateau Dupont!" | cied. "I'm afraid that
once agan we shdl have to assume the role of cats,
butfirst..."”
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Wotbm getting some milk," said my companion firmly.
b Eirg™ | continued camly, " we must find a perch
that commands the front door of this dream of a house
and then you may get your milk—where ?"

" There's a cake shop down the road. | saw it,"
replied Ann. " | saw chocolate eclars, babas-au-
Rhum, brioches, croissants, pain depices tartes-aux-
fruts. . 1"

" Stop it, woman! " | cried. " Away, temptress!
Duty is hard enough without you giving out a ligt of
what we haven't esten.”

" Sorry, | was only trying to help.”

" | know, | know," | replied airily. " Now let's get
to work."

We foraged around and presently found another
loft smilar to the one we had occupied in front of
the factory. The view was not so good, and we
had to be content with a smdl sguare window, but
the way to it was easy for it had direct access to the
street. It was dso stacked with a haphazard assort-
ment of household effects. It was obvioudy a lumber
room. | began looking around hopefully.

" Off you go," | sad to the girl. " Chocolate eclars
and a dozen brioches will suit me, and for God's sake
don't run into Frant or any of his crowd. If you
do come face to face with Frant shoot him, but be
careful.”

" OK., boss" sad Ann and departed a great speed,
urged on by hunger.

| found what | was looking for and had soon fixed
up a couple of rickety chairs. By the time | had
finished these arrangements and artisticaly placed a
gndl table between them, Ann returned with the
provisons. Credit must here be given her for not
sopping to eat her share at the shop but, mindful of
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her companion, bringing it back to partake of the feve
with him.

Presently, when our hunger had been satisfied enough
to permit conversation, Ann asked:

" How long do we remain here ? "

" Until Frant turns up."

" But suppose he doesn't ? "

" Something will. Dupont is our only link at pre-
sent. He'sthe only contact we have with our enemies.
If we keep him permanently in sight he may lead us to
our god. Without him we have no hope."

" Sothismay go on for days ? "

" Not more than a week," | answered.

" A week!" She shuddered. " Why not more? "

" Because war will have been declared by then and
our friends will, in dl likelihood, wish to be in their
action stations : Frant in England, Entofen, who knows
he is suspected in Germany and Rudge at the front as
a war correspondent.”

" They may have gone aready."

" That isthe danger,” | replied. " But human nature
being what it is even the most carefully organised of
institutions needs last minuteinstructions. I'm backing
onthat."

" | hope you are right."

" | hope so too. In the meantime there is nothing
to do but wait. Presently, when it is dark, | want you
to go back to the Ruhl. | snal spend the night here.
When Dupont returns to the factory in the morning
I'll join you. Even agents don't plot at their best in
the mornings, so | don't think we need keep the vigil
then."

There was a noise from the street. A car was driving
past the house. | listened eagerly as | had listened to
every car that had passed down that Street that day.
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Would this one pass too ? There was a squed of
brakes. | peered excitedly out of the window. A grey
sdoon was rocking to a standstill in front of the little
blue house with the white wals. It was Rudge!

| gripped Ann's arm.

There was a blare on the horn.  The door of the blue
house opened and the little manager, his napkin ill
tucked into his collar, came running down to the car.

" Good evening, Mr. Rudge," he cried nervoudly.

" Everything O.K. ? " asked Rudge gruffly.

Ann moved. Her movement drowned Rudge's
voicee. " Sh!" | whispered, straining to pick up
what was being sad in the street below.

" No trouble ? " asked Rudge.

" No trouble," replied the other fearfully.

" No damn slly mistakes like mixing up costumes ?
You haven't found that specid model that went
astray, have you ? "

" Not yet, gr, but it won't belong . . ."

" It had better not. The boss was furious. He's
been having trouble with British rivals over on the
idand. Keep your eyes open. Any suspicious charac-
ters been nosing around ? "

" No. The only stranger was the usua commercia
travellgrogrom England. We get about a dozen a week."

n G .ll

" When will the boss be back ? "

" Friday. Friday night. Therell be afinal meeting
then," replied Rudge shortly.

"Here?"

" Of course, you fool, and at the usua time. So have
everything ready."

"1 owill, gar.”

" Very wdl. Good night! "

" Good night, gr."
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The car sped away. The little man coughed and
rubbed his eyes in the dugt it kicked up and then
returned to his supper.

TEN

THOSE last four days of August passed as dowly as a
funeral car. Friday wasthe First. There was nothing
doing until then, until Frant came to that meeting.

Ann and | decided that in the circumstances there
was no necessity to keep watch over the Blue House
or the factory during the day. Agents, like criminds,
prefer to operate at night. Every evening | returned
to the discomforts of my cubby hole and every day
recuperated from its dusty effects at the Ruhl and
Reynards.

Nice was quiet and pleasant during those last four
days. The sun shone and the soldiers continued to
amble up and down the Promenade des Anglais. Events
were, however, on the move. On Tuesday al telephone
cdls beyond the department of the Alpes Maritimes
were forbidden ; al telegrams had to be written in
French and stamped by the Commissariat of Police;
dl cars had to cover their headlights with blue paper or
paint; and a blue-out (as opposed to a black-out) came
into force.

On Wednesday there was a lull in the caids  The
trains which had been leaving Nice crowded to over-
flowing now went empty. People began to laugh again.
It was said that Germany was hesitating. The reason ?
The German people did not like ration cards! The
Italians were backing out ! Deserters were straggling
over the frontier every day, pleading for food and
telling terrible tales of dtarvation in the Itdian Army.
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Things were looking up, though there was ill the
week-end to face and the Germans disregard for week-
end customs was notorious. Besides the full moon had
started the night before and the effect of this star on
madmen was well-known, and wasn't this Hitler mad ?
So Nice went to bed that Wednesday night, anxious
but warmly protected in a cloak of wishful thinking.

Thursday was agitated and fretful. It was very hot.
Nothing happened, but the suspense remained. People
were short-tempered, except the soldiers who dill
ambled up and down the Promenade des Anglas.
Seventeen troop trains passed through Nice that night
heading for the Italian border.

Friday the first came at lagt, and with it definite
news, and thefirst of many wild rumours. By the early
afternoon it was known that Hitler had given his
Army its marching orders, declaring that Poland had
refused to negotiate and reminding his soldiers of the
glorious traditions of the German Army.

By teatime rumour had it that the enemy were
aready in Warsaw!

By 6 p.m. general mobilisation had been decreed in
France. The posters with the tri-colour flags were
stuck up on dl the walls. Mobilisation would begin
on the next day, the second. People stared slently
at the pretty notices. They read the words sowly one
by one, wondering whether they were reading the death
warrant of their loved ones or themsdves.

In the meantime down at the dation there were
scenes of wild and mad panic. Now that war was
inevitable everybody wanted to get away from Nice, for
the town was declared a war zone, and the Italians
were just over the border! A mad crowd of hysterical
women, drunken reservigts and ragamuffin soldiers
fought for the limited places in the overcrowded trains.
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As night came down on the town some semblance of
order returned, for there were no more trains for Paris
and walking in the unlit streets was no snecure. A
strange hush fell over the town and as Ann and | made
our way to the Blue House there was no noise in Nice.
We could amost fedl the hot soul of the town taking
forty winks before the bout.

We were hardly in our hiding-place when the familiar
grey sdoon car did quietly to a standstill before the
gates.  Out of it came Entofen, Rudge and Frant him-
sf.  In the moonlight they appeared larger than
real life, and seemed the very personification of evil.
Rudge sammed the door of the car and the three of
them pushed open the gate. Entofen threw away his
cigarette and let it glow among the bright pebbles. The
front door opened, and the three dim figures were
absorbed by the Blue House.

" What now ? " asked Ann tersdly.

" Let them settle first. Then well follow.”

Presently a light sprang up in a downstairs window
and the interior of the room stood up sharply. It wasa
smdl sguare room decorated with chesp, highly-
coloured wallpaper. In the centre stood a table around
which were placed four chairs. On the table itsdf were
paper, pen and ink laid out with tidy precision, while
In the centre burned an oil-lamp. It was this lamp
that had lit up the room as the factory manager,
squinting awkwardly at the flame, adjusted the wick.
The only other thing of interest was a large safe that
good in the far corner of the room by the fireplace.

A door opened and Frant, followed by Entofen and
Rudge, entered. He looked a the window and,
pointing at it, sad something with angry impatience.
The manager nodded, hurried over to the window and
began drawing the heavy curtains.
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" The black-out! " I grinned. " Frant does not want
to be disturbed it seemsl " 7

As the curtains were drawn we had a lagt glimpse
of Frant taking a chair, and nodding to three vacant
ones beside him. )

" Come on, | sad, scrambling down from the loft,
" thisis our chance."

Half-way down | stopped and turning to the girl sad:
" You're not afraid, are you ?"

Her teeth were chattering. '

"N-n-no! " she answered. " This. . . this... is
excitement, not fear."

" It may be tough," | warned. " They are four and
we are two, but well have the advantage of surprise.
You redly are OK., aren't you?"

| looked anxioudy at her white face.

" Of course" she cried with an angry toss of her
head. " Get a move on. We're wasting time,"

" Right,” 1 answered. " You go to that window

and wait. I'll get in ether by the front door or a
downstairs window. I'll soon find that room in a
smdl house like this. I'll throw open the door and

just walk into them. [I'll shout something like ' Hands
up' and cdl for you. You come in through the
window and cover them from that sde. Move quickly
and dose the curtains behind you. One of them may
make adash for it. Shoot at Sght. Got it ? "

" Ves"

" Keep low before you get my sgnd. We don't
want you to be spotted before | get there. Pistol

ready ?"
"Yes boss! " laughed Ann.
" Come on, then."

We crept aong the street like burglars and let our-
sves into the garden of the Blue House. The gate
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squesked and we stood by it, hearts aching, ears
srained for a sound.

All was quiet.

The pebbles were our next trouble. Taking off our
shoes we advanced gingerly like aged bathers crossing
a patch of. shingle until at lagt, we reached the porch.

| tried the door. It waslocked. The window of the
hall besde it was open, however, and | pulled mysalf
upwithlittledifficulty. Asl let mysdlf into the narrow
hall | nodded to Ann and saw her move away in the
moonlight.

The house smdt of garlic and stde cooking. The
floor, a white and black pattern of polished tiles, was
cold and quiet againg my socks. The light of the
moon shone dimly through an open window at the far
end of the passage that faced me. | moved dowly
forward, pigtol in hand, heading for the door on the
left under which shone a shaft of palelight. | reached
it in dlence. | stood listening.  There was a murmur
of men's voices. | could not hear what they were
saying for their tones were low. | peered in through
the key-hole. In the limited visa | saw Frant, a
portion of the table and the big safe in the corner now
opened. Frant was talking. | could see his thick lips
moving precisdy and evenly. Occadondly he looked
in the direction of one or the other of his companions
as if to make certain his point was understood or to
answer a question.

| straightened up. | was keyed up to such a state of
excitement that my mind,was empty. | cannot re-
member having any coherent thoughts, though | did
offer a small prayer to my patron saint gpologising for
caling upon him only when | was in an awkward
position.

| took hold of the handle and froze for asecond In
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books, plays and novels heroes embark upon the most
hair-rasng of adventures with a bland smile and an
untroubled stomach. In life that isnot so, | can assure
you. At that moment | felt not only sck but very
frightened.

" Comeon,” | sad to myself. " It is no worse than
diving in a the degpend. Now, when | count three, in
yougo! One...two..ad ..three"

| flung mysdf into the room,"

Thelook of complete surprise and fear that came over
the faces of the four men hunched around the table
restored not only my sdf-confidence but gave me a
pleasant fedling of power.

" Dont movel” | shouted. " Up with your
hands!™

Rudge, in the act of bringing up his hands, moved
with lightning speed. Almost before | redised it his
right hand was snesking out from under his arm-pit.
The pistol was dmost levd with me before | could
press the trigger of my own weapon. Rudge lespt up,
his face muscdles twigting. His pigol fell. | felt mine
bucking in my hand and smdt the pleasant tang of
burnt powder.

The noise subsded. Rudge was thrashing at the air
with his ams. He was screaming. He fell. He con-
tinued to kick and scream like a wounded rabbit.

" No more movement,” | sad through clenched
teeth as | saw the other three men looking towards the
g/ing man. " No more movement,” | screamed, " or

®..."

| glared at Frant. He nodded asif in understanding,
| glanced to my left. Ann was there, very white but
very erect, her little pistol level in her hand. There was
aglazed look of horror in her eyes.

“Ann!" | cried.
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She seamed to come to.

"Yes?"

"YouOK.?"

" Ves”

Rudge was slent now, but his left leg kicked every
few seconds. -

" And now," smiled Frant, " what do you intend
todo, youngman ? Shootusdl ?"

He had recovered from hisfirst shock and wasnow in
some way master of the situation, as the professional
aways is when faced with the amateur.

" You will soon find out,” | sad in my most threat-
ening tone of voice, although | had not the least idea
what to do. | should have shot them dl, one by one.
‘That would have been the smplest solution. That
would have been Frant's answer; but | could never
take that course. The shooting of Rudge had been
done in aflash as a mesaure of immediate self-protec-
tion, but to shoot three unarmed men in cold blood !
Impossble! The next solution was to hand them
over to the police. What police ? The French ? Nice
was in such a state of confusion and the police were
so over-worked putting the mobilisation orders into
force, that it was doubtful if they would even listen to
haf my story let aone believe it! A third solution
was to tie them up and make a get-away. Tie them
up with what ? The room, not unnaturally, was bare
of throngs, ropes, and other means of ligation. Who
would do the binding ? Ann ?—or me ? Either solu-
tion had its dangers, for though | had the upper hand
for the moment | knew that my opponents were not
only cunning and brave, but very experienced in this
kind of thing.

The slence was becoming intolerable. | decided to
take possesson of the sheet of paper that was causing
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dl the trouble. It lay on the table in front of Frant,
| could see the columns of figures and titles, could even
e the names of the shops! It was complete in every
detail. With that in our hands a grest many of the
enemy agents in England would be caught.

" Bed take it first and then decide about the fate of
Frant and his companions” | argued.

"Back ! " |1 sad. The three men moved back a step.
They could not move any further as the room was small
and they were now againg the wall.

| moved to the table, leant forward and snatched a
the precious sheet of code words and dates. My eyes
dropped for perhaps half a second. Frant moved at
that moment. With a mighty shout he lurched at me,
kicking over the table. | leapt back, the document in
my hand. The ail lamp crashed to the ground. The
shadows danced and the three men seemed to come to
life. | fired. There was a scream and Entofen the
pianist crashed on to the fallen lamp and put it out.

"Ann!" | cried. " Getoutl "

| could hear Frant crashing over the furniture. |
fired rapidly into the darkness about me. My pigtol
went dead. | had no more ammunition. | legpt for
the-window and landed on the pebbles outsde.  Ann
was there covering the window with her pistal.

" Fre! " | cried, " then run."

She fired three times. Glass broke with a tinkling
cascade of noise.  The curtains shook.  Someone cursed
ingde. Frant cried :

" Get Rudge's pistal ! "

"“Run!" I whispered to Ann. " Thank God, Frant
was unarmed! "

We ran out of the garden into the Stret.

" To the hide-out,” | cried, " we'd never get half-way
down the road before Frant would be after us”
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" What about the car ? " cried Ann.

" They have the ignition key."

We arrived at our hide-out just as Frant, followed by
the manager, came to the garden gate.

They looked up and down the road. Frant was
cursng wildly.

"They can't be far. They've got to be stopped.
You go to the police immediately, tell them . . . tel
them , . . Fads sympathisers have attacked your
factory and killed two of your friends. Tdl them that
they areloose in Nice, that they may do untold damage.
Tel them that they are masguerading as English
tourigs. Then give them a description of the two
fools"

" But, Sir ..."

" Don't argue. Heres the key. Get going.”

"lsit wise, gr, inview . . "

Frant stamped his feet angrily and shouted:

" Don't you see, you littlefool, that if they get out of
Nice with that list, we're not only condemning our
agents to death but sgning our own death warrant as
wel ? Now get amove on."

The manager was in the car by now, and on this lagt
order started up the engine and shot away down the
dark road.

Frant pushed his fingers through his hair and cursed
again, then taking a heavy pistol from his pocket began
to load it vicioudy.

| chuckled. " We caught them off their guard,” |
sad. " His pigol wasn't even loaded! "

" Can't you shoot him now ? " whispered Ann.

" No," | replied, " the range is too long. Anything
over ten yards is too much for anybody but an expert.
Reload your toy. Weve got to do some thinking."

Werdoaded and having doneso Ann said: " Wl ?"
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" Weve got to get out of Nice a once" | sad.
" To-night."

" There are no trains"

"1 know," | answered, " no buses or private cars.
No traffic at dl, and within half an hour every road will
be policed! " .

" Can't we hide for the night and dip away in the
morning ?"

" Not a hope."

" Or lieup for afew days?"

" They'll start combing out Nice for us to-morrow
morning."

" Well, then, why don't we go to the police ?'

" Redly, Ann| " | remonstrated, " don't you redise
that we are murderersin the eyes of the law ? "

" But they were the enemies of France."

" | know that and you know that, but who ese knows
it ? Weve got to get to England with thislist. Weve
won half the battle, the hardest part isyet to come.”

" It's bad enough having to fight the Frants of this
world," complained Ann, "but when it comes to com-
peting with our Allies as wel it's a bit tough. Can't
we cdl in the Army on our Sde and make a pitched
battle of it ?"

| kissed her suddenly on the forehead.

"My dear,” | sad, " | think you have found the
solution.”

"Me? Whaisit?"

" The Army. Why not ?" | cried. " Is the coast
dear ? WEeIl dip out through the garden and at the
back. Keep off the road for a bit. We don't want to
run into Frant yet."

" Where are we going ?" cried Ann, scrambling up

"To the British Consul... andwerein ahurry !..."
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The British Consulate was quiet, dignified and aloof.
Its amosphere was disdainful, as if to make quite
clear that it, a any rate, wished to have nothing to
do with the generd turmoil outside. Although late we
found a member of the staff at work and managed to
make an entry.

The cod rooms were quiet. A sudden feeling that
the events of the past few hours were only a dream
came over me.

" Itislate" sad the young man in front of us, " too
late for business, you know."

He appeared to deplore the bad taste that had made
us break into the sanctuary at that hour.

" Thisisurgent," | said. " | want you to make out
and Sgn a couple of passes to England.”

" On what grounds ? "

" | am an officer in the Supplementary Reserve. |
have to report back to England immediately.”

" We have not been informed officially of any mobili-
sation orders,” said the young man firmly, " and until
such an order is received no such permits may be
issued. If you will come back in the morning we may
have more definite news by then."

"1 need them to-night,” | replied. " This young
lady and | have been engaged on work of a specid
nature under the direction of Mr. John Buckingham
ad..."

There was no need to say any more, however, for |
was interrupted by the young official.

" Why didn't you say that in the first place ? Wil
you wait a minute while I make them out ? "

He motioned us to St down and offered a week-old
copy of the Tatler to keep us quiet. It was like being a
the dentist's.
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A few minutes later we were once again in the street
armed with two sheets of neat cream-coloured consular
note-paper on which the Consul requested al whom it
might concern to afford Mr. Anthony Roberts and Miss
Ann Wheatherton (passport numbers such and such)
dl necescary facilities for regaining England on
account of the mobilisation.

" My dear,” sad Ann, trotting as fast as she could
besideme, " will these waive aside the Police Cordon ? "

" No."

" Then what next ? "

" The Etat Major!"

" The what ? "

" The headquarters of the loca French Army."

" Do you know wherethey are ? "

" Yes, we walked past it thismorning. It wasin that
square where dl the buses were packed. Y ou remem-
ber ? It was being beseged by reservigs.”

" What are we going to do there ? "

" Just what you suggested, my darling,” | replied.

" Enligt the help of the French Army."

Wefound the placewithout difficulty. It wasawhite
stone building with a gaping door and the untidy dob-
Bgroon the steps left by the passage of many pairs of

tS.

A sentry poked his head out a us.

"What dyer want?" he growled, sucking at his
pipe.

| waved the Consulate paper in hiaface.

" Important,” | sad sharply.

" Ah'! " sad the sentry, steadying the paper with one
hand. "Ah! Ah!"

He appeared to read laborioudy. | glanced up and
down the road, afraid that Frant or an inquistive
policeman would see us in the doorway, but the square
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was empty except for the line of coloured coaches and
the dim figures of their soldier guardians.

At lagt the sentry appeared satisfied.

" This way," he nodded.

We were shown into asmal bare room that conssted
amos entirdy of alarge table piled high with memos,
agendas, notebooks, foolscap, and all the other para
phernalia of a paper war.

Behind these mountains of words sat a young and
harassed-looking soldier in spectacles budly fillingin a
pink form.

He looked up wearily. He was | beieve, a
Lance-corporal.

"Yes?" he sad, politely.

"Will you countersign these forms?" | asked.
"They will carry more weight with the Army stamp
on them "

" Certainly," sad the Lance-corpord. " Anything
you like! "

And bang! bang! our papers were stamped |

He handed them to us with the ingratiating smile
of a shop assstant, saying:

" Anything dse ?"

"Yes" | replied, somewhat to his surprise. " There
are no trains, buses or cars leaving Nice to-night. My
friend and | are, asyou canimagine, in very much of a
hurry. Is there an Army lorry going to Marsalles to-
night and if so, can we get alift on it ?' '

The Lance-corpora scratched his head.

" It's very irregular,” he murmured.

" | am a oldier, too!" | answered, drawing mysdf
up. " A soldier of England. AsaComradein Arms, I,
too, am entitled to military transport,”

" True," muttered the young man. " What about
theyoung lady ? "
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" She too, is aoldier | She is an ambulance driver
for the British Army."

" Ahwdl," sad the Lance-corpord in arelieved tone
of voice " In that case there is no difficulty. Il
make out aform for you and if you turn left on leaving
the building, you will find a line of lorries about a
hundred yards down. One is certain to be going to
Marsalles." _

Hemadeout thenew form, stamped itfirmly, handed
it to us and sad cheerily in English :

" English spoken ! English spoken! "

To which strange utterance | answered:

" Vive la Francel "

It had the desired effect. We shook hands dl round
and assured each other that we were brothers and that
our fathers had fought together as brothers! We
did not, however, mention that our grandfathers
and ancestors certainly fought together—not as
brothers! . . .

We soon found alorry bound for Marsglles.

" Jump in the back," sad the smdl khaki-dad
fellow who drove. " Therésnoroomfor usdl infront.
My mate'sfat. You'll be comfortablein the back. It's
full of uniforms and blankets. Make yoursdves at
home."

He winked broadly.

In we got and presently the motor started up and we
were off. The vehide swayed and lurched dong the
dredts, turning corners with disconcerting rapidity.
At first we spent the time warding off the baes of
chlorinated dothing that kept failing on top of us, but
presently everything began to settle down, and when
the more dangerous looking bales had been digposed of
we were able to make oursalves relatively comfortable.

We had not been travelling for more than ten minutes
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when with a screech of brakes and a jolting that upset
the baes again, the lorry came to a violent stop.

We heard the driver shout:

" What is it ?"

Then came another voice from the road.

" Sorry. Didn't know it was an Army lorry. Got
ordersto stop dl traffic.”

"Eh! EhIl What for?"

" Fastid refugees.”

"Eh! Eh! Hope you catch the dirty bastards ! "

" We will,"

"Canlgoon?"

"Yes. Goodnight!"

" Good night to you."

The lorry started up and we were off again—this
time on the road to freedom.

" Weve got a long journey ahead,” | sad to Ann
after we had passed the Police Cordon. " Get as much
desp as you can.”

" 0OK." sheyawned. " Thereissomething we have
forgotten to do, you know."

" What ? "

"Tel Uncle Ned! What will the old thing be
thinking ? " '

Ann was soon adeep, but | il felt too keyed up to
desp. | sat onabae of uniformsinstead, reviewing the
Stuation. Although we had escgped from Nice we were
dtill not completely out of danger, for the Nigois police
would certainly circulate our description to the rest of
France and keep a sharp look-out for us. At the same
time Frant might have confederates dl over the
country dso on the dert. The more | thought of it
the less | liked it. | could afford to take no risks now.
We, and we done, were in possesson of a document
that would be of immense value to England. We could
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not court fallure through a lack of forethought. As
Ann Wheatherton and Anthony Roberts, we were
extremely congpicuous, for most of the young English
couples had left the Riviera during the previous week.
We needed a little camouflage and camouflage con-
sged, not of wearing a black beard and horn-rimmed
spectacles, but of toning in with the surroundings.
How could two such obvioudy English-looking people
as us hope to conced our identities ?

Even as | put this question to mysdf the answer
came; infact, | wassittingonit! With France reduced
now to amass of reservists, uniformed or not, the most
inconspicuous clothing to wear would be a uniform.

| set to work at once and soon had as complete a st
as my scanty knowledge of French uniforms would
permit. These | stowed in a corner and decided to
await events. The disappearance of Anthony Roberts
was amost a certainty. With his disappearance Ann
now became a lone English girl returning to England.
No one was looking for a girl alone! A pair of sun-
glasses and a few changes in style would soon remove
al individuality from my companion.

Feding happier in mind | now found my head nod-
ding to the rhythm of the lurching lorry. The whedls
began to sing drowslly, " We're going home! Were
going home! " | snuggled doser to the coarse suits
around me and lulled by the muffled roar of the engine

dropped off adeep.

It was dill dark when the lorry came to a halt again.
It was the slence that woke me up. | sat up. What
had happened now ? | could hear no sound of voices,
but presently the back of the vehicle dropped and a
white face peered in a us. It was the driver.
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"We're spending the night here” he grinned,
" friends of ours™

He nodded at a small house that stood back from the
road in a garden of mimosa and orange. It looked
unred in the moonlight with its flat roof and back*
ground of Cyprus trees. The other soldier in the
meantime had knocked at the door. A woman came
jumping out and embraced the caller with dhrill
cries of delight.

" Good company ! " grinned thedriver. " Comein."

He was not very pressng in his invitation.

" There isn't much room but we could find a sofa
for you and the young lady. Plenty of wine.. Very
discreet! "

" | want to get to Marsallles” | cried.

" In the morning! In the morning | " replied the
other. " What!s the hurry ? "

" I've got to get back to my country."

" Teke my advice" sad the other. " Enjoy your-
«f while you can, asfor therest . . . !I"

He shrugged his shoulders.

" I'll stay here)" | sad. " Where is the station ? "

" Two kilometres down the road. Therell be no
train till the morning.”

" Il catch the first."

"Just as ypu like"grinned the other. ™ Seep
wdl." He winked. " Dont blame you for keeping
the little girl to yourself. It's comfortable and warm
here, too. Good night !" '

With that the white face was withdrawn and the
lumpy figure went bounding up the moonlit garden
path to its pleasure.

| changed rapidly into the poilu's uniform and
stuffed my own clothes into a kit-bag. Then having
woken Ann, | told her that we were on our way.
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She was dill very degpy and showed no surprise a
seeing mein aFrench uniform. She must have thought
it a part of her dream, for when | told her to continue
deeping and not be surprised to find hersdf aone when
next she woke, she nodded her head and sad drowsily:
" Don't wake the cook ! ™

| wrote her a note, and leaving her, took the driver's
seat. Theignition key was dill inits dot. It was, in
fact, dill " On," the driver having forgotten to switch
off after sdling his engine.

Petrol was plentiful. The engine was gill warm and
started without any trouble. 1t would be many hours
before the two worthy sons of France redised that
the lorry had gone, and it would be ill later before
they had thought of a sufficiently good story to risk
making a report.

It was, therefore, with a feeling of sdf-satisfaction
that | let in the gear and, keeping the sea on my left
and the mountains on my right started on the long
journey for Marsalles.

The distance is greater than one might imagine, and
we did not arrive a Marsdlles Central Station until
late in the afternoon after a pleasant drive adong the
Riviera where the greater part of the French army
seemed to be bathing and desping with arms piled on
the sand behind them.

We abandoned Camdlia, as we cdled our lorry, in
Masalles with some regret, for we had become very
attached to her, especidly when, after breakfast,
Ann had woken up sufficiently to put on a kepi and
tunic and gt in front with me. The disguise, though
thin, was sufficient, for the dirty windscreen forbade
dose scrutiny.

" Food," | sad, as we pushed our way into the
overcrowded dation, " is essentid. God knows



210 SUNSTROKE

\t/)vt;lgn the next med will be available. Where's the
uffet ? "

The buffet was as crowded as the rest of the station.
Reservigs streamed from it, their haversacks protrud-
ing with bottles of red wine and their mouths full of
dry ham and crumbly bread. There was il a little
food and a few bottles of Vichy water left on the wet
counters. .

Armed with sx ham sandwiches and four bottles of
Vichy water we were about to make our way to the
train when two figures pushing their way vigorously
through the crowd froze us to the spot,

ItwasDr. and Mrs. Frant!

They passed without seeing us, and even had they
seen us it is doubtful whether they would have
recognised their enemies in my disguise of a poilu
and Ann'simitation of a cheaply dressed French girl.

What were they doing in Marsellles ?

" Come on," | whispered. " Let's see what they're
up to."

Pushing fiercely againg the muttering crowd and
jumping up ever and anon to catch a glimpse of Frant's
fair hair, we found that our enemies were heading for
the very train upon which we intended to leave Mar-
slles! They passed through the barrier. We fol-
lowed, thanks to our imposing looking documents.
They entered a first-class coach. We entered a third
behind them.

" Uncomfortable perhaps” | said, " but poilus and
their girl friends don't travel first unless the train is
full.”

It was surprisingly empty. The panic rushes by the
civilian population of the previous days had given
place to an equaly panic shunning of dl trains now
that war was 0 near. Fear of being bombed by the
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Germans outweighed fear of being captured by the
Italians!

" Now," | said, settling down comfortably in the
corner, " Frant is obvioudy making for England.”

" Or Germany ? "

"He'd go through Italy in that case and not risk
being caught in France after a declaration of war.
It can only be England ! "

"Why ?"

" Having failed to catch us to-day he must have
realised that we'd escaped or were escaping from Nice.
He must, therefore, reach England before us in order to
warn his confederates.”

| burst into a happy shout of laughter.

" What's the joke ? " asked Ann.

" Were chasng him now,” | cried jubilantly.
" Don't you see ? The hunter hunted ! The amateurs
beating the professional! Anything you like! Don't
you feel it, too ? After dl, Frant and his little friends
have been making life just as uncomfortable as they
can for us and now the roles are reversed ! "

" That's dl right, but what are you going to do ? "

" Do? Why, follow him of course and arrange a
reception for our dear friends as they land in England.
Ah! there are the whistles. WEeIl be off any minute
now. Herewego!"

With a succession of jolts and a crescendo of whistles
and shouts, the late train drew itself out of the sombre
station and prepared itsdlf for the long drag to Paris.

| cannot attempt to describe with any accuracy or
detail that strange race home, for time became eastic
and the hours logt dl meaning. The monotonous
crumb-er-rumb of wheds on rails were our minutes,
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the stops our hours. We looked at our watches but
their hands meant nothing to us. We looked at the
stations to find out how far we were from Peris, but
the names were covered with sackcloth. Asfar as we
were concerned our train was our world |

Never was there so strange atrain.  There were no
stewards, no ticket collectors, no regular stops and no
new passengers. We even began to doubt if there
was an engine driver! We knew there was a guard,
however, for he got down at each deserted station and
waved his flag forlornly to the engine. | asked him
what time wed arrive in Paris.

" God knows," he cried, " I'm not sure well ever
get there. Don't know if we're even supposed to move.
May not even be on the right track. All new to me,
but as long as were moving were a least getting
somewhere! "

At this he'd wave his flag, shrug his shoulders, and
re-enter the cubbyhole, while the traift crept dowly
forward again. The need to eat gave asinister twist to
our ghost-train progress. There was, of course, neither
food nor drink on the train and there was no food at
any of the stations. Whenever we stopped (and that
was a admost every station), the train seemed to
burst asunder while a mad stampede of hungry human
beings raced for the nearest buffet. Then the train
would start again and an equaly mad rush would
bring them al back again. This would be repeated at
every dsation. The lucky ones would sometimes
return with a cellophane packet or two of Lu-Lu
biscuits. We saw Frant on many occasons foraging
for himsdf and his wife, and it must be admitted that
he was extremely successful on each expedition. Wef
oursalves never left the compartment for our sand-
wiches (young loaves enclosng thick dices of ham
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and butter) and our Vichy water were sufficient for
our needs. We did not wish to be recognised by Frant.

We left Marsallles just before 8 p.m. on Saturday,
and we arrived in Paris about 7 p.m. on Sunday,
September 3rd, 1939, to find the Garde Mobile holding
back the silent crowds at the station and the newspaper
boys sdling Paris-Sons, reduced to a sngle shest,
carrying the headlines:

ENGLAND DECLARES WAR ON GERMANY AT Il AM.
FRANCE AT 5 PM.

Paris was very slent and empty as we raced after
Frant to the Gare du Nord. A few Gardes Mobiles,
no traffic, tall houses looking sadly down on the
deserted boulevards, that was our last impression of the
Gay City.

The Gare du Nord was, as usud, very noisy. The
reservists were as numerous as ever. There was a
train leaving for Boulogne a 749, though whether it
would really reach Boulogne nobody seemed to know.
It was packed. | found Ann a seat in the corridor and
ran off to send my first telegram to warn England of
Frant's movements. It was addressed to the Colonel
in person. It ran:

DR. AND MRS. FRANT PASSED THROUGH PARIS
7 PM. ON WAY ENGLAND VIA BOULOGNE STOP PLEASE
ARRANGE RECEPTION STOP AM FOLLOWING UP STOP
ANTHONY ROBERTS.

| dmost missed the train. It had begun to steam out
as| raced up the platform. | legpt tor the door. People
cheered. It was the wrong coach so | had to fight my
way forward. There were men everywhere, dl were in



214 SUNSTROKE

varying stages of intoxication. It was the last great
binge before rejoining the regiment. Red wine flowed,
Communist songs rocked to the rhythm of wheels,
snores and grunts of those adeep in the corridors filled
the dlences, and over it dl like the powder fumes of a
battlefield hung the haze of tobacco smoke.

Boots, legs, bottles, bodies! A carpet of them! No
gpace for footsteps.  Grunts and groans as one trod on
tender spots.  Encouragements and curses.  Songs and
screams to the rocking of wheels'!

Ahl Annat last! Sitting smal and huddled on a
suitcase in a corner, a large, belching man lying like
awatch dog at her feet, another half out of the window
waving an empty bottle and shouting, " Quicker!
Quicker ! A hundred miles an hour! To war! To
war! " Another sitting head in hands murmuring :
" My poor wife! My poor children! Shdl | ever
seethem again ? "

Squeezing down by Ann. No, no one had molested
her. They were drunk, but good-natured and satisfied.
The long jolting night still lay ahead with the cold
September breeze sweeping down among the huddled
deepers.

Amiens, and the coach is freer !

Boulogne at last at 4 am. A cold sea-breeze brings
asmndl of fish and drains.  The cobbles ring hollow The
water smacks against the stone and looks aily in the
subdued lights of the harbour.

No, there is no room in this hotel | Not a bed to be
had in Boulogne. We lie againgt each other on a sofa |
The train is dill rocking in our feet.

Wheeboo! The dren screams over the clustered
town. Itis6am. Weawake. It is strange to hear a
gren and know that it is in earnest this time. We
look put of the window at the sky above us. It is clear
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and pae blue. Very pure and limpid with strangely
defined black clouds looking very solid agang it.
There is no Sgn of aircraft.

We go back to deep.

Breakfast is gulped in untidy discomfort. Another
telegram to the Colonel. We walk the cobbled streets
and look at the boats. No ship leaving till the after-
noon. WEIl sal in the Maid of Orleans. There is
another ar-rad warning. We continue to walk
nonchalantly but keep an ear open for the sound of
engines and an eye dive for cover. We see Frant in the
distance looking very English, throwing plates across
the quay from a smdl cafe. We avoid him. Hell be
on the Maid of Orleans.

Lunch. Forgotten, where or how or when we had it |
It was probably of fish in a amdl cafe for ten francs.
But no memory of that meal remains, and yet it was
our last on French soil.

The Maid of Orleans saled in the early afternoon.
The sun was warm, the sea cdm. People wandered
up and down the deck, taking photograph of each other,
pointing out imaginary U-boat periscopes and ex-
changing rumours. The Athenia torpedoed and sunk.
London bombed. Three German aircraft shot down
over Dunkirk. But England was drawing nearer. |
had work to do in conference with the passport officer.
| could not afford to rely on my telegrams from Paris
and Boulogne.

It was in this manner that | missed the approach to
England, but Ann told me that the White Cliffs had
never looked more beautiful for a rain-storm of blue
clouds had swept up over Folkestone and had then
given place to a rainbow that had spanned the port
from green hill to green hill.

We ae inl All is dglent. The quiet queue
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¥vaits (tjo have its passports examined, shuffling dowly
orward. - - ; . -

Suddenly a scuffling and heaving in the crowd from
somewhere ahead! Heads move this way and that
and bodies rise on tip-toe to see. What's happening ?
A big, wdl-built man with fair hair is seen struggling
with others near the passport tables, while a dark-
haired woman bites and screams! But not for long.
The struggling ceeses. The crowd shuffleson. Voices
ripple in conjecture. What happened ? Somebody
ventured " aspy! " His tone is sf-constious. The
retort comes quickly: " That sort of thing doesnt
happen here. Probably feding seasck ! ™

The speculations fade away. The travelers press
forward with eager downess. The disturbance is soon
forgotten and al minds are on the cups of tea boiling
in the long, comfortable trains.

Thus, quietly came about the arrest of Dr. and Mrs.
Frant as they were about to land on the England they
hated so fiercely; while, hand in hand, Ann and I,
now strangely done and not a little afraid, advanced
to where John Buckingham and the Colond stood with
hands outstretched in welcome.

THE END
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