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FIVE DAYS






CHAPTER ONE

EADLESTON PREECE sat on the flagged terrace of his

Long Island home and contemplated the night. It was a
soft night of gentle hushed sounds and moonlight; a night for
lovers and gardens and pleasant philandering thoughts. It was
the sort of night nature brings in the early summer expressly
for the furtherance of her own ends, yet to Beadleston, for all
its loveliness, it was a horrible night.

Beadleston Preece was young—twenty-eight. Being young,
his mind, on such a night, should have been crowded with
visions of oodles of fair ladies clad in clinging gossamer
garments, and one particular lady probably dressed as a bride.
It should have been occupied with thoughts of bright hearths
and seductively furnished boudoirs. Quite a different proces-
sion of visions crossed before his staring eyes.

Instead of fair ladies he saw grubby men in blue working
clothes with the striped aprons peculiar to moving-van people.
He saw them over and over again as they carried from the
great house behind him things he had come to love. He saw
the auctioneer, tall, gaunt; heard his rasping voice making
bad jokes about the low prices offered for the knick-knacks
and curios that had been Beadle’s particular pride. He saw
Milton Sands, whom he had thought his true friend, sitting
behind a huge glass-topped desk in his office, telling him with
a nice show of sadness that he had succeeded in losing for
Beadle in the stock market the several millions of dollars he
had inherited from his father the year before. Beadle didn’t
see the look of relief on Sands’ face when he accepted his
explanation. But then Beadle had no reason to suspect there
had been any irregularity.

Along with the visions of the moving-van men and Milton
Sands came others. There was the vision of a girl—a tall,
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4 THE HATCH WAY

stately girl named Madelaine—who had been engaged to
Beadle and who, when the crash came, had suddenly ceased
to be engaged to Beadle. There were the visions of many
people he had thought were friends; people he had wined and
dined and who had left him as quickly as Madelaine as soon
as they saw he couldn’t wine and dine them any longer.

He saw the house behind him stripped of its furnishings—
as empty as his life.

It occurred vaguely to Beadle that his life had been empty
all along and he just hadn’t known it—he saw himself now
clearly, stripped naked as the house. He saw that because he
wasn’t really handsome and not really bright, people hadn’t
ever liked him for himself but simply for what he could give
them. This led to another procession of thoughts; bitter, self-
damning thoughts that reached all the way from his childhood
to the present moment; thoughts of failure, of letting himself
be walked over; thoughts of another girl, also tall, named
Carlotta, who had walked over him for years and bedeviled
him and teased him because he was prissy; thoughts of his
timidity (for Beadle was frightened of almost everything),
wretched, grinding, galling thoughts.

When he had sat so on the terrace for an hour, he started
to get up. He had decided to go up to his room and quietly
hang himself. He didn’t like the idea of hanging, but it would
be an end and he thought he could find courage enough to go
through with it. Then suddenly he realized that he was no
longer alone. He turned and peered into the darkness toward
the house. A man was standing there. The man had a gun
and the gun was pointing directly at Beadle’s head.

It didn’t surprise Beadle that a man should be standing on
his terrace, pointing a gun at him, because in the past month
his mind had grown accustomed to accepting revolutionary
happenings.

*“Stick ’em up or I'll shoot!”

Beadle stared at him. Then he sighed and said, “I wish you
would.”
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“You what?”

“I wish you would shoot. You see,”” Beadle explained almost
apologetically, “I haven’t got anything to live for now, so I
wish you would shoot me.”

The man came closer and looked at Beadle almost as though
he were afraid of him. He said, “You’re no friend of mine—
why should I do you a favour and go to de chair for it?”

*“But I thought you wanted to shoot me.”

*“Naw, I don’t want to shoot you.”

“But—"

The man waved his gun menacingly.

“I ain’t gonna shoot nobody, see?”

“Then why carry that pistol around?”

The man thought about this. He lowered the weapon and
looked at it as though he were seeing it for the first time.
There was about him the air of one who is completely stumped.
Then he said, “I’m blamed if I know!”

Many people would have thought this a strange answer to
come from the lips of a hardened criminal. To Beadle it
seemed perfectly logical. He said, *“I didn’t think you knew.
What'’s your name?”

“My name’s Swazey,” said the burglar. “What’s yours?”

“Preece.”

Instinctively, after the American manner, they shook hands.

“Glad to know you, Mr. Preece,” said Swazey.

“Sit down,” said Beadle. “I'd like to talk to you.”

Swazey sat down. He said, “About you havin’ nothin’ to
live for, I suppose.”

Beadle nodded. Swazey cocked his head on one side and
said, *‘Ain’t you ’shamed, sayin’ a thing like that—you with
your fine horses an’ your automobiles an’ butlers an’ maids
even. Maids!—An’ you say you got nothin’ to live for!”

“I haven’t any of those things,” said Beadle. “I'used to have.
I—I'm leaving here to-morrow. It isn’t mine any more.”

“Oh!” Swazey looked down for a second in thought.
“What was it? The ponies or women?”
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“Neither. A friend of mine lost it for me in the stock
market.”

“Nice friend,” said Swazey. “That’s tough.” And then,
being a man of few words, “Tough!”

“It’s a horse on you,” said Beadle. ‘““You came to burgle the
house and there’s nothing in the house.”

“Oh, dat’s all right,” said Swazey. “I don’t mind. Dere’s
lots of houses.”

“It’s nice of you to take it that way,” said Beadle.

A silence fell between them. Beadle was thinking about
Swazey—wondering, vaguely, why he liked talking to him.
He supposed it was because he was so horribly lonely and that
in a way Swazey had saved his life by keeping him from
going up to his room just then. Swazey, on the other hand, was
thinking about Beadle. He admired Beadle for being brave
enough to look into the muzzle of his gun without flinching.
He liked Beadle for it. In his simple code, people he liked were
his friends. He was annoyed that this new friend had been so
put upon.

“Say,” he said, “‘did you beat up dis guy what lost your
chink for you?”

“Oh, no,” said Beadle. ‘“He’s much too big.”

“Didn’t you do nothin’ to him?”

Beadle shook his head.

“Where does he live?”

Beadle sighed and said, “He lives in a lovely big house about
a mile from here.”

“Oh,” said Swazey. “Dat’s different.”

“It’s pretty awful,” said Beadle. *I lost almost everything I
had in the world—he didn’t lose anything in the deal. There
he is with his house and his yacht and here am I—busted.”

This seemed to cause some train of thought to pass through
Swazey’s mind. He wriggled and screwed his enormous face
into an expression of pain that clearly indicated he was think-
ing. Presently he spoke again.

‘““Say, you ain’t going to pinch me for burglary?”
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“Why should I? You haven’t hurt me or taken anything.”

“Dat ain’t my fault.”

“Milton Sands is the guy who’s hurt me—he’s the one
who’s done the taking around here.”

Swazey didn’t feel like entering into comparisons about him-
self and Sands. He had a mind which, when overtaxed, be-
came easily exhausted, so he stuck to the one idea. He said,
“Never mind about me bein’ a burgular.”

“I don’t mind about your being a burgular.”

“You said this bozo’s name was Milton Sands?”

Beadle nodded.

“Well, I don’t get down this way often.”

“You must stop in again,” said Beadle. He smiled. *I like
talking to you.”

“A nye for a nye,” said the burglar.

“What?” said Beadle.

“I mean Milton Sands,” said Swazey. ‘“Look here, why
don’t you go steal somethin’ of his? I'll help you.”

For a long time Beadle didn’t answer. He was thinking;
thinking along clear, simple lines. Swazey had started some-
thing with his “nye for a nye” talk. The poetic justice of it
appealed to Beadle.

Normally, the thoughts he was thinking would have shocked
him, but to-night his whole being was undergoing a strange
metamorphosis. Things he had loved he now hated. It
naturally followed that things that had once revolted him
should now seem quite pleasant. He sat up abruptly and
turned to Swazey.

“Come up to my room,” he said, “and we’ll have a snort
before we get going.”



CHAPTER TWO

WENTY minutes later Beadle stood alone in the panelled

hallway by the front door. He had wanted to be alone for
a moment to bid farewell to the house and so had told Swazey
to get his car and wait for him under the porte-cochére. He
stood now with a suitcase in one hand and his hat in the
other, a picture of desolation. One snort with Swazey had led
to another and Beadle was a little drunk. He wasn’t used to
being even a little drunk, so it made him sloppily sentimental.
He thought of how he must look, standing there in the half-
lighted hall, saying good-bye to his home for the last time—
and was properly moved. He thought about it for several
minutes, raised the hand with the hat in it and said, “Good-bye,
house!” Then he bowed his head and with a heavily dramatic
gesture, spun on his heel and started for the door.

But he forgot that in his left hand he held a suitcase. It
swung between his legs and he fell over it. When he picked
himself up and started again for the door, much of the senti-
mental twaddle had been shaken out of him and he realized
that it was really rather exciting and agreeable to be starting
off adventuring with a professional burglar. Without any
dramatics at all he went out on to the front porch, closed the
door of his home behind him, and looked about for Swazey.

Swazey was nowhere in sight. Beadle called to him. Pre-
sently a car that had evidently been driven up behind some
bushes on the lawn came out into the driveway. Beadle got in.
He said, “Why did you drive into the bushes?”

Swazey snapped his fingers apologetically.

“I just couldn’t help it!”

“Had I better drive?”

“Oh, it ain’t the drink,” said Swazey. “You see, it’s like dis
—when all’s said an’ done, after all, I'm a burgular.”
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“T know,” said Beadle. “You told me before.”

“Well, you know, Mr. Preece, a burgular can’t drive right
up to the front door, now can he?”’

Beadle was silent. Swazey waited patiently for his answer,
the car still standing under the porte-cochére. Swazey was
incapable of talking and driving simultaneously and he
wanted the point cleared up. As Beadle didn’t answer, he said
again, “Now can he, Mr. Preece?”

Beadle had forgotten the question and had been pondering
other matters. Now he looked up. “Oh, no,” he said; “but I
wish you’d call me Beadle. Everyone does.”

“0O.K., pal,” said Swazey. ‘‘Where to now?”

Beadle showed him. A little while later the car, which was
a noisy and unpleasant car, rattled into Milton Sands’ drive-
way. Swazey at once swung off the gravel on to the lawn,
where the wheels made no sound. He seemed to think this
deadening of the wheels would make their passage silent. He
forgot about the motor. He couldn’t think of the wheels and
the motor at the same time. Beadle prodded him with his
elbow and said, “Hey, where are you going?”

Swazey smiled broadly and again snapped his fingers in
apology.

“I'm sorry,” he said. “I forgot youse was wit me, Mr.
Preece. You know, when all’s said and done——""

“I know,” said Beadle. ‘‘Stop right here.”

The car stopped.

*“Have you got the note?”

“It’s tied to de steering,” said Swazey.

“Fine.”

Beadle got out and picked up his suitcase. Swazey took it
from him and Beadle set off across the smooth turf of the
lawn toward the foot of it, where the white railings of a
yacht landing could be seen faintly standing out against the
black water of Hempstead Harbour. Halfway to the landing
Swazey stopped.

*“Say,” he said. “I forgot to shut off de motor.”
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Beadle chuckled. “That’s fine.”

He chuckled again, thinking that in a little while the car
would begin to steam and boil and spout geysers of water and
quite possibly blow up, and that Milton Sands would be
awakened and then would be given the note. He laughed
softly and led the way on to the dock and down a precipitous
incline to the landing float.

“There she is!”

The two of them stared over the still surface of the harbour
to where Milton Sands’ yacht Electra lay. A few hundred feet
offshore, she looked like a grey shadow in the darkness. High
above her the anchor light winked at them.

“What is she?”’ said Swazey.

“Fifty-foot express cruiser.”

“Oh,” said Swazey. “Freight boat, eh?”

“No,” said Beadle. *“That means she’s very fast. She’ll do
thirty knots.”

“Why knots?” said Swazey.

“You call it knots on the water.”

“I see,” said Swazey, like the blind man. He looked sharply
at Beadle.

“Say,” he said, “‘suppose there’s some crews on it. What do
we do?”’

Beadle smiled. He said, “There isn’t. I called up a while ago
and asked to speak to the captain. They said he and the crew
hadn’t come back from the village.”

Swazey nodded respectfully. He knew strategy when he
saw it.

“They’d gone to the movies,” said Beadle.

“What’d they see?”” asked Swazey, but Beadle didn’t answer.
He was bending over the painter of a tiny rowboat that lay
alongside the float. Presently he got it undone and clumsily
stepped aboard. Swazey followed him with the suitcase and
they each took an oar and paddled out toward the Electra. It
was very quiet on the water, almost frighteningly quiet. There
wasn’t a sound except the inexpert splashing of their oars.
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It took them several minutes to go the little distance between
the boat and the dock, because Swazey pushed harder on
his oar than Beadle and it made them go corkscrew fashion;
but presently they came up under the bow and caught hold of
the wearing strip and pulled themselves astern to where they
could see a gangway leading over the side. They climbed up it
and stepped on to the deck. Protective instinct made them pull
the steps up after them. The rowboat they let drift away.

It was even quieter aboard the yacht than it had been in
the rowboat. The night was so still she scarcely swung at all.
The stars seemed much brighter than they did on shore
because their reflections were all about in the water. They
seemed to hang in space—like the yacht. Nothing in all the
world seemed moving or alive or real.

“Cheez!” said Swazey. It was his compliment to nature’s
beauty. He had never before been on the water at night. He
was impressed.

Beadle, too, was impressed, but differently. The occasional
glint of mahogany reflecting a gleam from the masthead light,
the outline of the deck-house against the sky, the ship smell,
gave him a curious sense of exaltation. He felt like a child who
has suddenly discovered some unbelievably wonderful Christ-
mas toy hidden away in a cupboard. A toy of fascinating
mechanical possibilities, gleaming with bright new paint—
waiting to be played with. The fact that he knew he had no
legal right to be discovering and taking the toy made the joy of
it a hundredfold grecater. Beadle in all his life had never done
anything he shouldn’t. Westminster, Harvard, and two aunts
who had brought him up had seen to it that he didn’t do any-
thing he shouldn’t. Now, as he stood on this captured deck,
he felt as happy as an Oriental emperor swiping a juicy chunk
of somebody else’s country. He turned to Swazey.

“Isn’t it splendid!”

Swazey nodded.

“Fat of de land,” he said. He gestured toward the deck-
house. *Let’s go in de¢ front parlour dere and look around.”

B
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They walked together, uncertainly, along the deck; found
a door and entered. Beadle groped along the walls for an
electric switch. He pressed it and the room sprang into light.
Swazey looked about him, snapped his fingers and said, “Back
in a minute, Cap’n. You give me an idea.”

Left alone, Beadle stared about him in fascinated interest,
for the yacht’s wheel and engine controls were there; burnished
brass levers, mysterious instruments with shiny dials and
figures. Beadle had been in that deck-house before, with
Milton Sands, but he had never noticed any of these things that
now seemed to whisper of power to be commanded and beg
to be turned and pulled and pushed.

He stepped up to the wheel, spread his feet apart and
gripped the spokes firmly. He stared at his reflection in the
heavy plate glass of the windows and smiled to himself.

*‘Avast,” he muttered. ‘‘Avast below!”

He peered ahead and gave the wheel a savage twist, as
though trying to avoid some obstruction in a seaway. He
smiled again. “I think it’s fun,” he said, “being a sailor.”

Then he heard Swazey coming along the deck and tried to
pretend he hadn’t been pretending to steer. Swazey had two
glasses and an open bottle of champagne. He entered the deck-
house beaming, his heavy face made almost attractive by the
obvious pleasure written all over it.

“I found dis,” he said, “and t'ought we might drink some
toast to de Electra.”

“Drink some toast?”’ said Beadle. “What do——" Then he
caught on and said, “Oh, yes, let’s.” Swazey filled the glasses
and held his aloft.

“To de Electra, de queen of de wave!”

They drank the toast. Then they drank a toast to each other
and then the urge to adventure came over them again. It hit
Beadle first. It had been hard to resist the brass levers before
the glass of champagne; now it was impossible. He turned to
Swazey and tried to assume a commanding air. He had heard
Milton Sands go through some mystic ritual whengver he
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had gone out on the boat with him. He remembered some
of it.

*“Cast off the moorings,” he said.

“Fine talk,” said Swazey. ‘“What is moorings?”

Beadle looked at him in disappointment.

“Untie the thing,” he said, “up in front.”

“T’ll try,” said Swazey.

“Hurry,” said Beadle. *“It just might be awkward if we
were found here.”

This was a point of etiquette Swazey understood perfectly.
For years and years he had been going places suddenly to
avoid being “found” in other places. He said, “You stay here
and twiddle t’'ings. I got an idea.”

Swazey started forward. Beadle saw him take a large knife
out of his hip pocket. A moment later he heard a splash and
noticed the bow of the yacht slowly swinging around. Then
the ebb tide began to carry them sideways toward the Sound.
Beadle, thoroughly delighted, swung the wheel back and forth
and peered ahead of him the way he had seen sailors do in the
movies. Swazey came back and said, “What do we do now,
row?”

The remark nicked Beadle’s pride. He gave Swazey a
withering look.

*“Certainly not!”

“0.K.; I was just wondering.”

“We let her gain headway,” said Beadle, though he knew it
didn’t make sense, “‘and then we start the motors.”

As he spoke, hope and inspiration came. It suddenly
occurred to him that the motive power was undoubtedly
similar to an automobile engine. He looked carefully at the
instrument board and saw a switch that had “On” and “Off”
written on it. He turned it to “On.” Then he looked for
buttons in the floor, found one, and pushed it.

Almost immediately he was rewarded by a tremendously
noisy rumpus from somewhere beneath his feet. The boat
vibrated and a throaty roar issued from its stern. He pulled
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on what looked like an automobile throttle and the turmoil
quieted to a steady hum. Then he noticed another switch and
pushed another button, and started the second engine with a
great hullabaloo. He grinned at Swazey.

“This is fine!” he said. *“Isn’t it, Swazey?”

“No,” said Swazey. *“‘De noise scares me. It don’t sound like
nothin’ I ever hoid.”

“Rats!” said Beadle.

Swazey looked about him nervously.

“Where?”

“Just an expression,” said Beadle. ‘“Now we’ll start.”

Applying his motor-car knowledge to the mechanical
proposition confronting him, he located a clutch pedal for
each motor and realized that the long brass handles must be
what he termed in his own mind “the gear shift levers.” By
means of a gymnastic feat that would have shamed the
Electra’s professional captain, he succeeded in jumping on both
clutches and pulling both levers at the same time. When he
jumped off the clutches, he opened the throttles wide and the
next second the Electra was shooting through the water. But
the manceuvre had failed, because she was shooting backwards.
Beadle was afraid Swazey might notice it. He jumped on the
clutches again and seized the levers.

“Just testing her out,” he said.

He shoved the levers the other way. The Electra, with a
churning of foam and phosphorus at her stern, moved for-
ward. Beadle took a deep breath. It was probably the first
time in his life that he had ever mastered a problem alone and
unaided. He opened the throttles wide. The Electra gathered
speed, her bow lifted out of the water, two sheets of spray
rose on each side of her, the deck shook as the power of four
hundred horses pent up in the great engines drove her on.

A wild exhilaration now possessed Beadle, filled him with a
strange sense of power. He swung the wheel back and forth
and felt the flying ship answer his touch like a polo pony.
Staring through the window, he saw ahead of him the Sound



FIVE DAYS 15

with moonlight shining on it, making a streak of silver down
its length.

“We’re off!” he called to Swazey.

The Electra rushed on, past the last high bluff of the harbour,
out into the moonlight. The spray that flew from her bows
turned into platinum and diamonds now, and where it fell
back, into sapphires. Beadle looked to his left and saw the
moonlight made a great wide silver road down the middle of
the Sound; a road without borders, fenceless, alluring. He
swung the wheel and headed into the shining way. He forgot
about Milton Sands and that he had been unhappy. He for-
got everything but the sense of new power and freedom and
the bright beauty all around him.

The Electra, straightened now to the new course, raced
onward down the moonglade.



CHAPTER THREE

R.SWAZEY’S unpleasant automobile had not blown up

during the night and so awakened Milton Sands. Nor
was he awakened when his crew came home from the movies
and found the rowboat and the Electra missing. The crew
had stopped off on the way home from the movies and assum-
ing their master had taken the yacht, were content to lie down
on the float and sleep.

Milton Sands was awakened by a very courteous and
puzzled butler, who handed him a note saying he had found it
tied with red ribbon to the steering wheel of a car that some
person had left on the front lawn.

Milton Sands frowned and looked sharply at his butler.
Then he sat up and began to read:

Dear Milton,

1 am going away and am taking the Electra with me. I have
bought Mr. Swazey’s car and am giving it to you in exchange
for the Electra. Under the circumstances, I'm sure you will
understand. . ..

Innocent line, that, about under the circumstances. Beadle
had simply meant that he thought Sands might be big-hearted
enough not to kick up much fuss. Milton Sands, whose con-
science was heavy upon him that summer’s morning, read
quite a different meaning into it. It looked to Milton as
though Beadle had caught on. He proceeded:

Mr. Swazey said you ought to be shot, Milton, for losing all
my money for me and was anxious to do it for me, but I think
I'd rather have the Electra and let you stay alive to worry
about things.

Yours truly,
Beadleston Preece.
16
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Then there was added at the insistence of and dictated by
one Swazey:

P.S. If I get any of your lip about this, I'll send Mr. Swazey
to see you and let him do what he wanted to do about you
losing the money in the first place.

B. P.

Milton Sands read his letter over three times. He had
always known Beadle was queer, but he had never dreamed
he was this queer. He had always thought, too, that if he were
suspected of any funny business in connection with the estate,
he could frighten Beadle into silent acceptance of the situa-
tion. Milton Sands was not used to being told what he should
and should not do. To be told so by Preece, whom he had
always regarded as a weakling, was almost too much. He
reached out his hand for the telephone. The police, he thought,
would handle Beadle nicely; would take a real pleasure, prob-
ably, in arresting him for the theft of the Electra. But second
thoughts stayed his hand. It struck him that the police would
mean publicity, and publicity, he realized, was something he
was in no position to stand. He wondered if Beadle knew he
had this hold over him. He thought it probable.

Then another thought struck him. If Beadle, so entirely
ignorant of maritime law that he probably didn’t even know
there was such a thing, did something horrible with the
Electra, he, Milton Sands, would be responsible. He sum-
moned his secretary. Before his eyes floated visions of Beadle
steering the Electra on a wild, wild course through crowded
waters.

Milton Sands was sorely troubled.

The secretary entered.



CHAPTER FOUR

S the sun rose over the silver spires of New York, Beadle

Preece, snug in the owner’s stateroom of the Electra, was
sleeping peacefully. In the forecastle, Swazey slept equally
peacefully, though more loudly.

It is wonderful, really, that either of them could sleep, for
the Electra was anchored just off Quarantine and liners were
continually tooting at her and then passing by and rocking
her madly in their swell. But since neither Beadle nor Swazey
had ever slept on a yacht before, they assumed that the terrific
motion and the bellowing of the horns and the indignant
cries of tug captains whose path their anchoring impeded,
were all part of the game and so should be enjoyed.

By a series of miracles that would have made the twelve
apostles blush for shame at the smaliness of the miracles they
thought stupendous, Beadle had navigated through Hell Gate,
down the East River with its Sound steamers, tows and
ferries; under the bridges and at last past the tip of Manhattan
Island to Quarantine. There, seeing other ships stopped and
apparently sleeping, it seemed fitting and proper that they
should anchor too.

There had been a little doubt in the minds of both these
gallant sailors as to the ethical way of securing a ship to the
bottom. But before Beadle could even suggest anything,
Swazey had drawn on certain technical knowledge he had
acquired driving a milk-wagon. It had been his custom to
anchor the horse with a large, round weight. Unable to find
such a device aboard the Electra he had seized upon a bit of
metal that struck him as the next best thing. It had, by the
last and perhaps greatest of the night’s miracles, turned out to
be the anchor. The second greatest miracle had been when,
just as they were about to run head on into a Sound steamer,
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the bow wave of it had thrown them out of their course and
they had missed it. Now, unutterably wearied by their adven-
turing, thoroughly pleased with themselves, and like all
tyros disgustingly proud of what seemed to them the mastery
of a new art, they were resting. It was noon before they
stirred.

Swazey awoke because the Aquitania just happened to
throw a larger swell than any of the liners that had so far
passed. The Electra heeled far to one side and deposited him
on the floor. The shock was so sudden that he instinctively
pulled his gun. When he realized what had happened, he felt
like an ass and put the gun away, and suspicious, cautiously
climbed the iron ladder to the deck. Swazey, out of his
element, craved human companionship. The sight of the great
ships that surrounded them, the strange smell of oil, salt
water and garbage, the screaming, darting seagulls, scared
him.

The same swell that threw Swazey to the floor lifted Beadle
Preece into the air, but the bed in the owner’s stateroom was
constructed so that no one, however tossed about physically
or mentally, could fall out of it, so his awakening was com-
paratively gentle.

He lay for a little time with his eyes closed and his heart
heavy, for he remembered that he had passed through tragedy
—that his world had been torn and twisted like burnt metal,
and that life was empty. Wearily, sadly, he opened his eyes,
looked about him and started violently as he realized where
he was. Then a slow smile spread over his face. The owner’s
stateroom of the Electra was a pleasant place to awaken in,
even if your world had been torn and twisted and your life
was empty. The mahogany-panelled walls and marine water
colours and the rich carpeting and curtains were comforting.
One felt reassured by such obvious, expensive evidence that
one was living in comfort. Beadle sat up, stuck his head out
of a porthole and sniffed.

The sight of the big ships and the smell of the sea that had
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frightened Swazey had quite the opposite effect on him. Per-
haps he had somewhere in his veins one small drop of buc-
caneering blood willed him by a doubtful ancestor—at any
rate, the effect of the sniffing experiment was tonic. He leaped
out of bed, stretched, expanded his chest and very nearly beat
upon it with his fists in a primitive gesture of exuberance.
Then he dressed—in white flannels and blue coat and went
to the cupboard to hang up his other clothes. In the cupboard
his eye lighted with glee on Milton Sands’ yachting-cap.

The cap, with its golden fouled anchors, yacht-club insignia
and shiny black visor, drew him like a magnet. He snatched
it from its shelf, went back before the mirror, and trying
to look like the captain of an ocean greyhound, put it on.
It promptly fell down over his ears, giving much the effect
of a sunbonnet. Beadle could have cried with disappoint-
ment. He so much wanted the feeling of power and authority
he knew the hat would give him. To a yachtsman—that is,
to a new, inexperienced yachtsman—the yachting-cap is
sword and armour.

Quite desperate, he went into the bathroom and began
savagely to tear and fold bits of tissue paper and stuff them
under the sweat-band. Then carefully he put the cap on
again and looked in the mirror. Even with the stuffing, it
didn’t give exactly the natty effect Mr. Knox the hatter had
planned for it when, with pride in his work, he had whipped
it together for Milton Sands. But now it unquestionably
looked more like a yachting-cap than it did a sunbonnet.
Beadle was delighted.

With an almost naval air he strode up the companionway
to the deck. Booted and spurred, so to speak, he was ready to
face his empty life with a smile.

On deck he spied Swazey, sitting chin in hands, staring
gloomily out at the harbour traffic. There was about the
expression on his face something that told as plainly as though
he wore a sign, that he had fallen prey to an illness famous
since men began to go down to the sea in ships. Even as
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Beadle spied him, he rose. With a grimace of pain and eyes
that rolled dizzily skyward he prostrated himself over the rail.

“Whee-wheeet!”” screamed the pleased seagulls.

“Ohhh!” said Swazey. “Oh, my!”

The scene was one that demanded an iron constitution in
any observer of it. Beadle Preece did not have an iron con-
stitution, but he had on a yachting-cap, and the mental vision
of a man in a yachting-cap hanging over a rail doing the
things that Swazey was doing simply could not be tolerated.
He went forward to the deck-house and, by way of getting
his mind off the horrible spectacle, started the engines.

“Now,” he said, ‘““we will plot the day’s course.”

He hadn’t the faintest idea what he meant by that. It was
just one of the things he’d heard Milton Sands say and he
thought it sounded well, which it did. Then he realized that
let alone not knowing what plotting a course meant, he
hadn’t any place to plot a course to.

All the world lay before Beadle Preece. The roadstead where
the Electra rolled and tossed led, he knew, to the far corners
of the earth. Like an escaped canary, who at first fancies its
little wings are strong enough to carry it on long, migratory
flights, Beadle assumed the Electra was quite large enough
to sail the Seven Seas.

“We might go to Bermuda,” he thought, and said aloud,
“We might go to Bermuda.”

Beadle almost always expressed his thoughts aloud when
he was alone. He liked to take the opportunity of saying
things when he knew he wouldn’t be contradicted. People
nearly always contradicted him.

He sat down on the long seat at the after-end of the cabin
and thought for a time about going to Bermuda. The engines
hummed agreeably, their vibration giving a sense of life to
the little ship. Then Swazey came in. Beadle said, “I guess
we might go to Bermuda, Swazey.”

“No,” said Swazey. He looked at Beadle, saw the cap and
instinctively added, *sir.”



22 THE HATCH WAY

Beadle noticed and smiled.

“The magic of brass buttons,” he said, ‘“Why don’t you
want to go to Bermuda?”’

“It’s over de ocean.”

“Well, we've got a boat.”

Swazey looked gloomily at the water.

“Dis is a hell-ship,” he said. “I never been so sick. I wanna
go home.”

Beadle looked his disappointment.

“Oh, Swazey!”

“I wanna go home,” said Swazey. “I know when I’ve had
enough, see?”

“But last night you thought it would be swell to go to sea.
You drank a toast to the life on the rolling wave.”

“Dat was last night. I t'ink different to-day.”

“I think you’re being very silly,” said Beadle. He was hurt
that Swazey could think of deserting at the very start of so
alluring an adventure as sailing to Bermuda. ‘“You’re stupid,
Swazey.”

“No,” said Swazey. “Just sick.”

“I haven’t much money, but we’ve got the boat, and you
want to go back to burgling. For what?”

“For I don’t like to be sick.”

“Oh, very well,” said Beadle. “We don’t have to sail on the
ocean, though it’s better. We can sail up rivers and things.
We can sail to Florida.”

“Florida, eh?” said Swazey, brightening.

“Florida,” said Beadle. Pleased that Swazey seemed to be com-
ing around, he thought to dress up the idea a little. ‘““Florida—
palm-trees, canals, bayous—delicious ripening fruit——"

“Don’t!” said Swazey and gulped.

“Sorry,” said Beadle.

The spasm passed.

“0.K., pal,” said Swazey. “Let’s go to that river now.
How do we go to Florida?”

Beadle had found it easy enough to plan going to Florida
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in the abstract—as easy as going to Bermuda—but the prob-
lem, presented concretely and brutally by Swazey, was differ-
ent. He knew it was done. He'd heard Sands talk about inland
waterways and rivers and canals, but he hadn’t the faintest
idea how it was done.

He shifted from one foot to another, nervous in the fear that
he would lose command of the situation and sink in Swazey’s
eyes. His mad navigation and mastery of the wild horses that
dwelt in the engine had won him Swazey’s respect and open
admiration the night before. Beadle wasn’t used to admiration.
He treasured the little he had of it as a doctor treasures a life-
giving serum. He thought so hard and worked the muscles of
his brow so fast that the tissue paper in his hat began to squeak.
Then Swazey said, “Where do we go foist?”

Beadle brightened.

“New Brunswick,” he said. He didn’t say it because he
thought you really did go to New Brunswick first. As a matter
of fact, he rather doubted if you went there at all, but he
knew he had to say something, since a direct question demands
a direct answer—and he remembered that the trains to Florida
did go through New Brunswick. *“Of course,” he added,
as a hedge clause, *“‘we’ve got to find a map.”

“There’s a map,” said Swazey, pointing to a low, square,
glass-covered box on the ledge in front of the wheel. They
went over and inspected it. It was a chart of New York
Harbour, the Lower Bay and the Raritan River. Beadle’s heart
leaped as he saw the magic name New Brunswick and saw
what looked to be a water road leading to it. Then his hopes
sank again, because he saw so many confusing things on the
chart; strange crosses and black marks and dots and every-
where tiny printed figures. He thought he had never seen
such a silly map and said, *“Look at all the numbers. I wonder
what on earth they’re for!”

Swazey, who was staring at the chart with a concentration
so great that it caused him a sense of physical discomfort,
straightened.
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“Nerts!” he said. “Igotit. Dem numbers is de popolation!”
Proud, he explained patronizingly to Beadle. ‘“You see, so
many people live here, so many people live there. You got to
know how many people live where dey live.”

“Why?”” said Beadle absently. He felt positive that Swazey
was wrong about the figures and was studying the chart.

“Why?” said Swazey. “Why? Why, because——"" Then he
stopped and hung his head, abashed because he couldn’t
figure out why, for instance, Milton Sands or he or Beadle
should have to know how many people lived anywhere.
Analysed, it just didn’t seem to matter. His eye fell on the
map again and his shame grew greater because he saw that his
“population figures™ never appeared on land but only in the
parts of the chart that were obviously water. There was a deep
silence until Beadle spoke.

“You know,” he said, “it’s quite wonderful, but I really
believe those numbers tell you how deep the water is.”

It was Swazey’s turn.

“Why?”’ he said.

Miraculously, Beadle was ready for him. He expected this
and had prepared himself by quick thought.

“Because,” he said, ‘“we have to have a certain amount of
water in order to float.”

“Now we have to float, eh?”’ said Swazey.

Beadle went back to his studying, and though he still found
the chart confusing, assisted by the legend at the bottom, he
saw that by sailing along the shore in a generally southerly
direction he would, in time, come to the mouth of the river
that obviously led to New Brunswick. He turned to Swazey.

“Now we’ll pull up the anchor and start.”

“0.K., pal.”

Swazey went out onto the forward-deck. Again his past life
stood him in good stead. Swazey, at the acme of his career,
had once hoisted a safe out of an office window. The anchor,
with its near-by davit and block and tackle, presented no
problem at all. He heaved and hauled and it came up.
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As the boat began to drift, Beadle went through his acrobatic
routine with the clutches and levers. The screws bit into the
water and they were away, slowly at first, then faster and
faster. The thrill of the night before came back to him—the
romantic thrill of commanding a ship at sea bound for foreign
parts.

It is a strange thrill, this—men with boats no bigger than
dories know it. One sees them on bright summer days tied
up to moorings and docks, polishing brass, painting, splicing
anchor-lines, dreaming with a far-away look in their eyes of
the great cruise they are never going to take. One sees them,
sometimes, quite idle, staring at the mouth of their snug har-
bour, but their eyes—always their eyes—are far away, fixed on
headlands and rolling, spray-capped combers they will never
see; knowing in their imagining the smell of far wharves and
the still, still beauty of coves at dusk and the sighing soft hush
of night in strange ports, when their ships come in. But mostly
their ships never come in. Always it is the next year they are
making ready for, when fortune shall have smiled on them.
Always it is the day beyond to-morrow that they are thinking
about, when the tiny power boat or sloop shall have given
her place in their hearts to a schooner with towering masts
and sails that shine whiter than angels’ wings.

Beadle Preece knew nothing of these men, yet standing
splendidly in command of his fleet craft he became their
brother. His eyes took on the look of their eyes. His mind
joined theirs in those far ports where the waters, being purely
the waters of imagining, are littered with hula dancers, maidens
in distress, tramp steamers from places with lovely names,
pearls and coral, and where the tang of salt in the nostril is
so strong one could season a soup with it.

In fact, Beadle might have, in his condition of ‘“‘Boatman’s
Trance,” actually sailed to Bermuda had not the reliable
Swazey, just as they were nearing Atlantic Highlands (miles
out of their course, for the Electra was fast) touched him on
the arm and made a remark that had no place in the lexicon
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of the dream sailors Beadle was consorting with. He said,
quite simply and forgetting the yachting-cap, “Buddy, I t’ink
we better go back. It looks deep here an’ I don’t like it here.”

Beadle started, saw he had overreached and laughed.

““Sure,” he said.

“What about de river?”

“We’ll head for shore and sail north till we come to it. We
must have got *way south of it.”

Beadle put the helm over and, for good measure, slowed
down the engines a little. He didn’t want anything to break
down out there in the open sea. He hadn’t realized before
how big the ocean can seem once you get really on it. Like
Swazey, he was glad when the coastline loomed ahead of them,
changed from a blue cloud to a distant picture of hills and
smoke, and then, as they came nearer, changed again, like a
lantern slide coming into focus. They could see the detail
now of ugly houses and the stark, belching factories of the
ugly towns along the shore.

Beadle cut the speed of the ship still more. The excitement
of the start was past and the exhilarating sensation of escape
of the night before had worn off. Common sense asserting
itself told him it was unwise to hurl a heavy piece of machinery
through a crowded harbour.

He ran slowly to within a hundred yards of the shore and
headed back toward New York, scanning the banks for the
mouth of a river, but they presented a solid front of docks and
mudbanks and moored scows. He began to grow discouraged,
and spying a tug near by drawing a string of wallowing barges,
steered over close to it. The tug captain leaned lazily in the
pilot-house window, idly watching, as is the manner of tug-
boat captains.

Beadle hailed him.

“Hey!” he shouted. ‘“How can I get to the Raritan River?”

The tug captain didn’t care for yachts. Like mosquitoes,
they got in his way and bothered him. He slowly took a large
stubby pipe from his mouth and so, having cleared that organ
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for action, pointed and said, “Well, ye can land at that dock
there an’ take a street-car.”

Swazey felt his hero was being insulted. He leaned over
the rail, shook his fist and addressed the captain in a language
he understood.

The captain’s mouth remained open during the conversa-
tion. It was something of a surprise to hear such a linguist
as Swazey speaking from the deck of a yacht. Somehow it
restored his faith in mankind. When Swazey finished, he
smiled.

“Why didn’t you say you wanted to sail there? Go on like
you are till you come to a big spar sticking out of the water.
Then head in under the bridges.”

The Electra drew away. Swazey turned importantly to
Beadle.

“It’s child’s play,” he said, “child’s play. Just go on till
you come to a big spar stickin’ out of de water and turn to de
left under de bridges.”

Beadle smiled at Swazey’s careful explanation. He was so
obviously delighted to have a chance to give directions and so
totally oblivious of the fact that the captain’s voice being what
it was, not only Beadle but several hundred people on shore
had already learned how to get to the Raritan.

Before they reached the spar, Beadle saw the bridges and the
mouth of the river. He headed in and began to look for a
place to land, so that he could walk on to the bridge and make
arrangements about having it opened. As they approached it,
he threw out the clutches, and the boat drifted at snail’s pace
with the tide. Beadle was worried, because he couldn’t see any
place at all to land and knew the Electra wouldn’t fit under-
neath the low highway bridge. Then a little fishing-sloop,
with a high mast, putt-putted past him, her skipper looking
at him curiously. The fishing-boat headed straight and fear-
lessly at the bridge.

“My goodness,” said Beadle. ‘“‘He’s going to break his
mast!”

c
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“Naw,” said Swazey. “He’ll fold it up.”

They watched intently. Presently the little boat’s skipper
put a whistle to his lips and blew three shrill toots. Beadle,
fascinated, saw the lines of automobiles stop and the bridge
swing open. He jumped gaily onto the clutches and followed
the sloop.

“Now I wonder,” said Beadle, ‘“how in the world he man-
aged that!”

“Nerts,” said Swazey. ‘“He’s probably de brother-in-law of
de guy what owns de bridge. We could do it too, if we was a
brother-in-law.”

Beadle was thinking. It was incredible to him that one little
whistle had stopped all those cars, but there seemed no deny-
ing it. He looked around him for buttons to push that might
be connected with a whistle. There weren’t any, but he found
a little chain hanging from the ceiling and reached up and
pulled it. At once an ear-splitting blast rent the heavens. He
turned to Swazey.

“That makes us a brother-in-law,” he said.

The fishing-boat ahead of them pulled to one side. Beadle
gave the engines a little more gas and they swashed past it.
He was glad he’d found the whistle—it gave him the sense
of mastery again that had been lacking since the adventure
with the tug captain. He began to sing—*A life on the ocean
wave—a home on the roll-ing deep——" Though he sang
softly, he put into it all the reverence of a patriot singing his
national anthem. He was very happy.

But Swazey cut short the song.

*Say,” he said, “when do we eat?”

Swazey was very hungry.



CHAPTER FIVE

EADLE, now that Swazey had brought the subject up,
found that he too was very hungry. He had not eaten since
dinner the night before. The night before belonged to another
era of his life, so that it was really quite some time since he had
taken nourishment; months, years, an eternity. He shut off the
engines and steered the boat out of the channel and ordered
Swazey to drop the anchor. It was fun ordering Swazey to
do things because Swazey was so impressed by nautical terms.
When the Electra swung around to face the tide and the
anchor showed its intention of holding, the two of them set
about exploring what Beadle referred to as the bowels of the
ship—an expression which confused his lieutenant and caused
him embarrassment. The tour began at Beadle’s (or Milton
Sands’, if you prefer it) stateroom. There was a narrow hall-
way in front of this room, with another companionway to the
deck. The walls of the hallway were panelled in mahogany
and the floor of it carpeted in deep blue. On the port side was
another bathroom, but without a bath. At the end of it was
another room like Beadle’s, only smaller lengthwise, with a low
door at the forward-end that led into the engine-room.

The engine-room was a rather frightening place to Beadle.
It seemed to him to be appallingly full of engines. There were
the two big ones, glistening with grey paint and shiny brass,
and then another little engine at one side whose function he
couldn’t imagine, until he read on it a legend having to do
with kilowatts and volts and by a creditable cerebral process,
guessed it furnished the electricity for the boat.

At the forward-end of the engine-room was another low
door. This led to what was obviously a dining-room. There
was a table, a bright shiny table, down the length of it, with
eight chairs in their places around it. At each end of the room

29
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were dish-racks and buffets. Beadle looked at the dishes.
They all had tiny crossed flags on them. He thought they were
pretty and was glad he’d stolen such a smartly equipped yacht.
The glasses too, he saw, had the crossed flags.

In front of the dining-saloon was the galley and in front of
that the forecastle, but the tour ended in the galley.

Because the stove was like any gas-stove, except for the fact
that it carried its gas around with it in tanks, the eating
proposition was simple. Milton Sands provided well on the
Electra; cans of everything imaginable lined the galley cup-
boards, and in the electric ice-box were cold meats and, much
better than that, several bottles of champagne. They lunched
in the galley. Then they repaired to the deck-house, Swazey
struggled with the anchor and they got under way again.

All afternoon they sailed up the winding stream—past mile
after mile of mud-banks crawling with fiddler crabs, of swoop-
ing gulls and terns, of long-legged cranes standing in one-
legged contemplation of the sins of their brothers, the storks;
past mile after mile of turnings and twistings, and boys with
now and then girls who slipped, quick flashes of white, into
the muddy water and stayed with just their heads above it and
waved as the yacht passed. Beadle waved back and was hardly
aware that they didn’t have any clothes on. He was glad they
waved to him, glad the few fisher people he passed waved to
him; glad to be travelling through a friendly world that on the
face of it seemed not at all like the world he had known.

For the river wound through the backlands and marshes,
and there was nothing anywhere about it to remind Beadle
of the tragedy he had passed through. The fact that he had
lost a great fortune seemed here not to matter at all.

Swazey too appeared to be enjoying the trip. He lay on the
forward deck and dozed and dreamed of burglaries he had
committed and wondered rather doubtfully if he would ever
commit another. He didn’t think he would, so long as Beadle
wanted him as mate of the Electra. Under the influence of the
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pastoral peace of the afternoon, Swazey, though he didn’t put
it that way, was willing—nay, almost eager—to beat the
jemmy into the ploughshare. He even went so far as to leave
his gun down in the crew’s quarters. It seemed unnecessary in
such peaceful surroundings and it made an uncomfortable
bump to lie on.

At dusk they passed under the broad white arch of a high-
way bridge, swung around a last wide turn of the river and
saw ahead of them the smoky outline of New Brunswick.
Swazey nodded toward the city, sniffed once, and the scent of
civilization blew the pure resolutions of the marshland country
clean out of him.

“Fact'’ries,” he said. “Good pickin’s!”

Beadle looked at him sadly. He respected Swazey’s abilities
as a burglar and could imagine occasions when they might
come in handy, but he wanted no traffic with cities and courts
and lawyers. He didn’t want the spell of peace that had begun
to settle on him in the past few hours broken.

“No,” said Beadle.

Swazey looked his disappointment.

“0.K., pal.”

Beadle threw out the clutches. The river, he saw, grew
shallow by the town. On the left side of it was a high, grass-
covered bank. Sailing apparently toward them, along the top
of the bank, he saw a boat. At first he thought it was a mirage;
then his eye followed the high bank to its beginning and he
saw the rough wooden gates of a lock. He nudged Swazey.

“The canal!” he said. He was a little excited because he
knew he had found the inland waterway to the South and
was proud of it. Swazey was unmoved. He said, ‘“What
canal?’

*“The canal—it goes to Florida. See?”

*‘See what?” said Swazey, staring about him.

“There!” Beadle pointed.

Swazey glanced at the lock. The wooden gates of it had
done service for many years and were hoary and looked as



32 THE HATCH WAY

though their years of service had been centuries. He nodded
and said, “So that’s the canal, eh?”

He said it in such a challenging, disgusted sort of a way
that Beadle laughed outright. Swazey delighted him. He never
said a thing just because he thought it was the thing to say.
It made him a refreshing companion after the convention-
bound set Beadle was accustomed to play with. Still laughing,
he steered the Electra alongside an empty wharf near the lock
and let her coast to a stop.

“Make her fast to the posts there!”

Swazey, turning from his sorrowful contemplation of the
lock-gates, stepped ashore. They made fast with lines that lay
coiled on the deck, then went back aboard.

“I think,” said Beadle, “we might have a drink.”

“You rink!” said Swazey and disappeared below. Beadle
stretched out in a chair on the after-deck and tried to catch
up with himself. In the past twenty-four hours things had been
happening a little fast for Beadle Preece.

Presently Swazey returned with a bottle of whisky and
two ponies. Beadle smiled and told him to go below and
bring ice and tall glasses and mineral water. Swazey snapped
his fingers in his quaint gesture of apology and hurried
on his errand. When he came back, Beadle poured the
drinks.

The formality of the glasses and ice seemed to upset Swazey.
He was used to pouring a drink and drinking it, and that was
that. He grew class-conscious over the accessories, which was
silly of him, and silent, which was very wise, because the hush
of evening was settling over the river and Swazey, had he
talked, might have profaned it.

Beadle raised his glass and nodded to Swazey, who followed
suit. A deep swallow of the cool drink slid down his throat.
He stretched his legs out straight in front of him and wiggled
his toes and gave himself up to luxuriating. He found it in-
credibly pleasant, sitting there in the quiet, looking out over
the still river. It was so entirely peaceful; so little was happen-
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ing, yet there wasn’t at all the sense of dead stillness that lives
in quiet houses. The river whispered, softly, daintily, like a
well-bred lady in church. From the town came the faint hum
of wheels and traffic, from across the river, where there was a
sort of playground, the occasional laugh of a self-conscious
lover.

There came too the soft splash of well-handled oars from
the skiffs belonging to three shanty scows anchored off the
playground. Beadle lazily wondered what sort of people
lived on them. They were unpleasant, dirty-looking things,
these scows, long since abandoned by towing companies as
unfit for service. The shanties, constructed crazily of odd
shingles and tarpaulin, looked as though they had been built
by drunken architects in a high wind. Beadle looked away
from them. Though shanty scows and their people are part
of every harbour, there is something sinister about them at
dusk, when the faint oil-lights begin to show through the tiny
windows. Later, when full darkness comes, their sordidness is
covered and the denizens, who look dirty by day and evil in
the dusk, become romantic misadventures.

As Beadle turned away from the scows, he felt that someone
was staring at the back of his neck. He looked up at the dock
that was still above them, since the tide was only half-way in.
A girl was standing there gazing down at him. Beadle couldn’t
see much of her, except that she looked, even in the half-light,
indescribably poor and dirty. He thought she was probably
imagining him a “‘wealthy sportsman,” which was what the
newspapers sometimes had called him, and envying him. He
wondered if she would stop being interested, like Madelaine, if
she knew he had lost his money. He nudged Swazey and
said, “Won’t you come aboard?”

The girl started at the sound of his voice.

“Naw,” she said. “I went aboard a yacht once.”

It was definitely an exit line, but she stayed and continued to
stare. Beadle instinctively liked her better for not giggling and
darting off. Swazey, masculine and candid under the influence
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of the highball, muttered, “Nerts!—Women!” and scowled.
Beadle kicked him. He said, “Ouch!”

The girl said, “Why did you kick your friend?”

“He said something I didn’t like.”

“About me?”

“Not about anything. I just didn’t like it.”

“Where’re you bound? South?”

“South.”

“Florida?” said the girl. She said it, “Flahriddah.”

“Yes.”

“Aw, gee!”

She managed somehow to get a good deal of pathos into
the expression. Beadle guessed that her knowledge of Florida
could only have come from newspapers and the yachts that
passed into the canal—he imagined, from the tone of her
voice, that she must think it a place simply rotten with million-
aires, where Cinderellas in wretched dirty garments stood
a good chance of grabbing off a fortune. He was downright
sorry for her and was going to offer her enough money to
buy a dress or two, when she straightened up and said, “Well,
I got to be going. So long.”

She walked away to the end of the wharf and disappeared.
Presently Beadle heard the sound of oars against rowlocks
just astern of the Electra. He got up and went over to the
rail. A rowboat slid out from the dock and headed across the
river. He watched it until the strong strokes of the rower
drove it out of sight into the darkness. He stood there long
after it had gone. He wasn’t as contented as he had been. The
girl with her tattered clothes and her “Aw, gee!”” had depressed
him. He realized she probably couldn’t even afford decent
food and he felt like a swine about having taken his own loss
so seriously.

“Swazey,” he said, “let’s cook up something to eat and get
to bed. Things’ll look better to-morrow.”

“Do they look bad?”’ said Swazey, who had just helped
himself to another nip.
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“Yes,” said Beadle.

“Look here, you ain’t feelin’ bad again about dat Madelaine
jane, are you?”

Beadle sighed.

“No, Swazey,” he said, “I'm not feeling bad about the
Madelaine jane.”

“Well den, let’s eat.”

Swazey was a swell influence for Beadle.

“0.K., pal,” he said, and started for the galley.



CHAPTER SIX

EADLE and Swazey dined well. Afterwards they sat on

the after-deck again and talked; that is, Swazey talked, for
Beadle was unable to throw off the depression that had settled
on him. He thought he was miserable about that girl, but he
wasn’t—the girl had merely echoed the hopelessness he him-
self had felt when Swazey came to him on his terrace—and
had brought it back to him. The quiet of the Upper Raritan
was a let-down after the wild excitement of the night run down
the East River.

Swazey, who was having a royal time, tried to brighten
him up. He told stories, but the stories were all alike and
filthy, and when Beadle didn’t laugh he had the grace to
switch to anecdote. All his anecdotes began with, “I remember
de time I was all set for de’” (bank, second-storey, house-break
or stick-up) “—job.” Here he would laugh. “It was dis
way. ...” The stories were good. It was too bad Beadle
scarcely heard them. At eight-thirty they went to bed.

At about two o’clock Beadle sat bolt upright in his berth.
From across the river there came a woman’s screams, followed
by cries for help. He heard a man’s voice swearing—gruff,
husky, cursing—then more screams. He raced up the com-
panionway to the deck and fell over the mooring-line and
thought he recognized the woman’s voice.

There was silence for a second, then the fracas began again.
It obviously came from one of the shanty scows. The swearing
grew louder. The screams reached a crescendo—Beadle
listened, tense with excitement. Then there was the sound
of a heavy fall and scuffling and a long-drawn-out cry.

“Help! Oh, help—help!”

Beadle was sure now it was the girl who had stood on the
dock looking at him. With an absurd gallantry and not having
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the faintest idea what he intended to do, he dove over the
rail into the river, went deep down into blackness, and felt
his hands touch the mud of the bottom. The touch of the slime
frightened him. He began to swim hard, long before he came
to the surface and heard the cries again, high, plaintive, coming
from straight before him.

He swam on as fast as he could, visions fleeting before his
eyes of the girl being beaten and attacked. He was more than
two-thirds of the way to the scow when the cries ceased. His
heart sank as he pictured the girl overcome-—perhaps dead.
With his teeth gritted and an expression of ferocious deter-
mination on his face, he thrashed on, reached the scow and
clung to it exhausted, unable to lift himself out of the water for
sheer want of breath. His lungs ached and though the river
water was warm, he felt chilled. For almost a full minute he
stayed there, gulping deep breaths. Then he climbed onto the
scow and made his way toward the shanty at the other end
of it. The door stood wide open and light came through it and
fell in a square on the deck. He listened and heard only the
rippling of the river. Then he stepped into the doorway.



CHAPTER SEVEN

NE room constituted the entire accommodations of the

shanty. It was a poor room, dingy, barely furnished,
lighted only by a smoky oil-lamp that stood alone on a kitchen
table. In one corner was the sort of sofa one sometimes sees
gracing the tops of dump heaps. In another corner was the
sister-piece to it. Gunny sacking covered them both. The room
had two small windows, so dirty they didn’t even reflect the
light of the lamp. The floor, or rough boards, had no cover-
ing.

On one of the sofas sat the girl who had talked to Beadle
from the dock. Her eyes were wide and staring, as though she
were looking fixedly at something that had been in the room
a little while before, but was there no longer. Sweater and
skirt had been replaced by a flannel nightgown that was
patched and darned in many places. In her hand was a wooden
mallet of the type roustabouts use for driving stakes. On the
floor at her feet lay a man—a young man of huge stature,
with a shock of red hair. He wore sea-boots and a blue
sweater. He was quite senseless.

Beadle stopped stock-still in the doorway. The scene was far
more of a shock to him than it would have been had he found
the girl’s torn body flung across the table. He said, *“Holy
Moses!”

The girl looked at him then and he knew why she had
upset him so when she had stood on the dock. It was some-
thing about her eyes that he had felt even though he hadn’t
been able to see them; an intangible something that they had
in common. Her eyes were large and very dark and wistful.
They seemed more wistful than they were really, because her
face was hard in contrast to them. Her eyes looked the way
Beadle felt a good deal of the time and he recognized the
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look and somehow knew she was a friend. Because Beadle
was really a rather curious person, he did a rather curious
thing. He walked straight across the room, stepping carefully
over the debris on the floor, and shook hands with her. He
said, ““Hello, it’s nice seeing you again. Now tell me what I
can do to help you.”

The girl, who, as she said, had once been aboard a yacht,
had formed her own opinion of the men one found on yachts.
Beadle had looked to her, with the highball glass in his hand
and his absurd yachting-cap cocked over one eye, like about
the lowest specimen that had tied up to the wharf. He was
neither large nor handsome nor sunburned, the way most of
them were; nor brave looking, although of course out for
whatever they could get from a girl. It was simply beyond her
understanding that such a person should have swum the river
at night because she called for help.

“What do you-all want with me?”

He still held her hand. The water dripped from his clinging
pyjamas.

“I don’t want anything. I want to help you; you’re out of
luck—I’'m out of luck too, so I'd like to help you if I can.”

She looked at the figure sprawled on the floor and said
irrelevantly, “Pop died a couple of weeks ago. I think he’s
happier now. The liquor finally got him, like I told him it
would.”

Beadle followed her glance.

“Poison?”’

“I don’t know—Hines,” she pointed, ‘‘that one—gave it to
him. Pop was almost a South’n gentleman once—his pa was
an officer in the war—his sword is hangin’ over the bar at
Uncle George’s to-day—I don’t know why I talk like this to
you.”

“Why, because I said I wanted to help you, of course.”

The girl looked around the room, her eyes still wide, startled
and frightened. Beadle had seen hares look so, when the
beagles had cornered them.
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“I gotta get out,” she said. ‘“He’s been at me ever since I
been alone here. To-night he tried to—tried to——"

“I understand,” said Beadle. “But look, there must be
something I can do. Swazey’ll help me.”

The fright in her eyes suddenly gave place to a look of
hope.

“You honest-to-goodness mean it?”

Beadle nodded. She stood up and let the mallet fall to the
floor.

“You can take me back to my Uncle George. I only left
there ’cause I thought maybe I could keep Pop straight—
now he’s gone an’ I gotta get back. He’ll beat hell out of me
when he wakes up.”

“Who?”

“Him.” She gestured toward the man on the floor.
“Hines.”

“Oh,” said Beadle. *“Isn’t he dead? I thought you’d
probably killed him.”

“Naw,” said the girl. ““You can’t kill a mutt like that just
with a wooden mallet!”

She stooped and picked up the mallet, which alarmed
Beadle. She was trembling with rage now, her voice high and
almost hysterical. He realized clearly the absolute necessity of
removing her silently and swiftly from the region of the scow
shanty before the enterprising Hines was able to take his feet
again. He grabbed her hand and led her to the door.

“Come on,” he said. “We’ll go root out Uncle George.
Where does he live?”

“On the Chesapeake.”

“My God—way down there?”

He turned and blinked at her. She saw his expression of
shock.

“I suppose you-all don’t want to help me now—and you
with a fine yacht over there.”

This wasn’t quite so. Beadle did want to help her, but he
had no desire whatever to have for a cruising companion this
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startling, ragged young woman who went about carrying
mallets. He’d assumed that of course Uncle George lived
within taxi distance. He stood and shifted from one foot to
another, horribly worried. The girl shook her hand free and
drew herself up very straight.

“You don’t have to,” she said. ‘““When I saw you this evenin’
I didn’t think you were the kind of man that would help a
girl. Then when you swam over, I thought you maybe were,
but you sure don’t have to.”

Beadle knew she was talking so in order to shame him into
taking her. It made him mad. People were always putting
things like that over on him. He turned from her and stepped
onto the deck, ready to swim back to the yacht. A second later
he felt her clutch desperately at his arm.

*“Please—I didn’t mean it. An’—an’ he’s waked up!”

Beadle looked down. Her face was close to his and he saw
that her eyes were bright again with terror. From inside the
shack came a groan followed by a curse. The girl shook
violently. Beadle raised his hand in one of Swazey’s half-
salutes.

“0.K., pal,” he said. “Come on!”

*“Oh, hurry!”

Still holding tight to his arm, she led him over the deck of
the scow to its stern and jumped lightly into a skiff that was
tied there. Clumsily he followed her and loosed the line.

“Now quick—the other one too!”

Beadle reached over and groped for the mooring-line of
another skiff that lay beside them. He found it. A shout came
from the cabin.

“Hey, you, come back here!”

Beadle looked up and saw the red-haired man looming in
the doorway. He jerked at the line in a frenzy of haste.

“Hurry!”

The red-haired man heard the rasping of the rope against
the wood and started for them. Beadle gave a final jerk and
the knot came free. The girl began to backwater hard. Beadle



42 THE HATCH WAY

held on to the other boat so it moved a little from the float, but
the big man had reached the edge of the deck.

He gave a jump for the skiff, landed on the gunwale and
fell into the bottom of it. Then he picked himself up and
caught the bow of their boat.

“Hit him!” cried the girl. “Hit him with an oar!”

The big man was half-way into their boat now.

“With an oar—my hat!”

Beadle reached behind him and grabbed the mallet that had
fallen onto the floorboards when the girl jumped in. He raised
it over his shoulder and swung with all his strength. With a
thud it landed on Hines’s chest. Beadle could hear his ribs
crack as he fell backwards into his own skiff.

‘“Attaboy, Mister!”

Beadle sat down suddenly. His quaking knees were no
longer able to support him.



CHAPTER EIGHT

LL the way back across the river Beadle sat in the bow and

wondered why he’d been such an utter ass as to mix himself
up in something that didn’t concern him in the least. He was
sure he had killed Hines and equally sure that Hines's ghost
would in short order flit over to the Electra and begin haunting
him. Hines as a man was bad enough. As a ghost, he would
be unbearable. He sat still in the bow, shuddering.

The mallet girl, like Beadle, was content to remain silent and
ply her oars with vigour. Unlike Beadle, she hadn’t the faintest
idea Hines was dead and she suspected that as soon as he got
his breath he’d start searching for them. Just as they swung
in beside the yacht, Beadle found his voice. He turned and
said, I guess I killed him. I’'m sorry.”

She stood up.

“I guess you didn’t,” she said, “and I’'m some sorry.”

They started to climb over the rail to the deck. Swazey was
pacing and snapping his fingers. When he saw the girl coming
aboard, he stopped pacing and his mouth dropped open. He
looked from Beadle to the girl and back.

“What a man!” he said. ‘“What a man!”

Beadle looked at him severely. Then he noticed that the
girl still wore the flannel nightgown. He said, “Good Lord!
You’ve still got on that flannel nightgown!”

“I can’t help that,” she said pleasantly. ‘“We’ve got to get
the hell out of here.”

Beadle stepped aboard.

“Of course,” he said. ““To the Chesapeake.”

The girl shook her head.

“No,” she said, “the other way. Home’s the first place
Hines would look, now that he knows you’re with me.”

Beadle felt there was no use arguing the point. He was still
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dripping wet and cold. He went to his cabin and took off his
pyjamas. To his surprise, he heard the boat get under way
and felt her gather speed. Just as she started, he thought he
heard a shout.

When he was fully dressed, he returned to the deck-house.
The girl heard him as he stepped through the doorway. With-
out turning from the wheel, she said, “I'm sorry ’bout startin’
off while you were below, but there wasn’t time not to.”

“There wasn’t time not to,” echoed Beadle. ‘“Wasn’t time
not to.” He was trying to puzzle out what she meant. “Oh, I
see. You mean because I didn’t hit Hines hard enough.”

The girl laughed.

“I'll say you didn’t! He was tryin’ to climb aboard just as I
got her going. This is a good boat. Is it yours?”

“No,” said Beadle. “I stole it.”

She turned away from the wheel now and stared at him.
When she spoke again her voice showed the awed respect
Beadle’s simple statement had given him in her eyes.

“Gee! You sure have got nerve!”

She went back to her steering, which was as well, because
the Raritan, even with the tide at flood, doesn’t allow over-
much room for a yacht to travel at speed. Beadle put his hand
to his chin and thought deeply. It seemed curious to him that
doing such an outrageous thing as swiping a yacht should
make someone so obviously respect him. He knew, from her
conversation on the dock, that when they had first met and
she’d thought he owned the Electra, she hadn’t any use for him
at all. It was nice, he thought, having a girl think he had a
lot of nerve. He couldn’t remember anyone ever thinking that
of him before. He said, “It’s nice, your thinking that. Where
are we going?”

She pondered this for a while. Then she said, “Long Island
Sound, I guess, is the best. The Sound’s pretty big.”

“I wouldn’t want to be caught there. That’s where I pinched
the boat.”

“Say,” the girl turned again, “it’s funny you weren’t caught
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comin’ into the river. I wonder—did you have anything on
the guy that owns this boat?”

“Did 1 have anything on him?” Beadle laughed. “No, I
didn’t have anything on him. He was a friend of mine. He
just happened to be careless enough to lose all my money for
me, so Swazey thought it would be a good idea to take his
boat.”

“How did he lose the money?”

“In the stock market.”

“If you asked me quick-like,” said the girl, “I'd say he was
scared of you and didn’t want to do anything ’bout your
havin’ his boat.”

It hadn’t occurred to Beadle that there could have been any
funny business in connection with the way Milton had handled
his estate, but what the girl said certainly made sense. If there
had been an alarm out for the boat, it would have been easy
enough for the coastguard to pick them up in the Lower Bay
while they were asleep. Beadle had learned in the past month
that Milton Sands was not the great-hearted type of man who
gives away yachts to clients who have suffered financial set-
backs—and he didn’t think Sands would take very seriously
the threat about Swazey shooting him.

He thought and thought and thought, which was hard for
Beadle. The more he thought, the more clearly he saw that
running away was a stupid thing to do. The yacht could be
found too easily. If, on the other hand, he cruised around the
Sound and went to places like Newport and Larchmont and
Manhasset Bay, where the Electra was well known and would
be seen, and if he behaved so unconventionally that people
would talk, and if then Milton Sands didn’t have him arrested
or anything, he’d know there had been funny business and
maybe could do something about it.

“I think you’re right.”

“What?”

Beadle had been silent so long the girl had forgotten what
they’d been talking about.
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“You’re right. He’s afraid of me.”

“Oh, him. Sure he is. Then we’ll go to the Sound ?”

Day was breaking. The marshes on either side of the river
stretched away into grey distance. The river ahead of them
lay flat and smooth and looked more like metal than water.
It was a sight worth looking at. Beadle, now that his mind was
made up and he didn’t have to think any more for a while,
should have appreciated it, but he was staring at the girl, who,
by daylight, looked even more incongruous there than she had
before.

“We’ll go all sorts of places,” he said, “if only you'll go
downstairs and change that gawd-awful nightgown.”



CHAPTER NINE

HEN the girl went below, Beadle called Swazey to him.

Swazey had been gazing at the pastoral dawn as though
he didn’t know just what to make of it. He came into the
deck-house and sat down. Beadle said, “We’re going places
where there’s lots of people, Swazey, and be conspicuous.”

“I don’t get it,” said Swazey.

“We want people to talk about us,” said Beadle.

Swazey glanced toward the companionway down which
the flannel nightgown and its owner had disappeared.

“Dey will. Say, do you t’ink dat’s nice, takin’ a unmarried
girl cruisin’ around?”

Beadle was amused at the idea of his burglar bemg such a
stickler for convention. He said, “Maybe she is married.”

“Dat makes it worse,” said Swazey. “Besides, she ain’t got
any clothes with her.”

*She’ll probably put on some of my white duck pants and
a shirt and sweater.”

“Pants!” said Swazey. “I don’t hold wit’ it, see? You’re
makin’ dis into a hell-ship!” He looked away and shook his
head sadly. Then Beadle explained about the ideas that had
come to him anent Milton Sands. When he had done, Swazey
held out his hand.

“I'm wit’ you,” he said. “On a percentage basis. If we get
some of your dough back, I gets a cut, eh? A commission for
startin’ you in business, eh?”

*“Sure,” said Beadle. Then he heard a step behind him and
turned. The girl was standing just outside the deck-house door.
She had put on trousers and a shirt and had chosen a bright
yellow sweater. She’d combed her wild hair and caught it
with a brightly coloured necktie. She was something to look
at.
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Swazey, eyeing the girl once more as she took the wheel,
shook his head. Now that she was cleaned up, she was un-
deniably pretty—but disturbing. Swazey feared the worst.
Beadle didn’t find her disturbing, but he thought the trousers
and sweater became her well. She had that type of figure, rare
among women, that looks well in trousers, even when seen
from the back. He said, *“You look very nice in those things.”

She nodded her head. She too thought she looked nice in
them, but she was glad to be able to stare at the mouth of the
river and the drawbridge ahead of them and the channel,
because she wasn’t used to compliments and might have
blushed if she had had to look around.

“Thanks. I like ’em.”

“And she likes ’em!” said Swazey.

The girl blew three long blasts on the whistle. The draw-
bridge swung open and they passed through. The silence
that had followed Swazey’s remark began to grow oppressive.
Beadle said, “My name’s Beadleston Preece.”

He expected her to say, ““My name’s Mamie Mulligatawny,”
and hold out her hand as Swazey had, when they’d intro-
duced themselves. She didn’t. She turned away from the
wheel and stared at him as though the name had tinkled a bell
whose tone she recognized. When she spoke, there was a
distinct note of awe in her voice.

“Are you—the—Wealthy Sportsman?”

Beadle was fussed. There had been one particular article in
the Sunday Magazine section of a much-read newspaper that
had used that particular phrasing in referring to him. It had
been a bitter article, citing him as one of “Fortune’s Favour-
ites’—a man who came by his wealth without effort and
who, being typical of his class, had been able to find nothing
better to do with it than to spend it on polo ponies and curios
and several unnamed chorus girls. The article had been pub-
lished for the simple reason that Beadle had personally refused
to buy it from the society reporter who wrote it. Secretly he
had enjoyed its publication immensely, because it made him
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seem dashingly sophisticated. And the twitting his friends had
given him about it he had found highly agreeable—even
Carlotta Townsend had seemed faintly impressed, though
she’d said she didn’t believe a word of it. He felt quite differ-
ently now. This girl undoubtedly took the thing at its face
value. She must think him an ass—a despicable ass and
probably a cad too. He didn’t answer her.

She gave her attention for a second to navigating the yacht
past a coal barge. Then she faced him again.

“His name,” she said, ‘“was Beadleston Preece—and the
pictures looked like you.”

Beadle’s mind leaped ahead. The girl, living as she did, was
unquestionably a socialist or a ‘“red” or something. He
thought it might be wiser to cover his identity. Reds and people
like that always resented anybody having a lot of money and
acted unpleasantly about it. Sometimes they even got violent.

“You see,” he began, *“you see—"

Then Swazey interrupted him.

“It’s him,” he said, “but de poor mug’s lost it. He’s lost his
automobiles an’ his polo hosses an’ his maids even, an’ his
house.”

The girl at the wheel looked off over the harbour.

“Aw, gee,” she said, “that’s tough! What's it feel like to
have had it—an’ then to lose it?”

Beadle smiled. ‘It felt like hell,” he said, *“‘until Swazey
came along.”

“My pal!” said Swazey.

“It must be fierce!”

“It would be,” said Beadle, “but you see I didn’t have very
much fun before. There weren’t any chorus girls and I was
a lousy polo player, and I did the same things always, and I
don’t think anybody liked me much except for what my
money could give them.”

The girl nodded.

“I know,” she said, “it’s like that in books. But, gee,
imagine me bein’ here on a yacht with somebody like you!”
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Beadle began to grow embarrassed. He shifted from one
foot to another.

“By the way,” he said, “‘you know my name now; what’s
yours?”

“Winlock,” said the girl, and stuck out her hand.



CHAPTER TEN

T eleven o’clock they stopped at the petrol barge off City

Island. The Winlock miss, whose other name was Mary,
and who had been brought up on the waters of the Chesapeake,
had taken command and had suggested that for cruising in
petrol yachts it was sometimes a good idea to have a little
petrol. It gave Beadle his first chance to be conspicuous,
for the man on the barge knew the Electra well. He seemed
puzzled, as he made the lines fast and the familiar face of
her professional captain failed to appear in the deck-house
window. He seemed more puzzled still as he noticed that
Beadle obviously wore a yachting cap several sizes too large.
His puzzlement reached its limits when Mary Winlock came
up from the engine-room where she had been shutting off the
petrol pipes to the motors.

“Where’s Sands?” he said to Beadle.

“Oh, Sands,” said Beadle. “I don’t know—at his office, 1
guess.”

“You chartered the yacht?”

“Oh, no,” said Beadle. “No, indeed. I stole it.”

The petrol man slapped his thigh and roared with laughter.

“That’s a good one!” he said. ‘““That’s the best one I ever
heard. Sands is meetin’ you up at New London, I s’pose?”’

“Why New London?”

Swazey leaned over the rail.

“Yeah,” he said, “why New London?”

The petrol man smiled—almost coyly.

“You’re a great bunch of kidders,” he said. “You’ll make
it in under four hours with the old Electra, I guess.”

This obsession on the merchant’s part that he go to New
London began to get on Beadle’s nerves. Then a thought came
to him. He said, ‘““What day is to-day?”
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“Friday,” said the petrol man, “the twenty-fourth of June,
and I'll give you two to one against Harvard.”

“I’'m a Yale man myself,” said Swazey. ‘“Hotcha!”

Harvard and Yale—the river—hundreds and hundreds of
yachts bearing gay flags and gayer parties. The red-tipped
oars and the blue flying down the straight lane to the bridge.
It all came back to Beadle in a rush and he saw the scene as
clearly as the time he last had seen it five years before, when
he’d graduated from college. He remembered he had met
Madelaine that day on one of the yachts. He’d had an awfully
good time. He turned on Mary Winlock.

“Mary,” he said, *““can you drive us to New London?”

“Why not? You got charts, I suppose. I can run you any-
wheres you got charts for.”

The petrol man pulled in his hose and shook his head. Each
year on boat-race day strangely manned craft stopped at his
barge. Often the yachtsmen were in such condition that it
seemed miraculous they were able to remember where they
had meant to go when they pulled away, but to the petrol man,
Beadle’s outfit seemed the strangest of all. He thought Milton
Sands must have gone out of his mind. Still shaking his head,
he said, ““You want that tankful of petrol charged to the boat,
I s’pose?”

Beadle beamed at him.

“That’s a lovely idea,” he said. “Thanks for thinking of
it.”

The lines were cast off. Mary went below and opened the
valves. Beadle started the engines and headed east. Swazey
rummaged around in the deck-house lockers and brought out
a huge roll of charts. Mary came on deck and began to study
them. The morning sun shone brightly on the water around
them and a little breeze flicked the spray from the bow against
their faces. It felt good. Although the first experiment at being
conspicuous seemed to have failed, Beadle was happy. He
began to sing softly to himself and presently, turning the wheel
over to Mary, he stretched out on the forward deck. He
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thought it was fun, swiping yachts and heading for the boat
races, and he wondered why he had never done it before.

A little way down the Sound they came upon other boats,
all going the same way. The Electra was a little faster than
most of them, so she went by them, but passed slowly. Each
one they passed was crowded—some with young people, boys
and girls, stretched like Beadle ahead of the wheel-houses.
Others, with older, soberer people sitting in deck-chairs in the
stern, obviously “Yachting.” Most of them waved greetings.
When they passed close enough to be within shouting distance,
Swazey would lean far over the rail and wave and yell, “Get
a horse—two to one on Yale——"" and the people on the other
boats would laugh and wave back and shout things at him.

Far up the Sound they overhauled a big black barquentine
yacht, making good time with all her white sails billowing.
She belonged to'a man Beadle knew, a steel magnate with a
huge house in town and a place at Newport. She was a pretty
sight, this ship, so Mary steered extra close in passing. The
bearded magnate came to the rail. It was more than Swazey
could stand—he was so very bearded and looked so rich.

“Hey dere, Pink Whiskers!” he shouted. “Glad to see ya!
Glad to see ya!”

Beadle’s mouth dropped open. He was shocked—thoroughly
and horribly shocked.

“Judas!” he said. “It’s James Arthur himself!”

Then a strange thing happened. The magnate went away
from the rail. A second later he came back and in his hand
was a gold-topped bottle. He threw it to Swazey and shouted:

‘““Have one on me, Ham-Face!”

Then he waved to Beadle.

“Come aboard any time, Beadle—So long!”

Beadle walked aft. Swazey was standing holding the bottle
and staring at it.

“De idea,” he said, “dat guy callin’ me Ham-Face!”

Half an hour later they rounded the lightship and steamed
cautiously into the mouth of the River Thames.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

HE harbour, as they journeyed up its length, was nearly
deserted. But above the railway bridge Beadle could see

the double line of yachts that stretched for four miles up the
stream. Nearly all of them had bunting reaching in long
triangles from stem to stern. They were anchored side by side,
close together; hundreds and hundreds of them, gleaming
white in the bright sunshine and glistening black, reflecting
the water in their shining hulls.

Beadle looked at them. Then he looked at Mary and Swazey.
It seemed funny to him that now he wasn’t really a part of this
scene. He had been so very much a part of it that year he’d
met Madelaine—a whole crowd of them from Harvard had
been together on one of the big yachts. Thinking about it and
realizing that there he was, steaming up the old river with a
burglar and a girl from a shanty scow on a stolen yacht, made
him feel suddenly lonely. He was, he thought, cutting himself
off from his kind; that people wouldn’t speak to him if they
knew; and to young men brought up as Beadle had been, that
meant a great deal. He sighed. Then he remembered that of
all the good things of life he had had in those days, not one of
them had he gained for himself. At least, he had stolen the
boat himself and he had rescued Mary; and Swazey and she
were there with him simply because they liked him and not for
what they could get out of him. The feeling of loneliness
passed and gave place to a wave of friendliness for his two com-
panions. After all, both of them were much worse off than he,
yet they didn’t grouse about it. They passed under the railway
bridge and into the immortal lane between the lines of yachts.

“Where do we drop the hook?”

This was something Beadle knew about. He looked at the
flags marking the course.

54
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“They’ll row downstream to-day,” he said. *“Look around
for a place in that line on the left and sneak into it. We put
out two anchors. One in front and one behind.”

Mary nodded. Swazey said, “De parking spaces are all
taken, I t'ink.”

“No,” said Beadle.

They crept on. A hundred yards farther up Mary saw an
open space between two huge Diesel yachts. She inched the
Electra into it and Beadle dropped a light anchor, that he
found in a locker, over the stern. He forgot to make fast the
line attached to it so he lost the anchor. He went back to the
locker and found another one and pitched it, with the line
attached this time. When the Electra’s stern was even with the
others, Mary stopped her and told Swazey to throw out the
big anchor in the bow. Then she shut off the motors and joined
Beadle on the after deck. Swazey made an interesting snarl
of knots on the bow anchor line, then he too came aft.

For a long moment he and Mary stared about them,
fascinated by the sight of so much floating evidence of money
all around them. Presently Mary sighed and Swazey said,
“Ain’ dis somethin’!”

Mary turned to Beadle.

“What happens now?”

Beadle smiled.

“We sit here,” he said. ‘“We sit here for hours and hours and
hours, and then way up there”—he pointed—"“you see two
little dots on the water. Then you hear the whistles begin to
blow and then the dots get bigger and then pretty soon they
come close and you see two long thin boats, with eight awfully
decent guys in them, rowing their hearts out; and no matter
who’s ahead, you yell yourself hoarse because you can’t help
it and then, down by the bridge there, they stop and the guys
in the boat that’s come in last collapse over their oars and shoot
their lunches and you wish to hell you were back in college.”

“So I'll wish I was back in college, eh?” said Swazey.

“I’ll wish I was,” said Beadle.
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Mary looked at him.

“Maybe we oughtn’t to be here with you,” she said. *““These
people look so—so swell and everything.”

*“They’re not,” said Beadle. *‘There aren’t this many people
who are really swell—most of them just pretend they are.
That’s why they have yachts.”

Mary nodded. Then she said, “You don’t feel funny *bout
us bein’ here? If any of your friends come or anything?”

Beadle shook his head.

“No,” he said. “But I think Swazey ought to offer us some
of that champagne of his, don’t you?”

Swazey turned around as though Beadle had stuck him with
a pin.

“I apologize!” he said. “I apologize! I forgot all about it—
fancy that!”

He went below and came back with highball glasses and
the bottle. He gave the bottle to Beadle.

Beadle opened the bottle. When he had it open he filled the
three tall glasses and sat down. Mary said, “I never had
champagne before.” Swazey gave her a look. It was easy to
see by his look that he had had champagne before. He took
a sip and tasted ostentatiously.

“It’s fair,” he said. ‘“‘Fair.”

While they were still drinking champagne, a speed-boat
came slowly up the lane. It was filled with young people. In
the bow was a large young man with a pair of binoculars held
to his eyes. He swung them from right to left, scanning the
after decks of the anchored yachts. They focused on the
Electra and held steady.

“Starboard your helm!” he bellowed to the man beside
him. “Eureka!”

He had seen the gold-topped bottle on Beadle’s table. The
speed-boat turned and headed in. As it came nearer, Beadle
recognized the man in the bow as a classmate—a thirsty class-
mate—and realized he’d spotted the champagne. It was the
old story of the bees flocking toward the honey flowers. It
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annoyed him a little. Then he forgot about being annoyed
because he recognized a girl in the stern of the boat; a girl with
bright copper hair who, even though sitting down, was un-
mistakably tall and stately. He hadn’t seen her in over a month
—since the night she’d broken off the engagement. He
wondered how he’d feel when she came aboard—if touching
her hand would excite him—how she’d treat him. He wasn’t
at all sure he was glad Bill Van Nostrand had found him
through those glasses.

The speed-boat was alongside.

‘“‘Beadle,” roared the man in the bow, “though he live in a
deep forest, the world will beat a path to his door if a man
makes a better souse-trap than his neighbour.”

“Meaning I'm elected host,” said Beadle. “Come aboard.”

There were five in the speed-boat. Beadle knew them all;
Bill, and Josh Bradley and Helen Martin and Ted Pinkus and
Madelaine Bruce. The Martin girl came up the landing stage
first. Beadle said “Hello!” and helped her aboard. Then he
reached out his hand to Madelaine. He thought she looked
more beautiful than ever. She took his hand and smiled at
him.

‘“Hello, Beadle.”

‘“‘Hello, Madelaine.”

“I hoped you—you might be up here for the races.” She
looked about her. “Why, this is Milton’s boat, isn’t it?”

Beadle smiled. He was still holding her hand.

“It was. I guess it’s mine now.”

She looked at him quickly.

“But I thought—are things different with you now than
they were—a month ago?”

For a man who was not normally a quick thinker, Beadle
had a most astonishingly quick thought. It would be fun to let
Madelaine think he had money again. She had it coming to
her.

“Yes,” he said. ““Things are—quite a lot different with me
than they were a month ago.”
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“Quit cooing,” said Bill Van Nostrand, “and let somebody
else get up that gangway.”

Madelaine turned.

*““Oh, sorry, Bill! I hadn’t seen old Beadle in such a while.
We have so much to talk about!”

“I’ll bet!” said Bill. He pushed past Madelaine. His roving
eye lighted on Mary Winlock, who was sitting with Swazey
on the after deck, pretending to be much interested in a black
schooner anchored across the lane. ‘“Who’s the ba-ba?”

A devil—a newly-born and so a very young devil—danced
into Beadle’s head. He said, ‘““‘Oh, that’s a friend of mine. She
and—and Mr. Swazey are cruising with me. Come on back
and meet them.”

He looked at Madelaine. She was staring aft. She was
certainly very tall and she was being much, much too stately.



CHAPTER TWELVE

HEN Beadle introduced them, Madelaine shook hands

with Mary Winlock. Had she known her better, she
would have kissed her the way women always kiss other women
when they’re about to try and knife them in the back. It looked
to Madelaine as though she had passed up a good thing and
this “‘ba-ba,” as Bill called her, had got it.

The ba-ba didn’t know who Madelaine was but the extreme
cordiality frightened her. Instinct told her that for some
reason this glamorous young lady hated her guts. She thought
it was probably because of something to do with social posi-
tion, so she was very quiet and didn’t speak unless somebody
spoke to her, because she didn’t want to say the wrong thing.
Madelaine hadn’t expected that. It threw her a little off her
stride.

Swazey threw her off too. As he was presented to each
guest, he shook both his hands together over his head, after
the manner of prizefighters, and shouted, *“Glad to see ya—
glad to see ya,” and then added a phrase he’d grabbed from
James Arthur, “Come aboard any time!”

Bill Van Nostrand took Beadle to one side. ‘“What is
this?” he said. “As I remember you at school, you never had
nice amusing friends like this. Who is he? Rich oil man or
something?”

“No,” said Beadle. ‘‘He’s a burglar.”

“Who’s the girl? A fairy princess?”

“No,” said Beadle. ‘‘She’s just a girl who used to live on a
shanty scow.”

Van Nostrand closed one eye, stepped back a pace and
looked at Beadle.

*“You must have had enough,” he said, “‘but can’t we have
a drink?”

59 E
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“I'll go downstairs and make cocktails.”

“No champagny for Billy and friends?”

“Haven’t any.”

“Where’d that bottle come from?”’

Van Nostrand thought Beadle was holding out on him.
Most people did. Beadle said, “Oh, that. Why, James Arthur
gave it to Mr. Swazey this morning.”

“Is Swazey a friend of James Arthur’s?”

Beadle laughed.

“Sure,” he said. “He calls Arthur ‘Pink Whiskers’ and
Arthur calls him ‘Ham-Face.” ”

He went below, leaving Bill Van Nostrand more confused
than he had been since his last college reunion. Bill Van
Nostrand had known Beadle very well. But he had had the
feeling ever since he came aboard the Electra that he had been
speaking to someone he had just met. He went aft to see if
Madelaine could shed any light on the matter.

In the galley, Beadle made cocktails. He thought they were
Martinis. As a matter of fact, they were not Martinis for the
simple reason that he put in twice the required amount of
vermouth, a touch of tabasco, and, without knowing it, used
Milton Sands’ alcohol instead of Milton Sands’ gin. He tasted
one and thought it was awful, so he put in a little more alcohol,
adding some sugar, shook it and tasted it again. This taste
tasted much better than the first taste, so he carried glasses
and shaker on deck.

While Beadle was below, things had become a little strained
on the after deck of the Electra. Bill and Madelaine had been
whispering together and the others had been trying to pretend
to be amused by Swazey’s self-conscious efforts at small talk.
Beadle was sighted with all the joy a marooned Arctic party
feels when it sees the old ice-breaker ploughing toward them.
They took their glasses with eager fingers and drank deep.

Had they not been ladies and gentlemen trained to endure
hardship for the sake of manners, nothing would have induced
these young people to swallow the awful mixture they had



FIVE DAYS 61

in their mouths. But they were ladies and gentlemen. They
swallowed; some easily, some with difficulty. Even Beadle,
who didn’t like cocktails anyway, gulped one down.

“Whew!” said Helen Martin, who was the first of the little
group actually able to speak again. “What a cocktail!”

“I’ve never had one quite like it,” said Bradley.

Beadle was afraid he might have erred. He said quickly,
“Do you mean it’s good? Or is it rotten?”

“It’s positively the——"" Madelaine paused to think of a
sufficiently strong descriptive, but suddenly she wasn’t sure.
“What do you think, Helen? It’s either delicious or terrible.
I—I can’t make up my mind.”

“It’s the——"" Helen, too, stopped in mid-speech. The
cocktail she had taken had gone down and stayed down and
now it was lonely. “Let me try another and I’ll tell you.”

Then the other four guests and Swazey found that their
cocktails too had grown lonely and five minutes later no one,
however gloomy an outlook they might hold, could have said
that things were either strained or awkward on the yacht
Electra’s after deck. The shaker was emptied and filled and
emptied again, and these people who had come aboard so
world-weary and sedate grew young again and frolicked.
They sang together and from time to time shouted the strange
cries Americans give forth when they are enjoying themselves.
Cries of “Daddy!” and “Wow-wow, whoopee!” and *‘Sweet
Mamma!” and “Hot diggety!” floated skyward. Swazey
danced for them—a great stomping kind of jig and fell down
doing it. There were roars of laughter. The people on the
yacht to port of them retired to their deck-house, where their
contract bridge could go on uninterrupted. The people on the
big yacht to starboard did the same, except for one man who
came and leaned against the yacht’s rail and watched a little
enviously. He was married to the lady who owned the yacht
and it had been a long time since he’d had much fun. He
wanted awfully to join in.

Mary Winlock and Beadle took but one cocktail apiece.
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Mary, because for all her lack of sophistication she knew
straight alcohol when she tasted it, and Beadle because the one
was more than enough for him. It had given him a pleasant
exhilarated feeling and he was afraid another might make him
sick. He was delighted with the success of his party. He felt
he was making good progress about being conspicuous.

He was thinking about this when Madelaine came and
settled herself on the arm of his chair and began to stroke the
back of his neck with gentle fingers. She had done that,
Beadle remembered, on that other yacht five years ago. It
made him feel sentimental about her, though he knew per-
fectly well she was cock-eyed as an owl. He took her hand.
She leaned her head down so her cheek rested against his.
Madelaine’s cheek was soft and smooth and cool. It was a
good cheek.

“Beadle dear, remember five years ago—just here?”

Beadle nodded. He was experiencing a strange sensation.
He’d caught on to himself about Madelaine and wasn’t a bit
in love with her, so he found that her tactics, which were
obviously commercial, revolted him, yet he found her near-
ness decidedly pleasant. He’d always thought you had to be
in love with a lady to enjoy nose rubbing with her. It sur-
prised him to find he had been mistaken for so many years.
The little devil, an hour older than when it had first popped
into his brain, danced there again. He threw both arms around
Madelaine’s slim body, hauled her down into the chair on top
of him and squeezed. He thought doing that might be fun,
and even if it weren’t, it would be fun to see what she did
about it.

She lay limp in his arms for a second. Partly because he’d
knocked the breath out of her and partly because it seemed a
good idea. Then she murmured, “Oh, Beadle—my darling—
you still care!”

It was decidedly fun. Beadle squeezed her again. This time,
for all her stateliness, she giggled like a milkmaid and struggled
free.
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She turned to give Mary Winlock a look of triumph, but
Mary Winlock had been reared humbly and wasn’t used to
such goings-on in broad daylight. She had gone below to comb
her hair.

Madelaine leaned close to Beadle again.

“At the Griswold—after—after the party—I'd better go
now.”

Beadle looked up. The others were clambering down the
gangway into the speed-boat. Madelaine hurried after them.
At the head of the steps she paused and kissed him swiftly
full on the lips. It was a pretty gesture and Beadle enjoyed it
thoroughly, almost as much as he enjoyed her next one, which
consisted of waving to him with one hand, throwing him a
tender glance and falling kerplunk into the speed-boat as she
missed her step on the gangway.

Bradley caught her and set her upright. With much laughter
and shouting, they pulled away. Beadle walked slowly and just
a little unsteadily back to the after deck. As he walked, he saw
the man from the big yacht watching his late guests’ departure,
and recognized him as Harris Payton, whom he’d known
slightly since he’d been a boy. Payton had the reputation of
being a libertine—a gigolo libertine at that, for everyone was
certain he’d married Mrs. Payton because her father had been
such a highly successful purveyor of patent medicines. Beadle
had always thoroughly disliked and disapproved of Payton.

He leaned out over the Electra’s stern and looked up the
river to see if there were any signs of the race starting. There
weren’t. He straightened. When he regained his balance, he
saw that Payton was standing facing him.

‘*‘Hello, Preece.”

Their eyes met. Suddenly Beadle was reminded of Mary.
Payton’s eyes had that same wistfulness. Beadle thought he
looked years older than his known forty—and tired. It may
have been that awful cocktail, but he found himself being
sorry for Payton now and, oddly enough, wondering if he
could do anything to cheer him up. He smiled.
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“Hello, Payton—how are you!”

Payton rolled his eyes toward the deck saloon of the big
yacht. Beadle could see four people inside, at a card table.
Four stiff, overdressed, disapproving people.

“I’'m having a rotten time. I—you seem to be having such
fun on your boat. I—I wonder if you’d mind if I came over for
a little while?”

Beadle was amazed to find that he felt decidedly flattered.

“Come on,” he said. “Next time we swing close you can
make it.”

Payton climbed over his rail and stood ready. As the yachts
began to come closer and closer, he nodded toward the deck-
house again.

“That’s a hell of a way to see a boat race,” he said and
jumped.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

AYTON and Beadle sat for a long time in the deck-chairs

and talked. They were alone, because Mary was offended
about the Madelaine business and Swazey had taken himself
off to see if he could make another cocktail like the ones he’d
just had. Swazey had a head like a steel tank.

It seemed funny to Beadle to be sitting there with a man like
Payton. He expected him to tell smutty stories and get drunk.
When he offered him a drink, Payton turned it down and
lighted a cigar.

“Thought you’d lost all your money,” he said.

Beadle nodded.

“I did.”

“Seems to agree with you. Milton lend you the boat?”

“No. I swiped it.”

Payton raised his eyebrows. It made the pouches under his
eyes seem bigger than they really were.

“You see, Payton—Swazey—that’s my burglar, suggested
it, and I didn’t have anything to live for, so it seemed like a
good idea.” He laughed. ‘““As a matter of fact, I was going to
hang myself just before I met Swazey.” Beadle told him about
the night on the terrace and the cruise up the Raritan. Payton
listened attentively. When Beadle finished, he said, “So you
see, not having anything to live for, I couldn’t lose, and it was
fun going adventuring. As I told Mary, I didn’t use to have
much fun.”

“No, you didn’t,” said Payton. He seemed to be turning
some thought over and over in his mind. He looked up at his
wife and her friends, still intent on their cards, and scowled.
“Do you know,” he said, “I haven’t much to live for either.”

Beadle’s complete candour was having its effect on him. He
bent forward and looked Beadle in the eye and said, “You’ve
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heard I'm drunk all the time—well, I am! You’ve heard lots
of rotten things about me—everyone has—well, they're true.
Do you know why I'm drunk? I'm drunk because I can’t
stand life. I can’t stand my own house—I can’t stand her.
People think I married her for her money—well, I didn’t. 1
was in love with her and thought she was in love with me.
All she wanted was my name. She treats me like a damned
lap dog. If I get drunk enough, I forget. It’s—it’s a hell of a
way to be!”

He stopped, glared at his wife’s yacht once and then looked
down. Beadle, who had never had any intimate friends, had
never heard a man pour out his heart. It moved him deeply.
On the strength of the cocktail, he was moved to such an
extent that he felt almost a personal responsibility for Payton.
Something ought to be done about him.

He said, ““What is it you want, Harris? Can I help any?”

Payton looked at him again and smiled. He had a rather
nice smile.

“You’ve always disliked me, disliked me intensely, haven’t
you?”

“Yes. I guess I didn’t understand about how things were.
I'd like to help you now—what is it you want?”

“I want to go somewhere with real people and work with
my hands and sweat and go swimming and be rude to all the
people I've had to be polite to and be happy enough so I
wouldn’t have to get drunk an hour after I woke up in the
morning. I'd like to do things and not care what anybody said
about it. I—I'd like to be myself.”

Beadle said, “Why don’t you chuck it for a while?” He
gestured toward the Diesel yacht.

“Chuck it?”

“Sure,” said Beadle. ‘‘Swazey’s himself, Mary’s herself—
they don’t know how to be anything else. I'm absolutely my-
self, because I've got nothing to live for. Listen—sneak on
board your boat now and get some clothes—then sneak back
again and we’ll move to another parking space.”
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Payton’s eyes lighted up. For a second he looked almost
young. Then he shook his head.

“If she ever caught me, she’d throw things.”

“Don’t let her catch you. You can stay below until we get
moved.”

“But what’ll she think? She’ll think I’ve fallen overboard.”

“Leave a note. That’s what I did for Milton, when I swiped
the boat. Leave a swell note. Say—say—‘Dear—dear what-
ever her first name is—Have gone adventuring with Beadle-
ston Preece.” ”

Everything about Payton showed he was begging to be
persuaded.

‘“But—after this party you had. She’ll think I’'m on an awful
bender, if I'm with you.”

“Will she really?” Beadle was delighted. It gave him a feel-
ing of being dangerous; of being a bad influence. ‘“But she
won’t dare do anything about it once you get clean away,
because it would mean publicity and make a fool of her.
Come on!”

“I will!”

Payton stood up and put one foot over the rail. The yachts
were swinging close again. He held out his hand.

“Preence,” he said, *“‘you’re a priss.”

“What?” said Beadel.

*“You’re a prince,” said Payton and stepped on to his wife’s
boat. Then, in a gesture of tremendous mysteriousness, he put
one finger to his lips and began to tip-toe over the deck.

“Sssh!”

Beadle copied the gesture.

*“Sssh!”

Swazey came up from the galley.

“I got it!” he called. Then he saw Beadle and Payton,
fingers to lips, saying “sssh’ to each other. For an instant he
stared, open-mouthed. Then he shook his head and dove back
into the galley. For once in his life he thought he had had too
much to drink.
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HILE Payton was on his own boat getting his things,

Beadle noticed for the first time that Mary Winlock
wasn’t on deck. He went down to her cabin and found her
sitting on her berth, with her feet curled under her. She was
staring out of the porthole. As he came to her doorway, she
looked up.

“Anything wrong, Mary?”

“Wealthy Sportsman!”

“Why, Mary, what’s the matter?”

“Nothing’s the matter. Why should anything be the matter?
Who was the tall girl with the boiled hair you-all were neckin’
in front of me?”

Beadle smiled to himself and sat down on the bed. He
reached for her hand. He reached for it out of friendliness.
She snatched it away.

“Don’t you come cosy with me after what I seen just now.”

Beadle grabbed the hand firmly and held it. *‘Mary, listen
to me.”

He’d remembered the circumstances under which she’d
come to be aboard. It didn’t seem quite cricket to let her think
that after all he was just the sort of yachtsman she’d first
thought him; the kind of yachtsman who shows little girls
etchings and locks the stateroom door. It wasn’t fair.

“Mary. That girl and I were engaged once. When I lost my
money, she dropped me like a hot plate. When she came here
to-day, she thought I'd got it back and wanted to make up. I
thought it would be a good idea to let her think I wanted to,
too. I thought she had it coming to her.”

“What about this ‘after the party at the Griswold’ business?
What about it? I don’t go sailin’ with people who have ‘after
the party at the Griswold’ business an’ neck in public.”

68
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Beadle smiled again and let go her hand. He said, “I’m not
going to any party at the Griswold, Mary. I just wanted to
let her think I was. She—she—a stand-up will do Madelaine
an awful lot of good. She needs it. Just the way some girls
need to be socked.”

“Oh,” said Mary. Her hand lay softly in his. Then it grew
stiff. “You mean me? You mean I ought to be socked for
criticizin’ your behaviour?”’

“No,” Beadle laughed. “I mean Madelaine’s one of those
girls who walk through life taking what they can get and not
giving a damn thing. She’s so beautiful she doesn’t have to.
I think she needs a come-uppance. Besides, I want to put to
sea again and I think Payton does too.”

“Payton? Who’s he?”

“Harris Payton. He’s coming adventuring with us.”

“Harris Payton?”

Mary turned and looked at Beadle wide-eyed. Harris
Payton’s name was much more familiar to her than Beadle’s
had been. Harris Payton was a regular performer for the
Sunday magazine sections of the papers Mary read. In real life
he was something of a social tiger; in the magazine sections he
was four social tigers.

*“Is Harris Payton comin’ cruisin’ with us?”

Beadle nodded.

“My Gawd!” said Mary. She shuddered with delighted awe,
mingled with a most agreeable sense of excited fright. “He—
he’s a Social Tiger!”

“No,” said Beadle. ‘“He’s a very lonely, very unhappy
bastard who needs some help.”

“Oh!” said Mary. “A bastard too! The papers never said
that.”

Beadle began to laugh. He laughed so hard and so loudly
that he woke up Swazey, who had gone do-do on the galley
floor. Presently he stopped.

“Why were you-all laughing?”

“Listen,” said Beadle. “I didn’t mean he was illegitimate
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when I said that. You see, people—"" He got stuck. He
wanted to say nice people, but somehow it didn’t seem the
word to use. “The kind of people who have yachts and
things call people bastards when they like them. It’s like—
like calling them pal or something.”

“Oh,” said Mary. She thought about this and found it a
little hard to understand. Then she quickly withdrew her hand
and jumped to her feet. “Here he comes,” she said. “I gotta
fix my hair!”

Beadle went out into the hallway and saw Payton coming
along it, carrying a suitcase. He was still walking on tip-toe.

*“Sssh!” said Payton in a whisper. “I made it!”

“Good man! Now we’ll move.”

But they didn’t move, because at that moment the sound
of many whistles came to them and they forgot about Payton’s
wife and went on deck and leaned over the stern.

Far up the river two dots were coming toward them, slowly
and then faster and faster, as the dots grew and became lean
racing shells that shone like burnished copper in the rays of
the late sun. The whistles of the yachts swelled into a titanic
chorus—the voices of the big boats calling to the two little
boats that swept down the course. Mary came up from below,
forgetting her hair, and Swazey from the galley and they
leaned on the rail. As the shells came near, they cheered, and
the four of them put arms around each other’s backs and felt
Iumps rise in their throats because the crowd and the noise and
the racing shells thrilled them.

As they passed, the blue-tipped oars were ahead. Beadle and
Payton were shouting like madmen: ‘“Harvard—Come on,
you Harvard!” Mary, without knowing why, screamed with
them. The red-tipped sweeps came up, even with the blue.
Nothing in all the world seemed to matter except which of
those two shells would first pass the little flags by the bridge.
The red forged on and won. Beadle and Payton threw their
arms around each other and danced together on the deck.
Mary, without really knowing what it was all about, but feel-
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ing it intensely, began to cry. Guns went off on some of the
yachts. It was all tremendously exciting and did seem to matter
a great deal.

Then the big Diesel yacht to starboard of the Electra began
to move forward and drew out of the line. Payton stopped
dancing and watched her with staring eyes.

“You know,” he said, “they haven’t even noticed I've gone!”

Beadle put his hand on Payton’s shoulder. He felt like the
leader of an expedition. He must cheer Payton up somehow.

“Nuts,” he said, “that’s because you sneaked over here.
Come on—we’ve got to get the hell out of here, or we’ll get
smashed when this mob of boats comes down river! Get up
that back anchor! I'll take the bow!”

He raced toward the deck-house. Payton turned wearily to
the stern. Swazey, beaming, saluted—not anything or any-
one in particular, but just saluted.

“Cheez!” he said, “‘I wish I was back in college!”



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

HE Electra got under way and joined the mad parade of

hurrying yachts, racing for their anchoragesin the harbour.
Just below the bridge she passed the Payton yacht. Beadle
could see the people aboard her had gone back to their con-
tract in the deck-house. He winked at Payton and blew the
whistle. Payton grinned.

‘“Where are we headed for, Miss Winlock?”

She turned and gave Payton a nonchalant look and spoke
as she felt a lady should speak when addressing social tigers—
in a bored drawl.

“Oh, Newport, I suppose.”

“Fine!” said Payton. “We’ll give a dinner.”

“And we’ll ask,” said Beadle, “all the swell people we know
who can’t stand the sight of each other.”

Mary gave him a sharp look. It seemed to her a very strange
idea.

Payton smiled thoughtfully, and said, “We ought to have
fun. What’ll we use for money?”

“We’ll charge everything to Milton Sands. If we need any
small cash, we’ll send Swazey to burgle it.”

Swazey put up his hand.

“Not me,” he said. *“I’m on my vacation.”

“I wish I'd thought!” said Payton. *‘There was a lot of cash
in my wife’s stateroom. I think it would have been all right for
me to take some, don’t you?”

Beadle nodded.

“Were you on a salary? You should have been.”

*“All husbands who marry rich wives should be.” Payton
shook his head sadly. “Boy, they earn it!”

“If we could figure out what your salary should have been,
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we’d know how much it would have been all right for you
to take, in lieu of two weeks’ notice.”

Payton laughed.

“What are you-all talkin’ about?”’

“Life,” said Payton.

“It sounds goofy to me,” said Mary.

They passed out of the harbour and headed east. It was
growing dark. Mary switched on the running lights and the
light in the binnacle. Before they’d started she’d put the chart
for the eastern end of the Sound in the glass-topped box beside
her. Beadle thought it was very exciting to be out on the open
sea in the dark and to be steering by compass. Hethoughtit was
more thrilling than going down the East River the night he’d
taken the boat and it seemed to him much more adventuresome.

They went on in silence for twenty minutes or so, plunging
into the long rollers that came in from the Atlantic; smashing
each one into great sheets of spray, then leaping almost clear
of the water and diving into the next. The Electra ran as
though she actually enjoyed meeting the seas and tossing the
white water away like a horse shaking its head to be free of
the curb. Presently Mary said, *‘Take the wheel, Beadle; I want
to get my lights right.”

Beadle stuck his head out of the window.

“They look right to me,” he said.

“I mean the lighthouses. I want to see on the chart which
one’s what.”

“Oh.”

“The course is eighty.”

“Eighty?”

“Look,” said Mary and pointed to the compass. “There’s
Number Eighty, see? Steer so that little black line on the front
of the compass is just over the eighty.”

Beadle nodded and took the wheel. Mary bent over the
chart. Swazey and Payton stood close on each side of Beadle.
All three of them were intent on the compass card, watching
the “eighty” and the black line, like men watching a roulette



74 THE HATCH WAY

wheel. Every time it swung away from the line, Swazey would
say, “A little more to de left, I t’ink,” or, “To de right, Chief,
an’ you got it.”’

Fortunately, the Electra was one of those rare boats that
sticks to its course without much help. When Mary, having
‘““got her lights right” and spotted Point Judith, took the wheel
and started to head inshore, Payton said, *“Wait a minute—
about this money thing. Beadle—my wife has an aunt who
lives at South Bleynton. That’s just up a little ways.”

“Interesting,” said Beadle. ‘“‘Carlotta Townsend lives some-
wheres around there too.” He smiled to himself at how sur-
prised she’d be if she could see him now.

“We could burgle Aunt Sophie for my back salary and she
could collect from Jane.”

“Not me!” said Swazey. “I told you I was on my vacation.”

“You can coach us,” said Beadle. He turned to Mary. “I’ll
steer the thing. You find South Bleynton on your map. We’ll
go to Newport to-morrow.”

Mary was a little disappointed. Since the advent of Harris
Payton, her mind had been running in social channels. But
although she didn’t quite understand what was up, it sounded
entertaining. She shrugged her shoulders.

*“Oke—put her back on eighty.”

She turned again to the chart and the three men bent over
the compass. Mary found South Bleynton and plotted her
course to it. There was a breakwater there which they could
anchor behind and a lighthouse near by so it would be easy
enough to find the breakwater. She wondered if all society
people were like Beadle and Payton and made jokes about
burgling their friends’ houses and about having trouble with
their wives and losing their money.

She made up her mind that if they actually were going to
rob a house she’d stay on board.

Behind the breakwater at South Bleynton there is a little
beach and then there is a long sweep of meadow with a cart



FIVE DAYS 75

track running across it. At the edge of the meadow is a tiny
forest with a wide grass lane running between the trees. After
a little the forest gives way to formal lawn and the lane forks
and becomes two. At the ends of the lanes are twin houses.
Great, rambling, solid-looking houses. They were built by
sisters and are identical. In one of them lived Mrs. Payton’s
aunt. In the other Mrs. Archibald Townsend of Boston.
They did not care for one another. As a matter of fact,
the Boston lady had never forgiven her sister for selling her
house.

At the fork in the grass lane Payton stopped. Behind him
Beadle and Swazey stopped.

“It’s this way,” said Payton, and started up the right-hand
lane. Beadle followed him, walking very softly on tip-toe,
because he was being a burglar, and he noticed that Swazey
walked on tip-toe. Presently the house loomed in front of them.
They could see lights glinting behind the curtained down-
stairs windows. The upstairs ones were mostly dark. They
crossed a formal garden and came to a halt on the flagged
terrace.

“Now what do we do, Swazey?”

“Let me t’ink,” said Swazey.

“Go ahead and t’ink,” said Beadle.

“I gotta t’ink of a plan.”

Swazey thought. Beadle and Payton stood still beside him
and listened. The sound of low, well-bred voices came softly
from inside the house; from the kitchen wing louder, happier
sounds. Swazey snapped his fingers.

“It’s a second-story job,” he said. ‘“‘Dere’s nuttin’ to it.
Nuttin’ to it. Where does she keep de stuff?”

“In her room, somewheres,” said Payton.

“0.K.,”" said Swazey. “If de ivy on dem pillars is in good
shape, you won’t have no trouble.”

Beadle looked at Payton and felt sunk. Payton was obviously
much too fat to porch-climb. Swazey wouldn’t go and so it
was up to him. It was one thing to chat lightly about com-
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mitting grand larceny. Quite another actually to break into
somebody’s house. The idea scared him. He thought Swazey
must have been very stupid to select burglary as a profession.
He was about to suggest chucking the whole thing. Then he
saw that that was just the sort of thing he’d have done in the
old days and which didn’t fit in at all with this new, dashing
personality he was developing. He took a deep breath.

“I’ll go. When I get inside, I'll sneak down and let you in
when I get a chance. Then you can hunt for the money.”

He turned and walked quietly to the pillar Swazey’d pointed
out and began to climb.

The actual climbing wasn’t hard, because the ivy, like every-
thing else, about the house, was in excellent shape, but it took
all his courage. He kept having visions of the awful things
that would happen if he were caught. The higher he got, the
worse were the visions. When he finally reached the top and
clambered over the eaves on to a little porch, his teeth were
chattering.

Before him he saw an open window. He had been hoping
up to the last that he’d find everything so securely locked that
he could give up. Now he had to go through with it. He
crossed the porch and stepped carefully into the dark room
and stood perfectly still, trying to get his bearings. The door
would be on the other side of the room. Holding his breath,
like a man walking on glassy ice, he started over the carpet.
He took three steps and then tragedy overtook him. Something
bumped into his shins and he fell forward, face down. In the
split second while he waited for the floor to come up and hit
him, he spread out his hands and prepared himself for the
crash and the downfall that must follow it. But the floor didn’t
hit him. He fell on something soft and springy and clutched
at it wildly, thinking it was a sofa.

It wasn’t a sofa. It was Carlotta Townsend.

Being a girl who was never, never startled out of her presence
of mind, instead of screaming, she reached out a hand and
snapped on the light. Beadle, trying to scramble out of the
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bed, found himself face to face with her and was too shocked
to move.

“My God!” she said. “It’s you!”

Beadle nodded open-mouthed.

“And I thought,” said Carlotta, “that it was undoubtedly
the bishop!”



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

EADLE had first met Carlotta Townsend in a babycarriage

in Central Park. Although but a year old, she had, even
then, pronounced likes and dislikes. When she saw Beadle, she
didn’t like him, so she straightway burst into tears and threw
her bottle at him. All down the long years since then she had,
metaphorically speaking, continued to throw bottles at him
whenever they met, and the dislike had grown. It was one of
those strong mutual dislikes that come only to people who
have known each other since childhood. As he knew, she
thought Beadle was prissy and delighted in being just as
naughty and vulgar as she dared, whenever he was near.
Being exceedingly well-born and having an unassailable social
position, she dared be shockingly vulgar. Invariably it made
Beadle pull into his shell and be disgustingly refined and
much more prissy than he really was, and that made Carlotta
act more hoydenish and her acting more hoydenish made him
act still more refined and so it went.

Beadle was simply appalled to find they were in bed to-
gether, or nearly in bed together. Carlotta always had a
paralysing effect on him. Now he was literally stricken dumb
as well as motionless. He sat on the bed and stared at her
with his mouth open, incapable of closing it.

Carlotta stared back at him. Presently she said, “Not that
I object, of course, but would you mind telling me just what
in hell you’re doing here?”

The direct question brought him to himself and in a flash
he saw that Carlotta had him entirely at her mercy. She was
capable of frightful behaviour in drawing-rooms. There was no
telling to what lengths she might not go in her bedroom. He
blushed at his own thoughts. But there seemed a chance—a
bare chance—that for once he might get the upper hand and
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shock her first. He said, “I came to burgle Harris Payton’s
wife’s aunt.”

Carlotta seemed to ponder this strange statement. Then
she said, “I remember now. You lost your money. It’s just
like you to turn into a second-story man.”

“Swazey wouldn’t do it and Harris is too fat, so I had to.”
He laughed a little self-consciously. “I suppose I ought to
explain. We’re giving a dinner to-morrow night on my yacht,
so we need a little money, and we figured that Harris’s wife
owes him some back salary, that’s all.” Then he added, by way
of making things entirely clear, ““You see, Harris is adventuring
with me.”

Carlotta’s face, which was a rather beautiful face even when
it was fixed for the night, took on a puzzled expression.

‘““Are you tight?” she said.

“No,” said Beadle. ‘“And—and of course I'm sorry about
breaking into your bedroom.”

“Oh, quite all right,” said Carlotta. ‘“What was that
you said about adventuring? I don’t think I just under-
stood.”

‘““Swazey and Mary and Harris and I are adventuring, that’s
all. We're—we’re——"" He tried to remember how Payton
had put it. “We’re going places and working with our hands
and sweating and being rude to all the people we’ve had to be
polite to and we're being ourselves.”

Carlotta looked at him with interest and nodded.

“That sounds pretty good. Give me a cigarette.”

Beadle fumbled in his pockets and produced cigarettes and
matches. He gave her one and lighted it for her.

“Who’s Mary?”

“A girl,” said Beadle.

“One of Payton’s girls?”

Beadle shook his head.

“I found her—right after I stole the yacht.”

“One of us,” said Carlotta, “is nuts.”

The sound of a low whistle came through the window.
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“That’s Payton and Swazey,” said Beadle. “They’re prob-
ably worried about me.”

“Ask ’em in. I want to learn more about this business.”

Beadle started for the door.

“Swazey probably won’t come,” he said, “because he’s on
his vacation. I’ll sneak down and let Payton in.”

“I’ll get dressed while you’re doing it.”

She swung her legs over the side of the bed. Beadle looked
away. An almost naive lack of the conventional self-conscious
modesty was another of Carlotta’s characteristics that had
always made him dithery. He opened the door.

“And for heaven’s sake, stop going tip-toe!” yelled
Carlotta. ‘“You're not a burglar.”

Beadle turned; Carlotta was doing things with her night-
gown. He looked away again quickly.

“Dammit, I am a burglar.”

“You’re not,” said Carlotta, ‘“because this isn’t the house
you meant to burgle. So you’re not.”

*Oh, have it your own way!” said Beadle and slammed the
door.

When he had gone, Carlotta stood for a long moment, star-
ing vacantly. For the first time in all the years she had known
him, she felt a spark of sympathy for Beadle. She had under-
standing enough to appreciate what a terrific shock the loss
of his fortune must have been to him. From the way he talked,
she thought the shock might have knocked him a little crazy,
but on the other hand, if it hadn’t, he was acting rather well
about it. The nightgown slipped to the floor.

“I wonder,” she said. “I just wonder.”

Then she laughed. It had struck her as so utterly absurd for
her, Carlotta Townsend, baby bottle-thrower, to be standing
stark naked in her room, thinking intently about Beadle
Preece. Beadle Preece simply wasn’t the sort of person who
was supposed to be thought about intently. She laughed again
and hurried with her dressing.



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

ELOW, at the door leading to the terrace, Beadle was

having whispered converse with his colleagues. He didn’t
go into detail about what had befallen him, but simply confined
himself to saying over and over again, “A fine bunch of
burglars you turned out to be!”

“Aw, Chief!” said Swazey. “Be fair, be fair!”

Payton said, “I’m sorry about picking the wrong house.
After all, it was pretty dark, you know.”

“It wasn’t dark when she turned that light on in my face
and—and——"" He broke off and finished, “I’ve never seen
anything less dark.”

Payton interrupted.

“Beadle, it was my fault. I'm sorry. Now tell us what
happened.”

“Nothing,” said Beadle. ““‘She asked usin. She wants to hear
about theadventuring. Isaid Swazey probably wouldn’tcome.”

“Who asked us in?” said Payton.

“Carlotta Townsend, of course.”

“Oh, my God!” said Payton. ‘“Was it her room you landed
in?”’

Beadle nodded.

“Wonder she didn’t shoot,” said Payton. “That girl would
love an excuse to shoot somebody.”

Swazey thrust his head between them.

“Would youse guys mind,” he said, *“if I went back to de
Electra? Maybe—maybe we hadn’t ought to leave Mary
alone.”

Without waiting to find out whether they’d mind or not, he
was off.

“You know,” said Payton, *“I think Swazey’s afraid of
Carlotta.”
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“So am I,” said Beadle. ‘“‘Are we going in?”

“Mrs. Townsend,” said Payton, “has awfully good things
to drink, if we can get her to crack out with them. I think you
probably need a bracer. You’ve had a hard day.”

“Yes,” said Beadle. He heard a step behind him and
turned. “Hello, Carlotta. You know Harris, don’t you?”

““Hello, Harris,” said Carlotta, and then because she always
did that sort of thing, “How’s Mrs. Payton?”

“How’s your Aunt Minnie!” said Payton.

“Come on in. Mother’s entertaining the bishop. The poor
brute probably needs help by now. I was so bored I went to
bed.”

She led the way to the living-room. As she turned, the hall
light fell full on her. She’d put on black velvet evening
pyjamas. They had practically no back to them. She’d done
her black, black hair old-fashionedly—parted in the middle
and drawn tightly to a knot low on her neck. The effect was
startlingly regal—so much so that she’d have looked like a
grand duchess if grand duchesses could be bred healthy
enough to have really splendid bodies.

Beadle stared at her as he followed. Since the Madelaine
incident of the afternoon, his eye for feminine beauty had
keened. He found himself thinking what a perfectly magni-
ficent back Carlotta had; saw in his mind her properly moulded
legs as they’d popped over the side of the bed, and he blushed.
Then he laughed to himself. It had struck him as absurd to be
following Carlotta into her living-room and to be thinking
there was anything lovely about her.

Inside the room, four people were sitting—MTrs. Townsend,
carrying her fifty years with majesty in a soft grey evening
gown; a Mrs. Bollingston, of the same age, who was proud
of her name because she liked the sound of it; an old coot
named Sebastian Vanderpoel who published religious books;
and Bishop Hartley.

Bishop Hartley was the resident bishop of the current
summer at the Townsends’ private chapel. It was a small chapel
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and didn’t really need anything as important as a bishop, but
on the other hand the Townsends were sufficiently important
so that, having a chapel, they absolutely needed a bishop in
it; just the way they needed a hundred-and-ten-foot schooner
anchored off the meadow. They never used the schooner and
they rarely used the bishop—a cat-boat and a vicar would have
done them as well, but bishops and schooners they had always
had, and, one supposes, always would have. The schooner
grew barnacles on its bottom which were periodically scraped
off. The bishop, too, suffered a little from sitting idle. Unlike
the schooner, he didn’t have a masseur to keep him fit.

Half-way into the room, Carlotta paused.

“Mother,” she said, “I found this”—indicating Beadle—
“in my bedroom and this one howling under my window. I
thought in case there might be any scandal, I'd better ask them
in.” Then, after the manner of Beadle, she added by way of
explaining everything, “They’re adventuring together.”

Mrs. Townsend smiled. Carlotta quite often said things like
this. It was her way of enlivening the summer. If Mrs. Town-
send were knocked off her poise, Carlotta won. Mrs. Town-
send, even as on the occasion when Carlotta had brought in
the second gardener’s natural son, saying she wanted him to
meet a bishop, in case he had any trouble later, extended a
graceful hand and said, “I'm so glad, Carlotta.”

Carlotta grimaced. She’d lost the game again. Then Mrs.
Townsend recognized her guests.

“Oh, it’s Beadleston and Harris.”” She smiled at her wicked
daughter. “Why didn’t you tell me they were here, Carlotta,
instead of keeping them waiting while you got dressed?”

Beadle shook hands with her and said, “Hello, Mrs. Town-
send. It’s awfully nice seeing you.”

Payton followed him. Then they were introduced, as a team,
more or less, to the bishop and Mrs. Bollingston and Vander-
poel. They bowed and said, “So glad,” and “How do you do.”
Payton whispered to Beadle. He said, “There isn’t a chance
she’ll crack it out for this bunch.”
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When the greetings were over, Mrs. Townsend looked at
her daughter.

“Carlotta, push the bell, please, for Hobbs to bring the
whisky.” She turned to Beadle and Payton, who were standing,
feeling foolish, by the fireplace. She laughed—it was a funny
laugh, a terribly polite laugh, but with humour under it.

“If you’re adventuring, you probably need something to
drink. Carlotta said she found you in her bedroom, Beadle-
ston?”

Beadle swallowed quickly.

“Oh, yes, of course,” he said, “I just dropped in to call.”

“How did you happen to climb up there? Wouldn’t anyone
answer the door?”

Beadle floundered. He felt he was in a spot that called for
quick thinking and quick thinking wasn’t one of his long
suits. He said, “I thought it would be fun to surprise her.”

“He surprised me all right,” said Carlotta. *“I was sound
asleep and the first thing I knew he was on top of me.”

“You see, I tripped over the bed,” said Beadle. He spread
his hands in a gesture of apology. “I couldn’t help it if Car-
lotta happened to be in the bed when I fell.”

“I bet you loved it,” said Carlotta.

The bishop glanced away. He felt it might jeopardize his
standing if Mrs. Townsend guessed he was amused. Beadle
looked at Carlotta indignantly.

“I didn’t love it at all,” he said, and then thinking this
might be interpreted as prissy and lead to vindictiveness on
her part, he added, “You were lumpy and hard.”

“Pull-ease!” said the old coot named Vanderpoel, who pub-
lished religious books. Mrs. Bollingston made low noises in
her throat. The bishop almost laughed. Payton said, “Besides,
he didn’t know it was you. He probably thought it was my
wife’s aunt, and if he did, he couldn’t have loved it.”

“I should think not!” said Mrs. Townsend.

There was a silence. One of those silences. It was broken by
Hobbs the butler, who was a very good butler and knew
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instinctively the right times for butlers to appear with trays and
things. This particular tray was, to use the coarser expression,
a darb. It was a silver tray and it had on it two kinds of
whisky, a decanter of brandy, a decanter of créme de menthe,
silver-banded siphons, a combination cigarette and cigar salver
and various assorted glasses. It was the sort of tray one cannot
look upon without feeling better for the looking. Even Mrs.
Townsend, who rarely drank, always felt the teentsy-weentsiest
bit more cheerful when she saw Hobbs carting it into the room.
Beadle sprang toward it almost before it alighted on the coffee
table.

“Mrs.—Mrs.—Mrs.?”” He was looking at Mrs. Bollingston.

“Bollingston,” that lady said and nodded, indicating that
she would accept refreshment.

“Bollingston,” said Beadle and, busy with the glasses and
bottles, ‘“‘Bollingston, Bollingston. Curious name.” He
finished making a drink and looked up. ‘“Ah,” he said. “It
gathers no moss!” He handed her the glass with a courtly
gesture. ‘“‘Now you don’t gather moss, do you?”

“Moss?” said Mrs. Bollingston.

“No moss,” said Beadle. He felt his attempt at lightening
things up with a bit of wit wasn’t getting across. *“A bolling-
stone gathers no moss. Get it?” He laughed feebly.

“Lousy!” said Carlotta. ‘“Hobbs could do better than that,
couldn’t you, Hobbs?”

Hobbs, half-way to the hall, about-faced.

“Oh, no, Miss Carlotta,” he said. *“I couldn’t really—I
thought it was very——"

No one ever knew what Hobbs thought it was very, because,
suddenly stricken, as even the best butlers sometimes are, he
clapped his hand over his mouth and, emitting a little squeaky
noise, absurd in so large a man, fled the room.

Mrs. Townsend fixed Carlotta with an eye. It was a good
eye for fixing. Carlotta should have quailed. She didn’t. She
said, “Oh, Mother, I bet Hobbs can make splendid jokes when
he’s let.”
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Payton and the bishop laughed.

“So can Beadleston!” said Mrs. Townsend. Class loyalty
made her say it. Her saying it made Mrs. Bollingston spill
some of her drink on the carpet, because she felt the insinuation
that a Bollingston could gather no moss was derogatory and
it agitated her. The fact that Beadle had simply been trying to
ease tension by being smart was beyond her comprehension.

I saw nothing funny in it,” said Mrs. Bollingston. “And I
see nothing funny in the idea of permitting a servant to make
jokes.”

Beadle, who was now definitely barkeeper pro tem., handed
the bishop a brandy and soda. The bishop took a long sweet
sip. Then he winked at Beadle.

Beadle took a quick step backward and nearly tripped. He
had never seen a bishop wink.

“Dear Mrs. Bollingston,” said the bishop, “are not all men
thy brothers?”

Mrs. Bollingston, who took her religion pretty darn seriously
and who felt a bishop was a bishop, even when he was acting
curiously, said, “‘Of course, Bishop Hartley.”

“Then shouldn’t thy brother be allowed to make a joke?”

“Not if he’s a butler!” said Mrs. Bollingston.

The bishop winked at Beadle again. This time Beadle
winked back. Carlotta saw the winks and was going to say
something, but didn’t. She was a little surprised at Beadle
having a bishop wink at him and Carlotta was thoroughly used
and accustomed to bishops. She found herself wondering
again; trying to make out just what was different about Beadle
now that would make bishops wink at him. She watched him
as he poured the others drinks and handed them around and
finally poured himself a really laudable hooker and sat down
on the sofa opposite her.

The silence that had followed the bishop’s remark was
broken by Vanderpoel. He said, “Just before these—these—
ah, people came in, Bishop, you were telling us the trend in
the diocese—how that last little book of mine was going!”



FIVE DAYS 87

His tone of voice and expression made it evident he wanted
to talk about bishopy things. The bishop on the other hand had
scented amusement. He’d been bored stiff for a month and
welcomed the advent of Beadle and Payton. He raised his
eyebrows and said, “Must we talk business?”

Vanderpoel never forgave him. Hartley went on.

“I understand you two are adventuring. What particular
form does it take?”

“They’re going places and sweat,” said Carlotta; “and they’re
going to be rude to people and be themselves.”

“Why, Beadleston!” said Mrs. Townsend. “What would
your aunts say!”

“And he’s stolen a yacht and he’s got a girl on it he swiped
right after he stole it.”

“What’s her name?” asked the bishop.

“Winlock.”

“Oh,” said Mrs. Bollingston. “One of the Chicago Win-
locks?”

“One of the Raritan Winlocks,” said Beadle, smiling.

“Is she pretty?” Carlotta asked.

“She wasn’t when I got her off the shanty scow, but she’s
awfully pretty now.”

Mrs. Bollingston put the wrong interpretation on it. She
bolted her drink and rose.

“Clara dear, I'm going to bed.”

With a robin-like nod, she fluttered out of the room.

““Oh, dear, dear,” said Bishop Hartley to Beadle. ‘“Now that
we’re alone, so to speak, although it doesn’t properly fall
among my duties, if you wish to confess, I shall be glad to
jump into a box and hear you. Why is she prettier now?”

“Bishop!” said Mrs. Townsend.

The mellow whisky was lending Beadle of its mellowness.
He was enjoying himself. Also, he felt he was registering a
distinct impression on Carlotta. Somehow he didn’t feel that
at the moment she was against him, and the little devil, now
almost grown up and full of wickedness, was dancing again
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in his mind. He said, “It’s mostly because of her getting my
pants.”

“Pants!” said Vanderpoel. It was as though he had said,
“Ouch!”

“Yes,” said Beadle quietly. “You see she had on a gawd-
awful flannel nightgown. I got her to take it off.”

Carlotta took one look at Vanderpoel and burst out laugh-
ing. Without a word, he departed. Mrs. Townsend raised her
needlework and scrutinized it closely. She was nearer to being
knocked off her poise than she cared to be.

“You see,” said Beadle, “I sent her down to my cabin and
told her to change. She found some pants of mine and a
sweater and when she came back all cleaned up, she was really
very pretty.”

“Oh,” said Mrs. Townsend, torn between relief and dis-
appointment.

“Tell ’em the works,” said Payton. “Then we’ve got to get
back to business.”

Beadle told them the works. He talked mostly to Carlotta as
he unfolded the yarn. He felt it was a pretty dashing sort of
yarn and ought to impress her. Like Stede Bonnet, who took
up buccaneering because he was henpecked at home and
wanted to frighten his wife, Beadle thought it would be a
good idea to let Carlotta see just what sort of a man she’d been
picking on all these years. Having had practice on Payton, he
told his story well, so well that a certain aura of romance and
adventure settled over him, the way it does over African
explorers, as they sit in calm, quiet living-rooms, telling of
turbulent days in the jungle and roaring nights on the veldt.

He was a little nervous about how the burglary part would
go over with Mrs. Townsend, but he didn’t reckon on her
feelings toward Payton’s wife’s aunt. When he had done, she
set down her needlework permanently and sighed.

“I'm sure, Beadleston, that it’s a very wicked idea, but I
think I know how you could get that money from Mrs.
Weems.”
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“Why, Clara!” said Carlotta. “I’m surprised at you!”

“No, Carlotta, there’s nothing for you to be surprised at me
about. If Harris wants to give a dinner, he ought to be able to.
I think it’s a very good idea about paying him his back salary.”

“And,” said the bishop, *“we all think Mrs. Weems is such a
charming woman, don’t we, Clara?”’

Mrs. Townsend winced. Then she said, ‘“What if I do think
it would be rather entertaining to help Harris at her expense?
She has plenty of money and poor Harris hasn’t any!”

“You communist!” said Bishop Hartley.

“Communist nothing! I'm just sticking up for my own
kind.”

“That’s what I meant,” said the bishop.

Beadle chuckled and winked at Hartley. Carlotta again saw
and was even more surprised than when the bishop had
winked at Beadle.

Mrs. Townsend ignored the interruption.

“I think if you were to telephone her, Harris, and say you
were from the Tribune or the Times or—or—one of the
papers, and that you wanted to know if she had any objection
to your publishing an article about her generosity in presenting
her chauffeur with a speed-boat, you might——"

She got no further. Harris Payton slapped his thigh.

“Good Lord! Did she do that?”

“‘She did indeed.”

Payton looked at Beadle.

“A gold mine!” he said. “A bonanza! We ought to sell
stock in it!” '

“Of course, I wouldn’t want you to say I told you,’
Mrs. Townsend.

“Of course not,” said Carlotta, “‘but you’d give your under-
shirt to see her face when Harris calls her up.”

Mrs. Townsend turned to her daughter.

“So would you,” she said.

Carlotta Townsend was a remarkable young woman. She
had a remarkable dam.

said
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RS. WEEMS came through handsomely. Harris tele-
phoned her as prescribed and said that for a consideration
his paper could be persuaded to substitute another article for
the intended one. Beadle, accompanied by Carlotta, went over,
as the paper’s representative, to collect. While he rang the
door-bell and nervously waited, Carlotta hid in the bushes and
shouted coarse remarks at him. Two months ago he couldn’t
have stood it; now he found it rather pleasant to be one of the
adventurers of the world and to have a young woman with a
magnificent back hiding in bushes as his ally. Somehow the
coarse remarks didn’t seem nearly as coarse as they once had.
The door opened and a large figure filled it. A hand was
outstretched toward Beadle.

“Here, you blackmailer! Take it and go!”

It was just about what Beadle had expected so he wasn’t
particularly overwhelmed.

“Sticks and stones,” he said, “can break my bones, but
words can never hurt me.”

Carlotta, in the bushes, lost control of herself. Beadle
pocketed the money. Then, partly because he wanted to
impress Carlotta with his audacity, and partly because he
didn’t like the idea of taking money under false pretences, he
said, “Of course, Mrs. Weems, I'm not really from any news-
paper. That was Harris Payton on the telephone—we figured
Jane owed him four thousand in back salary, so I’'m collecting
it for him.”

Mrs. Weems stood in the doorway and quivered like a
jelly. She said all the things that Carlotta hoped she would
say. She even went so far as to make a grab for Beadle’s
pocket. He stepped out of reach. Then he said, “You can
probably arrest us, but if you do, there’ll be such a stink they’d
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never let you anywheres near Bailey’s Beach again—and Jane
Payton will pay you back.”

“The hell she will,” said Mrs. Weems, and made a sort of
enormous running tackle for him. But Beadle, having foreseen
an attack, was already racing over the lawn. Presently Car-
lotta, breathless, caught up with him. She slipped her arm
through his and they walked swiftly over the grass toward the
Townsend lawn. Both of them were panting. When the
borderline between the two places was passed, they slowed
down and walked more as people should on a June night.

“What’s come over you, Beadle?”

Her arm was still through his.

“Did losing your money send you off your nut?”

He was thinking of how strange it was that he and Carlotta
Townsend should be returning from an adventure together.

“Hungh?”

“I said, what’s happened to you?”

“You know; I lost my money.” He laughed. “It’s funny,
though; do you know I've had an awful lot more fun since—
since the house was auctioned than I ever had before. I—I've
been free!” He laughed again. “It can’t go on, of course, this
crazy business with Swazey and Mary and Harris and me
tooling around in Milton Sands’ boat.” He had been looking
ahead at the lights of the house; now he turned to her and
forgot, for a second, that she was an enemy. “But it’s swell
fun, while it lasts!”

“Of course it is. My, you used to be wet, Beadle.”

“I guess so. I used to think Harris was awful—now I like
him. I used to simply hate you!”

“Please hate me, Beadle. I wouldn’t know what to do if we
couldn’t go on hating each other.” She was terribly serious
when she said it, then she snorted with her own particular
brand of ill-concealed mirth. *“Of course, it would naturally be
much harder for you to hate me after we've been in bed
together, wouldn’t it?”

“No, it wouldn’t,” said Beadle. She was at him again. They

G
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went the rest of the way to the house in silence. Payton was
waiting for them on the terrace. The bishop was with him.
Payton was pacing nervously.

“What happened?”

Beadle reached in his pocket and handed him the sheaf of
crisp, new notes. He took them.

“Do I get a percentage?”’ said Beadle.

Harris counted the roll and handed Beadle several notes.

“Grafter,” he said with a grin.

Beadle looked at the bills in his hand.

“Do you know,” he said, “that’s the first money I ever
earned in my life.”

“We’ve both earned it,” said Payton.

Bishop Hartley smiled into the night.

“Well, so long.”

“Thanks for a swell evening,” said Carlotta. “I’ll go to bed
early every night after this in the hope it’ll happen again.”

“Really,” said Bishop Hartley. “I'm so glad to have met
you.”

They all solemnly shook hands and Beadle and Harris
started down the lawn toward the meadows.

Carlotta and the bishop watched them go, a little sadly.
To both of them it was something like watching the final set-
piece of a Fourth of July fireworks exhibit, or the yacht-club
water sports that mark the end of the summer, or leaves falling
in November.

“I suppose Mother’s gone to bed?”

*‘She felt she should.”

They went into the house.

“Life’s a funny business, isn’t it, Hartley.”

“The longer I'm a bishop, the more I find it so.”

“Beadle’s free now. He’s free of all the things that he
thought were so swell and that made him impossible.”

“I know.”

“I’'m not a bit free—I'm not even as free as Hobbs.”

“Look at me,” said Hartley, “if you think youw’re trapped!”
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“Let’s have a quick one,” said Carlotta. She kicked the
door-sill savagely as they went into the living-room. They sat
down on the sofa side by side. Carlotta poured each of them a
drink. They sipped slowly for a moment. Then she sat bolt
upright and cocked her head on one side.

“Listen!”

Faintly from the edge of the meadow came the sound of
singing; rotten singing, but gleeful. Harris and Beadle, walk-
ing arm-in-arm down the Pleasure Glade, as the grass road was
called, were improvising.

‘“We feel much better when we see
Hobbs coming with the tray!”

Carlotta glanced at the bishop. He had risen and was stand-
ing by the open french windows, a strange musing look in his

grey eyes.

“A better sight there could not be
Than Hobbs coming with the tray.”

Then the voices went into a curious chorus arrangement:

“Hobbs coming with the
Hobbs coming with the
Hobbs coming with the
TRAY!”

Carlotta caught Hartley’s eye.

“They’re like boys let out of school,” she said. “I envy
them.”

The bishop nodded slowly. He had just been surprised to
find he had gained a new parishioner. A small, bright red
parishioner, with horns and a forked tail, who at the moment
was pricking him with a golden tine he carried for that pur-
pose. The parishioner was undoubtedly a blood brother of the
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devil that had been riding Beadle. Presently the bishop looked
out slyly from under the corners of his eyes at Carlotta.

“Of course, I don’t suppose . . .”

“No,” said Carlotta, ‘“of course not.”

Then they both laughed and arm in arm left the living-room.

Aboard the Electra, pyjama-clad and ready for bed, Beadle
stood on the after deck, puffing at a night-cap cigarette. For
the past half-hour, since he had come aboard with Harris, he
had been supremely happy. He had ventured into the world
he’d known and had come away victorious. Now he was
enjoying that strange sense of comfort that only boat people
know when they return to their private kingdoms and the
water is dead still all around them and full of stars.

Mary was asleep in the deck-house; Payton and Swazey
softly snoring in the guest stateroom and forecastle respectively.
The world, behind the South Bleynton breakwater, was filled
with a great peace. Beadle sighed and said, “It’s fun to be
adventuring.” He raised a hand toward the lighthouse.
*‘Master of your own fate, treading the stout deck of your own
staunch vessel!” He trod the stout deck for a pace or two.
The lighthouse winked at him. Then a voice hailed him from
somewhere near by.

*“Hey, can we come aboard your staunch vessel?”

Beadle felt like a fool. He peered over the rail. In a tiny
rowing-boat alongside sat Carlotta and the bishop. Between
them were two suitcases.

Beadle passed a hand over his eyes. Quoting Carlotta, he
murmured, “One of us is nuts!”
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ARLOTTA climbed up the gangway. The bishop, carry-
ing the suitcases, followed her.

*“It occurred to us,” he said, “‘that your expedition needed a
chaplain more than Mrs. Townsend needed a bishop. Of
course, since I was visiting there, I couldn’t offer you my
services unless one of my hostesses came with me. What a
nice boat this is.”

“And now that everything’s explained,” said Carlotta, “let’s
get to bed.”

Beadle stared at them, dumb for a second with astonishment.

“You don’t mean you’re actually coming with us?”

Carlotta put a hand on his arm.

“We are.”

“But there’s no one to chaperone you.”

“There hasn’t been anyone to chaperone your Mary girl,
either.”

“That’s different.”

“No, " said Carlotta.

“We heard you singing in the meadow,” said the bishop.
He set the suitcases down on deck. “I don’t think we’d have
come but for that—you sounded so free.”

“Free?”

Beadle’s mind hadn’t accepted the situation as yet. He could
understand, perhaps, Carlotta wanting to come out of sheer
devilment, but the bishop’s arrival was too much for him.

“You see,” Hartley went on, “‘Carlotta is so fed up with being
a woman and having to pretend to be just a lady.” He sighed.
“And I am so very tired of being a man and pretending to be
a bishop.”

Beadle had the strange feeling that these two were actually
pleading for official permission to come with him. They were
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like Payton, leaning over the rail of his wife’s yacht and saying,
“I wonder if you’d mind if I came over for a little while?”

He thought for a moment—after all, it would be nice for
Mary to have another woman on board and the bishop must
be a pretty good skate or he wouldn’t want to come.

“I really won’t be in the way—if you can manage just to
think of me as a man. Ihaven’t brought any backwards collars
with me.” The bishop sighed again. ‘““As a matter of fact, I've
always hated the damn things—make me feel as if I'd forgot
my necktie.”

Beadle held out his hand. He said, “I think it’s swell, your
coming. Now where on earth can you sleep to-night?”

Hartley looked about him.

“Jacob,” he said, “managed to have some fairly snappy
dreams sleeping on the hard earth—how about the deck, if
your berths are all full?”

Beadle laughed.

“It isn’t that,” he said, “there are lots of berths. It’s just
which you'd like best. Harris is in the guest stateroom and
Swazey’s in the fo’c’sle.”

“Oh, bully!” said Hartley. “I'll take the fo’c’sle.”” He
chuckled. “What fun to sleep with a burglar and how very
frightened he’d be if he knew I was a bishop!”

“I’ll show you the way. Carlotta, you can sleep in the dining-
room.”

Beadle led the way forward to the galley companionway
and down it into the forecastle. Carlotta waited on deck. He
turned on a light in the galley and opened the forecastle door.
They could see Swazey sleeping with his hands crossed on his
chest. His huge face in repose had something almost infantile
about its expression. He was giving a two-note snore. Hartley
looked at him and grinned.

“You know,” he said, “it really doesn’t seem right for that
man with all he must have on his conscience to sleep so peace-
fully. I ought to wake him up.”

“He hasn’t any conscience,” said Beadle.
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“Then it wouldn’t be right for me to wake him,” said the
bishop and softly closed the door behind him.

Beadle went back through the galley to the dining-saloon
with Carlotta’s bag and turned on the lights there. When she
saw the lights, she came down.

“I like your boat, Beadle.”

He was rummaging in the drawers under the port sofa berth.

“The blankets and things are in here. I'm sorry about not
being dressed.”

“I wasn’t dressed when you called on me.”

“That was fierce,” said Beadle. He looked up at her.
“Holy Moses, Carlotta, I didn’t know what I'd got into. You
honestly are the damnedest person—all my life you’ve been
embarrassing me, and of all the beds in the world I had to
pick your bed to fall into!”

Carlotta snickered.

“At that,” she said, “T'll bet you’re glad it wasn’t Mrs.
Weems you dropped on.”

“Lord!” he said. “If that had happened!”

He fished out an armful of sheets and blankets and started
to make up one of the berths. Carlotta sat down on the other
and watched him. The bag that had been resting on a chair
tipped off and fell to the floor with a thud. A sleepy voice
came from the deck-house.

‘“‘Beadle honey, is that you?”

Beadle addressed the ceiling.

*“Hello, Mary.”

“Did you-all get back all right?”

“Yes. We got the money too.”

‘“Attaboy, Beadle. 'Night.”

“Good night, Mary.”

Carlotta tilted her head on one side.

*‘Beadleston.”

He looked down and met her eyes.

“Is that little bundle of love you’ve got up there a South’n
gal?”
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He nodded.

“She’s from the Chesapeake. Why?”

“And she’s never seen the high life? And she’s never been
on a yacht before with a wealthy sportsman?”’

Beadle smiled quizzically. He couldn’t make out what she
was getting at.

“No. Why, Carlotta?”

*“I just wanted to know.” She stood up as though she’d made
up her mind about something. ‘“You go on and get to bed.
I’ll finish the berth.”

“All right.” He held out his hand. “If you want anything—
if you want to wash or anything, there’s a bathroom just
through that door.”

“If it’s like most boat bathrooms, I’ll wait till to-morrow.
I'm too sleepy to pump.”

Beadle blushed. He’d received his social training in the days
before Thomas Maddux’ Sons and the Crane boys filled their
smart shop windows with pastel plumbing. Any mention of
plumbing in mixed company gave him shivers. But Carlotta
mustn’t know this. He said, “It’s—it’s electric. You just push
a button in the floor.”

“Oh,” said Carlotta, rolling her eyes. ‘“How perfectly
charming. I just can’t wait!”

“Good night!”

He hurried up the companionway. A low ripple of laughter
followed him. Carlotta came to the foot of the stairs and called
softly, “Good night, Beadle honey.”

Then she laughed again. Beadle heard the laugh and
gnashed his teeth. As he passed the deck-house, he saw Mary,
chin on hands, staring out the window. He controlled his
wrath enough to tell her good night again, then swiftly and
indignantly he trod his own stout deck to his own private
stateroom and got into bed.

“Damn!” he muttered. “Damn, damn, damn! She knows
she’s got my goat again!”

But in spite of his honest rage, he was too tired to lie awake.
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So he didn’t hear his door open, a few minutes later, and a
soft step on the carpet between the two beds. Nor did he hear
the still softer rustle of silk against fine linen, nor the yet softer
sigh a lady always breathes when her head touches the pillow
and she drifts off to bye-bye land.



CHAPTER TWENTY

ORNING came to South Bleynton the way morning so

often does to places on the Massachusetts coast—wrapped
up like cigarettes in cellophane, in a fog that isn’t quite as
thick as the fog that people in Newport and Southampton and
penthouse apartments find themselves in, but much more
eerie. The fog came suddenly, walking like St. Paul over the
surface of the water. With the fog came the yachtsman’s
alarm clock; the siren on the South Bleynton light. It came in
a great stentorian bellow, that, to people hearing it for the
first time, is horribly alarming. It sounds like an accident or a
hungry animal. It awakened the little company of six souls
aboard the Electra, blast by blast.

In the forecastle Swazey sat bolt upright and reached for his
gun. He’d forgotten where he’d put it, so he looked around,
and when he looked around he saw the bishop. He didn’t
know it was a bishop and he thought this usurper had made
the awful noise that had awakened him. He said, ‘“‘Hey, you,
can it!” The noise came again. He leaned over and looked at
his sleeping partner intently. The sound didn’t seem to
emanate from him, after all.

“Wrales!” said Swazey. “Dem’s w’ales an’ dey’re wail-
in’!”

The bishop, who had been dreaming of this and that, sat
up and looked at Swazey.

“Good morning,” he said. *“Did you make that shocking
noise?”’

“Naw,” said Swazey, “an’ I don’t like it.” Then, feeling he
was possessed of superior knowledge, he added, “Dem’s
w’ales, wailin’.”

The foghorn came again.

“No,” said the bishop.
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“All right,” said Swazey belligerently, “den wot is it, an’
who are you, an’ wot are you doin’ in my private cabin?”

“I was sleeping,” said the bishop. ‘““You’re Swazey, aren’t
you?”

‘““Maybe I am an’ maybe I ain’t,” said Swazey, on his guard.

“I'm Bi—— Waldo Hartley. Beadleston Preece told me I
was to sleep here.”

“So Beadleston Preece told you to sleep here, ¢h?”

The bishop smiled to himself.

“He told me I could either sleep in the guest stateroom with
Harris Payton or sleep in here with you.”

“What are you? Another wealthy sportsman like Beadle?”

“No,” said Hartley. “I’'m—I’'m—what are you?”

“Never mind what I am. I’m on my vacation, see?”

“I am too,” said Hartley, “‘and I'd just as soon people didn’t
know what I am any more than you want them to know what
you are. Miss Townsend and I joined up last night.”

Swazey swung his legs over the bed and faced Hartley.

‘*“Has dat guy lured anudder woman on to here?”’

The bishop nodded.

“Cheez!” said Swazey. He snapped his fingers. ‘“Has she
got clothes wit her?”

“Oh, yes, indeed.”

“De last one just had a nightshoit,” said Swazey, “when she
come aboard.”

“Well,” said Bishop Hartley, “this one was wearing pyjamas
when she came on last night.”

“Tell me dis,” said Swazey. ‘“How does he do it?”

In the guest stateroom, Harris Payton sat up and looked out
of the window. He didn’t think what he saw really was fog,
because he was so used to waking up mornings with his head
drumming and the feeling of fog all around him. He said,
“Brrrrh!” shuddered, and lay down again, pulling the covers
over his head, waiting for the awful morning sickness that is
the curse of the man-about-town to come over him and take
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him to his private hell of nausea, remorse and self-damnation.
Strangely, it didn’t come this morning. He had forgotten that
he had gone to bed entirely sober the night before.

He waited for a full minute, sat up again and stared hard
at the grey mists. His eyes lighted up and he took a deep, deep
breath at the sweet damp air.

“My God!” he said; “it’s real fog!”

Then he began to sing softly to himself the little song about
Hobbs and his tray.

In the owner’s stateroom, Beadle, hearing the great snoring
of the light, sat bolt upright. He too glanced out of the window,
and feeling the mystery of the fog, rested his chin on the sill
and stared. Presently he said, *“It’s a fog and that’s a foghorn.”

Then a sleepy voice called to him.

*’Morning, Beadle honey.”

He turned quickly and looked across the stateroom with
much the same look on his face a man will give a brick he’s
tripped over. The enormity of the significance of what he saw
shook him to the core. Most men, finding they had slept the
night, however respectably, in the room with a lovely lady,
would have felt a certain sensation of prideful thrill.

“You!”

Carlotta’s jet hair lay in a swirl on the pillow. Her night-
gown had slipped partly off one shoulder. One arm was
crooked under her head, which was turned toward Beadle;
the other lay extended. She was looking at him out of sleepy
brown eyes that blinked. Carlotta had soft, almost bossy eyes
when they weren’t glinting with mischief; the sort of eyes it is
good for a man to look into when he greets the new day.

She yawned and stretched and spoke through the yawn.

““Beadle honey, you know your maiden aunts would never
have forgiven me if I'd let you sleep in here alone last night
with that little South’n gal probably just waiting to leap into
bed with you.”

‘“Carlotta, you’re being coarse!”
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“Well, you know how it is with Southern girls, Beadle, and
somebody has to look after a man like you.”

*“Oh, go to hell,” said Beadle.

“Naughty word,” said Carlotta. *“Shall we get up?”

Beadle glared at her. He was thoroughly angry and, for all
his buccaneering, shocked. Sitting there in his bed, looking
across at Carlotta lying in her bed, made him feel unreal. It
seemed more fantastic to him that he and Carlotta Townsend
should have slept in the same stateroom than that he should
be gallivanting on a stolen yacht with a burglar. He got up out
of bed and started for the companionway leading to the deck.
As he reached it, he heard a knock on the forward door of the
stateroom and Harris Payton called him, asking if he could
come in. A second later Swazey hailed him from the deck.

Beadle stopped in his tracks. Then he started toward the
forward door, took two steps and started back for the com-
panionway. He felt like a ball player caught between bases.
Carlotta laughed and stretched again. Presently she reached
out and caught his hand and drew him to the edge of her
bed. He shrugged his shoulders and sat down beside her,
completely defeated.

“Look what you’ve done! Carlotta, why couldn’t you have
stayed in your own room? Everyone’s going to know now
that you've slept here. I—I’ve—things like that get out—
your reputation—your mother—Bishop Hartley ”  He
paused and gestured with his hands. “Oh, I know you just did
it for fun, the way you socked that champagne bottle at me at
the Brown’s dance, but don’t you see it’s really my fault? I've
got to blame myself for it, because I invited you to stay last
night. I—I feel like hell about it, Carlotta.”

Carlotta saw that he meant it. She thought it was surpris-
ingly quixotic of him to feel like hell about her reputation
when she’d slept in his room simply to plague him. Carlotta
was not a sentimental girl, but she was a little touched. She
patted his hand.

*“Beadle, I'm honestly sorry I did it.”
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“Of course you are. We’re caught.”

Carlotta’s hand rested on his.

“That isn’t why,” she said. ‘““You know me better than that,
Beadle. I'm sorry because—because I just did it to annoy you
and you’re being so damned sporting about it! I thought you'd
be funny and nancy, and say I’d ruined your reputation.”

Even Beadle couldn’t mistake the sincerity of what she
said.

Swazey and Payton, thinking Beadle was still asleep, didn’t
call again. Beadle heard Payton go up the companionway in
the hall and join Swazey on deck, heard them say good morn-
ing to one another. He was glad. They couldn’t help knowing
about what had happened, because it would be obvious that
Carlotta hadn’t slept in the saloon, but their going away
would give him time to adjust himself. He turned his gaze
from the window (which he had been staring at for propriety’s
sake) and looked at Carlotta. He looked at her long and
silently.

He saw her, really, for the first time in all the years he’d
known her, for this was the first time, except for the little
second when she’d slipped her arm through his on the way
back from the Weems adventure, that she definitely hadn’t
been an enemy. He was rather surprised to find that looking at
her that way she seemed a rather beautiful woman. Perhaps
not as beautiful as Madelaine—he paused in his looking and
tried to picture how Madelaine would look there, in Carlotta’s
place—tried to picture her hair and the nightgown and her
white shoulders, and tried to picture how he would feel if he
were sitting on the edge of Madelaine’s bed, Madelaine whom
he’d been so in love with. Then he stopped trying to picture
Madelaine, because for one thing she wasn’t there and never
would be, and for another reason because Carlotta was speak-
ing again.

“You know, Beadle, this isn’t so very dreadful—after all,
most people who get married haven’t known each other one
half of one per cent as long as we have.”
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“Get married!” said Beadle. “For God’s sake, you aren’t
suggesting that——"

Carlotta laughed. Beadle’s utter horror wasn’t flattering, but
it was funny.

“No, of course not! I was just going to say that, after all,
when our nurses were friends and used to shove us around
Central Park together, we were probably on a much more
intimate basis than we—are now.”

“That’s true,” said Beadle. He was thinking. “That’s quite
true.”

“For instance, there must have been the little matter of
putting on my fresh——""

“Of course!” Beadle laughed. He didn’t feel like laughing
but he thought laughter might drown out the things Carlotta
was going to say. He stood up and went over to the dresser
and lighted a cigarette. The yachting cap was on the dresser.
It reminded him that he was supposed to be the leader of an
expedition and that leaders of expeditions are hardly ever
floored by finding curiously outspoken ladies in their cabins.
Actually the sight of it brought him to himself—not the him-
self he’d used to be, but the new himself he’d been learning to
be since he’d lost his money. Once his point of view got
adjusted, he felt better. Almost nonchalantly, he resumed his
seat on the edge of Carlotta’s bed.

“Well,” he said, ‘‘are we going to try and explain?”’

Carlotta said, “Sure. We’ll tell ’em we’re engaged!”

Beadle really laughed, this time.

“Damn you, Carlotta!”

She looked up at him. Her eyes were not glinting.

“You’re sort of a good guy, Beadle. If you’ll get the hell out
of here now, I'll get dressed. We’ve got to get under way
before Mother swims out and stops us.”

*“Good Lord, yes!”

He went up the companionway. On deck he met Swazey,
who was sitting on a hatch, peering gloomily at the fog. When
he saw Beadle, he shook his head sadly. There is honour among
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thieves, but sometimes even burglars can’t help overhearing
laughter—feminine laughter—when it occurs in the wrong
places.

“Chief,” he said, “I'm sorry. I'm tellin’ you, I'm sorry!”

“Sorry?”

*“Sorry,” said Swazey. “I can’t go on wid you. De kind of
people you're loadin’ dis ship up wit’! What would my folks
t’ink, if I had folks? What would dey t'ink?”

Beadle smiled. He knew what Swazey was driving at, and
having accepted the Carlotta situation, he was beginning
to get a certain amount of pleasure out of Swazey’s reaction
to it.

“We’ve some very nice people on board,” he said.

“Who?” said Swazey, ‘‘besides you an’ me an’ Mary?”

“Well,” said Beadle, “we have a bishop.”

Swazey’s eyes grew wide. His jaw hung loose, like a broken
fender on an old Ford. He gasped.

*“Cheez!”

“He was the gentleman who slept in the fo’c’sle with you.”

*“Cheez!” said Swazey again, nodding. Then he snapped
his fingers and smiled. “I apologize! Honest, I apologize!”

“No,” said Beadle, “that’s all right.”

“I apologize,” said Swazey, ‘“‘about what I said just now
about de lady laffin’ in your cabin—if we got a bishop here
—why, it’s O.K.! But...”

He broke off.

“But what?”

“But cheez, chief, if I'd a’ known last night, I'd have took
off my socks when I went to bed, instead of just sleepin’ like
I was.”

Beadle grinned and looked at the flatboats Swazey called
his feet. A typical Carlotta thought passed through his brain.
He said, “I don’t think the bishop minded your keeping
them on.”

He patted Swazey on the back—why, he didn’t know,
except that he suddenly felt rather pleased with himself. For a
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person who had been shocked as much as Beadle had, it was
rather fun to shock somebody else for a change. He proceeded
to the galley. He had decided to keep his pyjamas on for
breakfast. As he passed the deck-house, he met Mary returning
from an inspection of the anchor line. They met face to face
in the narrow passageway.

“Beadle!”

He said, “Hello, Mary,” and wondered why she seemed so
glad to see him and why her eyes were so bright on such a
damp foggy morning.

“The gentleman in—in number—who slept with Swazey,
told me you got four thousand dollars last night!”

“I just collected it,” said Beadle, “for Harris, in case we
might need a little money at Newport.”

“A little. . . . Why, you-all are just wonderful!”

She put both hands on his shoulders and looked into his
eyes. She stood for a second so. Then she said, *“ ’Long with
the four thousan’ dollars, did you bring a girl back with you?”

He forced one of his futile laughs.

“Carlotta Townsend came aboard with Bishop Hartley—
the—the man who slept in the fo’c’sle with Swazey.”

“Where’d she sleep?”

“In...”

He caught himself. It was more than possible Mary had
already found out where Carlotta had slept.

“In my cabin,” he said, “I slept on deck. I—I thought the
air would be good for me here.”

Mary Winlock continued to look him in the eye. The look
made him uncomfortable.

“After all,” he said, “she’s an old friend of mine.”

“So,” said Mary, “was your red-headed friend.”

She turned and went down the companionway into the
saloon. Beadle watched her go. He stood for a long time,
scratching his chin, staring at the empty companionway, feel-
ing the way other men have felt, when things like that have
happened to them. But it was the first time anything like

H
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that had ever happened to Beadle. He felt like a dog who's

being taught a new and unheard-of trick. His lips puckered,

he was thinking so hard—thinking of Carlotta back there in

his cabin and of Mary down in the saloon and of himself in

this ambiguous position. Presently he nodded his head.
*“Swazey’s right,” he said. *“It’s a hell-ship!”



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

ANY hours later, as quickly as it had come, the fog lifted
and the Electra, with her eager if inexperienced crew of
Corinthians, steamed from behind the breakwater.

Mrs. Townsend, from her sleeping porch, watched the
departure, just as the night before she had watched the stealthy
exodus of Carlotta and Bishop Hartley. She didn’t in the least
mind their going. She felt, if anything, that Beadle would be
a good influence on Carlotta, who had seemed a little out of
hand lately; and entertaining the bishop, because of the people
she felt she had to ask to the house to meet him, had tired
her. She sighed and, relaxing, stared at the ceiling. Presently
she spoke, very slowly and carefully.

“Twinkle, twinkle, little star, what a nuisance bishops are.”

Then she laughed and rang for Hobbs. She rather expected
he’d have two notes for her and she was curious to see just how
Hartley had explained himself.

“If T were a betting person,” she said to the ceiling, “I
would bet that he blames it on having to take care of Carlotta,
the old hypocrite!”

The notes, when they came, were entirely satisfactory. She
read them and then telephoned a friend of hers who lived on
the point at Newport. She asked the friend to telephone her
when she saw the Electra round the point.

It must be said for Mrs. Townsend that she wasn’t doing
it because she felt Carlotta needed an eye kept on her—that
wouldn’t have seemed honourable. The real reason she was
keeping tabs was because she thought Beadle was very likely to
land in jail and if he did she wanted to bail him out. As has
been said, Mrs. Townsend was a remarkable woman—and
she had always been fond of Beadle.

The Electra rounded Newport point at six that evening and
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headed in the general direction of the New York Yacht Club
landing. Peace reigned aboard her, because Carlotta, when she
met Mary Winlock, had been simple and direct and friendly
and not at all like Madelaine. Mary had expected either open
or saccharine enmity. She was surprised almost into liking
Carlotta.

Swazey was frightened by Carlotta and the bishop at first,
but as time passed and Hartley failed to whip beads out of his
pocket and Carlotta failed to produce a lorgnette, his fear
wore off and his high spirits of the day before returned. When
they passed James Arthur’s black barquentine, anchored well
off shore, he even went so far as to nudge Hartley and say,
*“Dere’s my pal’s boat. I gotta go call on him later.”

They dropped anchor inshore and Mary shut off the motors.
The anchor dragged.

“Bad bottom,” she said. ‘“We’ll move and try again.”

She started the engines and moved a little farther out and
once more ordered the hook dropped. This time she kept the
engines running and let out more anchor line, but still it
dragged. She looked at the chart.

“It says ‘soft’; we oughtta hold.”

Just then Payton came up from below. As soon as he saw
what was going on, he began to laugh. Mary turned on him
in anger.

“This ain’t my fault,” she said; “let’s see you anchor this
scow!”

Payton laughed again and said, ““All right.”

He took the wheel and had the anchor raised. Then he ran
the boat west, away from the Yacht Club. When he’d gone
about a quarter of a mile, he told Mary to let the anchor down
again. It held perfectly here. The others gathered around him.

“What’s the gag?” said Mary. “I don’t get it.”

“Just that you can’t anchor on glass,” said Payton.

“Glass?” said Beadle.

“On glass?”” said Bishop Hartley.

“Glass,” said Payton. He smiled. ‘““You see, for so many
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years people in perfectly lovely boats have anchored near that
landing and thrown so many perfectly lovely bottles over-
board that there isn’t any bottom any more—just glass.”

“Hotcha!” said Swazey. “He’s a great kidder! He’s comi-
cal, he is!”

“I know,” said Payton, ‘“‘because I've placed so many of the
bottles there myself.”

Mary looked at him and shook her head.

“You’re nuts,” she said, ‘“but I don’t mind.”

“The anchor’s holding, isn’t it?”’ said Payton.

Mary shut the engines off and went below to close the
petrol valves. Carlotta turned to Beadle.

“Well,” she said, *“‘here we are; what do we do next, Cap-
tain?”

Payton said, “Let’s go to the club there and find out who’s
giving a big dinner, and then we’ll all go to it and surprise
them. We can give our dinner Monday night.”

Beadle nodded. Then a thought came to him. He said,
“Mary hasn’t anything to wear.”

Payton said, “That’s all right—we’ll all wear flannel trousers
and undershirts—we’ll be a knockout.” -

Beadle shook his head.

*“No, Harris—that wouldn’t be fair to her and we can’t go.”

Carlotta looked at him. She had known for years that
Beadle was definitely not one of the deep thinkers of the
world, but she was surprised at this flash of understanding.

“Too bad my clothes won’t fit her,” she said. Then: “But
look, why can’t we go to Thoren’s on James Street and get
her something?”

“It’s too late,” said Beadle.

“Oh, hell,” said the bishop, *“and I've never been to a
Newport party. I did want to go, but you’re quite right about
Mary. Quite right.”

“I wonder.” Beadle was thinking again. He turned to
Swazey. “Are you pretty good with locks?”

“I’m on my vacation,” said Swazey. ‘“What locks?”
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“I think,” said Beadle, “that if we were to hire a snappy car
and get ourselves all swelled up, we could probably drive right
up to Thoren’s and pick open the front door.”

“Oh, yeah?” said Swazey.

“We could, if you were any kind of a burglar.”

Payton said, “I don’t believe he knows how to pick a lock.”

Hartley, who was trying very hard to be a man and not a
bishop, said, “Of course, if this man is just pretending to be
a burglar and isn’t, we should have him arrested as an im-
postor!”

Swazey leered at him.

“So you don’t think I'm a burglar, eh? How do I know
you’re a bishop?”

*“I can prove it,” said Hartley. *“‘Can you?”

He sighed and sat down on the transom. His bolt was shot.

Beadle and Payton and Carlotta waited expectantly. They
could tell by the fact that his lips were knocking against his
teeth that Swazey was about to say something emotionally
important. Swazey’s lips, which were really too big for prac-
tical purposes, always did that when he was incensed. It was
a habit that had bothered his mother when he was nothing
but truck fodder on an East Side street. Which way the cat
jumped, so to speak, seemed to mean a great deal. Presently
he got the lips under control.

“So I ain’t a burgular, eh? I'll show you! Let’s go!”

When they blew the horn for the Yacht Club launch a few
minutes later, with the exception of Mary, they were as
smartly dressed a landing party as has ever left a yacht. Even
Swazey had been re-issued in the bishop’s extra pair of white
flannel trousers, and, as a special favour, Beadle was allowing
him to wear the yachting cap. They reached the landing and
climbed out and the steward, who had recognized Payton as
a member—a tipping member—came down to greet them.

“Glad to see you aboard, sir,” said the steward, which
Mary thought was rather silly since he meant ‘“‘ashore.”

“I want a Rolls-Royce,” said Payton.
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“Lots of us do, sir,” said the steward, who had to have his
little joke, ““and for how long, sir?”

*“Just this evening. Get it here right away.”

“Yes, sir.”

The others had gone on up the gangway. Mary Winlock
lingered behind. Her little Sunday-Magazine-section mind
was steeped deep in tales of this Newport place. She was watch-
ing Harris Payton arriving, or, in her mind, “dropping in” at
his club, with an enormous fascination. She didn’t want to
miss any of it.

The steward, who was a very old friend, leaned close to
Payton. Mary heard him say, “Mrs. Payton came in last night
on the Colyrium. She was fair hopping, sir.”

Payton nodded.

“Where is she now?”

*“Sailing. She’ll be back any time.” He glanced at Mary.
“I’ll hurry the Rolls, sir.”

“That, Luther, is worth five,” said Payton.

Mary very nearly screamed with delight. The steward hur-
ried up the gangway of the float. Tremulously Mary slipped
her arm through Payton’s.

“Would it really matter,” she said, “if Mrs. Payton found
you-all walkin’ up the dock with me?”

Payton looked down at her over the pouches under his eyes
and lied like a gentleman,

“It would make her furious!” he whispered. Mary was
thrilled and clutched his arm more tightly. Payton had done
his Boy Scout act for the day. On the way down to the yacht
the night before, Beadle had told him that he was a social
tiger. It had come as news to Payton, but he didn’t want to
disappoint Mary.

In less than ten minutes after they reached the street, a Rolls
town car drew up. They clambered into it and Carlotta gave
the chauffeur Thoren’s address. In another five minutes they
were there, and according to the plan Swazey had “t’ought”
up, Beadle got out and tried the door. It was, of course,

"
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locked. Still according to plan, he said loudly, “Thoren pro-
mised to keep open, the dirty dog—let’s pick the lock and see
if we can find the dresses—they’re sure to be marked.” He
crossed the pavement and addressed the chauffeur. “Can you
pick a lock?”

The chauffeur smiled and shook his head. He’d lived in
Newport for years and was used to being asked funny ques-
tions. Beadle turned to Payton.

“Can you?”

Payton shook his head and said, “Really, Beadle, Thoren
might get sore.”

“Rats,” said Beadle. ‘““How about you, Carlotta?”’

“Let’s try!”

Carlotta grabbed Swazey’s arm and dragged him out of the
car. They approached the doorway.

“Why not a brick?” she said. ‘“Have you a brick, Bishop?”

Swazey forced a laugh. He’d been carefully rehearsed in his
part, but the laugh was really lousy.

“Burgulars use bricks,” he said. *““We can’t use ’em.”

He went up to the door and rattled it. Then he inexpertly
tried to open it with a nail he picked up off the sidewalk.
While he was ostensibly failing at this, he slipped a thin piece
of isinglass through the crack by the lock. The tumblers fell
away and the door opened.

“It wasn’t locked,” he said with a grimace, “‘just stuck.”

He stepped back, in pardonable pride, and allowed the
others to lead the way into the shop. Hartley patted him on
the shoulder as he passed and said, “I take it back. You’re a
wonder. How on earth did you do it?”

“Dat’s a trade secret,” said Swazey. ‘“You don’t tell your
trade secrets, do you, Bish?”

Hartley shook his head and grinned. His trade secrets
consisted of always having been polite to the right people in
the right places. He certainly didn’t tell about it.

Thoren’s on James Street was a branch of Thoren’s on
Fifth Avenue, It was one of those ultra, ultra dress shops that
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couldn’t possibly be as smart as they make you feel they are.
Its prices were in keeping. Two square yards of duck, normally
worth a few cents, if bought at Thoren’s roughly sewed into
the shape of a skirt, cost you not less than ten dollars. Mr.
Thoren and his wife were very happy. Along with their
children they had, after years of association with the rich, come
to believe in Santa Claus.

To Mary Winlock, Thoren’s was paradise. The neatly
written price-tags hanging to the sleeves of the dresses there
dazzled her. For some time now she had been sure she was
living in a dream. She was glad to see concrete evidence that
it was a really snappy dream, as dreams go.

Mary thought it highly probable that she would get into a
great deal of trouble along with the others for busting into
such a swell place, but she thought even if she did, it would
read well in the papers and that made it all right. She went
from rack to rack, studying the tags, feeling the materials—
smiling. She was thoroughly happy.

Beadle, watching her, whispered to Carlotta. He said,
*“She’s having a swell time, but you’d better help her. What
ought she to get?”

“Beach pyjamas, an afternoon dress, and an evening dress
and a street dress and a bathing suit.”

Beadle turned to Payton.

“Can we afford all that, Harris?”’

Bishop Hartley intervened.

“It doesn’t seem to me,” he said, “so much a question of can
you afford it as can Thoren afford it.”

Payton nodded.

“We’d better look at his books and see,” he said. “Come
on, Swazey.”

“I ain’t interested in books,” said Swazey.

Beadle said, “Carlotta, you pick out some things and put
Mary into them. Then call us. We’ll be in the office.” He
addressed Hartley. “I think we all ought to pass on the
selection, don’t you?”
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“‘Oh, absolutely,” said Hartley.

“Come on, Swazey, we may need you.”

He led the way toward the back of the shop to a room that
was obviously the office because it said ‘‘Private” on the door,
and the only room that ever has the least privacy connected
with it in a dress shop is always the office. The door was
locked.

“Go on, Swazey, do your stuff.”

Swazey shook his head.

“Why not? After all, you got us into the place.”

But Swazey went temperamental on them. He took off his
hat and rubbed his foot against his ankle.

“No.”

“Oh, go on, do!” said Harris.

“No,” said Swazey. *“No.”

“Please,” said Beadle. ‘“We won’t know what Thoren can
afford to spend on Mary unless we get in here.”

Swazey still shook his head. Apparently something was
bothering him.

“Is it your conscience?”’ said Beadle.

He shook his head again.

“Come on,” said Payton, *‘tell papa.” He drew back his arm
and made his hand into a fist. “Why doesn’t itsy-bitsy Swazey-
cums want to unlock door-door for Beadle?”

“Oh, pshaw,” said Swazey. “I don’t want youse to see how
I do it, dat’s all!”

“Oh,” said Beadle.

He and Payton turned their backs. Swazey employed his
strip of isinglass, opened the door and called to them.

“Nuttin’ to it,”” he said. ‘‘Nuttin’ to it!”

The books, which should have been in a safe, were not,
because Thoren had been treated so well by his gods that he
had, as time went on, grown over-confident in them. They
lay in plain sight on a mahogany desk. Beadle and Payton
knew something of books. They rather expected to have fun.

Beadle said, “This makes me think of when I was at West-



FIVE DAYS 117

minster. I wanted awfully once to get a week-end on credits,
and I almost had it when one of the mug masters gave me a
demerit. It would’ve killed the week-end, but another guy
and I sneaked down into the faculty room that night and
pried open the drawer where the masters put the slips with the
demerits. We got mine out, then we looked over the list and
rubbed out all the demerits of the guys we liked and added a
lot more to the guys we didn’t.”

Payton looked around and smiled.

“I did that at Westminster ten years before you did, Beadle.
Did you get your week-end?”

Beadle nodded.

“How was it?”

“Swell! I wanted to go to the spring United Hunts races.”

“I got mine too,” mused Payton. ‘It wasn’t so hot. I think
I'd rather have kept the demerits.”

“What happened?”

“I went to Chicago to a dance,” Payton was absent-mindedly
turning the leaves of the ledger, “and I met Jane.”

He looked down at the page in front of him, still absent-
mindedly. Then he bent his head quickly and wasn’t absent-
minded any more.

“Holy Mike!” he said. “Look at this!”

Beadle peered over his shoulder.

“This one. It’s a lalapaloosa!”

Payton’s finger was marking a line in the ledger. It read:

“MRS. HARRIS PAYTON. ... $3,000.00

Paid June 20, 1932.”

‘“Beadle honey! Mr. Pay-ton!”

Payton turned away from the ledger and looked through
the doorway of the office. He saw Mary. She was in an
evening gown—a cloth-of-gold evening gown. He saw that she
was begging for approval and he realized she’d probably never
had an evening gown. Not necessarily a cloth-of-gold evening
gown, but probably not even a simple mail order evening
gown. He caught Beadle’s eye.
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“On the strength of these books,” he said, “Mary can afford
the works!”

“Just a Robin Hood, aren’t you?” said Beadle.

They walked back into the showroom, where Mary was
prancing for the bishop.

Beadle went up to Carlotta and said, “It’s swell! Thoren’s
doing fine—he just got three thou from Jane Payton. Don’t
you think we’re morally justified in taking anything we like
for Mary?” Then he added, “She looks swell in that, doesn’t
she?”

Carlotta cocked her head on one side and looked at Mary
Winlock. She was pacing back and forth, trying very hard
to look like the pictures of models she’d seen. Then Carlotta
looked at Beadle and wondered if the glint of admiration she
saw in his eyes might possibly, if encouraged, turn into little
Beadles. She said, “Swell isn’t exactly the word, Beadle. She’s
putting on an act.”

He didn’t notice the hard note that had got into her voice.

“I think she looks perfectly lovely! You know, I wouldn’t
have believed she could look like that when I first saw her.”
He went over to Mary and ambled around her.

“We’ll take that,” he said. “Now put on the street dress.”

When Carlotta’s five selections had been passed with
approval by the jury, Mary put the beach pyjamas on while
the men rooted around and found boxes and packed the other
clothes. Then they bundled into the Rolls and started back to
the Yacht Club, all very pleased with themselves and each
other; except Carlotta, who was beginning to wonder if, after
all, she hadn’t made a slight mistake in joining the party in
the first place.



CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

OME time later, the six seafaring souls aboard the Electra

sat comfortably about on her after-deck, sipping cocktails
and waiting until it would be decent time to go to the par-
ticular dinner they had chosen from the list that Luther had
prepared for them, of parties happening that night. Luther had
had the list all neatly typed for them. He had classified the
parties. It ran:

Mrs. Vanderbilt—(She’s having lobsters) Luther didn’t specify
in which sense.

Mrs. Reid (Japanese Ambassador)

Mrs. Tailer (She’s got a golf champion there).

Mrs. Arthur (On yacht—pretty quiet, lobster too).

Mrs. Wilson (Mostly family—look out, maybe music after).

Mr. Banks (Big dinner and dance after for niece. I recommend
highly. Everybody go there after).

Mr. Wanner (He’s got a Vice-President there. N.G.).

Mrs. Payton (On yacht—you know best, sir).

Others (You wouldn’t bother with rest, sir).

The vote had been unanimous in favour of Banks. His
shindig sounded like the only one where adventurers would be
in the least appreciated. The bishop, who knew literature
when he saw it, had taken the list down to the forecastle with
him to study as he dressed. He still had it in his hand.

“Just who,” he asked Payton, “is this so highly recom-
mended Mr. Banks?”

‘“He’s a stockbroker. He handles the accounts of most of
the really big men up here,” said Payton.

“Why isn’t he broke?”” asked Beadle. “Or is he?”

“You can judge for yourself to-night,” said Payton. *I
gather it’s going to be a nifty.”

“A nifty?” said the bishop.
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“I mean he’s going to spread himself. He’s supposed to be
giving the party for his niece, but I have a hunch he’s really
giving it to get old Rumplegrist launched in society.”

“Why should somebody named Rumplegrist be launched
in society?” asked Carlotta.

*“‘So Banks can get him to trade through his office.”

“I’'m against it,” said Carlotta.

“I'm for it,” said Beadle. “If Rumplegrist didn’t want to
get launched in society, and Banks didn’t want him to trade
through his office, there wouldn’t be a nice party for us to go
to to-night.”

*“Dear, dear,” said the bishop. ‘Do you know, I think I too
am for launching Rumplegrist. But just how does Banks’
party get him asked anywhere else?”

“Because,” said Payton, “if he trades through Banks, Banks
will know what stocks are likely to go up, and if people here
are nice to Banks and ask his little friend to dinner and elect
his little friend to things, why maybe Banks will wink at them
some evening and say, ‘Yoo-hoo, buy XYZ to-morrow,” and
then they’ll all race out and buy XYZ in enormous quantities
and XYZ will go up simply because they bought it, and Banks,
who probably bought some all on his own, will have money
enough to give another party for the next Rumplegrist who
comes down the pike.”

“Don’t the mugs here ever catch on?” said Mary.

“No,” said Payton. He laughed. ““The funny thing about it
is that half the people here got in via the Rumplegrist route
and they all pretend there’re no such things as Rumplegrists.”

“You mean,” said Mary, “they pretend you can’t buy a
ticket and get in.”

Bishop Hartley was feeling relaxed. He had had a pleasant
day. He stretched his legs and thought about how comfortable
Carlotta’s brother’s evening-clothes were, and said, “Ah, well,
I find it most agreeable, either way.”

“So do I,” said Mary. “I think it’s exciting. Can we really
go to the dinner, Harris?”
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Swazey, who had been going through his ankle-rubbing
routine by the companionway, came forward.

*“Not me,” he said, “I don’t go where I ain’t asked; see?”

Beadle smiled at him.

“You’re asked to the dance afterward, Swazey. You're a
friend of James Arthur, aren’t you? All his friends would
naturally be invited to the dance.”

Swazey beamed at him.

“So if I'm a pal of Pink Whiskers, I'm O.K. here, eh?”

“You bet you are! He’ll be there.”

“Will he—will he have any more of dat scamper juice wit’
him?”

Bishop Hartley looked up from pleased contemplation of his
patent-leathered feet.

“Bill,” he said, “I'm afraid I'm going to have to reform
you.”

Swazey’s eyes had been bright with enthusiasm; now a cloud
of worry dimmed them.

*“Aw, gee, Bish,” he said, ““wait till after to-night, can’t you?”

The bishop, who like Beadle had caught Swazey’s habit of
saluting, swung his right arm.

“0.K,, pal.”

“I think it will be fun,” said Payton, “‘to see Banks’s expres-
sion when we’re announced.”

“Ain’t he apt to have us thrown out?”” said Mary.

Payton smiled at her and, reaching up, caught her hand and
drew her to the arm of his chair.

“No,” he said. “No man in his right mind would be apt to
have you thrown out.”

“Why not?” said Mary. “I don’t belong there.”

Payton looked at her. Carlotta had done her hair for her
and helped her fit the cloth-of-gold evening-dress. She gave it
a pertness—an esprit—a something that would have delighted
Thoren. She was what he had pretended to himself would be in
it when he designed it. Mary Winlock looked like a million.

“He might be nasty to me,” said Beadle, ‘‘because he knows
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me, and if he’d wanted me at his party he’d have invited me,
but he’ll be really glad that you've come to it. We wouldn’t
take you if we didn’t think you’d have fun.”

“I'm scared about it,” said Mary.

“Banks’ niece is more scared about it than you are,” said
Beadle. He looked at his watch. “It’s half-past eight. I think
we'd better get started.” Then he looked at Payton. *‘Besides,
I see something over there that looks very much like the Coly-
rium dropping her anchor.”

All the way to the Banks house Beadle thought about Mary
being scared and decided he would be very sweet indeed to
her. When the Rolls stopped in front of the door, he offered
her his hand and bowed low as he helped her from the car.
It pleased her.

Mr. Banks’ butler was not surprised to see the Beadle group
pouring over the portal. He took their hats and Carlotta’s
shawl and led them through a hall and a couple of reception
rooms and a music-room or so and finally paused on the
threshold of the drawing-room and whispered to Mary Beadle,
who was right behind her, said, “Miss Winlock and Mr.
Preece,”” and gave her a shove forward.

“Miss Winlock and Mr. Preece!” boomed the butler.

The fifteen invited dinner guests, standing and sitting
before the huge empty fireplace, glanced casually around. Mr.
Banks, who was a large man with nicely combed grey hair,
rose with a surprised expression. He looked a little like a papa
rabbit who, upon examining the fortnightly litter, finds a
couple of extra bunnies.

“By George!” he said to himself. “I forgot all about having
asked Preece and that girl!”

The fifteen invited guests stopped glancing casually and
stared the way only very nice people can stare. When Mary
in that dress stepped into the room, it was as though someone
had switched on a bright light.

“Mr. Payton!™
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Banks, who was standing now, clutched at the mantel.

“Must’ve done it at the boat races,” he muttered. “Must’ve
seen 'em on one of the yachts and asked ’em then.” He looked
toward the doorway and saw two more people lurking there.
“Good God!” he said, “I must have, but I don’t remember—
I don’t remember!” He put his hand to his temple. Mr. Banks
led a strenuous life—a life of terrific mental exertion. Times
had been strained now for a long while. He’d worked harder
than ever before in his life. He wondered if his mind could
be cracking.

“Miss Townsend and BISHOP HARTLEY!”

Mr. Banks’s butler always gave tongue much louder when
he had a title to mouth.

Banks’s eyes grew wide and a glazed look came over them.
He was no more than an automaton as he shook hands with
his new guests. Bishop Hartley being there had cinched the
thing. He'd been comforting himself with the thought that
Beadle and the girl and Harris might have just cheeked in for
the hell of it, but a bishop, no! Oh, no, not a bishop. Bishops
were even more cautious in their conduct than politicians. He
took a long breath. Banks was a brave man who could face
things. He’d go to his doctor in the morning—then he’d rest
up for a week or so. He clenched his fists, took another deep
breath and was himself again. He greeted the bishop cordially.

“I'm so glad you could come, Bishop Hartley. I—I—when
I asked you I was so afraid you wouldn’t be able to make
it—Saturday—day before Sunday, you know—sermons.
Was afraid you’d be preparing a stiff lecture for us and all
that—ha-ha-ha!”

“Ha-ha-ha, yourself,” said Carlotta, imitating his forced
laugh. ““You weren’t afraid of any such thing when you asked
him. I know.”

“By George, maybe I wasn’t!” said Banks.

Beadle reached behind a Mrs. Plant’s back and tried to
pinch Carlotta’s arm. It was a quick gesture, which no doubt
would have done her good had the pinch landed on Car-

1
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lotta’s arm instead of where it did, on the lady who happened
at that moment to be standing beside the bishop. The lady
happened to be Mrs. Rumplegrist. She also happened to be
slightly loaded. She leaned against Hartley like a big friendly
horse and leered up at him.

“Naughty, naughty!” she said. “Ooz a big bad bishop to
pinchy-winchy strange girlies.”

“What?” said Bishop Hartley, suddenly realizing that he
and this large lady had become the centre of what appeared
to be a highly dramatic situation. He didn’t know what had
happened and looked around, hoping to find out. He saw
Beadle’s face, bright red, working in a spasm and Carlotta
holding her hand tightly over her mouth. Neither of these
sights helped him in his dilemma. He started to move away
but soon realized that Mrs. Rumplegrist would undoubtedly
fall if he removed his support without warning her.

Mrs. Rumplegrist shook a diamond-decked finger at him.

“I know,” she spoke in a high, cosy voice—a voice more
suitable for addressing Pekingese than bishops—*“Ooz pre-
tendin’ not to know what big bad bishop did to ’ittle girlies.”

Bishop Hartley had had enough of it. He didn’t know yet
just what the game was, but he didn’t want to play it. He
fixed Mrs. Rumplegrist with an unclerical eye and drew him-
self to a position of greater dignity.

“Whatever it is,”” he boomed, “I didn’t do it.”

‘“‘Hartley,” whispered Carlotta, “you slay me!”

With that Hartley bowed and walked over to where Mary
was standing alone. He smiled at her.

“Charming house, isn’t it, Mary?” he said. *I think that’sa
Romney over there between the windows. Isit,now? No,Idon’t
thinkitis,afterall.” HeturnedtoBanks. “Whodid paintthat?”

Bishop Hartley could carry a thing off when he chose. He
kept up a running conversation with himself until the butler
came again with more cocktails. Banks by now was certain
he had gone stark cuckoo. He was nearly as sure that several
of the people around him had gone cuckoo with him. But
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when everyone had partaken of a glass or so of Banks’ butler’s
particular brand of soothing syrup, the tension relaxed and the
dinner party became again as other dinner parties. People
formed little groups and talked about tennis and golf and polo.
Harris Payton went over to Mary, who was making heavy
weather of it with a Mrs. Jones, and took over the conversa-
tion. Beadle ranged alongside Carlotta and pinched her arm.
He pinched it good and hard and told her to behave herself,
and she told him he’d better not go pinching Mrs. Rumple-
grist any more or she’d tell on him. Banks fluttered from
group to group, dishing out soothing syrup and making him-
self particularly nice to the Beadle party, because he felt
badly at having forgotten about asking them and didn’t want
them to know he had.

Dinner was served at nine-thirty. Mary Winlock sat on
Banks’ right, Carlotta on his left. Beadle drew Mrs. Rumple-
grist and enjoyed the food. The bishop sat next to Mrs. Plant
and because it seemed a suitable subject to discuss with a lady
of such a name, talked about gardening. Payton sat on Mary’s
right. He’d had to force Rumplegrist out of the chair in order
to do it, but he’d caught the look of panic on Mary’s face
when they’d gone into the dining-room and it had touched
him. He wanted to be where he could help her, so he just
plumped himself down in the chair beside her. After one or
two abortive efforts to get into the chair with him, Rumplegrist
shrugged his shoulders and, like a man playing “Going to
Jerusalem,” darted about until he finally got himself placed.

The dinner, once Rumplegrist caught himself a chair, pro-
ceeded as most nice dinners do. There was some laughter,
much eating, and, after the wine, a little indigestion. At the
close of it the ladies returned to the drawing-room and the men
went into Banks’ private library. Beadle found himself next
to the host in a corner of the room. For the past twenty
minutes his conscience had been bothering him—Banks had
taken the imposition so nicely and had obviously been uncom-
fortable all through the meal. Beadle leaned toward him.
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“It was nice of you to have us to-night,” he said.

*“Nice of you to come,” said Banks.

“Of course you realize, don’t you, that you didn’t invite us?”

Banks felt like a man getting parolled from an asylum.
Beadle thought it odd that he should look so pleased at being
imposed on.

“Didn’t I really?”

“No,” said Beadle. *“We just came.”

“Thank Heaven!” said Banks. He laughed. “You know,
Preece, I've been working so damned hard this year—I was
afraid my mind was skidding. You don’t know how much
your saying that means!”

“I was afraid you’d be sore.”

Banks laughed again.

“I would have been sore if you hadn’t got me so worried.”
He paused and lighted a cigar. Then he looked at Beadle
sharply. “Now you speak of it,”” he said, “it was a curious
thing for you to do. How did you happen to, anyway?”

“We wanted to go to a party. Hartley especially wanted to
go to one. We weren’t asked to any, so we had Luther at the
Yacht Club make us up a list of the parties that were happening
to-night. Yours looked much the best.”

“Thanks,” said Banks. *By the way, is that really Bishop
Hartley, or do you just call him that because you think it
would be nice to have a bishop around?”

““He’s the real stuff,” said Beadle.

“Who’s the little four-minute egg?”’

“Just a girl I found on a scow. This is her first evening-
dress. She was terribly afraid about coming. I don’t think she
thought it was quite the thing to do.”

“No.”

“I want awfully for her to have a good time at the dance,
and I want Harris to have a good time too. You see—you see,
neither of them have had much fun.”

Banks nodded.

“No man who marries a bank-roll has much fun. He loses
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all respect for himself and everybody else does too. We all
know about Payton. It’s his own fault.”

“I don’t think any of you know about Payton. I only found
out about him the other day. Then I made him join the
expedition.”

“Expedition? What expedition?”

“An expedition to sail places and be natural and conspicu-
ous, so that people will talk about my having the Electra and
I can find out whether Milton Sands dares object or not.”

They were coming over the plate too fast for Donald Banks.
He said, “Why Milton Sands?”

“Because he lost my money for me. That’s why I swiped
his boat.”

Banks was suddenly interested.

“Milton Sands lost your money for you? How?”

“He had me in an investment trust and in a pool he said
Moorehouse, the railroad man, was running, and they both
went blooey, that’s all. I didn’t know anything about money,
so I’d always let him run the thing. He ran it, all right.”

“Did you say he had all your money in those things?”

“Oh, no, the rest of it was in a land-development com-
pany.” He laughed. “I busted in easy stages.”

“When did the pool crash?”

“Two months ago.”

Banks looked at the ash on his cigar.

“It may break your heart to hear it,”” he said, “but I happen
to have certain knowledge that Moorehouse hasn’t been in the
market this year.”

“Well, I'll be damned!” said Beadle.

“I don’t suppose your money was in a trust fund, was it?”

“Some of it was.”

“Interesting,” said Banks. ‘“Of course, you know margin
accounts and land-development companies aren’t legal invest-
ments for trust funds?”

Beadle hadn’t the vaguest idea what he meant. He said so.
Banks explained.
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“There’s a state law,” he said, *‘that makes it illegal for any
administrator or trustee to buy anything except certain kinds
of bonds for trust funds. Maybe—just maybe—you’re not so
broke, after all. It’s just possible you weren’t in any of those
things—that your friend Sands just said you were and slipped
the money in his sock. But you’d want to be awfully sure
before you accused him.”

Beadle thought for a long moment. The idea that he might
still be wealthy frightened him. He saw himself as he had
been before. Definitely, he didn’t want to go back to being
like that again. He was finding things in life now that were
real—companionship, the fun of helping Mary and Payton.
That was much more real than collecting curios that anyone
with money could buy—Swazey was a swell curio.

He saw himself sitting on his terrace with the empty house
behind him, planning to go up to his room and hang himself
because he’d lost everything in the world that was worth while.

He pictured Mary and Harris having come to him; and
Carlotta, whom he hated. Getting his money back would
mean giving up the Electra and not being a captain of any-
thing any more. Carlotta would despise him again, the way
she used to. Suddenly Banks was surprised to hear him say,
“By golly, I don’t hate ser any more!”

“What?”

Beadle started.

“Who don’t you hate?”

“Carlotta Townsend.” He laughed and went on naively,
“Ever since I fell into her bed and then we held up Mrs.
Weems together, I haven’t hated her. Golly, that’s funny!
I haven’t hated her at all!”



CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

HE dance in honour of Rumplegrist alias Donald Banks’

niece, got off to a big start about half an hour after the
gentlemen of the dinner party rejoined their ladies. The flower
of society and some of the wild flower of society, too, came
in droves. Music blared, champagne-corks popped. The
rooms of the rambling house filled and spilled over onto the
terraces facing the sea and into the gardens. The air grew
heavy and scented and exotic and put thoughts in people’s
minds that blended nicely with the wine they were drink-
ing.

The ballroom grew crowded with expensive, jostling bodies.
Ladies’ hearts thumped against gentlemen’s shirt-fronts. Little
feet were trod upon and twinkled and were trod upon again.
Big feet shuffled and winced when sharp heels came down
upon them. The lights were bright. People talked in snatches.
Here and there dowagers ploughed their way backwards
through the crowd, leaving wakes like battleships behind them,
their eyes ecstatic, they were so glad still to dance; their faces
were serene, as though they were unconscious of the blows their
bodies gave and took, as they made their titanic progress.
They were dancing on memories. The younger people there
were making them, living hard the scenes that would be
memories when their own tonnage grew to battleship pro-
portions. The young people lived fast and hard, so that they
would have many memories—of ballrooms and trysts where
the floodlights looked like moonlight; of spray dashed in
moonlit faces that were laid close against other faces; of roar-
ing motors hurling boats over the water into the darkness and
of other motors that hummed quietly and sighed as they
stopped far into leafy lanes. Memories of headaches and heart-
aches, of feet stepped on and bodies held too close; of angry,
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exhausted-from-waiting-up parents. It showed in their dancing
faces.

Beadle and Carlotta stood in the terrace doorway and
watched the dancing. They saw Mary flash by with Payton
and saw a young man cut in. The young man got but a few
steps before another replaced him and then still another and
another, right after that. They were standing near the orches-
tra. It was a good place to stand, because the whole pagan
effect of the party was before them and the music sounded
better close by—the drum was louder.

“The tribes are up,” said Carlotta. ‘““Hear the tom-tom?”

“I hear it,” said Beadle. ‘““You know, I kind of like these
parties. They make me feel good. It’s some brawl, isn’t it!”

“One of the best. Banks does himself proud, doesn’t
he?”

“Rumplegrist ought to be proud. It’s all for him. He’ll get
into Bailey’s Beach sure, after this!”

“If it took all this to get me invited to the old swimming-
hole, I'd go shoot myself,” said Carlotta. “Let’s get some fizz
and sit down out there. It looks cool.”

She gestured toward the terrace. Beadle fought his way
through the crowd of stags at eve trying to drink their fill at
the long tables where the corks were popping, and after prac-
tising a feat of sleight-of-hand that the younger men hadn’t yet
learned, came away with a bottle and two glasses. He joined
Carlotta and they went out and sat at one of the tables on the
terrace. It was cool there because a small wind was blowing
from the sea. He thought about how strange it was that he
didn’t hate Carlotta any more. It made it fun to be sitting there
with her. It was exciting, their having slept in the same cabin
the night before, but he thought that now he didn’t hate her
any more it would be twice as embarrassing if she did it again.

Now and then people they both knew passed the table and
stopped for a word. After a while, the lights in the ballroom
went out and a spotlight was turned on. They could see that
someone was doing an exhibition dance.
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“Want to watch?”

“No,” said Carlotta. “I’ve seen dancers before.”

Somebody touched Beadle on the shoulder. He looked up.
It was Swazey.

“Hotcha!”

Beadle saw he was in evening-clothes. He hadn’t been
in evening-clothes when they’d left him. Swazey, seeing his
look of surprise, leaned forward, a hand on each of their
shoulders.

“Dey’re de showfer's—swell, ain’t it? How was de eats?
You wasn’t thrown out or nuttin’?”

“No.” Carlotta patted him on the back. “You look grand,
Swazey. Have any trouble getting in?”

Swazey snapped his fingers.

“Trouble? Naw! Not me—not me! It was dis way.” He
jerked a chair up under him and sat down. *“I come up to de
door, see? In de Rolls. A guy snaps open de door of de car
an’ I says, ‘Is dis my friend Banks’ joint?” An’ he yessirs me.
Den I goes in an’ a swell guy comes up—dressed to kill, no
foolin’—an’ says, ‘Here, let me have your hat, sir.” ‘Not dis
hat,” I says, ‘it belongs to de chief.” Den I winks at him. He
winks back an’ says, ‘I got you, Steve, dere’s enough watchin’
de ground floor now, you better keep your eye on his joolry on
de second floor.” ” Here Swazey began to rock back and forth
with laughter, pound his left hand on the table and snap his
fingers with his right. “‘Can you beat it? He t'ought I was a
dick!”

“A what?” said Beadle.

“A dicktectiff,” said Swazey. He grew serious. ‘Say, what
kind of a joint is dis, where dey got to have dicks? Dey don’t
have dicks at no parties I ever been to.”

“You know,” said Beadle, ‘“‘I’ve often wondered about that,
myself.”

“Not dat I mind de guy’s mistake,” said Swazey. “It gives
me what you’d call card blanche. I can drink an’ I can eat an’
I can look de joint over an’ I don’t dance, anyhow. If anybody
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asks me what I’'m doin,’ I just says, ‘Second floor’s my job—his
joolry.” Den I winks. Hotcha!”

“Have some scamper juice?”

“Yahoo!” said Swazey, reaching for the glass Beadle handed
him. Then suddenly his good spirits seemed quite to leave
him.

“Say,” he said, “I saw my frien’ James Arthur. Can you
beat it? He wouldn’t have nuttin’ to do wit’ me!”

“No!” said Beadle.

“No. I said, ‘Hey, dere—glad to see ya aboard, Pinky,” an’
he walked out on me—just like dat!”

Carlotta snorted.

“That was because you’d never been introduced properly.
He—he’s funny that way. Come on with me and we’ll find
him and I’ll introduce you.”

“Oke!” said Swazey. He and Carlotta stood up.

“So long, Beadle—if I get stuck with something, come
rescue me, will you?”’

Beadle nodded and rose and watched them go into the
ballroom. Then he sat down again and finished the wine and
grinned. He was thinking of how much more ill at ease
Arthur would be than Swazey. After a minute or so, he noticed
the main lights had sprung up again. He went into the ball-
room to look for Mary. He found her and cut in and they
shuffled slowly around the floor. Mary was very happy. She
still expected to be arrested or thrown out of the house, but
she thought it was all splendid while it lasted.

Strangely, although it was Payton who had taken care of
her and introduced her to the first young man, that had led
to her meeting dozens of others, she gave her gratitude to
Beadle. When the music stopped, she looked up at him out of
shining eyes and said, “I can’t ever thank you-all for this,
Beadle, an’ I'm sure you’re gonna get in trouble ’bout the
dresses.”

He smiled and shook his head.

“The worst that could happen about them is that we'd
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have to pay for them. Lord knows that would be bad enough.
How do you like being in high society?”’

“I think it’s wonderful, don’t you?”

*“No,” said Beadle. *“But I'm glad you do. I so wanted you
to have a good time.”

The music started. Beadle was still looking down at her.
He saw her eyes fill with tears.

“I think you-all are the finest man I ever heard of!”

He put his arms about her and started to dance. Impulsively
she clung to him, pressing herself close, her head thrown
back, her eyes on his. It was the gesture of a child, clinging
ecstatically to a parent who has given it a present.

When the music stopped, they wandered out into the
gardens hand in hand, walking silently in friendliness, listening
to the cool sound of the summer surf on the beach far below
them.

Presently Mary spoke. What she said was, to Beadle, like a
bomb exploding in the quiet garden. *“Why’d you have that
girl sleepin’ in your cabin with you?”

He spun around, tried to think of a plausible lie, and slipped
into the truth.

“I didn’t know she was there. She sneaked in after I was
asleep. I—I've always hated her.”

“Then I reckon I better sleep there to-night, before she gets
you to stop hatin’ her.”

Beadle was horrified. It had been bad enough having
Carlotta, whom he’d known always, sleep in his stateroom—
it would be infinitely worse to have Mary, whom he hardly
knew at all. He sputtered like a damp fuse.

“N-n-n-n-n-not that!” he said, and then, because he realized
he wasn’t acting at all like a leader of an expedition, he strained
every sinew and managed to recover his dignity.

“Just why,” he said, “would it be so-—dangerous—for me
to stop hating Carlotta?”

Mary, who had been partly in earnest and partly deliberately
plaguing him, grew serious. Mary was fond of Beadle. She’d
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meant what she told him back there in the ballroom about
his being fine. The life she’d led, her childhood, had given her
a quickness of perception, and like Androcles’ lion, she didn’t
want to see her benefactor get hurt. She said, “Don’t you see,
Beadle? If she goes on sleepin’ there, you’ll fall in love with
her an’ then you’ll marry her, an’ then you’ll be just like
Harris?”

“Just like Harris?’ Beadle laughed. He couldn’t be like
Harris Payton—he laughed again—the idea of his marrying
Carlotta Townsend! That was a lot of damned rot! He fished
in his pockets for a cigarette, found one and lighted it. The
little physical effort of finding the cigarette and lighting it
brought him out of the daze Mary’s suggestion had knocked
him into. He began to think. He remembered about finding
out in Banks’ library that he didn’t hate Carlotta any more.
He thought about sitting on the terrace with her outside the
ballroom; there had definitely been something between them
then. He thought about how he’d looked down at her that
morning, when she was holding his hand on the edge of her
bed, and he had suddenly noticed that she was a beautiful
woman. It didn’t seem possible, but there might—there just
might—be something in what Mary said. Carlotta was lovely
to look upon. They had a great deal in common—supposing
he did fall in love with her—really in love, not just half-
heartedly, calfishly, the way he’d been with Madelaine.

Suddenly, perhaps due to auto-suggestion, it struck him that
for some unimaginable reason he already was a little in love
with her. Then he remembered Banks saying, ‘““No man who
marries a bank-roll has fun—Iloses all respect for himself—
everyone else does too.” Carlotta wouldn’t have any use for
such a man. It made her unattainable and, therefore, alluring.
He remembered what Banks had said about his money—
maybe he wasn’t poor—maybe he wouldn’t have to be a
Payton—but that was just a white hope—one of the things that
didn’t happen. The fact remained he was broke—didn’t have
a dime in the world, and, incredibly, like Payton, was in love
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with a lady who had a million or so iron men who would
fight always to keep them apart.

He shuddered. All the fun had gone out of his life again—
he turned to Mary.

He said, “Let’s go in and get corned.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

EADLE was about half-way through his pickling process

when Payton came over to the table and asked Mary to
dance. He was a little farther along when Bishop Hartley,
who had been wandering around with Mrs. Plant, spied him
alone and came over. Beadle greeted him listlessly. The
bishop looked at him closely.

‘“‘Are you celebrating something?”’ he asked. ““Or consoling
yourself about something?”’

“Consoling ’self.” Beadle pushed the bottle toward the
bishop. ‘““Want console yourself too?”

“‘Here,” said Hartley to himself, “is a young man who needs
help. I will help him.”” Aloud, he said, “Thank you, yes,” and
took a little of the wine. ‘““What are you consoling yourself
about?”

‘*“’Bout Payton.”

“Payton?” He doesn’t seem to need consoling about.”

“No man,” said Beadle thickly, “no man who marries bank-
roll has any fun. He doesn’ suspect himself an’ nobody else
suspects him.”

“Isn’t that all right? Not to have anyone suspect you?”

Beadle shook his head.

“No-no-no-no-no, ’s’awful!” He pointed a finger at the
bishop. *“Might happen to you—might happen to me—you
can’t ever tell who it mightn’t happen to!”

“No, I suppose you can’t,” said Bishop Hartley.

Beadle sighed and putting his hand Napoleonically across
his breast, bowed his head. Presently he raised his eyes again.
Hartley noticed they seemed quite cheerful now.

“What were we talking ’bout, Bish?”

Beadle had become so confused in his explanation that he
couldn’t for the life of him remember what it was he was trying
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to explain, and not being able to remember that made it
impossible for him to remember why he felt so grief-stricken.
The corning cure had worked one hundred per cent. He really
felt quite cheerful.

*“Good old Bish!”

*“Good old Beadle!” said Hartley.

*“Good old Bish!”

*“Good old Beadle!”

Beadle grinned affectionately at Hartley, who should have
been outraged and wasn’t, being at the moment more man
than cleric.

“You’re not really old, Bish—that’s just an expression, you
know, sir.”

“I know.”

Beadle grew thoughtful again.

“My, there’re lot of expressions.”

“There get to be more all the time,” said Hartley, obligingly
entering into the spirit of the thing.

*“Like babies,” said Beadle. ‘“‘How many do you s’pose there
are?”

‘“At the last census I believe there were about fifty million.”

“Then there’re only forty-nine million, nine hunnerd an’
ninety-nine thousan’, an’ ninety-nine now!”

“Why?”

Beadle laughed uproariously.

*’Cause we just used one—aha, you didn’ think I'd know
why, did you?”

*“Used one? What do you mean, used one?”

“We just called you old Bish—that’s one expression. I
wonder—I wonder how long it would take us to use up all the
nine hundred thousan’, nine hundred and ninety-nine others.
How long do you think?”

“Too long,” said Hartley, who was beginning to be worried.

“It’d be nice if we could, though—there wouldn’ be any left
then—people would have the hell of a time until they made
new ones.”
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“It wouldn’t be fair.”

“You’re right!” said Beadle. “You’re dead right, sir.
Probably wasn’t nice of us to take that one, when all over the
world people are going hungry in Serbia.”

“Why Serbia?” said the bishop.

“Just happened to think of it.” Beadle having exhausted
that subject glanced around him at the ballroom. As he
looked he saw the glint of lights on bright copper hair. He
jumped to his feet and almost upset the table. *“S’ long, Bish,
I got to see a man.”

Madelaine was not surprised when he cut in on her. You
could have bowled her over with a feather, however, when he
promptly squeezed her and said, “Hi Goldie, ole kid, ole kid,
ole kid, ole kid!”

Beadle felt he had found a treasure. Madelaine was not like
Mary and Carlotta, who said strange things and were upsetting
and whose motives he couldn’t understand. Madelaine’s
motives were thoroughly obvious. Quick as light he snapped
her down to the second terrace.



CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

ISHOP HARTLEY, finding himself alone, mopped his

brow. The conversation had been wearing, but on the
whole he’d rather enjoyed it. It isn’t often that a bishop is
given the opportunity of joining in such a discussion.

Presently he chuckled, thinking of his recent confab, and
went in search of Carlotta. He had an idea Beadle might need
watching after a while and Carlotta would probably know
how to cope with the situation. As he walked to the house,
he chuckled again. ‘“‘How long would it take usto . . .”” Then
he put his hand to his chin in thought. “Something’s hap-
pened to that boy,” he said aloud. “I—I must help him—or
get Carlotta to help him.”

He wandered on through the house and found her finally
in the drawing-room. She and Swazey and James Arthur were
sitting about a table, having supper. Swazey saw him coming
and waved his napkin.

“Hi, Bish! Come an’ wittle wit’ us—come an’ wittle wit’
us!”

Hartley approached.

*“Dis is my friend, Mr. Arttur. I t’ought a while back he
was all wet, but he’s oke. A hunnert per cent. Meet de Bish,
Pinky.”

The bishop bowed and shook hands with James Arthur.
Then he said, “Excuse me,” and leaned over to whisper to
Carlotta. He said, “I think you’d better come. Something’s
happened to Beadle.”” He was rather astonished to see that her
face went white and the laughter that had been in her eyes
while Swazey was doing the honours, vanished. He said,
“No, my dear, he isn’t hurt—as a matter of fact, he’s having a
wonderful time but he’s very, very intoxicated.”

*““Beadle really lit? Good Heaven!”
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“Like the stars and moon. I sat with him for a few minutes
—he wanted to see if we could use up all the expressions in
the world so there wouldn’t be any left for anyone else to use.
Then he jumped up and went into the ballroom and grabbed
a young lady by the middle and practically carried her into
the garden.”

“Was it Mary?”

“Oh, no, it was a very tall girl with—with pretty red hair.
She—she seemed to—to want to go to the garden with him.
I mean, when he grabbed her, she looked surprised but
pleased.”

Carlotta was on her feet. About her mouth was an expres-
sion her mother would have found familiar; as a child, she had
looked that way when her brother had occasionally tried to
swipe her favourite rag doll. Carlotta knew all about Made-
laine.

“I really think, Carlotta, you’d better look after him.” The
bishop chuckled again. ‘“There was nothing in my training to
equip me for it.”

“I’ll look after him!” said Carlotta.

Bishop Hartley glanced sharply at her. Although he had
never been married, in the course of his duties he had had
occasion closely to observe a great many people who were.
With some surprise, he recognized the tone of voice and tried to
connect it with whatever it was that had happened to Beadle
to start him off. He wasn’t able to. A sadly puzzled bishop, he
followed Carlotta from the drawing-room and through the
quarter-mile of reception rooms to the ballroom and followed
in the wake she made through the thinning crowd of dancers
to the first terrace, where he should have stopped, but didn’t,
and followed her with lengthening stride down the steps to the
second terrace, where there was a bench that overlooked the
sea and the full moon over it and where, silhouetted against
the moon, there sat a lady and gentleman who plainly were
rubbing noses.



CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

HEN Beadle took Madelaine onto the terrace he had the

idée fixe; he wanted to squeeze her and kiss her and kiss
her and squeeze her. As Madelaine was both kissable and
squeezable, Beadle put in a busy quarter of an hour. In a
sense, it was a love scene. In another sense it wasn’t, for there
had been no conversation at all.

Beadle had a rollicking time throughout the scene. He had
never been properly lit before and was finding the sensation
pleasant. It made him forget about the money and about
Carlotta and Payton—and it had made him feel strong—made
him feel a regular hell of a fellow—a thruster, a dasher, a
grizzly bear of a man, who took his fun where he found it.

He was just about to take a little more fun where he was
finding it when the gleam of moonlight on a white satin dress
caught his attention. The white satin dress was so near he
could have reached out and touched it. He looked up and
found himself staring full into those brown eyes that were the
kind of eyes it is good for a man to look into when he greets
the new day, but not at all good for him to look into when
he’s so cockeyed he can’t tell which two of the four of them
to focus on. He sat up straight as a ramrod, with the result
that Madelaine, who had been leaning against him, caught
her balance with difficulty.

Then Beadle’s mind and senses began to go. The drink was
winning out at last. He saw Carlotta and the moon and the
ocean and the trees on the cliff all as one, with the bishop
hovering in the air somewhere in the background. He saw
Carlotta’s eyes far away; then they seemed to come forward
and grow bigger and bigger until he couldn’t see anything but
them; alive and glowing. “Know I’'m drunk,” he thought—
“know I'm drunk—awful for her to have seen me this way
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—Carlotta—beautiful—wouldn’t be out here with Made-
laine if I hadn’t got drunk—got drunk because Carlotta’s got
so much money can’t marry her. That’s why Payton gets
drunk, but I couldn’t be like Harris Payton—can’t even tell
her ’bout it—can’t tell.”

Things were spinning now—the lawn, the bench, the
bishop and Carlotta—spinning and spinning in great circles
—all the moons up there were spinning too. He stood up.
Madelaine had already risen; she rested her hand lightly on
his arm.

“Come on, let’s go in, Beadle.”

He was holding on to the bench, trying hard to keep his
balance—being drunk wasn’t fun any more—it was fright-
ening; too much light and then too much darkness all around.
He shook his head.

“Can’t,” he said. ‘“Can’t go in.”

“Au ’voir, Beadle—see you anon.”

Madelaine, stately and tall and entirely unruffled, swept up
the stairway toward the house. Beadle closed his eyes and held
them tight shut—the bishop whirling around the moon and
Carlotta’s eyes shrinking into the distance and then growing
again, troubled him. But he wanted to explain.

“Carlotta.” He was fighting to keep his words straight and
to stand. ‘“‘Carlotta—you—you wouldn’t understand.”

It was the classic line, but Beadle was too inexperienced
to know that all men when in drink think the women they
are fond of couldn’t possibly understand the shining thoughts
they would express if they could only manage to speak dis-
tinctly enough to be intelligible. It is probably man’s greatest
fallacy, because the women understand only too well without
their bothering to speak.

“Judas, Carlotta! I—I——"

He started to fall. Bishop Hartley, for all his lack of train-
ing, stepped quietly forward and put his arm around Beadle’s
shoulders.

“Steady, Beadle.”
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Beadle opened his eyes and smiled at him.

“Good old Bish! We know, don’t we, Bish!”

“Sure! We know!”

Carlotta hadn’t spoken. When she’d arrived on that terrace,
she’d planned a few things to say to Beadle that would have
singed the clothes off his back about escorts who go off and
get cockeyed and make whoopee with other ladies. Somehow,
since she’d arrived on the scene, she had realized that there
was something behind it—something he wanted to get across
to her that would explain it and some eerie intuition told her
it had something to do with herself.

“I just used up another expression, Bish.”

“That’s all right, there are plenty to go around—use still
another, if you like.”

“Oke!” said Beadle. “Which one shall I use?”

“You just did—you said ‘oke’; that counts as one.”

“How many are there left now?”

“Forty-nine million, nine hundred and ninety-nine thousand,
nine hundred and ninety-seven.”

Carlotta stepped forward. She too put an arm around him.
She was sure now that Hartley was right—that something,
which to Beadle was of tremendous importance, had hap-
pened. She said, “Whatever it is, kid, I'm with you! Let’s
shove off, shall we?”

“You're with me?”

Beadle stared at her. For a second the clouds lifted. Her
arm felt strong and warm and friendly on his shoulders. He
wanted terribly to tell her that he loved her and couldn’t pos-
sibly have her and that was why he’d got tight.

“You see, Carlotta—I didn’t know until to-night, but——"

The mists closed in again and the lawn began to dance.

“You’re swell!” he said. “I'm sorry I got corned! Truly
Iam!”

He felt Carlotta’s arm tighten about him, heard her say,
“Why the hell not get corned, if you felt lousy?”” and heard
her whisper to the bishop, “Go find Payton—tell him to tell
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Swazey and Mary we’re going on—I’ll send the Rolls back
for you.”

He heard the bishop, as though he were speaking from up
in the clouds where he’d been whirling, answer, “Can you
manage it? He’s pretty heavy.” And Carlotta say, “Beadle
will manage it himself; I'll just stick with him and steer.”

He looked into Carlotta’s eyes again and said, “You’re
swell!” Then he set his teeth and unaided walked with her to
the front of the house and stood while she went in and got
her wrap, and then gave her his arm as the car drove up and
she got in and then he got in beside her. As the car started, he
said, “Thanks for thinking I could make it under my own
power.”

Things were whirling again. He let his head slip down onto
her shoulder and unconsciously reached for her hand. She
helped him find it.

“You poor slob,” she said. ‘“‘Had a hell of a time lately,
haven’t you?”

He opened his eyes and smiled at her. The whirling wasn’t
so bad now that he didn’t have to stand up and face people—
it was sort of comfortable. He shook his head as it lay on her
shoulder.

“No. You’re swell.”

He sighed and drifted off to sleep. The car turned into
Belleview Avenue, where lights shone in through the windows.
Carlotta looked at him. Not being married to him, she felt
motherly and kindly and really quite tenderly towards this
man, who lay as helpless as a rag doll against her shoulder.



CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

EADLE was surprised to find he was drinking coffee,
because he couldn’t remember having started to drink
coffee. He was also mildly surprised to find he was sitting up in
his own bed aboard the Electra and that Carlotta Townsend,
in a négligé and with cold cream smeared all over her face,
was sitting on the edge of his bed, holding the cup to his lips.
He tried to reconstruct, remembered he had been terrifically
blotto that same night, found he couldn’t remember anything
else about the evening except having a long, serious talk with
Bishop Hartley, and was tremendously surprised and pleased
to find he was entirely sober and didn’t feel really badly at
all, but just comfortably drowsy. He smiled at Carlotta and
said, “Hello.”

“Hello, dopey,” said Carlotta.

“Why don’t I feel like death?”

“On account of Nammack’s Magic Powders. I gave you a
couple when we came aboard.”

“Hungh?” said Beadle, and wiggled his toes. It felt good to
be conscious once more that he had toes and could wiggle
them.

‘“Nammack is a doctor,” said Carlotta. “I call him Charlie
and he whips up magic powders.”

“*Magic powders—why?”’

“For people like you.”

“Oh,” said Beadle, finally catching on. *“What happened?
I mean, how did I get out to the boat and everything?”’

“In the launch.”

“I—walked?”

“Sure.”

It wasn’t true.

“I got myself to bed?”
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“Sure,” said Carlotta again. Beadle looked across at the
dresser and knew she was lying. He always hung his trousers
in the top drawer so they’d press and they weren’t there. He
thought it was nice of her to try and make him feel better about
what had happened. He sat up straight.

“Did you put me to bed?”

*“If you must know, the bishop of the diocese put you to bed,
Beadle. Iintended to spare you the knowledge, but he doesn’t
hold it against you. He’s quite a booster of yours, apparently.”

“Even after to-night?”” Beadle began to remember snatches
of his chat with the bishop. He thought he’d feel funny next
time he saw him.

“As a matter of fact,” said Carlotta, ‘“he seemed to think
you’d shown extraordinarily good sense in getting potted. In
his own words, as he smoothed the pillow under your little
head, you’d apparently ‘Suffered a cataclysmic emotional up-
heaval’ and were ‘Employing the logical means of self-preser-
vation.” It was over my head. I said to him, ‘Nuts, Hartley,’
but he insisted he was right.”

“Oh,” said Beadle. He remembered clearly now how he'd
happened to go off the deep end.

Carlotta lowered the coffee-cup.

“Did you suffer a cataclysmic emotional upheaval?”

He couldn’t answer. He couldn’t possibly answer. He said,
“You know, I always thought women must look perfectly
ghastly with cold cream all over their faces. You look all right
enough.”

“That’s because I am not as other women,” said Carlotta.
“You'd be surprised.”

“It was nice of you to—to take care of me.”

“Somebody had to.”

The sound of the club launch heading toward the Electra
came to them. It stopped by the gangway and Beadle recog-
nized Payton’s voice thanking the launch-man. Then, when the
launch had gone, he heard him say, “Thanks for to-night,
Mary.”
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“You-all are thankin’ me?”” Then, “I haven’t done anythin’
for you.”

“You’ve done—you’ve done——"" Payton laughed. “There
wouldn’t even be any use my trying to tell you what you’ve
done, except you danced with me and you let me talk to you
about my vast sorrows and what-not.”

“But I liked dancin’ with you, Harris.”

Beadle heard Payton give a sigh as vast as his sorrows and
say, “It will be dawn in a little while—would you like to sit
up in the bow with me and watch it come in over the hills?”

“I’d love watchin’ a dawn come in with you!”

Their footfalls, as they went forward, were in step. Beadle
looked at Carlotta. He said, “Payton’s going to fall in love if
he doesn’t watch out. Mary’s a damned attractive girl.”

Carlotta rose and went to the hall door. With her hand
on the knob she turned.

“I noticed you thought so,” she said and went out of the
room. She was gone before Beadle could think of a reply,
which isn’t strange, as there isn’t any answer to that one. He
reached up and snapped out the light. Then with a final
wiggling of toes he closed his eyes. As he dozed off to sleep, he
muttered, “It’s nice to be alone—God knows who I'll find in
here when I wake up, but even if I do love her, ’s nice to be
alone. Good night, Beadle.”

Presently Carlotta returned and climbed quietly into her bed.

Then she snorted once and spoke to the darkness.

“Beadle!”

“What?” He awakened wearily.

“Do you know,” she said, “I always thought my husband
would kiss me bye-bye on my wedding-night.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

EADLE sat up in bed again. He had just had the most

alarming thought that had ever popped into his head.
He’d come to, drinking coffee in his stateroom. Carlotta had
been there with cold cream all over her face. Women put cold
cream on their faces when they were married to people. He
had only the haziest recollection of what had happened to him
from the time he and Hartley had had that absurd conversation.
Hartley was a bishop. Whenever Townsends married, they
were always married by bishops. It was possible—tremen-
dously possible—that Carlotta had told the truth.

Then Beadle turned on the light and looked at Carlotta.

“Did I really marry you to-night?”

Imps danced in Carlotta’s eyes.

“Don’t you wish you knew!”

“You’re darn tootin’ I wish I knew.”

“What do you think?”

“I think it would have been just like you.” Beadle had for-
gotten all about her taking care of him at the party. He was
mad at her the way he’d always got mad at her. He’d made
up his mind he couldn’t marry her and had gone through a
private hell of sorrow over it and got himself drunk for the
first time in his life because of it and now apparently he had
married her.

Carlotta partly relented. She said, “Do you know it’s very
difficult to get married at half-past two in the morning?”

“I don’t know anything about it,” said Beadle. “I know if
you set your mind on it, it wouldn’t matter if it was difficult
or not. Besides, you've got a tame bishop. Maybe he did it.”

Carlotta smiled sweetly.

“Why don’t you wake him up and ask him?”

“By gosh, I will!”
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He climbed to the floor. Carlotta sank down into her bed
and rested on one elbow, pillowing her head on her hand.
She smiled at him sweetly.

“Of course, I realize you’re eccentric, Beadle, but would you
really have the nerve to ask a bishop whether he’d married you
or not because you couldn’t remember?”’

“Damn you, Carlotta!”

Beadle knew perfectly well he couldn’t ask Hartley that—
it was going to be bad enough to face him, anyway. He got
back into bed.

“Don’t I really get kissed bye-bye on my wedding-night?”

“You certainly don’t!”

“I’ll scream.”

“Go ahead and scream!”

“I’ll scream and I'll shout and I’ll yell awful things about
what you’re doing to me. Doubtless the police will come.”

Beadle got up again. With the air of a man who is routed
from bed to take a dog for a walk, he crossed the stateroom,
bent over Carlotta and pecked at her cheek. As he raised his
head she grabbed him by the neck and held him.

“Do it right,” she said. “Yah, you’re a sissy and you don’t
dare do it right! Fraidy-cat, fraidy-cat; Beadle is a fraidy-cat!”

Beadle had stood enough.

“Fraidy-cat in a weasel’s valise!” he said ungallantly and,
throwing both arms around her, kissed her full on the lips.
He started to kiss her in anger and pique and for the hell of
it, as he had kissed Madelaine. As he held her there so closely
in his arms that he could feel her heart against his, he stopped
kissing her as he had kissed Madelaine and kissed her the way
a man kisses the one woman in the world he really loves. In
the second it lasted, he found a heaven he had never known
there was. Then he remembered the only reason for the kiss
was a dare. He loosed her and went quickly to bed and
snapped out the light again.

*’Night, Beadle—that was fine. We—we must do it again
some time.”
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Her voice sounded strange—there was a vibrancy in it he
had never heard there before. He supposed it was because
she’d been properly kissed and hadn’t expected to be.

“And, Beadle—we’re not married, so you don’t need to feel
so bad about it.”

He lay for a long time in the darkness, staring at the dim
outline of her, tasting the sweet fragrance of her kiss, wishing
to God he had the nerve to tell her that he loved her and that,
loving her, it was torture to have her there where he could feel
her nearness, where he could hear her breathing, where the
broad gulf between them was only widened by the false sense
of intimacy.

Grey light began sifting through the windows. The chill of
dawn came into the room. Beadle sighed.

“Carlotta, Carlotta!” he murmured. “I—"

She stirred in her sleep and turned. The covers slipped partly
off the side of her bed. Once more Beadle got up. With an
infinite tenderness he drew the covers back over her, stood for a
second looking down at her, thinking. Then he took the
blankets from his own bed, went quietly up the companion-
way and stretched out on the deck.



CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

HEN Beadle first batted an eye at the new day, it was

so late it really should not be referred to as a new day
at all, but rather as an old day that he’d slept through. But at
that he was the first aboard to awaken; cramped and stiff
from the hardness of the deck.

He opened his eyes and saw that the sun was shining and
glinting and dancing on the tops of the waves kicked up by a
south-west breeze. The sky was very blue and the yachts
anchored near by were very shiny and tidy as they nodded to
one another and dipped their bows into the sparkling water.

The brightness of everything about him was wasted. Beadle
felt perfectly awful. Common sense told him he probably
wasn’t going to die, because people so rarely did after Donald
Banks’ parties, but his head, which was throbbing, and his
insides, which were turning somersaults, warned him that he
might unless he was very careful and moved slowly. He didn’t
think he’d been bad enough to justify the retribution that was
being visited on him, but there it was. He moaned and got to
his feet. Then he remembered he’d kissed Carlotta good night
and remembered how he’d felt for the little second she lay in
his arms, and the brightness of the day came into its own.

He turned away from the rail, thinking to go below to the
bathroom, where Milton Sands undoubtedly maintained a
large supply of cures for the particular illness he was suffering
from. Then he noticed a mahogany tender speeding over
the water toward him. It was one of those tenders that have
glass cabins and fringed canopies and a brawny sailor in the
stern holding a boat-hook and keeping his arms folded at the
same time. It screamed of money.

He looked to see where it had come from and recognized
the Colyrium. His smarting eyes nearly popped out of his
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head when he saw in the cabin of the tender none other than
Jane Payton. Even at a distance there was no mistaking the
vivid determination on her face. With a bleating sound,
Beadle fled for his cabin.

‘“Carlotta—Carlotta!”

She opened her eyes and blinked at him.

“Oh, hello. What time is it, Beadle?”

“Carlotta, Jane Payton’s coming aboard!”

She sat up and stretched.

“You should worry.”

“You’re darn right I should worry. She’s probably heard
from her aunt.”

“That’s different.”

“And I feel perfectly gawd-awful.”

Carlotta laughed, a rare thing for a lady to do when she’s
just been wakened. She said, “Think how gawd-awful Payton
will feel when he opens his little eyes and sees that sweet face
glowering down at him.”

“She’ll be horrible to him, won’t she?”

“Oh, yes.” Carlotta stretched luxuriously. *“But then he
expects that. He’s had to get used to it.” She yawned. “Well,
it’s too bad. It was fun having him aboard.”

“You think he’ll go back with her?”

“She’ll whistle,” said Carlotta, “and snap the leash back on
and that’s that.”

The sound of Mrs. Payton boarding the yacht came to them.
It was a separate and distinct sound, unlike any other. It was
made up of elaborate and unnecessary orders trilled to the
tender’s crew, sniffs of superiority and an undertone obbligato
of jingling gold. Then they heard her heading aft, champing
her diamonds as she came. Beadle went into the bathroom and
opening the medicine-chest searched frantically through it.
In rapid succession he took two aspirins, a restorative, a
sedative and a stomach settler and went back to the state-
room.

“Go up and receive her,” said Carlotta. “This is your boat.”
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“I can’t,” said Beadle. “I’m not dressed.”

Mrs. Payton could now be plainly heard sniffing at the
companionway.

“Get dressed,” said Carlotta.

“I can’t, with you here,” Beadle was frantic.

“Why not? I'm not sitting on your clothes. They’re on that
chair over there.”

Beadle looked at her piteously. He was almost in tears.

“Isn’t it enough that I feel gawd-awful and that that
woman’s prowling around my door and I’ve got to see her,
without you have to go and act like that?”

“Like what?”

“Like you do.”

Carlotta was enjoying her morning work-out of being
hellish. She said, *“‘But, Beadle, everyone thinks of us as mar-
ried now and that’s practically the same as being married.
You shouldn’t get upset because I sugges——"

She stopped in mid-speech, because Beadle had suddenly
grabbed his clothes and fled to the bathroom. In less than two
minutes he stamped back through the cabin, fully clad. It
wasn’t until he had opened the companionway and heard
Carlotta laugh that he realized he’d put on his evening-clothes.
He started back down the steps, but Mrs. Payton had already
spied him and as he was the first living soul she’d been able
to find aboard the Electra, she began right there.

“Where’s my husband? Where’s my husband? I want to get
my hands on the loafer. Who are you, anyway?”

“I’m Beadleston Preece.”

“Oh, you’re Beadleston Preece, eh?”

Beadle didn’t like the way she said it.

“Why shouldn’t I be Beadleston Preece? I've got just as
much damn right to be Beadleston Preece as you have to be
Jane Patent Medicine Payton!”

“You cad!”

Beadle had hit the chink in the armour. It wasn’t like him to
be nasty to a woman, but just as he was catching the vitupera-
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tion intended for Payton, Mrs. Payton was catching the vent-
ing of wrath that properly belonged to Carlotta. Besides, he
hated women like Mrs. Payton, and the mere sight of her out
to rannygazoo her husband reminded Beadle of his own
unfortunate circumstances—that seemed so much more unfor-
tunate since Carlotta had thrust herself into his heart.

“Where is he? They told me at the Yacht Club he was
here.”

Mrs. Payton’s voice would have filled—or emptied—the
Metropolitan Opera House. What it lacked in quality it made
up in volume. In the forecastle Swazey heard it and said,
“Cheez! What a horn!”

Bishop Hartley heard it too, and, gathering his nightshirt
about his knees, climbed the iron ladder to the deck.

Mary stuck her head out of the deck-house window. She was
surprised to hear such a voice in such a place.

Payton stared at the ceiling. He said, *“Hard luck, old
man.”

He managed to smile, but he didn’t feel much like smiling.
For the first time in years he had been happy—had gone to a
party and stayed sober and had fun. He knew it was a good
deal because of Mary—because she’d seemed to enjoy being
with him. “I guess I go back to the cell now,” he said, and
wearily began to dress.

Then he paused, one foot half in a trouser leg, and regarded
himself in the mirror.

“Why go back? Other guys have earned their own living.”
Then he added cryptically—*‘By God, she might be worth it!”

He put on his trousers and headed for the deck. He arrived
as Beadle was beginning to get that defeated look on his face
that he knew he himself so often wore.

“Jane,” he said, “‘you get the hell off this boat!”



CHAPTER THIRTY

ARTLEY, nightshirt and all, and Swazey and Mary had
come aft. Beadle, nearly as surprised as Jane Payton,

stepped back. The scene was like that little moment in the
prize-ring when the heavyweights have shaken hands and gone
to their corners and are waiting for the bell to ring. Then
Carlotta’s head rose out of the companionway. She looked at
Payton and called out.

“Sic ’em, Prince—he bit your father!”

“Oh!” said Mrs. Payton. “Oh! Oh!”

She’d used up her better expletives on Beadle. All she had
left was this one weak monosyllable.

*““Scram,” said Payton.

‘“Amscray ickquay,” said Carlotta.

“Brazen hussy!” said Mrs. Payton.

“Itchbay,” said Carlotta.

*“Oh, dear, dear,” said the bishop. “I probably shouldn’t be
here, but it is so exciting.”

Mrs. Payton threw her nose in the air and addressed her
lord and master.

“You go get your clothes,” she said. *‘You’re coming with
me!”

“No,” said Payton. “I’'m not coming with you, Jane.”

“You damn well are—if you think I’'m going to support you
and have you running around disgracing me, you’ve got
another think coming.”

Payton winced.

“You’ll do what I say when I say it, see? Go get your
clothes.”

He shook his head.

“No, Jane—I've stood you and stood being ordered around
for fifteen years. I'm through now. Please go.”
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“Where’s that four thousand dollars you blackmailed my
aunt into handing over?”

“I’ll get it for you—most of it’s here.”

“But, Harris!” Beadle stepped into the ring. “Don’t you
remember? That’s yours. We decided she owed it to you.”

Harris smiled at him. It was a sad, wistful smile. He was
being hurt and trying not to show it.

“Jane owes me lots of things,” he said. ‘‘She owes me fifteen
years when T should have had a home and kids and friends
of my own.”

“You had a home. You had the swellest damn home in
New York.”

“Swellest house,” said Harris.

“You won’t have one now—you won’t have a cent now and
don’t you forget it.”

Payton turned to go for the money.

He hesitated at the top of the companionway. Then he
shook his head and went on below. Jane Payton leaned her
head down the companionway, partly because she was over-
eager about the money and partly because she wanted one last
chance to be a good fishwife to Payton. She forgot that the
others could hear the awful things she was saying and she
hated Payton. She hated him because he was a gentleman and
she could never be a lady; she hated him for having been
worm enough to put up with her and now she hated him for
ceasing to be a worm and becoming a man. In that minute or
so of flowing speech, she said things to him that no woman
should ever say—even to herself.

For Beadle and Hartley and Mary, it was ghastly. Swazey
and Carlotta, being harder boiled and broader of perception,
found it fascinating at first, but after a bit her language became
to Swazey stupefying and to Carlotta revolting. Jane Payton
was the sort of woman who beats show dogs if they fail to
win prizes. Carlotta stepped onto the deck.

“The water,” she said, ‘‘looks pretty cold this day.”

She fixed Beadle with the Townsend eye. He caught her



FIVE DAYS 157

meaning and nodded. A second later, without knowing how
she got there, Mrs. Payton found herself in the briny, with a
gold-plated boat-hook grappling for the seat of what would
have been her pants had she worn pants.

Bishop Hartley glanced at Carlotta. For all his nightshirt,
he looked every inch a bishop.

“By gad,” he said, ‘‘she made a wonderful splash!”

Swazey peered over the rail at the sailor with the boat-hook
that looked gold-plated.

“I allus wondered what dem t’ings was for,” he said mus-
ingly.

Payton came from below with the money. Beadle went up
to him and said, ‘“We couldn’t stand it, Harris. We chucked
her overboard.”

Payton went to the gangway. His wife, spluttering and in a
state of nervous collapse, had been lifted into the tender’s
cabin. He turned to Beadle, a look of horror on his face.

“I can’t keep this money.” Then the look of horror went
away and a smile began to take its place. The smile spread.
It wasn’t the smile of a man who was being hurt; it was the
smile of a genius who has just had a brain-storm. He went
down the gangway and addressed the officer in command of
the tender.

“I won’t be seeing you any more, Williams,” he said. “But I
want to show my appreciation of your service. Divide this
amongst yourself and the crew.”

With that he gave him the huge roll of notes he held in his
hand and turned to Beadle, grinning from ear to ear.

““She’ll never forgive me for that, will she? I hope to Heaven
she won’t!”

Beadle shook his head. There was a hardness—a bitterness
—about the thing that frightened him. He had never realized
before the depth of the hate that mis-marriage can develop—
the tragedy of men who have married money for love. The
tender streaked away from the yacht’s side. He looked at
Payton. He was still standing on the bottom step of the gang-
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way, watching the little boat. The smile had gone. Beadle,
looking at him, knew he scarcely saw the boat because his eyes
were fixed on the distance beyond it. It seemed probable he
was seeing dozens and dozens of other scenes that had built
up to this one—seeing his wedding perhaps. Seeing Jane as a
girl—pretty, young, warmly responsive.

“Fifteen years is the hell of a long time.”

Payton said it aloud, but he wasn’t talking to anyone. Mary
went down the steps and put her arm through his. He turned
and looked down and smiled at her. Beadle was touched. The
thing had upset him to such an extent he’d even forgotten
about his headache. He went forward to the wheel-house and
started the motors. Presently Carlotta joined him there and
Swazey came and stood in the bow. Hartley had gone below to
dress. Carlotta said, “It stinks, doesn’t it? I think maybe he
really cared about her once.”

*1 know he did,” said Beadle. ‘“He told me about it.”

*It must be rotten—to love somebody and then have them
go haywire like that.”

Swazey, who had been musing deeply on what he had heard
and seen in the last little while, said, “I t’ink we better get out
of here, Chief. De people here doesn’t behave right.”

“We're getting out. Haul in that anchor.”

“Where to?” said Carlotta, as Swazey bent over his own
private tangle lines—from the beginning making fast the
anchor-line had been Swazey’s job, because it was always so
interesting for the others to watch him undo it. “Where to?”

Beadle let in one clutch so they’d ride up on the anchor.
Carlotta saw that he was upset and that there was an expres-
sion of terrific determination on his face. She wondered
why he didn’t look ridiculous standing there at the wheel in
his full-dress suit.

Swazey hauled on the anchor-line; it gave as the anchor
broke away. Beadle savagely threw in the other motor and
opened the throttles.

*“Where going, Beadle?”
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He looked into her eyes.

“I’m going to Glen Cove and see Milton Sands and beat the
hell out of him until he gives me back what he stole from
me; that’s where I'm going.”

On the face of it, the idea of Beadle beating the hell out of
Milton should have seemed almost laughable. Carlotta didn’t
feel the least like laughing. She looked at him in amazement.

“Good man, Preece. Why?”

*“Because I don’t want to have that hap—"

He caught himself.

“Because I don’t want to have that guy making a fool of
me.”

Carlotta knew perfectly well that wasn’t what he’d been
going to say.



CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

T was six o’clock in the afternoon when the Electra hiked up

her skirts and hurried from Newport Harbour, heading into
a quickening south-west breeze in the general direction of
Point Judith. But it took them a long time to get clear of the
harbour because Mary was sitting on the after deck with Payton
and Beadle wasn’t at all sure of his buoys. At that point, he
wasn’t at all sure of his cosmos, let alone being sure of his
buoys. Gradually they made their way out to the open sea.

At seven-thirty they were well out on the ocean, rolling the
way cruisers will in the ground swell that is always off Newport
and the point. The bishop had completed his dressing and
come into the deck-house. Mary and Payton still sat in the long
chairs on the after deck. Their hands were clasped. Beadle,
recovered now from his hang-over, but not from the emotional
effects of the one-act drama, stood straddle-legged at the wheel.
The determination that Carlotta had noticed had grooved
itself into his brain. He was in love with her. He realized he
was probably in love with her because of the absurd intimacy
she’d created between them. He felt sure it was just the
propinquity that had done it to him, and standing staring
fiercely at the westering sun, he knew that how the thing had
happened to him made no difference. It had happened. He
was in love with her and he had to get to Milton Sands and
beat the hell out of him so he could get his money back and
ask her to marry him.

He knew now, beyond a doubt, that, cussedness and all, she
was the most charming woman he had ever met, and because
he knew she’d always despised him he had gotten self-respect
out of the fact that she wanted to join his cruise to nowhere.
She hadn’t been joining Swazey or Mary or Payton; it was he
she was joining. Carlotta, without meaning to, had been
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giving to him the things he’d set out to find when he'd said to
Swazey, “Come up to my room—Ilet’s have a snort before we
get going.”

Five days! A man’s life couldn’t be so changed in five days.
Then he remembered that his life had been completely changed
in five seconds—the five seconds when he could have missed
Swazey’s arrival and gone up to his room in the great bare
house. Five seconds or one second, for that matter, had made
all the difference. It was perfectly understandable then that
five days should have changed his life around.

Such is the natural egotism of man that when for one
reason or another he can’t ask a lady to marry him, it never
enters his head she might not want to if he did. Approxi-
mately six miles south by south-east of the Point Judith siren,
this appalling thought miraculously hit Beadle. At the same
instant, the Electra’s engines sighed as wistfully as ever did
Payton, and stopped. Beadle, who hadn’t spoken a word since
they’d left Newport, came out of his condition of fierce
determination. Even to a person of his marine ignorance,
being stalled off Point Judith in the open sea in a small boat
is something of a sensation.

The Electra coasted a hundred yards or so and then slowly
swung around until she lay broadside to the long rollers.
Beadle turned from the wheel and addressed Hartley.

“The engines have stopped,” he said.

“It’s funny,” said Carlotta, “but I noticed that, too.”

Beadle pushed the starters frantically. They spun the motors
but nothing happened. He shook his head.

“They won’t work.”

“I know,” said Hartley. “It’s Sunday.”

“Don’t be funny,” said Carlotta. “If we can’t fix them and
can’t pick up a tow, we’re plenty in for it.”

Mary came forward and stuck her head in the door.

“What have you-all done now?”

“The engines seem to have stopped,” said Beadle.

“Seem to,” said Mary. “Do you know anythin’ ’bout ’em?”
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Beadle laughed a little feebly.

“I was hoping you would,” he said. ‘“Hartley wouldn’t and
I don’t think Harris or Carlotta would.”

“I’'ll find out if I do or not,” said Mary. “Come on down
an’ help, Swazey.”

But Swazey was already showing symptoms of a return of
the malady that had so stricken him in the Lower Bay off
New York. He just stared back at her, but through the glassy
stare of his eyes you could see what he thought of people who
go down to the sea in ships and of perfectly respectable burglars
who are fools enough to join them. Presently he sank to the
deck and leaned against the windlass. The bishop, who was
really alarmed at the situation they were in, but didn’t want
anyone to know it, said, “Bill, when you want unction, I'm
ready for you.”

Swazey didn’t think it was funny. Mary started for the
engine-room. Beadle stopped her and said, “You know, I
think maybe we’re out of gas. Let’s look there first.” They
went to the stern where the tanks were and looked. There
were two of them and they were bone dry. Beadle said, “I
guess we forgot to fill both the other day.”

“I guess we did,” said Mary.

They looked at each other. Beadle said, “I’m sorry I got
you into this, Mary.”

“Nerts,” said Mary, “I could swim ashore from here—but
I'd lose those dresses if I did.”

“Isn’t there some way we can signal or something?”

Mary looked over the heaving rail at the sea. It was as
empty as Swazey would be in a little while. She said, *“Sure,
there’re lots of ways we can signal, but who we gonna signal
to? The man in the moon?”

Beadle nodded. He had that sickening feeling of approach-
ing disaster. He said, “Isee.” Like Hartley, he was genuinely
alarmed, for it was perfectly obvious that if the wind kicked
up much, the Electra would swamp.

“We can make her roll less if we put out a sea-anchor.”
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“It looks too deep,” said Beadle.

“Listen,” said Mary. *“Sea-anchors float. You tie a lot of
canvas together and dump it overboard on a line—it drags
and keeps you end-on to the wind. Sometimes they call it a
drag.”

“I used to ride the drag at Meadowbrook once,” said
Beadle. “It used to scare me to death.”

“You used to what?”

“You do it with horses—hounds just follow a line that’s
already picked out, so you go pretty fast. I had a horse called
Jingo. He was a swell horse.”

“You what?” said Mary. “Snap out of it!”

Beadle had been staring at the gathering dusk. That fore-
boding feeling was strong in him. It had started him reminisc-
ing—the way drowning men are supposed to see their past
lives flash before them. He snapped out of it and smiled at her.

“That was another kind of a drag,” he said.

“I thought it must be, if you used horses,” said Mary.
“We’re gonna use canvas. Come on help me rig it up.”

“Will I have time to change my clothes first? This is no
kind of a suit for a shipwreck.”

He went below to his cabin and rooted around in the cup-
board. He didn’t like it down there with the boat rolling that
way. It made him feel trapped, because he thought she might
roll over at any moment. He wondered if Mary were scared
too. When he went on deck again, he found her surrounded by
khaki-coloured canvas. She told him she’d taken the weather
curtains from the after deck. He helped her tie them together
and fasten one of the anchor-lines to a sort of bridle she made
out of flag halyard. Then he picked up the billowing mass and
started forward with it. Mary yelled at him, *“Hey, throw it
over the stern. You have to with motor-boats, ’cause the pro-
pellers and the sheer make ’em want to head that way.”

He dumped it overboard. Mary fastened the end of the line
to a cleat.

“Have you stopped hatin’ her yet?”



164 THE HATCH WAY

The sea-anchor began to take hold. The stern slowly swung
into the wind and the rolling stopped. Beadle looked at her.

“Yes,” he said.

“Well, it ain’t my funeral,” said Mary. *“I just don’t like the
idea of seein’ a good guy take it.”

“What do you mean?”’

She let out a little more line and nodded toward the deck-
house where the others had stayed, being considerate enough
not to get in the way of the somewhat elaborate marine
manceuvre of making the sea-anchor.

“I mean like my friend.”

“Thanks for thinking I'm a good guy,” said Beadle. He felt
better, now that the sea-anchor was holding and the rolling
had stopped. He went forward to the deck-house. Carlotta
and Harris and the bishop were sitting on the floor, playing
three-handed bridge. He asked who was ahead.

“I am,” said Carlotta. “I don’t think Hartley and Harris
have their minds on it. Did you find out what was the matter?”

“We're out of gas,” said Beadle.

“Pleasant, in certain cases,” said the bishop; ‘“horrible in
others. Your lead, Harris.”

“What are you-all playin’? Can I play too?”

Mary was standing in the doorway. Payton smiled at her
and said, ‘““You bet you can—we’re—we’re——"" It struck him
that Mary couldn’t possibly know how to play contract, but
he didn’t want her to feel out of it. ‘“We’re playing hearts.”

She came into the room and sat down between him and
Carlotta. Beadle snapped on the lights. Hartley grabbed him
by the leg and he bent down. Hartley said, ““‘How the hell do
you play hearts?”

“I don’t know,” whispered Beadle. ‘“‘Ask her—tactfully.”

“Mary,” said the bishop, “we’ve been playing South Bleyn-
ton hearts—it’s—it’s slightly different from the usual game.
Which game do you play?”

Mary obligingly launched into a complete description of
the garden variety of hearts. They all listened attentively.
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When she had done explaining, she said, ‘“What are you-all
playin’ for?”

Payton laughed and said, “Matches.”

“Oke,” said Mary.

“I know,” said Beadle; *“we’ll play for the four thousand
dollars Jane Payton isn’t going to be able to get back from
her crew!”

“And then,” said Carlotta, “we’ll play for the four thousand
you and I swiped from her aunt. That makes eight thousand
—it’s much more exciting to play for eight thousand you
haven’t got than for four thousand.”

“Oh, much,” said Hartley.

Mary looked bewildered. She said, “What do you win if
you win?”

“You can’t win,” said Harris. “That’s why Hartley can
play, even though it’s Sunday.”

Beadle looked out through the open door. The sun had
sunk and the wind had risen. He was thinking about how
gaily he and Swazey had started out adventuring. The Electra
had supplanted her rolling with a wicked pitching. The Point
Judith light was growing dim in the distance. He said, “You're
perfectly right, Harris; you can’t win.”

Harris looked up at him and their eyes met. He too was
thinking.

“Of course you’re right, Beadle,” he said. “You can’t
possibly win, can you!”

“You two give me a pain in the neck,” said Carlotta. “Let’s
get going here.”

The bishop dealt. They played three hands. Then Swazey,
who was still stretched out on deck, began to moan.

Beadle stuck his head through the forward window.

“What’s the matter?”

“I wisht I was in jail!” said Swazey.

“Hungh?”

“In jail.”

Carlotta got up off the floor and went below.
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“I’ll skid him a Magic Powder.”

“We’d appreciate it,” said Hartley. *“By the way, why don’t
the rest of us get something to eat?”

Mary sprang to her feet.

*“Cheez,” she said, “I forgot to put on the running lights.
We oughtta be right in the steamer channel now!”

She turned on the red and green and bow and stern.

“Whaddaya say, Harris? Shall we eat? We ain’t had nothin’
all day, come to think of it.”

Beadle said, ‘““After all, an army moves on its stomach.”

“We’re a navy,” said Harris. He too looked out of the door-
way. The wind was still rising, flying scud slapped against the
windows each time the Electra’s stern crashed into the waves.
“P’ll say we’re a navy!”

The bishop and Beadle came and stood on either side of
him.

“Navy the twain shall meet,” said Beadle.

“What twain?” said the bishop. ‘“Mark Twain?”

Mary Winlock had come from that island in the Chesapeake
where each house has its private graveyard between it and the
picket fences that line the main street, so she had never heard
little boys whistling to keep up their courage, as they force
themselves to walk past a village cemetery at midnight.

She took one look at the three of them and made her way
quickly to the galley.
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T three in the morning the wind dropped. Beadle and

Carlotta and Hartley and Mary and Payton were still in
the deck-house. Swazey had been removed to the forecastle.
The five of them felt that they never wanted to see another
heart as long as they lived.

All through the night they had played. The worse the pitch-
ing of the ship grew, the harder they had played. Only twice
had they knocked off, when steamers had passed near them
and they’d tried to attract attention by flashing lights. It
hadn’t worked. One steamer had gone so far as to throw her
searchlight on them, but not seeing the sea-anchor and think-
ing they were just cordial, as yachtsmen are apt to be at night,
had bored on her way. It had been a bad moment; she’d looked
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