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  The Kynsard Affair




Roy Vickers was born in 1899, and educated at
Charterhouse, Brasenose College, Oxford, and
enrolled as a student of the Middle Temple.
He left the University before graduating in
order to join the staff of a popular weekly. After
two years of journalistic choring, which included
a period of crime reporting, he became editor
of the Novel Magazine, but eventually resigned
this post so that he could develop his ideas as
a freelance. His experience in the criminal courts
gave him a view of the anatomy of crime which
has been the mainspring of his novels and short
stories. Not primarily interested in the professional
crook, he writes of the normal citizen who is
taken unawares by the latent forces of his own
temperament. His attitude to the criminal is
sympathetic but unsentimental. The Department
of Dead Ends and Murdering Mr Velfrage have
already been published as Penguins.
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The Sole Survivor









Mr Justice Sheilbron was chosen to hold the inquiry into the
wreck of the Marigonda and the subsequent circumstances
resulting in almost total loss of life. He was not at all pleased.
A retired Chancery judge, virtually unknown to the general
public, he disliked cases in which the human element tended
to predominate, and he genuinely detested publicity. It
looked as if there would be a good deal of publicity in this inquiry.




There was, for instance, a desert island in it. Good heavens!
He had taken it for granted that desert islands had ceased to
exist about the time he left his prep school. And then there
was that preposterous suggestion about a wild man inhabiting
the island. Not even a Robinson Crusoe, but a Ben Gunn,
slap out of Treasure Island. Well, as no one claimed to have
seen the creature he could probably be kept out of the evidence
as being hearsay.




On top of it all, was a Sole Survivor--a character which,
for some obscure reason, always fascinated the popular newspapers.
This sole survivor was an educated man, fortunately--a
history don. All the same, his affidavit was somewhat highfalutin--in
parts very highfalutin! Accusing himself of moral
responsibility for the death of one of the party! A man who
accused himself of anything in an affidavit was an ass.




This sole survivor obviously had plenty of intelligence but
no common sense. As a university lecturer he probably hated
being made a fool of in the newspapers as much as did the
judge himself. When the rescue party was known to be imminent
it was intelligent to dress himself in the clothes he had
saved from the wreck, but it revealed an ignorance of
publicity values. After nine months on a desert island a man
is expected to look like a scarecrow. As it was, whole columns
had been devoted to this man's grey lounge suit, his creased
trousers, his 'spotless' silk shirt, his something-or-other hat, his
shaved chin, and--incredibly!--his rolled umbrella. The fact
that the umbrella was rolled was itself worth a cross-heading.




Mr Justice Sheilbron tried to imagine himself passing nine
months on a desert island, without success. His car stopped
at Chaucer Hall--a building which contained a number of
halls of varying sizes, mostly used for banquets and board
meetings. An official bowed him to 'his' room, off one of
the middle-sized banqueting halls. Here, his advisory panel--a
shipowner, a naval captain, and an insurance-company
director--greeted him reverentially. Someone took his coat
and hat.




'There's no ceremony, of course! If you're ready, gentlemen . . .'




He had the sensation of slinking into court--if you could
call it a court! There was certainly a dais and a long table
with an extra large chair at the centre for himself. A small
public gallery, crowded, of course. Plenty of long tables. One
for counsel--a job to know them without their wigs--he felt
a little lost himself without his robes. Another table for
solicitors and marine insurance men. The press table--decent
fellows in private life; not their fault if the public preferred
trivialities to essentials. Rows of witnesses, including three
naval ratings in uniform; some expert witnesses. He tried to
pick out the Sole Survivor but could not.




He had settled himself and was about to open when the
Attorney-General bustled in. Sheilbron was surprised. He
had not suspected that this was to be a full-dress affair. They
ought to have picked on a Common Law judge--one of the
younger men.




The clerk was reading the terms of reference of the Commission.
Loose terms, loose procedure, loose behaviour in
general, thought the ex-Chancery judge. His eye fell on a
table close to the dais containing exhibits. That board with
panels of colour and numerals was presumably the darts-board--he
had never seen one before. A large aerial photograph
of the island; five small cardboard boxes with red labels
Care: Plaster Cast; several boxes the size of boot-boxes;
manuscript books, documents; photograph albums. The
clerk had finished.




'Call the first witness,' ordered the chairman, as the judge
had now become.




'Flight-Lieutenant Shendry.'




Up bobbed the Attorney-General, Sir Brian Tukeley.




'I ask, sir, that the chief witness, Mr Clovering, should
leave the court while the evidence of the rescue-party is being
given.'




That meant he had something up his sleeve, reflected
Sheilbron. Just what the newspapers liked!




'Very well, Sir Brian.' He looked over to the witnesses'
benches. 'Is Mr Clovering in court?'




'Yes, I am here, sir.' Clovering extricated himself from
the others. Sheilbron regarded him with some interest. He
saw a rather small man in a grey lounge suit made by a good
tailor. A broad brow, intelligent eyes, middle thirties. Sole
Survivor!




'Mr Clovering, I must ask you to leave the court until we
send for you. You can wait in my room, if you like--you will
be more comfortable there. Usher, show Mr Clovering to
my room.'




'Thank you, sir.' Clovering spoke as one who is accustomed
to receiving such courtesies but is nevertheless appreciative.
The desert island, thought Sheilbron, had not
affected the man's stance. He looked a clear-headed, reliable
man who would kill that fantastic story about the wild man.
Sheilbron's thoughts shifted, as often, to his own obituary
which The Times would eventually print: As a Chancery judge
he was rarely in the public eye. That his name should happen to be
associated with the notorious 'wild man' inquiry . . .




The airman was relating how, in the course of a fleet
exercise, he had flown over the island and seen a man on it,
though it was marked as abandoned. In command of a
flying-boat he had returned to rescue Clovering and later
had flown a working-party back to the island. There followed
the members of the working-party, which included expert
witnesses. There was no cross-examination. They all seemed
to have a high opinion of Clovering and acknowledged his
helpfulness. Their evidence was completed within an hour.




The chairman addressed the tribunal.




'Before we call the chief witness--Mr Clovering--we have
to consider the troublesome point of his affidavit. You have
all received copies and you know that the affidavit is itself a
colloquial--I might almost say "chatty"--report of all that
happened on the island, written by him on the island. Mr
Clovering insisted--in my opinion very wisely--that no
word should be cut from his report. That affidavit must be
put formally before the court. Unless the Attorney-General
objects, therefore, I propose myself to read the first and then
the last sentence and take the affidavit as having been read
by the clerk in the ordinary way.'




The Attorney-General made no objection. The chairman
began to read: 'I, William Edward Clovering . . .' The chairman
mumbled the formal preamble, but raised his voice for
Clovering's own text.




'Approximately a week has passed since I caused the death of
Gramshaw . . .' During the pause which the chairman considered
necessary to indicate the reading of the full text, he
reflected that this was a theatrical and totally unnecessary
statement. He then read the last paragraph.




'Tomorrow I shall shave and dress myself decently and--I hope--hand
this document to the officer in charge of a rescue party. I intend
to do all in my power to assist his investigations.'










Approximately a week has passed since I caused the death
of Gramshaw. I was very upset for a couple of days, lying in
the hut and taking no food. Yesterday I felt better. I slept
well last night. This morning I am as normal as a man can
be who is alone on a desert island with no real certainty of
being rescued before he starves.




A couple of hours ago I became afraid. Quite suddenly. I
mean afraid that I may be accused of murdering Gramshaw.
And, of course, the others. Fear finds odd symbols. Out of a
calm sea a large wave crashed on the beach--at least, it made
an unusually loud noise--and started the fear. Note, please,
that I am not afraid of the wave, like a neurotic, but afraid
of what it chances to symbolize. To me it symbolizes interruption.
It symbolizes a naval captain or a coroner or a
judge, interrupting me.




'I am giving you every latitude, Mr Clovering, but you
must try to confine yourself to answering the questions. The
manners of your companions are as irrelevant as are the
rambling anecdotes about a silk nightdress, carbon copying
paper, and whatnot.'




They say that kind of thing, and in the next breath ask
you a question calculated to reveal your state of mind--to
discover whether you were acting 'feloniously and of malice
aforethought'.




The danger of myself corrupting my own evidence will
begin the moment the rescue-party lands, if it ever does land.
I imagine a boat's crew, under a petty officer. I shall probably
be rather odd to look at. There will be an exchange of
hullos and cheeriness. Then the Robinson Crusoe joke. Then
they'll ask if there's anybody else on the island.




'Well--er--there is no one alive, but there are six dead bodies.
You see--er--'




Questions will be hurled at me before I've shown them the
bodies--two of them sea-sodden, suggesting an attempt to
conceal. There will be an amateur cross-examination on the
spot. Later, they will repeat my answers, without the context.




Then the captain's inquiry as a preliminary to the civil
inquiry.




By the time all this happens, if it ever does happen, I may
be near starvation--delirious, melancholic. I shall overlay
one incident with another and contradict myself.




I have a typewriter and reams of paper, brought from the
wreck. I was in charge of rescue operations--a crude signalling
system and messages in bottles. The bottles all drifted
back. I've kept them. I am using my pen, because my handwriting
will prove my sanity at the time of writing. I shall
make copies afterwards on the machine.




I intend to write down every material detail, including
incidents which, taken by themselves, would tend to incriminate
me. I shall fit the incidents into the pattern of our
life here. Tear the pattern, and you convict me. But you will
not be able to tear the pattern, because you will not be able
to interrupt me. I am frightened of the seamen's cross-examination
but not frightened of that of the Attorney-General.
When I have written my account I shall feel safe.
Already some of the fear has gone.




I cannot give a coherent account of how we were wrecked,
nor of the riot that broke out before our party got away in the
boat. Attached to this is a more or less knowledgeable report
by Gramshaw (Appendix A). I have never taken enough
interest in ships even to pick up passengers' jargon.




The Marigonda, cargo and fifty passengers from the Cape
to London, had been at sea for some days when the bad
weather started. I went to my cabin and stayed there. On the
third day of bad weather, I felt the ship strike something. I
was not interested. For me there is some reality in the old
joke that when you have reached a certain stage of sea sickness
you are afraid the ship will not sink.




After the bump, nothing much seemed to happen. There
were alarms and boat drills, which I did not attend. A Greek
steward came to tell me that the ship was being abandoned.
Before he had finished dressing me he was called away. I
managed to crawl back to bed in my clothes. These details
are essential because they explain how I came to possess the
only firearm on the island.




It was Gramshaw who found me. He was a big, genial
bully, an ex-international footballer--or it may have been
cricketer. In an irritating but kindly manner he had adopted
me before we were out of harbour, intending to convert me
to some kind of sport. That I am a history don of thirty-five
did not discourage him.




'Come on!' He lifted me out of bed and forced me into my
overcoat. 'The Lascars have run amok and everybody else
is mad. No damned discipline anywhere! I'll look after you,
Clobbers, old boy. Hang on and don't talk.'




Perhaps I caricature him a little, though I am trying only
to report him. The difficulty is that he was himself a caricature
of the English hearty, but did not know it, because he
never read anything and never went to a theatre. He treated
the shipwreck as if it were a football match in which the
referee had given some foolish decision.




He was carrying me pick-a-back through the empty saloon
when a woman screamed his name and he dumped me on
a bench near the staircase (I shall avoid nautical terms in
case I misuse them). Presently a passenger staggered in. His
face was bleeding. He was talking volubly, possibly to himself.
He unhitched a revolver in an armpit holster.




'I want you to keep this for me, Clovering, and give it
back afterwards. I wouldn't ask you, if it could possibly do
you any harm with the authorities. There are five live rounds
in it, and one empty shell.'




He unbuttoned my coat and slung it under my left arm,
saying he would come back. He did not come back. His name
was Brassett. He was a commercial traveller, employed--he
told us, many times--by one of the free-lance soap firms.
That revolver, which I shall hand to the rescue-party, will be
traceable to Brassett.




Gramshaw later agreed that it was about a couple of hours
before he came back for me. He carried me to a boat. I was
grossly ungrateful for his efforts, which, we both believed,
were saving my life.




Gramshaw had put himself in command of the boat. It
took a very long time to launch it. I have no recollection of
it actually touching the water. It was growing light when I
became fully conscious that I was in the open air, that I felt
inexplicably healthy, although the boat was tossing about. It
was a lifeboat capable of holding about thirty, but it seemed
nearly empty. A sail was groaning and occasionally flapping.
Gramshaw shouted and the sail was lowered. There was
commotion in the boat. After a while I counted four men at
the oars and one man asleep, opposite me. Gramshaw was
steering.




'Clobbers, old boy,' shouted Gramshaw, 'd'you think you
could relieve Titch!' It was an order, not a question. 'Here,
drink this, and don't talk. You'll feel fit as a fiddle in a few
minutes.'




The incredible thing is that I did feel more or less normal
in a few minutes. In these ghastly surroundings, quite a
number of Gramshaw's nonsense speeches have turned out to
be justified.




Titch was a small Welshman, a stoker--a malicious, quarrelsome
little man, with a police record. (For the full names
and details of these men, see Appendix B.)




As I took his place I changed my line of vision.




'Why, there's the ship!' I exclaimed.




'There's the blaggin' ship. And there's the blaggin' island.
And this is the blaggin' sea. Get crackin', mate!' This from
the man behind me, Jim. There remained Pom, asleep,
Steeve, and Ginger. To anticipate, these men were of the
labouring class, employed on the rough work of the ship,
except Ginger, who was a skilled agricultural hand, commanding
a high wage. He had been a passenger, though I had
never noticed him. I was soon to recognize the social advantages
of Gramshaw.




Jim's reference to an island had seemed meaningless. As
the angle of our direction changed, I saw it, could even see
the Nissen hut, with its chimney. Seen in profile at a distance
of a couple of miles, the shape of the island suggested a high-heeled
satin slipper. We seemed to be rowing away from it.




'Why don't we make for the island?' I shouted.




'We're lookin' round for somethink a bit better class!'
jeered Jim. From Ginger came a laugh which set the teeth on
edge. He was even bigger than Gramshaw, but he laughed
in a falsetto giggle. But he alone had the civility to answer
my question. His speech was a deep rustic burr.




'The boat couldn't land yet awhiles. The seas 'ud smash
'un like a eggshell.'




To my ignorance, it seemed unimportant that the boat
should be smashed, provided we could land.




'Looks to me like an old fuel dump, Clobbers old boy,' said
Gramshaw. 'Abandoned years ago. The captain didn't
mention it. There's a hell of a strong current trying to pull
us on to the beach. We've got to keep circling until the swell
dies down. It's only swell. There's very little wind, now.'




Presently Titch piped up, his high-pitched voice and Welsh
accent emphasizing every syllable.




'Clobbers is not pulling his weight. Perhaps it is because
he is still a sick man!'




'Give 'im a chance, Titch!' This was Jim. 'He ain't never
done no work before. He's a gent, ain'tcher, Clobbers, mate?'




These men lived and died believing my name to be Clobbers,
thanks to Gramshaw. They held the opinion, common
in their class, that nothing counted as work except muscular
exertion.




'You're doing fine, Clobbers old boy!' shouted Gramshaw.
'Keep your head up and your back straight, and your
weight will do the work.'




I know the principles of rowing. I had a short period of
'tubbing' as an undergraduate, but the sport did not appeal
to me. The revolver under my left arm prevented me from
doing myself justice.




'Oh, for God's sake, but it is painful to see it!' Titch, the
malicious Welshman, elbowed me out of the way and reclaimed
the oar of which I had but recently relieved him.
Thus I became the butt of the party.




A few minutes later the sail was hoisted again and the
rowing stopped. The technique of sailing against the wind
was beyond Gramshaw and everyone else in the boat.




Towards the end of the day the sea became calm enough
for us to land. We had only to rest on our oars and let the
current carry us to a short sandy beach, close to the hut.
Gramshaw was no seaman: we were badly swamped as we
struck the beach. We lay on the wet sand until the tide had
receded enough for us to start unloading the rations and the
various extras which Gramshaw had made them put in the
boat. He was very good at that kind of thing.




Gramshaw asked me to report on the hut and to find the
best way up to it. It stood on a flat ledge some twenty feet
above the beach. The ledge widened into a plateau, the
breadth of the island. The track, circuitous and narrow, had
been hacked out of the rock, which was of a kind I had not
seen before, being greenish and smooth, not unlike chalk.




I walked round the hut. On the land side was a large lean-to
shed, containing empty oil-drums and other junk.




The hut itself was some thirty feet in length. The windows
were intact but coated with sand and fungus. When I tried
the door, the latch came away in my hand. I pushed the
door--it fell inwards. I stepped over it somewhat heavily: my
feet went through the floorboards to the rock some six inches
below. Many of the boards were cracked and uncertain. Yet
the hut had the appearance of having been abandoned days
rather than years ago.




Abandoned in a hurry. On the table, which was screwed to
the floor, was a writing-block, an ink-bottle with the sediment
of ink, and a pen: the nib disintegrated into powder when
I touched it. In the drawer was a dirty pack of cards, a
cribbage board, and dominoes. A darts-board hung on the
wall, among wartime pin-ups. In the tray of the stove were
cinders.




Under the table was a ditty-box--the box issued to naval
ratings for storing their personal belongings--of which the
lock had rusted. Inside were tobacco tins containing nails,
screws, and the like, a hacksaw rusted to uselessness, and a
machinist's hammer.




The hammer was double-headed. It had been coated with
oil. That hammer was the one object in a state of perfect
preservation.










At dawn the sea was nearly dead calm. Gramshaw took
me out of earshot of the others and explained apologetically
how he had lost touch with the captain's boat in the dark.
Some of the boats had started too soon and must have lost
themselves. The captain hoped to lead the others to the mainland,
believed to be a couple of hundred miles away.




'It seems that I've been elected sort of informal skipper on
the bridge. So if that's okay by you, Clobbers old boy, I want
you to be camp commandant while we're boarding the
wreck for supplies. I see there's a grand lot of flotsam: drag
all you can above the tideway, and when you see us start
back make a fire for tea--you'll find a packet o' matches in
the ration box--treat 'em like gold. We won't attempt more
than tea today--and go easy with the water--we've only a
couple of gallons. We'll talk about cooking later. And if
you've time, explore the place for water.'




Gramshaw was happy. He had tumbled into a Boy Scout's
heaven. It was as if his ebullient boyishness had contrived
the wreck and conjured up the island. There is the hard fact
that he had stowed in the boat a number of things, including
three large fire-axes, which would have been useless in an
open boat--yet at the time of loading he had not known that
the island existed.




On the other hand, I must admit that he perceived before
I did that the island was a death-trap--if only in the sense
that the party as a party could not survive. But his fears were
not awakened until the evening.




Except for about an hour, I worked throughout the tropical
heat of the day, whereas on the wreck they took a siesta of
four hours. Flotsam was beginning to appear on the beach,
notably three rafts and a crate of eiderdowns. I had to hack
the rafts into sections before I could drag them above the tideway.
This relieved my depression. I did not like being the
butt of the party; but the resentment did not go much below
the surface. I knew I was not guilty of sponging on the energy
of the others. I acquired increasing handiness every hour.




The island, which I had first seen as a high-heeled slipper,
I now perceived to have the shape of a scalene triangle. The
longest side--which I will assume to run north and south--was
roughly half a mile long, the east side about a third of a
mile. These sides--though there were many fissures giving on
to outcrops of rock--were mainly precipitous, the highest
point, about eighty feet above the sea, being at the northern
apex; the lowest, about fifteen feet, at the southern end. The
third and shortest--the south-eastern side, on which was the
hut--provided a twenty-foot cliff edge to the plateau, which
I had seen as the toecap of the slipper. On the opposite side
of the plateau were crumbling cement beds, laid for the
storage tanks; there were traces, too, of other hutments. The
ships had loaded from the west side, which gave directly on
to deep water.




The plateau can be pictured separately as an equilateral
triangle, having a base of three hundred yards, the breadth of
the island at this point. Within the triangle was the plateau,
with a single boulder ten feet high, looking like a mushroom,
but nicknamed The Knob. North of the imaginary base you
would ascend, threading your way between boulders and
craters; some of the latter were filled with sand, some with
water, an undrinkable mixture of rain and spray.




At the base-line, too, the sandy beach was broken by long
tongues of rock stretching into the sea, like breakwaters at a
seaside resort.




It was--it is--a horrible island. The dry rock--a dingy
grey-green tinged with yellow--has a faint smell which is not
of the sea. It is rather like the smell of acetylene gas. At night
the rock glows grey-green but it is not radiant. It is clearly
visible at a distance of ten yards. In pitch darkness you could
see the silhouette of your companion's feet, though you could
not see his face.




My timing was fairly accurate. I had a good fire going and
was ready to make tea for them when they returned, but they
did not want it. The men were not drunk, but they had been
nipping. I could tell from Gramshaw's face that he had tried
to keep them from drinking and had lost some stature by his
failure. But they obeyed him readily enough in unloading the
boat, which took more than two hours. The first item was a
case of whisky carried on his shoulder by Jim; his other hand
held my suitcase, which was itself almost a cabin trunk.




'Catch 'old, Clobbers!' He was a large, thickset, professionally
cheerful cockney. 'Thought you'd like to 'ave your
dress clo'es in time for supper.' This remark, which seemed
to me pointless, was received with prolonged laughter.




There were cases of canned beef, of biscuits, tinned milk
and the like, a number of vessels for catching rain-water,
about a hundred table knives and forks, a lot of rope, another
fire-axe and a small fire-hatchet--brought specially for me,
as a kind of personal present, to lighten my task of cutting
kindling for the fire. Other thoughtful items were a typewriter,
with paper and carbons, manuscript books, and a
good stock of stationery--all this the result of Gramshaw's
personal labour.




For the rest, there was a stock of tobacco, two battery radio
sets, and one gramophone (but no records). There was a litter
of gewgaws, looted for the sake of looting, including a cavalry
saddle, a tennis racket, and a green silk nightdress. Also, there
were three cases of whisky, two of rum, and two of gin--making
more than eighty bottles of potential trouble.




'No damned discipline, Clobbers old boy!' Gramshaw confided
to me that night. 'They'll obey an order when they see
it's for their own good, but they can't see farther than their
noses. Fact is, it's rather got me down!'




At that moment I felt that I liked him and even admired
him a little. Absurd though it sounds in view of the fact that I
caused his death, I never lost that feeling.




'They've no sense of time, Clobbers old boy. We're safe
now for a month or so--longer if we can cut those table knives
into serviceable fish-hooks. So they think there's no need to
worry--sure to be rescued before the rations give out!' The
bitterness dropped out of his voice as he added quietly:




'We're not sure to be rescued.'




That was another surprise--Gramshaw staring an unpleasant
fact in the face without smothering it in optimistic
platitudes.




'Have we any chance at all?' I asked.




'Mustn't let the mind dwell on it, Clobbers old boy!'
Gramshaw was in constant fear of his mind 'dwelling' on
something or other. 'We were a good bit off our course when
we stuck on that sandbank. The ship's radio collapsed some
thirty-six hours previously. If we aren't rescued in a few days
we can forget it for six months. Even then--all we know is
that this line runs a half-yearly service and that the sister ship
may be within fifty miles of us in six months.'




'And we have rations for a month or so, you said?'




'There's plenty of stuff on the wreck.' His thoughts were
on the chance of eventual rescue. 'Fifty miles! Chucks it all
into the lap of the gods! Even if the others make the coast of
Africa, they may be weeks trekking through scrub before
they reach civilization. And then they'll report that we were
drowned. And another thing I'll tell you, Clobbers old boy!
That wreck may heel over at any minute.'




The wreck did heel over two days later. But there had
been no second expedition for provisions. The men were
sleeping off the whisky. When Gramshaw did succeed in
getting them up, the boat was high and dry and they refused
to attempt to drag it over the sand.




The wreck remained visible, looking like a whale. The
men found some kind of pleasure in gaping at it. They strung
eiderdowns into a canopy under which they passed the heat
of the day, not yet realizing that, at its worst, the hut was
cooler than the open air.




In the hut, Gramshaw and I were agreeing that we must
list the stores and equipment. I was in a hurry to know the
worst, but Gramshaw kept manufacturing delay. The ditty-box
which I had examined the day we landed was still under
the table. Gramshaw opened it and rummaged.




'Not a regular issue, Clobbers old boy. An amateur
carpenter who scrounged what he could. All the tools are
carpenter's except this hammer. Machinist's hammer.'




The hammer, double-headed, was of the kind sometimes
supplied in the toolkit of a car. One head was like that of a
carpenter's hammer, the other had four sharp edges tapering
to a small flat surface.




'What they call a "double preen",' explained Gramshaw,
fingering it. 'Very useful!'




'What for?'




'Oh, I dunno!' He turned the hammer on his wrist, struck
at imaginary objects. A boy with a toy.




'Hadn't we better start work, Gramshaw?'




'Right-ho, Clobbers old boy! No good putting off the evil
day. The sooner we start, the sooner we'll finish.' He dropped
the hammer into the ditty-box. 'We'll have to assume that
that ship will come within hailing distance. Six months'
survival is our target. We'll find out how much food we have
in hand. Got to tot it all up in terms of a food-day. And then
divide it by seven. Phew! I wish it weren't so damned hot!'




He was openly funking the job; again I found myself liking
him. My own panic lay along a different line.




Stocktaking occupied less than an hour. Gramshaw's
'food-days' kept us guessing for three times as long, although
the arithmetical part of it was painfully easy.




'Neither of us knows the minimum on which life can be
sustained,' I said. 'It's impossible to do it scientifically. We
must stick blindly to your target figure of six months.'




Gramshaw looked haggard, then rallied himself by purporting
to encourage me.




'Don't let it get you down, Clobbers old boy. You've forgotten
fish. We can make hooks out of those table knives, and
we've more cord than we can use. The sea round here may
be teeming. Of course, fish every day will get monotonous,
but . . .' The platitudes petered out. I was afraid he would
break down and cry. 'I'm going to put that ditty-box in the
stores-shed. Those tools will be useful and we don't want
them messed about.'




He picked up the ditty-box and went out.




The heat certainly seemed substantially worse than on the
three previous days since the storm had subsided. The holster
under my arm seemed to have trebled in weight, and there
was the added strain of avoiding discovery. Why avoid discovery?
Why not hand it to Gramshaw? He was in effect, and
probably in law, captain of the ship and its survivors on the
island.




I cannot now defend my concealment of that revolver. I
ought to have handed it to Gramshaw. Apart from subtle
points of legality, I was behaving dishonourably towards the
man who had shown me friendship. I myself do not know why
I clung to that weapon at this time. I will therefore offer the
explanation that is least favourable to myself.




I kept that revolver in order to make sure that I would
receive my share of the rations. I would kill anyone who
deliberately reduced my chance of getting off that accursed
island and resuming my normal life.




When Gramshaw came back from the stores-shed he stood
waiting near the door while I checked my final figures. I
looked up to find him gazing at me with an expression of
deep misery.




'I've checked it twice--and here it is . . .' I read aloud the
items of the 'food-day'. To soften the blow, I added: 'That's
ample to sustain life.'




'For six months!' ejaculated Gramshaw. 'But we've no
certainty that it will be only six months. We're hoping.
Pretending!'




'We've already agreed about that,' I snapped. I had fair-copied
the final list of items. 'There's the ticket. That will
sustain seven men for six months.'




'Don't! You make it sound like one of those blurry little
sums they give you at school.' His nerve broke in an idiotic
laugh. 'Sustain seven men for six months. Or three and a half
men for one year. Or one and three quarter men for two
years.'




He flung himself on his bedding.




'Or one man for three and a half years!'










To me Gramshaw had revealed his fear and his misery. To
the men he revealed neither. That evening he was, in his own
jargon, splendid.




He began by telling them all he knew of our position,
waited for questions, which were not asked.




'Well, boys, now you know the set-up as well as I do. We
have to face the fact that we may be here for six months--we
won't look beyond that. We all want to get home, but as we
can't, we may as well make the best of our position and the
best of each other. And so we come to the question of food.




'Let me say first that we mustn't reckon on any food drifting
on to the beach from the wreck. And I'm not counting
the fish which are still in the sea. The more we haul out of
the sea and into the pot, the more we can increase our meat
ration.




'Clobbers and I have listed the stores. There's the list over
there and you can check it with the stuff, if you want some
exercise. The ration works out like this.'




Here was the brick wall--Gramshaw took it in a flying
leap.




'There's two ounces of bully beef per man per day, three
biscuits, half a cup of tea every other day, half a cup of milk
every other day. There's plenty of tea and plenty of milk, but
as we have to condense our drinking-water from sea-water,
that's the ration. Fuel for cooking and for condensing the
water is our weakest spot. Talk about that presently. You're
bound to feel thirsty during the heat--it's at its worst between
ten and four. You'll find that the desire to drink will be
much less if you bathe in the sea twice a day and don't dry
yourself.




'In addition, there are some trimmings: canned vegetables,
chocolate, sweet biscuits, but not enough for a regular ration.
We'll keep that sort of thing for special occasions. Also medical
supplies--bandages, antiseptics and a few drugs. We've
less than fifty candles, so we'll ration at one candle for one
hour per day--which will leave us a small margin for
emergencies.'




Gramshaw went on to outline camp duties. Certain kinds
of seaweed could be sun-dried for fuel: it could be laid on the
roof of the hut, where it would serve an extra purpose in
reducing the heat from the corrugated iron. The lives of all,
he told us, depended on the labour of each. The platitudes
rolled over the men, flattening them into silence.




'To sum up--not counting the extras and not counting the
fish--the rations we've worked out mean that the seven of us
can wait for that rescue ship for a hundred and eighty days--if
we have to.'




I had expected uproar, but none came, only a dumb
sullenness. Gramshaw started to talk about fish, and their
attention wandered. When he had finished they drifted to the
beach to have another look at the wreck.




The tide was coming in, bringing more flotsam, invaluable
for fuel if for nothing else. They would break open a case, in
the hope, always vain, that it would contain something to eat
or to play with, then leave case and contents in the tideway.
Gramshaw and I had to drag it all in. There were bales and
packing-cases containing a variety of goods, some of which
were indirectly useful. We had already acquired eiderdowns
and table napkins; we were now enriched by three bales of
blue serge, four packing-cases of wallpaper and three of
bicycle parts; also one case of sand-shoes--rubber soled, with
white canvas uppers, commonly known as plimsolls.




'There's going to be trouble over the rations, Clobbers old
boy. We've no means of locking anything up. After a day or
two they'll demand more.'




'And spoil our chance of getting off the island!'




Gramshaw did not deny it. He said nothing for a minute
or more.




'Seven of us!' He was muttering as if I were not present.
'As it is, we shall have to catch a lot of fish, or we shan't make
it.'




By dusk the mood of the men had changed to fatuous optimism,
helped by the whisky. I dished out the ration of bully
and biscuit. It was getting dark in the hut. Jim produced
three candles and lit them.




'One candle for one hour for one day!' said Gramshaw,
and blew out two.




'That's okay, Mr Gramshaw, but not tonight, for cripes
sake!' said Jim. 'We start all that tomorrer. Tonight's
special-like. We gotter drink the 'ealth o' the poor old Marigonda!'




Ginger, the big gorilla-like man, slowly relit the two
candles. Gramshaw's face gave nothing away.




'Please yourselves, boys. I only handed out the orders
because you asked me to. I've told you how we're fixed. It's
up to you!'




'That's all right, Mr Gramshaw,' said Steeve. 'You won't
have no complaint about your orders being obeyed, I'll
promise yer. Beginnin' tomorrer. Tonight's special-like.'




'That's right, sir,' echoed Jim. 'Begin tomorrer.'




'We shan't be here six munt's--nor nothink like it!' said
Pom. 'Shouldn't be surprised if a ship turned up tomorrer to
take us orf 'ome.'




They were not quarrelsome, only sloppily optimistic. Soon
they were singing. They had so little sense of time that they
were pleased because the heavy labour of loading and unloading
the lifeboat was at an end. No doubt, every night
would be 'special-like' for as long as the liquor lasted. Before
the last bottle had been opened, the ration system would have
broken down.




I was not only cook but also orderly. While I was clearing
up, Titch, the malicious Welshman, crept up behind me and
slipped the green silk nightdress over my head.




''Ullo, there's Ma!' guffawed Jim. 'Ma Clobbers!' said
somebody else, and the obvious jokes passed. The nightdress
had imprisoned my arms and it split as soon as I moved,
freeing my left arm. I could have pulled it over my head, but
I did not want to perform acrobatics with my left arm, because
of the holster. So I tore the nightdress down the middle,
then rolled it into a ball and, with what good humour I could
muster, lobbed it at Titch's head.




Titch did not dodge. He let the thing hit him and flop to
his knees. Then he picked it up as if it were verminous,
opened the stove, from which the ashes had not yet been removed,
and dropped it inside. The others watched him in
silence.




'My act was light-hearted, without malice whatever.' The
Welsh sing-song was charged with venom. 'It has made
Clobbers angry. Perhaps he has good reason for his anger.'




The silence persisted. Gramshaw told me afterwards that,
by their code, I ought to have challenged him to a fight. The
idea did not occur to me, because I was not in the least angry.
I took their jokes--my forced association with them--as part
of the general tribulation resulting from shipwreck.




The next morning Titch was missing.










The rationing system was now in force. Drinking raw
spirits overnight had at least saved water. The condensing
plant, cobbled by Gramshaw out of an open Army kettle, a
strip of corrugated iron, and some sailcloth, was able to
provide the half cup of tea, which tasted of the sailcloth.
When Titch's tea grew cold, it became obvious that something
had happened to him.




'Clobbers sleeps nearest the door--must have heard 'un go
out,' said Ginger, his slow speech and heavy, yokel accent
seeming to add significance to his words.




'I heard more than one of you go out,' I answered, 'but I
didn't check your coming and going. Why should I?'




Gramshaw's qualities of leadership came into action.




'There's no need for panic, boys. He probably missed his
direction in the dark--may have sprained his ankle; I daresay
we shall find him behind a boulder. We'll tackle this job with
a spot o' system.'




He formed us up in line, with twelve paces between us.




They liked that kind of thing and responded to it. It was of
limited value because, as soon as we left the plateau and
came upon the boulders, the line was inevitably broken. The
method provided no certainty of finding a dead or unconscious
man--had there been one to find.




During the night, Titch's body was washed up on the
beach. Gramshaw, who was always up and about before
anyone else, found it. I was stoking the fire for the condenser
when he whistled to me from the winding track.




'It's Titch!' Gramshaw's mouth was trembling. 'At least,
I'm pretty sure it's Titch.'




The body was lying face upwards and there could be no
doubt of identity. I turned it over.




'He must have turned completely round in the dark and
walked over the ledge the other side into the deep water,'
babbled Gramshaw.




'He wasn't drowned, Gramshaw. There's a hole in the
back of his head--half a square inch, I should think. Look!'




'The truth is--I don't mind admitting it, Clobbers old
boy--my stomach isn't as steady as yours. I--I suppose it's
my duty to look.'




When Gramshaw supposed something to be his duty he
always did it.




'Ghastly! The poor chap must have hit a sharp point of
rock as he fell.'




But the rock was not sharp. Though different in colour, it
was, in substance as well as appearance, more like chalk than
rock. Also, it would have to be a freak kind of sharpness. The
wound was almost a perfect square.




'I'll have to go and break it to the others!' said Gramshaw.




He had been standing seawards of the body. As he moved,
a yellowish glow from the rising sun illumined the wound.
My eye was caught by a tiny point of opalescent green in the
hair at the edge of the wound.




'Half a minute, Gramshaw! I'm not so sure about that
rock.'




'What've you found?'




'A spot of mechanical oil on the edge of the wound.'




'It must have come from the beach . . .' He looked round.
'If it hadn't, it would have been washed away.'




'Put a spot of oil in your own hair and try and wash it off
with sea-water. You won't succeed.'




There was a long silence, before he asked:




'What's in your mind, Clobbers old boy?'




I took my time over answering. That machinist's hammer
was in my mind. The almost perfect square was about the
right size. And the hammer had been coated with oil.




I shrank from saying so for the sole reason that I did not
wish to lead Gramshaw's thoughts. There might be other
explanations which he could discover if his thoughts were left
unbiased. It might even be possible that there was a sharp
bit of rock, or metal driven into the rock by the naval party,
and still oil-stained.




'It's in my mind that he may have been struck with a
weapon.'




Gramshaw's jaw twitched and hung loose.




'I had that idea for half a second--that wound looks too
tidy for an accident.'




As he had got as far as that, I expected him to think of the
hammer. But he did not mention it. The twitching of his
mouth stopped.




'That settles it, Clobbers old boy! I shall have to hold an
inquiry. Make it as formal as we can--you'll have to record
it on the typewriter. Carbon copies. Everything in triplicate.
The trouble is, I'm damned if I know how to set about it!'




Nor did I. But one point was crystal clear to me, which
Gramshaw had missed.




'You'll have to hold an inquiry,' I echoed. 'And you'll
have to make sure that the inquiry does not find who killed
Titch.'




He looked at me with sudden suspicion. Suspicion of my
sanity, I supposed.




'If you do find the murderer, Gramshaw, you must do
your utmost to pretend you have failed. I'll do everything I
can to help make the pretence realistic.'




'Clobbers old boy, you are talking in a devilish odd way!'




'For God's sake, wake up!' I snapped at him. 'Your legal
standing, if you have any, is captain of the ship, which equals
local magistrate--not High Court judge. You can't hold a
trial and sentence a man to death. If you find the murderer,
your duty is to put him in irons. And we haven't got any
irons--no means of keeping anybody in close arrest. If you
incite the others to kill him, the whole lot of us will be
charged with murder, even if we prove that he murdered
Titch.'




Gramshaw blew out his cheeks.




'Phew! We're in a tight spot, by the look of it!'




'We'll be in a tighter spot if we let one of those toughs
know that we intend to hand him over for trial as soon as
we're rescued--if we are rescued!'




'You're right!' In spite of his chubbiness, his face looked
haggard. 'This is too much for me, Clobbers old boy. Why,
there's no way of doing the right thing!'




'Then let's do the sensible thing. Find the murderer if we
can. Then keep it a secret. Go on exactly as we were. Encourage
'em in that sentimental gush they hand out when
they're drunk. "All pals together", and all that! It'll sound
funnier than ever!'




He accepted my offer to tell the others. I didn't break it
gently to them, knowing there was no need.




'Titch's body on the beach. Gramshaw is there!'




When they had scampered off, I slipped round the hut to
the lean-to and opened the ditty-box. The hammer, as I had
expected, was inside. The murderer would have replaced it
as soon as possible.




I picked it up and examined the head, in the vague belief
that I might find bloodstains.




I found no bloodstains, but I did find that the head was
very much oilier than it had been when I handled it in the
hut. I glanced at the litter of empty oil-tins. There was always
some oil left in empty oil-tins.




This merely added to my conviction that the hammer had
been the weapon. The ditty-box had been under the table in
the hut for the better part of our first two days. Anyone could
have marked down the hammer. And anyone could have
taken it from the lean-to, unobserved.




On the beach, I joined Gramshaw, who was by himself.
The others were huddled round the corpse. All four turned
in the same instant and looked at us. Steeve approached, the
other three following him.




'Mr Gramshaw, 'ow would you say as Titch got that hole
in the back of his 'ead?' asked Steeve. The others were
standing behind him, three abreast, as if supporting their
spokesman. Gramshaw's leadership hung in the balance.




'Well, Steeve, we're going to start a proper inquiry presently.
And Clobbers will write a report to hand to the
authorities when we're rescued.'




'He didn't get that from no blurry fish!' said one.




'The only guess we can make at present', said Gramshaw,
'is that he missed his way in the dark--he was a bit drunk,
you know--and stepped over the ledge on the other side. In
falling, he may have struck his head on a sharp bit of rock.'




'I've been along with Titch for nigh on two years,' said
Pom. 'He was always steady on his feet and he'd always walk
home all right, no matter 'ow drunk he was.'




'Reckon if he went over the ledge, somebody shoved 'im,'
said Steeve.




'An' I lay it wor Clobbers as shoved 'un.' This from the
taciturn, bucolic Ginger. He was not excited, only reflective.
It was as if he were contributing a last word before the topic
was abandoned.




'You can't stop there, Ginger!' cried Gramshaw. 'You'll
have to tell us why you think that.'




'I seen Clobbers when Titch put that skirt on 'un. Fair
murderous, he looked!'




'Put a sock in it, Ginger!' Jim unexpectedly came to my
rescue. His help was, in some ways, more valuable than
Gramshaw's.




'Have you anything else to say, Ginger?' asked Gramshaw
ominously. I realized, with surprise, that he could be
very formidable.




'I 'aven't nothing to say, barrin' as someone killed Titch.'
He still had the air of expecting his words to pass unchallenged.
'And I lay it wor Clobbers.'




'Look here, boys!' Gramshaw was making a statesmanlike
effort to preserve the peace. 'We don't know yet that Titch
didn't die by an accident. If he was killed, we're all going to
do our best to find who killed him. And every one of us must
give all the information he can. But guessing isn't information.
Ginger may have meant well, but he has pointed to one
man without any proof at all, except that that one might have
done it. Any one of us might have been that man--including
me, of course. We shall all go mad if each of us is going to be
picked out on grounds as slender as that. We've all got to
keep our mouths shut unless we have something solid to offer.
What do you say to that?'




'That's right, Mr Gramshaw,' said Jim. Pom and Steeve
murmured assent. We all looked at Ginger.




'Aye, it's right enough!' he grunted. 'But I lay it wor
Clobbers.'




Gramshaw had to deal with four tough men with the
minds of children. He was nearly as big as Ginger and his
nerve reactions were much quicker.




He hit Ginger squarely between the eyes and knocked him
down. I put my hand under my shirt. If Ginger produced a
knife I would fire at his stomach.




Ginger rolled over and, with his over-long arms, levered
himself to his feet. He made a bull-like rush at Gramshaw,
who side-stepped and landed a light blow on the other's nose.




I am not wholly ignorant of boxing. It was obvious to me
that Gramshaw was a boxer and that, although the sand
spoilt footwork, he had Ginger at his mercy. He was not
feeling merciful. Ginger could conceive of only one kind of
blow--the heaviest he could deliver--a theory based on the
assumption that one's opponent will not move out of range.
Gramshaw planted five short jabs with his left before swinging
with his right.




Again Ginger went down, but not out. He rose, his face
streaming with blood, and rushed in. Gramshaw's foot caught
on a piece of flotsam; he guarded Ginger's blow with his
right, but it knocked him down. He was up in a second, but
Ginger stepped back and grinned at him with swelling lips.




'I knowed it worn't Clobbers afore you started fightin' me,'
he said. 'Now I knocked you down, I tell you I knowed it
worn't Clobbers.'




'Then why did you accuse him?' Gramshaw spoke gently,
as if to a child. He repeated: 'Why did you say you'd bet
Clobbers killed Titch?'




'I was scared. A man don't take shame for allowin' he's
scared o' some things. I'm glad I hain't done Clobbers no
harm.'




'All right, Ginger. We can shake hands,' said Gramshaw.




'Now I knocked you down, I tell you I knowed it worn't
Clobbers,' repeated Ginger, shaking hands. 'It worn't none
of us!' He grinned at each of us in turn, rivulets of blood
running down his face. 'There's been no gulls on this island
since we bin 'ere, an' they worn't 'ere afore we come. No
nests--no droppin's. I've watched 'em fly round and out ter
sea again.'




No one made any comment. Ginger slouched off to clean
up his face.




We covered the body with damp serge, part of the flotsam.
Pom lashed the serge, adding a sufficiency of rock splinters,
which Jim hacked off with a fire-axe. Gramshaw and Steeve
made a pretence of helping, while I frankly looked on. We
drifted back to the hut.




On the plateau, Gramshaw detached himself. Without intending
to do so, I watched his movements. He walked
slowly, almost stealthily, round the hut to the lean-to shed.
I at once felt sure that he had reached the same conclusion I
had reached half an hour previously and that he too wished
to see if the hammer were still in the ditty-box.




I hung about near the door of the hut. When he appeared,
I grinned at him, expecting him to mention the hammer, if
only in a whisper. I was more than a little offended when he
said nothing. We stood together for a minute or more in
silence.




'Better double the ration for breakfast, Clobbers old boy.
The rowing will be hard work.'




'Righto! I suppose it's necessary.' I added: 'But it spoils
my figures. Titch's ration means that the whole party can
survive another month.'




'I think that's a beastly way of looking at it!' Gramshaw
was flushed with embarrassment.




'It's a storeman's way of looking at it,' I retorted. 'Titch's
death gives us all a slightly better chance of survival. Why
humbug ourselves?'




After breakfast we rowed out about two miles to the southwest.
Owing to some confusion as to the nature of my profession--I
hold a travelling Fellowship in ancient history--I
was asked to extemporize a burial service.




When we returned and had beached the boat, there was
still more than an hour before the heat would become severe.
Gramshaw immediately opened his inquiry. Sitting on a
packing-case at the head end of the table, with writing
materials to his hand, he contrived to look competent. But
he had a hopeless task. There was nothing to be done but to
ask each of us to account for his movements.




This part of the inquiry petered out and was tacitly
abandoned. Gramshaw got up and walked purposefully from
the hut. We followed him while he paced out the distance
from the hut to the latrine.




'Sixty-three yards!' he announced, as if he were making
an award. 'Will you all wait here, please?'




He paced the distance from the latrine to the northwestern
limit of the plateau. A Boy Scout trick, I thought,
that could have no value in the investigation. He turned at
the cliff edge, military fashion, and began to pace his way
back, presumably to check. About half-way he stopped,
turned from his line.




'Everybody here!' he shouted, and beckoned.




When we arrived, he pointed to a substance on the rock.




'Do you all agree that this is blood?'




It was a formal and rather silly question. In spite of the
sun of yesterday, there was no possibility of its being anything
else.




'Same as I thought!' cried Pom. 'Someone done 'im in.'




In the first few seconds I was inclined to blame Gramshaw
for forcing the issue, since we had agreed that we would have
to evade it. Later, I reflected that he couldn't help himself.
Someone else might have discovered the blood, which
amounted to irrefutable evidence of murder.




'The wound is on the back of the head and could not have
been self-inflicted!' intoned Gramshaw. 'One of us standing
here killed Titch!'




The last was said with an impressiveness which produced
in me a feeling of fear. Someone, I felt, would point at me
before I could draw another breath. I suspect that everybody
else felt the same. A long silence was broken by a grating,
falsetto giggle.




'There's no living thing on this yere island,' said Ginger.
'No flies. No insecks!'




'Titch never missed 'is way,' Pom reminded us. 'How did
he get as far as this--that's what I wanna know?'




'He could have been stunned at the latrine--then
dragged,' said Gramshaw. 'The death blow was struck here.
Then the body was dragged to the ledge and tipped over.'




'S'right!' ejaculated Pom. 'Titch 'ad steel on heel and toe
of 'is boots. Look a' that!'




There was a clear scratch on the rock. It was broken by
undulations of the surface, but there was little difficulty in
tracing it to the cliff head.




'That's 'ow the job was done, right enough!' contributed
Jim.




'There's no liddle fish an' no sea insecks in the pools left
by the tide,' giggled Ginger.




'Dry up, Ginger! You fair gimme the creeps!' growled
Steeve.




In a bunch we walked back to the hut. We had nearly
reached it when Jim startled everybody by shouting.




'Hi! Mr Gramshaw! It don't have to mean one of us
scuppered Titch!' He was almost bellowing, though Gramshaw
was within three feet of him.




'That's what Ginger seems to believe,' said Gramshaw
patiently.




'I ain't talkin' spooks, nor none o' that foolery!' Jim was
emphatic. 'I mean maybe we ain't the first lot to be washed
up on this blaggin' rock. What say there was one all by hisself--or
the last of a boatload like us? He might 'a' bin dodging
about among them rocks laughin' at us while we was
lookin' for Titch yesterday. Maybe he was one of the naval
blokes takin' care to be left behind, dodgin' a court martial.
Found a way of feedin' 'isself, but gone mad--a man gets like
an animal if he's left alone long enough.'




'You've got something there, Jim!' I cried before Gramshaw
could make objections. 'Anyone could dodge a search-party
among those boulders and craters.'




Gramshaw looked hard at me and seemed to pick up the
idea. Steeve and Pom were already agreeing with Jim.




'He wouldn't 'a' had time to lose his wits,' said Ginger.
'They'd 'a' served 'im like they served Titch.'




As soon as I could, I detached Gramshaw from the others.




'That's a stroke of luck for us!' I said. 'Jim has solved the
problem of the inquiry.'




'But it's all bosh, Clobbers old boy! You couldn't live on
this island without supplies--you couldn't live more than a
week or so in the summer without a condenser.'




'Of course it's bosh! But that doesn't matter in the least,
provided they go on believing it. We'll find the bogy-man
guilty.'




'While we stop looking for the real murderer?' Gramshaw
was on his high horse of moral rectitude.




'We agreed that we must not find the murderer,' I reminded
him. 'That lout has accidentally shown us how to set
about not finding him.'




'I didn't agree not to find the murderer--I agreed that
we might be driven to pretending we had not found him.'




I felt angry and did my best not to show it.




'All right, then. Use this wild-man nonsense as a screen
while you get on with the detective work.' I added grudgingly:
'I will, of course, give you all the help I can.'




'That's a good compromise, Clobbers. I hate playing
skipper on the bridge, but this community is my moral
responsibility. I feel that we must find the man if we can. What
we're to do with him when found is a separate problem.
Thanks for saying you'll help, when you don't really agree
with me.'




The scoutmaster was awarding me a badge for loyalty.
This overgrown boy was my only ally in handling a dangerously
delicate situation. I had realized, with acute discomfort,
that I had been thrust into the position of leader, that he
would be dependent upon me in every emergency that was
not connected with the handling of material objects.




That evening, while I was alone in the stores-shed cutting
the meat ration for supper, I had a ridiculous experience. I
had been bending over the meat for some minutes. I straightened
my aching back and the next instant let out a gasping
cry. Standing within a few inches of me was Ginger. The
others, hearing my cry, came rushing to the shed and I had
the humiliation of explaining.




Ginger wanted a pair of pliers to remove a loose nail from
his boot. He lingered after the others had gone.




'I ain't scared no more, like I was this morning,' he said
in belated apology for having accused me. 'I'm glad I ain't
done you no harm.'




'That's all right, Ginger! We're all a bit nervy. Look what
a show I made just now!'




'Aye, we're all scared o' summat,' he agreed, and took
himself off.




Boots on the rock. I had not heard him approach. Though
I listened, I could not hear him when he left. In his movements
the man was as quiet as a cat.










In the hour before dusk, which was the best in the day,
Gramshaw made another oration, which included an ingenious
plan. He was often ingenious. If he had been more
intelligent or more of a fool he would have been easier to
handle.




'Well, boys, we've given poor Titch as decent a burial as we
can. The question is what we're to do next in this affair.
I've had a talk with Clobbers and we both think that Jim's
suggestion is a valuable one. We have held an inquiry and
we've found nothing pointing to one of us as the murderer.
True, we haven't found any traces of a wild man on the
island, but that doesn't prove that there isn't one. So we are
going to act as if we were certain that there is one.




'It's no good searching for him over again. He dodged us
once and he can dodge us again indefinitely. He's killed one
of us for no reason. He'll try again--at least, we have to
assume he will. Now, he has shown us that, wild or not, he's
cunning. Too cunning to break into this hut while we're
asleep because he'd be bound to wake us, and that'd be the
end of him. He'll stalk us until he finds one of us alone.'




'That's right!' approved Jim, and the others, except
Ginger, echoed.




'Thank heavens there's a simple answer to that one!'
Gramshaw had reached the cheerful, encouraging pitch of
voice. 'He's never going to find one of us alone. At night, no
one will go out of this hut alone in any circumstances whatever.
That's an order, boys. In daylight, we shall all be in
sight of each other all the time. And this is how we'll do it.




'Except Clobbers, who's on duty more or less all round
the clock, with stoking the fire and rations and the rest of the
camp chores, we shall do a four-hour working day, in two
even shifts. It's about all we can manage on the rations. And
the work, until further notice, will be collecting the seaweed
and drying it. Jim and Steeve will work together on the
beach rocks. Ginger and Pom will work the rocks on the
north-west side, using the fissure where the boulders begin.
I shall be on sentry-go between the two working parties. For
the whole way I shall be able to see Clobbers, except when
he's in the hut or the lean-to, and even then I can see the
clear space round the hut. In half an hour I shall relieve Jim,
who will take sentry-go; then Jim will relieve Pom for sentry-go.
In this way, each one of us will have done the same
amount of work on the seaweed and work as lookout by the
end of the day.' He paused, discovered that he had nothing
more to say, and added: 'Any questions?'




The last was unnecessary--a mere flourish. It led to an incident,
trivial in itself, which had an unfortunate effect on the
general morale.




'I'll ask yew to tell me, Mr Gramshaw--' Ginger was groping
for words. 'You said Titch was thrown into deep water
t'other side of this yere island. How come he wor found on the
beach this side?'




'There are currents in the sea, Ginger,' answered Gramshaw.
'One current took the body out. We have no means of
knowing exactly what happened, but eventually the body
must have been caught in another current--perhaps in
several, one of which washed it up this side of the island.'




'Or maybe it wor meant that his bones should come back
to this yere island, an' come back they will, so often as you
put 'em in the sea.'




He looked from one face to another.




'There ain't no man on this yere island barrin' us.'




'Listen, Ginger!' Gramshaw was justifiably angered by the
man's insistent mysticism. 'You're entitled to your own opinion,
but you must keep it to yourself. You'll give us all the
creeps soon, if you go on babbling about your damned spooks!'




As he spoke, Gramshaw thumped the table. There came a
cracking sound and the packing-case on which he was sitting
subsided. He grabbed at the table, missed, and slithered to
the floor.




There ought to have been a laugh, but there was only a
silence. Men as ignorant as these were the victims of every
superstitious fancy. There could be no doubt that they believed
'the spooks' had punished an insult.




While Gramshaw picked himself up, Jim examined the
packing-case.




'It's all right, Mr Gramshaw--I can fix this for you in a
couple o' shakes. Wants re-nailin'--that's all!' He turned to
me. 'We got a hammer an' a few nails, ain't we, Clobbers?'




'In the ditty-box in the stores-shed,' I answered.




'Thanks, Jim,' said Gramshaw; then raised his voice,
'Wait! You'll be out of sight. You go with him, Pom.'




I was glad Gramshaw had not picked on me. Titch had
been killed with that hammer. Jim was almost certainly innocent,
or he would not have had the nerve to ask for the
hammer. That left Pom, Steeve, and Ginger to be watched
for their reactions while Jim was displaying the hammer on
the packing-case.




'Clobbers, the blaggin' hammer ain't in the blaggin' ditty-box.
What abaht it, mate? Skipper's waitin' for 'is seat.'




At that moment I saw only that my efficiency as storekeeper
was in question.




'That hammer was in that ditty-box at dawn this morning.
I saw it there a few seconds after I'd told you about Titch.
Who has had it since?'




I looked at Gramshaw, expecting him to add his testimony
that he also had seen the hammer in the ditty-box, some half
an hour later than had I.




As he said nothing, I concluded that he had not, after all,
gone to the shed to check on the hammer.




A moment later I drew the obvious inference. The murderer,
along with the innocent, had inspected the body when
it lay on the beach. He had noted that the wound was clearly
marked and that someone would be likely to connect it with
the hammer. He had therefore regained possession at the
first opportunity--to bury it in the sand or throw it into the
deep water.




Jim was still grumbling.




'Here, Jim, you can manage with this.' I offered him my
fire-hatchet.




'No blaggin' choice, seein' as you've lost the 'ammer.'
Jim was in an ungracious mood. The hammer-end of a
hatchet is not designed for carpentry, being some three inches
long by half an inch wide. Jim's imprecations suddenly
ceased.




'Hi, Mr Gramshaw! Did j'ever notice that 'ammer wot
Clobbers has lost? Got two knockin' heads--one of 'em a
funny sort o' shape. Not far off the shape o' that hole in pore
ole Titch's 'ead.'




'That's right!' mumbled Steeve.




Gramshaw looked thoughtful.




'It didn't occur to me at the time, Jim.'




'Wot I mean is, the wild man might 'a' pinched it when
Clobbers wasn't about!'




'There's no knowing.' Gramshaw damped the discussion.
'The hammer may turn up--things are bound to get mislaid
sometimes.'




Gramshaw was keeping a log, in a large cloth-bound
manuscript book brought from the wreck for this purpose. I
have never seen a ship's log. I imagine Gramshaw's to be
more detailed and colloquial. It served also as a daily report--as
well as a record of the exact time at which routine
trivialities occurred.




Today's log, which I read in the evening, contained a
summary of the inquiry. The wound was described, but without
reference to the hammer. The log noted the time at which
Jim had propounded the wild-man theory, the time at which
Ginger had been reprimanded for spreading despondency
with his spook talk--even the time at which the packing-case
on which Gramshaw had been sitting had collapsed.




But there was no mention of the fact that the hammer was
missing from the stores-shed.




At dusk, lounging on the beach in the first cool period, I
had a word alone with Gramshaw.




'What about that machinist's hammer?' I asked. 'I
thought of it when we were looking at that wound. I didn't
mention it because I didn't want to bias your judgement.
Evidently it occurred to Jim and Steeve, too.'




'I don't see that it helps us much,' he answered. 'I'm all
against an excess of probing. The truth is, Clobbers old boy,
I've come round to your way of thinking. We want protection
not detection.'










The next morning, Gramshaw's plan was put into action
and found to be effective, with a few minor adjustments. It
was a clever plan, because it gave protection against the real
murderer. At any given moment every man, with the partial
exception of myself, was in sight of at least one other--paired
off with him. As detection would be inevitable if a second
murder were committed, it was reasonable to suppose that
it would not be committed. It was all done without offending
anybody, under the cloak of the postulated wild man, of
animal mentality, deemed to be hiding among the boulders.




But the wild-man theory sustained a jolt two days later,
and Ginger's spook-theory was given an undeserved boost.




During the heat, Gramshaw had gone out of the hut alone.
He was not breaking his own rule. Steeve was sitting at the
table turning over the dog-eared, incomplete pack of cards
in some kind of solitary game of his own. I had cleared the
windows of fungus, so Steeve was able to keep an eye on him.




According to Steeve, Gramshaw stretched himself and
strolled towards the edge of the plateau, looking out to sea.
He was wearing a stained and battered Homburg. He raised
both hands in additional protection of his eyes. Then he
dropped flat and peered over the ledge.




He ran the few yards back to the hut. He stood panting
and haggard, gripping the lintel, and stared at us.




'Titch's body! Without the shroud we made.'




There came a falsetto cackle from Ginger, no sound from
anyone else. Gramshaw walked out of the hut. I followed
him. We took some more serge, went down to the beach and
covered the body. We could not do anything energetic during
the heat.




'Ginger prophesied this,' I remarked. 'They'll all think he
was right about the spooks.'




'It doesn't matter any more what they think.' He spoke
in a loud whisper. 'It doesn't matter what you and I think.'




It was the whispering effect that made me look at him.
There were tears on his cheeks.




'Gramshaw! You don't believe the spook stuff? The
spiritualists themselves would laugh at the suggestion that a
disembodied spirit can bash in a man's head and then fish
him out of the sea to prove that you ought to believe in
spooks!'




'It's nothing to do with disembodied spirits.' My tone had
stung him into bracing himself. 'But what about a spirit that
has never been embodied? The spirit of the island, if you like!
Ginger's right in saying that there's no life on the island--not
even insect life. This island--it's anti-life!'




Perhaps I looked shocked at being offered this kind of
thing.




'I'm as sane as you are, Clobbers. I know that a geologist
wouldn't be worried by this queer kind of rock. A chemist
could tell us why it has that peculiar stink--which is probably
due to some element which keeps the birds and the insects
away. And a navigator could work out why the currents
have played this grisly monkey-trick on us. Add the lot up,
and you get something that is more than the sum of its components,
as a termitary is more than the sum of the individual
ants. Why d'you think me an ass if I lump all the horrors
together and call 'em the spirit of the island? And I tell you
again it's an anti-life spirit. It resents our presence and will
try to destroy us.'




The scoutmaster's version of Ginger's spooks! The unnerving
part of it was that I found myself acknowledging that
it was essentially true, even though he used romantic words
about it. It was a reasonable thesis that conditions on the
island had awakened murder mania in the brain of one of our
party.




We now entered upon the second phase of our existence on
the island. The first phase had been one of ill discipline and
quarrelsomeness. The second was one which I can only call
the mystic phase. It lasted almost until the end and it came
into existence very suddenly--was actually in being when
we returned to the hut.




The first sign of it was an unprecedented silence. No one
asked what we had been doing, nor mentioned the return of
the body. Steeve continued to turn over the cards. Jim was
lying prone, as if asleep. Pom was squatting on his bedding
mending his trousers. Ginger, sitting on the floor with his
shoulders against the corrugated iron, was carving something
with a massive pocket knife. I was aware of a new calm. We
had become a unit. There could be no more pep-talks from
Gramshaw.




Our new-found unity would not have been apparent to the
eye. Except Gramshaw, we all had nearly a fortnight's
growth on our faces. Our clothes, not yet ragged, were ill
adapted to our situation. Ginger came out best. With the first
threat of shipwreck he had changed into his working clothes
of corduroy. My tweeds, intact but nearly buttonless, were
held together by an army belt of webbing from which my
hatchet dangled during working hours.




Gramshaw turned us into a pack of down-and-outs. Without
a trace of physical vanity, he nevertheless spent the better
part of an hour a day tittivating himself, believing that as
leader he could strengthen morale by looking spry. He
shaved daily in hot sea-water, using a cut-throat razor. He
wore white flannel shirts, khaki shorts, and plimsolls. Like
the rest of us, he wore no socks: the sea's gift of plimsolls made
them unnecessary, though Ginger clung to his boots. Gramshaw's
plimsolls alone were always clean--the hue of the
rock. He cleaned them with powdered rock out of which he
made a paste, applied with a toothbrush.




When the heat passed, we carried the body of Titch to
the biggest crater and buried it in the sand, marking the spot
with a board from a crate. There is the oddity that Gramshaw
had given no order and there had been no discussion. The
whole operation was carried out by tacit consent.




Gramshaw's entries in the log often included comment.
Today he had added: There is general realization that our hold on
life on this island is very precarious. It seemed to me a senseless
remark. Our hold on life was menaced only by the normal
risk of accident and disease plus uncertainty whether the
ration would last until we were rescued. I did not count the
chance of a second murder, because I thought Gramshaw's
plan made it impossible.




I had myself made one or two suggestions which he had
accepted. There were two danger points in the original plan--danger
for the lookout man between the two working
parties, and danger for me. Danger, that is, from the imaginary
wild man living among the boulders. Actually, neither
I nor the lookout man was in any danger, because the one of
our party who was the murderer could not leave his work
without his partner and the lookout man knowing that he
had done so.




The supposed danger to the lookout man arose during his
walk from one working point to the other. His path, from a
point above the workers on the beach to the fissure on the
opposite side of the island, ran about a hundred and twenty
yards from the hut and about a dozen yards from the limit
of the plateau--that is, very close to where the boulders begin.
So the imaginary wild man must be deemed to have had a
sporting chance of sneaking up from cover.




I therefore suggested that, on his way, the lookout should
give me a shout and receive an answering shout from me. As
the lookout was a half-hour spell, I would exchange shouts at
fifteen and at forty-five minutes past the hour. We had four
good-quality watches between us, to say nothing of an ornamental
alarm-clock, so the time-keeping was fairly accurate.




On the second day after the burial, Gramshaw interrupted
the routine to set us all together on an engineering job which
involved unpacking the crates of bicycle parts. It was to do
with the boat, which was on his mind. There was no present
use to be made of it, but it had to be preserved for emergencies.




He had found that the second of the tongues of rock on the
north-eastern end of our beach had a natural ramp leading
to a ledge close to the cliff-head. At high tide that evening
we brought the boat to the edge of the ramp. The others had
cobbled the bicycle parts into acting as a block and tackle,
wheels providing pulleys and the cogged gears linked together
acting as rollers. With the mechanics of it I did not
concern myself--to me it seemed something of a conjuring
trick when we all pulled on the rope and the boat began to
crawl up the ramp. In an hour it had been raised to the ledge
and lashed to a belt of rope encircling a boulder.










Gramshaw's plan worked smoothly until the sixth day after
the second burial of Titch. The evening spell began at five-thirty.
I had received my routine shout from the lookout--Gramshaw
himself--at five forty-five, the second shout at
six fifteen from Jim. That meant that Jim, working with
Steeve on the beach, had been relieved by Gramshaw.




The next shout, due at six forty-five, should come from
Steeve, relieved by Jim.




I was working in the hut, removing the floorboards. They
were unreliable as flooring but valuable as fuel, and the rock
beneath was flat enough for us to sleep on, until the rains
came. It was laborious work--knocking out the nails with the
hammer end of a fire-hatchet--and I was making such heavy
weather of it that I timed myself. Between five thirty and six
I removed only six boards, an average of five minutes per
board. Between six and six thirty I moved ten boards, bringing
my average down to three minutes. At six thirty-six I had
done two more, but decided to have a breather of three
minutes, equal to one board removed.




That is how I know that the lookout's call actually came
at six forty, instead of six forty-five.




It was not Steeve's voice, as it ought to have been. It was
Gramshaw's. He did not call 'Hallo' as we always did, he
called 'Clobbers!'




When one lives in a void--in a prison-camp or on a desert
island--a simple routine soon takes on a quality of inevitability.
I was excited and alarmed by this triple breach of
routine. I ran out of the hut.




Gramshaw, a hundred yards distant, gave the military
signal to double. As I bustled along, Steeve's head and
shoulders appeared over the cliff-top as he climbed up from
the beach. He reached Gramshaw before I did. They both
turned their backs on me, staring downwards.




On the rock, in a puddle of blood, was Jim. He was dead.
There was a hole at the back of his head; if not a perfect
square, it was certainly rectangular. But this time there was
no smear of oil on the hair.










It has become a cliché that nowadays it is impossible for
an innocent man to be hanged. Yes and no! An acquittal is
often preceded by a protracted retirement of the jury. Why
the long discussion if the innocent man has been in no peril?
Moreover, most biographies of eminent counsel contain
anecdotes of the hairbreadth escape of an innocent client.




I am reducing my own peril to a minimum by making sure
that nothing in my disfavour can be brought out in cross-examination.
Everything in my disfavour is set down here
and emphasized. That is why I find it necessary to record not
only events but also my own perspective at the time, even
when it has been stultified by later events. 'If you thought
this, why did you not do that?' I do not intend to be set
stammering and floundering by that sort of question, which
might be asked--I refuse to deceive myself on this point--in
the hearing of a jury.




I imagine that I must have stared at that wound for quite
a long time. There is some truth in the phrase 'startled out
of his wits'. I was not thinking. I was mentally gaping at the
postulate that Gramshaw's plan--inadequate as it might be
against an imaginary wild man--would be certain to detect
the murderer in the event of a second murder. The plan had,
apparently, failed.




'Didn't you see nothink, Clobbers?' demanded Steeve.




I turned away from the corpse. Gramshaw was waiting for
me to answer Steeve's question.




'I was inside the hut, working on the floorboards.'




'For how long, Clobbers old boy?'




'For the whole of this shift. I came out just before the
three quarter and one quarter, to hail the lookout. I wasn't
expecting Steeve's call for another five minutes.'




We stood in embarrassed silence, as if we did not know
what we were expected to do next.




'Now Clobbers is here, Steeve, you might tell the others--and
tell 'em to come up.'




I could not fathom Gramshaw's mood. I assumed he was
as bewildered as I was myself. When Steeve was out of earshot
I asked:




'Where do we go from here, Gramshaw?'




'It's our lack of imagination, Clobbers old boy, that's
killed Jim. I blame myself, not you. But you did encourage
me to laugh at what you called the bogy-man. And this has
happened!'




Before I could make any comment, he went on:




'Your being in the hut, apart from the others, left the
lookout man--and you, too, in a lesser degree--at the mercy
of the wild man. You must have seen that, as I did. But, of
course, we neither of us believed in the existence of the wild
man--then.'




'I still don't believe in the wild man, Gramshaw.'




'But you must--now!'




'I'd as soon believe in Ginger's spooks.'




Gramshaw smiled, a sickly but patient smile.




'Follow me closely, Clobbers old boy. Jim was on lookout
six to six thirty. I was on the beach with Steeve. Jim was
due to relieve Steeve. Jim was late. I gave him five minutes'
grace, which is a lot on our routine. Then I climbed on to
the plateau. I couldn't see anything--not even the body.
There's an undulation here to about three feet depth--you
didn't see the body from the hut. I decided to explore, and
then--in less than a minute I was shouting for you. You
didn't hear my first shout, because you were hammering.'




As he said this I had a feeling that he was wrong in point
of detail, but I could not then locate the point. He went on:
'So I shouted for Steeve, and when he answered I shouted
again for you--and you came out of the hut.'




I nodded, expecting him to continue. But he was waiting
for me.




'Where does the wild man come into it, Gramshaw?'




'Try ticking us off on your fingers, Clobbers old boy. There
are six of us. I'm on the beach with Steeve. I know Steeve
didn't kill Jim and he knows I didn't. That's two. Ginger
and Pom are still in the fissure. One of 'em couldn't have
come up--come over here and killed Jim, without the other
knowing. That's four. Jim himself--five. Six--yourself, in the
hut!'




'Good lord, Gramshaw!' My wits had returned. 'If a wild
bogy-man didn't kill Jim, I did!'




Behind my sense of shock was a sense of absurdity. I could
not believe in the bogy-man. And I knew I had not killed
Jim.




'Either you killed him, or someone not of our party killed
him,' Gramshaw was saying. 'That's why I'm quite certain
that there is a wild man on the island, Clobbers old boy!'




I might have accepted that as the apotheosis of loyalty to
a friend. But I was not thinking noble-mindedly. I was
wondering, in fact, why Gramshaw had been so damned
reticent about that hammer.




'What sort of weapon d'you think made that wound?' I
asked. 'Exactly the same wound as Titch's.'




'Haven't a notion!' He refused to interest himself in the
question. 'That'd be a job for a trained detective.'




'What sort of weapon could a wild man make--an imbecile,
animal-like man--out of this chalky sort of rock? And
what could he make it with? His bare hands?'




'I don't suppose he made it. He must have had it with him
when he was wrecked.'




'Or he might have stolen it from us?'




'He might have. Here come the others.'




Again I felt intuitively that I must not force Gramshaw
into a corner about that hammer. It was not a deep feeling,
but a faintly warning note--the kind of feeling one has
with strangers, that it would be wiser to dodge certain topics,
without knowing why. I was morally certain that he knew
something about that hammer which I did not know. Something
which made the bogy-man theory less absurd to him than
to me. He leaned on me for mental and moral support in all his
difficulties and I resented his keeping something up his sleeve,
even if it was only the exact time at which the hammer had
disappeared.




Ginger and Pom looked at the body, which was lying face
downwards, then joined us, Steeve following them. Gramshaw
related all we knew of the circumstances.




'It's the same wound as Titch's!' I contributed.




'An' it wor made by the same hand,' said Ginger. 'We
can't see it in the dark and we can't see it in the light,
nayther.'




'Chuck it, Ginger!' Pom measured with his eye the distance
to the nearest boulder. 'Must've slipped from be'ind
that one. A good twenty yards. Must've crept up be'ind Jim,
quiet as a cat.'




All had seen the wound. All had heard Jim nagging me
about the missing hammer--he had kept coming back to the
subject every few hours. Again and again that hammer had
been thrust into the consciousness of everybody. If they
believed in the wild man, why didn't they surmise that he
had stolen it from the stores-shed?




'It's no good trying to bury him at sea, boys,' said Gramshaw.




'Jim'd come back same as Titch!' giggled Ginger.




There and then we carried the body up to the big crater
and buried it in the sand near that of Titch. This time, there
was no demand for a burial service.




We drifted back to the hut, one by one, myself substantially
in the rear, no one noticing that I was unprotected from the
bogy-man! Gramshaw's words began to echo disturbingly in
my thoughts. Either you killed him or he was killed by someone
not of our party. That's why I believe there is a wild man.




I did not believe in the wild man. Therefore I must
believe that I killed Jim, without knowing I had done so--which,
in fact, I did not believe. But there was some danger
that I might come to believe it. This must be tackled systematically.




Let it be granted that I am schizophrenic without knowing
it. There must be a lapse of time for which I cannot account.
Locate the lapse. I answered Jim's call at six fifteen and
Gramshaw's at six forty, both in my normal personality. I
have what I will call the illusion that, after answering Jim,
I began on the second row of floorboards and that I had
removed eighteen when Gramshaw shouted.




According to Ginger and Pom, Jim was alive and talking
to them at six twenty-five, when he announced that he was
going to relieve Steeve. Allow a couple of minutes for him
to stroll to the spot where he was killed and one minute
between Gramshaw coming in sight of the spot and shouting
to me. Gramshaw did not see me. Therefore we can allow
another minute during which I scuttled back to the hut.




At this point in my reconstruction I reached the hut. I
counted eighteen floorboards, then returned to my calculations.




Jim must have been killed before six thirty or he would
have relieved Steeve. He must have been killed at approximately
six twenty-seven. Assume I miscalculated the time on
the floorboards by a few minutes--which would be a very
big miscalculation. In 'a few minutes', centring on six
twenty-seven, I have a schizophrenic attack, kill Jim, hide
the hammer, completely recover from the attack, and resume
work on the floorboards.




An assumption a great deal more silly than the assumption
of the wild man.




This, of course, does not prove that I did not kill Jim. I do
not offer it as such. I offer it in answer to the question 'Did
you not at any time suspect yourself of homicidal mania?'
The answer is, 'Yes--for a very bad quarter of an hour.'




In the hut nobody was chattering and nobody was sitting
down. I had been preoccupied with my own calculations.
Gramshaw had tuned in to the general feeling.




'I'm not giving any orders,' he exclaimed, 'but it's all together
or not at all! What about another search for the wild
man?'




Steeve and Pom instantly agreed. Ginger giggled.




'I'll join if everybody else wants to,' I said with secret
reluctance. I was physically tired and there were still chores
for me to do.




'What about you, Ginger?'




'I don't mind lookin' for 'un. But it worn't no wild man
that killed Jim--nor Titch nayther.'




There was a short respite while Gramshaw gave instructions
as to what each of us was to do if he came upon the wild
man single-handed, and then the senseless search began. We
could not keep line among the boulders. We were constantly
converging on each other or getting too far apart. Once I
blundered upon Gramshaw--saw him some seconds before
he saw me. His expression was one of violence. He was holding
an open knife behind his back. There was no doubt in my
mind that he believed in the wild man.




It was dusk when we got back to the hut. While I was
serving the rations, Ginger suggested that they should be
doubled.




'Double the supper ration, Clobbers old boy. It's certainly
been a heavy day.'




'And double tomorrer, Mr Gramshaw, barrin' supper.'




'No,' said Gramshaw. 'We must build a reserve for when
we have specially hard work.'




'They rations', giggled Ginger, ''ull last longer than us
who'm meant to eat 'em.'




I do not offer Ginger as one possessed of 'second sight', nor
of any other mystic powers, if such exist. He believed in his
own superstition--considered on that basis his prophecies
were intelligent deductions. And some of them came off.




'I told you to keep your trap shut on that stuff!' snapped
Gramshaw. 'We are faced with a purely practical danger.
We're being sniped--as soldiers are sniped in the bush and
the jungle. The one who's in most danger is Clobbers. He
mustn't be left alone in this hut any more.'










The next day, without consulting me, Gramshaw altered
the routine. The wild man, he said, would never tackle two
of us. The lookout man had been a mistake. I must join in the
early-morning shift on the seaweed. There would be no
second shift. In the evening we would all remain in the
vicinity of the hut, sharing my chores and preparing the
fishing lines. If the latter continued to fail we would all go
in the boat and try deep water.




My first shift was with Ginger on the beach. He showed
me how to cut the seaweed and lift it without waste. He had
a tolerant patience which made him a good teacher. I learnt
quickly enough to satisfy him, though I was giving him only
part of my attention.




I did not kill Jim. Nor did any bogy-man. The other four
had been paired off. No one of them had said to his partner:
'I'm going to leave you for a few minutes in order to murder
Jim; don't tell the others.'




Never mind who killed Jim. By what means did one man
contrive to leave his partner without the partner knowing at
the time, or afterwards?




There was the theoretical possibility of conspiracy. Gramshaw
and Steeve. Or Pom and Ginger. Conspiracy made the
whole thing a physically simple matter. In point of common
sense it was untenable. One could hardly postulate two
homicidal maniacs. One might as well stick to the bogy-man.




Suddenly I realized that, while I had been stating the case
to myself, I had been unconscious of the presence of Ginger.
The killer could have sneaked up behind him and killed him
without my noticing.




Ginger was some twelve feet away. He had given me a
salient of rock to myself. I was in his line of vision. I edged
backwards, working at the seaweed. Then I dropped down
on the sand below the salient so that he could not see me.




I took out my watch. No fewer than eleven minutes passed
before he appeared round the salient.




'I'm not as strong as you, Ginger!' I apologized. 'My
arms have gone numb.'




'Maybe that's along o' you havin' a gun under your
shirt.' Again that nerve-tearing giggle. 'That gun's a foolishness,
Clobbers--there ain't nuthin' f'r you to shoot as 'ud feel
the bullet!'




The man was ten times as observant as the town men.
Fortunately his obsession made him assume that I packed the
gun as a protection against spooks. The same obsession robbed
those eleven minutes of value as evidence. Ginger did not
believe that the killer was visible to the human eye and therefore
saw no sense in Gramshaw's precautions. If I were to
fall down dead at his feet with a gaping wound at the back of
my head he would be unsurprised--would accept it as confirmation
of his theory.




For the rest of the day I followed that train of thought
along different lines. In the hut, a man was deemed to be in
sight if he were in sight of the windows. Before the heat came,
Pom volunteered to dump the garbage that could not be
used for fuel. I was nursing the fire; the others were in the
hut. Pom carried it to the north-west side and dumped it in
deep water. I myself did not realize until he returned that he
had necessarily been out of sight for about four minutes.




During the heat, Steeve fiddled incessantly with the cards,
now and again throwing improvised darts at the darts-board.
Pom would sleep or try to coax dance music from one of the
radio sets. Ginger was always making something, even if it was
only the fish-hooks which never caught a fish. Gramshaw
would post his log. I typed messages to be enclosed in bottles,
entering the number of the bottle and the date and the state
of the tide when it was launched, and the date of its return. I
was amused by the mathematical freak of the odd numbers
turning up on the beach nearly always a tide ahead of the
even numbers. I concealed this fact from Ginger.




For the evening shift we tackled the floorboards en masse.
They were all much quicker at it than I had been, though
everyone worked very slowly, owing to their half-starved
condition. It was during the five-minute rests that a man
would amble out of sight for a couple of minutes or more.




When the floorboards had all been removed, we saw that
the rock sloped perceptibly in the direction of the door. Our
floor would drain itself when the rains came.




The next job was concerned with fishing--which pleased
nobody. Gramshaw's original theory was that, even with bad
luck, we would catch small fish suitable for bait. But there had
been no small fish, and there was, in effect, no food waste
from our meagre rations.




'You'm be throwin' good food after bad, Mr Gramshaw,'
said Ginger. 'There baint no fish hereabouts, for there bain't
nothin' to come inshore to feed on.'




'We're using pieces of rag, Ginger,' answered Gramshaw,
'smeared in my bully ration for tonight. Cut off my ration,
will you, Clobbers old boy?'




It was dramatic and effective. At the first opportunity I
congratulated him.




'You'll share my bully ration tonight, Gramshaw, and if
you refuse I shall give the lot to Ginger.'




I must emphasize that this was not a gesture. Like everybody
else I was perpetually hungry--the ration gave us just
enough strength to go on being hungry. He was the kind of
man whom, in normal circumstances, I would go far to
avoid. Nevertheless, after a few days on the island, I had
begun to reciprocate his genuine friendship. His childish
belief in the bogy-man had touched my emotional being, because
it had been created by his faith in me--by the refusal of
his imagination to envisage the possibility of my being a
murderer.




The fishing lines were of string and of thin rope. There
were upwards of a score, each carrying some half-dozen
hooks of different sizes made out of the table knives. We laid
five on the beach at low tide, then straggled across the island
to lay the rest in deep water.




In the north-west, precipitous side there were a number of
fissures. The biggest was the one we were working for seaweed.
It began with a narrow, steeply sloping gully and fanned
out into salients of rock very rich in seaweed. At a guess
there would be another month's work for us in clearing it.




While we were laying the lines, I kept glancing at my
watch, noting the number of minutes any one person would
be out of sight of the others, concealed by an outcrop of rock.
Before we had finished I had established the principle that
men, working even desultorily, cannot keep continually
conscious of the exact whereabouts of each other.




We returned to the hut with two hours of daylight in hand.
I read Gramshaw's log, wondering what he had said about
the death of Jim.








6.30: Jim failed to report. 6.35: I climbed to the ledge to look
for him. 6.37: (approx): I found his body, wound identical (refer
description 4th inst.). 6.38: Could hear Cl. hammering, in removing
floor boards of hut 120 yards away; shouted to Cl., who did not hear
me; ran back and called Steeve, then back to body. 6.40: Called Cl.,
who answered and came from hut.








Again came the feeling that the record was wrong at some
point. Suddenly I remembered that between six thirty-six
and Gramshaw's shout at six forty I had been taking a
breather. Therefore he could not have heard me hammering
at six thirty-eight.




At that moment I did not regard this as important. Gramshaw
was a few minutes out in his reckoning, that was all.










In bed that night I worked it out. Jim had left Steeve and
Pom at six twenty-five. It would not have taken him more
than three minutes at the outside to cover the whole distance
to the others. Why should Jim linger, for about ten minutes,
on or near the spot where he was killed? For one thing,
Gramshaw would have cursed him for not keeping time. For
another, all the men were very scrupulous about relieving
each other.




Jim had almost certainly walked straight from point to
point and would have arrived not later than six twenty-seven
if he had not been killed on the way.




Was Steeve conscious of Gramshaw's exact whereabouts on
the beach at, say, six thirty-six? If he had been unaware of
Gramshaw for as little as three minutes, Gramshaw could
have killed Jim and returned to the beach by six thirty.




By the same reasoning, if Gramshaw had been unaware of
Steeve for the same three minutes, Steeve could have killed
Jim.




So far--ignoring the bogy-man nonsense--the evidence
would weigh about equally against the three of us--in the
eyes of a fourth person--with slight odds in my favour, as the
other two were nearer. I alone knew that if one of the three of
us killed Jim, the killer must be Gramshaw or Steeve.




The devil of it was that I could not put the most indirect
questions to Gramshaw. The bogy-man theory made it impossible
to question anybody.




Besides, it was the kind of question which could not produce
a reliable answer. A man could hardly say that he had
been 'aware that he was unaware' of another man's proximity.




The next morning I caught myself out being 'aware of
unawareness'. I was working in the fissure with Steeve and
Pom--Ginger and Gramshaw taking the beach. I was on the
left wing, Steeve in the middle and Pom the other side of
Steeve. Had I been alone with Steeve I would have watched
him consciously the whole time, taking good care that he did
not get behind me.




Pom and I were both working on outcrops fifty yards apart,
approached by separate chimneys from the plateau. Every
time I looked up I could not avoid seeing him, and vice versa.
I was already sufficiently practised to be able to cut the seaweed
without thinking about it. My conscious thought was
devoted to trying to find a flaw in my own theory of how Jim
had been killed. While I was trying out possibilities of error I
felt a vague nagging at myself--such as I might have felt if I
were missing out some process in cutting the seaweed. Then,
with a laugh at myself, I realized that, possibly for some
twenty minutes, I had been unaware of the exact whereabouts
of Steeve.




I looked round. He was working on the other side of my
outcrop within a few feet of me.




'How much have we done, Clobbers, mate?' he asked.




I glanced at my watch.




'There's another ten full minutes to go,' I answered. 'It's
twelve seconds yet to the twenty past. Good lord--look
round, Steeve!'




On the cliff-top, some thirty feet above us, stood Ginger.




Ginger cupped his hands, though it was unnecessary, and
bellowed down at us.




'Maister Gramshaw sprained his ankle. We must carry 'un
home.'




'You go back to 'im, Ginger!' shouted Steeve. 'You
oughtn't to've left him, yer grassfed son of a cattle louse!
Come on, Clobbers. Never mind the blaggin' seaweed.'




'There's no great hurry--a sprained ankle isn't much.'




'We dunno who might get at 'im--Ginger leavin' him
alone like that! I'm off.' Over his shoulder he called, 'Hi,
Pom, we're knockin' off!'




I followed at a reasonable speed. I could not hurry up that
chimney. I could only get up at all, unaided, by using my
hatchet as an alpenstock. I was, I suppose, about three
minutes behind Steeve and was therefore surprised to see that
he had not descended to the beach.




'The skipper ain't 'ere,' he shouted.




When I drew level, we both looked over the ledge.




'Where's the skipper?' repeated Steeve.




'We'd better look among the rocks.'




Between the tongues of rock, jutting into the sea, was
smooth sand. We shouted as we scrambled over the rocks and
ran over the sand. We reached the sand on the far side of the
fifth and last tongue.




'What's the ga-ime, Clobbers, mate?'




'We've missed him somehow--we'll go back on our tracks.'




'Hey, Clobbers! If a sprained ankle is like what you said,
he won't be unconscious. He'd 'a' heard us shoutin'.' Before
I could answer he added: 'It's that son of a cattle-louse
leavin' im. Shan't see the skipper again!'




We did see him again. I saw him first, at the second tongue
of rock. He was lying in the shadow of the ledge on which our
lifeboat had been dry-docked.




'Gramshaw!' I shouted. A hand moved, then the other, and
he sat up as we hurried to him.




'You gave us a shock, man!' I exclaimed. 'Didn't you
hear us shouting the first time?'




'So sorry! I heard you and tried to get up--trod on the
wrong foot and went down again--must have fainted.'




'We thought he'd got you, Mr Gramshaw, after Ginger
had left you alone,' said Steeve.




'Not this time, Steeve,' grinned Gramshaw. 'You fellers
haven't enough work, so here's a casualty for you. Skidded
on a bit of seaweed. Ginger brought me here. I thought I
could hop up to the ramp, but I can't.'




'Rough luck, Gramshaw! Hurts like the devil, doesn't it?'




'Only when I stand on it. I expect it'll crock me for at
least a couple of days.'




'We'll get you up between us!' I said, though I had not the
least idea how we would do it. 'Where's Ginger? We thought
he had run on ahead of us.'




'We'll never get 'im up there,' said Steeve. 'Carry 'im
along the sand to the other track, crossed hands. Come on,
Clobbers, mate! Let's get crackin' before Pom comes. He and
Ginger can take second spell. If we start now, we'll get a
breather.'




'Are those two together?' asked Gramshaw.




'Pom was up on that bit o' rock. He'd got to go down, then
up again. Slippery job, too!'




'Ginger may be with him,' I contributed. 'But we thought
he had hurried back to you.'




'We'll wait till they come,' said Gramshaw, looking at his
watch. I did the same. For forty seconds Steeve chattered,
and then was silent. We were all three silent for six minutes.




'What the hell!' cried Steeve. He climbed on to the
plateau and looked ahead of him, then southwards.




'Cor, 'ere they are! Ginger, anyway. Carrying some
stuff.'




Presently Ginger appeared on the ledge, a floorboard under
his arm and coils of rope over his shoulder.




'Good work, Ginger!' applauded Gramshaw. 'Is Pom
with you?'




'I hain't seen Pom. I thought 'un was with Clobbers an'
Steeve.'




I looked at Gramshaw. His mouth was twitching.




'We'll get you back first,' I said in an undertone, so that
the two on the ledge could not hear. Gramshaw nodded.




'Pom must 'a' sprained 'is blaggin' ankle too!' ejaculated
Steeve.




It took us ten minutes to lift Gramshaw some twenty feet
up the cliff without hurting him, my own share in the work
being honourable in intention only.




'Clobbers! You 'eard me shout to Pom after Ginger 'ad
told us?'




'Yes.'




'Did you 'ear Pom shout back?' There was a clamant
urgency in Steeve's voice. On the premise that Steeve had
killed Jim (and Pom, if Pom should turn out to be dead, not
to mention Titch) I now had to believe that Steeve was a
good actor with excellent voice control. Which took a lot
of swallowing.




'Clobbers, I'm askin' yer.'




'Shut up, Steeve, I'm thinking!' I was reconstructing the
moment following Ginger's announcement from the cliff-head.
'No--I did not hear Pom answer.'




'Cor! That's awright, then! He hadn't got no watch and
he don't know yet that we've knocked off. He couldn't've
seen us climbing up from where he was.'




'That settles that, then!' chirped Gramshaw. 'I'm in your
hands, boys.'




When we perched him astride the floorboard, the board
cracked in the middle.




'That's beaten us!' exclaimed Gramshaw, and glanced at his
watch. It was the kind of triviality he always logged in detail.




'Don't you worry, maister!' Ginger took charge. Telling
me to hold one end of a rope and Steeve the middle, he made
a sort of cat's-cradle. He took my hatchet and, with a single
stroke, produced from the broken floorboard two firm sticks,
so that Steeve and I could carry at one end of the cradle and
he at the other. The whole job took him less than a couple of
minutes. Ginger's slowness was an illusion.




At the hut, I helped Gramshaw to hop to his bedding.




'Clobbers old boy, could you see Pom when Steeve
shouted?'




'Yes--no--yes--wait a minute!'




Ginger and Steeve were outside the hut. Ginger was hacking
out a rough crutch from a floorboard. I was trying to give
Gramshaw an accurate answer.




'Every time I looked up from my work I saw Pom--three-quarter
face, so he could also see me. Seeing him became
mechanical. I don't remember individual occasions on which
I saw him. I don't remember seeing him--that is, I don't
remember looking consciously in his direction--after Ginger
turned up.'




'Nor immediately before?'




'Nor immediately before!'




'I say, Clobbers old boy! You know how fearfully important
it is for us to guard each other?'




'I do, but it's impossible to keep one's attention fixed for
a whole hour when you're spread out. I've checked on myself
and others, including you. The funny part is that I did
pull myself up for not keeping a tab on Steeve--found that I
was "aware that I was unaware" of his exact position. That
was before Ginger appeared.'




'After you'd pulled yourself up like that--did you see Pom
again?'




'I must have. But it didn't register in the consciousness.
Sit back and I'll take your shoe off.'




As I began to unlace the plimsoll, I noticed that he was
wearing socks. I removed the shoe as carefully as I could.




'I'll pull the sock off, if you can stand it. You'll have to
have that ankle bathed and bandaged.'




'That's out of date. Nowadays, the medicos advise you to
leave it absolutely alone and let nature do the work. I say,
Clobbers old boy--'




'Well?'




'Pom! I feel in my bones it has happened. It's three-quarters
of an hour since you and Steeve left him.'




I nodded, then called to Steeve.




'Let's go and tell Pom he's working overtime.'










As we set out together I determined to keep conscious of
Steeve the whole time, particularly to take care that he
should never be behind me. I kept dropping behind him on
the chance of spotting the outline of a hammer.




We did not find Pom.




From the cliff-head we could have seen anyone on the
spurs who was not deliberately hiding from us.




'He's gone, Clobbers. What say we go down and make
sure! You take this end, and I'll take the other.'




We were to make separate descents and would lose sight of
each other. He was much more agile in slipping about on the
rocks. He might slip behind me.




'Rotten, Steeve! The wild man might pounce on either of
us singly. We'll stick together. And we'll begin at Pom's end.
You go down first.'




'You scared o' the wild man, Clobbers?'




'Yes. So are you, if you have any sense.'




I led him to the point where Pom had been working. We
found nothing. Back towards the cliff-face, then across a
sloping shelf, a couple of feet above the deep water, to the
next spur.




'This is it! Cor!'




In a dip in the shelf was a pool of blood.




'Got 'im here an' tipped 'im into the ditch!' gasped Steeve.




From the shelf where we were standing, which gave on to
the second spur, I could see nearly the whole of the third
spur, on which Steeve had been working. Pom, obviously,
had been enticed to the shelf. It was not on his way to the
chimney by which he would ascend to the cliff-head.




'The skipper will want a full report for the log,' I said.




'We'll go to where you were working and where I was
working.'




Steeve led on. At the end of the shelf we had to do a bit of
clambering.




'I was down there, look!' He pointed. 'I could've seen
anyone on that shelf, plain as anythink.'




'That's what I can't make out!' I said carefully. 'Were
you there the whole time?'




'Barrin' about the last five minutes when I started on the
near side of where you was. You could see that shelf, couldn't
yer?'




'I don't remember. Let's find out.'




We climbed to the point where I had been working.




'No, the shelf is hidden by that shoulder of number 3. But
I could see Pom himself all the time. I must have seen him if
he had walked back across the top of the spur to get to the
shelf.'




'Nothink in that, Clobbers, mate. He didn't hear me call.
Maybe a wave splashed--you do get 'em sometimes even in
a calm like this. He stayed where 'e was and was scuppered
after we'd gone.'




It might have been so. For convenience I told Steeve he
was right.




Ginger was outside the hut, carpentering, when we got
back. He did not ask for news.




'We'll be seein' 'un on the beach--come tide after next!'
he remarked.




I ran into the hut to dodge that nerve-racking giggle. Gramshaw
was sitting at the table, his leg on a packing-case,
writing his log. He made no comment at all on my report but
resumed his writing as if I had not spoken.




During the heat, he hopped to his bedding and lay down.
I read the log.




I had already decided that my own evidence as to Pom's
whereabouts was unreliable after six fifteen. On the assumption
that Steeve was the murderer, the whole of his evidence
was unreliable. On the more probable assumption of his innocence,
his evidence would be substantially true but inaccurate.
When he said five minutes, the period might be two
minutes or ten.




The log noted that while Ginger cut the seaweed, Gramshaw
had been binding and carrying it to the point where it
would be hauled to the plateau, some thirty yards from where
they were working.










6.5: I slipped and twisted my ankle, could not continue working.
Ginger tried to help me to foot of ascent; attempt abandoned. 6.10:
Sent Ginger to prepare means of hauling me up cliff and thence to hut
and to call other three, working in fissure. 6.30: Cl. and Steeve arrived
on beach. Not seeing me, they shouted. I tried to show myself but fell;
hurt ankle afresh; apparently fainted. 6.38: Cl. and Steeve found me.
I failed to notice Pom's absence. 6.45: Ginger arrived with extra rope
and floorboard.










I too went to my bedding, to rest my back, which was
aching badly. For the next couple of hours I was so absorbed
in my calculations that I was barely aware of the heat. In the
end I achieved not a conclusion but an approach--a means
of thinking about the problem, a standpoint.




The three murders--Titch, Jim, and (assumed) Pom--were
the work of one man, not one in conspiracy with another.




The use of the same weapon in the same way did not justify
my previous suspicion that the murders were obsessional. The
murderer's brain might be as normal as any murderer's brain
can be.




Prove that a man cannot have committed any one of the
murders and he is thereby proved innocent of any other
murder, no matter how strong the prima facie case against him
may be in respect of any one murder. Take my own case, for
example, as seen by an outsider. In those circumstances, as
detailed in the log, it had been just physically possible for
me to kill Jim, but it had not been physically possible for me
to kill Pom. To do so, I would have had to pass Steeve and do
the deed--on the shelf--in circumstances in which Steeve
would have seen the act if he had happened to look up from
his work.




Titch: There was no prima facie case against anyone.




Jim: At the time of the discovery of the murder, a strong
case against Gramshaw, Steeve, and myself, severally; a not
so strong case against Pom and Ginger because, with the
climb and the walk there and back, the murderer would have
been out of sight of his companion for a total of ten minutes
or more.




The death of Pom eliminated Pom and myself from suspicion
in the matter of Jim.




The death of Pom also eliminated Gramshaw. It was
obviously impossible for that murder to have been committed
by a man hopping long distances on one leg. I was quite
certain that I had observed Pom later than six five, when
Gramshaw sprained his ankle.




Therefore Pom had been killed by Steeve or by Ginger.




Given that Steeve could have thought of some trick for
inducing Pom to leave his work and go to the shelf, the rest
would have been easy. But there was no evidence at all that
Steeve had, in fact, done so. As in the case of Jim, it would
have been enormously easier for Steeve to commit the murder
than for Ginger. This was noteworthy, but in itself proved
nothing. Only the uneducated mind believes that the simpler
of two explanations must be the true one.




When the heat lifted we did no work but the hut chores.
Not until the following evening, when the body of Pom had
been washed ashore and buried in the crater, did Gramshaw
hold his inquiry.




Steeve and I told our respective tales, Steeve emphasizing
that he could see me during the whole of the spell whenever
he cared to look, but could not see Pom. In the same way, the
shelf had been in his line of vision.




'Then Pom must have been alive when you and Clobbers
left the fissure?' asked Gramshaw.




'O' course he was alive, Mr Gramshaw!' Steeve could
conceive of no mental state between total certainty and total
ignorance. 'He didn't hear me shout, and he didn't see us
go. The wild man slipped down the crack after Clobbers and
I'd gone.'




'But you didn't leave together?'




'Well, Clobbers was about three minutes behind me, bein'
slower on the rocks, but that don't make no difference, Mr
Gramshaw.'




'Even so, Pom wouldn't have walked on to that shelf--which
was out of his way--if he had seen the wild man. He
must have been taken by surprise. And there's no hiding-place
at that point. Why do you think he went to that shelf?'




'Search me, guv'nor!' This was the state of total ignorance.
'Only that's 'ow it 'appened, betcher life!'




The absurdity of supposing that Pom had allowed a wild
man, whom he knew to be a murderer, to entice him to a
convenient spot did not embarrass Steeve. I could see from
Gramshaw's face that he perceived the absurdity. I wondered
again whether he really believed in the bogy-man.




I said nothing on the point. This inquiry ran us into the
original danger of being successful and having to face the
insoluble problem of how to deal with the detected murderer.




This danger loomed up large when Ginger's turn came.
Gramshaw dealt with him perfunctorily. But I knew that it
would make trouble for us with the authorities if we were to
pass those entries in the log without explanation.




'We've got the times wrong somewhere, Gramshaw' I
said. 'Ginger may be able to put us right. In the log, you've
entered that your accident occurred at six five and that you
sent Ginger to fetch us at six ten.'




Gramshaw opened the log-book, checked, and agreed.




'When Ginger called to us from the cliff, it was six twenty-five.
It can't take more than a minute or so to walk from one
side to the other. What happened, Ginger?'




'Nowt happened,' answered Ginger, and would have left
it at that but for Gramshaw.




'Why did it take you so long, Ginger?' he asked.




'It didn't take me no longer 'n it would ha' taken Clobbers
once I started. I did lose a bit o' time down at the hut, though
I couldn' see there were no special hurry.'




'Then you went to the hut before you went to the cliff-head?'
I asked.




'Aye, and after I'd been there too! I wor tryin' to make a
seat for Mr Gramshaw out o' that spare sailcloth, only it
ripped when I put strain on 'un, on account o' oil bein' spilt.
Soon as it ripped, somethin' came into my mind.' The falsetto
giggle now had a ring of genuine amusement. 'It wor your
talk about that wild man that came into my mind. An' this
watchin' each other for what we'll never see. I reckoned
Maister Gramshaw hisself might be gettin' scared, layin' on
the beach alone, so I gave up and went to call you and Steeve.
Then I went back to get that floorboard and the ropes,
which you had left in a fair tangle, else I'd a' bin back to Mr
Gramshaw afore you.'




If that was true, my own case against Steeve was complete.
But how on earth was I to discover whether it were true or
not? I could arrange facts in a logical pattern as well as any
detective, but I was wholly without the latter's specialized
ability to ferret out new facts.




'I don't think we need alter the log, Clobbers old boy,'
said Gramshaw. 'The essential times are all recorded. If
you'll write the report on the facts we've together assembled
I think we shall have done all the authorities require of us.
Unless anybody else has something to say?'




He did not expect an answer but one came, from Ginger.




'I've nobut this to say, Mr Gramshaw. We wor seven
when we come to this yere island. We'm four now. To my
way o' reck'nin', allowing I may be wrong, that should
oughter be double rations for all every day, barrin' one in
seven.'




'No!' said Gramshaw firmly. 'We've had a setback in not
catching any fish. Until we can find a means of catching
them, our lives depend on our reserve of food.'




Ginger glowered at Gramshaw like an angry child.




'They'm laughin' at us, starvin' ourselves when there's
plenty. Maybe they'd leave us alone if we showed some
sense.'




That night Gramshaw took a tot of rum. There were still
five unopened cases of spirits. Since the death of Titch there
had been very little drinking--which was the more remarkable
because Gramshaw had not rationed the spirits.
Anyone was free to help himself. This strange abstinence
would have imperilled my bottle-launching chore but for the
fact that the bottles always came back. Out of a total of
seventeen, of which eight had contained fruit, I had lost only
three.




Ginger's eye fastened on the bottle of rum. Steeve and I
had a tot each to keep Gramshaw company. Ginger eventually
finished the bottle. He was a very orderly drunk. This,
illogically, increased my suspicion of him. Enough of my
normal self had survived for me to be ashamed. Was I falling
into the uneducated fallacy of assuming that any slightly
unusual characteristic must be the hallmark of the murderer?




Oddly enough, I felt no physical fear, though I have no
pretensions whatever to physical bravery. I believed that,
thanks to the revolver which never left me, I need only take
care that no man had a chance to creep up behind me. But I
was the prey of a kind of moral fear contained in the knowledge
that we were living cheek by jowl with a multiple
murderer and could do nothing about it except watch our
backs.










The dried seaweed made a good slow fuel, provided it was
carefully picked out. It was useless for cooking or making
tea, but it would keep the sea-water steaming into the condenser
for twenty-four hours, when subsidized with half a
pound of packing-case or floorboard splinters. Ginger had
made a beam-balance and cut wooden weights, taking a
packaged pound of raisins for standard. When the drying seaweed
slithered off the roof, it was Ginger who devised a
thatch, thereby making the hut perceptibly cooler. To
Ginger we owed a number of crudely fashioned but helpful
gadgets.




'We'll let up on the cutting for a few days,' said Gramshaw
the following morning, 'and bring the stuff closer in.'




'We've cut enough seaweed to last for a year,' I told him
at the first opportunity.




'I know. But we have to make work, Clobbers old boy, or
we shall go melancholy mad. My foot will be all right in a
couple of days. Then we can start deep-sea fishing.'




'In our present state', I pointed out, 'I doubt whether
we're strong enough to row against the currents.'




'What're we going to do?' moaned Gramshaw. 'We can't
sleep for more than about a third of the time at the most.
The radio is running down, too.'




I tried to think of something while we were bringing in the
seaweed. There were large dumps of it above the two collecting
points. We dragged light loads held together by serge,
taking turn about, one of us staying near the hut, pairing with
Gramshaw. The pairs were Ginger and Steeve, Ginger and I,
Steeve and I. On these trips to the dump on the fissure and
back with the load, it was not necessary to guard my back.
We were not spaced out, as we were when cutting the seaweed.
We were within six feet of each other the whole time.
The murderer could not have returned alone, with a story of
how the wild man had struck and disappeared.




Without planning, we had stumbled upon the only effective
means of protection. In future we would be all four
together or in two pairs, each man, in effect, answerable for
his partner's life.




Before the killer could operate, he would have to find a
means of upsetting this grouping.




In the meantime there was the small but important duty to
keep ourselves occupied. During siesta I thought up a job
which could be made to seem necessary. When the heat
passed I made an oration, like one of Gramshaw's.




'We're off the sea-lanes. And we're off the air-lines. But
what about aircraft carriers? They like exercising in out-of-the-way
waters, so that no one can observe them. No false
hopes, mind!--it's very unlikely to happen. But I have the
feeling that we ought to go half-way towards meeting any
luck that might turn up unexpectedly. By the laws of chance
we're about due for a bit o' luck. We ought to set up a plant
so that we could send up a smoke signal. What does the
skipper think?'




'Fine, Clobbers old boy!' Whether Gramshaw really had
any hope of a military aircraft happening along just when we
wanted it, I never knew. 'We'll start at once. Good lord, why
didn't I think of it myself? I ought to have.'




'That's all right, skipper!' chortled Steeve. 'There ain't
been no aircraft about since we bin on the island.'




Ginger emitted his abominable falsetto laugh. Steeve turned
on him.




'Your spooks 'ad any practice with aircraft, mate?'




Ginger thought it over.




'It won't do us no 'arm with them if they see we do be
tryin' to get off their island.'




'We must go into committee over this!' Gramshaw got up
and hopped to the table. 'We want a pile of small splinters
that will fire quickly. There's a hell of a lot of that serge.
That'd make the best smoke. We have to find a means of
breaking the column of smoke. Three short, three long, three
short. That's the SOS.'




The next day, Gramshaw was able to walk, with a limp.
Even the limp, I noticed, was intermittent. When he became
enthusiastic in directing operations, he would walk normally.




This, I thought, was a tactical mistake. While he was
unable to work, there was more work for the others--which
was what we wanted. He had, in fact, recovered too quickly.




He decided to invest one whole packing-case in splinters
for the fire. It made a respectable pile of splinters. While we
were working on the problem of the smoke, Steeve contributed
a suggestion.




'Suppose 'e flies over after dark? We'll want fire then, not
smoke.'




In time they knocked together a contraption by which the
serge could be flung clear of the splinters in a single movement.
The whole plant was set twenty feet from the hut. In a
tobacco tin was our one remaining box of matches, so that
there should be no delay in starting the blaze.




I was surprised that Gramshaw was so enthusiastic. He
was intelligent enough to know that the chance of the alarm
being used was utterly negligible. I had observed earlier that
he possessed the power of planting an idea in his own head
and forcing himself to believe in it. Ginger worked with a
will. Steeve was as keen as Gramshaw. Even after the work
was finished he chattered endlessly about it and constantly
suggested improvements.




There followed a period of eleven days, different from the
other periods. The mystic phase had passed into an astonishing
unity. We behaved like a family. We did little work and
did it all together: very rarely did we pair, and then only for
a few minutes. Even I had the feeling that rescue was imminent
though I knew there was no justification. For the
gramophone that had no records I drew a rough design which
enabled Steeve and Ginger to turn the revolving table into
the crude semblance of a roulette board. We played for forfeits,
mainly the carrying up of sea-water. The loser would
be watched by all three while he paid.




For me the sequence of events which ended this phase is
symbolized by a vivid dream. The psychologists say that a
man who tells his dreams tells the truth about himself to those
who can read it. So be it! I dreamed that I was in full
academic dress, cap, gown, and robes, standing beside an
admiral in gold braid who addressed me confidentially:
'They're all asleep, Clobbers old boy, and we can't wait. I'll
send over an aircraft.'




'Aircraft!'




That, beyond all doubt, was Gramshaw's voice. The outlines
of Ginger's boots scuttled past the foot of my bedding.




'Wot did I tell yer!' yelled Steeve. 'We're goin' 'ome!'




Then Gramshaw's voice from outside the hut:




'Clob-bers! Where are the matches?'




I ran out of the hut, put my hand on the tobacco tin. I
could hear no engine.




'Are you sure, Gramshaw?'




'Light up!' he bellowed, and I obeyed.




'I 'eard 'im after Mr Gramshaw shouted!' claimed Steeve,
convincing only himself. 'Miles over there beyond the wreck,
it sounded like.'




'If we can't hear him, he's too far off to see the fire,' I
suggested.




'Not necessarily!' snapped Gramshaw. He was excited
and ill-tempered. 'Besides, if it's a fleet exercise there may be
others. And they'll fly in a circle and come back to the carrier.
Get another packing-case, Clobbers.'




There were three packing-cases on the other side of the
shed. It would be madness to sacrifice them for anything short
of a moral certainty. With much misgiving I brought one.




'We can't afford to keep a blaze going indefinitely,' I
grumbled.




'Quite right, Clobbers old boy!' He had better control of
himself now. 'I'm going up The Knob to listen. Break up
the case, but don't put it on until I flash my torch--one long
and three short. Repeat!'




'One long and three short. But we've plenty of dry seaweed--I'll
use it until you flash.'




Gramshaw approved and hurried off.




'Did you hear an engine, Ginger?' I asked.




'Somethin' did wake me up afore Mr Gramshaw shouted
out.' His admission was guarded. 'Kind of a roar like, on'y
quiet. I'm not sayin' it wor an airyplane.'




I went to the shed for my hatchet. Steeve was alone when
I returned to the now fading fire.




'If that plane come off a ship, it'll fly back to the ship!
Means it'll come back over 'ere. Stands to reason!'




'I hope you're right, Steeve.' I began to break up the
packing-case.




'Can't hear nothin', with you makin' that bleedin' row!'




He moved off, but not towards the hut, as I was careful to
observe.




The blaze was dying down. As I noticed this, I felt for the
first time a spasm of physical fear. After a second or so the
panic faded into a dull dread.




'Gramshaw on The Knob is not more than seventy yards
away,' I reminded myself. 'He can see me as clearly as if I
were standing in a lighted room. If anyone were to creep up
behind me he would bellow a warning and I would have
time to shoot.'




I put my hand on the butt of the revolver, then laughed at
myself. The killer would know that Gramshaw could see him
and therefore would not make the attempt.




That was very reasonable, but the dull dread remained.
The fire now was hardly blazing at all, though there was a
good red glow. The nearest seaweed was on the roof of the
hut. The glow would not reach as far as that. I must get that
seaweed--there was nearly an hour to endure before dawn.




I had left my torch in my bedding and I needed light.
Against orders which I had accepted, knowing that my act
was dishonourable and even treacherous, I threw half a
dozen large splinters of packing-case on to the fire. As the dry
wood crackled into flame, I ran to the hut, pulled down an
armful of seaweed with the hatchet; then back to recover the
hatchet and bring a second armful. I must make that last
until dawn.




It was tricky work. The seaweed was black and brittle and
would crackle and flame at first: then it would settle into a
dull glow. I was fairly expert in this fuel. I knew how to
ventilate it so that it would continue to produce fitful flame.
I managed to keep a light strong enough to illumine to a
radius of six or eight feet.




I kept moving round the fire, irregularly, never completing
a circle. I confess that I was in the grip of a superstitious
fantasy--that if I could live until dawn I would eventually be
rescued and return to normal life.




At regular intervals I glanced in the direction of The Knob
against the remote possibility of Gramshaw signalling the
approach of an aircraft. Twice I wheeled round with the gun
in my hand, but as soon as my back was to the light I saw
that there was no one within ten feet of me. After this I did
not face the fire directly, stood sideways while I tended the
fuel.




I was wondering uneasily whether the fuel would last,
when I became aware that dawn had already broken. I
moved away from the fire to help my eyes with the half light.




Gramshaw was on top of The Knob, flapping his arms to
warm himself. I waved and he waved back, then slithered
down The Knob.




'Aha! Nothing to report so far, Clobbers old boy. Keeps
you up on your toes knowing that you may hear it any
minute.' He had obviously enjoyed himself, and wanted
more. 'I think we ought to post a listening guard for at least
another six hours. I'll do the first hour myself. What about a
spot of tea?'




'Righto, I'll get it ready.'




'Where are the others?'




'I don't know. I've been glued to this fire. In the hut
asleep, I expect.'




Gramshaw laughed immoderately.




'You've libelled your comrades, Clobbers old boy. There's
Steeve, anyhow!'




He pointed to the north-west side. A hundred yards away
was a clear outline of Steeve squatting--looking, even in the
half-light, as if he were deep in thought.




'He looks like Rodin's "Thinker", but actually he is
incapable of thought. I bet he's asleep. He'll wake up with
pneumonia.' I shouted: 'Tea up, Steeve!'




There was no answer. Gramshaw shouted, without effect.




'Quite right, Clobbers. He is asleep.'




As he spoke, we looked at each other. The next moment
we were both running full speed across the plateau.










Gramshaw got there first.




'God!' he moaned. He nearly overbalanced, trying to
avoid stepping in the blood. 'Oh God, I can't stick it!'




I gave him a few seconds to pull himself together, then
rubbed his nose in the truth.




'You can stick it at least as well as I can, Gramshaw, if
you'll drop this childish nonsense about a bogy-man. Ginger
killed Steeve. And Jim. And Pom. And Titch.'




Gramshaw strode half a dozen paces from the body, turned
his back on it. He shook himself violently, suggesting a dog
shaking off water.




'We've got to talk this out, now we've started. I've got to
say just what's in my mind at this moment, Clobbers old
boy. Ginger accused you of killing Titch on the ground that
it had been possible for you to do so. You now accuse Ginger
on the same ground.'




'Ginger had no proof. I have.'




Gramshaw shook his head.




'We're civilized men--or try to be. We can't accuse a
fellow man on the principle of "if he didn't, who did?"'




'If he didn't who did?' I echoed. 'Did I? You were on
The Knob waiting to signal me. Facing in my direction. You
know I didn't budge from that fire except for less than a
minute when I collected the seaweed.'




'Y-yes. But that's incomplete. I mean, if it comes to bedrock,
you don't know that I was on The Knob the whole
time, because you couldn't see me.'




'I don't know whether you spent more than a few minutes
on that Knob. But I do know that you did not kill Steeve,
because I know that you couldn't possibly have killed Pom. I
know he was cutting seaweed at least ten minutes after you
had sprained your ankle.'




'What the devil has Pom to do with it?'




'And from Steeve's evidence at your inquiry, you know
with equal certainty that I could not possibly have killed
Pom.'




'Why d'you keep dragging in Pom?'




Gramshaw was an emotional man who was very little more
capable than Steeve of detached thinking.




'There's only one killer on the island, Gramshaw. Prove
any one man innocent of any one murder and you prove him
innocent of the lot--even if you find that hammer stowed
under his shirt.'




'That hammer! You're letting it get on your nerves.'




'That wound--' I pointed to the body of Steeve--'almost
the same as the three others--was made by the machinist's
hammer which you and I found in the ditty-box the first day
here. And I think you know it.'




'I certainly do not know it!' snapped Gramshaw. 'A
similar wound could have been made by any metal object of
about the same measurement.'




'How many metal objects of about the same measurement
are there on the island?'




'I can't say off-hand. We agreed that we can't afford to
play at detectives.'




'We don't need to any more.'




In silence we walked back to the hut.




'Ginger's not here!' exclaimed Gramshaw.




'I'll make that tea.'




'Not yet!' He took me by the arm, urged me into the hut.
We both sat at the table. 'I shall have to get used to this.
Ginger! Ginger a homicidal maniac!'




'Not at all! He's as sane as we are. If he has a mania, it's
food. He wants the rations all to himself.'




'Doesn't that mean he's mad?'




'No, only ignorant of common usage. He thinks that the
rescue party will ask no questions. He can have no conception
of the technique of cross-examination.'




I went out, revived our beacon fire, and made tea for two.
When I brought it in, Gramshaw was in an advanced state of
nerviness.




'Clobbers--Clobbers old boy! If he were to kill one of us
two, he'd know the other would know--'




'I'm glad you realize that. The moment you and I both go
to sleep, we're finished.' I added: 'Unless we encourage him
to get drunk--and both go for him at once? We'd state the
full facts and throw ourselves on the mercy of the court.
Plead justifiable homicide.'




'Can't do it, Clobbers. Can't kill a chap in cold blood.
Unreasonable, I know, but it's the way I was brought up.
I've never been educated out of it. You can do anything you
think sensible--I have to sort of feel it's right.'




'If I stick a knife in his back on my own, I shall certainly
get no mercy from the court,' I said. 'The only way of our
living another twenty-four hours is to keep awake. I'll keep
on guard until dawn tomorrow. Then you take over. It'll be
difficult in the dark. Even with his boots on, he's as quiet as a
cat.'




Gramshaw nodded agreement.




'We can think up the details later. Not safe to lie down on
the bed. You might nod off. The best thing--' he broke off.
'Here he comes,' whispered Gramshaw.




Boots on the soft rock. Footsteps, still some twenty paces
from the hut--making as much noise as I would make, in
boots. Yet Ginger, I repeated to myself, could walk as quietly
as a cat when he chose.




'Hullo, Ginger!' Gramshaw's voice was in complete
control. 'Where've you been?'




'I bin in the dip, near where they oil-tanks used to be. It's
the best place for hearin'--like a big ear, it be. And I hain't
heard no airyplane. Shouldn't wonder if there hain't bin no
airyplane, start to finish.'




I was more than a little inclined to agree with Ginger on
that point, but I did not intend to admit it.




'Have you seen Steeve, Ginger?' I asked.




'I sure-ly have!' We both winced at the falsetto giggle. 'I
could do with some o' that tea an' a bite to eat afore we
bury 'un.'




Gramshaw had apparently forgotten his plan to post a
listening guard for aircraft. Ginger was helpful with ropes
and floorboards in the matter of carrying the body to the
burial ground.




At supper that evening I served the usual rations. Ginger
regarded his portion with disgust. We both waited for him
to recite his formula. We were not disappointed.




'We wor seven when we came on this-yere island--'




'Ginger!' barked Gramshaw. 'You can go to the shed and
you can bring back with you all the food you like.'




Ginger emitted a grunt of satisfaction. He was about to
rise from his packing-case.




'Why bain't Clobbers to go, Mr Gramshaw? He'm in
charge o' victuals.'




'He doesn't want any more food, nor do I. You take what
you want for yourself.'




Ginger, unperturbed, left the hut. Gramshaw leant
towards me and lowered his voice.




'The three fire-axes! Collect them quietly and dump them
in the corner by the head of the bed. Better put your hatchet
there too! Make it your job to see that they're there--by my
bed--every night.'




Ginger returned with a half-pound tin of beef, four biscuits,
a tin of peaches, and a bottle of rum. We sat with him
while he ate it all except the peaches, half of which he left in
the can. He drank less than half a cup of rum--to my
disappointment--then retired to his bedding.




I myself, instead of drinking tea, had opened one of the
tins of coffee essence. I trebled the quantity advised on the
label, in the hope that it would help to keep me alert. I am
a poor sleeper as a rule--and this applied equally on the
island. But tonight I felt that heaviness in the feet which,
with me at any rate, betokens deep sleep. When Gramshaw
lit the candle for the statutory hour I began to tick off the
minutes.




Since Titch's death, when Gramshaw and I changed
places, there had been no rearrangement of our beds. The
area that had been occupied by Titch was left vacant. Pom
had slept next to Titch. We had all slept in line, with our
heads against the north-west wall. Thus Gramshaw was now
sleeping close to the door. At the opposite end lay Ginger.
Between Gramshaw and myself were the spaces that had
been occupied by Titch and Pom; on the other side of me
were two more spaces, then Ginger.




When Gramshaw blew out the candle, I sat up, with my
shoulders resting on the corrugated iron of the wall. This
soon began to hurt. I upended the pillow of lashed eiderdown,
making a cushion of it. I unbuttoned the holster of my
revolver, placed the torch where my left hand could instantly
find it. I was comfortable, but for the heaviness in my feet.




During my period of training in the Army I had done
night-guards. Moving about in the open air with a rifle for
one hour, followed by two hours' rest. This was a very
different matter--to sit in the dark, without more movement
than a sleeper normally makes--for some six hours without a
break.




Could one go to sleep without knowing it? I had heard
tales of motorists falling asleep while driving, so presumably
one could. How would I know when I was becoming drowsy?
I began by forcing myself into an extreme of alertness, to discover
that alertness requires incident to feed on or it soon
languishes. I tried to create incident.




Every object in the hut which touched the luminescent
rock was visible in black outline to a height of about half an
inch--looking like a blot of ink on grey-green paper. I began
to count and identify all I could see without moving. The
flattened ends of the legs of the table, the packing-cases on
which we sat, oddments of clothing and equipment. The
blade of one of the fire-axes next to Gramshaw's bed seemed
to pick up some of the luminescence of the rock.




Next, I tried training myself to judge time in the dark. I
would look at my watch every five minutes. I kept this up for
an hour and a half without making perceptible progress
in accuracy, and then decided that I was over-driving myself.
Ginger, after all, was snoring.




Paradoxically, I was without the stimulus of physical fear.
I felt only a sense of moral obscenity. If Ginger had had the
appearance of a brute it would have been easy to regard him
unemotionally as a dangerous animal. Actually, he looked
more civilized than any of us--his beard looked natural. A
film company might have employed him as an extra--as 'a
son of the soil'. He had no unpleasant characteristic except
his gluttony--even so, he had never stolen any food. That I
had to lie awake to protect Gramshaw from being killed by
Ginger was, in the most intense sense of the word, disgusting.




The fact that I was also protecting myself did not loom
large. I believed that Ginger would try to kill Gramshaw
first, because he knew that I carried a gun. Get the easy one
out of the way first. He could not deliver that hammer blow
without making enough noise to wake me--were I to fall
asleep. A light sleeper would be beyond his imagination. That
I could derive a certain comfort from this line of thought will
indicate the extent to which my own moral perspective had
been distorted by what Gramshaw called 'the spirit of the
island'. But the fact that I was conscious of my own moral
shabbiness--




I was startled by a sudden silence. It was several seconds
before I understood it. Ginger had stopped snoring. I looked
at my watch. Four minutes to three. With a shock I realized
that I could not remember what the time had been when I
last looked at it. Ginger muttered and turned over, but the
snoring was not resumed.




Had I dozed? There was no means of telling. I removed
the pillow and helped the corrugated iron to hurt my shoulders.
I moved the layers of serge that were a mattress and sat
on the rock.




When dawn came, I wondered how many more of such
nights I could survive.




'It's the devil keeping awake in the dark,' I told Gramshaw.
Ginger, who had never accepted the bogy-man theory,
had wandered off by himself.




'I meant to tell you, Clobbers old boy. The golden rule is
to sit up. Never lie down, or you may get drowsy.'




Poor old Gramshaw! I realize now that it was this sort of
juvenile cocksureness which made one regard him with
grudging affection. There was enough sterling manhood in
him to inspire friendship, but it was damned stupidities--his
golden rules and his pumped-up enthusiasms--that inspired
one to gentleness.




Those golden little rules, of course, have some value if you
believe in them. Gramshaw made a much better job of his
guard than I did. He believed he could manage it and he did
manage it, whereas I spent most of my night off guard urging
myself to get all the sleep I could. I must sleep well on alternate
nights, I told myself, or I would never leave the island.
When I did sleep, I dreamed that I had fallen asleep on
guard, and kept starting up out of this nightmare.




I began the day brooding on my failure to sleep properly.
I worked out precautions. From a dark-blue jersey which I
found in the pile of flotsam I unravelled a long thread of
wool and put it in my pocket.




The day passed with unexpected calm. In the morning the
three of us made a leisurely job of carrying in more of the
piled-up seaweed. I was not conscious of tension. Gramshaw
was humming or chattering as if he had no secret dread. The
truth is that one cannot live continuously in a state of terror
when it has no external manifestation. The fear would well
up for a few minutes, then subside to a point just below the
consciousness.




For the second spell of work, after the heat, we started
again on those wretched fish-hooks.




'Mr Gramshaw, you'm need to go a mile or more out in
deep water t'other side afore you catches any fish.'




'I'm afraid you're right, Ginger!' Gramshaw kept up his
indulgent, rather patronizing tone to Ginger. 'But I doubt
whether we could do much rowing on our rations.'




'We'm don't need no rowin', Mr Gramshaw. Titch went
out an' come back without no rowin', an' so did Pom an' all
o' Clobbers' bottles as wasn' smashed. We'm only to sit still
for a couple o' tides.'




It was the kind of extraordinarily sensible remark that
Ginger would make from time to time--the result of close
and intelligent observation. I seconded it with enthusiasm. I
would far rather spend the night in the boat than sitting with
my back against the corrugated iron, wondering whether I
would betray my trust.




But Gramshaw vetoed it.




'We may have to risk it in a month's time. But we don't
know that the currents would carry a boat in the same way.
We might never get back.'




Ginger giggled and the subject dropped.




When Gramshaw blew the candle out, I twisted one end of
my wool securely round one of the bolt-heads that held the
corrugated iron of the walls. I had marked it down as ideally
situated. It was near the centre of the wall opposite the one
against which we slept and it was about two feet from the
floor of rock--a bit higher than Ginger's knees. I passed the
thread under the table to the opposite wall within a few
inches of my bedding. I tied the other end to the handle of
my tin mug which I mounted on a pile of clothing. Thus, an
invisible line ran the breadth of the hut between Ginger's bed
and mine. He could approach neither Gramshaw nor myself
without bringing my tin mug crashing on to the rock.




This relieved my anxiety very considerably. The corrugations
at my back gave added assurance. For a couple of hours
I played the time-guessing game, adding a system of scoring.
When I was eleven points up, the game lost its savour.




The next thing I knew for certain was that I was staring at
Ginger's boots, outlined on the luminous rock that was our
floor. The boots were in movement and the toes were pointing
towards Ginger's bed.




Ginger was on a return trip.




'Stand still, or I'll kill you!' I shouted, but I fancy it came
out as a hoarse scream. I had my finger on the trigger before
I gripped the torch.




The torch found his hands, which were empty.




'What--what--what's that!' cried Gramshaw, waking up.
He turned his torch on Ginger. I dropped the revolver
between my knees.




Ginger giggled.




'You'm thought I was the wild man. There ain't no wild
man on this-yere island. Me, I jest bin down to latrine, an'
I never saw 'un.'




Like a cat, with total inaudibility, he went back to his bed.




'Sorry, Gramshaw!'




'All right, Clobbers old boy. All's well that ends well.
Another two hours of shut-eye for me.'




It did not occur to me to apologize to Ginger. Something
had gone wrong, somewhere. The visual memory of Ginger's
boots was clear-cut and unmistakable. Those boots had been
walking into the hut, away from Gramshaw and the door.
Therefore they must have passed my line of vision on the outward
journey--if I had been awake.




I could have sworn that I had not fallen asleep. I could
trace my train of thought up to the moment when I saw the
boots. Yet I had to accept the fact that I must have fallen
asleep, or into some barely conscious state between sleeping
and waking. Why had I failed to hear the clatter of the tin
mug?




I put out a hand in the darkness. The mug was still on top
of the clothing. So the wool, rotten after its soaking in the
sea, must have snapped at a pressure of less than an ounce.
I was fingering the wool. I ran my finger along an inch or so--along
a foot or so.




The wool had not snapped. It still stretched between the
handle of my mug and the bolt-head on the opposite wall. At
knee height from the ground.




To this paralysing fact I added another. Ginger had been
substantially on the door side of the thread of wool when I
had bellowed at him. When we had turned off our torches,
he had made his little speech and had walked to his bed.




Therefore Ginger must have been aware of the trap: must
have stepped over the wool on both journeys.




'Ginger knows we know!' I told Gramshaw, just before
the heat next day--our first opportunity for private conversation.
To that extent I was honest with Gramshaw. This was
an essential fact, and I gave it him as soon as I could.




It was something of a damp squib.




'I thought as much, Clobbers old boy. I had nothing to
go on or I'd have mentioned it. The modern rustic! They can
use the latest modern machinery--they can mend it without
being told how. Mixed up with a lot of common sense are all
the old legends and superstitions of the soil--precivilization
and all that, I mean. They've kept a sort of animal intuition
which we've lost. What makes you think he knows?'




I told him about my trap.




'I don't think that definitely proves he knows,' said Gramshaw.
'As a matter of fact, I heard you pottering about after
I'd blown out the candle and wondered what you were up
to, though I wasn't really interested. He heard you, too.
With his instinct or intuition or what-have-you, he may have
been able to tell what you were doing from the sound of your
movements. By the way, he said he had come back from the
latrine? Had he?'




'He had, for all I know!' And then, anticipating the obvious
question, I lied to Gramshaw. 'I watched him go
straight out of the hut--you know how you can see a chap's
feet outlined. I had my finger on the torch ready to snap it
on and yell if he stepped an inch towards you. I was all keyed
up waiting for him to come back. I heard and saw nothing
until he was actually inside the hut and between our two
beds.'




How deeply I regret that petty, sordid little lie, which I
told because I had not the dignity to confess that I had dozed!
That lie is the foundation of my sense of guilt in respect of
his death. The lie itself did no harm whatever--if I had told
the whole truth, it would not have affected the sequence of
events. The lie exposes me to myself as failing in my interpretation
of the duties of friendship--reveals to me that, if my
friendship had been as sterling as his, he would be alive at
this moment of writing.




Gramshaw's turn for guard--my turn for a night's sleep.
But I must make sure of the night's sleep. I rummaged among
the bandages and antiseptics and found what I was looking
for--a phial of medinal tablets.




Dose: one to two tablets, as prescribed by the physician.




No mere insomniac endured such a strain as I was enduring.
I would make it two tablets. I counted a total of thirty
tablets. That would mean fifteen alternate nights of sleep for
me. A month. Beyond that there was no need to speculate.




I took the tablets with my tea that night. I was asleep within
a few minutes. I felt a little heavy the next morning, but
otherwise the experiment was a success. I did my night's
guard without dread.




Then it was Gramshaw's guard again. I took another dose
of medinal.




That is why I was slow-witted when I was awakened a
couple of hours before dawn.










Again my sleep and my dreams seem to play a part in
events. It is surprising but true that I was feeling the strain
of that grisly threesome on the island more than Gramshaw,
though I still had no fear of my own physical death.




I know, by inference, that I had been asleep some four
hours before I had the nightmare. I dreamed that a preposterous,
wild bogy-man, naked and covered in red hair,
was standing over me and saying: 'I can't kill you properly
until you've moved your head away from that corrugated
iron.'




I woke and sat up. Outlined on the rock, near my bedding,
I thought I saw a bare foot. My perspective muddled by the
medinal, I counted the toes. Five! All correct! This settled, I
yawned and dropped back on my pillow. I was stiff, stretched
out my left hand beyond the bedding, so that it touched the
rock.




It touched wetness, sticky wetness!




Still muddled, I flashed my torch at Gramshaw's bed. He
was sitting up, his hands across his knees, apparently asleep.
I smothered a laugh. (Golden rule, Clobbers old boy.) I would
have to wake him and pretend I did not know he was asleep.




Meantime, this sticky wetness!




In the light of the torch it looked like ink. It was moving,
trickling sluggishly towards my bed, from Ginger's bed. Then
I bellowed.




'Gramshaw! Light the candle!'




'What--what--what! God, I've been asleep!'




'Light the candle, Gramshaw!'




His torch waved uncertainly. Then it found the candle. He
was a long time lighting it.




'What's up, Clobbers old boy?'




'Ginger is not the killer. He has been killed. Look for yourself.'




I stood away from the bed. He advanced on it, torch in
hand. He caught his breath, looked from the corpse to me.




'The wild man!' he gasped. 'It was true, after all. And
I've let him get away!'




Would to God I had left it at that! Friendship failed. I was
thinking only of my own safety.




'There is no wild man, Gramshaw. You killed Ginger--and
all the others!'




As I spoke, I intended to press the trigger and kill him.
But Gramshaw looked so extraordinarily--innocent! I let the
moment go by.




'You're excited, Clovering, and don't mean what you're
saying. But you'll apologize at once, or I'll give you a
damned good hiding!'




The schoolboy's reaction! Reducing the whole multiple
horror to the dimensions of what one chap may say to another
before there has to be a fight! I could not press that trigger
until he actually menaced me.




'You killed Ginger and the others. Keep still!'




He checked himself, caught sight of the revolver.




'You've got a gun. And you never told me! That's a bit
of an eye-opener!'




'Go and sit down on your bedding, Gramshaw.'




He hesitated, then turned his back on me and went to his
bedding. He picked up a blanket.




'I'm going to put this over poor old Ginger,' he said.




I waited until he had returned to his bedding, where he
sat in a crouching position, braced against the wall. From the
drawer in the table I took out two candles with my left hand,
lit them from the burning candle, and fixed them on the table.
Gramshaw was some dozen feet away and the other side of
the table, but I did not like that crouch of his.




'Don't try to rush me, Gramshaw. I really will shoot--slap
through the heart.'




'You will if that thing is loaded.' He was getting purchase
against the wall.




'Look at that darts-board,' I invited.




I fired at it. The bullet entered nearly dead centre. The
heavy wood splintered but did not crack. Gramshaw sagged
as if I had fired at him.




'I have four live shells left. Keep that in mind, won't you!'




A brassy laugh broke from him.




'You'll shoot whether I rush you or not. You must--to save
yourself.'




That was a simple truth I had overlooked. I must kill or
be killed. I must behave as Jim or Steeve or any tough would
behave--unless I could find a compromise.




'Do you think I killed him?' I asked.




I could hear him taking a deep breath.




'If there is no wild man, Clovering, I know you killed
Ginger. By your own reasoning, you also killed all the others.'




He let the breath go, leaving himself panting.




'Let it be granted that I am the killer, Gramshaw.'




It was a severe strain for him, but I could not spare him.
His mouth twitched violently, as when we found the body of
Titch.




'When the rescue-party comes, you will denounce me,' I
continued. 'The bodies will be dug up and I shall be hanged.'




He was steadier now. He nodded slowly, several times.




'But if I kill you, I shall have a sporting chance of getting
away with it. Therefore it would be ridiculous not to kill you.'




'Stop jabbering and shoot!' he shouted. 'Shoot and get
it over, you cripple-souled murderer! Shoot, damn you!
What're you waiting for?'




To grip his attention, I pitched my voice as if I were making
a point in a lecture-room.




'With that question, we touch bedrock. What am I waiting
for? As a murderer, I have nothing to wait for. Nothing
whatever!'




My tone puzzled him as much as my words. My own life
depended upon my ability to puzzle him into thinking for
himself instead of indulging in heroics. I went on:




'And now, let it be granted that you are the murderer, Gramshaw.
If I don't kill you, you will kill me. We have exactly
the same riddle, from the opposite angle. Why don't I press
this trigger? What, in short, am I waiting for?'




'You intend to murder me, and I know it. I'm not afraid
of death any more--'




'But I don't murder you, do I? That awkward fact keeps
intruding.' I could not hold Gramshaw at the point of that
revolver until the rescue-party arrived. I now saw my only
hope of escape from that dilemma. 'You think you were
asleep when I flashed my torch on you. I think you were in
some intermediate stage of schizophrenic trance--or epilepsy
or something. I know nothing of such things and don't need
to. I am wholly certain that you are the killer. I repeat, why
don't I kill you? The answer is that I need not--because I
believe that you would never kill me.'




'That doesn't make sense. If I'm the human monster killer
you're trying to make me out to be--'




'You're also my friend, Gramshaw. You carried me out
of that wreck. You protected me against those thugs, before
I found my feet on this island, when they made a butt of me.
That's pretty striking. We're such different kinds of man.
You knew that my kind laughs at your kind, but you were
too generous to care. Though I know you to be a maniac
killer, I am absolutely convinced that you would never kill
me.'




'What's behind all this?' he demanded. Less roughly, he
added: 'I mean, I'm sorry, but I don't believe you.'




'I know you don't.' I was about to stake my life on my
ability to deflect his murder mania from myself. For all I
knew I might be attempting the impossible--perpetrating a
psychological absurdity. Of one thing I felt certain, that the
trick might work if I made it impressive enough. A plain
statement would be useless. I must burn my suggestion into
his imagination by any stage trick I could think of. I must
shoot the idea into his head with the revolver.




'I've told you I have four live shells in the gun, Gramshaw.
Before I count four, you will believe everything I have
been saying.' I paused to let that sink in. 'First, take a good
look at me. Feel your own muscles. Remind yourself how
easily you could knock me out, then pierce my brain with
that hammer--and how well I know it . . . Stand by for the
proof, Gramshaw. Look at that darts-board!




'One!' I fired at the darts-board. 'Two!' I fired again.
'Three . . . four!'




No more live cartridges!




'Am I a killer, Gramshaw? Am I afraid that you will kill me?'




I broke the chambers, ejected the empty shells, and sent
the revolver skimming and rolling over the ground to Gramshaw's
feet.




I watched the revolver skimming and rolling. It was a
good throw. It very nearly touched his feet. So nearly that
my eyes were drawn to his feet.




Gramshaw's feet were in plimsolls, the laces neatly tied.




The foot I had seen outlined on the ground had been bare.
I remembered counting the toes.










For some minutes I was but dimly aware of Gramshaw's
presence, though the physical eye noted that he was sitting
opposite me at the table and that he was talking.




'. . . So you mustn't think I funk it, Clobbers old boy.
I'm willing--anxious--to apply to myself the tests you applied
to yourself over Jim.'




'Why not let it go at the wild man?'




'Because I must have certainty--and I can't have it unless
we actually see the creature. The same thing is happening
to me as happened to you when you suspected yourself of
killing Jim. I want to know how you tested yourself--for
innocent and guilty, I mean.'




I hesitated. I was remembering the day we worked out the
rations--Gramshaw's 'blurry little sum'. Three and a half men
for one year. Or one man for three and a half years.




But he was asking me to assume that he was schizophrenic.




'If you really want to try it--begin by ignoring your own
memory. Ignore, also, the pairing system.' I told him about
my own experiments which established that the attention of
the other man was always intermittent. 'You have to assume
that you are a maniac murderer, and check off whether it is
physically possible that you could have murdered any given
one. I found that I could have murdered Jim, that I probably
did not, because I would have had to do it all at the
double and there was no time allowance for the transition--for
Hyde to change back to Jekyll. And no time to hide the
hammer.'




'The hammer!' he repeated. 'If I--if I did kill Ginger,
the hammer will be in the hut.' He slithered off the packing-case.




'If you find it, it won't prove anything except that either
you or I killed Ginger--and we know that already.'




'Suppose it were found in my bedding?'




'It would still prove nothing. How could you convince
yourself that I--or the wild man, if you like--hadn't planted
it there?'




'All the same, I'm going to search the hut.'




He went to his bedding, shook everything out.




'It's not here!' There was an audible sigh of relief. He
moved over a clear space towards my bedding.




'Search that too,' I invited.




'No. You proved your good faith beyond the shadow of a
doubt, Clobbers old boy, when you threw that gun away.'




It was my turn to heave a sigh of relief.




'No good doing a job like this by halves,' I said. 'You
needn't mind if I don't.'




He searched my bedding, then examined the stove. It still
contained the ashes left by the naval party and the green-silk
nightdress put there by Titch. On the other side of
Ginger's bedding there was no place of concealment. Along
the wall opposite that against which we slept were the suitcases
and kitbags containing personal effects taken from the
wreck. Beyond these, stacked in the corner at the door and
by Gramshaw's bed, were my hatchet and the three fire-axes.
He shifted them with much clattering, then turned to
me.




'I know I haven't got it on me,' he said, 'but I want you
to know it, too.'




He took off his clothes, dropped them one by one on the
rock. I felt constrained to do likewise, playing up to Gramshaw's
self-dramatization. Or was he putting on the act for
my benefit? There was a spot in the hut which he had not
searched. But no purpose could be served by telling him so.




'We know now that it's not in the hut,' said Gramshaw, as
we re-dressed. I let it pass. The hammer might or might not
be in the hut at that moment. 'The question is, would there
have been time to take it outside and hide it?'




'Difficult to say,' I hedged. 'My own observation begins
with my starting out of a nightmare, dreaming that the wild
man--a fantastic, ape-like creature--was killing me. I saw
the outline of a bare foot on the ground. Being muzzy from
the nightmare I just looked at it and lay down again. Very
shortly afterwards I felt blood on the ground. Then I flashed
the torch on you, found you were asleep--'




'That's the most sinister part of the whole thing, Clobbers
old boy,' he interrupted. 'Me, going to sleep on guard. It's
so unlike me--believing, as I did, that Ginger might have a
go at you at any time!'




I was about to resume my tale when he burst out again.




'I say! Did you take medinal in your tea last night?'




'Yes.'




'I say! Is it within the bounds of possibility--just the
bounds of possibility, Clobbers old boy--that our mugs got
mixed--they're all exactly alike--and that I drank your
dope?'




'Yes.' I did not believe it, but I thought it wise to agree.
'You'd hardly notice the taste if you weren't looking out for it.'




'And another thing!' cried Gramshaw. 'That foot you
saw! Did you say it was a bare foot?'




'It was a bare foot. I was dazed from the medinal--if I did
take it--from the nightmare, if I didn't. I remember ticking
off the toes. Sort of fat-headed thing one does, in that state.'




He was up again, standing by my side.




'Look at my feet! Look!'




I looked at the hairy ankles protruding from the clean,
neatly laced plimsolls.




'That proves something, doesn't it?' he cried. I nodded.
'It proves that Ginger was killed by the wild man!'




'Of course it does!' I said. I almost crooned it.




The hysteria broke, but in harmless form. He slapped me
on the back. He shouted slogans. He danced. He flung himself
down on his bedding and cried.




I did not believe in the wild man--nothing could make
me but sight of him. But I had to admit to myself that I could
not explain away that bare foot, of which I had counted the
toes. I had been in a half-awakened state, but I had not
dreamed that foot--I had seen it.




I rose from the table and stretched. Gramshaw needed
something to steady him. I did not want him to have a drink,
in that state.




'I'm going to make some tea,' I said, and went out of the
hut. Not until several days later did it occur to me that Gramshaw,
having reinstated the wild-man theory, ought to have
offered to accompany me, for our joint safety. I still do not
know whether he actively believed in the bogy.




To me the schizophrenic, Jekyll-and-Hyde explanation
still seemed nearly as absurd as the bogy-man. Such states of
mind might be possible, for all I knew. In our case it was the
swiftness with which the change occurred that challenged
reason. Ignoring the murder of Titch, there were four murders--Jim,
Pom, Steeve, and Ginger--in which the transition,
Jekyll-Hyde-Jekyll, must have taken place in a few minutes
only--almost like switching coloured lights on and off.




I was ready to meet the theory half-way. Gramshaw might
have an obsession, of which he was barely conscious. The
focal point was the hammer, symbolizing the battering down
of obstacles. The obstacles were the men who were eating the
rations which ought to be used to enable him to wait--one
man for three and a half years--for rescue. When circumstances
were such as to make a murder physically possible the obsession
would flare up. Afterwards, he might forget the details
of the act, as a drunkard or dope-fiend may forget the details
of a debauch. That was about as far as I could go.




As I approached the hut, I trod heavily and whistled a
tune, as I did not wish to startle him. There was no response
from within. I pushed the rickety door open. And then, for
the second time, I was gripped by physical fear.




Gramshaw was sitting at the table in the light of the three
candles. In his hand was the double-headed machinist's
hammer. He was turning the hammer on his wrist, striking
at imaginary objects. Exactly as he had done that day when
we were about to tackle the rations problem.




A boy with a toy, I had thought him then.










At sight of me, he held the hammer for my inspection--held
it straight in front of him, with something approaching
pride.




'D'you know where I found it?'




'I can guess. In the one place you missed--in Ginger's bed.'




'You spotted that, did you! I thought of it at the time but
I--felt I couldn't. As you said, it doesn't prove anything--except
that the wild man left it in Ginger's bed.'




He laughed weakly, then steadied. He was trying to make
the hammer stand up on its haft.




'Let's face up to this wild man! We agree that human life
cannot be sustained on this island except with what it brings
to the island. In cold blood, as it were, one cannot believe in
the wild man. But, look what we have to believe instead! Me
as a complicated kind of maniac murderer--or you as ditto!
Why, dammit, I'd rather stick to the wild man!'




'You're pushing my barrow,' I said soothingly. 'The foot I
saw--which couldn't possibly be yours, because of the plimsoll--gives
the wild man objective reality.'




I turned away from the table.




'Don't turn your back on me!' cried Gramshaw. I stiffened
in panic. 'I mean metaphorically, Clobbers old boy!' He had
perceived my mistake and his distress was painful to witness.




Presently, he went on: 'I want you to play devil's advocate.
Make the case against me as strong as you can. For
Titch, there's nothing to go on. For Steeve, I could have
slipped down from The Knob any time. What about Jim?
Remember, Steeve was on the beach with me.'




'Given that Steeve's attention was not fixed on you for a
few minutes, beginning about six twenty-five, you could have
killed Jim, returned to the beach and pretended, some five
minutes later, that you didn't know why Jim hadn't turned
up. Steeve, of course, could have done the same. While Steeve
was alive the evidence was equal . . .'




'And Pom?'




'You or Ginger could have killed Pom. Assuming you did--you
faked that sprained ankle. When Ginger leaves you,
instructed by you, you climb to the plateau, make for the
boulders and slip along under cover to the fissure. You wait
till Ginger has called us, wait until Steeve and I have left;
then you go down the chimney to that shelf and call Pom
to you. As soon as you've dumped the body in the sea, you
sprint back. From the cliff above the beach you locate Steeve
and myself looking for you. You slip down, under the boat,
and offer us the tale of your having fainted.'




'I could have!' Gramshaw was perfectly cool. 'Is there any
single item suggesting that I did--any of it--in any of the
cases?'




'Nothing positive. But there's a fair amount of negative
evidence. The only reason anyone had for believing you had
sprained your ankle was that you said so. A sprained ankle
swells. You, contrary to your custom, were wearing socks--'




'My feet were cold in the night--in the morning, I forgot
to take the socks off.'




'In the case of Jim, you stated in the log that you heard
me hammering at a time when I was not hammering--which
suggests that you were inventing details. In the case of
Steeve, you say that you were woken up by the sound of an
aircraft engine. I am a terribly light sleeper and didn't hear
it. No one except you did hear it. Ginger had heard something,
but refused to say that he had heard an engine. The
weight of evidence is against the existence of that engine--but
it set the stage for the murder.'




This frank explanation was contrary to my policy. But I
felt it necessary to let him know the strength as well as the
weakness of the case against him, as it would be seen in court.
While speaking, I watched him closely for excitement, but
found none.




'That's a pretty strong case against me!' He spoke as if he
were conceding a minor point. 'I feel in my bones, of course,
that I've never killed anybody. I suppose all maniacs do.' He
paused and went on: 'The same applies to you--you feel in
your bones that you've never killed anybody.' He laughed
nervously. 'It's my turn to play devil's advocate against you.'




'Then I suggest beginning with Pom,' I answered.




'Right!' He was positively eager. 'The agreed times,
entered in the log, say that you were three minutes behind
Steeve. I say that Pom did hear Steeve tell him to stop work.
Steeve hurried up the chimney, to come to my aid. You called
Pom on to that shelf. The time, too, might have been more
than three minutes. Steeve didn't time you with a watch--he
accepted three minutes when you suggested it. Anyway,
three minutes would have been enough.'




'That's ingenious, Gramshaw!' I was more than ready to
encourage him. 'But what about Steeve? Remember, I was
in the glow of that fire. And you could see me all me time
from The Knob.'




'I could see you, but I did not watch you. You yourself
proved that none of us watched each other continuously.'




'True, but in the dark I could not tell when you stopped
watching me. You might have had your eye on me in the
moment in which I slipped away. It would never have been
safe to slip away.'




Gramshaw nodded thoughtfully.




'That more or less answers it,' he admitted. 'I see now that
the case against me would be much stronger than the case
against you. A jury would convict me. That is, they would if
it lay between you and me--I mean, if there were no wild
man.'




'I'm afraid I have to agree with you there, Gramshaw.' I
was apologetic about it. 'The real danger is that the rescue
party may be no more able than we are to find him. If we
can't produce that wild man, they'll laugh at us.'




'You'll be all right!'




'I shall be in clover. All I have to do is give evidence
against you!' I spoke with an irony heavy enough to ensure
that he would not miss the point.




'You'll have no choice.'




'Then I'll choose now. We'll stick together. There's only
one course, Gramshaw. Bung that hammer into the sea, burn
the log, remove the identification boards from the graves, and
keep our mouths shut.'




'Clobbers! Oh, Clobbers old boy!' He protested, at some
length, that I had a genius for friendship. He was, as I have
said, a very emotional man.




Some minutes later, he took up the hammer and thrust it
into his belt.




Dawn was breaking, and we set about our task. It took
nearly two hours to carry the body to the crater and bury it
beside the others in the sand--owing to the fact that I
needed so many rests.




To lift the body in order to lower it into the grave, we both
had to crouch. As we straightened up, staggering a little with
our burden, Gramshaw's left foot slipped out of the plimsoll.




I made no remark. I pretended I had not noticed.




With our wooden handmade spades we covered in the
grave. While we were doing so, I saw Gramshaw slip his foot
back into the plimsoll without untying the shoe-lace.




'What about removing those boards?' I said, when we
had finished.




'That 'ud be unsystematic. We'll have to work out every
detail before we touch a thing. Carry on as usual in the meantime.
By Jove, Clobbers old boy, look at that sun! The only
good thing on this island is the sun in the early morning.'




For some unaccountable reason, he appeared to be in good
spirits. He chose a roundabout route for our return which
brought us to the north-west side, near the fissure. He was
chattering about fish.




'Poor old Ginger was a long way from a fool. That idea
of drifting in the boat was fundamentally sound. What you
could do when you feel like it is to lash four of those floorboards,
attaching half a dozen fish-lines. Drop it in somewhere
about here.' He pointed down at the sea. 'The boards
are more likely to be brought in than a boat, as they wouldn't
catch the wind.'




When we walked on I wondered why he had said 'you'
instead of 'we'.




I was walking in front of him--intentionally, though I
knew he had the hammer in his belt. I believed myself to be
safe, felt the urge to exult in my safety. I do not defend this
act of folly.




'Clovering!' It was a hoarse shout. 'Turn round, for God's
sake!'




I swung round on my heels. Gramshaw's mouth was open,
his lower lip stretched, like a child about to cry. In his hand
was the machinist's hammer.




'That's better!' he gasped. 'I was watching the back of
your head. I--this hammer! I had a simply ghastly feeling
that I was going to hit you with it! All over now. Phew! Stay
where you are a minute.'




He took half a dozen paces away from the cliff edge. Then
he crouched, took three paces forward, and flung the hammer
with all his strength.




The hammer flew through the air, whistling. I watched
it curve down to the deep water, saw the splash a perceptible
time before I heard it.




'"At the bottom of the deep blue sea",' he chanted. 'And
what's more, it won't get there for several minutes. We're
really standing on the top of an enormously high mountain.
Nature is very wonderful when you come to think of it,
Clobbers old boy.'










As we walked on, Gramshaw began a roundabout apology.




'You know what happened to me with that hammer just
now? Snake and rabbit! That feeling that you're about to do
the very thing you're determined not to do . . . Sometimes
people who haven't a thought of suicide throw themselves
from cliffs and towers--you know!--and women trippers
who look over the side of the pier quite often throw their
purses into the sea. Nothing in it really! There was no need
for me to yell at you like that, upsetting both of us. Unpardonable
behaviour on my part, Clobbers old boy!'




I made suitable response. It was the first time I had seen
this kind of excitement in him.




'I suppose we're both a bit beside ourselves,' he continued.
He was leading the way, not to the hut but across the island.
'Backwash from that awful conversation about manias and
obsessions! Thank God, we've pulled through that all right!
The luckiest thing that's happened, so far, is your waking up
in time to see that bare foot. It's the kind of tremendous trifle
that contains absolute proof in itself. Proof of the wild man,
I mean.'




'Don't let your mind dwell on it,' I said, unable to resist
the temptation to hand him one of his favourite platitudes.




'I think you're right, Clobbers old boy. Mustn't get morbid
about anything. Remember what I said about the spirit of
the island? You thought it bosh then, but you don't now, after
all we've been through. Tell you what! If we think this thing
is going to get us down, I'm all in favour of taking a chance
on the open sea. Save all the water we can. Steer by the sun
and the stars and keep sailing north.'




I thought it a very silly idea. But it would take weeks of
preparation, on account of water, so I pretended to consider it.




I was not surprised when he led the way to the boat. He
contemplated his own lashing with admiration.




'Simple and effective, Clobbers old boy. I bet a sailor
couldn't have done any better. You've only to take this end
in your hand, double it through the loop and pull. A moderate
shove will send her down the ramp and she'll float at full
tide.'




He gazed at the boat with affection, and climbed into it.




'There's a nasty little tear in the sail--a good two inches.
We'll have to stitch that up, somehow or other.'




While he was detaching the sail he chattered, whipping
himself to the belief that an open boat was 'in some respects'
preferable to a liner.




'We might even use some of that corrugated iron to make
a rough sort of cabin.' He broke off, losing his train of
thought. 'I say, Clobbers old boy, did you see two feet or only
one foot? I mean, you said you counted the toes of one foot.
You saw the other foot, didn't you? Without taking particular
notice of it?'




I could see no sense in the question, but I answered it
accurately.




'No, I didn't see a second foot. As the foot didn't appear
to be hopping, you can say that a second foot was connoted.
Don't forget, I was half asleep or I wouldn't have counted
the toes. What can it matter? We've agreed that the foot
belonged to the wild man.'




For me the incident of the foot lost its mystery when Gramshaw's
foot slipped out of the laced plimsoll and back again,
while we were in the crater. My answer was, therefore, intellectually
dishonest. But I was cheating him solely because
I believed it to be for his good. Indirectly, of course, for my
own safety. I knew nothing of his mental condition, but it
would obviously be wise to keep him as calm as I could and
free from torturing doubts about himself.




He was absorbed in rolling the sail. When he had finished
we carried it between us and stowed it in a corner of the
stores-shed.




The heat was beginning and I was glad to rest. Gramshaw
sat at the table making entries in the log. After midday I got up
and read the log. As always it was accurate and scrupulous.








Fell asleep while on guard: Cl. agrees this may have been caused
by my accidentally taking medinal.








There followed a complete record of events, including my
own behaviour with the revolver, 'our suspicion of each other
as the murderer', dissipated by my relating the incident of
the bare foot.




He recorded the time of our completing the burial of
Ginger and then:








There is now no purpose to be served by continuing this log.
Herbert Seiriol Gramshaw.








I wrote the report of Ginger's death, the fifth of its kind,
and Gramshaw signed it.




At five we checked provisions by the stores list. It was at
least clear that the hypothetical wild man had refrained from
looting our stores. Afterwards, Gramshaw did an elaborate
sum of his own which I pretended to check.




'You see what the figures mean, Clobbers old boy? We can
increase the ration about twenty per cent--if we want to--and
still hold out for fifteen months.' He added: 'Ironical,
isn't it!'




I saw no irony, but I did see that he assumed we were in
no danger from the wild man. We had not even discussed a
new method of guard. He was in good spirits over supper for
which we opened a tin of apricots as an extra. He wet-blanketed
my suggestion that we should have a drink.




When darkness fell, I felt no qualms. I believed that my
act with the revolver had been wholly successful--I believed
that Gramshaw would never wish to kill me.




By routine, it was always he who blew out the candle. As
usual, I settled myself on my bedding and lay down. Gramshaw
blew out the candle which--again by routine--never
left the table. He would blow it out and walk to his bed
in the dark.




Tonight he did not walk to his bed. He remained standing
by the table. The seconds lengthened into minutes. Then he
spoke.




'Don't go to sleep!' His voice was hard and his diction
incisive. 'I want you to sit up. Don't use your torch.'




'Righto!' I sat up. 'What's the idea, old man?'




'Sit--as nearly as you can--in the position in which you
saw that foot.'




'I am in that position.'




He moved from the table. Presently I saw a bare foot--a
few inches from the spot where I had seen one before.




'Can you see my foot?'




'Yes. It's flat on the rock. The one I saw was bending a
bit, so that the toes spread out.'




'The act of walking,' said Gramshaw. 'Like this?'




'Nearly enough.'




The next words came in a harsh, grating whisper.




'But you can't see my other foot! You can't see it! Even
when I complete the step and you know where to look.' And
then, once again: 'You can't see it!'




As a matter of fact, I could see it, sufficiently. That is, I
could see the dark outline of the sole of the plimsoll. I could
not see the canvas, because, having been pasted for weeks
with powdered rock, it was perfectly camouflaged. But I
could see, in black outline, the metal tabs at the end of the
laces and the metal rings of the lace-holes.




'I knew you couldn't see it . . . You can't, can you?'




I did not like that excited repetition. I thought it would be
unwise to contradict him. So I answered:




'No, I can't see it. But there's nothing remarkable in that.
The canvas is almost as luminous as the rock and is therefore
indistinguishable.'




'I know. I thought of that at the time. But I had to make
sure.' He was speaking now in his normal voice. 'Sorry to
be such a curse, Clobbers old boy. G'night!'




The next morning we made a float of four floorboards,
attached half a dozen fishing-lines and launched it in deep
water. Gramshaw did nearly all the work and seemed to
enjoy it. For the whole of the siesta period he sat at the table
writing. We talked only about what we were doing at the
moment. I failed to detect any mental strain on his part. I
assumed that he had talked himself out yesterday and was
feeling the aftermath.




I slept heavily that night. When I awoke at dawn, Gramshaw
was not in the hut. I prepared tea and put out two
biscuits each, as usual. I drank my tea and ate my biscuits,
assuming that he had gone to look for the fishing-float--a
toy which would prevent his mind 'dwelling' on anything
in particular. True, nothing had ever returned to the island
on the next tide--the third and the fifth tide being the
commonest. Gramshaw knew this. In a couple of hours I
abandoned the theory and set out to look for him.




Though the plateau occupied about a quarter of the tiny
island, I knew by experience that a team of six men in line
would have to sweep the boulder area at least twice before
they could be certain of finding an unconscious man. I spent
most of the siesta in trying to accustom myself to the idea
that I had seen the last of Gramshaw, now and again lapsing
into a wild hope that I might be wrong. If only he would
walk through the door--a string of fish in his hand and a
platitude on his lips!




Before resuming my search, I had to draw off the water
from the tray into which it dripped from the sailcloth and
corrugated iron. This was done every day after siesta. As I
took up the whisky bottle in which we stored the drinking
water, I found a note tied round its neck.








Dear Clovering,




There is no wild man. That bare foot you saw all by itself was the
only proof of the w.m.'s existence. The proof collapsed under my
experiment on you with the plimsoll in the dark. You couldn't see
my other foot last night for the same reason that you couldn't see it
on the first occasion. We know now that the foot you saw walking
from Ginger's bed was my foot.




I did not know the brain was capable of playing such a ghastly
trick on a man's soul. I cannot do any more thinking. You will find
me in the crater, beside Ginger. I have left papers protecting you
(in the sponge fingers tin). I doped your tea last night with two medinal
tablets. I am taking a dozen myself, which ought to do the
trick comfortably. Best of luck, old man! The only thing that keeps
me steady enough to do what I'm doing now is the knowledge that
you believed our friendship was stronger than my madness. Thank
God you meant what you said! I watched you and you were not
afraid of me after you had dumped the gun. After writing this, I
hope I shan't funk the medinal at the last moment. Before I actually
swallow it I shall make one final test, though it isn't really a test
because I know what the result will be.




Good-bye, Clobbers old boy!








He had not funked taking the medinal. The deep vein of
gentleness in his nature had prompted him to dig his own
grave in the sand. I was able to infer that he had done this in
the dark. He had evidently begun digging too close to Ginger.
The sand around the stick that marked Ginger's grave
had been dug and replaced.




I had only to push the sand into the grave, leaving the
wooden spade, which Ginger had made for Titch's burial, as
Gramshaw's tombstone.




I went back to the hut, hugging the thought that the
immediate cause of Gramshaw's suicide was my readiness to
destroy the myth of the wild man.




That evening, when I went to the beach to collect sea-water
for the condenser I found Gramshaw's float. Attached
to the lines were three fish about the size of a herring, two
very small ones, and the bitten-off head of a much larger one.
I dragged the float above the tideway. I did not know how
to prepare or cook fish and could experiment later. I trebled
the supper ration and, as there was still a large store of
spirits, drank myself into an optimistic stupor.










Nearly seven months have passed since I finished writing
the above. For four days I have been debating with myself
whether to write what follows. Up to this point, every objective
statement of mine is confirmed by the log or the reports
signed by Gramshaw or the miscellaneous notes made by
him. For what follows I can offer no proof. If a team of expert
detectives were to land on the island today I do not
believe that the examination of objects would reveal any clue
that would confirm--or refute--what I am about to state.




Four days ago, in the early evening, I went into the store-shed
for a carving knife with which to prepare fish, of which
I now have an excessive supply.




Stepping inside the shed I had that half-pleased, half-irritated
feeling I always experienced when returning to my
rooms in college after they had suffered spring-cleaning,
noticing that the furniture is all slightly out of place.




In the corner, where the shed touched the hut, there was a
broad chink of daylight. Why had I not noticed that chink
before? I stared at the chink for some seconds before I remembered
that the sail, which Gramshaw had taken from the
boat two days before his death, had been standing in that
corner.




I must, I thought, have moved it absent-mindedly, having
no intention of trying to mend it. There was something else
out of place--missing, in fact--which I eventually discovered
to be a case of canned meat, containing three dozen cans.




My immediate reaction was that of any unthinking housewife.
How can the sail have been moved? How can the case
have been stolen? When there's no one but me on the island?
There was a great deal of that sort of thing before I hurried
over the plateau to the ledge where we had docked the boat.




The boat was no longer there. The boat had vanished--in
circumstances in which the boat could not vanish. There had
been no violent storm which might bring the seas up to the
ledge.




Seas could have torn the lashing and smashed the boat on
the rocks. But no storm--even if there had been one--no
high seas and the rest of it--could have unfastened the lashing.
The rope was intact. Someone had taken this end, doubled it
through the loop, and pulled.




The boat, in fact, had been launched.




That is all. As Gramshaw had pointed out, one man with
a little knowledge could launch that boat at high tide. If
there had been a wild man on the island he could have
launched it, just as he could have committed the five murders.




Even at this moment the prolonged existence of a man on
the island, whom we could neither see nor trace, seems as
absurd as it ever seemed. As absurd as the belief that the sail,
the case of canned beef and the boat can have left the island
of their own volition.




My own power of reasoning has been impaired by my
experience on this island. My sense of proportion--my ability
to assess fact as would other thinking men--has been
distorted. Nevertheless, a line of thought emerges which is
hideously simple.




Gramshaw killed himself, primarily, because I accused
him of the five murders. He accepted my 'proofs' as valid,
with the proviso that the existence of the wild man would
nullify those proofs. By cooperating in destroying his belief in
the existence of the wild man, I snatched away his hope. The
launching of the boat compels me to suspect that I may have
goaded an innocent man to his death.










Nine weeks later: Today an aircraft flew over. He saw me.
With one of Gramshaw's white shirts, I was able to signal
SOS. He circled the island, flying low. I repeated the signal.
He dipped and flew off. Tomorrow I shall shave and dress
myself decently and--I hope--hand this report to the officer
in charge. I intend to do all in my power to assist his investigations.










'Usher, tell Mr Clovering we are ready, please.'




In the public gallery there was a low buzz of excitement.
So far, it had been a day of glorious surprises. They had
come to gape at a sole survivor and perhaps to hear tales of
sharks and savages. They had heard a tale of murder and
exhumations.




The Admiralty bulletin had been very bald. Clovering's
affidavit had been treated as a secret document. Thus the
newspaper men heard for the first time the facts jerked at them
by the evidence of the airman and the naval witnesses. They
were unable to assess the items in terms of the conduct of the
sole survivor.




The witness 'box' was a table on which had been placed a
small wooden frame. Clovering took the oath by reading
aloud from a printed card fixed to the frame.




After formal evidence, deemed to have included the reading
of his affidavit, Clovering was questioned by counsel representing
the shipping company. They were very polite to
each other. Clovering readily agreed that his statements
about the indiscipline of the ship's company were hearsay.
On that understanding he would withdraw them.




Next came counsel retained by Gramshaw's widow,
briefed to do what he could towards clearing her husband's
name.




'Mr Clovering, am I right in saying that there were upwards
of nine craters and a hundred boulders on that island?
And that the boulders varied in size from that of a large
molehill to, say, the dome of St Paul's?'




'I think that is a fair description.'




'Did you examine every one of the larger boulders to discover
whether it might be hollow--whether it might in fact
mask a cave?'




'No.'




Pressed on the possibility of there being a cave on the
island, Clovering gave an open answer. There might be one--there
might not.




'If there had been a cave, occupied by a man living as
you lived, on stores saved from a wreck, such a man could
have lit a fire for his condenser without you or any of your
party being aware of it?'




'If the cave were in the northern part of the island--yes.'




'Now, Mr Clovering, I am about to ask a purely formal
question of which I know the answer. Did you launch that
lifeboat yourself?'




'No.'




'Your affidavit states that it could not have been launched
by weather conditions. How do you escape the conclusion
that the boat was launched--I will not say by a wild man--by
a human being whose presence on the island was unknown
to you?'




'That is my own inference.'




'You agree, do you not, that if there had been a--wild
man--on the island, it would have been possible for him to
have committed all the murders?'




'Yes. But please let me add that I have no positive evidence
of an unknown man's presence, except the launching of the
lifeboat.'




'Thank you, Mr Clovering.'




Counsel sat down. The possibility of the wild man's
existence had been definitely established. Clovering's
grudging admission enhanced the reality of the wild man by
excluding the suspicion that he himself was trying to put over
a tall tale. There was a lull in the proceedings until the chairman
asked the Attorney-General:




'Have you any questions to put to the witness, Sir Brian?'




The Attorney-General rose. He was a large man with a
birdlike face and a thin piping voice that was itself not unbirdlike.
He never looked at a witness until he reached the
end of a sentence.




'Mr Clovering, at the time when you wrote your version
of events on the island, you had access to the log and other
documents authenticated by Gramshaw? Was it in your
mind that your report, if it was to be believed, must never
conflict with a statement of Gramshaw's?'




It was a hostile question, but Clovering was unperturbed.
There would be many more. On the island he had prepared
himself. He knew that the Attorney-General would take the
premise that any single statement might be a lie, covering
guilt. Clovering's policy would be to answer with the same
frankness with which he had written.




'Oh yes, Sir Brian. I frequently checked my account with his.'




'Would it be an exaggeration to say that you wrote your
account round his account?'




'It would be inaccurate. I wrote first, then checked.'




'Do you believe that Gramshaw was schizophrenic?'




'I had, and have, no knowledge of the subject. I guessed
that he could not be, because of the rapidity of the transitions.
But at the last I wavered a little.'




'Your guess was confirmed, in your absence from court, by
psychiatric experts. Neither in Gramshaw's handwriting nor
in your own account of his behaviour is there any symptom
of schizophrenia or of any other mental abnormality. Yet he
killed himself because you convinced him that he was schizophrenic?'




'That confirms my statement that I was, unhappily, the
immediate cause of his death.'




'Mr Clovering! In his farewell note to you Gramshaw
writes: "I shall make one final test". Your account offers no
comment. What was that final test?'




'I don't know.'




'Did you make any effort to find out?'




'No. I assumed it would be a subjective test--a test of his
own mentality.'




'As Gramshaw was not schizophrenic you ask this tribunal
to believe that he planned this abominable series of murders
and secreted the hammer for that purpose?'




'Certainly not: I have given reasons for myself believing
in Gramshaw's guilt. It is not my affair if the tribunal should
decide that the wild man was the killer.'




'Ah-h! That--wild--man!' Sir Brian was mouthing the
words. 'The shadowy figure of that wild man hovers over this
court, in instant readiness to checkmate any move against
yourself. Gramshaw might have committed all the murders.
The wild man might have done so. And you might have
committed all the murders, Mr Clovering?'




'Admittedly. But only on the assumption that I am myself
schizophrenic without knowing it.' He added: 'I am not concerned
to prove that it was impossible for me to commit the
murders. I have reported circumstances showing that I did not.'




The chairman who had frowned frequently during the last
few minutes now expressed his dissatisfaction.




'Sir Brian, I feel it incumbent upon me to remind you that
this is not a criminal court. I have listened with profound
astonishment to your questions. I cannot divine their purpose.'




'My immediate purpose, sir, is to discover the witness's
view of his own mentality during his sojourn on the island.'




'Then I shall warn the witness. Mr Clovering! You need
not answer any question of which the answer might tend to
incriminate you if it were used in evidence elsewhere.'




Clovering bowed acknowledgement.




'I think, sir, that Mr Clovering is wholly confident that
no question of mine could evoke an answer that would incriminate
him.' He turned to witness. 'Mr Clovering, have
you ever been a voluntary patient in a mental nursing home?'




'No.'




'Have you ever been subjected to examination by a mental
expert?'




'No.'




'Now carry your memory, please, to that hammer. That
double-headed machinist's hammer which you say you believe
to be the symbol of Gramshaw's obsession and the instrument
employed in each of the murders. You were alone
when you first saw that hammer, were you not?'




'Yes.' Clovering answered mechanically as if to a formal
question.




'Up to the time of the shipwreck, your interests had been
academic. You were not interested in carpentering tools?'




'Not in the least.'




'Yet, at first sight, that hammer seems to have caught your
interest. You describe it in some detail. You note that it is the
only object in the hut in a state of perfect preservation?'




As Clovering seemed to regard an answer as unnecessary
counsel continued:




'The second time you saw that hammer, you and Gramshaw
were about to work out the rations?'




'Yes.'




'In spite of the grave business in hand, the hammer again
interests you. You give it considerable space. You write down
Gramshaw's description of it as a machinist's hammer with
a double preen. You watch Gramshaw toying with it--"striking
at imaginary objects" you say. Does not that
passage suggest that already that hammer was associated in
your mind with violence?'




Clovering smiled tolerantly.




'That passage, Sir Brian, means only what it says.'




'When you found the body of the man you called Titch and
examined the wound, you immediately assumed that the
hammer had been used. And you made a similar assumption
in regard to the other four murders?'




Clovering hesitated.




'I see that I must accept your word "assumption". I certainly
never obtained scientific proof. But in the circumstances
the assumption carried moral certainty.'




'I am at present suggesting only that the hammer had
some psychological fascination for you--such as you ascribe
to Gramshaw--and that this fact distorted your judgement?'




'Possibly! But you are putting the cart before the horse.
After the murders had been committed with the hammer--as
I believed--I did regard it as a gruesome object. To say it
fascinated me is an exaggeration.'




'When did you last see that hammer?'




'When I was on the cliff-head with Gramshaw--as
described!'




'Your description of that incident is rather--may I say?--colourful.
Are we to take that description literally?'




'I see no objection to your taking it literally.'




'Then I will do so. I will put to you the points of that
description. Please answer "yes" or "no". Did you see
Gramshaw throw that hammer into the sea?'




'Yes.' The tone indicated slight surprise.




'Did you hear it "whistle through the air" as he threw it?
Did you see it "curve down to the deep water"? Did you
"see the splash a perceptible time before you heard it"?'




'Yes.'




'Did Gramshaw then—"chant", I think you said—"at the
bottom of the deep blue sea"? And did he add: "It won't
get there for several minutes"?'




'Yes.'




'Are you surprised to learn that that hammer has been
recovered and is in one of the boxes on the exhibits table
here?'




For the first time Clovering's calm was threatened. He
gripped the wooden frame, displacing it. He recovered himself,
replaced the frame before answering:




'I am very surprised indeed!'




Sir Brian opened the box, took out the machinist's hammer
to which a label was attached by a string. He placed the
hammer on the edge of the frame on the witness table.




'Before I ask you to identify this hammer, it is only fair to
warn you that, during your absence from court, it was
identified by the three naval ratings who recovered it. You
will find a mark, which was engraved on the island, in the
presence of witnesses, by a ship's artificer.' Sir Brian paused.




'Mr Clovering, is this the hammer which you have told us
you believe to be--er--the symbol of Gramshaw's obsession,
and the instrument employed by him in the murders?'




'Yes.'




Sir Brian picked up one of the smaller cardboard boxes.




'In this box'--he removed the lid--'is a plaster cast of the
wound which caused the death of the first victim--the man
you knew as Titch. Will you please fit the hammer to the cast
of the wound?'




Clovering betrayed not a trace of unease as he did as
counsel asked.




'To my inexperience, it seems to be a perfect fit,' he said.




'That is indisputable,' said Sir Brian. 'It can leave no
doubt that the man Titch was killed with that hammer.'




Sir Brian handed witness another of the small boxes.




'This is a similar cast of the wound of the last victim--of
the man you knew as Ginger. Will you repeat the act of
fitting the hammer, please?'




With the same courteous indifference, Clovering applied
the head of the hammer to the plaster cast--with the same
result.




'Thank you, Mr Clovering. It is therefore equally indisputable
that the man Ginger was killed with that hammer.
Your assumption is proved to have been correct in respect of
these two murders. Now this'--Sir Brian removed the lid of a
third cardboard box--'is a similar cast of the wound of
the man known as Steeve. I'm sorry to trouble you again.'




Again Clovering took the plaster cast, but the courteous
indifference was lacking. He applied the hammer-head, but
this time his fingers perceptibly fumbled.




Sir Brian watched the fumbling for some twenty seconds
and then:




'It doesn't fit, does it?' he said. He opened one of the
larger boxes, took out a fire hatchet, and handed it to the
witness.




'Will you try this, please? It is the hatchet taken from the
hut. Try the hammer end--not the blade.'




Clovering took the hatchet and applied the hammer end.




'That's better,' exclaimed Clovering, recovering his poise.
'Yes--it fits.'




'It fits!' echoed Sir Brian in an ecstasy of agreement. 'The
hatchet fits the wound of the man we will continue to call
Steeve. It fits, as you will find, the wound of the man called
Pom. And it fits the wound of the man called Jim. On the
other hand, the machinist's hammer fits the wounds of Titch
and of Ginger. Have you any comment to make upon that,
Mr Clovering?'




'Only that the wounds are all rectangular--that the
difference in the aperture is extremely small and would be
even less easily observed in the actual wound.'




'I put it to you, Mr Clovering, that you killed Titch at
night, in the open, with the machinist's hammer. I put it to
you that, unable to burden yourself with a hidden hammer as
well as a hidden revolver, you killed the other three men with
the hatchet--which you could always carry openly without
incurring suspicion?'




'You need not answer that question, if you do not wish
to,' interposed the chairman.




'Thank you, sir, but I am quite willing. There is no
ground for counsel's assertions. I did nothing of the kind.'




'I put it to you,' persisted Sir Brian, 'that you murdered
the man Ginger--using the hammer a second time, because
the hatchet was at that period in Gramshaw's keeping during
the night--close to his bed?'




'You pursue your own fantasy, Sir Brian. I repeat that I
have killed no one with any weapon whatever.'




'If your conscience was wholly clear, why did you take an
elaborate precaution to prevent a working-party from looking
for that hammer?'




'I took no such precaution! I was certainly surprised, a
few minutes ago, that the hammer had in fact been recovered.'




'Because you had seen it thrown into the sea?'




'Yes--in very deep water.'




'I will concede the depth of the water, Mr Clovering. Let
me tell you that, under your skilful persuasion, Gramshaw
believed that he had committed all the murders with that
hammer. His final test--of which you failed to grasp the
significance--was to make sure that the hammer fitted the
wound of Ginger. For that purpose Gramshaw himself
disinterred the body.'




For the second time, Clovering gripped the frame of the
witness 'box', and again displaced it.




'That hammer, Mr Clovering, was not recovered from the
sea. It did not whistle through the air, as you so vividly described.
Gramshaw did not remark that it would be several
minutes reaching the bottom of that admittedly very deep
water. Gramshaw--a few minutes, perhaps, before he took
the fatal dose of medinal--left that hammer beside the body
of Ginger, where it was found by the working-party, who . . .'




But--as the chairman had reminded Sir Brian--it was not
a criminal court. There was no warder within arm's reach of
Clovering to prevent him from swallowing the crystal of
cyanide.










Home is the Prisoner




Jean Potts








'A tense, exciting, and beautifully written
thriller'--Cyril Ray in the Spectator




When Jim Singley returns to Athena after a
spell in prison for manslaughter, he stirs up old
memories--and old hostilities.




At his trial he had only escaped the electric
chair on the evidence of Cleo, the thirteen-year-old
daughter of the murdered man. Few
believed in his innocence, and, when the key
witness herself retracts her evidence, who can
trust him? Nobody is in a hurry to see him--least
of all his son, his ex-wife, or former
mistress. But in the general attempt to settle
old scores the truth that has lain dormant for
six years is gradually pieced together.










Love in Amsterdam




Nicolas Freeling








Nicolas Freeling's first novel, Love in Amsterdam,
harps on half-conscious fears in its study of a
writer suspected by the police--and at times
by himself and by the reader--of having shot
his former mistress.




'My whole idea,' states one of Freeling's
characters, 'was to write about Europe in a
European idiom. Something that has a
European flavour and inflection.' If this was
also Nicolas Freeling's intention, what a
triumphant start he has made to his un-American
activities! Here are characters that
are subtle rather than tough; dialogue that
echoes real life; settings (in the Low Countries)
exactly inventoried; and, in Van der Valk, the
Dutch inspector, a detective as human and
unorthodox as Maigret himself.




His first three books grade this cosmopolitan
writer almost in a class with Simenon and
Dürrenmatt, in what begins to take shape as a
distinctively European school of 'crime' that
is far more than 'crime'.




'Markedly superior and original. . . More
depth than many straight novels and a
convincing surprise finish'--Maurice
Richardson in the Observer.










Because of the Cats




Nicolas Freeling








Nicolas Freeling's second novel, Because of the
Cats, is a strangely plausible case of a gang of
Dutch teenagers deliberately and viciously
corrupted to suit a twisted purpose.




'An effective and frightening novel'--Times
Literary Supplement.










Gun Before Butter




Nicolas Freeling








In Gun Before Butter, Nicolas Freeling's third
novel, two identities dissolve at the moment
when a knife is jammed between the ribs of an
unknown man in Amsterdam.




'Has established himself as the most interesting
new crime writer for some years'--Maurice
Richardson in the Observer










They shoot horses, don't they?




Horace McCoy








One policeman sat in the rear with me while
the other one drove. We were travelling very
fast and the siren was blowing. It was the
same kind of a siren they had used at the
marathon dance when they wanted to wake
us up.




'Why did you kill her?' the policeman in
the rear seat asked.




'She asked me to,' I said.




'You hear that, Ben?'




'Ain't he an obliging bastard?' Ben said,
over his shoulder.




'Is that the only reason you got?' the
policeman in the rear seat asked.




'They shoot horses, don't they?' I asked.








Horace McCoy's tough, bitten-off story of a
marathon dance contest and its macabre
sequel is a monument to California's craziest
years. It is at once a study in abnormal
psychology and a grim picture of the callous
brutality of American showmanship at its
worst.










The Gazebo




Patricia Wentworth








'This is her twenty-ninth case, proving once
more that "You can't go wrong with Miss
Maud Silver"'--Observer




'Nicholas Carey' were the last two words Mrs
Graham uttered in the presence of her
murderer. At first the evidence seemed
conclusive--especially as the man in question
admitted he was on the scene of the crime
only a few minutes before. But there are other
suspects. Why, for instance, had Sid Blount
and Fred Worple been so keen to buy the
Grahams' house? Why did Ella Harrison try
to establish an alibi? It needs a Miss Silver to
unravel it all, and luckily she's there to see
justice done.




'A first-rate story-teller'--Daily Telegraph










[The end of The Sole Survivor by William Edward Vickers (as Roy Vickers)]
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